




	
	

In	 this	new	Rupa	anthology,	Ruskin	Bond	has	brought	 together	 some	wonderfully
moving	 love	 stories	written	by	master	 storytellers	 such	as	Oscar	Wilde,	O'Henry,
Anthony	 Hope	 and	 Guy	 de	 Maupassant.	 The	 stories	 capture	 every	 mood,	 every
nuance	 of	 the	 word	 love	 which,	 as	 many	 say,	 makes	 the	 world	 go	 round.	 This
collection	 of	 magical	 tales	 of	 love	 and	 passion	 also	 includes	 stories	 written	 by
Ruskin	 Bond	 himself.	 Sometimes	 tragic,	 sometimes	 humorous,	 this	 anthology
brings	 to	 the	 reader	 unique	 love	 stories	 from	 all	 over	 the	 world	 -	 India,	 Persia,
Europe,	Britain	and	the	South	Seas.
	
What	would	 youth	 be	without	 love?'	 asked	Lord	Byron.	And	what	would	 love	 be
without	youth?	In	this	anthology,	great	writers	come	close	to	fathoming	the	mystery.
	
Ruskin	Bond,	well-known	 as	 one	 of	 India's	 best-loved	 and	most	 prolific	writers,
has	been	writing	novels,	poetry,	essays	and	short	stories	for	almost	half	a	century
now.	Apart	from	this,	over	the	years	he	has	expertly	compiled	and	edited	a	number
of	anthologies,	For	his	outstanding	literary	contribution,	he	was	awarded	the	John
Llewellyn	Rhys	Memorial	Prize	 in	1957,	 the	Sahitya	Akademi	award	 in	1992	 (for
English	writing	in	India)	and	the	Padma	Shri	in	1999.
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Introduction

Why	do	 so	many	great	 love	 stories	 end	 in	 sadness	or	 tragedy?	Whether	 it's	Laila
and	Majnu,	Romeo	and	Juliet,	Sohni	and	Mehar,	Antony	and	Cleopatra,	or	the	star-
crossed	lovers	of	operas	such	as	Carmen	or	To	sea,	hero	and	heroine	seem	doomed
to	dying	in	each	other's	arms.	Happy	endings	are	hard	to	come	by.	And	would	they
have	been	happy,	these	passionate	beings,	if	all	had	gone	well	and	there	had	been	no
opposition	 to	 their	 union?	Romeo	 and	 Juliet	might	well	 have	 become	 bored	with
each	other	after	a	couple	of	years	of	marriage;	Laila	might	have	been	disenchanted
with	Majnu;	and	Carmen,	with	her	fiery	temper,	would	certainly	have	been	a	handful
for	any	husband.	The	authors	were	perhaps	wise	to	end	on	a	final	high	note,	albeit	a
tragic	one.	As	Wilde	said,	"Marriage	is	a	romance	in	which	the	hero	dies	in	the	first
chapter."

Perhaps,	that's	why	few	great	love	stories	are	about	married	life.	And	they	lived
happily	ever	after'	is	such	a	convenient	ending!

Another	 appeal	 of	 the	 tragic	 love	 story	 is	 that	 it	 leaves	 the	 doomed	 lovers
forever	young.	They	are	trapped	in	time—always	youthful,	always	beautiful,	always
passionate.	Had	the	amorous	poet	Shelley	died	an	old	man,	we	would	not	have	such
a	romantic	notion	of	him.	But	for	the	passionate	young	man	to	be	drowned	at	sea—
that	gave	him	an	added	dimension!	 Juliet	with	wrinkles	and	Romeo	 limping	 from
arthritis	would	be	fatal	to	their	appeal.	If	you	want	to	be	immortal,	die	young,	like
Alexander	and	his	Persian	boy;	or	Isadora	Duncan,	or	Lola	Montez.	Only	Casanova
lived	 to	a	considerable	age,	and	 in	his	 lifetime	he	was	better	known	as	a	swindler
than	as	a	lover.

However,	this	is	a	collection	of	fiction,	and	Cleopatra	and	her	like	must	wait	for
another	anthology.	Although	it	is	impossible	to	avoid	the	tragic,	I	have	gone	out	of
my	way	to	track	down	a	number	of	cheerful	love	stories	in	order	to	counter-balance
those	that	end	sadly	or	in	despair.

We	do	not	usually	think	of	Maupassant	as	a	cheerful	writer	(he	took	his	own	life,
remember),	but	 in	his	short	story	Happiness	he	makes	a	departure	 from	his	more
morbid	themes	and	gives	us	a	picture	of	true	love	lasting	into	old	age

Clarles	Reade	wrote	a	classic	novel,	The	Cloister	and	the	Hearth.	In	his	story	The
Box	Tunnel,	 he	 takes	 us	 on	 a	 train	 journey	 during	 the	 early	 days	 of	 rail	 travel.	A
gallant	 soldier	 makes	 a	 bet	 that	 he	 will	 kiss	 an	 unknown	 lady	 when	 they	 enter	 a



tunnel.	Naturally,	complications	ensue.
Another	 happy	 story	 is	 Noel	 Langley's	 The	 Folder,	 set	 in	 the	 lobby	 of	 a

fashionable	 hotel.	You	 can	 see	why	 he	was	 such	 a	 good	 playwright,	 and	why	 his
screenplay	for	the	film	The	Wizard	of	Oz,	helped	to	make	it	an	all-time	favourite.

A	bit	of	magic	there,	as	in	many	of	these	stories,	including	O.	Henry's	evergreen
The	Gift	of	the	Magi	and	Richard	Garnett's	off-beat	The	Poison	Maid	set	in	ancient
times.

H.	de	vere	Stacpoole	was	a	romantic	who	chose	for	his	settings	the	islands	of	the
South	Seas.	A	great	favourite	with	me	when	I	was	a	boy,	was	his	most	famous	novel
The	Blue	Lagoon.	In	Maru,	a	bitter-sweet	romance	of	the	Pacific	islands,	he	takes	us
back	to	his	favourite	milieu,	the	coral	reefs	and	lagoons	he	knew	so	well.

Anthony	Hope's	historical	romances	were	bestsellers	in	their	time.	He	was	best-
known	for	his	novel,	The	Prisoner	of	Zenda,	which	was	filmed	at	least	four	times—
once	 as	 a	 silent	 film,	 then	 with	 Ronald	 Colman	 in	 the	 lead,	 followed	 by	 Stewart
Granger,	 and	 finally	 done	 as	 a	 spoof	 by	 Peter	 Sellers.	 Anthony	 Hope	 gave	 up	 a
successful	 legal	 career	 in	order	 to	devote	 all	 his	 time	 to	writing.	His	 heart	 lay	 in
medieval	romance,	as	his	story	testifies.
The	 Pillar	 Of	 Heliodoros	 has	 not	 appeared	 in	 any	 previous	 collection	 or

anthology.	 I	 discovered	 it	 in	 an	 old	 magazine	 and	 have	 edited	 it	 slightly.	 It's	 an
unusual	 tale,	 set	 in	 a	 period	 of	 Indian	 history	 that	 is	 largely	 unfamiliar	 to	 the
modern	reader.

One	 fact	 that	 has	 struck	 me	 while	 compiling	 this	 anthology	 is	 that	 there	 are
comparatively	 few	 short	 love	 stories	written	 by	women.	 It's	 not	 that	women	 don't
write	about	love;	but	they	seem	to	prefer	the	medium	of	the	novel	for	this	purpose.
Jane	Austen,	the	Brontes,	George	Eliot,	all	wrote	great	novels	of	love	and	passion,
but	they	needed	the	broad	canvas	of	the	novel	in	which	to	express	themselves.	With
two	or	three	exceptions,	it	was	men	who	dominated	the	short	story	form.

In	poetry,	however,	some	of	the	most	exquisite	love	poems	have	been	written	by
women.	My	 own	 favourite	 is	Christina	Rosetti,	 and	 I	 never	 tire	 of	 turning	 to	 her
poems,	such	as	this	one,	called	Remember.

	
Remember	me	when	I	am	gone	away,
Gone	far	away	into	the	silent	land;
When	you	can	no	more	hold	me	by	the	hand,
Nor	I	half	turn	to	go	yet	turning	stay.
Remember	me	when	no	more	day	by	day
You	tell	me	of	our	future	that	you	planned:
Only	remember	me;	you	understand
It	will	be	late	to	counsel	then	or	pray.
	



March,	2004 Ruskin	Bond

Yet	if	you	should	forget	me	for	a	while
And	afterwards	remember,	do	not	grieve;
For	if	the	darkness	and	corruption	leave
A	vestige	of	the	thoughts	that	once	I	had,
Better	by	far	you	should	forget	and	smile
Than	that	you	should	remember	and	be	sad.
	
My	own	inclinations	towards	romantic	literature	stem	from	an	early	familiarity

with	 the	 poetry	 of	 Emily	 Brontë,	 Mary	 Coleridge,	 and,	 Christina	 Rosetti;	 not
forgetting	the	operas	of	Puccini,	and	the	operettas	and	musicals	of	the	20th	century,
from	Rose	Marie	 to	The	Phantom	of	 the	Opera.	For	all	 the	great	musical	 librettos
are	 based	 on	 love	 stories,	 whether	 it	 be	 Carmen's	 love	 for	 Don	 Jose	 (based	 on
Prosper	Merrimee's	 novella)	 or	 the	 mad	 phantom's	 love	 for	 Christine	 (based	 on
Gaston	Leroux's	novel).

The	love	story	provides	the	libretto,	the	libretto	inspires	the	music.
And	if	music	be	the	food	of	love,	play	on!
	

	
Landour,	Mussoorie



We	Must	Love	Someone

We	must	love	someone
If	we	are	to	justify
Our	presence	on	this	earth.
We	must	keep	loving	all	our	days,
Someone,	anyone,	anywhere
Outside	our	selves;
For	even	the	sarus	crane
Will	grieve	over	its	lost	companion,
And	the	seal	its	mate.
Somewhere	in	life
There	must	be	someone
To	take	your	hand
And	share	the	torrid	day.
Without	the	touch	of	love
There	is	no	life,	and	we	must	fade	away.

Ruskin	Bond
March	22,	2004



The	Lotus	and	the	Bee

FROM	THE	SANSKRIT

rincess,	once	upon	a	time	a	young	and	handsome	bee,	that	had	till	then	grown
up	at	home	and	been	fed	by	his	parents,	set	out	for	the	first	time	in	his	life	on	an

expedition	to	fetch	flower-nectar	for	the	purpose	of	making	honey.	And	attracted	by
its	fragrance	he	flew	to	a	red	lotus,	growing	on	a	pool	in	the	forest,	and	was	about
to	drain	her	of	her	sweetness.	But	the	lotus	closed	her	flower,	and	would	not	let	him
enter,	 saying:	 O	 bee,	 you	 come	 here,	 after	 the	 manner	 of	 your	 kind,	 insolently
pushing	 into	 me,	 and	 seeking	 to	 rob	 me	 of	 my	 nectar,	 expecting	 to	 get	 all	 for
nothing.	Learn	 that	you	must	buy	my	nectar	of	me.	Then	 the	bee	buzzed	and	said:
What	shall	I	give	you	for	it?	What	is	there	that	you	can	want?	Is	it	not	enough	for
you	to	blow	and	bloom	on	this	pool,	scenting	the	air?	Then	the	lotus	said:	There	is
still	something	wanting.	Out	upon	you,	foolish	bee;	You,	a	bee,	not	to	know	what	I
want!	Go	 away,	 and	 find	 out,	 and	 then	 come	 back	 to	me,	 if	 you	want	 any	 of	my
nectar.

Then	the	bee	buzzed	violently	in	anger,	and	flew	away,	to	find	out	what	the	lotus
wanted.	And	he	saw	a	beetle	busily	grubbing	in	the	earth	at	the	foot	of	a	tree.	So	he
said:	O	beetle,	tell	me	what	the	lotus	wants.	But	the	beetle	answered:	What	is	a	lotus
to	 me?	 Go	 elsewhere;	 I	 have	 no	 leisure.	 So	 the	 bee	 flew	 off	 and	 saw	 a	 spider,
spinning	a	web	in	a	branch.	And	he	asked	him.	And	the	spider	said:	What	she	wants
is	doubtless	a	fly.	But	the	bee	thought:	It	cannot	be	a	fly.	This	spider	judges	others	by
himself.	And	seeing	a	cloud	floating	in	the	air	above	him,	he	flew	up	and	asked	it:	O
cloud,	what	does	 the	 lotus	want?	The	cloud	said:	Raindrops.	So	 the	bee	 flew	back
and	offered	water	to	the	lotus.	But	she	said:	I	get	that	from	the	cloud	and	from	the
pool,	not	 from	you.	Try	again.	So	he	flew	away,	and	saw	a	sunbeam	playing	on	a
blade	of	grass,	and	asked	it	what	the	lotus	wanted.	The	sunbeam	said:	Warmth.	So	the
bee	flew	back	bringing	with	him	a	fire-fly,	and	tried	to	warm	the	lotus.	But	she	said:
I	get	warmth	from	the	sun,	not	 from	you.	Try	again.	Then	 the	bee	 flew	off	again,
and	saw	an	owl	blinking	in	a	tree;	and	he	buzzed	in	his	ear	and	roused	him,	and	said:



O	owl,	tell	me	what	the	lotus	wants.	The	owl	said:	Sleep.	And	the	bee	flew	back,	and
said	to	the	lotus:	I	will	lull	you	to	sleep	by	humming	to	you,	and	fanning	you	with
my	wings.	 But	 the	 lotus	 answered:	 I	 get	 sleep	 from	 the	 night,	 not	 from	 you.	 Try
again.

Then	 the	 bee	 in	 despair	 flew	 away,	 crying	 aloud:	What	 in	 the	 world	 can	 this
niggardly	and	capricious	lotus	want	of	me?	And	as	fate	would	have	it,	his	cry	was
overheard	by	an	old	hermit,	who	lived	 in	 the	forest,	and	knew	the	 language	of	all
beasts	and	birds.	And	he	called	 to	 the	bee,	and	said:	O	thou	dull-witted	bee,	 this	 is
what	the	lotus	wants:	and	he	told	him.	Then	the	bee	was	delighted,	and	flew	away	to
the	lotus,	and	gave	her	what	she	wanted.	And	she	opened	her	flower,	and	he	went	in
and	stole	her	nectar.

Now	tell	me,	Princess,	what	did	the	bee	give	the	lotus?	And	the	Princess	blushed,
and	said:	He	gave	her	a	kiss.



Medieval	Tale

BY	A.	LL.	OWEN

here	was	a	youth,	and	he	 loved	a	maiden.	And	men	behoove	to	 take	heed	of	a
maiden,	 for	 a	maiden	 be	 pliant,	 and	 demure,	 and	 she	 speaketh	 small.	 And	 in

external	disposition	she	is	comely.	And	though	her	eyelashes	be	never	so	low	on	her
cheek,	she	is	aware	of	all.

And	the	youth	was	poor.
And	the	youth	wandered	in	wood	in	winter,	and	was	wondrous	wan.	And	he	saw

before	him	a	tree.	And	he	saw	peaches	on	the	tree.	And	though	it	was	winter,	yet	they
were	ripe.

And	men	behoove	to	take	heed	of	a	peach,	for	when	it	is	ripe,	and	it	is	bitten,	it	is
the	way	of	its	juice	to	drip.

And	the	youth	plucked	the	peaches,	and	he	put	them	in	a	basket,	and	he	took	them
to	the	king,	so	that	he	should	be	rewarded	for	so	rare	a	fruit.

And	men	behoove	to	take	of	a	king,	for	though	the	stomach	be	never	so	wambly
of	a	morning,	 and	 there	be	beating	and	clouting	 in	 the	head,	 and	 the	 sight	darkle:
when	a	king	laugheth,	men	must	laugh.	And	when	a	king	frowneth,	men	must	frown,
though	the	heart	be	never	so	merry,	and	laughter	bumble	in	breast.

And	the	youth	came	to	the	palace,	and	he	hailed	the	porter.
And	men	behoove	to	take	heed	of	a	porter	at	a	palace,	for	where	he	standeth,	all

men	must	come	to	him,	and	go	from	him.	And	to	the	baser	sort	of	men	he	is	a	genial
menial,	but	his	mirth	is	privy	to	him,	for	he	jests	as	it	were	from	a	height,	and	of	a
sudden	he	glareth,	and	claps	to	the	window.	And	they	can	wait,else	they	pay	a	fee.

And	the	youth	said,	Open,	 for	 I	have	peaches	for	 the	king.	And	the	porter	said,
Yea,	 thou	 has	 peaches	 for	 the	 king,	 though	 it	 be	winter.	 And	 he	 stared,	 and	 said,
Verily,	thou	hast	peaches	for	the	king.	And	he	said,	Thou	comest	with	peaches,	and
thou	goest	with	gold.	And	he	said,	Give	me	a	third	of	the	reward,	or	else	thou	shalt
not	enter.

And	the	youth	was	sad,	and	grew	cold.	And	the	youth	said,	Yea.



And	the	porter	admitted	the	youth,	and	he	called	an	usher.
And	men	behoove	 to	 take	heed	of	 an	usher,	 for	 he	 listens	not	 nor	 stirs,	 but	 he

picketh	teeth	when	asked	for	guidance;	yet	a	lord	he	taketh	to	the	king	with	strutting,
and	he	calls	the	lord's	name	bravely.	And	to	the	poor	he	shows	his	palm	as	it	were
secretly,	 and	 he	 rubbeth	 fingers.	And	he	walks	 as	 though	 they	were	 not	with	 him.
And	the	usher	said	to	the	youth,	Pay	me	a	third	of	what	the	king	giveth	thee.	And	the
youth	said,	Yea.

And	the	usher	took	him	to	a	steward.
And	 men	 behoove	 to	 take	 heed	 of	 a	 steward,	 for	 a	 steward	 hath	 charge	 of

another's	 goods,	 and	 he	 must	 answer	 for	 them.	 And	 he	 prepares	 his	 answers
shrewdly,	for	what	is	not	missed	is	to	the	owner	as	if	it	were	not;	yet	it	is	under	the
steward's	pillow.	And	the	steward	said	to	the	youth,	Give	me	a	third	of	what	the	king
giveth	thee.	And	the	youth	said,	Yea.

And	the	youth	knelt	before	the	king,	and	he	gave	the	peaches	to	the	king.	And	the
king	was	content,	and	he	said	to	the	youth,	How	shall	I	reward	thee?

And	the	youth	said,	O	king,	 though	thou	givest	me	in	 thousands	what	I	ask	for,
yet	thou	wilt	not	be	ever	the	poorer.

And	 the	king	said,	An	amiable	youth,	and	clever.	And	 the	king	said,	What	 thou
asketh,	I	shall	give.

And	 the	 youth	 said,	 O	 king,	 I	 ask	 for	 thirty	 lashes	 with	 a	 cord.	 And	 the	 cord
should	be	well	knotted,	and	 lithe	with	 the	grease	of	bears.	And	 the	man	who	shall
wield	the	cord	must	be	an	eater	of	beef,	and	in	his	heart	there	should	be	rancour	to
all	men.

And	the	king	looked	ghastful.	And	he	said,	What	manner	of	gift	is	this?
And	 the	youth	 told	him	 that	a	 third	of	 it	was	 for	 the	porter,	 and	a	 third	 for	 the

usher,	and	a	third	for	the	steward.
And	the	king	listened.	And	the	king	said,	I	have	armies	on	my	frontiers,	and	when

I	cough,	 it	 is	 a	great	 cough,	 and	 it	hath	many	meanings.	And	he	 said,	Yet	 there	 is
villainy	in	mine	own	kitchen.

And	he	said,	Call	the	porter,	and	the	usher,	and	the	steward.	And	he	said,	Call	him
whom	men	call	Samsoun.

And	the	villainy	was	corrected.
And	the	king	said	to	the	youth,	Thou	hast	been	rewarded	for	the	peaches,	but	thou

shalt	be	rewarded	for	unmasking	villainy.	And	the	king	said,	Yea,	though	they	were
grown	men,	wondrous	high	were	their	songsters'	voices.	And	the	king	said,	Yea,	it
was	as	though	a	throat	could	whelp	a	cry.	And	the	queen	said,	Look,	for	they	sitteth
in	 the	moat.	And	 the	king's	 hands	 shook	 as	 he	gave	gold	 to	 the	youth,	 so	 that	 the
youth	was	rewarded	overmuch.

And	 the	 youth	 returned	 to	 his	 home,	 and	 he	 showed	 to	 the	maiden	 and	 to	 the
father	of	the	maiden	his	gold.



And	the	maiden	became	more	pliant,	and	more	demure,	and	more	comely	 than
before,	and	more	small	of	voice.



Happiness

BY	GUY	DE	MAUPASSANT

Guy	de	Maupassant	(1850-1893),	though	one	of	the	world's	supreme	"artists	of
the	 short	 story,"	 was	 only	 forty-three	 when	 he	 died.	 His	 life	 of	 tragic
misfortune	 is	 reflected	 in	 the	 cynicism	 and	 morbidity	 of	 many	 of	 his	 tales.
"Happiness,"	however,	reveals	De	Maupassant	in	a	more	optimistic	mood.	The
story	is	told	with	such	delicate	perception	that	this	simple	romance	becomes	a
living	human	document.
	
	
t	was	tea-time	before	the	lights	were	brought	in.	The	sky	was	all	rosy	with	sunset
and	shimmering	with	gold	dust.	The	villa	looked	down	upon	the	Mediterranean,

which	lay	without	ripple	or	quiver,	like	a	vast	sheet	of	burnished	metal,	smooth	and
shining	in	the	fading	daylight.	The	irregular	outline	of	the	distant	mountains	on	the
right	stood	out	black	against	the	pale	purple	background	of	the	western	sky.

The	 conversation	 turned	on	 love,	 that	 old	 familiar	 topic,	 and	 remarks	 that	 had
been	 made	 many	 times	 before,	 were	 being	 offered	 once	 again.	 The	 gentle
melancholy	of	the	twilight	diffused	a	languorous	charm	and	created	an	atmosphere
to	 tender	 emotion.	 The	 word	 "love,"	 constantly	 reiterated,	 now	 in	 a	 man's	 virile
voice,	 now	 in	 a	 woman's	 delicate	 tones,	 seemed	 to	 dominate	 the	 little	 drawing-
room,	hovering	like	a	bird,	brooding	like	a	spirit.

"Is	it	possible	to	remain	faithful	to	one	love	year	after	year?"
Some	 said	 yes,	 some	 said	 no.	 Distinctions	 were	 made,	 limits	 defined,	 and

instances	cited.	The	minds	of	all,	men	and	women	alike,	were	surging	with	a	host	of
disturbing	memories,	which	 trembled	on	 their	 lips,	but	which	 they	dared	not	utter.
Their	 emotion	 expressed	 itself	 in	 the	 deep	 and	 ardent	 interest	 with	 which	 they
discussed	 this	 commonplace,	 yet	 sovereign,	 passion,	 this	 tender	 and	 mysterious
bond	between	two	beings.

Suddenly	someone,	with	his	eyes	on	the	distant	prospect,	exclaimed:



"Oh,	look	over	there.	What	can	it	be?"
On	the	sky-line,	a	great	blurred	mass	of	grey	was	rising	out	of	the	sea.	The	ladies

sprang	to	their	feet	and	gazed	in	surprise	at	 this	startling	thing	that	they	had	never
seen	before.

"It	 is	 Corsica,"	 someone	 explained.	 "It	 is	 visible	 two	 or	 three	 times	 a	 year	 in
certain	exceptional	atmospheric	conditions.	When	the	air	is	perfectly	clear	the	mists
of	water	vapour,	which	usually	veil	the	horizon,	are	lifted."

The	 ridges	of	 the	mountains	 could	be	 faintly	 discerned,	 and	 some	 thought	 that
they	could	make	out	even	the	snow	on	the	peaks.

This	sudden	apparition	of	a	phantom	world,	emerging	from	the	sea,	produced	on
those	who	witnessed	it	a	disquieting	impression,	a	feeling	of	uneasiness,	almost	of
consternation.

An	old	gentleman,	hitherto	silent,	exclaimed:
"That	 very	 island	 which	 has	 risen	 from	 the	 waters	 as	 if	 in	 response	 to	 our

conversation,	reminds	me	of	a	curious	experience.	It	was	 there	 that	I	came	upon	a
wonderful	 instance	 of	 faithful	 love,	 a	 love	 that	 was	 incredibly	 happy.	 This	 is	 the
story:

"Five	 years	 ago	 I	 paid	 a	 visit	 to	 Corsica.	 Although	 visible	 now	 and	 then,	 like
today,	from	the	coast	of	France,	less	is	known	of	that	wild	island	than	of	America,
and	 it	 seems	almost	more	 remote.	Picture	 to	yourselves	 a	world	 still	 in	 a	 state	of
chaos,	 a	 raging	 sea	 of	 mountains,	 intersected	 by	 narrow	 gorges	 with	 rushing
torrents.	 Instead	 of	 plains,	 there	 are	 vast,	 rolling	 sweeps	 of	 granite	 and	 gigantic
undulations	of	the	earth,	overgrown	with	bush	and	great	forests	of	chestnut	trees	and
pines.	It	is	a	virgin	country,	desolate,	uncultivated,	in	spite	of	an	occasional	village
planted	like	a	heap	of	rocks	on	a	mountain	top.	There	is	no	agriculture,	industry,	or
art.	 You	 never	 come	 upon	 a	 scrap	 of	 wood-carving	 or	 sculpture,	 or	 any	 relic,
showing	in	the	Corsicans	of	old	a	taste,	whether	primitive	or	cultured,	for	graceful
and	beautiful	things.	It	is	this	that	strikes	you	most	forcibly	in	that	superb	but	austere
country,	 its	hereditary	indifference	to	that	striving	after	exquisite	forms,	which	we
call	 Art.	 In	 Italy,	 every	 palace	 is	 not	 only	 full	 of	 masterpieces,	 but	 is	 itself	 a
masterpiece;	 in	 Italy,	 marble,	 wood,	 bronze,	 iron,	 metals,	 stone,	 all	 testify	 to	 the
genius	of	man,	and	even	the	humblest	relics	of	antiquity,	that	lie	about	in	old	houses,
reveal	this	divine	passion	for	beauty.	Italy	is	to	all	of	us	a	beloved	and	sacred	land,
because	 it	 displays	 convincingly	 the	 energy,	 grandeur,	 power	 and	 triumph	 of
creative	intelligence.

"And	opposite	her	shores	lies	wild	Corsica,	just	as	she	was	in	her	earliest	days.
There	 a	man	 leads	 his	 own	 life	 in	 his	 rude	 cottage,	 indifferent	 to	 everything	 that
does	 not	 directly	 concern	 himself	 or	 his	 family	 quarrels.	 And	 he	 still	 retains	 the
defects	and	qualities	of	primitive	races.	Passionate,	vindictive,	frankly	bloodthirsty,
he	is	at	the	same	time	hospitable,	generous,	faithful,	ingenuous.	He	opens	his	door



to	the	stranger	and	repays	the	most	trifling	act	of	kindness	with	loyal	friendship.
"For	a	whole	month	I	had	been	wandering	all	over	this	magnificent	island,	and	I

had	a	feeling	of	having	reached	the	end	of	the	world.	There	are	no	inns,	no	taverns,
no	roads.	Mule	tracks	lead	up	to	hamlets	that	cling	to	the	mountain	sides	and	look
down	 upon	 windings	 canons,	 from	 whose	 depths	 rises	 in	 an	 evening	 the	 deep,
muffled	roar	of	torrents.	The	wanderer	knocks	at	the	door	of	a	house	and	asks	for	a
night's	hospitality.	He	 takes	his	place	at	his	host's	 frugal	board,	 sleeps	beneath	his
humble	 roof,	 and	 the	 next	 day	 the	 master	 of	 the	 house	 escorts	 his	 guest	 to	 the
outskirts	of	the	village,	where	they	shake	hands	and	part.

"One	evening,	after	a	ten	hours'	tramp,	I	reached	a	little	solitary	dwelling	at	the
upper	end	of	 a	valley,	which,	 a	mile	 lower,	 fell	 away	abruptly	 to	 the	 sea.	 It	was	a
ravine	of	intense	dreariness,	walled	in	by	bleak	mountains,	rising	steeply	on	either
side,	 and	 covered	with	 bush,	 fallen	 rocks	 and	 lofty	 trees.	Near	 the	 hut	 there	were
some	vines	 and	a	 small	garden,	 and	at	 a	 little	distance,	 some	 tall	 chestnut	 trees.	 It
was	 enough	 to	 support	 life,	 and	 indeed	 amounted	 to	 a	 fortune	 on	 that	 poverty-
stricken	island.

"I	 was	 met	 by	 an	 old	 woman	 of	 severe	 aspect	 and	 unusual	 cleanliness.	 Her
husband	rose	from	a	straw-bottomed	chair,	bowed	to	me,	and	then	resumed	his	seat
without	a	word.

"'Pray	excuse	him,'	said	his	wife.	'He	is	deaf.	He	is	eighty-two.'
"To	my	surprise,	she	spoke	French	like	a	Frenchwoman.
"'You	are	not	a	native	of	Corsica?'	I	asked.
"'No,	we	are	from	the	mainland,	but	we	have	lived	here	for	fifty	years.'
"A	wave	of	horror	and	dismay	swept	over	me	at	the	thought	of	those	fifty	years

spent	in	that	gloomy	cranny,	so	far	from	towns	and	places	where	men	live.	An	old
shepherd	entered,	and	we	all	sat	down	to	supper,	which	consisted	of	a	single	course,
thick	broth	containing	potatoes,	bacon	and	cabbages	all	cooked	together.	When	the
short	 meal	 was	 over	 I	 took	 a	 seat	 before	 the	 door.	 I	 was	 weighed	 down	 by	 the
melancholy	 aspect	 of	 that	 forbidding	 landscape	 and	 by	 that	 feeling	 of	 depression
which	at	times	overtakes	the	traveller	on	a	dismal	evening	in	dreary	surroundings,	a
foreboding	that	the	end	of	everything,	the	end	of	existence,	the	end	of	the	world,	is
at	 hand.	 Suddenly	 the	 appalling	 wretchedness	 of	 life	 is	 borne	 in	 upon	 us;	 the
isolation	of	each	one	of	us;	the	hollowness	of	everything;	the	black	loneliness	of	the
heart,	which	is	lulled	and	deceived	by	its	own	imaginings	to	the	brink	of	the	grave.

"Presently	the	old	woman	rejoined	me,	and	with	the	curiosity	which	lingers	even
in	the	serenest	soul,	she	began	to	question	me.

'"So	you	come	from	France?'
'"Yes,	I	am	on	a	pleasure	trip.'
"I	suppose	you	live	in	Paris.'
"No,	my	home	is	Nancy.'



"At	 this	 she	 seemed	 to	 be	 seized	 by	 some	 violent	 emotion,	 and	 yet	 I	 cannot
explain	how	it	was	that	I	saw,	or	rather	felt,	her	agitation.

"'Your	home	is	Nancy?'	she	repeated	slowly.
"Her	husband	appeared	 in	 the	doorway,	with	 the	 impassive	air	 that	deaf	people

have.
"'Never	mind	 about	 him,"	 she	 continued,	 'he	 cannot	 hear	 us.'	After	 a	 pause	 she

resumed:
'"Then	you	know	people	at	Nancy?'
"Yes,	nearly	everyone/
"'Do	you	know	the	Sainte-Allaizes?'
"'Very	well	indeed.	They	were	friends	of	my	father's.'
'"What	is	your	name?'
"'I	 told	 her.	 She	 looked	 at	 me	 searchingly.	 Then,	 in	 the	 low	 voice	 of	 one

conjuring	up	the	past:
"'Yes,	yes,	I	remember	perfectly.	And	what	has	become	of	the	Brisemares?'
"'They	are	all	dead.'
"'Ah!	And	did	you	know	the	Sirmonts?'
'"Yes,	the	last	of	them	is	a	General	now.'
"She	was	quivering	with	excitement,	with	pain,	with	mingled	emotions,	 strong,

sacred,	impossible	to	describe,	with	a	strange	yearning	to	break	the	silence,	to	utter
all	the	secrets	hitherto	locked	away	in	her	heart,	to	speak	about	those	people,	whose
very	names	shook	her	to	the	soul.

"'Henri	de	Sirmont.	Yes,	I	know,'	she	exclaimed.	'He	is	my	brother.'
"I	glanced	at	her	in	amazement.	Suddenly	I	remembered.
"Long	 ago	 there	 had	 been	 a	 terrible	 scandal	 among	 the	 Lorraine	 aristocracy.

Suzanne	 de	 Sirmont,	 a	 beautiful	 and	 wealthy	 girl,	 had	 eloped	 with	 a	 non-
commissioned	officer	in	the	Hussar	regiment	commanded	by	her	father.	The	son	of
a	peasant,	but	for	all	that	a	fine	figure	in	his	blue	pelisse,	this	common	soldier	had
captivated	 his	 Colonel's	 daughter.	 No	 doubt,	 she	 had	 had	 opportunities	 of	 seeing
him,	 admiring	 him,	 and	 falling	 in	 love	 with	 him,	 as	 she	 watched	 the	 squadrons
trooping	past.	But	how	had	she	contrived	to	speak	to	him?	How	had	they	managed	to
meet	and	come	 to	an	understanding?	How	had	she	ventured	 to	convey	 to	him	 that
she	loved	him?	No	one	ever	knew.

"No	suspicion	had	been	aroused.	At	the	end	of	the	soldier's	term	of	service	they
disappeared	 together	 one	 night.	 A	 search	 was	 made	 for	 them;	 but	 without	 result.
Nothing	was	ever	heard	of	them	again	and	the	family	looked	upon	her	as	dead.

"And	now	I	had	found	her	in	this	desolate	valley.
"'I	remember	perfectly,'	I	said	at	last.	'You	are	Mademoiselle	Suzanne.'
"She	nodded.	Tears	welled	 from	her	 eyes.	Then,	with	a	glance	 towards	 the	old

man,	who	was	standing	motionless	on	the	threshold	of	his	hut:



"'And	that	is	my	husband.'
"Then	I	realised	that	she	still	 loved	him,	 that	she	still	beheld	him	with	eyes	 that

had	not	lost	their	illusion.
'"I	trust	that	you	have	been	happy?'	I	ventured.
"In	a	voice	straight	from	the	heart	she	answered:
"'Yes,	very	happy.	He	has	made	me	very	happy.	I	have	never	regretted	anything.'
"I	 gazed	 at	 her	 in	 sympathetic	 surprise,	marvelling	 at	 the	 power	 of	 love.	 This

well-bred,	wealthy	 girl	 had	 followed	 that	 humble	 peasant,	 and	 had	 stooped	 to	 his
level.	 She	 had	 submitted	 to	 an	 existence	 destitute	 of	 all	 the	 graces,	 luxuries,	 and
refinements	of	life.	She	had	conformed	to	his	simple	ways.	And	she	still	loved	him.
She	had	become	a	peasant	woman,	in	bonnet	and	cotton	gown.	She	sat	on	a	straw-
bottomed	chair	at	a	wooden	table,	and	supped	on	a	broth	of	cabbages,	potatoes	and
bacon,	served	in	an	earthenware	dish.	At	night	she	lay	on	a	palliasse	by	his	side.	She
had	 never	 had	 a	 thought	 for	 anything	 but	 her	 lover.	 And	 she	 regretted	 nothing,
neither	jewels,	silks	and	satins,	luxuries,	cushioned	chairs,	the	warmth	and	perfume
of	tapestried	rooms,	nor	downy	couches	so	grateful	to	weary	limbs.	He	was	her	one
desire.	As	long	as	he	was	there	she	asked	no	more	of	life.

"A	mere	girl,	she	had	sacrificed	her	whole	future,	the	world,	and	those	who	had
brought	her	up	and	loved	her.	All	alone	with	him,	she	had	come	to	this	wild	ravine.
And	he	had	been	all	in	all	to	her.	He	had	satisfied	her	heart's	desires,	its	dreams,	its
endless	 longings,	 its	 undying	 hopes.	He	 had	 filled	 her	whole	 life	with	 bliss	 from
beginning	to	end.	She	could	not	possibly	have	been	happier.

"I	 lay	 awake	 all	 night,	 listening	 to	 the	 old	 soldier's	 stertorous	 breathing,	 as	 he
slept	on	his	pallet	by	the	side	of	her	who	had	followed	him	to	the	ends	of	the	earth,
and	 I	 pondered	 on	 their	 strange,	 yet	 simple	 story;	 their	 happiness,	 so	 perfect,	 yet
founded	on	so	little.

"At	sunrise	I	shook	hands	with	the	old	couple	and	bade	them	farewell."
	

The	speaker	was	silent.
"You	may	say	what	you	please,"	one	of	the	women	exclaimed,	"her	ideals	were

paltry.	Her	wants	and	desires	were	absurdly
primitive.	She	was	just	a	fool."
"What	did	that	matter?"	replied	another	woman	pensively.
"She	was	happy."
On	 the	 horizon,	 Corsica	was	 vanishing	 in	 the	 gloom	 of	 night,	 sinking	 slowly

back	 into	 the	 sea,	 as	 if	 its	 vast	 shadowy	 form	 had	manifested	 itself	 for	 no	 other
purpose	than	to	tell	its	tale	of	those	two	simple	lovers	who	had	found	a	refuge	on	its
shores.



The	Box	Tunnel

BY	CHARLES	READE

Charles	 Reade	 (1814-1884)	 is	 now	 best	 known	 for	 his	 "Cloister	 and	 the
Hearth"—undoubtedly	 one	 of	 the	 finest	 historical	 romances	 in	 the	 English
language—and	 his	 play,	 "The	 Lyons	 Mail,"	 first	 produced	 by	 Irving	 and
frequently	revived.
	
	
he	10:15	train	glided	from	Paddington,	May	7,	1847.	In	the	left	compartment	of
a	 certain	 first-class	 carriage	 were	 four	 passengers;	 of	 these	 two	 were	 worth

description.	 The	 lady	 had	 a	 smooth,	 white,	 delicate	 brow,	 strongly	 marked
eyebrows,	 long	 lashes,	 eyes	 that	 seemed	 to	 change	 colour,	 and	 a	 good-sized
delicious	mouth,	with	teeth	as	white	as	milk.	A	man	could	not	see	her	nose	for	her
eyes	and	mouth;	her	own	sex	could	and	would	have	told	us	some	nonsense	about	it.
She	wore	an	upretending	greyish	dress	buttoned	 to	 the	 throat	with	 lozenge-shaped
buttons,	and	a	Scottish	shawl	that	agreeably	evaded	colour.	She	was	like	a	duck,	so
tight	her	plain	feathers	fitted	her,	and	there	she	sat,	smooth,	snug,	and	delicious,	with
a	 book	 in	 her	 hand,	 and	 the	 soupçon	 of	 her	wrist	 just	 visible	 as	 she	 held	 it.	 Her
opposite	 neighbour	was	what	 I	 call	 a	 good	 style	 of	man—the	more	 to	 his	 credit,
since	he	belonged	 to	 a	 corporation	 that	 frequently	 turns	 out	 the	worst	 imaginable
style	of	young	men.	He	was	a	cavalry	officer,	aged	twenty-five.	He	had	a	moustache,
but	not	a	very,	 repulsive	one;	not	one	of	 those	 subnasal	pigtails	on	which	soup	 is
suspended	like	dew	on	a	shrub;	it	was	short,	thick,	and	black	as	a	coal.	His	teeth	had
not	yet	been	turned	by	tobacco	smoke	to	the	colour	of	juice,	his	clothes	did	not	stick
to	 nor	 hang	 to	 him,	 he	 had	 an	 engaging	 smile,	 and,	what	 I	 liked	 the	 dog	 for,	 his
vanity,	 which	 was	 inordinate,	 was	 in	 its	 proper	 place,	 his	 heart,	 not	 in	 his	 face,
jostling	mine	and	other	people's	who	have	none;	in	a	word,	he	was	what	one	oftener
hears	of	than	meets—a	young	gentleman.

He	was	conversing	in	an	animated	whisper	with	a	companion,	a	fellow-officer;



they	were	talking	about	what	it	is	far	better	not	to—women.	Our	friend	clearly	did
not	wish	to	be	overheard;	for	he	cast	ever	and	anon	a	furtive	glance	at	his	fair	vis-a-
vis	and	 lowered	his	voice.	She	 seemed	completely	 absorbed	 in	her	book,	 and	 that
reassured	him.

At	last	the	two	soldiers	came	down	to	a	whisper	(the	truth	must	be	told);	the	one
who	got	down	at	Slough,	and	was	 lost	 to	posterity,	bet	 ten	pounds	 to	 three	 that	he
who	was	going	down	with	us	to	Bath	and	immortality	would	not	kiss	either	of	the
ladies	opposite	upon	the	road.	"Done,	done!"

Now,	I	am	sorry,	a	man	I	have	hitherto	praised	should	have	lent	himself,	even	in
a	whisper,	to	such	a	speculation;	"but	nobody	is	wise	at	all	hours,"	not	even	when	the
clock	is	striking	five-and-twenty;	and	you	are	to	consider	his	profession,	his	good
looks,	and	the	temptation—ten	to	three.

After	Slough	 the	party	was	 reduced	 to	 three;	 at	Twyford	one	 lady	dropped	her
handkerchief;	 Captain	 Dolignan	 fell	 on	 it	 like	 a	 lamb;	 two	 or	 three	 words	 were
interchanged	on	this	occasion.

At	Reading,	the	Marlborough	of	our	tale	made	one	of	the	safe	investments	of	that
day,	he	bought	a	Times	and	Punch;	the	latter	full	of	steel-pen	thrusts	and	wood-cuts.
Valour	and	beauty	deigned	to	 laugh	at	some	inflamed	humbug	or	other,	punctured
by	Punch.	Now	laughing	together	thaws	our	human	ice;	long	before	Swindon	it	was
a	 talking	 match—at	 Swindon	 who	 so	 devoted	 as	 Captain	 Dolignan?—he	 handed
them	 out—he	 souped	 them—he	 tough-chickened	 them—he	 brandied	 and
cochinealed	 one,	 and	 brandied	 and	 burnt-sugared	 the	 other;	 on	 their	 return	 to	 the
carriage,	 one	 lady	 passed	 into	 the	 inner	 compartment	 to	 inspect	 a	 certain
gentleman's	seat	on	that	side	of	the	line.

Reader,	had	it	been	you	or	I,	the	beauty	would	have	been	the	deserter,	the	average
one	would	have	stayed	with	us	till	all	was	blue,	ourselves	included;	not	more	surely
does	our	slice	of	bread	and	butter,	when	it	escapes	from	our	hand,	revolve	it	ever	so
often,	alight	face	downward	on	the	carpet.

But	this	was	a	bit	of	a	fop,	Adonis,	dragoon—so	Venus	remained	tête-à-tête	with
him.	You	have	seen	a	dog	meet	an	unknown	female	of	the	species;	how	handsome,
how	impresse,	how	expressive	he	becomes;	such	was	Dolignan	after	Swindon,	and
to	do	 the	dog	 justice,	 he	got	 handsomer	 and	handsomer;	 and	you	have	 seen	 a	 cat
conscious	of	approaching	cream—such	was	Miss	Hay	thorn;	she	became	demurer
and	 demurer;	 presently	 our	 captain	 looked	 out	 of	 the	 window	 and	 laughed;	 this
elicited	an	inquiring	look	from	Miss	Haythorn.

"We	are	only	a	mile	from	the	Box	Tunnel."
"Do	you	always	laugh	a	mile	from	the	Box	Tunnel?"	said	the	lady.
"Invariably."
"What	for?"
"Why,	hem!	It	is	a	gentleman's	joke."



Captain	Dolignan	then	recounted	to	Miss	Haythorn	the	following:
"A	lady	and	her	husband	sat	together	going	through	the	Box	Tunnel—there	was

one	gentleman	opposite;	 it	was	pitch	dark;	 after	 the	 tunnel	 the	 lady	 said,	 'George,
how	absurd	of	you	to	salute	me	going	through	the	tunnel.'	I	did	no	such	thing.'	'You
didn't?'	'No!	Why?'	'Because	somehow	I	thought	you	did!'"

Here	Captain	Dolignan	laughed	and	endeavoured	to	lead	his	companion	to	laugh,
but	it	was	to	be	done.	The	train	entered	the	tunnel.
Miss	Haythorn.	Ah!
Dolignan.	What	is	the	matter?
Miss	Haythorn.	I	am	frightened.
Dolignan	(moving	to	her	side).	Pray	do	not	be	alarmed;	I	am	near	you.
Miss	Haythorn.	You	are	near	me—very	near	me,	indeed,	Captain	Dolignan.
Dolignan.	You	know	my	name?'
Miss	Haythorn.	I	heard	you	mention	it.	I	wish	we	were	out	of	this	dark	place.
Dolignan.	I	could	be	content	to	spend	hours	here,	reassuring	you,	my	dear	lady.
Miss	Haythorn.	Nonsense!
Dolignan.	Pweep!	(Grave	reader,	do	not	put	your	lips	to	the	next	pretty	creature

you	meet	or	you	will	understand	what	this	means.)
Miss	Haythorn.	Eh!	Eh!
Friend.	What	is	the	matter?
Miss	Haythorn.	Open	the	door!	Open	the	door!
There	was	a	sound	of	hurried	whispers,	 the	door	was	shut	and	 the	blind	pulled

down	with	hostile	sharpness.
If	any	critic	falls	on	me	for	putting	inarticulate	sounds	in	a	dialogue	as	above,	I

answer	 with	 all	 the	 insolence	 I	 can	 command	 at	 present,	 "Hit	 boys	 as	 big	 as
yourself";	 bigger	 perhaps,	 such	 as	 Sophocles,	 Euripides,	 and	 Aristophanes;	 they
began	it,	and	I	learned	it	of	them,	sore	against	my	will.

Miss	Haythorn's	scream	lost	most	of	its	effect	because	the	engine	whistled	forty
thousand	murders	at	the	same	moment;	and	fictitious	grief	makes	itself	heard	when
real	cannot.

Between	 the	 tunnel	and	Bath	our	young	friend	had	 time	 to	ask	himself	whether
his	 conduct	 had	 been	 marked	 by	 that	 delicate	 reserve	 which	 is	 supposed	 to
distinguish	the	perfect	gentleman.

With	 a	 long	 face,	 real	 or	 feigned,	 he	 held	 open	 the	 door;	 his	 late	 friends
attempted	to	escape	on	the	other	side—impossible!	They	must	pass	him.	She	whom
he	had	insulted	(Latin	for	kissed)	deposited	somewhere	at	his	feet	a	look	of	gentle,
blushing	 reproach;	 the	other,	whom	he	had	not	 insulted,	darted	 red-hot	daggers	at
him	from	her	eyes;	and	so	they	parted.

It	 was	 perhaps	 fortunate	 for	 Dolignan	 that	 he	 had	 the	 grace	 to	 be	 a	 friend	 of
Major	 Hoskyns	 of	 his	 regiment,	 a	 veteran	 laughed	 at	 by	 the	 youngsters,	 for	 the



major	was	too	apt	to	look	coldly	upon	billiard-balls	and	cigars;	he	had	seen	cannon-
balls	and	linstocks.	He	had	also,	to	tell	the	truth,	swallowed	a	good	bit	of	the	mess-
room	 poker,	 which	 made	 it	 impossible	 for	 Major	 Hoskyns	 to	 descend	 to	 an
ungentleman-like	word	or	action	as	to	brush	his	own	trousers	below	the	knee.

Captain	 Dolignan	 told	 this	 gentleman	 his	 story	 in	 gleeful	 accents;	 but	 Major
Hoskyns	heard	him	coldly,	and	as	coldly	answered	that	he	had	known	a	man	to	lose
his	life	for	the	same	thing.

"That	is	nothing,"	continued	the	Major,	"but	unfortunately	he	deserved	to	lose	it."
At	 this,	 blood	mounted	 to	 the	 younger	man's	 temples;	 and	his	 senior	 added,	 "I

mean	to	say	he	was	thirty-five;	you,	I	presume,	are	twenty-one!"
"Twenty-five."
"That	is	much	the	same	thing;	will	you	be	advised	by	me?"
"If	you	will	advise	me."
"Speak	to	no	one	of	this,	and	send	White	the	£3,	that	he	may	think	you	have	lost

the	bet."
"That	is	hard,	when	I	won	it."
"Do	it	for	all	that,	sir."
Let	the	disbelievers	in	human	perfectibility	know	that	this	dragoon	capable	of	a

blush	did	 this	virtuous	 action,	 albeit	with	violent	 reluctance;	 and	 this	was	his	 first
damper.	A	week	after	 these	events	he	was	at	a	ball.	He	was	in	that	state	of	factious
discontent	which	belongs	to	us	amiable	English.	He	was	looking	in	vain	for	a	lady,
equal	in	personal	attraction	to	the	idea	he	had	formed	of	George	Dolignan	as	a	man,
when	suddenly	there	glided	past	him	a	most	delightful	vision!	A	lady	whose	beauty
and	symmetry	took	him	by	the	eyes—another	look:	"It	can't	be!	Yes,	it	is!"	Miss	Hay
thorn!	(not	that	he	knew	her	name!)	but	what	an	apotheosis!

The	duck	had	become	a	peahen—radiant,	dazzling,	she	looked	twice	as	beautiful
and	almost	 twice	as	 large	as	before.	He	 lost	sight	of	her.	He	found	her	again.	She
was	so	 lovely	she	made	him	 ill—and	he,	alone,	must	not	dance	with	her,	 speak	 to
her.	 If	he	had	been	content	 to	begin	her	acquaintance	 the	usual	way,	 it	might	have
ended	in	kissing;	it	must	end	in	nothing.

As	she	danced,	sparks	of	beauty	fell	from	her	all	around,	but	him—she	did	not
see	 him;	 it	 was	 clear	 she	 never	 would	 see	 him—one	 gentleman	 was	 particularly
assiduous;	 she	 smiled	 on	 his	 assiduity;	 he	 was	 ugly,	 but	 she	 smiled	 on	 him.
Dolignan	was	 surprised	at	his	 success,	his	 ill-taste,	 his	ugliness,	his	 impertinence.
Dolignan	at	last	found	himself	injured:	"Who	was	this	man?	And	what	right	had	he
to	go	on	so?	He	never	kissed	her,	I	suppose,"	said	Dolle.	Dolignan	could	not	prove
it,	but	he	felt	that	somehow	the	rights	of	property	were	invaded.

He	went	home	and	dreamed	of	Miss	Haythorn,	and	hated	all	the	ugly	successful.
He	 spent	 a	 fortnight	 trying	 to	 find	 out	 who	 his	 beauty	 was—he	 never	 could
encounter	her	again.	At	last,	he	heard	of	her	in	this	way:	A	lawyer's	clerk	paid	him	a



little	visit	and	commenced	a	little	action	against	him	in	the	name	of	Miss	Haythorn,
for	insulting	her	in	a	railway	train.

The	 young	 gentleman	was	 shocked;	 endeavoured	 to	 soften	 the	 lawyer's	 clerk;
that	machine	did	not	 thoroughly	 comprehend	 the	meaning	of	 the	 term.	The	 lady's
name,	however,	was	at	last	revealed	by	this	untoward	incident;	from	her	name	to	her
address	was	but	a	short	step;	and	the	same	day	our	crestfallen	hero	lay	in	wait	at	her
door,	and	many	a	succeeding	day,	without	effect.

But	one	fine	afternoon	she	issued	forth	quite	naturally,	as	if	she	did	it	every	day,
and	walked	briskly	on	the	parade.	Dolignan	did	the	same,	met	and	passed	her	many
times	on	 the	parade,	and	searched	for	pity	 in	her	eyes,	but	 found	neither	 look	nor
recognition,	nor	any	other	sentiment;	for	all	this	she	walked	and	walked;	till	all	the
other	promenaders	were	tired	and	gone—then	her	culprit	summoned	resolution,	and
taking	off	his	hat,	with	a	voice	for	the	first	time	tremulous,	besought	permission	to
address	her.

She	stopped,	blushed,	and	neither	acknowledged	nor	disowned	his	acquaintance.
He	blushed,	stammered	out	how	ashamed	he	was,	how	he	deserved	to	be	punished,
how	he	was	punished,	how	little	she	knew	how	unhappy	he	was,	and	concluded	by
begging	her	not	 to	 let	all	 the	world	know	the	disgrace	of	a	man	who	was	already
mortified	enough	by	the	loss	of	her	acquaintance.

She	asked	an	explanation;	he	told	her	of	the	action,	that	had	been	commenced	in
her	 name;	 she	 gently	 shrugged	 her	 shoulders	 and	 said,	 'How	 stupid	 they	 are!"
Emboldened	 by	 this,	 he	 begged	 to	 know	 whether	 or	 not	 a	 life	 of	 distant
unpretending	 devotion	 would,	 after	 a	 lapse	 of	 years,	 erase	 the	 memory	 of	 his
madness—	his	crime!

"She	did	not	know!"
"She	must	now	bid	him	adieu,	as	she	had	preparations	to	make	for	a	ball	in	the

Crescent,	where	everybody	was	to	be."
They	parted,	and	Dolignan	determined	to	be	at	the	ball,	where	everybody	was	to

be.	He	was	there,	and	after	some	time	he	obtained	an	introduction	to	Miss	Haythorn,
and	he	danced	with	her.	Her	manner	was	gracious.	With	 the	wonderful	 tact	of	her
sex,	she	seemed	to	have	commenced	the	acquaintance	that	evening.

That	night,	for	the	first	time,	Dolignan	was	in	love.	I	will	spare	the	reader	all	a
lover's	arts,	by	which	he	succeeded	in	dining	where	she	dined,	in	dancing	where	she
danced,	in	overtaking	her	by	accident	when	she	rode.	His	devotion	followed	her	to
church,	where	 the	dragoon	was	 rewarded	by	 learning	 there	 is	a	world	where	 they
neither	polk	nor	smoke—the	two	capital	abominations	of	this	one.

He	made	an	acquaintance	with	her	uncle,	who	liked	him,	and	he	saw	at	last	with
joy	that	her	eye	loved	to	dwell	upon	him,	when	she	thought	he	did	not	observe	her.	It
was	 three	months	after	 the	Box	Tunnel	 that	Captain	Dolignan	called	one	day	upon
Captain	Haythorn,	R.N.,	whom	he	had	met	twice	in	his	life,	and	slightly	propitiated



by	 violently	 listening	 to	 a	 cutting-out	 expedition;	 he	 called,	 and	 in	 the	 usual	way
asked	permission	to	pay	his	addresses	to	his	daughter.

The	 worthy	 captain	 straightway	 began	 doing	 quarter-deck.	 When	 suddenly	 he
was	 summoned	 from	 the	 apartment	 by	 a	 mysterious	 message.	 On	 his	 return	 he
announced,	with	a	total	change	of	voice,	that	"It	was	all	right,	and	his	visitor	might
run	alongside	as	 soon	as	he	 chose."	My	 reader	has	divined	 the	 truth;	 this	nautical
commander	was	in	complete	and	happy	subjugation	to	his	daughter,	our	heroine.

As	he	was	taking	leave,	Dolignan	saw	his	divinity	glide	into	the	drawing-room.
He	followed	her,	observed	a	sweet	consciousness	deepen	into	confusion—she	tried
to	laugh	and	cried	instead,	and	then	she	smiled	again;	when	he	kissed	her	hand	at	the
door	it	was	"George"	and	"Marian"	instead	of	"Captain"	this	and	"Miss"	the	other.

A	 reasonable	 time	 after	 this	 (for	my	 tale	 is	merciful	 and	 skips	 formalities	 and
torturing	 delays),	 these	 two	 were	 very	 happy;	 they	 were	 once	 more	 upon	 the
railroad,	going	to	enjoy	their	honeymoon	all	by	themselves.	Marian	Dolignan	was
dressed	 just	 as	 before—duck-like	 and	 delicious;	 all	 bright	 except	 her	 clothes;	 but
George	 sat	 beside	 her	 this	 time	 instead	 of	 opposite;	 and	 she	 drank	 him	 in	 gently
from	her	long	eyelashes.

"Marian,"	said	George,	"married	people	should	tell	each	other	all.	Will	you	ever
forgive	me	if	I	own	to	you;	no—"

"Yes!	Yes!"
"Well,	 then,	you	remember	the	Box	Tunnel."	(This	was	the	first	allusion	he	had

ventured	to	it.)	"I	am	ashamed	to	say	I	had	£3	to	£10	with	White	I	would	kiss	one	of
you	two	lades."	And	George,	pathetic	externally,	chuckled	within.

"I	know	that,	George;	I	overheard	you,"	was	the	demure	reply.
"Oh!	You	overheard	me!	Impossible."
"And	did	you	not	hear	me	whisper	to	my	companion?	I	made	a	bet	with	her."
"You	made	a	bet!	How	singular!	What	was	it?"
"Only	a	pair	of	gloves,	George."
"Yes,	I	know;	but	what	about	it?"
"That	if	you	did,	you	should	be	my	husband,	dearest."
"Oh!	But	stay;	then	you	could	not	have	been	so	very	angry	with	me,	love.	Why,

dearest,	then	you	brought	that	action	against	me."
Mrs.	Dolignan	looked	down.
"I	was	afraid	you	were	forgetting	me!	George,	you	will	never	forgive	me!"
"Angel!	why,	here	is	the	Box	Tunnel!"
Now	reader—fie!	No!	no	such	thing!	You	can't	expect	to	be	indulged	in	this	way

every	 time	 we	 come	 to	 a	 dark	 place.	 Besides,	 it	 is	 not	 the	 thing.	 Consider,	 two
sensible	married	people.	No	scream	in	hopeless	rivalry	of	the	engine—this	time!



Maru

BY	H.	DE	VERE	STACPOOLE

Henry	de	vere	Stacpoole,	an	Irishman	with	a	heritage	of	French	blood,	was	a
doctor	 until	 he	 felt	 the	 call	 to	 literature.	 He	 joined	 deep	 sea	 expeditions,
founded	 a	 society	 for	 the	 protection	 of	 sea	 birds,	 and	 wove	 stories	 rich	 in
colour	and	romance	around	his	beloved	South	Sea	Islands.
	
	
he	night	was	filled	with	vanilla	and	frangipani	odours,	and	the	endless	sound	of
the	 rollers	 on	 the	 reef.	 Somewhere	 away	 back	 amidst	 the	 trees	 a	woman	was

singing;	the	tide	was	out,	and	from	the	verandah	of	Lygon's	house,	across	the	star-
shot	waters	of	the	lagoon,	moving	yellow	points	of	light	caught	the	eye.	They	were
spearing	fish	by	torchlight	in	the	reef	pools.

It	had	been	a	shell	lagoon	once,	and	in	the	old	days,	men	had	come	to	Tokahoe
for	sandalwood;	now	there	was	only	copra	to	be	had,	and	just	enough	for	one	man
to	deal	with.	Tokahoe	is	only	a	 little	 island,	where	one	cannot	make	a	fortune,	but
where	you	may	live	fortunately	enough	if	your	tastes	are	simple	and	beyond	the	lure
of	whisky	and	civilisation.

The	last	trader	had	died	in	this	paradise	of	whisky—or	gin—	I	forget	which,	and
his	ghost	was	supposed	to	walk	the	beach	on	moonlit	nights,	and	it	was	apropos	of
this	that	Lygon	suddenly	put	the	question	to	me,	"Do	you	believe	in	ghosts?"

"Do	you?"	replied	I.
"I	 don't	 know,"	 said	Lygon.	 "I	 almost	 think	 I	 do,	 because	 everyone	does.	Oh,	 I

know	a	handful	of	hardheaded	super-civilised	people	say	they	don't,	but	the	mass	of
humanity	does.	The	Polynesians	and	Micronesians	do;	go	to	Japan,	go	to	Ireland,	go
anywhere	and	everywhere	you	will	find	ghost	believers."

"Lombroso	has	written	something	like	that,"	said	I.
"Has	he?	Well,	it's	a	fact,	but	all	the	same,	it's	not	evidence;	the	universality	of	a

belief	seems	to	hint	at	reality	in	the	thing	believed	in—yet	what	is	more	wanting	in



real	reason	than	Tabu?	Yet	Tabu	is	universal.	You	find	men	here	who	daren't	touch
an	artu	tree	because	artu	trees	are	Tabu	to	them;	or	eat	turtle	or	touch	a	dead	body.
Well,	 look	 at	 the	 Jews;	 a	 dead	body	 is	Tabu	 to	 a	Cohen;	 India	 is	 riddled	with	 the
business,	so's	English	Society—it's	all	the	same	thing	under	different	disguises.

"Funny	that	 talking	of	ghosts	we	should	have	touched	on	this,	for	when	I	asked
you,	did	you	believe	in	ghosts,	I	had	a	ghost	story	in	mind,	and	Tabu	comes	into	it.
This	is	it."

And	this	is	the	story	somewhat	as	told	by	Lygon:
Some	 fifty	years	back,	when	Pease	was	a	pirate	bold,	 and	Hayes	 in	his	bloom,

and	the	top-sails	of	the	Leonora	a	terror	to	all	dusky	beholders,	Maru	was	a	young
man	of	twenty.	He	was	son	of	Malemake,	King	of	Fukariva,	a	kingdom	the	size	of	a
soup	plate,	nearly	as	round	and	without	a	middle;	an	atoll	island,	in	short;	just	a	ring
of	coral,	sea	beaten	and	circling,	like	a	bezel,	a	sapphire	lagoon.

Fukariva	lies	in	the	Paumotus	or	Dangerous	Archipelago,	where	the	currents	run
every	way,	and	the	winds	are	unaccountable.	The	underwriters	to	this	day	fight	shy
of	a	Paumotus	trader,	and	in	the	1860s	few	ships	came	here,	and	the	few	that	came
were	 on	 questionable	 business.	Maru,	 up	 to	 the	 time	 he	was	 twenty	 years	 of	 age,
only	remembered	three.

There	was	 the	Spanish	ship	 that	came	 into	 the	 lagoon	when	he	was	only	seven.
The	 picture	 of	 her	 remained	 with	 him,	 burning	 and	 brilliant,	 yet	 tinged	 with	 the
atmosphere	 of	 nightmare;	 a	 big	 top-sail	 schooner,	 that	 lay	 for	 a	week	mirroring
herself	on	the	lagoon	water	whilst	she	refitted;	fellows	with	red	handkerchiefs	tied
round	their	heads	crawling	aloft,	and	laying	out	on	the	spars.	They	came	ashore	for
water,	 and	what	 they	could	 find	 in	 the	way	of	 taro	 and	nuts,	 and	made	hay	on	 the
beach,	insulting	the	island	women	till	the	men	drove	them	off.	Then,	when	she	was
clearing	the	lagoon,	a	brass	gun	was	run	out	and	fired,	leaving	a	score	of	dead	and
wounded	on	that	salt	white	beach.

That	was	the	Spaniard.	Then	came	a	whaler,	who	took	what	she	wanted,	and	cut
down	 trees	 for	 fuel	 and	departed,	 leaving	 behind	 the	 smell	 of	 her	 as	 an	 enduring
recollection;	and	lastly,	when	Maru	was	about	eighteen,	a	little	old	schooner	slank	in
one	early	morning.

She	lay	in	the	lagoon	like	a	mangy	dog,	a	humble	ship,	very	unlike	the	Spaniard
or	 the	blustering	whale-man;	she	only	wanted	water	and	a	few	vegetables,	and	her
men	gave	no	trouble;	then,	one	evening,	she	slank	out	again	with	the	ebb,	but	she	left
something	behind	her—small-pox.	It	cleared	the	island,	and	of	the	hundred	and	fifty
subjects	of	King	Malemake,	only	 ten	were	 left—twelve	people	 in	all,	counting	 the
king	and	Maru.

The	king	died	of	a	broken	heart	and	age,	and	of	the	eleven	people	left,	three	were
women,	widows	of	men	who	had	died	of	the	small-pox.

Maru	was	unmarried,	and	as	king	of	the	community	he	might	have	collected	the



women	for	his	own	household.	But	he	had	no	 thought	of	anything	but	grief;	grief
for	his	father	and	the	people	who	were	gone.	He	drew	apart	from	the	others,	and	the
seven	widowers	began	to	arrange	matters	as	to	the	distribution	of	the	three	widows.
They	began	with	arguments	and	ended	with	clubs;	three	men	were	killed,	and	one	of
the	women	killed	another	man	because	he	had	brained	the	man	of	her	fancy.

Then	the	dead	were	buried	in	the	lagoon—Maru	refusing	to	help	because	of	his
Tabu—and	the	three	newly-married	couples	settled	down	to	live	their	lives,	leaving
Maru	out	in	the	cold.	He	was	no	longer	king.	The	women	despised	him	because	he
hadn't	 fought	 for	one	of	 them,	and	 the	men	because	he	had	 failed	 in	brutality	 and
leadership.	They	were	a	hard	lot,	true	survivors	of	the	fittest,	and	Maru,	straight	as	a
palm	tree,	dark-eyed,	gentle,	and	a	dreamer,	seemed,	amongst	 them,	like	a	man	of
another	tribe	and	time.

He	 lived	 alone,	 and	 sometimes	 in	 the	 sun	blaze	 on	 that	 great	 ring	of	 coral,	 he
fancied	he	 saw	 the	 spirits	 of	 the	 departed	walking	 as	 they	had	walked	 in	 life,	 and
sometimes	it	might	be	thought	he	heard	the	voice	of	his	father	chiding	him.

When	the	old	man	died	Maru	had	refused	to	touch	the	body	or	help	in	its	burial.
Filial	love,	his	own	salvation,	nothing	would	have	induced	Maru	to	break	his	Tabu,
which	barred	him	from	touching	a	dead	body.

It	was	part	of	him,	an	iron	reef	in	his	character	beyond	the	influence	of	will.

II

One	morning,	some	six	weeks	after	all	this	marrying	and	settling	down,	a	brig	came
into	the	lagoon.	She	was	a	Blackbirder,	the	Portsoy,	owned	and	captained	by	Colin
Robertson,	 a	Banffshire	man,	 hence	 the	name	of	 his	 brig.	Robertson	 and	his	men
landed,	took	off	water,	coconuts,	bananas,	and	everything	else	they	could	find	worth
taking.	Then	they	turned	their	attention	to	the	population.	Four	men	were	not	a	great
find,	but	Robertson	was	not	above	trifles;	he	recruited	them;	that	is	to	say,	he	kicked
them	into	his	boat	and	 took	 them	on	board	 the	Portsoy,	 leaving	 the	 three	widows,
grass	 widows	 now—wailing	 on	 the	 shore.	 He	 had	 no	 finer	 feelings	 about	 the
marriage	tie,	and	he	reckoned	they	would	make	out	somehow.	They	were	no	use	to
him	as	 labour,	 and	 they	were	 ill-favoured;	 all	 the	 same,	being	a	man	of	gallantry
and	some	humour,	he	dipped	his	flag	to	them	as	the	Portsoy	cleared	the	lagoon	and
breasted	the	tumble	at	the	break.

Maru,	standing	aft,	saw	the	island	with	the	white	foam	fighting	the	coral	and	the
gulls	threshing	around	the	break;	saw	the	palms	cut	against	the	pale	aquamarine	of
the	skyline	that	swept	up	into	the	burning	blue	of	noon;	heard	the	long	rumble	and
boom	of	the	surf	on	the	following	wind,	and	watched	and	listened	till	the	sound	of
the	surf	died	to	nothingness,	and	of	the	island	nothing	remained	but	the	palm	tops,
like	pin-heads	above	the	sea	dazzle.



He	felt	no	grief.	But	there	came	to	him	a	new	and	strange	thing,	a	silence,	that	the
ship-board	 sounds	 could	 not	 break.	 Since	 birth	 the	 eternal	 boom	of	 the	waves	 on
coral	had	been	in	his	ears,	night	and	day,	and	day	and	night,	 louder	 in	storms,	but
always	 there.	 It	was	 gone.	That	was	why,	 despite	 the	 sound	 of	 the	 bow	wash,	 and
boost	 of	 the	waves,	 and	 the	 creak	of	 cordage	 and	block,	 the	 brig	 seemed	 to	 have
carried	Maru	into	the	silence	of	a	new	world.

They	 worked	 free	 of	 the	 Paumotus	 into	 the	 region	 of	 settled	 winds	 and
accountable	 currents	 passing	 atolls,	 and	 reefs	 that	 showed	 like	 the	 threshing	 of	 a
shark's	 tail	 in	 the	blue,	heading	north-west	 in	a	world	of	wind	and	waves	and	sky,
desolate	of	life,	and,	for	Maru,	the	land	of	Nowhere.

So	 it	went	on	from	week	to	week,	and,	as	far	as	he	was	concerned,	so	 it	might
have	 gone	 on	 forever.	 He	 knew	 nothing	 of	 the	 world	 into	 which	 he	 had	 been
suddenly	snatched,	and	 land,	which	was	not	a	ring	of	coral	surrounding	a	 lagoon,
was	for	him	unthinkable.

He	knew	nothing	of	navigation,	and	the	brass-bound	wheel,	at	which	a	sailor	was
always	standing	with	his	hands	on	the	spokes,	now	twirling	it	this	way,	now	that,	had
for	 him	 a	 fascination	 beyond	 words,	 the	 fascination	 of	 a	 strange	 toy	 for	 a	 little
child,	 and	 something	 more.	 It	 was	 the	 first	 wheel	 he	 had	 ever	 seen,	 and	 its
movements	about	its	axis	seemed	magical,	and	it	was	never	left	without	someone	to
hold	it	and	move	it—why?	The	mystery	of	the	binnacle	into	which	the	wheel-mover
was	 always	 staring,	 as	 a	 man	 stares	 into	 a	 rock	 pool	 after	 fish,	 was	 almost	 as
fascinating.

Maru	peeped	 into	 the	binnacle	one	day,	 and	 saw	 the	 fish,	 something	 like	a	 star
fish,	 that	 still	 moved	 and	 trembled.	 Then	 someone	 kicked	 him	 away,	 and	 he	 ran
forward	and	hid,	feeling	that	he	had	pried	into	the	secrets	of	the	white	men's	gods,
and	fearing	the	consequences.

But	 the	 white	 men's	 gods	 were	 not	 confined	 to	 the	 wheel	 and	 binnacle;	 down
below	they	had	a	god	that	could	warn	them	of	the	weather,	for	that	day	at	noon,	and
for	no	apparent	 reason,	 the	sailors	began	 to	strip	 the	brig	of	her	canvas.	Then	 the
sea	rose,	and	two	hours	later	the	cyclone	seized	them.	It	blew	everything	away,	and
then	took	them	into	 its	calm	heart,	where,	dancing	like	giants	 in	dead	still	air,	and
with	the	sea	for	a	ballroom	floor,	the	hundred	foot-high	waves	broke	the	Portsoy	to
pieces.

Maru	alone	was	saved,	clinging	to	a	piece	of	hatch	cover,	half-stunned,	confused,
yet	unafraid	and	feeling	vaguely	that	the	magic	wheel	and	little	trembling	fish	god
had	somehow	betrayed	the	white	men.	He	knew	that	he	was	not	to	die,	because	this
strange	world	that	had	taken	him	from	his	island	had	not	done	with	him	yet,	and	the
sea,	in	touch	with	him	like	this	and	half	washing	over	him	at	times,	had	no	terror	for
him,	 for	he	had	 learned	 to	swim	before	he	had	 learned	 to	walk.	Also	his	 stomach
was	full;	he	had	been	eating	biscuits	whilst	the	Portsoy's	canvas	was	being	stripped



away,	 and	 though	 the	wind	was	 strong	 enough	 almost	 to	whip	 the	 food	 from	 his
hands.

The	peaceful	swell	that	followed	the	cyclone	was	a	thing	enough	to	have	driven
an	ordinary	man	mad	with	terror.	Now	lifted	hill	high	on	a	glassy	slope,	the	whole
wheel	of	 the	horizon	came	 to	view	under	 the	breezing	wind	and	blazing	sun,	 then
gently	down—sliding,	the	hatch	cover	would	sink	to	a	valley	bottom	only	to	climb
again	a	glassy	slope,	and	rise	again	hill	into	the	wind	and	sun.	Foam	flecks	passed
on	the	surface,	and	in	the	green	sun-dazzled	crystal	of	the	valley	floors,	he	glimpsed
strips	of	fucus	floating	far	down,	torn	by	the	storm	from	their	rock	attachments,	and
through	the	sloping	wall	of	glass,	up	which	the	hatch	cover	was	climbing,	he	once
glimpsed	a	shark,	lifted	and	cradled	in	a	ridge	of	the	great	swell,	strange	to	see	as	a
fly	in	amber	or	a	fish	in	ice.

The	 hatch	 cover	was	 sweeping	with	 a	 four-knot	 current,	moving	with	 a	whole
world	of	 things	concealed,	or	half-seen	or	hinted	at.	A	sea	current	 is	a	street;	 it	 is
more,	 it	 is	 a	 moving	 pavement	 for	 the	 people	 of	 the	 sea;	 jelly	 fish	 were	 being
carried	with	Maru	 on	 the	 great	 swell	 running	with	 the	 current,	 a	 turtle	 broke	 the
water	close	to	him	and	plunged	again,	and	once	a	white	roaring	reef	passed	by	only
a	 few	 cable	 lengths	 away.	 He	 could	 see	 the	 rock	 exposed	 for	 a	moment,	 and	 the
water	closing	on	it	in	a	tumble	of	foam.

III

For	a	day	and	a	night	and	a	day	and	a	night	the	voyage	continued,	the	swell	falling	to
a	gentle	heave,	and	then	in	the	dawn	came	a	sail,	the	mat-sail	of	a	canoe	like	a	brown
wing	cut	against	the	haliotis-shell	coloured	sky.

In	 the	 canoe	 was	 a	 girl,	 naked	 as	 the	 new	 moon.	 Paddle	 in	 hand,	 and	 half-
crouching,	she	drove	the	canoe	towards	him,	the	sail	loose	and	flapping	in	the	wind.
Then	he	was	on	board	the	canoe,	but	how	he	got	there	he	scarcely	knew;	the	whole
thing	was	like	a	dream	within	a	dream.

In	the	canoe	there	was	nothing,	neither	food	nor	water,	only	some	fishing	lines,
and	as	he	lay	exhausted,	consumed	with	thirst	and	faint	with	hunger,	he	saw	the	girl
resetting	 the	 sail.	 She	 had	 been	 fishing	 last	 evening	 from	 an	 island	 up	 north,	 and
blown	out	to	sea	by	a	squall,	had	failed	to	make	the	land	again,	but	she	had	sighted
an	island	in	the	south-west,	and	was	making	for	it,	when	she	saw	the	hatch	cover	and
the	brown,	clinging	form	of	Maru.

As	he	lay	half-dead	in	the	bottom	of	the	canoe,	he	watched	her	as	she	crouched
with	eyes	fixed	on	the	island	and	the	steering	paddle	in	hand,	but	before	they	could
reach	it,	a	squall	took	them,	half-filling	the	canoe	with	rain-water,	and	Maru	drank
and	drank	till	his	ribs	stood	out,	and	then,	renewed,	half-rose,	as	the	canoe,	steered
by	the	girl,	rushed	past	 tumbling	green	seas	and	a	broken	reef	to	a	beach	white	as



salt,	towards	which	the	great	trees	came	down	with	the	bread-fruits	dripping	with	the
new-fallen	rain,	and	the	palms	bending	like	whips	in	the	wind.

IV

Talia,	that	was	her	name,	and	though	her	language	was	different	from	the	tongue	of
Maru,	 it	had	a	 likeness	of	a	 sort.	 In	 those	days	 that	 little	 island	was	uncharted	and
entirely	desolate	but	for	the	gulls	of	the	reef	and	the	birds	of	the	woods,	and	it	was	a
wonderland	to	Maru,	whose	idea	of	land	as	a	sea-beaten	ring	of	coral	was	shattered
by	woods	 that	bloomed	green	as	a	sea-cave	 to	 the	moonlight,	high	ground,	where
rivulets	danced	amidst	the	ferns,	and	a	beach	protected	from	the	outer	seas	by	a	far-
flung	line	of	reefs.	Talia	to	him	was	as	wonderful	as	the	island;	she	had	come	to	him
out	of	 the	sea;	she	had	saved	his	 life;	she	was	as	different	 from	the	women	of	 the
Paumotus	as	day	from	night.	A	European	would	have	called	her	beautiful,	but	Maru
had	no	 thought	 of	 her	 beauty	or	 her	 sex;	 she	was	 just	 a	 being,	 beneficent,	 almost
divorced	 from	 earth;	 the	 strangest	 thing	 in	 the	 strange	world	 that	 Fate	 had	 seized
him	into,	part	with	the	great	heaving	swell	he	had	ridden	so	long,	the	turtle	that	had
broken	up	to	look	at	him,	the	spouting	reef,	the	sunsets	over	wastes	of	water,	and	the
stars	spread	over	wastes	of	sky.

He	worshipped	her	 in	 his	way,	 and	he	might	 have	worshipped	her	 at	 a	 greater
distance,	only	for	the	common	bond	of	youth	between	them,	and	the	incessant	call	of
the	 world	 around	 them.	 Talia	 was	 practical;	 she	 seemed	 to	 have	 forgotten	 her
people,	and	that	island	up	north,	and	to	live	entirely	in	the	moment.	They	made	two
shacks	 in	 the	bushes,	and	she	 taught	him	island	woodcraft,	and	 the	uses	of	berries
and	fruit	that	he	had	never	seen	before;	also	when	to	fish	in	the	lagoon;	for	a	month
after	they	reached	the	island	the	poisonous	season	arrived,	and	Talia	knew	it,	how,
who	can	tell?	She	knew	many	things	by	instinct,	the	approach	of	storms,	and	when
the	 poisonous	 season	 had	 passed,	 the	 times	 for	 fishing,	 and	 little	 by	 little	 their
tongues,	that	had	almost	been	divided	at	first,	became	almost	one	so	that	they	could
chatter	 together	 on	 all	 sorts	 of	 things,	 and	 she	 could	 tell	 him	 that	 her	 name	was
Talia,	the	daughter	of	Tepairu,	that	her	island	was	named	Makea,	that	her	people	had
twenty	canoes,	big	ones,	and	many	little	ones,	and	that	Tepairu	was	not	the	name	of	a
man,	but	a	woman.	That	Tepairu	was	queen	or	chief	woman	of	her	people,	now	that
her	husband	was	dead.

And	Maru	was	able	to	tell	her	by	degrees	of	what	he	would	remember,	of	the	old
Spanish	ship,	and	how	she	spouted	smoke	and	thunder,	and	killed	the	beach	people,
of	his	island	and	its	shape—he	drew	it	on	the	sand,	and	Talia,	who	knew	nothing	of
atolls,	 at	 first	 refused	 to	believe	 in	 it,	 thinking	he	was	 jesting—of	his	 father,	who
was	chief	man	or	king	of	Fukariva,	and	of	the	destruction	of	the	tribe.	Then	he	told
of	the	ship	with	the	little	wheel—he	drew	it	on	the	sand—and	the	little	fish	god;	of



the	centre	of	the	cyclone,	where	the	waves	were	like	white	dancing	men,	and	of	his
journey	on	the	hatch	cover	across	the	blue	heaving	sea.

They	would	swim	in	 the	 lagoon	together,	 right	out	 to	 the	reefs	where	 the	great
rollers	were	always	breaking,	and	out	there	Talia	always	seemed	to	remember	her
island,	pointing	north	with	her	eyes	fixed	across	the	sea	dazzle,	as	though	she	could
see	 it,	 and	 her	 people,	 and	 the	 twenty	 canoes	 beached	 on	 the	 spume	 white	 beach
beneath	the	palms.

"Some	day	 they	will	come,"	said	Talia.	She	knew	her	people,	 those	sea	 rovers,
inconsequent	as	 the	gulls.	Some	day,	 for	 some	reason	or	none,	one	of	 the	 fishing
canoes	would	fish	as	far	as	this	island,	or	be	blown	there	by	some	squall.	She	would
take	Maru	back	with	her.	She	told	him	this.

The	thought	began	to	trouble	Maru.	Then	he	grew	gloomy.	He	was	in	love.	Love
had	hit	him	suddenly.	Somehow,	and	in	some	mysterious	manner,	she	had	changed
from	a	beneficent	being,	and	part	of	a	dream,	to	a	girl	of	flesh	and	blood.	She	knew
it,	and	at	the	same	moment	he	turned	for	her	into	a	man.

Up	to	this	she	had	no	thought	of	him	except	as	an	individual,	for	all	her	dreams
about	him,	he	might	as	well	have	been	a	palm-tree,	but	now	it	was	different,	and	in	a
flash	he	was	everything.	The	surf	on	the	reef	said,	Maru,	and	the	wind	in	the	trees,
Maru,	 and	 the	 gulls	 fishing	 and	 crying	 at	 the	 break	 had	 one	 word,	Maru!	Maru!
Maru!

Then,	one	day,	swimming	out	near	the	bigger	break	in	the	reefs,	a	current	drove
them	together,	their	shoulders	touched,	and	Maru's	arm	went	round	her,	and	amidst
the	blue	laughing	sea	and	the	shouting	of	the	gulls,	he	told	her	that	the	whole	world
was	 Talia,	 and	 as	 he	 told	 her	 and	 as	 she	 listened,	 the	 current	 of	 the	 ebb,	 like	 a
treacherous	hand,	was	drawing	them	through	the	break	towards	the	devouring	sea.

They	had	to	fight	 their	way	back,	 the	ebb	just	beginning	would	soon	be	a	mill-
race,	and	they	knew,	and	neither	could	help	the	other.	It	was	a	hard	struggle	for	love
and	life	against	the	enmity	against	life	and	love	that	hides	in	all	things	from	the	heart
of	man	to	the	heart	of	the	sea,	but	they	won.	They	had	reached	calm	waters,	and	were
within	twenty	strokes	of	the	beach	when	Talia	cried	out	suddenly	and	sank.

Maru,	who	was	slightly	in	front,	turned	and	found	her	gone;	she	had	been	seized
with	cramp,	the	cramp	that	comes	from	over-exertion,	but	he	did	not	know	that;	the
lagoon	was	free	of	sharks,	but,	despite	that	fact,	and	the	fact	he	did	not	fear	them,	he
fancied	for	one	fearful	moment	that	a	shark	had	taken	her.

Then	he	saw	her	below,	a	dusky	form	on	the	coral	floor,	and	he	dived.
He	brought	her	to	the	surface,	reached	the	sandy	beach,	and,	carrying	her	in	his

arms,	ran	with	her	to	the	higher	level	of	the	sands,	and	placed	her	beneath	the	shade
of	the	trees.	She	moved	in	his	arms	as	he	carried	her,	and	when	he	laid	her	down,
her	breast	heaved	in	one	great	sigh,	water	ran	from	her	mouth,	her	limbs	stiffened,
and	she	moved	no	more.



Then	 all	 the	 world	 became	 black	 for	 Maru;	 he	 knew	 nothing	 of	 the	 art	 of
resuscitating	the	drowned.	Talia	was	dead.

He	 ran	 amongst	 the	 trees	 crying	 out	 that	 Talia	 was	 dead;	 he	 struck	 himself
against	tree	boles	and	was	tripped	by	ground	lianas;	the	things	of	the	forest	seemed
trying	to	kill	him	too.	Then	he	hid	amongst	the	ferns,	lying	on	his	face,	and	telling
the	 earth	 that	 Talia	 was	 dead.	 Then	 came	 sundown,	 and	 after	 that	 the	 green
moonlight	of	the	woods,	and	suddenly	sleep,	with	a	vision	of	blue	laughing	sea	and
Talia	swimming	beside	him,	and	then	day	again,	and	with	the	day	the	vision	of	Talia
lying	dead	beneath	the	trees.	He	could	not	bury	her.	He	could	not	touch	her.	The	iron
reef	of	his	Tabu	held	firm,	indestructible,	unalterable	as	the	main	currents	of	the	sea.

He	picked	 fruits	 and	 ate	 them	 like	 an	 animal,	 and	without	 knowing	 that	 he	 ate,
torn	towards	the	beach	by	the	passionate	desire	to	embrace	once	more	the	form	that
he	loved,	but	held	from	the	act	by	a	grip	ten	thousand	years	old,	and	immutable	as
gravity	or	the	spirit	that	lives	in	religions.

He	 must	 not	 handle	 the	 dead.	 Through	 all	 his	 grief	 came	 a	 weird	 touch	 of
comfort;	she	had	not	been	dead	when	he	carried	her	ashore.	He	had	not	touched	the
dead.

Then	terrible	thoughts	came	to	him	of	what	would	happen	to	Talia	if	he	left	her
lying	 there.	 Of	what	 predatory	 gulls	might	 do.	 He	 had	 some	 knowledge	 of	 these
matters,	and	past	visions	of	what	had	happened	on	Fukariva,	when	the	dead	were	too
numerous	for	burial,	came	to	him,	making	him	shiver	like	a	whipped	dog.	He	could,
at	all	events,	drive	the	birds	away,	without	touching	her,	without	even	looking	at	her,
his	 presence	on	 the	beach	would	keep	 the	birds	 away.	 It	was	near	 noon	when	 this
thought	came	to	him.	He	had	been	lying	on	the	ground,	but	he	sat	up	now	as	though
listening	 to	 this	 thought.	Then	he	 rose	up	and	came	along	cautiously	 amongst	 the
trees.	As	 he	 came,	 the	 rumble	 of	 the	 reef	 grew	 louder,	 and	 the	 seawind	 began	 to
reach	 him	 through	 the	 leaves;	 then	 the	 light	 of	 day	 grew	 stronger,	 and	 slipping
between	 the	 palm	 boles,	 he	 pushed	 a	 great	 bread-fruit	 leaf	 aside	 and	 peeped,	 and
there,	on	the	blinding	beach,	under,	the	forenoon	sun,	more	clearly	even	than	he	had
seen	 the	ghosts	of	men	on	Fukariva,	he	saw	the	ghost	of	Talia	walking	by	 the	sea
and	wringing	its	hands.

Then	the	forest	took	him	again,	mad,	this	time,	with	terror.
When	on	Fukariva	he	had	seen	the	ghosts	of	men	walking	in	the	sun-blaze	on	the

coral,	he	had	felt	no	 terror;	he	had	never	seen	 them	except	on	waking	from	sleep
beneath	some	tree,	and	the	sight	of	them	had	never	lasted	for	more	than	a	moment.
He	had	said	to	himself,	"They	are	the	spirits	of	the	departed,"	and	they	had	seemed
to	him	part	of	the	scheme	of	things,	like	reflections	cast	on	the	lagoon,	or	the	spirit
voices	heard	in	the	wind,	or	dreams,	or	the	ships	that	had	come	from	Nowhere	and
departed	Nowhere.

But	the	ghost	of	Talia	was	different	from	these.	It	was	in	some	tremendous	way



real,	and	it	wept	because	the	body	of	Talia	lay	unburied.
He	had	made	it	weep.
He	alone	could	give	it	rest.
Away,	deep	in	the	woods,	hiding	amongst	the	bushes,	springing	alive	with	alarm

at	the	slightest	sound,	he	debated	this	matter	with	himself,	and	curiously,	now,	love
did	not	move	him	at	all	or	urge	him;	it	was	as	though	the	ghost	of	Talia	had	stepped
between	him	and	his	love	for	Talia,	not	destroying	it,	but	obscuring	it.	Talia	for	him
had	become	two	things:	the	body	he	had	left	lying	on	the	sand	under	the	trees,	and
the	ghost	he	had	seen	walking	on	the	beach;	the	real	Talia	no	longer	existed	for	him,
except	as	the	vaguest	wraith.	He	lay	in	the	bushes,	facing	the	fact	that	so	long	as	the
body	lay	unburied	the	ghost	would	walk.	It	might	even	leave	the	beach	and	come	to
him.

This	 thought	brought	him	 from	his	hiding-place;	he	could	not	be	alone	with	 it
amongst	the	bushes,	and	then	he	found	that	he	could	not	stand	alone	with	it	amongst
the	 trees,	 for	 at	 any	moment	 she	might	 appear,	wringing	her	hands,	 in	one	of	 the
glades,	or	glide	to	his	side	from	behind	one	of	the	tree	boles.

He	made	for	the	southern	beach.
Although	 unused	 to	 woods,	 till	 he	 reached	 this	 island	 he	 had	 the	 instinct	 for

direction,	 a	 brain	 compass	more	mysterious	 than	 the	 little	 trembling	 fish	 that	 had
directed	 the	 movements	 of	 the	 wheel	 on	 board	 the	 Portsoy.	 Making	 due	 south,
amidst	the	gloom	of	the	trees,	he	reached	the	beach	where	the	sun	was	blazing	on	the
sands	 and	 the	 birds	 flying	 and	 calling	 over	 the	 lagoon.	 The	 reef	 lay	 far	 out,	 a
continuous	 line,	 unlike	 the	 reefs	 to	 the	 north,	 continuous	 but	 for	 a	 single	 break
though	which	the	last	of	the	ebb	was	flowing	out	oilily,	mirroring	a	palm-tree	that
stood	there	like	the	warden	of	the	lagoon.	The	sound	of	the	surf	was	low,	the	wind
had	 died	 away,	 and	 as	 Maru	 stood	 watching	 and	 listening,	 peace	 came	 to	 his
distracted	soul.

He	 felt	 safe	 here.	 Even	 when	 Talia	 had	 been	 with	 him	 the	 woods	 had	 always
seemed	 to	 him	 peopled	 with	 lurking	 things,	 unused	 as	 he	 was	 to	 trees	 in	 great
masses;	and	now	released	from	them	and	touched	again	by	the	warmth	of	the	sun	he
felt	 safe.	 It	 seemed	 to	him	 that	 the	ghost	could	not	come	here.	The	gulls	said	 it	 to
him	and	the	flashing	water,	and	as	he	lay	down	on	the	sands,	the	surf	on	the	reef	said
it	 to	him.	 It	was	 too	 far	away	 for	 the	ghost	 to	come.	 It	 seemed	 to	him	 that	he	had
travelled	many	thousand	miles	from	a	country	remote	as	his	extreme	youth,	losing
everything	on	the	way	but	a	weariness	greater	than	time	could	hold	or	thought	take
recognition	of.

Then	he	fell	asleep	and	he	slept	whilst	 the	sun	went	down	into	 the	west	and	 the
flood	swept	 into	 the	 lagoon	and	 the	 stars	broke	out	above.	That	 tremendous	 sleep
unstirred	by	the	vaguest	dream	lasted	till	the	dawn	was	full.

Then	he	sat	up,	renewed	as	though	God	had	remade	him	in	mind	and	body.



A	gull	was	strutting	on	 the	sands	by	 the	water's	edge,	 its	 long	shadow	strutting
after	it,	and	the	shadow	of	the	gull	flew	straight	as	a	javelin	into	the	renewed	mind
of	Maru.	Talia	was	not	dead.	He	had	not	seen	her	ghost.	She	had	come	to	 life	and
had	been	walking	by	the	sea	wringing	her	hands	for	him	thinking	him	drowned.	For
the	form	he	had	seen	walking	in	the	sands	had	cast	a	shadow.	He	remembered	that
now.	Ghosts	do	not	cast	shadows.

And	 instantly	 his	 mind,	 made	 reasonable	 by	 rest	 and	 sleep,	 revisualised	 the
picture	 that	had	 terrified	his	mind	distraught	by	grief.	That	was	a	 real	 form,	what
folly	could	have	made	him	doubt	it?	Talia	was	alive—alive,	warm,	and	waiting	for
him	 on	 the	 northern	 beach,	 and	 seized	 him	with	 a	 great	 joy	 that	made	 him	 shout
aloud	as	he	sprang	to	his	feet	yet	with	a	pain	at	his	heart	like	the	pain	of	a	rankling
spearwound	as	he	broke	through	the	trees	shouting	as	he	ran:	"Talia!	Talia!	Talia!"

He	passed	the	bushes	where	he	had	hidden,	and	the	ferns.	He	heard	the	sounds	of
the	surf	coming	to	meet	him,	he	saw	the	veils	of	the	northern	sands	and	lagoon	and
sea.

He	stood	and	looked.
Nothing.
He	ran	to	the	place	where	he	had	laid	her	beneath	the	trees,	there	was	still	faintly

visible	the	slight	depression	made	by	her	body,	and	close	by,	strangely	and	clearly
cut,	the	imprint	of	a	little	foot.

Nothing	else.
He	stood	and	called	and	called,	and	no	answer	came	but	the	wood	echo	and	the

sound	of	the	morning	wind;	then	he	ran	to	the	sea	edge.	Then	he	knew.
The	sand	was	trodden	up	and	on	the	sand,	clear	cut	and	fresh,	lay	the	mark	left	by

a	beached	canoe	and	the	marks	left	by	the	feet	of	the	men	who	had	beached	her	and
floated	her	again.

They	 had	 come—perhaps	 her	 own	 people—come,	 maybe,	 yesterday	 whilst	 he
was	hiding	from	his	fears,	debating	with	his	Tabu—come,	and	found	her,	and	taken
her	away.

He	plunged	into	the	lagoon	and,	swimming	like	an	otter	and	helped	by	the	out-
going	tide,	reached	the	reef.	Scrambling	on	to	the	rough	coral,	bleeding	from	cuts
but	feeling	nothing	of	his	wounds,	he	stood	with	wrinkled	eyes	facing	the	sea	blaze
and	with	 the	 land-breeze	blowing	past	him	out	beyond	 the	 thundering	 foam	of	 the
reef	to	the	blue	and	heaving	sea.

Away	to	the	north,	like	a	brown	wing-tip,	showed	the	sail	of	a	canoe.	He	watched
it.	Tossed	by	the	lilt	of	the	swell	it	seemed	beckoning	to	him.	Now	it	vanished	in	the
sea	dazzle,	now	reappeared,	dwindling	to	a	point,	 to	vanish	at	 last	 like	a	dream	of
the	sea,	gone,	never	to	be	recaptured.

"And	Maru?"	I	asked	of	Lygon,	"Did	he	ever—"
"Never,"	said	Lygon.	"The	islands	of	the	sea	are	many.	Wait."	He	struck	a	gong



that	 stood	close	 to	his	 chair,	 struck	 it	 three	 times,	 and	 the	 sounds	passing	 into	 the
night	mixed	with	the	voices	of	the	canoe	men	returning	from	fishing	on	the	reef.

Then	 a	 servant	 came	 on	 to	 the	 verandah,	 an	 old,	 old	 man,	 half-bent	 like	 a
withered	tree.

"Maru,"	said	Lygon,	"you	can	take	away	these	glasses—but	one	moment,	Maru,
tell	this	gentleman	your	story."

"The	islands	of	the	sea	are	many,"	said	Maru,	like	a	child	repeating	a	lesson.	He
paused	for	a	moment	as	though	trying	to	remember	some	more,	then	he	passed	out
of	the	lamplight	with	the	glasses.

"A	year	ago	he	remembered	the	whole	story,"	said	Lygon.
But	for	me	the	whole	story	lay	in	those	words,	that	voice,	those	trembling	hands

that	seemed	still	searching	for	what	the	eyes	could	see	no	more.



The	love	of	the	Prince	of	Glattenburg

BY	ANTHONY	HOPE

True	 love	 is	not	made	 to	order,	as	 the	Princess	Osra	discovers	 in	 this	 tragic
romance	 by	 Anthony	 Hope	 (1863-1933),	 author	 of	 many	 popular	 historical
romances.
	
	
t	was	the	spring	of	the	year	when	Ludwig,	Prince	of	Glottenburg,	came	courting
the	Princess	Osra;	for	his	father	had	sought	the	most	beautiful	lady	of	a	Royal

House	in	Europe,	and	had	found	none	equal	to	Osra.	Therefore	the	Prince	came	to
Strelsau	with	a	great	retinue,	and	was	lodged	in	the	White	Palace,	which	stood	on	the
outskirts	 of	 the	 city,	where	 the	 public	 gardens	 now	 are	 (for	 the	 Palace	 itself	was
sacked	 and	 burnt	 by	 the	 people	 in	 the	 rising	 of	 1848).	Here	Ludwig	 stayed	many
days,	 coming	 every	 day	 to	 the	King's	 palace	 to	 pay	 his	 respects	 to	 the	King	 and
Queen,	and	to	make	his	court	to	the	Princess.	King	Rudolf	had	received	him	with	the
utmost	 friendship,	and	was,	 for	 reasons	of	State	 then	of	great	moment	but	now	of
vanished	 interest,	 as	eager	 for	 the	match	as	was	 the	King	of	Glottenburg	himself;
and	 he	 grew	 very	 impatient	with	 his	 sister	when	 she	 hesitated	 to	 accept	 Ludwig's
hand,	alleging	that	she	felt	for	him	no	more	than	a	kindly	esteem,	and,	what	was	as
much	to	the	purpose,	that	he	felt	no	more	for	her.	For	although	the	Prince	possessed
most	courteous	and	winning	manners,	and	was	very	accomplished	both	in	learning
and	 in	 exercises,	 yet	 he	 was	 a	 grave	 and	 pensive	 young	man,	 rather	 stately	 than
jovial,	 and	 seemed	 in	 the	 Princess's	 eyes	 (accustomed	 as	 they	 were	 to	 catch	 and
check	ardent	glances)	to	perform	his	wooing	more	as	a	duty	of	his	station	than	on
the	impulse	of	any	passion.	Finding	in	herself	also	no	such	sweet	ashamed	emotions
as	had	before	now	invaded	her	heart	on	account	of	lesser	men,	she	grew	grave	and
troubled.	At	last	she	said	to	the	King:

"Brother,	is	this	love?	For	I	had	as	lief	he	were	away	as	here,	and	when	he	is	here
he	 kisses	my	hand	 as	 though	 it	were	 a	 statue's	 hand;	 and—and	 I	 feel	 as	 though	 it



were.	They	say	you	know	what	love	is.	Is	this	love?"
"There	are	many	forms	of	love,"	smiled	the	King.	"This	is	such	love	as	a	Prince

and	a	Princess	may	most	properly	feel."
"I	do	not	call	it	love	at	all,"	said	Osra	with	a	pout.
When	Prince	Ludwig	came	next	day	to	see	her	and	told	her	with	grave	courtesy

that	his	pleasure	lay	in	doing	her	will,	she	broke	out:
"I	 had	 rather	 it	 lay	 in	watching	my	 face,"	 and	 then,	 ashamed,	 she	 turned	 away

from	him.
He	seemed	grieved	and	hurt	at	her	words;	it	was	with	a	sigh	that	he	said:
"My	life	shall	be	spent	in	giving	you	joy"
She	turned	round	on	him	with	flushed	cheek	and	trembling	lips:
"Yes,	but	I	had	rather	it	were	spent	in	getting	joy	from	me."
He	 cast	 down	 his	 eyes	 a	moment,	 and	 then,	 taking	 her	 hand,	 kissed	 it.	But	 she

drew	it	away	sharply.	So	that	afternoon	they	parted,	he	back	to	his	Palace,	she	to	her
chamber,	where	she	sat,	asking	again:	"Is	this	love?"	and	crying:	"He	does	not	know
love,"	and	pausing,	now	and	again,	before	her	mirror,	to	ask	her	pictured	face	why
it	would	not	unlock	the	door	of	love.

On	 another	 day	 she	would	 be	merry,	 or	 feign	merriment,	 rallying	 him	 on	 his
sombre	 air	 and	 formal	 compliments,	 professing	 that	 for	 her	 part	 she	 soon	 grew
weary	of	such	wooing,	and	loved	to	be	easy	and	merry;	for	thus	she	hoped	to	sting
him,	so	that	he	would	either	disclose	more	warmth	or	altogether	forsake	his	pursuit.
But	 he	 offered	 many	 apologies,	 blaming	 nature	 that	 had	 made	 him	 grave,	 but
assuring	her	of	his	deep	affection	and	respect.

"Affection	and	respect!"	murmured	Osra	with	a	little	toss	of	her	head.	"Oh,	that	I
had	not	been	born	a	Princess!"	And	yet,	 though	she	did	not	 love	him,	she	 thought
him	a	very	noble	gentleman,	and	trusted	to	his	honour	and	sincerity	in	everything.
Therefore,	when	he	still	persisted,	and	Rudolf	and	the	Queen	urged	her,	telling	her
(the	King	mockingly,	the	Queen	with	a	touch	of	sadness)	that	she	must	not	look	to
find	in	the	world	such	love	as	romantic	girls	dreamt	of,	at	last	she	yielded;	she	told
her	brother	that	she	would	marry	Prince	Ludwig;	yet	for	a	little	while	she	would	not
have	the	news	proclaimed.	So	Rudolf	went,	alone	and	privately,	to	the	White	Palace,
and	said	to	Ludwig:

"Cousin,	you	have	won	the	fairest	lady	in	the	world.	Behold	her	brother	says	it!"
Prince	Ludwig	bowed	low,	and	taking	the	King's	hand	pressed"	it,	thanking	him

for	his	help	and	approval,	expressing	himself	as	most	grateful	for	the	boon	of	the
Princess's	favour.

"Will	you	not	come	with	me	and	find	her?"	cried	the	King	with	a	merry	look.
"I	have	urgent	business	now,"	answered	Ludwig.	"Beg	the	Princess	to	forgive	me.

This	afternoon	I	will	crave	the	honour	of	waiting	on	her	with	my	humble	gratitude."
King	Rudolf	looked	at	him,	a	smile	curling	on	his	lips;	and	he	said,	in	one	of	his



gusts	of	impatience:
"By	heaven,	 is	 there	another	man	 in	 the	world	who	would	 talk	about	gratitude,

and	business,	and	the	afternoon,	when	Osra	of	Strelsau	sat	waiting	for	him?"
"I	mean	no	discourtesy,"	protested	Ludwig,	taking	the	King's	arm,	and	glancing

at	him	with	most	 friendly	 eyes.	 "Indeed,	dear	 friend,	 I	 am	 rejoiced	and	honoured.
But	this	business	of	mine	will	not	wait."

So	the	King	frowning	and	grumbling	and	laughing,	went	back	alone	and	told	the
Princess	that	the	happy	wooer	was	most	grateful,	and	would	come	after	his	business
was	transacted	that	afternoon.	But	Osra,	having	given	her	hand,	would	admit	no	fault
in	the	man	she	had	chosen,	and	thanked	the	King	for	the	message	with	great	dignity.
Then	the	King	came	to	her,	and,	sitting	down	by	her,	stroked	her	hair,	saying	softly:

"You	have	had	many	lovers,	sister	Osra,	and	now	comes	a	husband!"
"Yes,	now	a	husband,"	she	murmured,	catching	swiftly	at	his	hand;	her	voice	was

half	caught	in	a	sudden	sob.
"So	goes	the	world—our	world,"	said	the	King,	knitting	his	brows	and	seeming

to	fall	for	a	moment	into	a	sad	reverie.
"I	am	frightened,"	she	whispered.	"Should	I	be	frightened	if	I	loved	him?"
"I	have	been	 told	 so,"	 said	 the	King,	 smiling	again.	 "But	 the	 fear	has	 a	way	of

being	mastered	then."	And	he	drew	her	to	him,	and	gave	her	a	hearty	brother's	kiss,
telling	her	 to	 take	 courage.	 "You'll	 thaw	 the	 fellow	yet,"	 said	 the	King,	 "though,	 I
grant	you,	he	is	 icy	enough."	For	the	King	himself	had	been	by	no	means	what	he
called	an	icy	man.

But	 Osra	 was	 not	 satisfied,	 and	 sought	 to	 assuage	 the	 pain	 of	 her	 heart	 by
adorning	herself	most	carefully	for	the	Prince's	coming,	hoping	to	fire	him	to	love.
For	she	thought	that	if	he	loved	she	might,	although	since	he	did	not	she	could	not.
And	surely	he	did	not,	or	all	the	tales	of	love	were	false!	Thus	she	came	to	receive
him	very	magnificently	arrayed.	There	was	a	 flush	on	her	cheek	and	an	uncertain
expectant	fearful	look	in	her	eyes;	thus	she	stood	before	him,	as	he	fell	on	his	knee
and	 kissed	 her	 hand.	 Then	 he	 rose	 and	 declared	 his	 thanks,	 and	 promised	 his
devotion;	but	as	he	spoke	the	flush	faded	and	the	light	died	from	her	eyes;	and	when
at	last	he	drew	near	to	her	and	offered	to	kiss	her	cheek,	her	eyes	were	dead	and	her
face	 pale	 and	 cold	 as	 she	 suffered	 him	 to	 touch	 it.	He	was	 content	 to	 touch	 it	 but
once,	and	seemed	not	to	know	how	cold	it	was;	and	so,	after	more	talk	of	his	father's
pleasure	and	his	pride,	he	took	his	leave,	promising	to	come	again	the	next	day.	She
ran	to	the	window	when	the	door	was	closed	on	him,	and	thence	watched	him	mount
his	horse	and	ride	away	slowly,	with	his	head	bent	and	his	eyes	downcast;	yet	he	was
a	noble	 gentleman,	 stately	 and	handsome,	 kind	 and	 true.	The	 tears	 came	 suddenly
into	her	eyes	and	blurred	her	sight	as	she	leant	watching	from	behind	the	hanging
curtains	of	the	window.	Though	she	dashed	them	away	angrily,	they	came	again,	and
ran	 down	 her	 pale	 cold	 cheeks,	 mourning	 the	 golden	 vision	 that	 seemed	 gone



without	fulfilment.
That	evening,	there	came	a	gentleman	from	the	Prince	of	Glottenburg,	carrying

most	humble	excuses	from	his	master,	who	(so	he	said)	was	prevented	from	waiting
on	 the	Princess	 the	next	day	by	a	 certain	very	urgent	 affair	which	 took	him	 from
Strelsau,	and	would	keep	him	absent	from	the	city	all	day	long;	and	the	gentleman
delivered	to	Osra	a	letter	from	the	Prince,	full	of	graceful	and	profound	apologies,
and	pleading	an	engagement	 that	his	honour	would	not	 let	him	break;	 for	nothing
short	 of	 that,	 said	 he,	 should	 have	 kept	 him	 from	 her	 side.	 There	 followed	 some
lover's	phrases,	scantily	worded	and	frigid	in	an	assumed	passion.	But	Osra,	smiling
graciously,	 sent	 back	 a	 message	 readily	 accepting	 all	 that	 the	 Prince	 urged	 in
excuse;	and	she	told	what	had	passed	to	the	King,	with	her	head	high	in	the	air	and	a
careless	 haughtiness,	 so	 that	 even	 the	 King	 did	 not	 rally	 her,	 nor	 yet	 venture	 to
comfort	her,	but	urged	her	to	spend	the	day	in	riding	with	the	Queen	and	him;	for
they	were	setting	out	 for	Zenda,	where	 the	King	was	 to	hunt	 in	 the	forest,	and	she
could	 ride	 some	 part	 of	 the	 way	 with	 them,	 and	 return	 in	 the	 evening.	 And	 she,
wishing	that	she	had	sent	first	to	the	Prince	to	bid	him	not	come,	agreed	to	go	with
her	brother;	it	was	far	better	to	go	than	to	wait	at	home	for	a	lover	who	would	not
come.

Thus,	the	next	morning	they	rode	out,	the	King	and	Queen	with	their	retinue,	the
Princess	 attended	by	 one	 of	 her	Guards,	 named	Christian	Hantz,	who	was	 greatly
attached	 to	her	 and	most	 jealous	 in	praise	 and	admiration	of	her.	This	 fellow	had
taken	 it	on	himself	 to	be	very	angry	with	Prince	Ludwig's	coldness,	but	dared	say
nothing	of	it;	yet,	impelled	by	his	anger,	he	had	set	himself	to	watch	the	Prince	very
closely;	 and	 thus	he	had,	 as	he	 conceived,	 discovered	 something	which	brought	 a
twinkle	into	his	eye	and	a	triumphant	smile	to	his	lips	as	he	rode	behind	the	Princess.
Some	fifteen	miles	she	accompanied	her	brother,	and	 then,	 turning	with	Christian,
took	another	way	back	 to	 the	 city.	Alone	 she	 rode,	her	mind	 full	 of	 sad	 thoughts,
while	Christian	 behind	 still	wore	 his	malicious	 smile.	But	 presently,	 although	 she
had	not	commanded	him,	he	quickened	his	pace	and	came	up	to	her	side,	relying	for
excuse	on	the	favour	which	she	always	showed	him.

"Well,	Christian,"	said	she,	"have	you	something	to	say	to	me?"
For	 answer	 he	 pointed	 to	 a	 small	 house	 standing	 among	 the	 trees,	 some	 way

from	the	road,	and	he	said:
"If	I	were	Ludwig	and	not	Christian,	yet	I	would	be	here	where	Christian	is,	and

not	there	where	Ludwig	is,"	and	he	pointed	still	at	the	house.
She	faced	round	in	anger	at	his	daring	to	speak	to	her	of	the	Prince,	but	he	was	a

bold	fellow	and	would	not	be	silenced	now	that	he	had	begun	to	speak;	he	knew	also
that	she	would	bear	much	from	him.	So	he	leant	over	towards	her,	saying:

"By	 your	 bounty,	 madame,	 I	 have	 money,	 and	 he	 who	 has	 money	 can	 get
knowledge.	So	I	know	that	the	Prince	is	there.	For	fifty	crowns	I	gained	a	servant	of



his,	and	he	told	me."
"I	do	not	know	why	you	should	spy	on	the	Prince,"	said	Osra,	"and	I	do	not	care

to	know	where	the	Prince	is";	and	she	touched	her	horse	with	the	spur	and	cantered
forward	 fast,	 leaving	 the	 little	 house	 behind.	 But	 Christian	 persisted,	 partly	 in	 a
foolish	grudge	against	any	man	who	should	win	what	was	above	his	reach,	partly	in
an	honest	anger	that	she,	whom	he	worshipped,	should	be	treated	lightly	by	another;
and	he	forced	her	to	hear	what	he	had	learnt	from	the	gossip	of	the	Prince's	groom,
telling	it	to	her	in	hints	and	half-spoken	sentences,	yet	so	plainly	that	she	could	not
miss	the	gist	of	it.

She	 rode	 the	 faster	 towards	Strelsau,	 at	 first	 answering	nothing;	 but	 at	 last	 she
turned	on	him	fiercely,	saying	that	he	told	a	lie,	and	that	she	knew	it	was	a	lie,	since
she	 knew	where	 the	 Prince	 was,	 and	what	 business	 had	 taken	 him	 away;	 and	 she
commanded	Christian	to	be	silent	and	to	speak	neither	to	her	nor	to	anyone	else	of
his	false	suspicions;	and	she	bade	him	very	harshly	to	fall	back	and	ride	behind	her
again,	which	he	did,	sullen	yet	satisfied.	For	he	knew	that	his	arrow	had	gone	home.
On	 she	 rode,	 with	 her	 cheeks	 aflame	 and	 her	 heart	 beating,	 until	 she	 came	 to
Strelsau;	having	arrived	at	the	Palace,	she	ran	to	her	own	bedroom	and	flung	herself
on	the	bed.

Here	for	an	hour	she	lay:	then,	it	being	about	six	o'clock,	she	sat	up,	pushing	her
disordered	hair	back	from	her	hot	aching	brow.	An	agony	of	humiliation	had	come
upon	her,	and	a	fury	of	resentment	against	the	Prince,	whose	coldness	seemed	now
to	need	no	more	explanation.	Yet	she	could	hardly	believe	what	she	had	been	told	of
him.	 For	 though	 she	 had	 not	 loved	 him,	 she	 had	 accorded	 to	 him	 her	 full	 trust.
Rising,	 she	 paced	 in	 pain	 about	 the	 room.	 She	 could	 not	 rest;	 she	 cried	 out	 in
longing	that	her	brother	were	there,	to	aid	her	and	find	out	the	truth	for	her.	But	he
was	away,	and	she	had	none	 to	whom	she	could	 turn.	So	she	strove	 to	master	her
anger	and	endure	her	suspense	till	the	next	day,	but	they	were	too	strong	for	her,	and
she	cried:	"I	will	go	myself,	I	cannot	sleep	till	I	know.	But	I	cannot	go	alone.	Who
will	go	with	me?"	But	she	knew	of	none,	for	she	would	not	take	Christian	with	her,
and	she	shrank	from	speaking	of	the	matter	to	any	gentleman	of	the	Court.	Yet	she
must	know.	At	last	she	sprang	from	the	chair	 into	which	she	had	sunk	despondent,
exclaiming:	"He	 is	a	gentleman	and	my	friend.	He	will	go	with	me."	And	she	sent
hastily	for	the	Bishop	of	Modenstein,	who	was	then	in	Strelsau,	bidding	him	come
dressed	 for	 riding,	with	 a	 sword	 and	on	 the	best	 horse	 in	his	 stables.	The	Bishop
came	equipped	as	she	bade	him	and	 in	very	great	wonder.	But	when	she	 told	what
she	wanted	and	what	Christian	had	made	known	to	her,	her	grew	grave,	saying	that
they	must	wait	and	consult	the	King,	when	he	returned.

"I	will	not	wait	an	hour,"	she	cried.	"I	cannot	wait	an	hour."
"Then	I	will	ride	and	bring	you	word.	You	must	not	go,"	he	urged.
"Nay,	 if	 I	 go	 alone	 I	 will	 go,"	 said	 she.	 "Yes,	 I	 will	 go,	 and	 myself	 fling	 his



falseness	in	his	teeth."
Finding	her	thus	resolved,	the	Bishop	knew	that	he	could	not	turn	her,	so,	leaving

her	 to	 prepare	 herself,	 he	 caught	Christian	Hantz,	 and	 charged	him	 to	 bring	 their
horses	to	the	most	private	gate	of	the	Palace,	which	opened	on	a	little	bystreet.	Here
Christian	 waited	 for	 them	 with	 the	 horses,	 and	 they	 came	 presently,	 the	 Bishop
wearing	a	great	slouched	hat	and	swaggering	like	a	roistering	trooper,	while	Osra
was	closely	veiled.	The	Bishop	again	imposed	secrecy	on	Christian,	and	then,	they
both	being	mounted,	said	to	Osra:	"If	you	will	then,	madame,	come,"	and	thus	they
rode	secretly	out	of	the	city,	about	seven	in	the	evening,	the	gate-wardens	opening
the	gate	at	sight	of	the	Royal	Arms	on	Osra's	ring,	which	she	gave	to	the	Bishop	in
order	that	he	might	show	it.

In	silence	they	rode	a	long	way,	going	at	a	great	speed;	Osra's	face	was	set	and
rigid,	for	she	felt	now	no	shame	at	herself	for	going,	nor	any	fear	of	what	she	might
find,	but	the	injury	to	her	pride	swallowed	every	other	feeling;	and	at	last	she	said,
in	short	sharp	words,	to	the	Bishop	of	Modenstein,	having	suddenly	thrown	the	veil
back	from	her	face:

"He	shall	not	live	if	it	prove	true."
The	Bishop	 shook	 his	 head.	His	 profession	was	 peace;	 yet	 blood	 also	was	 hot

against	the	man	who	had	put	a	slight	on	Princess	Osra.
"The	King	must	know	of	it,"	he	said.
"The	King!	The	King	is	not	here	tonight,"	said	Osra;	and	she	pricked	her	horse

and	set	him	at	a	gallop.	The	moon,	breaking	suddenly	in	brightness	from	behind	a
cloud,	showed	the	Bishop	her	face.	Then	she	put	out	her	hand	and	caught	him	by	the
arm,	whispering:	"Are	you	my	friend?"

"Yes,	madame,"	said	he.	She	knew	well	that	he	was	her	friend.
"Kill	him	for	me,	then;	kill	him	for	me."
"I	cannot	kill	him,"	said	the	Bishop.	"I	pray	God	it	may	prove	untrue."
"You	are	not	my	friend,	if	you	will	not	kill	him,"	said	Osra;	and	she	turned	her

face	away	and	rode	yet	more	quickly.
At	 last,	 they	came	 in	 sight	of	 the	 little	house	 standing	back	 from	 the	 road;	 and

there	was	a	light	in	one	of	the	upper	windows.	The	Bishop	heard	a	short	gasp	break
from	Osra's	lips,	as	she	pointed	with	her	whip	to	the	window.	Now	his	own	breath
came	quick	and	fast;	he	prayed	to	God	that	he	might	remember	his	sacred	character
and	his	vows,	and	not	be	led	into	great	and	deadly	sin,	at	the	bidding	of	that	proud
and	bitter	face;	and	he	clenched	his	left	hand	and	struck	his	brow	with	it.

Thus	then	they	came	to	the	gate	of	the	avenue	of	trees	that	led	to	the	house.	Here,
having	dismounted	and	tied	their	horses	to	the	gate-post,	 they	stood	for	an	instant,
and	Osra	again	veiled	her	face.

"Let	me	go	alone,	madame,"	he	implored.
"Give	me	your	sword,	and	I	will	go	alone,"	she	answered.



"Here,	then,	is	the	path,"	said	the	Bishop,	and	he	led	the	way	by	the	moonlight	that
broke	fitfully	here	and	there	through	the	trees.

"He	swore	that	all	his	life	should	be	mine,"	she	whispered.	"Yet	I	knew	that	he	did
not	love	me."

The	Bishop	made	her	no	answer;	she	looked	for	none	and	did	not	know	that	she
spoke	the	bitterness	of	her	heart	in	words	which	he	could	hear.	He	bowed	his	head
and	prayed	again	for	her	and	for	himself;	 for	he	had	found	his	hand	gripping	 the
hilt	of	his	sword.	Thus,	side	by	side	now,	they	came	to	the	door	of	 the	house,	and
saw	a	gentleman	standing	in	front	of	the	door,	still	but	watchful.	Osra	knew	that	he
was	the	Prince's	Chamberlain.

When	the	Chamberlain	saw	them,	he	started	violently	and	clapped	a	hand	to	his
sword;	but	Osra	flung	her	veil	on	to	the	ground,	and	the	Bishop	gripped	his	arm	as
with	a	vice.	The	Chamberlain	 looked	at	Osra	and	at	 the	Bishop,	and	half	drew	his
sword.

"This	matter	is	too	great	for	you,	sir,"	said	the	Bishop.	"It	is	a	quarrel	of	Princes.
Stand	aside,"	and	before	the	Chamberlain	could	make	up	his	mind	what	to	do	Osra
had	passed	by	him	and	the	Bishop	had	followed	her.

Finding	 themselves	 in	 a	 narrow	 passage,	 they	made	 out	 by	 the	 dim	 light	 of	 a
lamp	a	flight	of	stairs	that	rose	from	the	furthest	end	of	it.	The	Bishop	tried	to	pass
the	Princess,	but	she	motioned	him	back,	and	walked	swiftly	to	the	stairs.	In	silence
they	mounted,	till	they	had	reached	the	top	of	the	first	stage;	and	facing	them,	eight
or	 ten	steps	 further	up,	was	a	door.	By	 the	door	stood	a	groom;	 this	was	 the	man
who	 had	 treacherously	 told	 Christian	 of	 his	 master's	 doings;	 but	 when	 he	 saw
suddenly	 what	 had	 come	 of	 his	 disloyal	 chattering,	 the	 fellow	 turned	 white	 as	 a
ghost	and	came	tottering	in	stealthy	silence	down	the	stairs,	his	finger	on	his	lips.

Neither	of	them	spoke	to	him,	nor	he	to	them.	They	gave	no	thought	to	him,	his
only	thought	was	to	escape	as	soon	as	he	might;	so	he	passed	them,	and,	going	on,
passed	 also	 the	 Chamberlain,	 who	 stood	 dazed	 at	 the	 house-door,	 and	 so
disappeared,	intent	on	saving	the	life	he	had	just	forfeited.	Thus	the	rogue	vanished,
and	 what	 became	 of	 him	 none	 knew	 or	 cared.	 He	 showed	 his	 face	 no	 more	 at
Glottenburg	or	Strelsau.

"Hark,	there	are	voices!"	whispered	Osra	to	the	Bishop,	raising	her	hand	above
her	head,	as	they	two	stood	listening.

The	voices	came	from	the	door	that	faced	them,	the	voice	of	a	man	and	the	voice
of	a	woman;	Osra's	glance	at	her	companion	told	him	that	she	knew	as	well	as	he
who	the	man's	voice	was.

"It	is	trtie,	then,"	she	breathed	from	between	her	teeth.	"My	God,	it	is	true!"
The	woman's	voice	spoke	now,	but	 the	words	were	not	audible.	Then	came	 the

Prince's:
"For	ever,	in	life	or	death,	apart	or	together,	for	ever."



The	woman's	answer	came	no	more	 in	words,	but	 in	deep	 low	passionate	 sobs
which	 struck	 their	 ears	 like	 the	 distant	 cry	 of	 some	 brute	 creature	 in	 pain	 that	 it
cannot	understand.	Yet	Osra's	face	was	stern	and	cold,	and	her	lips	curled	scornfully
when	she	saw	the	Bishop's	look	of	pity.

"Come,	let	us	end	it,"	said	she,	and	with	a	firm	step	she	began	to	mount	the	stairs
that	lay	between	them	and	the	door.

Yet	once	again	they	paused	outside	the	door,	for	it	seemed	as	though	the	Princess
could	not	choose	but	listen	to	the	passionate	words	of	love	that	pierced	her	ears	like
knives;	yet	they	were	all	sad,	speaking	of	renunciation,	not	of	happiness.

But	 at	 last	 she	 heard	 her	 own	 name;	 then	 with	 a	 sudden	 start	 she	 caught	 the
Bishop's	 hand,	 for	 she	 could	 not	 listen	 longer.	 She	 staggered	 and	 reeled	 as	 she
whispered	to	him:

"The	door,	the	door,	open	the	door!"
The	Bishop,	his	 right	hand	being	across	his	body	and	resting	on	 the	hilt	of	his

sword,	 laid	 his	 left	 upon	 the	 handle	 of	 the	 door,	 and	 turned	 it.	 Then	 he	 flung	 the
door	open	wide;	at	that	instant	Osra	sprang	past	him,	her	eyes	gleaming	like	flames
from	her	dead	white	face.	And	she	stood	rigid	on	the	threshold	of	the	room,	with	the
Bishop	by	her	side.

In	 the	middle	of	 the	 room	stood	 the	Prince	of	Glottenburg;	 strained	 in	 a	 close
embrace,	clinging	to	him,	supported	by	his	arms,	with	head	buried	in	his	breast,	was
a	 girl	 of	 slight	 and	 slender	 figure,	 graceful	 though	 not	 tall;	 her	 body	 was	 still
shaken	by	continual	struggling	sobs.	The	Prince	held	her	there	as	though	against	the
world,	but	 raised	his	head	and	 looked	at	 the	 intruders	with	a	grave	 sad	air.	There
was	 no	 shame	 on	 his	 face,	 and	 hardly	 surprise.	 Presently	 he	 took	 one	 arm	 from
about	 the	 lady,	 and,	 raising	 it,	 motioned	 to	 them	 to	 be	 still.	 Osra	 took	 one	 step
forward	towards	where	the	pair	stood;	the	Bishop	caught	her	sleeve,	but	she	shook
him	off.	The	 lady	 looked	up	 into	 the	Prince's	 face;	with	 a	 sudden	 startled	 cry	 she
clutched	him	closer,	and	turned	a	terrified	face	over	her	shoulder.	Then	she	moaned
in	great	fear,	and,	reeling,	fell	against	the	Prince;	she	would	have	sunk	to	the	ground
if	he	had	not	upheld	her,	and	her	eyes	closed	and	her	lip	dropped,	as	she	swooned
away.	The	Princess	smiled,	and,	drawing	herself	to	her	full	height,	stood	watching
while	Ludwig	bore	the	lady	to	a	couch	and	laid	her	there.	Then,	when	he	came	back
and	faced	her,	she	asked	coldly	and	slowly:

"Who	is	this	woman,	sir?	Or	is	she	one	of	those	who	have	no	names?"
The	Prince	sprang	forward,	a	sudden	anger	in	his	eyes;	he	raised	his	hand	as	if

he	would	have	pressed	it	across	her	scornful	mouth	and	kept	back	her	bitter	words.
But	she	did	not	flinch;	pointing	at	him	with	her	finger,	she	cried	to	the	Bishop	in	a
ringing	voice:

"Kill	him,	my	lord,	kill	him."
And	the	sword	of	the	Bishop	of	Modenstein	was	halfway	out	of	the	scabbard.



"I	would	 to	God,	my	 lord,"	 said	 the	Prince	 in	 low	 sad	 tones,	 "that	God	would
suffer	you	to	kill	me	and	me	to	take	death	at	your	hands.	But	neither	for	you	nor	for
me	is	the	blow	lawful.	Let	me	speak	to	the	Princess."

The	Bishop	 still	 grasped	his	 sword;	 for	Osra's	 face	 and	hand	 still	 commanded
him.	But	at	the	instant	of	his	hesitation,	while	the	temptation	was	hot	on	him,	there
came	from	 the	couch	where	 the	 lady	 lay	a	 low	moan	of	great	pain.	She	 flung	her
arms	out	and	 turned,	groaning	again,	on	her	back,	and	her	head	 lay	hanging	over
the	 side	 of	 the	 couch.	 The	 Bishop's	 eyes	met	 Ludwig's,	 and	with	 a	 "God	 forgive
me!"	he	 let	 the	sword	slip	back,	and,	springing	across	 the	room,	fell	on	his	knees
beside	the	couch.	He	broke	the	gold	chain	round	his	neck	and	grasped	the	crucifix
which	it	carried	in	one	hand,	while	with	the	other	he	raised	the	lady's	head,	praying
her	 to	open	her	 eyes,	 before	whose	 closed	 lids	he	held	 the	 sacred	 image;	 and	he,
who	had	come	so	near	to	great	sin,	now	prayed	softly	but	fervently	for	her	life	and
God's	 pity	 on	 her;	 for	 the	 frailty	 her	 slight	 form	 showed	 could	 not	withstand	 the
shock	of	this	trial.

"Who	is	she?"	asked	the	Princess.
But	Ludwig's	eyes	had	wandered	back	to	the	couch,	and	he	answered	only:
"My	God,	it	will	kill	her."
"I	 care	not,"	 said	Osra.	But	 then	came	another	 low	moan.	 "I	 care	not,"	 said	 the

Princess	again.	"Ah,	she	is	in	great	suffering."	And	her	eyes	followed	the	Prince's.	.
There	was	silence,	save	for	 the	 lady's	 low	moans	and	 the	whispered	prayers	of

the	Bishop	of	Modenstein.	But	the	lady	opened	her	eyes,	and	in	an	instant,	answering
the	 summons,	 the	 Prince	 was	 by	 her	 side,	 kneeling	 and	 holding	 her	 hand	 very
tenderly;	and	he	met	a	glance	from	the	Bishop	across	her	prostrate	body.	The	Prince
bowed	his	head	and	one	sob	burst	from	him.

"Leave	 me	 alone	 with	 her	 for	 a	 little,	 sir,"	 said	 the	 Bishop,	 and	 the	 Prince,
obeying,	rose	and	withdrew	into	the	bay	of	the	window,	while	Osra	stood	alone	near
the	door	by	which	she	had	entered.

A	few	minutes	passed,	then	Osra	saw	the	Prince	return	to	where	the	lady	was	and
kneel	again	beside	her;	and	she	saw	 that	 the	Bishop	was	preparing	 to	perform	his
most	 sacred	 and	 sublime	 office;	 the	 lady's	 eyes	 dwelt	 on	 him	 now	 in	 peace	 and
restfulness,	and	she	held	Prince	Ludwig's	hand	 in	her	small	hand.	But	Osra	would
not	 kneel;	 she	 stood	 upright,	 still	 and	 cold,	 as	 though	 she	 neither	 saw	 nor	 heard
anything	of	what	passed;	she	would	not	pity	nor	forgive	the	woman,	even	if,	as	they
seemed	to	think,	she	lay	dying.	But	she	spoke	once,	asking	in	a	harsh	voice:

"Is	there	no	physician	in	the	house	or	near?"
"None,	madame,"	said	the	Prince.
The	 Bishop	 began	 the	 office,	 and	 Osra	 stood,	 dimly	 hearing	 the	 words	 of

comfort,	peace	and	hope,	dimly	seeing	 the	smile	on	 the	 lady's	 face;	 for	gradually
her	eyes	clouded	with	tears.	Now	her	ears	seemed	to	hear	nothing	save	the	sad	and



piteous	 sobs	 that	 had	 shaken	 the	 girl	 as	 she	 hung	 about	 Ludwig's	 neck.	 But	 she
strove	 to	drive	 away	her	 softer	 thoughts,	 fanning	her	 fury	when	 it	 burnt	 low,	 and
telling	 herself	 again	 of	 the	 insult	 that	 she	 had	 suffered.	 Thus	 she	 rested	 till	 the
Bishop	 had	 performed	 the	 office.	 But	 when	 he	 had	 finished	 it,	 he	 rose	 from	 his
knees	and	came	to	where	Osra	was.

"It	was	your	duty,"	she	said,	"but	it	is	none	of	mine."
"She	will	not	 live	an	hour,"	said	he.	"For	she	had	an	affection	of	 the	heart,	and

this	shock	has	killed	her.	Indeed	I	think	she	was	half-dead	for	grief	before	we	came."
"Who	is	she?"	broke	again	from	Osra's	lips.
"Come	and	hear,"	 said	he,	and	she	 followed	him	obediently,	yet	unwillingly,	 to

the	couch,	and	looked	down	at	the	lady.	The	lady	looked	at	her	with	wondering	eyes,
and	then	she	smiled	faintly,	pressing	the	Prince's	hand,	and	whispering:

"Yet	she	is	so	beautiful."	And	she	seemed	now	wonderfully	happy,	so	that	they	all
three	watched	her	and	were	envious,	although	they	were	to	live	and	she	to	die.

"Now	God	pardon	her	sin!"	said	the	Princess	Osra	suddenly,	and	she	fell	on	her
knees	beside	the	couch,	crying:	"Surely	God	has	pardoned	her!"

"Sin	 she	 had	 none,	 save	what	 clings	 even	 to	 the	 purest	 in	 this	world,"	 said	 the
Bishop.	"For	what	she	has	said	to	me	I	know	to	be	true."

Osra	 answered	 nothing,	 but	 gazed	 in	 questioning	 at	 the	 Prince,	 and	 he,	 still
holding	the	lady's	hand,	began	to	speak	in	a	gentle	voice:

"Do	not	ask	her	name,	madame.	But	from	the	first	hour	that	we	knew	the	meaning
of	love	we	have	loved	one	another.	And	had	the	issue	rested	in	my	hands,	I	would
have	thrown	to	the	winds	all	that	kept	me	from	her.	I	remember	when	first	I	met	her
—ah,	my	sweet,	do	you	remember?	From	that	day	to	this	in	soul	she	had	been	mine,
and	I	hers	in	all	my	life.	But	more	could	not	be.	Madame,	you	have	asked	what	love
is.	Here	 is	 love.	Yet	 fate	 is	 stronger.	Thus	 I	came	 to	Strelsau	 to	woo,	and	she,	 left
alone,	resolved	to	give	herself	to	God."

"How	comes	she	here,	then?"	whispered	Osra,	and	she	laid	one	hand	timidly	on
the	couch,	near	to	the	lady	yet	not	so	as	to	touch	even	her	garments.

"She	came	here—"	he	began;	but	suddenly,	to	their	amazement,	the	lady,	who	had
seemed	dead,	with	an	effort	raised	herself	on	her	elbow,	and	spoke	in	a	quick	eager
whisper,	as	if	she	feared	time	and	strength	would	fail.

"He	is	a	great	Prince,"	she	said,	"he	must	be	a	great	King;	God	means	him	for
greatness,	God	forbid	that	I	should	be	his	ruin.	Ah,	what	a	sweet	dream	he	painted!
But	praise	be	to	the	Blessed	Saints	who	kept	me	strong.	Yet	at	the	last	I	was	weak.	I
could	not	live	without	another	sight	of	his	face;	and	so—	I	came.	Next	week	I	am—I
was	to	take	the	veil;	and	I	came	here	to	see	him	once	again.	God	pardon	me	for	it.
but	I	could	not	help	it.	Ah,	madame,	I	know	you,	and	I	see	now	your	beauty.	Have
you	known	love?"

"No,"	said	Osra;	and	she	moved	her	hand	near	to	the	lady's	hand.



"When	he	 found	me	here,	 he	 prayed	me	 again	 to	 do	what	 he	 asked;	 and	 I	was
half-killed	in	denying	it.	But	I	prevailed,	and	we	were	even	then	parting	when	you
came.	Why,	 why	 did	 I	 come?"	 For	 a	moment	 her	 voice	 died	 away	 in	 a	 low	 soft
moan.	But	she	made	one	more	effort,	clasping	Osra's	hand	in	her	delicate	fingers,
she	whispered:	"I	am	going.	Be	his	wife."

"No,	no,	no,"	whispered	Osra,	her	face	now	close	to	the	lady's.	"You	must	live;
you	must	live	and	be	happy."

And	then	she	kissed	the	lady's	lips.	The	lady	put	out	her	arms	and	clasped	them
round	Osra's	neck,	and	again	she	whispered	softly	in	Osra's	ear.	Neither	Ludwig	nor
the	Bishop	heard	what	she	said,	but	they	heard	only	that	Osra	sobbed.	Presently	the
lady's	arms	relaxed	a	little	in	their	hold,	and	Osra,	having	kissed	her	again,	rose	and
signed	to	Ludwig	to	come	nearer;	while	she,	turning,	gave	her	hand	to	the	Bishop,
and	he	 led	her	 from	 the	 room,	and,	 finding	another	 room	near,	 took	her	 in	 there,
where	she	sat,	silent	and	pale.

Thus	half	an	hour	passed;	then	the	Bishop	stole	out	softly,	and	presently	returned,
saying:

"God	has	spared	her	the	long	painful	path,	and	has	taken	her	straight	to	His	rest."
Osra	 heard	 him,	 half	 in	 a	 trance	 and	 as	 if	 she	 did	 not	 hear;	 she	 did	 not	 know

where	he	went	nor	what	he	did,	nor	anything	that	passed,	until,	as	it	seemed	after	a
long	 while,	 she	 looked	 up	 and	 saw	 Prince	 Ludwig	 standing	 before	 her.	 He	 was
composed	and	calm;	but	it	seemed	as	if	half	the	life	had	gone	out	of	his	face.	Osra
rose	slowly	to	her	feet,	supporting	herself	on	an	arm	of	the	chair	on	which	she	had
sat;	and,	when	she	had	seen	his	face,	she	suddenly	threw	herself	on	the	floor	at	his
feet,	crying:

"Forgive	me,	forgive	me!"
"The	 guilt	 is	mine,"	 said	 he.	 "I	 did	 not	 trust	 you	 and	 did	 by	 stealth	what	 your

nobility	would	have	allowed	me	to	do	openly.	The	guilt	is	mine."	And	he	offered	to
raise	her.	But	she	rose,	unaided,	asking	with	choking	voice:

"Is	she	dead?"
"She	 is	 dead,"	 said	 the	Prince,	 and	Osra,	 hearing	 it,	 covered	 her	 face	with	 her

hands	 and	 blindly	 groped	 her	 way	 back	 to	 the	 chair,	 where	 she	 sat,	 panting	 and
exhausted.

"To	her	I	have	said	farewell,	and	now,	madame,	to	you.	Yet	do	not	think	that	I	am
a	man	without	eyes	for	your	beauty,	or	a	heart	to	know	your	worth.	I	seemed	to	you
a	fool	and	a	churl.	I	grieved	most	bitterly,	and	I	wronged	you	bitterly.	My	excuse	for
all	 is	now	known.	For	 though	you	are	more	beautiful	 than	she,	yet	 true	 love	is	no
wanderer;	it	gives	a	beauty	that	it	does	not	find,	and	forges	a	chain	no	charms	can
break.	Madame,	farewell."

She	looked	at	him	and	saw	the	sad	joy	in	his	eyes,	an	exultation	over	what	had
been,	that	what	was	could	not	destroy;	and	she	knew	that	the	vision	was	still	with	him



though	his	love	was	dead.	Suddenly	he	seemed	to	her	a	man	she	also	might	love	and
for	whom	she	also,	if	need	be,	might	gladly	die;	yet	not	because	she	loved	him,	for
she	was	asking	still	in	wonder:	"What	is	this	love?"

"Madame,	farewell,"	said	he	again,	and,	kneeling	before	her,	he	kissed	her	hand.
"I	carry	the	body	of	my	love,"	he	went	on,	"back	with	me	to	my	home,	there	to

mourn	for	her;	and	I	shall	come	no	more	to	Strelsau."
Osra	 bent	 her	 eyes	 on	 his	 face	 as	 he	 knelt,	 and	 presently	 she	 said	 to	 him	 in	 a

whisper	that	was	low	for	awe,	not	shame:
"You	heard	what	she	bade	me	do?"
"Yes,	madame.	I	know	her	wish."
"And	you	would	do	it?"	she	asked.
"Madame,	my	struggle	was	fought	before	she	died.	But	now	you	know	that	my

love	was	not	yours."
"That	also	I	knew	before,	sir,"	and	a	slight	bitter	smile	came	on	her	face.	But	she

grew	 grave	 again	 and	 sat	 there,	 seeming	 to	 be	 pondering,	 while	 Prince	 Ludwig
waited.	Then	she	suddenly	leant	forward	and	said:

"If	I	loved	I	would	wait	for	you	to	love.	Now	what	is	this	love	that	I	cannot	feel?"
And	then	she	sat	again	silent,	but	at	last	raised	her	eyes	again	to	his,	saying	in	a

voice	that	even	in	the	stillness	of	the	room	he	hardly	heard:
"Now	I	nearly	love	you,	for	I	have	seen	your	love	and	know	that	you	can	love;

and	I	think	that	love	must	breed	love,	so	that	she	who	loves	must	in	God's	time	be
beloved.	Yet	I-"	She	paused	here,	and	for	a	moment	hid	her	face	with	her	hand.	"Yet	I
cannot,"	 she	 went	 on.	 "Is	 it	 our	 Lord	 Christ	 who	 bids	 us	 take	 the	 lower	 place?	 I
cannot	 take	 it.	He	does	 not	 so	 reign	 in	my	heart.	 For	 to	my	proud	heart—ah,	my
heart	so	proud!—she	would	be	ever	between	us.	I	could	not	bear	it.	Yet	I	believe	now
that	with	you	I	might	one	day	find	happiness."

The	Prince,	 though	 in	 that	hour	he	could	not	 think	of	 love,	was	yet	very	much
moved	 by	 her	 new	 tenderness	 and	 felt	 that	 what	 had	 passed	 rather	 drew	 them
together	than	made	any	separation	between	them.	And	it	seemed	to	him	that	the	dead
lady's	blessing	was	on	his	suit;	so	he	said:

"Madame,	 I	 would	 most	 faithfully	 serve	 you	 and	 you	 would	 be	 nearest	 and
dearest	to	me	of	all	living	women."

She	waited	 awhile,	 then	 she	 sighed	 heavily,	 looking	 in	 his	 face	with	 an	 air	 of
wistful	 longing;	 and	 she	 knit	 her	 brows	 as	 though	 she	 were	 puzzled.	 But	 at	 last,
shaking	her	head,	she	said:

"It	is	not	enough."
With	this	she	rose	and	took	him	by	the	hand,	and	they	two	went	back	together	to

where	the	Bishop	of	Modenstein	still	prayed	beside	the	body	of	the	lady.
Osra	stood	on	one	side	of	the	body	and	stretched	her	hand	out	to	the	Prince	who

stood	on	the	other	side.



"See,"	said	she,	"she	must	be	between	us."	And	having	kissed	the	dead	face	once,
she	left	the	Prince	there	by	the	side	of	his	love	and	herself	went	out;	and,	turning	her
head,	she	saw	that	the	Prince	knelt	again	by	the	corpse	of	his	love.

"He	does	not	think	of	me,"	she	said	to	the	Bishop.
"His	thoughts	are	still	with	her,	madame,"	he	answered.
It	 was	 late	 night	 now,	 and	 they	 rode	 swiftly	 and	 silently	 along	 the	 road	 to

Strelsau.	On	 all	 the	way	 they	 spoke	 to	 one	 another	 only	 a	 few	words,	 both	 being
sunk	deep	 in	 thought.	But	once	Osra	spoke,	as	 they	were	already	near	 to	Strelsau.
For	she	turned	suddenly	to	the	Bishop,	saying:

"My	lord,	what	is	it?	Do	you	know	it?"
"Yes,	madame,	I	have	known	it,"	answered	the	Bishop.
"Yet	you	are	a	Churchman!"
"True,	madame,"	said	he,	and	he	smiled	sadly.
She	seemed	to	consider,	fixing	her	eyes	on	his;	but	he	turned	his	aside.
"Could	you	not	make	me	understand?"	she	asked.
"Your	lover,	when	he	comes,	will	do	that,	madame,"	said	he,	and	still	he	kept	his

eyes	averted.	Osra	wondered	why	he	kept	his	eyes	turned	away;	yet	presently	a	faint
smile	curved	her	lips.

"It	may	be	you	might	 feel	 it,	 if	you	were	not	a	Churchman.	But	 I	do	not.	Many
men	have	said	they	loved	me,	and	I	have	felt	something	in	my	heart;	but	not	this."

"It	will	come,"	said	the	Bishop.
"Does	it	come	then	to	everyone?"
"To	most,"	he	answered.
"Heigho,	will	it	ever	come	to	me?"	she	sighed.
With	this	they	were	at	home.	And	Osra	was	for	a	long	time	very	sorrowful	for

the	fate	of	 the	 lady	whom	the	Prince	of	Glottenburg	had	 loved;	yet,	 since	she	saw
Ludwig	no	more,	and	the	joy	of	youth	conquers	sadness,	she	ceased	to	mourn;	but
as	she	walked	alone	she	would	wonder	more	and	more	what	it	might	be,	this	great
love	that	she	did	not	feel.

"For	none	will	tell	me,	not	even	the	Bishop	of	Modenstein,"	said	she.



Mary	Ansell

BY	MARTIN	ARMSTRONG

She	cherished	the	memory	of	a	brief,	idyllic	affair	with	a	young	soldier.	A	story
of	undying	love...
	

ary	 Brakefield,	 wife	 of	 Samuel	 Brakefield,	 landlord	 of	 the	 Golden	 Lion,
Netherhinton,	made	her	way	along	the	accustomed	hedge-bordered	road	that

led	to	the	foot	of	the	downs.	From	the	road	end	the	coarse	grass	of	the	downs	rose
in	a	single	abrupt	slope	to	the	flat	summit,	which	was	enclosed	by	a	great	rampart
rising	nobly	from	its	broad	ditch.

The	face	of	this	ancient	earthwork	was	so	steep	that	he	who	climbed	it	could	do
so	only	on	his	knees,	pulling	himself	up	with	his	hands	by	 the	strong	 tufted	grass
that	 clothed	 it	 like	 a	 shaggy	 fur.	 Every	 Thursday	Mary	Brakefield	 took	 the	 same
walk,	and	always	alone.	She	was	a	quiet,	kindly,	respectable	woman,	not	otherwise
eccentric,	and	her	husband	and	the	neighbours,	though	they	themselves	never	took	a
walk	 except	 when	 some	 definite	 object	 required,	 had	 long	 since	 grown	 so
accustomed	to	this	weekly	stroll	of	hers	that	they	had	ceased	to	regard	it	as	strange,
even	when	the	weather	was	so	stormy	that	it	was	incredible	that	anyone	should	walk
out,	much	less	climb	the	bare	downs,	for	mere	pleasure.

On	winter	 evenings,	when,	 looking	 from	 their	 cottage	windows	 into	 a	 stormy
twilight,	the	villagers	saw	a	lonely	figure	struggling	against	the	wind	and	rain	down
the	 long	 village	 street,	 they	 would	 say	 without	 surprise:	 "It'll	 only	 be	 Mrs.
Brakefield	coming	back	from	her	walk."

She	was	a	spare,	neat	woman	of	forty,	though	strangers	put	her	age	down	at	over
fifty.	 Her	 face	 was	 pale	 and	 bony;	 the	 eyes,	 too,	 were	 pale	 and	 weary	 and	 red-
rimmed;	 and	 the	 corners	 of	 her	mouth	 had	 a	 bitter	 downward	 droop	 that	 on	 rare
occasions	vanished	suddenly	and	surprisingly	into	a	charming,	wistful	smile.

It	was	 the	beginning	of	October,	and	 the	hedges	between	which	she	walked	had
kindled	from	the	dusty	green	of	summer	into	long	lines	of	scarlet	and	yellow	flame



that	 danced	 and	 flickered	 against	 the	 sagging	 grey	 sky	 in	 the	 breeze	 that	 flowed
through	them.	All	her	 life	she	had	known	that	road,	and	the	downs	that	rose	at	 the
end	of	it,	and,	beyond	them,	the	wide	plains	of	the	sea	into	which	the	downs	dropped
—a	sheer	fall	of	eight	hundred	feet—in	scooped	precipices	of	white	or	rosy	chalk.

For	she	was	a	native	of	Netherhinton	and	had	never	been	further	east	of	 it	 than
Bournemouth,	 further	 west	 than	 Sidmouth,	 or	 further	 north	 than	 Dorchester.	 She
came	 of	 poor	 parents.	 Her	 father	 had	 been	 a	 farm	 labourer	 and	 her	 mother	 the
daughter	 of	 a	 labourer,	 and	 it	 had	 been	 thought	 a	 great	 piece	 of	 luck	 for	 her	 to
marry	the	landlord	of	the	Golden	Lion.

She	walked	on	at	a	brisk	pace,	looking	neither	to	right	nor	left	nor	even	ahead	of
her:	she	walked,	indeed,	not	at	all	as	if	walking	for	the	mere	sake	of	it,	but	as	one	on
an	errand,	and	when	she	 reached	 the	end	of	 the	 road	she	began	at	once,	without	a
pause	or	a	glance	about	her,	to	climb	the	down	by	a	sheep	track	that	wavered	steeply
up	it.

Under	 the	 stress	 of	 the	 climb	 her	 pace	 became	 gradually	 slower	 and	 slower;
halfway	 up	 she	 paused,	 breathless,	 and	 turned	 to	 survey	 with	 unseeing	 eyes	 the
variegated	fields	below	her	and,	beyond	them,	the	village	thatches	crouching	under
the	yellowing	elms	and	the	gaunt	grey	fragment	of	Evesdon	Castle,	which	Cromwell
had	blown	up.

As	soon	as	she	had	breath	enough,	she	continued	her	climb,	and	then,	when	she
was	almost	at	the	top	and	had	reached	the	earthwork,	vanished	along	the	long	line	of
the	ditch	and	in	half	a	minute	reappeared,	clambering	on	her	hands	and	knees	up	the
steep	rampart.	Soon	she	had	crawled	to	the	top,	and	stood	for	a	moment	silhouetted
against	the	sky,	a	minute	vertical	object	breaking	the	long	horizontal	lines	of	down
and	earthworks.	Then	again	she	disappeared.

The	grassy	area	inside	the	rampart	sloped	slightly	upwards	to	the	sheer	edge,	so
that	from	where	she	stood	she	saw	nothing	of	the	sea,	but	only	the	grey,	laden	sky.
But	she	did	not	want	to	sec	the	sea,	for	she	knew	that	today	it	would	be—not	as	it	had
been	eighteen	years	ago	today,	blue	and	lustrous	as	an	ins-petal	and,	near	the	shore,
paler	and	so	clear	that	the	ribs	of	chalky	rock	at	the	bottom	were	as	visible	as	if	seen
through	 a	 flawless,	 pale	 blue	 crystal—but	 leaden-grey,	 desolate,	 chilling	 to	 the
heart.

So	 she	did	not	go	 towards	 the	 cliff-edge,	but	 followed	 the	base	of	 the	 rampart
until	it	bent	inwards	at	right-angles	and	crossed	the	hilltop.	There	she	stopped,	and
in	 the	bend,	 as	 if	 in	 the	 corner	of	 a	 roofless	 room,	 sat	 down.	For	 a	while	 she	 sat
motionless,	self-absorbed;	then	leaned	back	against	the	slope	of	the	turf	wall,	turned
on	her	left	side,	and	closed	her	eyes.

And	soon	she	knew	that	he	was	there,	the	Jim	Ansell	of	eighteen	years	ago.	She
felt	no	human	touch,	no	warmth,	and	his	voice	had	no	sound,	but	he	was	present	to
her	and	she	could	speak	to	him,	not	with	her	lips,	not	aloud-for	there	was	no	need	to



speak	aloud—but	in	her	heart,	with	a	speech	much	more	real	much	more	close,	than
the	 cold,	 audible	 speech	 she	 exchanged	with	 her	 husband	 and	 neighbours	 and	 the
tourists	that	came	to	the	inn.

And	in	that	unworldly,	spiritual	speech	he	answered	her.	With	her	eyes	and	all	her
senses	closed	and	his	visible	absence	shut	out	and	forgotten,	she	lay	in	his	arms,	felt
her	body	wrapped,	safe	and	sound,	in	his	body,	the	warmth	of	his	face	against	hers,
the	 smell,	 like	heather	and	seaweed,	of	his	khaki	 jacket	She	was	alive	once	more,
escaped	from	the	death	of	her	present	existence	into	the	warm	life	of	her	early	days.
That	 life	was	so	real	 to	her	 that	whenever	she	reached	their	meeting-place	and	lay
back	 and	 closed	 her	 eyes,	 her	 actual	 self	 ceased	 to	 exist,	 and	 she	 had	 never	 once
thought	 it	strange	that	a	 tired,	faded	woman	of	forty	should	 lie	 in	 the	arms	of	 this
dark-haired	young	man	of	twenty-two,	nor	had	she	ever	told	herself	that	their	child,
if	 it	 had	 lived,	 would	 by	 now	 have	 been	 a	 boy	 only	 five	 years	 younger	 than	 his
father,	or	that,	just	as	there	was	another	Mary,	the	faded	Mary	of	today,	so	there	was
another	 Jim	 Ansell,	 withered	 and	 eyeless,	 lying	 in	 some	 unknown	 cemetery	 in
France.

Such	 thoughts	 never	 came	 to	 her,	 for	 he	 and	 she	 met	 in	 a	 timeless	 and
unchanging	world	which	belonged	to	them	alone.	This	angle	in	the	earthwork	was
especially	theirs,	but	they	met	in	other	palaces	too,	for	she	carried	their	secret	world
within	 her	 and	 could	 drop	back	 into	 it	whenever	 opportunity	 occurred.	When	 she
was	alone	at	the	inn,	working	in	the	kitchen	or	sitting,	darning,	in	the	little	private
parlour,	she	would	often	leave	her	patient	body	to	get	on	with	its	work	and	would
step	across	 the	 threshold;	and	at	night,	 the	moment	 the	candle	had	been	blown	out
and	 she	 had	 laid	 down	 in	 bed	 with	 Sam,	 she	 would	 be	 gone,	 abandoning	 to	 her
husband	the	tired,	obedient	Mary	Brakefield	like	a	corpse	laid	out,	hurrying	back	to
her	real	life	and	Jim.

But	sometimes,	when	she	was	very	tired,	she	had	not	the	strength	to	escape.	The
outer	world—Sam	Brakefield,	the	inn,	the	neighbours—was	too	strong	for	her.	She
was	too	feeble,	by	herself,	to	support	and	preserve	the	world	of	her	desires.	If	only
there	had	been	someone	else	who	knew	of	it	and	recognised	its	reality,	who	would
speak	of	 Jim,	who	would,	 perhaps,	 call	 her,	 not	Mrs.	Brakefield,	 but	Mrs.	Ansell,
what	a	help	and	what	a	comfort	it	would	be.

But	 there	was	no	one:	her	secret	was	unshared.	That	name,	Mary	Ansell,	which
she	had	never	borne	in	real	life,	was	the	name	by	which	she	thought	of	herself	She
had	actually	written	it	in	the	few	books	which	Jim's	mother	had	left	her	at	her	death
fourteen	 years	 ago.	 It	was	 safe	 to	 do	 so,	 for	Mary	Ansell	was	 the	 name	 of	 Jim's
mother,	and	if	Sam	had	ever	noticed	it	he	would	not	have	been	surprised.

Mrs.	Ansell	had	left	her	not	only	the	books,	but	also	Jim's	scroll,	neatly	framed—
the	scroll	that	had	been	sent	to	her	after	he	had	been	killed.	But	Sam,	as	far	as	Mary
knew,	had	never	looked	into	the	books.	He	had	shown	no	surprise	when	they	and	the



scroll	had	been	brought	to	his	wife,	for	he	had	known	that	she	and	Mrs.	Ansell	were
old	 friends.	 When	 she	 had	 opened	 the	 parcel	 he	 had	 lifted	 up	 the	 scroll	 and
examined	it.	"It'll	look	nice	on	the	wall,"	he	had	said,	and	had	then	asked:	"Who	was
he?"

"Her	son,"	Mary	had	answered,	and	she	had	put	away	 the	books	 in	 the	hanging
bookcase	in	the	parlour	and	hung	up	the	scroll	there.	Sam	never	sat	in	that	room.	In
the	 summer,	 on	 those	 days	when	 so	many	 visitors	 called	 that	 there	was	 no	more
space	in	the	public	room,	some	of	them	were	served	there,	but	for	nine	months	in
the	year	Mary	had	it	to	herself,	and	she	would	sit	there	often	to	sew	and	darn.

Seated	there	near	the	books	he	must	often	have	read,	and	with	his	scroll	before
her	eyes,	she	felt	closer	to	him	than	anywhere	else	but	in	the	earthwork.	She	often
glanced	at	his	name	at	the	bottom	of	the	scroll—Lance-corporal	James	Ansell—but
she	 seldom	 read	what	went	 before	 it,	 for	 the	 last	 sentence—"Let	 those	 that	 come
after	see	to	it	 that	his	name	be	not	forgotten"—spoke	too	painfully	of	his	absence,
made	of	him	a	name	only,	a	name	threatened	with	oblivion.

It	was	eighteen	years	ago,	eighteen	years	this	very	day,	that	they	had	met	for	the
last	 time.	 On	 the	 last	 day	 of	 his	 leave	 from	 France	 they	 had	 climbed	 the	 downs
together,	 scrambled	up	 the	 earthwork,	 and	walked	 to	 the	 edge	of	 the	 cliff.	He	had
laughed	when	she	had	clutched	at	his	sleeve	 to	stop	him	going	 too	near	 the	brink.
The	whole	immense	depth	of	air	below	them	and	the	huge	expanse	of	sea	sparkled
with	 sunshine.	 Out	 near	 the	 horizon	 a	 hip—an	 English	 battleship—drew	 a	 long,
gauzy	trail	of	smoke	after	it.	Jim	pointed	to	the	horizon.	"You'd	never	think,	would
you,"	he	said,	"that	thousands	of	chaps	were	in	the	thick	of	it	just	over	there?"

"Don't,"	she	said.	"Don't	think	of	it.	I	don't	want	to	think	of	it	till..."
"Till	I'm	there?"
She	nodded,	and	they	turned	away	from	the	cliff	and	walked	across	to	the	angle

of	the	rampart.	There	they	lay	down,	his	arms	round	her.	"Then	you'll	wait	for	me?"
he	whispered	half-jokingly.	"Only	a	few	months,	till	my	next	leave,	Then	we'll	get
married."

She	 pressed	 her	 cheek	 against	 his.	 "I	 don't	 have	 to	 wait,"	 she	 said,	 her	 heart
suddenly	full.	"I'm	yours	already."

For	 a	 while	 he	 did	 not	 speak.	 Then	 he	 said:	 "Yes,	 you're	 mine	Mary,	 and	 I'm
yours.	Only	we've	got	to	wait	till	my	next	leave	to	be	married."

She	shook	her	head.	"We're	married	already."
Again	 he	 paused,	 as	 if	 thinking.	 Then	 he	 said:	 "But...but	 suppose	 I	was	 to	 stop

one?"
"Stop	one?"
"Stop	a	shell	or	a	bullet.	Get	knocked	out."
She	put	her	hand	over	his	mouth.	"Don't.	Don't	say	such	things."
"But	it	might	happen,"	he	said,	when	she	had	freed	his	mouth.



"That	means	we	mustn't	wait."
"But	think,	Mary	what	might	happen;	to	you,	I	mean."
"I'm	thinking,"	she	said.	"That's	why	I	say	we	mustn't	wait."
It	was	already	dark	when	they	walked	home	together,	and	parted	outside	the	gate

of	her	home.
A	week	later,	before	she	had	received	any	letter	 from	him,	she	was	passing	his

mother's	cottage	and	Mrs.	Ansell	called	to	her	from	the	door.	Mary	went	to	her,	and
she	led	her	into	the	little	front	room,	paused	to	shut	the	door,	then	turned	on	the	girl
a	face	woefully	transformed.	"Mary,"	she	said	"Jim's	gone."

"Gone.	"	It	was	as	if	lightning	had	struck	her.	She	felt	it	leap	from	her	head	to	her
heels.

"Killed,"	said	Mrs.	Ansell.
	

When	Mary	knew	 she	was	 to	have	 a	 child	 she	 told	her	mother—	weeping,	 as	 she
spoke,	not	for	shame,	but	for	Jim.	Her	mother	laid	her	arm	round	her	shoulder.	She
spoke	no	word	of	rebuke,	and,	though	she	spoke	no	word	of	comfort	either,	Mary
knew	that	she	understood	and	sympathised.	"I	shall	have	to	tell	your	father,"	was	all
she	said.

"Will	he	be	angry?"	Mary	asked.
"Yes,"	said	the	old	woman,	"but	I'll	manage	him.	You	keep	out	of	his	way	and	say

nothing."
Mary	never	knew	of	 the	encounter	between	her	mother	and	 father,	nor	 that	her

father	had	wished	to	turn	her	out	of	doors	and	had	resigned	himself	only	when	her
mother	had	told	him	that,	if	Mary	went,	she	would	go	with	her.	She	knew	only	that,
after	that,	her	father	never	spoke	to	her,	never	took	the	least	notice	of	her.

Two	months	later	her	mother	told	her	that	she	was	to	go	to	an	aunt	in	Devonshire
and	stay	there	till	after	her	baby	was	born.	What	was	to	happen	after	that	she	did	not
ask,	but	she	was	resolved	that,	come	what	might,	she	would	never	be	separated	from
the	child.	But	 the	child,	a	 little	boy,	was	stillborn,	and	three	months	after	his	birth,
Mary	returned	to	her	home.

It	 seemed	 to	 her	 that	 her	 life	was	 finished.	 In	 her	 absence	 a	 new	 landlord	 had
come	to	the	Golden	Lion.	He	was	a	bachelor,	and	her	mother	now	worked	at	the	inn,
scrubbing	 floor	 and	 washing-up	 mugs	 and	 glasses.	 Soon	 after	 her	 return,	 her
mother	came	home	with	the	news	that	Mr.	Brakefield	wanted	a	handy	girl	to	help	in
the	bar	and	that	she	had	mentioned	Mary	to	him.	A	few	days	later	Mary	began	her
work	at	the	inn.

At	the	end	of	a	year,	 to	her	amazement	and	horror,	he	asked	her	 to	marry	him.
Ashen-faced	and	with	a	 trembling	 lip	 she	 refused,	but	he	waved	aside	her	 refusal.
"You	think	it	over,	my	dear,"	he	said.	"I	don't	want	to	hurry	you.	Think	it	over	and
see	what	your	mother	says."



Her	mother,	when	Mary	spoke	of	it,	pressed	her	to	accept	Brakefield."You	must
think	of	 the	 future,	my	dearie,"	 she	 said.	 "When	your	 father	and	 I	 are	gone	you'll
have	no	home.	You'll	have	to	toil	and	moil,	perhaps	for	a	hard	master	or	mistress.
Mr.	Brakefield's	honest	and	he's	kind.	He'll	be	a	good	husband	to	you,	Mary.	Take
him.	It'll	be	a	comfort	to	me	to	know	you're	well	provided	for."

"But	I	can't	ever	for	get	Jim,"	said	Mary.
"You	don't	have	to	forget	him.	Keep	him	to	yourself,	that's	all,	and	act	fairly	by

your	husband."
"But	mustn't	I	tell	him.	.	.?"
"About	Jim?"
"About	the	child?"
"No.	There's	no	cause	to	tell	him.	No	one	here	knows	about	it,	and	never	will."
A	month	later	Mary	became	Mrs.	Brakefield.
	

It	was	getting	dark	when	Mary	Brakefield	opened	her	eyes	and	found	herself	alone
under	the	sky	in	the	angle	of	the	rampart.	Dazed	and	chilly,	she	got	to	her	feet.	It	she
did	not	hurry	she	would	never	find	the	path	down	the	steep	slope.	Already	when	she
climbed	down	the	great	turf	wall	and	emerged	from	the	ditch,	the	village	below	her
was	 lost	 in	 the	gloom	of	 its	elms,	and	by	 the	 time	she	had	reached	 the	foot	of	 the
down	and	struck	into	the	road	the	last	pale	streaks	in	the	west	were	closing	into	the
darkness	of	a	stormy	sky.

She	felt	desolate	and	tired	by	her	long,	lonely	ecstasy.	She	clung	to	Jim,	trying	to
keep	him	with	her	still,	but	he	withdrew	from	her.	Her	spirit	was	too	weak	now	to
hold	him,	her	attention	 too	distracted	by	 the	need	of	keeping	her	path	on	 the	dark
road.	If	only	there	was	someone	who	knew,	someone	who	would	come	towards	her
now,	down	this	dark	road,	and	as	he	passed	her	call	out:	"Good	night,	Mrs.	Ansell."
Those	few	short	words	would	be	enough	to	keep	her	and	Jim	together.

But	the	road	was	deserted,	and,	as	she	turned	into	the	village,	large	drops	of	rain
began	to	fall.

When	she	entered	the	inn	her	husband's	voice	greeted	her.
"Two	gentlemen	wanting	tea,	Mary.	I've	got	the	kettle	on	and	shown	them	into	the

parlour,	by	the	fire."
	

The	two	young	men	had	walked	all	day.	They	had	lunched	off	beer	and	bread	and
cheese	at	an	 inn	 twelve	miles	away	and	had	hoped	 to	 find	another	 inn	 in	 the	cove
they	 had	 reached	 late	 in	 the	 afternoon.	 But	 no	 inn	 was	 there,	 and	 when	 they	 had
asked	for	the	nearest	they	had	been	directed	to	Netherhinton,	four	miles	away	Now
they	sat,	 tired	and	contented,	 in	 the	 little	parlour	of	 the	Golden	Lion,	one	on	each
side	of	the	fireplace,	with	their	legs	stretched	to	the	warmth,	waiting	for	the	tea	they
had	ordered.



When	he	had	 finished	a	cigarette,	 the	more	energetic	of	 the	 two	got	out	of	his
chair	 and,	with	 his	 hands	 in	 the	 pockets	 of	 his	 shorts,	 began	 prowling	 round	 the
room,	examining	the	pictures	and	photographs.	When	he	had	reached	the	bookcase
be	called	 to	his	 friend:	"I	say,	Guy,	here's	The	Return	of	 the	Native,	and	Jude,	and
Lorna	Doone,	and	the	Bible,	and	Pickwick.	Not	a	bad	lot	for	a	village	inn."

He	 took	 down	 Jude	 the	 Obscure,	 opened	 the	 cover,	 and	 read,	 "Mary	 Ansell,
1919."	Pickwick	revealed	the	same	name,	and	then	he	was	interrupted	by	the	opening
of	 the	 door.	 A	 thin-faced	woman	 brought	 in	 their	 tea	 on	 a	 tray.	 The	 young	man,
caught	with	Pickwick	in	his	hand,	spoke	to	her.	"I've	found	a	nice	lot	of	books	here,"
he	said.	"Are	they	yours?"

The	 pale,	 red-rimmed	 eyes	 met	 his.	 "Yes,	 sir,"	 she	 said	 in	 her	 tired,	 toneless
voice;	"they're	all	mine."

She	set	the	tea	on	the	table.	"Just	ring	the	bell	if	you	want	anything,	gentlemen,"
she	said	as	she	went	quietly	out.

They	thanked	her,	and	the	other	young	man	rose	from	his	chair	and	went	over	to
where	his	 friend	was	 standing.	 "What's	 this?"	he	 said,	 bending	his	 head	 to	 inspect
Jim's	scroll.

Some	poor	devil	that	was	killed	in	the	war,"	said	the	first,	and	he	read:	"Lance-
corporal	James	Ansell."

"Her	son,	I	expect,"	said	the	other	as	they	sat	down	to	their	tea.
When	they	had	finished	they	rang	for	the	bill,	and	the	thin-faced	woman	returned.

How	far	was	it,	they	asked,	to	Wareham?
Six	miles,	she	told	them;	and	there	was	a	bus	in	twenty	minutes'	time	if	they	were

tired	of	walking.
"Good!	Then,	if	you	don't	mind,	we'll	sit	here	till	it	comes."
"Certainly,	sir,"	she	said,	without	raising	her	eyes	from	the	tray	on	which	she	was

piling	the	used	tea-things.
"Not	exactly	a	cheerful	specimen,	is	she?"	said	one	to	the	other	as	they	returned

to	their	chairs	beside	the	fire.
Five	minutes	 before	 the	 time	 for	 the	 bus	 they	 slung	 their	 .	 knapsacks	 on	 their

backs	and	went	out	of	the	room.	As	they	passed	the	kitchen	door	it	was	ajar,	and	the
first	young	man	called	out	a	good	night	as	he	passed.	"Good	night,	Mrs.	Ansell,"	he
called.

She	 was	 standing	 at	 the	 kitchen	 table,	 her	 pale	 eyes	 cast	 down,	 her	 mouth
drooping	bitterly	at	the	corners,	preparing	supper	for	herself	and	her	husband;	but
at	the	sound	of	the	young	man's	voice	her	face	bloomed	suddenly	as	if	kindled	by
some	inner,	spiritual	light,	and	her	mouth,	its	bitterness	gone,	took	on	the	charming,
wistful	smile	of	a	young	girl.



Laylá	and	Majnún

BY	NIZAMI

The	 full	 name	 of	 this	 celebrated	 Persian	 poet	 was	 Nizam-Uddin	 Abu
Mohammed	llyas	bin	Yusuf	 (1140-1202)	and	he	 is	generally	recognised	 to	be
the	earliest	known	Persian	romantic	poet.	The	story	of	Lay	la	and	Majmin	is	a
prose	 rendering	 of	 his	 second	 great	 poem,	 the	 first	 being	 "Khosrau	 and
Shirin,"	 for	which	he	was	rewarded	with	a	position	at	Court	and	the	revenue
from	two	villages.
	
aylá,	Pearl	of	the	Night!
She	 was	 beautiful	 as	 the	 moon	 on	 the	 horizon,	 graceful	 as	 the	 cypress	 that

sways	 in	 the	night	wind	 and	glistens	 in	 the	 sheen	of	 a	myriad	 stars.	Her	 hair	was
bright	 with	 the	 depths	 of	 darkness;	 her	 eyes	 were	 dark	 with	 excess	 of	 light;	 her
glance	was	shadowed	by	excess	of	light.	Her	smile	and	the	parting	of	her	lips	were
like	the	coming	of	the	rosy	dawn,	and,	when	love	came	to	her—as	he	did	with	a	load
of	 sorrow	 hidden	 in	 his	 sack—she	 was	 as	 a	 rose	 plucked	 from	 Paradise	 to	 be
crushed	 against	 her	 lover's	 breast;	 a	 rose	 to	 wither,	 droop,	 and	 die	 as	 Ormazd
snatched	it	from	the	hand	of	Ahriman.

Out	of	the	night	came	Laylá,	clothed	with	all	its	wondrous	beauties;	into	the	light
she	returned,	and,	while	the	wind	told	the	tale	of	her	love	to	the	cypress	above	her
grave,	the	stars,	with	an	added	lustre,	looked	down	as	if	to	say,	"Laylá	is	not	lost:	she
was	born	of	us;	she	hath	returned	to	us.	Look	up!	Look	up!	There	is	brightness	in
the	night	where	Laylá	sits;	there	is	splendour	in	the	sphere	where	Laylá	sits."

As	the	moon	looks	down	on	all	rivers,	though	they	reflect	but	one	moon,	so	the
beauty	of	Laylá,	which	 smote	all	 hearts	 to	 love.	Her	 father	was	a	great	 chief,	 and
even	 the	 wealthiest	 princes	 of	 other	 lands	 visited	 him,	 attracted	 by	 the	 fame	 of
Laylá's	loveliness.	But	none	could	win	her	heart.	Wealth	and	royal	splendour	could
not	claim	it,	yet	it	was	given	to	the	young	Qays,	son	of	the	mighty	chief	of	Yemen.
Freely	was	it	given	to	Qays,	son	of	the	chief	of	Yemen.



Now,	Laylá's	father	was	not	friendly	to	the	chief	of	Yemen.	Indeed,	the	only	path
that	led	from	the	one	to	the	other	was	a	well-worn	war-path;	for	long,	long	ago	their
ancestors	 had	 quarrelled,	 and,	 though	 there	 were	 rare	 occasions	 when	 the	 two
peoples	met	at	great	festivals	and	waived	their	differences	for	a	time,	it	may	truly	be
said	that	there	was	always	hate	in	their	eyes	when	they	saluted.	Always?	Not	always:
there	was	one	exception.	 It	was	at	one	of	 these	 festivals	 that	Qays	 first	 saw	Laylá.
Their	 eyes	 met,	 and,	 though	 no	 word	 was	 spoken,	 love	 thrilled	 along	 a	 single
glance.

From	 that	moment	 Qays	was	 a	 changed	 youth.	 He	 avoided	 the	 delights	 of	 the
chase;	his	tongue	at	feast	and	in	council;	he	sat	apart	with	a	strange	light	in	his	eyes;
no	youth	of	his	tribe	could	entice	him	to	sport,	no	maiden	could	comfort	him.	His
heart	was	in	another	house,	and	that	was	not	the	house	of	his	father.

And	Laylá—she	sat	silent	among	her	maidens	with	eyes	downcast.	Once,	when	a
damsel,	divining	rightly,	took	her	lute	and	sang	a	song	of	the	fountain	in	the	forest,
where	 lovers	met	beneath	 the	 silver	moon,	 she	 raised	her	head	at	 the	close	of	 the
song	 and	 bade	 the	 girl	 sing	 it	 again—and	 again.	 And,	 after	 this,	 in	 the	 evenings
when	 the	 sun	was	 setting,	 she	would	wander	 unattended	 in	 the	 gardens	 about	 her
father's	 palace,	 roaming	night	 by	 night	 in	 ever-widening	 circles,	 until,	 on	 a	 night
when	 the	moon	was	brightest,	 she	came	 to	 the	confines	of	 the	gardens	where	 they
adjoined	the	deep	forest	beyond;	but	ever	and	ever	the	moonlight	beyond.	And	here,
as	 she	gazed	adown	 the	 spaces	between	 the	 tree	 trunks,	 she	 saw,	 in	 an	open	 space
where	the	moonbeams	fell,	a	sparkling	fountain,	and	knew	it	for	that	which	had	been
immortalised	in	the	sweet	song	sung	by	her	damsel	with	the	lute.	There,	from	time
immemorial,	lovers	had	met	and	plighted	their	vows.	A	thrill	shot	through	her	at	the
thought	that	she	had	wandered	hither	in	search	of	it.	Her	cheeks	grew	hot,	and,	with
a	 wildly	 beating	 heart,	 she	 turned	 and	 ran	 back	 to	 her	 father's	 palace.	 Ran	 back,
ashamed.

Now,	in	a	high	chamber	of	the	palace—it	was	as	wondrous	as	that	of	a	Sultan—
where	 Laylá	 was	 wont	 to	 recline	 at	 the	 window	 looking	 out	 above	 the	 tree-tops,
there	were	two	beautiful	white	doves;	these	had	long	been	her	companions,	perching
on	her	shoulder	and	pecking	gently	at	her	cheek	with	"Coo,	coo,	coo;"—preeking
and	preening	on	her	shoulder	with	"Coo,	coo,	coo."	They	would	come	at	her	call
and	 feed	 from	her	hand;	and,	when	she	 threw	one	 from	 the	window,	 retaining	 the
other	against	her	breast,	the	liberated	one	seemed	to	understand	that	it	might	fly	to
yonder	tree;	and	there	it	would	sit	cooing	for	its	mate	until	Laylá,	having	held	her
fluttering	bird	close	for	a	time,	would	set	it	free.	"Ah!"	she	would	sigh	to	herself,	as
the	bird	flew	swiftly	to	its	mate,	"when	love	hath	wings	it	flies	to	the	loved	one,	but
alas!	I	have	no	wings."	And	yet	it	was	by	the	wings	of	a	dove	that	her	lover	sent	her	a
passionate	message,	which	threw	her	into	joy	and	fear,	and	finally	led	her	footsteps
to	the	place	of	lovers'	meeting.



Qays,	 in	 the	 lonely	musings	which	 had	 beset	 him	 of	 late,	 recalled	 the	 story—
well-known	 among	 the	 people—of	Laylá's	 two	white	 doves.	As	 he	 recalled	 it,	 he
raised	himself	upon	his	 elbow	on	his	 couch	and	 said	 to	himself,	 "If	 I	went	 to	her
father,	 saying,	 'Give	 me	 thy	 daughter	 to	 wife!'	 how	 should	 I	 be	 met?	 If	 I	 sent	 a
messenger,	how	would	he	be	met?	But	the	doves—	if	all	tales	be	true,	they	fly	in	at
her	window	and	nestle	to	her	bosom."

With	his	thought	suddenly	intent	upon	the	doves,	he	called	his	servant	Zeyd,	who
came	quickly,	for	he	loved	his	master.

"Thou	knowest,	Zeyd,"	said	Qays,	"that	in	the	palace	of	the	chief	of	Basráh	there
are	two	white	doves,	one	of	which	flies	forth	at	its	mistress's	bidding,	and	cooes	and
cooes	and	cooes	until	its	mate	is	permitted	to	fly	to	it."

"I	know	it	well,	my	master.	They	are	tame	birds,	and	they	come	to	their	mistress's
hand."

"Would	they	come,	thinkest	thou,	to	thy	hand?"
Zeyd,	who	was	in	his	master's	confidence,	and	knew	what	troubled	him,	answered

the	question	with	master?	My	father	was	a	woodman,	and	 I	was	brought	up	 in	 the
forests.	Many	a	wilder	bird	than	a	dove	have	I	snared	in	the	trees.	I	even	know	the
secret	art	of	taking	a	bird	with	my	hand."

"Then	bring	me	one	of	these	doves,	but	be	careful	not	to	injure	it—not	even	one
feather	of	its	plumage."

Zeyd	was	as	clever	as	his	word.	On	the	third	evening	thereafter	he	brought	one	of
Laylá's	white	doves	 to	Qays	and	placed	 it	 in	his	hand.	Then	Qays	stroked	 the	bird
and	calmed	its	fears,	and,	bidding	Zeyd	hold	it,	he	carefully	wrapped	and	tied	round
its	leg	a	small	soft	parchment	on	which	were	written	the	following	verses—

	
Thy	heart	is	as	a	pure	white	dove,
And	it	hath	come	to	me;
And	it	hath	brought	me	all	thy	love,
Flying	from	yonder	tree.
	
Thou	shalt	not	have	thy	heart	again,
For	it	shall	stay	with	me;
Yet	thou	shalt	hear	my	own	heart's	pain
Sobbing	in	yonder	tree.
	
There	is	a	fount	where	lovers	meet:
Tonight	I	wait	for	thee.
Fly	to	me,	love,	as	flies	the	dove
To	dove	in	yonder	tree.
	



Now,	 Laylá,	 who	 had	 sent	 her	 dove	 into	 the	 warm	 night,	 sat	 listening	 at	 her
window	to	hear	it	coo	to	its	mate	held	close	in	her	bosom.	But	it	cooed	not	from	its
accustomed	 bough	 on	 yonder	 tree.	Holding	 the	 fluttering	mate	 to	 her,	 she	 leaned
forth	from	the	window,	straining	her	ears	to	catch	the	well-known	note,	but,	hearing
nothing,	she	said	to	herself,	"What	can	have	happened?	Whither	has	it	flown?	Never
was	such	a	thing	before.	Perchance,	the	bird	is	sleeping	on	the	bough."

Then,	 as	 the	 moon	 rose	 higher	 and	 higher	 above	 the	 tree-tops,	 shedding	 a
glistening	 radiance	 over	 everything,	 she	 waited	 and	 waited,	 but	 there	 came	 no
doling	of	 the	dove,	no	coo	from	yonder	 tree.	At	 last,	unable	 to	account	for	 it,	she
took	the	bird	from	her	bosom	and	stroked	it	and	spoke	to	it;	then	she	threw	it	gently
in	the	air	as	if	to	send	it	in	search	of	its	lost	mate	to	bring	it	back.

The	bird	flew	straight	to	the	tree,	and,	perching	there,	cooed	again	and	again,	but
there	was	no	answering	coo	of	its	mate.	Finally	Laylá	saw	it	rise	from	the	tree	and
circle	round	the	palace.	Many	times	she	saw	it	flash	by,	and	heard	the	beating	of	its
wings,	until	at	last	it	flew	in	the	window;	and	when	she	took	it	and	pressed	it	to	her,
she	felt	that	it	was	trembling.	For	sure,	it	was	distressed	and	trembling.

"Alas!	poor	bird!"	she	said,	stroking	it	gently.	"It	is	hard	to	lose	one's	lover,	but	it
is	harder	still	never	to	have	found	him."

But	lo,	as	she	was	comforting	the	bird,	the	other	dove	suddenly	fluttered	in	and
perched	upon	her	shoulder.	She	gave	a	cry	of	delight,	and,	taking	it,	held	them	both
together	in	her	arms.	In	fondling	them	her	fingers	felt	something	rough	on	the	leg
of	the	one	that	had	just	returned.	Quickly	she	untied	the	fastenings,	and,	with	beating
heart,	unfolded	the	parchment	and	read	the	writing	thereon.	It	was	the	message	from
her	lover.	She	knew	not	what	to	do.	Should	she	go	to	the	fountain	where	lovers	meet
beneath	 the	 moon?	 In	 her	 doubt	 she	 snatched	 first	 one	 dove	 and	 then	 the	 other,
kissing	each	in	turn.	Then,	setting	them	down,	she	rose	and	swiftly	clothed	herself	in
a	long	cloak,	and	stole	quietly	down	the	stairs	and	out	of	the	palace	by	a	side	door.
Love	 found	 the	way	 to	 the	 path	 through	 the	 forest	 that	 led	 to	 the	 fountain	where
lovers	meet.	Like	a	shadow	flitting	across	the	bars	of	moonlight	that	fell	among	the
trees,	 she	 sped	 on,	 and	 at	 last	 arrived	 at	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 open	 space	 where	 the
fountain	played,	its	silvery,	high-flung	column	sparkling	like	jewelled	silver	ere	it
fell	in	tinkling	spray	upon	the	shining	moss.

Laylá	 paused	 irresolute	 in	 the	 shadows,	 telling	 herself	 that	 if	 her	 heart	 was
beating	so	hard	it	was	because	she	had	been	running.	Where	was	he	who	had	stolen
her	dove	and	returned	it	with	a	message?

Wherever	he	was	he	had	quVck	eyes,	for	he	had	discovered	her	in	the	shadows,
and	now	came	past	the	fountain,	hastening	towards	her.

She	darted	into	the	light	of	the	moon.
"Who	art	thou?"
Their	 eyes	met.	The	moonlight	 fell	on	 their	 faces.	No	other	word	was	 spoken,



for	they	recognised	each	other	in	one	glance.
"Laylá!	Thou	hast	come	to	me.	I	love	thee."
"And	I	thee!"
And	none	but	the	old	moon,	who	has	looked	down	on	many	such	things	before,

saw	their	sudden	embrace;	and	none	but	the	spirit	of	the	fountain,	who	had	recorded
the	words	of	lovers	ever	since	the	first	gush	of	the	waters,	heard	what	they	said	to
one	another.

And	so	Laylá	and	Qays	met	many	times	by	the	fountain	and	*	plighted	their	vows
there	 in	 the	 depths	 of	 the	 forest.	And	 once,	 as	 they	 lingered	 over	 their	 farewells,
Qays	said	to	Laylá,	"And	oh!	My	beloved,	if	the	desert	were	my	home,	and	thou	and
I	were	free,	even	in	the	wilderness,	eating	the	herbs	that	grow	in	the	waste,	or	a	loaf
of	 thine	 own	 baking	 from	 the	 wild	 corn;	 drinking	 the	 water	 of	 the	 brook,	 and
reposing	beneath	the	bough—then	would	I	let	the	world	go	by,	and,	with	no	hate	of
thy	people,	live	with	thee	and	love	thee	for	ever."

"And	I	thee,	beloved."
"Then	let	us	leave	all,	and	fly	to	the	wilderness—"
"Now?"
"No,	not	now.	Thou	must	prepare.	Tomorrow,	beloved,	I	will	await	thee	here	at

this	hour	with	 two	fleet	steeds;	and	 then,	as	 they	spurn	 the	dust	 from	their	 feet,	 so
will	we	spurn	the	world—	you	and	I."

That	night	Laylá	dreamed	 that	 she	was	 in	 the	wilderness	with	her	 lover,	 sitting
beneath	the	bough,	drinking	from	the	waters	of	the	brook,	eating	a	loaf	of	her	own
making	from	the	wild	corn,	and,	in	her	lover's	presence,	happy	to	lose	the	luxury	of
palaces.

But	alas!	The	dream	was	never	to	be	realised.	Someone	at	the	palace—someone
with	more	than	two	ears,	and	with	eyes	both	back	and	front—someone,	moreover,	in
the	 pay	 of	 Ibn	 Salám,	 a	 handsome	 young	 chief	 who	 greatly	 desired	 Laylá	 in
marriage,	 breathed	 a	 word	 into	 the	 ear	 of	 Laylá	 s	 father.	 The	 following	 day	 the
palace	 was	 deserted.	 The	 old	 chief,	 with	 Laylá	 and	 the	 whole	 of	 his	 retinue,	 had
departed	 to	his	 estate	 in	 the	mountains,	where	 it	was	hoped	 that	 the	keen,	pure	air
would	be	better	for	Laylá	s	health—at	 least,	so	her	father	said,	 though	none	could
understand	why,	seeing	that	she	had	never	looked	better	in	her	life.

Qays,	knowing	nothing	of	 this	sudden	departure	 for	several	days,	waited	at	 the
fountain	at	the	appointed	hour.	At	last	one	day,	being	already	sad	at	heart,	he	learned
—for	 Ibn	 Salám	 had	 not	 been	 idle	 in	 the	 matter—that	 Laylá	 had	 gone	 to	 the
mountains	of	her	own	accord	with	her	 father's	household,	 and	 that	 Ibn	Salám,	 the
favoured	 one,	 had	 gone	 with	 her	 also.	 Believing	 this	 to	 be	 true—for	 lovers	 are
prone	to	credit	what	they	fear—Qays	ran	forth	from	his	abode	like	a	man	distraught.
In	the	agony	of	his	despair,	he	thought	of	nothing	but	to	search	for,	and	find,	Laylá.
Setting	 his	 face	 towards	 the	 distant	mountains,	 he	 plunged	 into	 the	 desert,	 calling



"Laylá!	 Laylá!"	 Every	 rock	 of	 the	 wilderness,	 every	 tree	 and	 thorny	 waste	 soon
knew	her	name,	for	it	echoed	there	among	all	that	day	and	the	following	night,	until
at	dawn	he	sank	exhausted	on	a	barren	stretch	of	sand.

And	here	 it	was	 that	his	 servant	Zeyd	and	a	party	of	his	master's	 friends	 found
him	as	the	sun	was	rising.	He	was	distracted.	Worn	out	with	fatigue	and	hunger	and
thirst	he	wandered	in	his	mind	as	he	had	wandered	in	the	desert.	They	took	him	back
to	his	father's	abode	and	sought	to	restore	him,	but,	when	at	last	he	was	well,	he	still
called	 continually	 for	 his	 lost	 love	 Laylá,	 so	 that	 they	 thought	 his	 reason	 was
unhinged,	 and	 spoke	of	him	as	 "Majnún"—that	 is	 to	 say,	 "mad	with	 love";	 and	by
this	name	he	was	called	ever	afterwards.

His	father	came	and	pleaded	with	him	to	put	away	his	infatuation	for	the	daughter
of	a	chief	no	friend	of	his;	but,	 finding	him	reasonable	 in	all	 things	save	his	mad
love,	the	chief	said	within	himself:	"If	he	can	be	healed	of	this	one	thing,	he	will	be
whole."	Then,	being	willing	 further	 to	cement	enmity	or	establish	a	bond	with	 the
chief	of	Basráh,	he	decided	to	set	the	matter	to	the	test.	Collecting	a	splendid	retinue,
he	journeyed	to	the	mountains	on	a	mission	to	the	chief,	his	enemy,	leaving	Majnún
in	the	care	of	the	faithful	Zeyd.

When,	after	many	days'	journey,	he	at	last	arrived	at	the	estate	of	Laylá's	father,
he	 stood	 before	 that	 chief	 and	 haughtily	 demanded	 the	 hand	 of	 his	 daughter	 in
marriage	with	his	son,	setting	forth	 the	clear	meaning	of	consent	on	 the	one	hand
and	refusal	on	the	other.	His	proposal	was	rejected	as	haughtily	as	it	had	been	made.
"News	 travels	 far,"	 said	 the	 chief	 of	 Basráh.	 "Thy	 son	 is	 mad:	 cure	 him	 of	 his
madness	first,	and	then	seek	my	consent."

Cyd,	 the	chief	of	Yemen,	was	a	proud	man	and	fierce.	He	could	not	brook	 this
answer.	He	had	proposed	a	bond	of	friendship,	and	it	had	been	turned	into	a	barbed
shaft	of	war.	He	withdrew	from	Basráh's	presence	with	the	cloud	of	battle	lowering
on	his	brows.	He	returned	to	his	own	place	to	come	again	in	war,	vowing	vengeance
on	Basráh.

But	Yemen's	 chief	 delayed	 his	 plans,	 for,	 on	 his	 return,	 he	 discovered	 that	 his
son,	 accompanied	 by	 the	 faithful	 Zeyd,	 had	 set	 out	 on	 the	 yearly	 pilgrimage	 to
Mecca,	 there	 to	 kneel	 before	 the	 holy	 shrine	 and	 drink	 of	 the	 sacred	 well	 in	 the
Kaaba.

"Surely,"	 said	 he,	 "that	 sacred	 well	 of	 water	 which	 sprang	 from	 the	 parched
desert	 to	save	Hagar	and	her	son	will	restore	my	own	son	to	his	health	of	mind.	I
will	follow	him	and	pray	with	him	at	the	holy	shrine;	I	will	drink	also	at	the	sacred
well,	and	so,	perchance,	he	will	be	restored	to	me."

But	it	so	chanced	that,	when	the	chief,	followed	by	a	splendid	retinue,	was	but	two
days	 on	 his	 journey	 towards	 Mecca,	 he	 was	 met	 by	 a	 lordly	 chief	 of	 the	 desert
named	Noufal,	who,	with	a	small	band	of	warriors,	rode	in	advance	of	a	cloud	of
dust	to	greet	him	in	friendly	fashion.



"I	know	thee,"	said	Noufal,	reining	in	his	magnificent	horse	so	suddenly	that	the
sand	 and	 gravel	 scattered	 wide;	 "thou	 art	 the	 chief	 of	 Yemen	 and	 the	 father	 of
Majnún,	whom	I	have	met	in	the	desert.	Greetings	to	thee!	I	have	succoured	thy	son,
whom	I	found	in	sore	straits	and	nigh	unto	death	I	have	heard	his	story,	and	I	will
aid	him	and	thee	against	the	chief	of	Basráh,	if	it	be	thy	will,	O	chief	of	Yemen."

"Greetings	to	thee,	O	Noufal!	I	know	thy	name;	thou	art	a	wanderer	of	the	desert,
but	I	have	heard	many	brave	tales	of	thy	prowess	and	thy	generosity.	Thou	hast	my
son	 in	 thy	 keeping?	But	 how	 comes	 it	 that	 he	 failed	 of	 his	 pilgrimage	 to	Mecca,
whither	I	was	following	to	join	him	at	the	holy	shrine?

"Alas!	He	 fell	by	 the	wayside	 in	 sight	of	my	warriors:	and,	when	 they	came	 to
him,	his	only	cry	was,	"Laylá!	Laylá!'	They	brought	him	to	me,	and	from	his	broken
story	and	this	oft-repeated	cry	of	Laylá,'	I	knew	him	for	Majnún,	thy	son;	for	the	tale
of	beauty	and	love,	O	chief	of	Yemen,	travels	far	in	the	silent	desert."

"What	wouldst	thou,	then,	Noufal?"
"I	would	that	thou	and	I,	for	the	sake	of	thy	son,	go	up	against	the	chief	of	Basráh

and	 demand	 his	 daughter.	 If	 he	 consent	 not,	 and	 we	 conquer,	 I	 will	 extend	 thine
interests	and	protect	 them	through	the	desert	and	beyond.	If	he	consent,	 thou	and	I
and	he	will	be	for	ever	at	peace,	and	will	combine	our	territories	on	just	 terms	of
thine	own	choosing."

"Thou	hast	spoken	well,	O	Noufal,	and	I	trust	thee.	Go	thou	up	against	the	chief
of	 Basráh	 and	 demand	 Laylá	 in	 my	 name,	 I	 will	 follow	 thy	 path,	 and,	 if	 thou
returnest	to	meet	me	with	Laylá	in	thy	protection,	all	is	well;	but,	if	not,	then	we	will
proceed	against	Basráh	together,	and	thy	terms	shall	be	my	terms.	For	the	rest,	thou
hast	swift	messengers,	as	have	I."

At	 the	 word	 Noufal	 wheeled	 his	 horse	 and	 gave	 commands	 to	 some	 of	 his
warriors,	and	presently	six	fleet-footed	chargers	were	speeding	towards	the	horizon
in	six	different	directions	to	call	the	warriors	of	the	desert	to	converge	on	a	point	at
the	 foot	 of	 the	mountains.	Meanwhile	 similar	messengers	were	 hastening	 back	 to
Yemen	with	orders	from	their	chief.	Noufal	and	his	band	of	warriors	set	out	for	the
rendezvous,	but	the	chief	of	Yemen	waited	for	the	return	of	his	messengers.

	
Meanwhile	Laylá,	on	her	father's	estate	among	the	mountains,	lived	in	the	depths	of
misery.	 The	 young	 chief	 Ibn	 Salám,	well	 favoured	 of	 her	 father,	was	 continually
pleading	for	her	hand	in	marriage,	but	Laylá	s	protestations	and	tears	so	moved	her
father	that	he	was	fain	to	say	to	the	handsome	and	wealthy	suitor,	"She	is	not	yet	of
age;	wait	a	 little	while	and	all	will	be	well.,,	For	Basráh	 looked	with	a	calculating
eye	 on	 this	 young	 chief,	 who	 had	 splendid	 possessions	 and	 many	 thousands	 of
warriors.	As	for	Laylá,	she	immured	herself	from	the	light	of	day,	communing	only
with	the	stars	by	night	and	saying	within	her	heart,	"I	will	die	a	maiden	rather	than
marry	any	but	Majnún,	who	is	now,	alas!	distracted,	even	as	I."



Now	Laylá,	well	knowing	 that	her	doves	were	nesting	 in	 'yonder	 tree,'	had	 left
them	to	the	care	of	the	attendants	at	the	palace.	They	had	always	been	a	solace	to	her,
especially	since	one	had	been	Love's	messenger,	and	she	missed	that	solace	now.	A
young	tiger,	obedient	only	to	an	Ethiopian	slave,	could	not	speak	to	her	of	love	as
the	doves	had	done!	But	one	day	a	slave-girl	brought	her	a	bird	of	paradise,	saying,
"My	boy	lover	caught	this	in	the	forests	of	the	hills,	and	bade	me	offer	it	to	thee	for
thy	kindness	to	me."

Laylá	treasured	the	bird	in	her	solitude,	and	soon	discovered	that	it	could	imitate
the	sounds	of	her	voice.	On	this	she	straightway	taught	it	one	word,	and	one	word
only.	Then	she	would	sit	for	hours,	with	the	bird	perched	on	the	back	of	her	hand,
listening	 to	 its	 soft	 intonation	 of	 that	 one	 word:	 "Majnún."	 Again	 and	 again	 and
again	 the	 bird	would	 speak	 softly	 in	 her	 ear	 that	 sweetest	 name	 in	 all	 the	world:
"Majnún,	Majnún,	Majnún,"	and	her	heart	would	leave	her	bosom	and	range	through
the	desolation	of	the	desert,	seeking	always	Majnún.

The	affair	of	her	heart	stood	in	such	case	when,	one	day	at	dawn,	Noufal,	with	a
large	band	of	warriors,	smote	with	his	sword	upon	the	gates	and	demanded	to	see
the	chief	of	Basráh.

It	was	a	short	and	pointed	exchange	of	few	words	between	Noufal	and	Basráh	as
the	broadening	band	of	 sunlight	crept	 slowly	down	 the	background	of	mountains;
and,	when	 it	 smote	 upon	 the	 gates	 as	 the	 sun	 burst	 up,	 the	 talk	was	 finished,	 and
Noufal	and	his	band	were	galloping	towards	the	desert	to	meet	the	oncoming	hosts
of	Yemen.	The	chief	of	Basráh	gazed	upon	the	cloud	of	dust	that	rose	between	him
and	the	sun,	and	in	it	read	the	signs	of	sudden	war.

Now	Basráh's	mountain	estate	adjoined	the	territory	of	Ibn	Salám,	and,	as	soon
as	the	latter	learned	that	the	chief	had	flouted	Noufal	in	favour	of	his	own	suit,	and
that	the	thundercloud	of	battle	was	arising	against	the	wind,	he	offered	the	aid	of	a
thousand	of	his	warriors—an	offer	which	was	eagerly	accepted.	But	the	thousand	he
offered	were	not	a	third	part	of	the	warriors	at	this	call.

The	way	of	war	was	 paved.	Before	 noon	 a	 host	 of	 Ibn	Salám's	warriors	 came
riding	in.	Laylá,	from	her	window,	noted	their	brave	array.	Then,	looking	far	out	on
to	the	desert,	she	saw	the	dust-cloud	rising	from	the	hoofs	of	an	advancing	host.

"Alas!"	she	cried,	"The	heart	 that	beats	 in	my	bosom	is	 the	cause	of	 this.	I	 love
my	father;	I	love	Majnún:	Destiny	must	choose	between	them."

Destiny	hath	strange	reversals.	The	shock	and	clash	of	battle	dinned	on	her	ears
till	near	nightfall,	when,	with	a	heart	divided	between	hope	and	fear,	she	saw	clearly
that	Ibn's	hosts	could	not	hold	their	ground.	The	onslaughts	of	her	father's	foe	were
forcing	them	back.	They	scattered,	and	rallied	and	scattered	again.	Those	that	were
left	 retreated	within	 the	gates.	The	gates	were	battered	down,	and	all	was	 lost—or
won.	 A	 herald	 advanced,	 offering	 terms	 of	 surrender.	 Laylá	 leaned	 from	 her
window,	listening.	No	word	could	she	hear	until	her	father,	still	defiant	in	the	face	of



defeat,	spoke	in	ringing	tones.
"And,	if	I	deliver	not	up	my	daughter,	you	will	take	her.	Yea,	but	you	will	not	take

her	alive.	I	have	but	to	raise	my	hand,	and	she	will	be	slain.	I	have	lost	all,	but	my
servants	 will	 still	 obey	 me:	 if	 I	 give	 the	 word,	 her	 dead	 body	 is	 yours	 for	 the
asking."

At	this	the	chief	of	Yemen	bade	him	hold	his	hand	from	committing	this	terrible
deed.

"O	chief	of	Basráh,"	he	said,	"I	give	thee	one	day	to	think	about	this	matter.	There
are	two	sides	to	it:	the	one	is	that	thou	deliver	up	thy	daughter	to	be	given	to	my	son
to	wife,	so	that	there	may	be	a	bond	of	friendship	between	us;	the	other	is	that	thou
keep	 thy	 daughter	 and	 surrender	 thy	 sovereignty,	 retaining	 thy	 territories	 only	 in
vassalage	to	me."

With	 that	 the	 chief	of	Yemen	and	his	 ally,	Noufal,	withdrew,	 leaving	Basráh	 to
decide	before	dawn	the	following	day.

Now,	among	Ibn	Salám's	messengers	that	he	had	sent	out	was	one	whose	orders
were	to	ride	back,	as	if	from	Yemen,	bringing	word	that	he	had	discovered	Majnún,
who,	having	fled	from	his	attendants	in	the	night,	was	lying	dead	in	the	desert.	This
was	not	truth,	but	Ibn	had	reason	to	believe	that	it	soon	would	be,	for	he	had	sent	out
others	 to	 find	 him	 and	 kill	 him.	 It	 was	 to	 his	 purpose	 that	 the	 false	 news	 should
arrive	 quickly,	 for,	 on	 that,	 and	 the	 offer	 of	 a	 further	 host	 of	 warriors	 at	 his
command,	he	hoped	to	gain	Laylá	s	promise	and	strengthen	her	father's	hand	in	the
matter.

The	 victors	 had	 scarcely	withdrawn	when	 the	messenger	 rode	 in,	 shouting	 the
news	to	victors	and	vanquished	alike.	The	chief	of	Yemen	heard	it	and	wept	for	his
son.	Noufal	heard	it	and	said,	"Laylá	is	nothing	to	us	now;	at	dawn	we	shall	dictate
our	own	terms."	Ibn	Salám	and	Laylá's	father	heard	the	news	without	grief,	and	Ibn
said,	"Now	there	can	be	no	obstacle	to	thy	daughter's	consent,	for	she	is	a	woman,
and	must	know	that	the	living	is	more	desirable	than	the	dead.	I	have	already	helped
thee,	O	Chief,	and	we	have	failed.	But	thy	daughter	has	only	to	speak	the	word	and	a
further	host	of	my	warriors—more	than	treble	the	number	that	fought	today—will
come	out	of	the	desert	at	my	call.	Half	will	come	to	aid	our	defence,	and	half	will
attack	the	hosts	of	Yemen	from	the	desert.	Thus	your	foes	will	be	scattered	like	chaff
in	the	wind.	Go	to	thy	daughter	and	show	her	now	how	a	word	from	her	will	save
thee	from	destruction	and	make	thee	great."

The	 chief	 of	 Basráh	 went	 to	 his	 daughter,	 and,	 when	 Ibn	 heard	 sounds	 of	 a
woman	wailing,	he	knew	that	the	false	news	of	Majnún's	death	was	believed.	Long
time	 the	 chief	 pleaded	with	Laylá,	 urging	 the	 uselessness	 of	weeping	 for	Majnún
when,	 by	 accepting	 Ibn	 in	 marriage,	 she	 could	 save	 Basráh	 and	 make	 it	 a	 great
kingdom.	Then	he	spoke	of	her	duty	to	him,	her	father,	in	this	terrible	plight,	from
which	her	word	alone	could	save	him;	and	Laylá	saw,	through	her	tears,	that	for	her



father's	sake	the	sacrifice	must	be	made;	and	through	duty,	not	love	she	mournfully
pledged	herself	to	Ibn	Salám.

As	soon	as	Ibn	knew	this,	he	called	some	of	his	warriors	and	questioned	them	on
the	matter	of	his	hosts	in	reserve.

"Four	thousand,"	he	said,	when	he	had	heard	their	replies.
"The	foe	is	but	three	thousand,	and	we	are	little	more	than	one	thousand."
Then	 he	 gave	 orders	 to	 some	 chosen	 messengers	 and	 bade	 them	 steal	 forth

secretly	and	deliver	 them	 to	his	generals.	Half	 the	 four	 thousand	was	 to	arrive	by
night	under	cover	of	the	mountains	and	be	ready	for	battle	at	sunrise.	The	other	half
was	to	make	a	circuit	of	the	desert	and	fall	upon	the	foe	from	behind	when	the	battle
was	at	its	hottest.	On	this	sudden	stroke	he	relied	for	complete	victory.

And	 he	 was	 not	 wrong.	 When	 dawn	 broke	 over	 the	 desert,	 and	 the	 mountain
peaks	 were	 flushed	 with	 sunrise	 fire,	 the	 dark	 shadows	 at	 the	 base	 were	 two
thousand	 strong.	 There	 they	waited	 hidden	 from	 the	 foe	while	 as	 the	 sun	 rose,	 a
herald	came	to	the	gates.	In	the	name	of	Yemen,	he	dictated	the	terms	of	surrender
without	any	condition	in	regard	to	Laylá.

The	chief	of	Basráh	 laughed	him	to	scorn.	"Go	tell	 the	chief	of	Yemen	and	his
robber	friend	of	the	desert,"	he	said,	"that	if	they	desire	my	domains	they	must	take
them	by	 force	of	 arms.	Tell	 them	 that	Basráh	never	 surrenders:	he	prefers	 to	 live
free,	or	to	die	fighting."

The	 herald	 took	 back	 this	 proud	 answer	 of	 defiance.	 On	 hearing	 it	 Yemen
wondered	 and	 questioned,	 but	 Noufal,	 who	 was	 a	 man	 of	 the	 desert,	 sudden	 in
temper	and	quick	to	act,	counselled	an	immediate	attack.

The	battle	was	joined.	At	the	first	shock	came	Ibn's	two	thousand	warriors	from
their	concealment,	and	the	invaders	fell	back	in	astonishment.	Yet	they	rallied	again,
and	 fiercely	 raged	 the	 fight	 between	 the	 opposing	 hosts,	 now	 equally	matched	 in
numbers.	Laylá	looked	from	her	window	in	horror.	She	noted	how	the	battle	swayed
this	way,	then	that.	And	now	it	seemed	that	the	foe	was	steadily	gaining	the	mastery.
But	what	was	that	in	the	distance	of	the	desert?	What	was	that,	thrust	forward	from
the	 desert?	 A	 great	 cloud	 of	 dust,	 quickly	 approaching.	 It	 drew	 near,	 its	 cause
quickly	 outstripping	 it.	 A	 mighty	 host	 of	 warriors	 now	 shook	 the	 earth	 with	 the
thunder	of	 their	horses'	 feet.	They	drew	nearer.	Now	 like	a	whirlwind	 they	hurled
themselves	 upon	 the	 invaders	 and	 bore	 them	down	 like	 trodden	wheat—sweeping
the	flying	remainder	of	them	like	chaff	to	the	four	winds.

Yemen	 was	 slain.	 Noufal,	 flying	 from	 numbers	 on	 swifter	 steeds	 than	 his,
laughed	 back	 at	 his	 pursuers,	 then	 slew	 himself,	 dying,	 as	 he	 had	 lived,	 at	 full
gallop.

Basráh	was	victorious.	That	 night	Laylá	was	given	by	her	 father	 to	 Ibn	Salám.
That	night,	 too,	 the	chief	of	Basráh	having	been	previously	wounded	 in	 the	battle,
died.	Ibn	ruled	now	over	three	vast	territories	welded	into	one.	And,	where	he	was



king,	Laylá	was	queen.
	

Years	 passed	 by,	 and	 Laylá	 reigned	 in	 peace.	 The	 palace	 of	 her	 father	 was	 their
abode,	and	the	bird	of	paradise	and	the	two	white	doves	were	often	her	companions,
recalling	to	her	heart	a	lost,	but	never-to-be-forgotten,	love.	The	faithful	Zeyd,	who
had	 wandered	 long	 in	 the	 desert	 searching	 in	 vain	 for	 his	 master,	 was	 now	 her
servant.

One	 day	 news	 came	 secretly	 to	 Zeyd	 that	Majnún,	 long	mourned	 as	 dead,	 had
returned	disguised	as	a	merchant	from	distant	parts,	and	would	be	waiting	for	him	at
a	certain	spot	on	the	outskirts	of	the	desert	at	sunset.	Zeyd	said	nothing	of	this	to	his
mistress,	but	unknown	to	her,	he	caught	one	of	the	doves	and	took	it	away	with	him
to	 the	meeting-place,	 for	 he	 reasoned	 that	what	 had	 happened	once	would	 happen
again	with	like	result.	Full	of	joy	was	the	meeting	between	Majnún	and	Zeyd	on	the
edge	of	the	desert	as	the	sun	went	down.

Now,	Laylá,	when	she	retired	to	her	high	chamber	that	evening,	was	astonished	to
find	one	of	her	doves	missing.	She	sent	the	other	forth	to	the	great	tree,	thinking	the
two	might	return	together,	but	presently	it	returned	alone.	Then	wondering	greatly,
she	 sat	 by	 the	 window,	 musing	 on	 the	 past:	 how,	 three	 years	 ago,	 the	 dove	 had
returned	after	an	absence,	bearing	a	 love-message	from	Majnún,	and	how	she	had
met	him	again	and	again	at	the	lovers'	fountain	in	the	forest.	Alas!	All	was	changed:
Majnún	was	dead,	and	she	was	the	wife	of	another.	Her	eyes	filled	with	tears,	and,
bowing	her	head	on	her	arms	upon	the	window-sill,	she	wept	silently.

For	a	long	time	she	remained	like	this.	Then	suddenly,	she	was	aroused	from	her
weeping	by	 a	 sound.	 It	was	 the	 "coo,	 coo,	 coo"	 of	 the	missing	dove,	 and	 it	 came
from	the	great	tree.	Immediately	the	other	dove	fanned	her	hair	as	it	sped	past	her	to
its	mate.	 It	made	her	 long	 for	wings	 that	 she	 too	might	 fly	 away	and	away	 to	her
lover.

Presently	the	two	birds	fluttered	in	at	the	window	and	came	to	her.	What	strange
thing	 was	 this?	 There,	 wrapped	 round	 the	 leg	 of	 one	 was	 a	 small	 strip	 of	 soft
parchment	as	on	that	night	long	ago.	With	trembling	fingers	she	unfastened	and	read
what	was	written	thereon.	It	was	from	Majnún.	He	was	alive	and	well!	As	before,	the
writing	begged	her	to	come	that	very	night	to	the	lover's	fountain	at	moonrise.	,

In	her	 sudden	 joy	at	 learning	 that	her	 lover	was	alive	and	near	at	hands,	Laylá
forgot	all,	and,	as	the	gibbous	moon	was	already	brightening	the	horizon,	she	arose
and	cloaked	herself	and	stole	down	the	stairway	of	the	palace.	She	reached	the	side
door	unobserved.	She	passed	out	and	closed	it	behind	her.	Her	heart	flew	before	her
to	Majnún,	but	 suddenly,	 as	 she	hastened,	 it	 rebounded	swiftly	and	almost	 stopped
beating.	Her	footstep	faltered	and	she	clutched	at	a	bough	of	a	tree	for	support.	Her
husband!	Her	duty!	Once	she	had	given	all	 for	duty's	sake:	should	she	 take	it	back
now,	 and	 in	 this	way?	What	would	 it	mean?	With	Majnún's	 arms	 around	 her	 she



would	 forget	 all—	husband,	 duty,	 her	 people:	 all,	 all	would	 be	 forgotten,	 and	 the
step	once	taken	could	not	be	retraced.	Alas!	This	was	not	the	act	of	a	wife!	It	was	not
the	act	of	a	queen!	She	groaned	as	she	grasped	the	bough,	and	her	body	swayed	with
her	spirit's	woe	as	she	then	and	there	rejected	her	purpose	and	accepted	her	sorrow.

Slowly	 Laylá	 strengthened	 herself;	 then,	 like	 one	 in	 a	 dream,	 she	 turned	 and
retraced	 her	 steps	 to	 the	 palace,	 no	 sigh,	 no	 sob	 escaping	 her.	 All	 that	 night	 she
refused	sleep	or	comfort,	dry-eyed;	and	it	was	only	when	the	dawn	came	that	tears
came	too,	to	save	her	reason	on	its	throne.

Majnún	waited	long	by	the	lovers'	fountain,	and,	at	last,	learning	from	Zeyd	that
his	mistress	 had	 ventured	 forth	 and	 had	 returned,	 he	went	 away,	 treasuring	 to	 his
heart	 a	 love	 that	 could	 not	 give	 one	 glance	 without	 giving	 all;	 for,	 from	 Zeyd's
story,	he	knew	this	to	be	so.	As	Laylá	had	gone	back	to	the	palace,	silent	and	strong,
so	Majnún	set	his	face	towards	distant	cities,	praying	ever	that	the	years	might	bring
surcease	of	woe,	if	not	the	rapture	of	the	love	of	Laylá.

Two	years	passed	by,	and	Fate	stepped	in.	Ibn	Salám	fell	stricken	with	a	fever	and
died.	 The	 news	 spread	 far,	 and	 one	 day	Majnún,	 in	 a	 distant	 city,	 looked	 up	 and
heard	 that	 Laylá,	 the	 queen	 of	Yemen	 and	Basráh,	was	 free.	 Swift,	 then,	were	 the
steeds	 that	 bore	 him	 to	 Yemen.	 But,	 remembering	 how	 she	 had	 twice	 sacrificed
herself	 for	duty,	he	 forbore	 to	approach	her	until	 the	expiration	of	 the	prescribed
term	of	widowhood—four	moons	and	half	a	moon.	This	period	he	spent,	alone	and
unknown,	 in	 an	 abode	 from	which	 he	 could	 see	 the	 lights	 of	 Laylá	 s	 palace.	His
longing	ate	into	his	heart,	and	it	was	harder	to	bear	than	his	former	distraction,	by
which	 he	 had	 earned	 his	 name	 of	 Majnún	 ('mad	 with	 love').	 But,	 as	 in	 the	 first
instance,	his	reason	had	borne	the	strain,	so	now	it	bore	the	stress	of	all	this	weary
waiting	at	the	gates	of	Paradise.

Zeyd	 bore	 tidings	 of	 Laylá	 to	Majnún,	 but	 from	Majnún	 to	 Laylá	 no	message
passed	until,	on	a	day	when	the	prescribed	term	had	passed,	Zeyd	took	word	to	her
that	Majnún	would	come	to	her	at	 the	palace	at	noon,	or,	according	to	her	choice,
wait	for	her	at	the	lovers'	fountain	at	two	hours	after	sunset.

Zeyd	brought	back	the	delayed	message:	"Noon	has	passed	but	noon	will	come
again—after	this	eventide."	Which	was	not	unlike	the	answer	Majnún	had	expected.

The	saddest	part	of	the	history	of	these	ill-destined	lovers	is	yet	to	be	told.	Two
hours	 after	 sunset	Majnún	 kept	 the	 tryst.	 Two	 hours	 after	 sunset	 Laylá,	 her	 eyes
smouldering	with	a	pent-up	fire,	cloaked	herself	as	of	old	and	went	out	by	the	side
door	 of	 the	 palace.	 There	 was	 no	moon,	 but	 the	 stars	 shed	 a	 soft	 light	 upon	 the
gardens.	She	passed	among	the	trees;	her	heart	beat	fast	and	her	breath	came	quick.
The	whole	of	her	life	seemed	wrapped	up	in	her	two	feet,	which	ran	a	hot	race	with
each	other.	She	reached	the	edge	of	the	forest	and	paused,	clasping	her	hands	over
her	bosom.	She	must	regain	her	breath	to	show	Majnún	how	little	she	had	hastened.
Then,	 before	 she	 had	 regained	 it,	 she	 ran	 on,	 losing	 it	 the	 more.	 There	 was	 the



fountain—the	 fountain	where	 lovers	 had	 always	met—she	 saw	 it	 sparkling	 in	 the
starlight	through	the	trees.	Now	she	stood	on	the	edge	of	the	open	space,	the	folds	of
her	cloak	parted,	her	masses	of	raven	hair	fallen	loose,	her	breast	heaving.

A	 figure	 darted	 from	 the	 fountain's	 side.	 She	 faltered	 forward,	 swaying.	 A
moaning	cry	escaped	her	as	Majnún	caught	her	in	a	wild	embrace.

Who	knows	if	 it	was	but	a	moment	or	a	 thousand	years?	Love	has	no	dial.	But
that	moment	two	hours	after	sunset	was	their	swift	undoing.	At	the	touch	of	her	lips
upon	his,	Majnún's	 reason	was	wrenched	away.	At	 the	 touch	of	his	 lips	upon	hers,
she	swooned	 in	his	arms.	He	 let	her	 fall,	 and	 ran,	 shrieking,	out	of	 the	 forest	and
into	the	desert;	shrieking	her	name,	far	into	the	desert.

"Laylá!	Laylá!	Laylá"—his	maniac	cries	echoed	on	and	on	until,	in	the	hopeless
waste	of	wilderness,	he	fell	exhausted.	But	Zeyd,	who	had	followed	his	voice,	at	last
found	him.	Many	a	day	and	night	he	tended	his	master,	but	to	no	purpose.	Joy	had
done	what	grief	had	failed	to	do:	he	was	mad!

Laylá	 awoke	 from	 her	 swoon,	 and,	 hearing	 her	 own	 name	 repeated	 again	 and
again—that	 wild	 cry	 coming	 from	 farther	 and	 farther	 in	 the	 desert—divined	 the
truth	and	returned,	slowly	and	wringing	her	hands,	to	the	palace.

From	time	to	time	Zeyd	sent	news	of	Majnún	and	his	undying	love,	which	even
his	madness	had	failed	to	touch.

Day	by	day,	and	week	by	week,	Laylá	s	eyes	grew	brighter	and	her	cheeks	paler.
Slowly	she	pined	away,	and	then	she	died	of	a	broken	heart.	Her	last	words	were	a
message	to	Majnún—	a	message	of	love	that	could	not	die,	though	it	must	quit	the
beautiful,	unhappy	house	of	clay	in	which	it	had	suffered	so	much.

"And	tell	him,"	she	said,	"that	my	body	shall	be	buried	by	the	side	of	the	fountain
where	he	first	clasped	me	in	his	arms.	And	tell	him,	too,	these	very	words:	'Majnún,
lift	 thine	eyes!	See,	yonder	are	the	Fields	of	Light,	and	a	fountain	springing	in	the
sunshine—yonder—a	 fountain	of	 eternal	waters,	where	 lovers	meet,	 never	 to	part
again;	thou	shalt	find	me	there!'"	And	with	that	she	died,	and	her	spirit	sped	on	her
parting	 thought	 to	 that	 place	 of	 lovers'	 meeting;	 the	 immortal	 font	 of	 lovers'
meeting.

Dawn	was	breaking	on	the	desert	when	two	figures	came	running.	Each	held	the
other	by	the	hand,	and	on	the	face	of	one	was	that	look	which	told	how	he	had	been
driven	mad	by	love.	Majnún,	outstripping	Zeyd,	left	him	to	follow,	and	plunged	into
the	 forest.	 Soon	he	 came	 to	 the	 open	 space	 in	which	 the	 fountain	 played.	Well	 he
knew	the	spot	where	he	had	first	clasped	Laylá	in	his	arms.	There	was	now	a	newly
made	 grave.	 Exhausted,	 not	 with	 running,	 but	 with	 love,	 madness,	 and	 grief,	 he
flung	himself	upon	it.

"Laylá!	Laylá!"	he	moaned,	with	a	heart-bursting	pang.	 "I	will	 come	soon—ah,
soon!	Hold	thy	shroud	of	night	about	thee!	Hide	thy	beauty	in	the	Light—until	I	find
thee	there!"



And,	as	the	sun	rose,	Zeyd	came	and	stood	by	the	grave,	gazing	down	upon	his
master	through	tears	of	grief;—gazing	down	upon	the	dead	through	bitter	tears	of
grief.



The	Pillar	of	Heliodoros

ANONYMOUS

The	 only	 Yavana	 (Greek)	 king	whose	 name	 has	 yet	 been	 found	 on	 an	 Indian
Monument	 is	 Antialcidas.	 At	 Besnagar;	 near	 Bhilsa	 in	 the	 former	 Gwalior
State	 is	a	stone	column	once	crowned	by	a	 figure	of	Garuda.	The	 inscription
records	that	it	was	erected	in	honour	of	Krishna	(Vasudeva)	by	a	Greek	named
Heliodoros,	 son	 of	 Dion	 who	 had	 come	 to	 Vidisa	 as	 an	 ambassador	 from
Antialcidas,	king	of	Taxi	la	to	king	Kasiputra	Bhagabhadra.	The	inscription	is
full	 of	 interest	 as	 proving	 that	 a	Greek	 had	 adopted	 an	 Indian	 faith	 and	 as
evidencing	the	contact	which	was	then	[2nd	centuiy	BC)	taking	place	between
Malwa	and	the	Greek	kingdoms.
	
axila's	 great	 city	wall	 stood	 boldly	 against	 the	 clear	 shining	 green	 sky	 of	 an
early	 spring	 day	 in	 the	 year	 140	 bc	 It	 was	 sunset	 and	 the	 doves,	 bulbuls,

parakeets	 and	 crows	were	 homing	 to	 their	 nests	 in	 hundreds.	Outside	 the	western
gate	 a	 small	 group	of	men	were	watching	 the	 road.	A	 thick	 cloud	 of	 dust	 clearly
marked	 the	 route.	 Apparently,	 a	 cavalcade	 was	 approaching.	 As	 it	 drew	 near,	 the
watchers	could	distinguish	a	band	of	horsemen	escorting	an	elephant	on	which	sat	a
young	lad,	evidently	a	person	of	some	importance.	When	the	portal	was	reached	the
mahout	touched	the	beast	and	rearing	its	trunk	it	saluted	with	loud	trumpetings.	Then
with	heavings	to	and	fro	it	knelt	and	the	boy	descended.	Immediately,	an	elderly	man
stepped	 forward	 from	 the	 waiting	 group.	 His	 countenance	 was	 grave	 yet	 kindly,
dignified	with	 refined	 features,	 and	 the	 respect	 shown	 to	 him	 by	 his	 companions
indicated	a	position	of	authority.	He	was,	in	fact,	Dion	the	royal	chamberlain.

His	 voice	 was	 kindly	 as	 he	 greeted	 the	 young	 stranger.	 "Welcome,	 Prince
Bhadrasena	to	our	land.	My	master,	great	Antialcidas,	has	ordered	me	to	see	to	thy
comfort	for	tonight.	Tomorrow,	when	thou	hast	rested	he	would	talk	with	thee.	This
is	my	only	son,	Heliodoros,	even	now	a	student	at	 the	university,"	and	 turning,	he
presented	a	young	man	to	the	prince.



The	company	entered	the	city	and	mounting	some	gaily	caparisoned	horses	were
soon	riding	down	the	broad	high	street.	Taxila	was	a	town	of	great	importance,	the
first	large	Indian	city	at	which	merchants	who	had	come	down	the	Kabul	valley	and
crossed	 the	 Indus	 above	 Attock	 arrived.	 The	 streets	 were	 filled	 with	 a	 jostling
crowd.	Sturdy,	vigorous	men	of	 the	Hindu	Kush,	who	had	brought	 their	highland-
bred	horses	 to	 sell	 in	 this	city	outside	which	stretched	 the	wide,	open	plain	where
many	a	gay	hawking	party	rode,	rubbed	shoulders	with	students	from	all	corners	of
Hindustan.	Taxila	was	famous	as	a	centre	of	learning	and	to	it	scholars	of	all	classes
flocked	for	instruction.

As	 the	 little	 company	 passed	 along,	Dion	 pointed	 out	 the	 various	 buildings	 of
interest.	Near	 the	 gate	 by	which	 they	 had	 entered	 stood	 the	 king's	 palace.	A	 poor
place	for	a	sovereign,	 thought	Bhadrasena.	True,	 it	was	large,	but	of	sombre	grey
stone	and	with	 little	decoration	 it	 looked	 to	him	 just	 the	 same	as	 the	buildings	on
either	 side	 of	 the	 wide	 street.	 Their	 flat	 roofs	 were	 of	 mud;	 only	 narrow,	 slit
windows	 looked	 on	 to	 the	 street,	most	 of	 the	 rooms	 facing	 inwards,	 towards	 the
courtyard.

This	was	 really	 the	 university	 quarters,	Heliodoros	 explained.	Here	 the	 prince
would	 reside.	The	chamberlain's	house	was	 farther	down	 the	street,	near	 the	great
Buddhist	temple.	And	there	they	dismounted.

The	 next	morning	Bhadra	 rose	 early.	This	 strange,	 strong	 land	 interested	 him.
His	father,	King	of	Vidisa,	had	sent	him	to	study	the	Vedas	but	the	lad	felt	that	there
were	 other	 things	 worth	 studying	 in	 this	 northern	 outpost	 of	 India.	 He	 dressed
himself	 with	 care	 for	 the	 interview	 with	 King	 Antialcidas,	 then	 stepped	 to	 the
verandah	 which	 faced	 northwards.	What	 a	 wall	 of	 magic	 encircling	 the	 beautiful
river	valley	was	this	white	wonder	of	snow-capped	hills!

Antialcidas	 received	 the	 prince	with	 ceremonious	 kindness.	 A	 fine,	 upstanding
man	was	this	keeper	of	the	country	through	which	passed	the	great	trade	route	from
the	ford	at	Und	to	the	fertile	south.	His	complexion	was	of	the	colour	of	ripe	wheat.
Full	 cheeks,	 straight	 nose	 and	 firm	 chin	 showed	 his	 descent	 from	 the	Greeks.	He
alone	wore	a	round,	flat	cap	of	vividly	embroidered	cloth.

For	 many	 months	 the	 fear	 of	 a	 northern	 invasion	 had	 hung	 over	 the	 king's
council.	It	was	imperative	to	strengthen	the	army	and	what	better	unit	than	a	strong
elephant	corps?	These	beasts	were	found	at	their	best	in	Malwa	and	the	father	of	this
boy	ruled	in	Vidisa,	part	of	that	land.	It	was	wise	to	make	friends	with	such	a	one.

Bhadrasena	 bent	 to	 the	 ground	 as	 he	 presented	 his	 father's	 gifts	 to	Taxila.	The
noblest	was	the	huge	animal,	Moti	which	he	had	ridden	yesterday	when	he	came	to
the	town.	She	was	outside	in	the	palace	courtyard,	dressed	in	all	the	ornaments	and
housings	for	parade	on	occasions	of	state.	A	frontlet	of	gold	and	silver	diaper	with
fringes	 of	 fish-shaped	 ornaments	 in	 thin	 beaten	 silver,	 necklaces	 of	 large	 silver
hawkbells	and	hanging	chains	of	silver	cartouches	decked	her.	Above	 towered	 the



howdah	glittering	with	gilded	plates;	all	shone	resplendently	as	 the	sun's	 rays	beat
down.	The	 interview	over,	Dion	charged	Heliodoros	 to	show	their	guest	 the	city's
sights.

"Hast	seen	a	tiger,	a	mighty	jungle	cat?"	he	queried.
"Many."	was	 the	 astounding	 reply.	 "With	my	gracious	 father	 I	 often	 hunted	 the

striped	one."
The	grey-blue	eyes	of	the	northerner	widened.	One	of	Taxila's	great	sights	was

the	royal	menagerie	of	wild	beasts.	Outside	the	northern	gate	deep	pits	had	been	dug
and	here	behind	strong	bars	the	leopard,	the	tiger	and	even	the	lion	paced	the	weary
paths	 of	 captivity.	But	 it	would	be	no	pleasure	 to	 show	 these	beasts	 to	 a	 boy	who
knew	them	in	their	own	haunts.	Perhaps	this	dark-eyed,	rather	silent	youth	cared	for
old	places.	There	were	many	such	around.

"Wouldst	 see	 a	 fire-sanctuary?"	Bhadra	 nodded	 and	 they	 proceeded	 toward	 the
outskirts	of	the	town.	Suddenly	the	Hindu	pulled	the	sleeve	of	the	other's	coat.

'What	are	these;	what	does	this	mean;	why	are	these	men	chaffering?"
"Oh,	this	is	the	square	where	dowerless	maids	are	sold.	No	men	will	marry	them.

What	luck	to	pass	on	a	market	day!"
"Luck"!	The	stranger	shuddered.	He	could	not	openly	condemn	a	practice	of	his

hosts	but	he	need	not	stand	and	watch.	"Let's	go,"	he	said.
To	 Heliodoros	 so	 common	 a	 sight	 needed	 no	 remark	 and	 they	 wandered	 on

through	 the	 flowering	mustard	 fields,	a	 lovely	yellow	scented	carpet	 spread	 in	all
directions,	till	they	reached	the	fire-temple.	Taxila	was	a	cosmopolitan	city.	Its	faiths
were	 cosmopolitan	 too.	 Buddhists,	 Jains,	 Brahmins	 and	 Fire	 worshippers	 dwelt
together	in	amity.	Dion	was	a	Greek	and	faithful	to	his	father's	gods	but	to	his	son
reared	in	an	atmosphere	of	religious	tolerance	all	gods	were	much	alike.

In	the	fire-temple's	priest	he	had	a	friend	who	allowed	him	at	the	close	of	day	to
climb	 the	 steps	 leading	 to	 the	 summit	 where	 in	 an	 ecstasy	 of	 delight	 Heliodoros
watched	the	planets	in	their	courses.	Bhadrasena	also	loved	the	stars;	he	had	visited
Ujjain	where	astronomy	and	astrology	were	the	chief	studies	of	the	pundits	and	so
to	him	this	shrine	with	its	white	shining	walls	and	brazen	tablets	telling	of	the	deeds
of	Porus	and	of	Alexander	were	interesting	enough.

As	 they	 turned	homewards	his	 heart	 gave	 a	great	 leap.	 In	 the	white	 dust	 of	 the
roadside	were	some	ascetics.	How	many	had	he	seen	in	Vidisa!	Naked,	ash-coloured
and	motionless	they	sat.	The	cold	biting	winds	sweeping	across	the	plain	in	winter,
the	 rays	 of	 summer	 sun	 so	 intense	 that	 bare	 feet	 scorched	when	 they	 touched	 the
stones	were	 to	 them	as	nothing.	Both	youths	made	obeisance	as	 they	passed;	 such
holiness	all	men	held	in	reverence.

That	evening	when	the	sky	was	rose-red	Bhadra	said	"Goodbye"	to	his	attendants.
Only	 one	 remained	with	 the	 prince	who	 felt	 that	 he	 could	 never	 be	 happy	 in	 this
dour	land.	To	his	eyes	accustomed	to	the	giant	 trees	of	Central	India	those	around



Taxila	 were	 stunted.	 Nowhere	 could	 he	 see	 the	 mango-twig	 so	 pink,	 so	 green
unfolding;	nowhere	did	the	palas	tree	suddenly	cover	its	black,	snake-like	branches
with	rich	red	blossoms,	nowhere	did	the	mischievous,	chattering	monkey	charm	the
lonely	 hours.	 Alas!	 how	 true	 it	 was	 that	 only	 by	 painful	 discipline	 was	 wisdom
attained.

Spring,	 lovely	 dainty	 spring	 passed	 rapidly	 but	 before	 the	 hot	 summer	 winds
blew	over	 the	fields	 the	young	man	and	boy	were	friends.	Heliodoros	had	entered
manhood	for	he	was	twenty-two	years	old,	but	he	still	had	much	of	the	young	spirit
of	Greece	in	his	composition,	whereas	the	mind	of	Bhadrasena	was	older	than	his
fifteen	years.	The	two	found	delight	in	each	other's	company.	The	scanty	rains	broke
in	July	and	brought	some	relief	from	the	pitiless	heat.	To	slip	out	of	the	dark	house
at	dawn,	 to	 run	across	 the	 fields	 to	where	 the	deep	 river	 flowed,	 then	 to	 strip	and
plunge	under	the	cool	water	was	sheer	delight.	One	day,	however,	the	Hindu	woke
shivering	 and	 when	 his	 friend	 called	 him	 he	 could	 not	 rise.	 Dion's	 family	 was
devoted	 to	 the	 sick	boy	Their	 own	physician,	 the	 senior	 professor	of	 the	medical
college,	attended	him	and	when	the	fever	broke	Dion's	wife	carried	him	to	her	own
house	and	nursed	him	back	 to	health.	 It	was	now	that	 the	souls	of	gay	Heliodoros
and	of	quiet	Bhadra	became	as	one.	The	latter	was	playing	one	morning	with	some
crested	bulbuls	when	his	friend,	greatly	excited,	entered	the	room.

"Guess,	where	I	am	going,"	he	called.
"To	Greece."
"No,	try	again."
"I	can't,	my	head	is	all	muzzy."
"Well,	to	your	father's	court."
"What!	am	I	returning.	Do	you	go	with	me?"
"No,	 my	 lad.	 I,	 yes	 I,	 go	 as	 ambassador,"	 and	 he	 made	 a	 ludicrously	 solemn

salute.
Tears	filled	the	younger's	eyes.	What	bliss	to	go	to	Vidisa!	Why	was	it	denied	to

him?	 But	 he	 conquered	 his	 bitter	 disappointment	 and	 replied	 "That's	 good.	 My
father,	King	Bhagabhadra	will	be	honoured	to	have	such	a	great	ambassador	at	his
court.	But	when	and	why?"

"When?	As	soon	as	my	things	are	ready.	Why?	I	carry	instructions	in	a	letter	for
his	majesty."

"Lucky	you!	Well,	I	must	get	some	presents	and	write	a	letter	for	you	to	take	to
my	home."

A	few	weeks	later	another	group	of	horsemen	had	gathered	at	the	western	gate;
this	time	to	speed	the	departing	traveller.	Dion	wished	to	ride	with	his	son	as	far	as
the	 narrow	 pass	 through	which	 the	 road	 to	 Hindustan	 ran.	 There	 they	 halted,	 the
father	 sad	at	heart	 as	he	 looked	on	 the	weird,	dun-coloured	 ravine	country.	A	bad
beginning	 for	 a	 journey	 into	 an	 unknown	 land,	 it	 seemed	 to	 him.	Would	 the	 lad



return	safely?	Alas!	only	the	gods	knew,	for	on	their	laps	lay	the	future.
Heliodoros	 set	 out	with	 his	 few	 soldier	 companions,	 faring	 on,	 day	 and	 night

through	forests,	over	deserts,	across	swamps	and	 rivers.	One	evening,	 the	muddy,
swollen	waters	 of	 the	 Lutudri	 (Sutlej)	 forced	 them	 to	 halt	 on	 its	 banks.	 A	winter
storm	 had	 broken	 the	 day	 before	 and	 it	 was	 impossible	 to	 ford	 the	 river.	Whilst
preparations	 were	 being	 made	 for	 the	 night's	 camp	 the	 young	 leader	 wandered
alone.	The	way	was	obscure	and	he	almost	stumbled	over	a	huddled	object	which	he
saw,	as	it	slowly	and	with	many	grunts	unfolded	itself,	to	be	an	old,	old	man.

"Art	hurt	father?"	he	enquired.
"Nay,	my	son,"	was	the	mumbled	reply	as	the	old	man	painfully	stood	up.	At	last

he	 was	 erect	 but	 sank	 to	 the	 ground	 again,	 exclaiming	 "Yavana!	 Yavana!"
Heliodoros	helped	him	to	rise	once	more,	saying	"Why	Yavana,	father?	Come,	rest
and	 tell	 me	 thy	 story,"	 and	 he	 led	 the	 way	 to	 the	 camp.	 The	 flickering	 fire-light
showed	 that	 the	 way-farer	 had	 passed	 the	 usual	 limits	 of	 man's	 life.	 Toothless,
bleared	 and	 feeble	 he	 was	 as	 one	 left	 behind	 by	 time.	 The	 men	 made	 him
comfortable	 on	 a	 pile	 of	 saddle-bags	 and	 gave	 him	 a	 strong,	 hot	 drink.	 As	 the
warmth	crept	through	his	withered	limbs	he	seemed	rejuvenated	and	looking	at	the
Greek	said	clearly	"Yes,	Yavanas	came	and	the	horse	was	grey."

"What	horse?	Where	was	it?	Tell	us."
"I	forget.	I	was	only	up	to	my	father's	knee	when	I	saw	it.	We	were	on	the	banks

of	a	great	stream.	Maybe	it	was	this.	Maybe
Maybe	not.	I	remember	I	had	caught	a	fish	when	out	of	the	forest	beyond,	came	a

great	horse,	grey	like	a	rain-cloud.	A	mighty	army	came	after.	Loud	drums	beat	and
I	 was	 feared	 so	 that	 we	 hid	 behind	 a	 bush.	 But	 I	 forget,"	 and	 the	 shaking	 head
drooped.

"Some	more	wine,"	whispered	the	eager	listener.
So	the	strong	wine	was	given	and	the	thin,	piping	voice	went	on.	"My	father	said

it	was	the	king's	horse	and	no	one	must	stop	it.	Then	another	army	came,	tall	men,
riding	like	gods,	and	one	who	rode	near	where	we	lay	looked	like	thee.	My	father
said	he	was	a	Yavana.	The	two	armies	fought.	Oh,	such	blood	and	noise!	I	hid	my
face	and	when	I	looked	up	the	horse	was	wandering	away."

Heliodoros	gazed	at	the	speaker.	He	must	have	seen	the	sacred	horse	as	it	ranged
from	field	to	field	followed	by	an	army	which,	if	unconquered	after	a	year,	gave	to
the	one	who	had	sent	it	forth	the	right	to	call	himself	Lord-Paramount.	The	pundit	at
Taxila	 had	 told	 of	 the	 fight	 young	Vasumitra,	 great	 Pushyamitra's	 grandson,	 had
with	a	wandering	band	of	Yavanas	when	he	was	guarding	the	horse.	The	aged	one,
when	a	stripling,	must	have	seen	that	battle.	What	luck!

Early	next	morning	they	crossed	the	flooded	river	by	means	of	a	raft	floated	on
inflated	bullock-skins.	And	now	they	hastened.	It	was	a	kind,	generous	land	through
which	 they	 rode.	 In	 the	 silver	mist	of	dawn,	quails,	 red	and	grey,	 ran	across	 their



paths	and	hares	broke	constantly	from	the	cactus	hedges.	In	the	thin	light	of	the	'wolf
s	brush'	 jackals	were	seen	slinking	home	and	the	rising	sun	shone	on	the	backs	of
antelopes.

Haste	as	 they	might,	yet	progress	was	 slow	and	 it	was	more	 than	 three	months
since	 they	 left	Taxila	when	 they	entered	Ujjain.	 In	green	and	gold,	 in	 rose-colour
and	 snow-white,	 in	 dimples	 and	 greys,	 the	 city	 and	 its	 walls	 made	 a	 picture
charming	to	the	eye.	As	sang	a	poet	of	later	days:

	
"Oh,	fine	Ujjain,	Gem	to	Avanti	given;	Where	village	ancients	tell	their	tales	of

mirth.
And	old	romance;	oh,	radiant	bit	of	heaven!"
	
Four	days	were	spent	in	resting	and	enjoying	the	hospitality	of	the	students	in	the

college	 for	 the	 study	 of	 the	 stars.	Heliodoros	was	 enamoured	with	 the	wonderful
stone	instruments	for	measuring	the	heights	of	the	heavenly	bodies.	Soon,	too	soon,
he	 thought	 they	 moved	 on	 across	 the	 beautiful	 Dasharna	 country	 towards	 Vidisa
(Bhilsa).

The	sweet,	sweet	smell	of	forest	earth	filled	their	nostrils.	The	low	bushes	were
aglow	with	 buds	 and	 the	 trees	were	 filled	with	 green	 parrots.	 It	was	 a	 journey	 of
only	one	hundred	and	twenty	odd	miles	and	on	the	seventh	day	they	were	in	sight	of
the	city.	That	night	they	camped	on	the	banks	of	a	lovely	reed-fringed	jheel,	full	of
crimson	 and	 blue	 lotuses	 and	 crowded	 with	 water-birds.	 The	 next	 morning,	 they
entered	the	city	and	the	ambassador	sought	audience	of	the	king.	He	was	led	at	once
to	 Bhagabhadra,	 a	 prince	 of	 pleasant	 demeanour,	 courteous	 and	 frank	 yet	 with	 a
truly	royal	dignity.

"Victory	 oh	 King"	 and	 the	 Greek	 bowed	 low.	 "I	 bring	 greeting	 from	 mighty
Antialcidas"	and	he	proffered	the	letter.	It	ran	thus,

"The	king	of	Taxila	 salutes	 the	king	of	Vidisa.	The	 reputation	of	 the	Maharaja
has	spread	far	and	wide	and	the	benefits	of	his	rule	has	reached	to	distant	regions.
So	great	 is	his	 fame	and	so	powerful	his	strength	 that	 I,	Antialcidas,	Keeper	of
the	Northern	Gates,	desire	to	make	treaty	with	him	so	that	north	and	south	may	be
bound	together	in	friendship	and	peace	with	prosperity	abound.
	

Salutation.
Antialcidas."

	
The	letter	was	read	and	given	to	the	chief	minister;	then	"What	of	my	son?"	asked

the	 royal	 father.	 From	 his	 leather	 pouch	Heliodoros	 drew	 the	 epistle	 entrusted	 to
him	 by	 Bhadrasena	 in	 Taxila.	 The	 king's	 hand	 trembled	 as	 he	 untied	 the	 golden
thread.	The	letter	ended,	"Of	Dion	and	his	family	I	have	only	loving	words	to	speak.



They	have	made	the	wilderness	to	blossom	for	me,	have	treated	me	as	a	son	and	I
ask	my	 gracious	 father	 to	 give	 to	my	 friend,	Heliodoros,	 the	welcome	 his	 father
gave	to	me."

The	king	stepped	down,	embraced	 the	young	man	and	said	"As	 thy	 father	dealt
with	my	 son	 so	will	 I	with	 thee."	Thus	 the	Greek	became	a	member	of	 the	king's
household,	 mixing	 freely	 with	 its	 inmates.	 There	 were	 two	 children,	Malavika,	 a
slender	maid	 of	 fourteen	 years	 and	Kusha,	 a	 charming,	 eager	 child,	who	 showed
"his	little	buds	of	teeth	in	countless	peals	of	laughter."

Vidisa	 at	 this	 time	was	 as	 beautiful	 as	 any	 great	 city	 of	 the	world.	 The	 king's
palace	was	built	close	to	a	lake	and	surrounded	by	lovely	green	parterres	threaded
with	 silver	 streams.	Even	 in	 dreams	Heliodoros	had	never	 seen	 such	 a	wonderful
structure	as	 rose	 storey	above	 storey,	 in	 rose-red	and	 snowy-white	balconies,	gay
with	 frescoes	 and	 floral	 ornament.	 Beneath	 these	 lay	 the	 palace-garden	 with	 its
pomegranates,	feathery	palms	and	broad-flagged	bananas.

It	was	the	time	of	the	cold	weather	and	each	day	was	delightful.	One	of	the	tasks
imposed	 by	Antialcidas	was	 the	 gathering	 of	many	 fine	 elephants.	 So,	 long	 treks
were	made	through	sombre	forests	and	over	enchanting	plains.	To	rise	at	dawn,	to
taste	 the	 pure	 air	 sighing	 across	 the	 maidan,	 to	 hear	 the	 cry	 of	 the	 sand-grouse
before	 the	 bird	 was	 seen,	 to	 startle	 a	 storm	 of	 purple,	 green	 and	 gold	 as	 the
peacocks	rose	from	the	kusa	grass,	made	a	life	strongly	alluring	to	the	Greek,	lover
of	beauty	in	all	its	forms.

A	 year	 passed	 before	 the	 tale	 of	 elephants	 was	 complete.	 And	 now	 the
ambassador	 had	 to	 select	 some	 rare	 and	 precious	 stones	 for	 Antialcidas.	 Bazaar
rumours	of	Vidisa's	jewels,	of	diamonds	as	big	as	a	hen's	egg,	of	pearls	the	size	of
grapes,	 of	 rubies	 in	 clusters	 like	 sultanas	 had	 spread	 to	 the	 north	 and	 tickled	 the
king's	ear.	He	would	adorn	his	flat	cap	with	an	aigrette.	So,	from	the	south	and	from
the	 diamond	 mines,	 merchants	 came	 with	 their	 stores	 of	 flashing	 gems	 for
Heliodoros	 to	 inspect.	 After	 some	 weeks'	 examination	 he	 authorised	 three	 to
proceed	to	Taxila.

The	second	spring	of	his	stay	was	near.	One	early	morning	he	walked	in	a	small
garden.	At	its	heart	was	a	pool	where	forever	broke	a	ripple.	Around	the	pool	some
trees	stood.	The	mango	cast	the	faint	sweet	scent	of	its	modest	flower	on	the	air;	the
simal	opened	 its	 red,	 red	bowls	for	 the	birds	 to	sip,	and	 the	asoka,	 the	sorrowless
tree	burgeoned	into	spear-shaped	wavy	leaves.	But	its	bright	blossoms	of	crimson,
orange	and	saffron	were	still	closed	and	to	the	young	man's	amusement	a	maiden,
standing	in	front	of	its	sweetly	dancing	lines,	was	timidly	kicking	the	trunk	with	her
sandalled	pink-tinted	foot.

"Bravo,	Malavika,"	 he	 called	 as	 he	 approached.	 "The	 tree	will	 surely	 blossom
now	the	foot	of	such	a	beautiful	woman	has	touched	it."

As	 swiftly	 she	 turned,	 her	 lemon-yellow	 sari	 slipped	 from	 the	 bee-black	 hair



where	nestled	a	small	 red	rose.	Under	a	graceful	arch	of	brows	great	eyes	misted
over	and	a	silver	tear	hung	on	dark	lashes.	Heliodoros	was	aghast.	Never	would	he
wound	so	tender	a	heart.

"Come,"	he	said.	"Remember	how	you	married	 the	vine	 to	 the	mango	 tree.	See
how	prosperous	that	union	has	been;	what	a	pretty	pair	 they	make!	The	asoka	will
open	its	Heart's	Ease	flowers	soon.	Shall	we	come	every	morning	to	see	when	that
happens?"

She	 smiled	 as	 she	 faltered	 "Every	morning"	 and	 he	 saw	 that	 she	was	 a	 lovely
woman.	The	girl-child	had	suddenly	bloomed	into	womanhood.

And	so,	unknown	to	 the	king	and	queen	they	met.	She	saw	that	he	was	brave	to
look	upon.	To	him	she	was	the	fairest	woman	God	had	made.	In	the	East	love	grows
quickly	and	soon	each	loved	the	other.	As	light	faded,	each	evening	Bhagabhadra's
tenderly	nurtured	daughter	braved	 the	 terrors	of	 the	dark	and	crept	 to	 the	bamboo
grove,	there	to	secrete	a	fairy	love-letter,	cut	by	her	dainty	nail	on	a	birch	leaf	for
Heliodoros.	Alas!	 a	wanton	breeze	blew	a	 letter	 from	 its	 hiding	place	 and	Kusha,
playing	near,	found	and	took	it	to	his	mother,	Savitri.

Malavika	 was	 wife-old.	 Already	 suitors	 had	 spoken	 for	 her	 hand.	 The	 court
astrologers	at	this	very	time	were	busy	casting	the	horoscopes	of	various	princes	to
see	with	whom	the	princess	might	be	auspiciously	united.

With	an	anxious	hurry	the	queen	came	to	her	husband	and	the	mandate	went	forth
—the	 lovers	 must	 be	 parted;	 the	 man	 banished	 from	 the	 palace	 and	 the	 maiden
confined	to	the	woman's	quarters.

"She	will	 forget	 if	 thou,	wise	wife,	 speak	 to	 her.	 Entreat	 her	 not	 to	 shame	 her
father's	 house	 by	 caring	 for	 a	 barbarian.	 Bid	 her	 prepare	 to	 marry	 one	 of	 our
choice."	So	spake	the	monarch,	skilled	in	man's	affairs	but	knowing	not	the	ways	of
a	maid.

Malavika	protested	not,	but	a	palpable	wistfulness	settled	over	her,	and	the	tear-
swollen	eye,	the	unanointed	curl,	the	loose	attire	spoke	in	poignant	language	to	the
mother's	heart.	Savitri	again	sought	her	husband	and	with	love	and	gentle	sweetness
pleaded	for	her	daughter's	happiness.	"Let	us	consult	pundit	Kaushika.	He	is	wise.	He
may	perchance,	solicit	the	gods	and	they	will	show	a	way	out	of	this	difficulty"	she
said.

"Perchance."	Bhagabhadra	could	not	forget	that	it	was	one	he	had	welcomed	who
had	hurt	his	heart	and	pride.	But	he	sent	for	the	wise	man.

"Our	 daughter	 is	 sick.	 Only	 a	 shadow	 of	 her	 beauty	 remains.	 Give	 us	 of	 thy
wisdom,	oh	father."

"Victory	oh	King!	What	says	the	queen?	I	know	not	the	maiden's	heart."
"Thou	art	indeed	wise,	punditji.	Her	mother	says	she	loves	the	Greek	stranger."
"I	will	talk	with	the	young	man."
Heliodoros	was	eager	to	explain	to	this	trusted	friend	of	the	court	how	love	came



unsought;	how	his	birth	was	noble,	could	he	not	trace	his	descent	back	to	a	prince
who	had	 come	with	Alexander?	 how	his	 father	 had	 great	wealth;	 but	 the	 question
came	swift,	"What	of	thy	god?"

In	truth	he	could	not	name	one	god.	All	were	alike,	he	thought	but	he	was	willing
to	learn	and	Kaushika	advised	his	majesty	to	allow	the	marriage	if	the	Greek	would
accept	Vishnu	 as	 his	 god.	On	 such	 terms	 the	 lover	was	more	 than	willing	 to	 take
Malavika	for	virtue,	love	and	wealth.

Joyfully	 the	mother	whispered	 the	sweet	message	of	her	father's	consent	 to	her
child.	"It	is	good"	said	the	sick	girl.	"A	maiden	cannot	choose	again	once	her	troth	is
given.	Her	lips	must	confess	what	her	heart	holds	dear."

Brightly	dawned	 the	bridal	day.	A	crowd	of	gaily	clad,	quickly	moving	people
thronged	the	city.	Festive	trumpets	sounded	and	rich	festoons	and	graceful	garlands
hung	from	balcony	and	wall.

Quickly	 the	 months	 passed	 in	 marital	 bliss	 and	 the	 joy	 of	 man	 and	 wife	 was
perfected	by	the	birth	of	a	son.	Happy	tears	dimmed	Malavika's	eyes	as	she	caressed
the	boy	with	her	blossom-hand.'	Her	beauty	grew	till	she	seemed	a	flower	unfolding
in	mysterious	bliss.

Her	 husband	 was	 anxious	 to	 return	 to	 Taxila.	 His	 stay	 had	 lasted	 for	 a	 much
longer	 time	 than	 was	 at	 first	 intended.	 He	 wished	 to	 make	 account	 of	 his
ambassadorship	 of	 King	 Antialcidas.	 One	 hundred	 elephants	 were	 ready	 to	 go
northwards.	He,	his	wife	and	child	would	precede	them	and	travel	in	comfort	if	they
left	just	after	the	rains.

One	morning	his	wife	woke	him.	The	babe	was	crying	and	would	not	be	stilled.
Tiny	hands	were	 clenched,	 little	 eyes	glazed.	The	mother	was	 frantic.	Desperately
she	sought	to	ease	her	darling's	pain.	Over	the	fevered	body	the	nurse	cracked	her
thumbs.	Savitri	came	in	haste	bringing	the	charm	which	cured	Kusha	years	ago.	All
was	of	no	avail.

Malavika	 turned	 to	 her	 husband.	 "He	 is	 dying"	 she	 cried.	 "The	gods	 are	 angry
because	thou	dost	only	give	lip-worship.	Haste	to	the	temple	and	ask	what	thou	must
do.	Go,	go"	and	she	pushed	him	from	the	chamber.

"Every	prayer,	which	is	uttered,	finds	its	way	to	the	ears	of	the	Great	Presence,"
muttered	the	unhappy	father	as	he	strode	swiftly	to	the	temple.	A	dark-faced	twice-
born	with	dreamy	emaciated	face	and	ardent	sunk	eyes	cast	off	his	shoes,	bared	his
right	shoulder	and	covered	his	hands	while	he	began	in	the	three	mystical	manners
to	recite	the	sacred	text.	The	magical	words	fell	on	the	ear	of	Heliodoros;	only	to
hear	these	chanted	formulas	was	salvation.	He	felt	his	son	would	live.

Quickly	 he	 retraced	 his	 steps.	 "He	 sleeps"	 whispered	 Malavika.	 "Krishna	 has
blessed	us."

The	father's	heart	filled	with	gratitude	and	he	said	"I	will	erect	a	pillar	so	that	all
men	shall	know	how	great	is	Krishna,	incarnation	of	Vishnu,	who	has	given	us	back



our	joy."
But	his	wife	replied,	"Heart	of	my	heart,	it	is	good	to	honour	the	gods	but	put	not

the	child's	name	lest	evil	again	befall	him."
"Nay!"	 said	 the	Brahman,	Kaushika,	who	 entered	 as	 they	 spoke	 together.	 "Nay,

put	words	that	will	help	all	who	pass	this	way.	Put	on	the	pillar	these	words:	Three
immortal	 precepts	 lead	 to	heaven—self-restraint,	 charity,	 conscientiousness."'	And
so	 even	 to	 this	day	 are	 these	precepts	preserved	on	 the	 column	 standing	 amid	 the
scanty	vestiges	of	the	once	famed	Vidisa.



The	Poison	Maid

BY	RICHARD	GARNETT

Richard	 Garnett	 (1835-1906)	 spent	 almost	 his	 entire	 life	 in	 the	 British
Museum	Library.	A	man	of	great	learning,	he	was	also	known	for	his	exquisite
courtesy	and	the	help	he	gave	to	other	scholars.
	
O	not	for	him
Blooms	my	dark	nightshade,	nor	doth	hemlock	brew
Murder	for	cups	within	her	cavernous	root

I

rievous	 is	 the	 lot	 of	 the	 child,	 more	 especially	 of	 the	 female	 child,	 who	 is
doomed	from	the	tenderest	infancy	to	lack	the	blessing	of	a	mother's	care.
Was	 it	 from	 this	 absence	of	maternal	vigilance	 that	 the	education	of	 the	 lovely

Mithridata	 was	 conducted	 from	 her	 babyhood	 in	 such	 an	 extraordinary	 manner?
That	enormous	serpents	infested	her	cradle,	licking	her	face	and	twining	around	her
limbs?	That	her	tiny	fingers	patted	scorpions?	And	tied	knots	in	the	tails	of	vipers?
That	her	father,	the	magician	Locusto,	ever	sedulous	and	affectionate,	fed	her	with
spoonfuls	of	the	honeyed	froth	that	gathers	under	the	tongues	of	asps?	That	as	she
grew	older	and	craved	a	more	nutritious	diet,	 she	partook,	at	 first	 in	 infinitesimal
doses,	 but	 in	 ever	 increasing	quantities,	 of	 arsenic,	 strychnine,	 opium	and	prussic
acid?	 That	 at	 last	 having	 attained	 the	 flower	 of	 youth,	 she	 drank	 habitually	 from
vessels	 of	 gold,	 for	 her	 favourite	 beverages	 were	 so	 corrosive	 that	 no	 other
substance	could	resist	their	solvent	properties?

Gradually	 accustomed	 to	 this	 strange	 regimen,	 she	 had	 thriven	 on	 it
marvellously,	and	was	without	a	peer	for	beauty,	sense	and	goodness.	Her	father	had
watched	 over	 her	 education	 with	 care,	 and	 had	 instructed	 her	 in	 all	 lawful



knowledge,	 save	 only	 the	 knowledge	 of	 poisons.	 As	 no	 other	 human	 being	 had
entered	 the	house,	Mithridata	was	unaware	 that	her	bringing	up	had	differed	 in	so
material	a	respect	from	that	of	other	young	people.

"Father,"	 said	 she	 one	 day,	 bringing	 him	 a	 book	 she	 had	 been	 perusing,	 "what
strange	 follies	 learned	men	will	pen	with	gravity!	Or	 is	 it	 rather	 that	none	can	set
bounds	 to	 the	 license	 of	 romancers?	 These	 dear	 serpents,	 my	 friends	 and
playfellows,	this	henbane	and	antimony,	the	nourishment	of	my	health	and	vigour—
that	anyone	should	write	of	these	as	pernicious,	deadly,	and	fatal	to	existence!	Is	it
error	or	malignity?	Or,	but	the	wanton	freak	of	an	idle	imagination?"

"My	child,"	 answered	 the	magician,	 "it	 is	 fit	 that	 thou	 shouldst	 now	 learn	what
hath	hitherto	been	concealed	from	thee,	and	with	this	object	I	left	this	treatise	in	thy
way.	 It	 speaks	 truth.	 Thou	 hast	 been	 nurtured	 from	 thy	 infancy	 on	 substances
endowed	 with	 lethal	 properties,	 commonly	 called	 poisons.	 Thy	 entire	 frame	 is
impregnated	thereby,	and	although	thou	thyself	art	in	the	fullest	enjoyment	of	health,
thy	 kiss	 would	 be	 fatal	 to	 any	 one	 not,	 like	 thy	 father,	 fortified	 by	 a	 course	 of
antidotes.	Now	hear	the	reason.	I	bear	a	deadly	grudge	to	the	king	of	this	land.	He
indeed	hath	not	injured	me;	but	his	father	slew	my	father,	wherefore	it	is	meet	that	I
should	slay	that	ancestor's	son's	son.	I	have	therefore	nurtured	thee	from	thy	infancy
on	 the	 deadliest	 poisons,	 until	 thou	 art	 a	 walking	 vial	 of	 pestilence.	 The	 young
prince	shall	unseal	thee,	to	his	destruction	and	thy	unspeakable	advantage.	Go	to	the
great	 city;	 thou	art	beautiful	 as	 the	day;	he	 is	young,	handsome,	 and	amorous;	he
will	 infallibly	fall	 in	love	with	thee.	Do	thou	submit	to	his	caresses,	he	will	perish
miserably;	 thou	 (such	 is	 the	 charm),	 ransomed	 by	 the	 kiss	 of	 loves,	wilt	 become
wholesome	 and	 innocuous	 as	 thy	 fellows,	 preserving	 only	 thy	 knowledge	 of
poisons,	always	useful,	in	the	present	state	of	society	invaluable.	Thou	wilt	therefore
next	retire	to	the	city	of	Constantinople,	bearing	recommendatory	letters,	from	me
to	the	Empress	Theophano,	now	happily	reigning."

"Father,"	said	Mithridata,	"either	I	shall	love	this	young	prince,	or	I	shall	not.	If	I
do	not	love	him,	I	am	nowise	minded	to	suffer	him	to	caress	me.	If	I	do,	love	him,	I
am	as	little	minded	to	be	the	cause	of	his	death."

"Not	even	in	consideration	of	the	benefit	which	will	accrue	to	thee	by	this	event?"
"Not	even	for	that	consideration."
"O	 these	 daughters!'	 exclaimed	 the	 old	 man.	 'We	 bring	 them	 up	 tenderly,	 we

exhaust	all	our	science	for	the	improvement	of	their	minds	and	bodies,	we	set	our
choicest	 hopes	 upon	 them,	 and	 entrust	 them	 with	 the	 fulfilment	 of	 our	 most
cherished	 aspirations;	 and	 when	 all	 is	 done,	 they	 will	 not	 so	 much	 as	 commit	 a
murder	 to	 please	 us!	 Miserable	 ingrate,	 receive	 the	 just	 requital	 of	 thy	 selfish
disobedience!"

"O	father,	do	not	turn	me	into	a	tadpole!"
"I	will	not,	but	I	will	turn	thee	out	of	doors."



And	he	did.

II

Though	disinherited,	Mithridata	was	not	destitute.	She	had	secured	a	particle	of	the
philosopher's	stone—a	slender	outfit	for	a	magician's	daughter!	yet	ensuring	her	a
certain	 portion	 of	wealth.	What	 should	 she	 do	 now?	 The	 great	 object	 of	 her	 life
must	 henceforth	 be	 to	 avoid	 committing	 murder,	 especially	 murdering	 any
handsome	young	man.	It	would	have	seemed	most	natural	 to	retire	 into	a	convent,
but,	 not	 to	 speak	 of	 her	 lack	 of	 vocation,	 she	 felt	 that	 her	 father	 would	 justly
consider	 that	 she	 had	 disgraced	 her	 family,	 and	 she	 still	 looked	 forward	 to
reconciliation	with	him.	She	might	have	taken	a	hermitage,	but	her	instinct	told	her
that	 a	 fair	 solitary	 can	 keep	 young	 men	 off	 only	 by	 strong	 measures;	 and	 she
disliked	the	character	of	a	hermitess	with	a	bull-dog.	She	therefore	went	straight	to
the	great	city,	took	a	house,	and	surrounded	herself	with	attendants.	In	the	choice	of
these	 she	was	particularly	 careful	 to	 select	 those	only	whose	personal	 appearance
was	such	as	to	discourage	any	approach	to	familiarity	or	endearment.	Never	before
or	 since	 was	 youthful	 beauty	 surrounded	 by	 such	moustached	 duennas,	 squinting
chambermaids	hunchbacked	pages,	and	stumpy	maids-of-all-work.	This	was	a	real
sorrow	 to	 her,	 for	 she	 loved	 beauty;	 it	 was	 a	 still	 sadder	 trial	 that	 she	 could	 no
longer	feel	it	right	to	indulge	herself	in	the	least	morsel	of	arsenic;	she	sighed	for
strychnia,	and	pined	for	prussic	acid.	The	change	of	diet	was	of	course	at	first	most
trying	to	her	health,	and	in	fact	occasioned	a	serious	illness,	but	youth	and	a	sound
constitution	pulled	her	through.

Reader,	hast	thou	known	what	it	 is	to	live	with	a	heart	inflamed	by	love	for	thy
fellow-creatures	which	 thou	 couldst	manifest	 neither	 by	word	 nor	 deed?	 To	 pine
with	 fruitless	 longings	 for	 good?	 And	 to	 consume	 with	 vain	 yearnings	 for
usefulness?	To	be	misjudged	and	haply	reviled	by	thy	fellows	for	failing	to	do	what
it	 is	not	given	 thee	 to	do?	 If	 so,	 thou	wilt	pity	poor	Mithridata,	whose	nature	was
most	ardent,	 expansive,	and	affectionate,	but	who,	 from	 the	necessity	under	which
she	 laboured	of	 avoiding	as	much	as	possible	 all	 contact	with	human	beings,	 saw
herself	 condemned	 to	 a	 life	 of	 solitude,	 and	 knew	 that	 she	 was	 regarded	 as	 a
monster	of	pride	and	exclusiveness.	She	dared	bestow	no	kind	look,	no	encouraging
gesture	on	anyone,	lest	this	small	beginning	should	lead	to	the	manifestation	of	her
fatal	 power.	Her	 own	 servants,	whose	minds	were	 generally	 as	 deformed	 as	 their
bodies,	 hated	 her	 and	 bitterly	 resented	 what	 they	 deemed	 her	 haughty	 disdain	 of
them.	Her	munificence	none	could	deny,	but	bounty	without	tenderness	receives	no
more	gratitude	than	it	deserves.	The	young	of	her	own	sex	secretly	rejoiced	at	her
unamiabilit'y,	 regarding	 it	 as	 a	 providential	 set-off	 against	 her	 beauty,	while	 they
detested	and	denounced	her	 as	 a—well,	 they	would	 say,	viper	 in	 the	manger,	who



spoiled	 everybody	 else's	 lovers	 and	 would	 have	 none	 of	 her	 own.	 For	 with	 all
Mithridata's	 severity,	 there	was	no	getting	 rid	of	 the	young	men,	 the	giddy	moths
that	flew	around	her	brilliant	but	baleful	candle.	Not	all	the	cold	water	thrown	upon
them,	 literally	as	well	as	figuratively,	could	keep	 them	from	her	door.	They	filled
her	house	with	bouquets	and	billets	doux;	they	stood	before	the	windows,	they	sat	on
the	steps,	they	ran	beside	her	litter	when	she	was	carried	abroad,	they	assembled	at
night	to	serenade	her,	fighting	desperately	among	themselves.	They	sought	to	gain
admission	as	tradesmen,	as	errand	boys,	even	as	scullions	male	and	female.	To	such
lengths	did	 they	proceed,	 that	 a	 particularly	 audacious	youth	 actually	 attempted	 to
carry	her	 off	 one	 evening,	 and	would	have	 succeeded	but	 for	 the	 interposition	of
another,	who	flew	at	him	with	a	drawn	sword,	and	after	a	fierce	contest	smote	him
bleeding	to	the	ground.	Mithridata	had	fainted,	of	course.	What	was	her	horror	on
reviving	to	find	herself	in	the	arms	of	a	young	man	of	exquisite	beauty	and	princely
mien,	 sucking	 death	 from	 her	 lips	 with	 extraordinary	 relish!	 She	 shrieked,	 she
struggled;	if	she	made	any	unfeminine	use	of	her	hands,	let	the	urgency	of	the	case
plead	 her	 apology.	 The	 youth	 reproached	 her	 bitterly	 for	 her	 ingratitude.	 She
listened	in	silent	misery,	unable	to	defend	herself.	The	shaft	of	love	had	penetrated
her	 bosom	 also,	 and	 it	 cost	 her	 almost	 as	much	 for	 her	 own	 sake	 to	 dismiss	 the
young	man	as	it	did	to	see	him	move	away,	slowly	and	languidly	staggering	to	his
doom.

For	the	next	few	days	messages	came	continually,	urging	her	to	haste	to	a	youth
dying	 for	 her	 sake,	 whom	 her	 presence	 would	 revive	 effectually.	 She	 steadily
refused,	 but	 how	much	 her	 refusal	 cost	 her!	 She	wept,	 she	wrung	 her	 hands,	 she
called	 for	 death	 and	 execrated	 her	 nurture.	 With	 that	 strange	 appetite	 for	 self-
torment	which	 almost	 seems	 to	 diminish	 the	 pangs	 of	 the	wretched,	 she	 collected
books	on	poisons,	studied	all	the	symptoms	described,	and	fancied	her	hapless	lover
undergoing	 them	 all	 in	 turn.	 At	 length	 a	 message	 came	 which	 admitted	 of	 no
evasion.	The	King	commanded	her	presence.	Admonished	by	past	experience,	 she
provided	herself	with	a	veil	and	mask,	and	retired	to	the	palace.

The	 old	 King	 seemed	 labouring	 under	 deep	 affliction;	 under	 happier
circumstances	 he	 must	 have	 been	 joyous	 and	 debonair.	 He	 addressed	 her	 with
austerity,	yet	with	kindness.

"Maiden,"	he	began,	"thy	unaccountable	cruelty	to	my	son—"
"Thy	 son!"	 she	 exclaimed.	 "The	 Prince!	 O	 father,	 thou	 art	 avenged	 for	 my

disobedience!"
The	King	looked	surprised,	but	continued:
—"surpasses	what	history	hath	hitherto	recorded	of	the	most	obdurate	monsters.

Thou	art	 indebted	 to	him	for	 thy	honour,	 to	preserve	which	he	has	 risked	his	 life.
Thou	bringest	him	to	the	verge	of	the	grave	by	thy	cruelty,	and	when	a	smile,	a	look
from	thee	would	restore	him,	thou	wilt	not	bestow	it."



"Alas!	great	King,"	she	replied,	"I	knew	too	well	what	your	Majesty's	opinion	of
me	must	be.	I	must	bear	it	as	I	may.	Believe	me,	the	sight	of	me	could	effect	nothing
towards	the	restoration	of	thy	son."

"Of	that	I	shall	judge,"	said	the	King,	"when	thou	hast	divested	thyself	of	that	veil
and	mask."

Mithridata	reluctantly	complied.
"By	Heaven!"	exclaimed	the	King,	"such	a	sight	might	recall	 the	departing	soul

from	Paradise.	Haste	to	my	son,	and	instantly;	it	is	not	yet	too	late."
"O	King,"	urged	Mithridata,	"how	could	this	countenance	do	thy	son	any	good?

Is	he	not	suffering	from	the	effects	of	seventy-two	poisons?"
"I	am	not	aware	of	that,"	said	the	King.
"Are	 not	 his	 entrails	 burned	 up	 with	 fire?	 Is	 not	 his	 flesh	 in	 a	 state	 of

deliquescence?	Has	not	his	skin	already	peeled	off	his	body?	Is	he	not	tormented	by
.incessant	gripes	and	vomitings?"

"Not	to	my	knowledge,"	said	the	King.	"The	symptoms,	as	I	understand,	are	not
unlike	 those	 which	 I	 remember	 to	 have	 experienced	 myself,	 in	 a	 milder	 form,
certainly.	He	lies	in	bed,	eats	and	drinks	nothing,	and	incessantly	calls	upon	thee."

"This	 is	 most	 incomprehensible,'	 said	 Mithridata.	 There	 was	 no	 drug	 in	 my
father's	laboratory	that	could	have	produced	such	an	effect."

"The	 sum	 of	 the	 matter	 is,"	 continued	 the	 King,	 "that	 either	 thou	 wilt	 repair
forthwith	 to	 my	 son's	 chamber	 and	 subsequently	 to	 church;	 or	 else	 unto	 the
scaffold."

"If	it	must	be	so,	I	choose	the	scaffold,"	said	Mithridata	resolutely.	"Believe	me,
O	King,	my	 appearance	 in	 thy	 son's	 chamber	 would	 but	 destroy	 whatever	 feeble
hope	of	recovery	may	remain.	I	love	him	beyond	everything	on	earth,	and	not	for
worlds	would	I	have	his	blood	on	my	soul."

"Chamberlain,"	cried	the	monarch,	"bring	me	a	strait	waistcoat!"
Driven	 into	 a	 corner,	 Mithridata	 flung	 herself	 at	 the	 King's	 feet,	 taking	 care,

however,	not	to	touch	him,	and	confided	to	him	all	her	wretched	history.
The	 venerable	monarch	 burst	 into	 a	 peal	 of	 laughter."A	 bon	 chat	 bon	 rat!"	 he

exclaimed,	as	soon	as	he	had	recovered	himself.	"So	thou	art	the	daughter	of	my	old
friend	 the	 magician	 Locusto!	 I	 fathomed	 his	 craft,	 and,	 as	 he	 fed	 his	 child	 upon
poisons,	I	fed	mine	upon	antidotes.	Never	did	any	child	in	the	world	take	an	equal
quantity	of	physic:	but	there	is	now	no	poison	on	earth	'	that	can	harm	him.	Ye	are
clearly	 made	 for	 each	 other;	 haste	 to	 his	 bedside,	 and,	 as	 the	 spell	 requires,	 rid
thyself	of	thy	venefic	properties,	in	his	arms	as	expeditiously	as	possible.	Thy	father
shall	be	bidden	to	the	wedding,	and	an	honoured	guest	he	shall	be,	for	having	taught
us	that	the	kiss	of	Love	is	the	remedy	for	every	poison."



The	Nightingale	and	the	Rose

BY	OSCAR	WILDE

Oscar	Wilde	 (1836-1900)	 has	 had	 much	 written	 about	 him	 and	 has	 written
much	about	himself	that	has	created	a	'legend'	at	once	sordid	and	glamorous.
The	result	has	been	that	the	affectations	of	the	man	have	tended	to	obscure	the
sincerity	of	the	artist.	He	was	at	his	best	when	he	was	most	natural,	as	in	this
tale.
.
he	 said	 that	 she	 would	 dance	 with	 me	 if	 I	 brought	 her	 red	 roses,"	 cried	 the
young	Student,	"but	in	all	my	garden	there	is	no	red	rose."
From	her	nest	 in	 the	holm-oak	 tree	 the	Nightingale	heard	him,	and	she	 looked

out	through	the	leaves	and	wondered.
"No	red	rose	in	all	my	garden!"	he	cried,	and	his	beautiful	eyes	filled	with	tears.

"Ah,	on	what	little	things	does	happiness	depend!	I	have	read	all	 that	 the	wise	men
have	written,	and	all	the	secrets	of	philosophy	are	mine,	yet	for	want	of	a	red	rose	is
my	life	made	wretched."

"Here	at	last	is	a	true	lover,"	said	the	Nightingale.	"Night	after	night	have	I	sung
of	him,	though	I	knew	him	not:	night	after	night	have	I	told	his	story	to	the	stars	and
now	I	see	him.	His	hair	is	dark	as	the	hyacinth-blossom,	and	his	lips	are	red	as	the
rose	of	his	desire;	but	passion	has	made	his	face	like	pale	ivory,	and	sorrow	has	set
her	seal	upon	his	brow."

"The	Prince	gives	a	ball	tomorrow	night,"	murmured	the	young	Student,	"and	my
love	will	 be	of	 the	 company.	 If	 I	 bring	her	 a	 red	 rose	 she	will	 dance	with	me	 till
dawn.	If	 I	bring	her	a	red	rose,	 I	shall	hold	her	 in	my	arms,	and	she	will	 lean	her
head	upon	my	shoulder,	and	her	hand	will	be	clasped	 in	mine.	But	 there	 is	no	red
rose	in	my	garden,	so	I	shall	sit	 lonely,	and	she	will	pass	me	by.	She	will	have	no
heed	of	me,	and	my	heart	will	break."

"Here,	indeed,	is	the	true	lover,"	said	the	Nightingale.	"What	I	sing	of,	he	suffers:
what	 is	 joy	 to	 me,	 to	 him	 is	 pain.	 Surely,	 love	 is	 a	 wonderful	 thing.	 It	 is	 more



precious	than	emeralds,	and	dearer	than	fine	opals.	Pearls	and	pomegranates	cannot
buy	 it,	 nor	 is	 it	 set	 forth	 in	 the	 market-place.	 It	 may	 not	 be	 purchased	 of	 the
merchants,	nor	can	it	be	weighed	out	in	the	balance	for	gold."

"The	musicians	will	sit	in	their	gallery,"	said	the	young	Student,	"and	play	upon
their	stringed	instruments,	and	my	love	will	dance	to	the	sound	of	the	harp	and	the
violin.	 She	 will	 dance	 so	 lightly	 that	 her	 feet	 will	 not	 touch	 the	 floor,	 and	 the
courtiers	in	their	gay	dresses	will	throng	round	her.	But	with	me	she	will	not	dance,
for	 I	have	no	 red	 rose	 to	give	her";	 and	he	 flung	himself	down	on	 the	grass,	 and
buried	his	face	in	his	hands,	and	wept.

"Why	is	he	weeping?"	asked	a	little	Green	Lizard,	as	he	ran	past	him	with	his	tail
in	the	air.

"Why,	indeed?"	said	a	Butterfly,	who	was	fluttering	about	after	a	sunbeam.
"Why,	indeed?"	whispered	a	Daisy	to	his	neighbour,	in	a	soft,	low	voice.
"He	is	weeping	for	a	red	rose,"	said	the	Nightingale.	-
"For	 a	 red	 rose?"	 they	cried;	 "how	very	 ridiculous!"	 and	 the	 little	Lizard,	who

was	something	of	a	cynic,	laughed	outright.
But	 the	Nightingale	 understood	 the	 secret	 of	 the	 Student's	 sorrow,	 and	 she	 sat

silent	in	the	oak-tree,	and	thought	about	the	mystery	of	Love.
Suddenly	 she	 spread	 her	 brown	 wings	 for	 flight,	 and	 soared	 into	 the	 air.	 She

passed	 through	 the	 grove	 like	 a	 shadow,	 and	 like	 a	 shadow	 she	 sailed	 across	 the
garden.

In	 the	centre	of	 the	grass-plot	was	standing	a	beautiful	 rose-tree,	and	when	she
saw	it	she	flew	over	to	it,	and	lit	upon	a	spray.

"Give	me	a	red	rose,"	she	cried,	"and	I	will	sing	you	my	sweetest	song."
But	the	Tree	shook	its	head.
"My	roses	are	white,"	 it	answered;	"as	white	as	 the	foam	of	 the	sea,	and	whiter

than	 the	snow	upon	 the	mountain.	But	go	 to	my	brother	who	grows	round	 the	old
sun-dial,	and	perhaps	he	will	give	you	what	you	want."

So	the	Nightingale	flew	over	to	the	rose-tree	that	was	growing	round	the	old	sun-
dial.

"Give	me	a	red	rose,"	she	cried,	"and	I	will	sing	you	my	sweetest	song."
But	the	Tree	shook	its	head.
"My	roses	are	yellow,"	it	answered;	"as	yellow	as	the	hair	of	the	mermaiden	who

sits	 upon	 an	 amber	 throne,	 and	 yellower	 than	 the	 daffodil	 that	 blooms	 in	 the
meadow	before	the	mower	comes	with	his	scythe.	But	go	to	my	brother	who	grows
beneath	the	Student's	window,	and	perhaps	he	will	give	you	what	you	want."	So	the
Nightingale	 flew	 over	 to	 the	 rose-tree	 that	 was	 growing	 beneath	 the	 Student's
window.

"Give	me	a	red	rose,"	she	cried,	"and	I	will	sing	you	my	sweetest	song."
But	the	Tree	shook	its	head.



"My	roses	are	red,"	it	answered;	"as	red	as	the	feet	of	the	dove,	and	redder	than
the	great	 fans	of	coral	 that	wave	and	wave	 in	 the	ocean-cavern.	But	 the	winter	has
chilled	my	veins,	and	 the	 frost	has	nipped	my	buds,	and	 the	storm	has	broken	my
branches,	and	I	shall	have	no	roses	at	all	this	year."

"One	red	rose	is	all	I	want,"	cried	the	Nightingale,	"only	one	red	rose!	Is	there	no
way	by	which	I	can	get	it?"

"There	is	a	way,"	answered	the	Tree;	"but	it	is	so	terrible	that	I	dare	not	tell	it	to
you."

"Tell	it	to	me,"	said	the	Nightingale,	"I	am	not	afraid."
"If	 you	 want	 a	 red	 rose,"	 said	 the	 Tree,	 "you	 must	 build	 it	 out	 of	 music	 by

moonlight,	and	stain	it	with	your	own	heart's-blood.	You	must	sing	to	me	with	your
breast	against	a	thorn.	All	night	long	you	must	sing	to	me,	and	the	thorn	must	pierce
your	heart,	and	your	life-blood	must	flow	into	my	veins,	and	become	mine."

"Death	is	a	great	price	to	pay	for	a	red	rose,"	cried	the	Nightingale,	"and	Life	is
very	dear	to	all.	It	 is	pleasant	to	sit	 in	the	green	wood,	and	to	watch	the	Sun	in	his
chariot	 of	 gold,	 and	 the	Moon	 in	 her	 chariot	 of	 pearl.	 Sweet	 is	 the	 scent	 of	 the
hawthorn,	 and	 sweet	 are	 the	 bluebells	 that	 hide	 in	 the	 valley,	 and	 the	 heather	 that
blows	 on	 the	 hill.	 Yet	 Love	 is	 better	 than	 Life,	 and	 what	 is	 the	 heart	 of	 a	 bird
compared	to	the	heart	of	a	man?"

So	she	spread	her	brown	wings	for	flight,	and	soared	into	the	air.	She	swept	over
the	garden	like	a	shadow,	and	like	a	shadow	she	sailed	through	the	grove.

The	young	Student	was	still	 lying	on	the	grass,	where	she	had	left	him,	and	the
tears	were	not	yet	dry	in	his	beautiful	eyes.

"Be	happy,"	cried	the	Nightingale,	"be	happy;	you	shall	have	your	red	rose.	I	will
build	it	out	of	music	by	moonlight,	and	stain	it	with	my	own	heart's-blood.	All	that	I
ask	 of	 you	 in	 return	 is	 that	 you	 will	 be	 a	 true	 lover,	 for	 Love	 is	 wiser	 than
Philosophy,	 though	 he	 is	 wise,	 and	 mightier	 than	 Power,	 though	 he	 is	 mighty.
Flame-coloured	 are	 his	 wings,	 and	 coloured	 like	 flame	 is	 his	 body.	 His	 lips	 are
sweet	as	honey,	and	his	breath	is	like	frankincense."

The	Student	looked	up	from	the	grass,	and	listened,	but	he	could	not	understand
what	the	Nightingale	was	saying	to	him,	for	he	only	knew	the	things	that	are	written
down	in	books.

But	 the	 Oak-tree	 understood,	 and	 felt	 sad,	 for	 he	 was	 very	 fond	 of	 the	 little
Nightingale	who	had	built	her	nest	in	his	branches.

"Sing	me	one	last	song,"	he	whispered.	"I	shall	feel	lonely	when	you	are	gone."
So	the	Nightingale	sang	to	the	Oak-tree,	and	her	voice	was	like	water	bubbling

from	a	silver	jar.
When	she	had	finished	her	song,	the	Student	got	up	and	pulled	a	note-book	and	a

lead-pencil	out	of	his	pocket.
"She	has	form,"	he	said	to	himself,	as	he	walked	away	through	the	grove—"that



cannot	be	denied	to	her;	but	has	she	got	feeling?	I	am	afraid	not.	In	fact,	she	is	like
most	artists;	she	is	all	style	without	any	sincerity.	She	would	not	sacrifice	herself	for
others.	She	 thinks	merely	of	music,	and	everybody	knows	 that	 the	arts	are	selfish.
Still,	it	must	be	admitted	that	she	has	some	beautiful	notes	in	her	voice.	What	a	pity	it
is	that	they	do	not	mean	anything,	or	do	any	practical	good!"	And	he	went	into	his
room,	and	lay	down	on	his	little	pallet-bed,	and	began	to	think	of	his	love;	and,	after
a	time,	he	fell	asleep.

And	when	the	moon	shone	in	the	heavens,	the	Nightingale	flew	to	the	rose-tree,
and	set	her	breast	against	the	thorn.	All	night	long	she	sang,	with	her	breast	against
the	 thorn,	 and	 the	 cold	 crystal	Moon	 leaned	 down	 and	 listened.	 Alright	 long	 she
sang,	and	the	thorn	went	deeper	and	deeper	into	her	breast,	and	her	life-blood	ebbed
away	from	her.

She	 sang	 first	of	 the	birth	of	 love	 in	 the	heart	of	 a	boy	and	a	girl.	And	on	 the
topmost	spray	of	the	rose-tree	there	blossomed	a	marvellous	rose,	petal	following
petal,	 as	 song	 followed	 song.	 Pale	was	 it,	 at	 first,	 as	 the	mist	 that	 hangs	 over	 the
river—pale	as	the	feet	of	the	morning,	and	silver	as	the	wings	of	the	dawn.	As	the
shadow	of	a	rose	in	a	mirror	of	silver,	as	the	shadow	of	a	rose	in	a	water-pool,	so
was	the	rose	that	blossomed	on	the	topmost	spray	of	the	Tree.

But	 the	 Tree	 cried	 to	 the	Nightingale	 to	 press	 closer	 against	 the	 thorn.	 "Press
closer,	little	Nightingale,"	cried	the	Tree,	"or	the	Day	will	come	before	the	rose	is
finished."

So	the	Nightingale	pressed	closer	against	the	thorn,	and	louder	and	louder	grew
her	song,	for	she	sang	of	the	birth	of	passion	in	the	soul	of	a	man	and	a	maid.

And	a	delicate	flush	of	pink	came	into	the	leaves	of	the	rose,	like	the	flush	in	the
face	of	the	bridegroom	when	he	kisses	the	lips	of	the	bride.	But	the	thorn	had	not	yet
reached	 her	 heart,	 so	 the	 rose's	 heart	 remained	 white,	 for	 only	 a	 Nightingale's
heart's-blood	can	crimson	the	heart	of	a	rose.

And	 the	Tree	 cried	 to	 the	Nightingale	 to	 press	 closer	 against	 the	 thorn.	 "Press
closer,	little	Nightingale,"	cried	the	Tree,	"or	the	Day	will	come	before	the	rose	is
finished."

So	 the	Nightingale	 pressed	 closer	 against	 the	 thorn,	 and	 the	 thorn	 touched	 her
heart,	 and	 a	 fierce	 pang	 of	 pain	 shot	 through	 her.	 Bitter,	 bitter	 was	 the	 pain,	 and
wilder	 and	 wilder	 grew	 her	 song,	 for	 she	 sang	 of	 the	 Love	 that	 is	 perfected	 by
Death,	of	the	Love	that	dies	not	in	the	tomb.

And	 the	 marvellous	 rose	 became	 crimson,	 like	 the	 rose	 of	 the	 eastern	 sky
Crimson	was	the	girdle	of	petals,	and	crimson	as	a	ruby	was	the	heart.

But	the	Nightingale's	voice	grew	fainter,	and	her	little	wings	began	to	beat,	and	a
film	came	over	her	eyes.	Fainter	and	fainter	grew	her	song,	and	she	felt	something
choking	her	in	her	throat.

Then	she	gave	one	last	burst	of	music.	The	white	Moon	heard	it,	and	she	forgot



the	dawn,	and	lingered	on	in	the	sky.	The	red	rose	heard	it,	and	it	trembled	all	over
with	ecstasy,	and	opened	its	petals	to	the	cold	morning	air.	Echo	bore	it	to	her	purple
cavern	 in	 the	hills,	 and	woke	 the	 sleeping	 shepherds	 from	 their	dreams.	 It	 floated
through	the	reeds	of	the	river,	and	they	carried	its	message	to	the	sea.

"Look,	 look!"	 cried	 the	 Tree,	 "the	 rose	 is	 finished	 now";	 but	 the	 Nightingale
made	 no	 answer,	 for	 she	was	 lying	 dead	 in	 the	 long	 grass,	with	 the	 thorn	 in	 her
heart.

And	at	noon	the	Student	opened	his	window	and	looked	out.
"Why,	what	a	wonderful	piece	of	luck!"	he	cried;	"here	is	a	red	rose!	I	have	never

seen	any	rose	like	it	in	all	my	life.	It	is	so	beautiful	that	I	am	sure	it	has	a	long	Latin
name";	and	he	leaned	down	and	plucked	it.

Then	he	put	on	his	hat,	and	ran	up	to	the	Professor's	house	with	the	rose	in	his
hand.

The	daughter	of	the	Professor	was	sitting	in	the	doorway	winding	blue	silk	on	a
reel,	and	her	little	dog	was	lying	at	her	feet.

"You	said	that	you	would	dance	with	me	if	I	brought	you	a	red	rose,"	cried	the
Student.	"Here	is	 the	reddest	rose	in	all	 the	world.	You	will	wear	 it	 tonight	next	 to
your	heart,	and	as	we	dance	together	it	will	tell	you	how	I	love	you."

But	the	girl	frowned.
"I	 am	 afraid	 it	 will	 not	 go	 with	 my	 dress,"	 she	 answered;	 "and,	 besides,	 the

Chamberlain's	 nephew	 has	 sent	 me	 some	 real	 jewels,	 and	 everybody	 knows	 that
jewels	cost	far	more	than	flowers."

"Well,	upon	my	word,	you	are	very	ungrateful,"	said	the	Student	angrily;	and	he
threw	the	rose	into	the	street,	where	it	fell	into	the	gutter,	and	a	cart-wheel	went	over
it.

"Ungrateful!"	said	the	girl.	"I	tell	you	what,	you	are	very	rude;	and,	after	all,	who
are	you?	Only	a	Student.	Why,	 I	don't	believe	you	have	even	got	silver	buckles	 to
your	 shoes	as	 the	Chamberlain's	nephew	has";	 and	 she	got	up	 from	her	chair	 and
went	into	the	house.

"What	a	silly	thing	Love	is!"	said	the	Student	as	he	walked	away.	"It	is	not	half	as
useful	as	Logic,	for	it	does	not	prove	anything,	and	it	is	always	telling	one	of	things
that	are	not	going	to	happen,	and	making	one	believe	things	that	are	not	true.	In	fact,
it	is	quite	unpractical,	and,	as	in	this	age	to	be	practical	is	everything,	I	shall	go	back
to	Philosophy	and	study	Metaphysics."

So	he	returned	to	his	room	and	pulled	out	a	great	dusty	book,	and	began	to	read.



The	Girl	Called	Marie

BY	PETER	TIZACK

A	tender	story	of	love	lost	and	found	again.	But	was	it	too	late?
	
er	 name	was	Marie.	 She	was	 young	 and	 pretty,	 and	 he	 in	 love	with	 her.	 He
treated	 her	 very	 tenderly,	 for	 she	was	 the	 first	 girl	 he	 had	 ever	 loved.	They

blushed	when	 they	met,	 and	 on	 days	 they	were	 apart,	 they	wrote	 each	 other	 long
letters.

She	was	French	and	he	English,	and	one	day	circumstances	took	her	back	to	her
country,	 leaving	him	 in	his.	For	a	while	 they	wrote	 to	each	other,	but	new	friends
weakened	the	old	ties.	The	intervals	between	their	letters	grew	longer.	At	Christmas
they	sent	each	other	printed	and	painted	cards,	and	then	the	correspondence	ceased
altogether.

Time	 went	 by,	 and	 he	 fell	 in	 love	 with	 other	 girls.	 He	 had,	 in	 fact,	 almost
forgotten	 about	 Marie,	 and	 that	 they	 once	 whispered	 into	 each	 other's	 ears	 the
words,	 "I	 love	 you."	 But	 when,	 four	 years	 later,	 change	 took	 him	 for	 a	 week	 to
Paris,	where	she	lived,	he	thought	of	her	again,	and	decided	to	call	on	her.

It	 was	 a	 late	 summer's	 day,	 with	 the	 leaves	 falling	 and	 the	 air	 filled	 with
suggestions	 of	 intimacy	 and	 repose.	 Arriving	 at	 her	 house,	 he	 enquired	 of	 the
concierge,	who	remembered	her	well.	She	had	left	 that	address,	 it	seemed,	and	his
journey	had	been	 in	vain.	However,	 the	concierge	went	 to	a	cupboard	and,	after	a
search,	 produced	 a	 slip	 of	 paper.	 "Here,	monsieur,"	 he	 said.	 "This	 is	where	 she's
gone,"	adding	that	Mademoiselle	Calmy	had	moved	a	year	before.

Marie	now	was	somewhere	in	the	provinces	where	he	had	no	intention	of	going,
but,	not	to	appear	ungrateful,	he	copied	the	address	down.	Disappointed	at	his	wasted
journey,	he	walked	out	into	the	street,	hailed	a	cab,	and	told	the	driver	to	take	him	to
his	hotel.	On	 the	way,	however,	he	shouted	 to	 the	driver:	"No!	No!	To	 the	railway
station!"	After	all,	she	was	only	an	hour's	ride	from	Paris.

It	was	a	quiet,	unimpressive	journey.	Trains	going	to	the	provinces	are	the	same



everywhere.	There	 is	a	 thinning	out	 in	 the	 interest	of	 the	 immediate	surroundings,
unless	of	course	you	are	in	pursuit	of	a	girl	you	once	loved____	He	asked	himself,
as	 the	 train	 rushed	 over	 the	 French	 countryside,	 what	 his	 thoughts	 about	 Marie
really	were.	He	was	 now	 committed,	 it	 seemed,	 to	meeting	 her,	 and	 had	 a	whole
hour	to	think	about	it.

There	 entered	 his	 memory	 a	 story	 by	 Maupassant	 where	 a	 man	 finds	 a	 fat,
unattractive	 woman	 with	 a	 baby	 sitting	 opposite	 him	 in	 a	 railway	 carriage.	 This
boring	woman	suddenly	 smiles	at	 the	hero	of	 the	 story	and	 tells	him	 that	 she	was
Miss	So-and-So,	a	woman	he	was	once	mad	about.	Horrible!

He	 arrived	 at	 the	 station	 he	 wanted,	 and	 jumped	 out	 quickly	 in	 case	 the	 train
should	carry	him	still	further	 into	the	wilderness.	Around	him	was	a	little	 town	of
red	brick	and	newly-built	streets.	He	soon	found	the	one	where	Marie	lived.	It	was
not	 far	 from	 the	 station.	The	houses	on	either	 side	were	 set	 in	 their	own	gardens,
surrounded	by	trees	and	high	walls,	middle-class,	secluded.

Standing	 at	 last	 before	 her	 house,	 he	 found	 himself	 shut	 out	 in	 the	 street.	 The
high	wooden	gate	with	its	lattice	work	in	the	upper	half	would	not	open.	He	thought
it	was	 jammed	and	 tried	 to	 force	 it.	Then,	noticing	a	bell	 at	 the	 side,	he	 rang	and
peered	through	the	crossed	bars	at	the	house	within.

	
The	door	of	the	house	opened,	and	what	appeared	to	be	a	little	old	lady	stepped	out,
descended	to	the	garden,	and	came	towards	him.	She	was	withered	and	walked	with
difficulty.	As	she	approached	the	gate,	she	looked	intently	through	the	spaces	in	the
green-painted	trellis.	Then	she	unlocked	the	gate,	and	gazed	at	him	again.	Her	face
was	yellow.	Her	large	eyes	seemed	to	be	hypnotic.

In	awkward	French	he	began	to	ask	for	Marie,	but	some	impatient	movement	on
her	 part,	 or	 the	 realisation	 that	 he	was	 about	 to	make	 a	 dreadful	 blunder,	 stopped
him	in	time.	He	was	speaking	to	Marie,	it	was	she,	transformed,	aged,	made	ugly—
but	nevertheless	Marie,	the	once-pretty	girl	he	had	set	out	to	find.	He	wanted	to	take
her	 hand,	 behave	 as	 if	 nothing	were	 wrong,	 but	 could	 not.	 Had	 he	 loved	 her,	 he
might	have	done,	but	as	it	was____

She	gave	an	exclamation	of	pleasure	and	surprise.	Together	 they	walked	along
the	 garden	 path	 to	 the	 house	 and	 climbed	 the	white	 steps.	Her	English	 once	 quite
fluent,	was	 now	halting	 and	 inaccurate.	 She	 apologised,	 explaining	 that	 she	 hadn't
spoken	English	since	she	came	back	to	France.

He	was	almost	afraid	to	look	at	her.	The	walls	of	the	large	back	room	into	which
she	led	him	were	covered	with	books.	She	was	alone	in	the	house,	and	he	found	the
stillness	 oppressive.	 In	 a	 corner	 was	 a	 couch	 covered	 with	 disarranged	 rugs.
Explaining	 that	 she	was	 not	well,	 she	 lay	 down	 upon	 it,	 while	 he	 turned	 aside	 to
examine	 the	 books.	 They	 were	 mainly	 in	 French,	 but	 some	 were	 in	 English,
German,	Russian	even,	on	literary,	scientific	and	philosophic	subjects.



"Whose	 are	 these	 books?"	 he	 asked.	 Marie	 lay	 back	 on	 the	 couch,	 her	 head
looking	towards	the	far	corner	of	the	ceiling.	Her	eyes	travelled	to	his	face,	and	she
smiled,	as	if	to	say,	"Have	you	come	all	the	way	from	England	to	ask	me	this?"	but
replied,	"My	father's."

That	it	was	Marie	who	was	speaking	to	him	and	not	some	strange,	old	woman	he
had	 continually	 to	 remind	 himself	 She	 began	 to	 ask	 him	 how	 he	 was,	 and	 how
friends	of	his	 in	England	 (whom	she	had	met)	were	getting	on,	but	 she	could	not
keep	up	this	artificial	silence	about	herself.

He	drew	a	chair	up	to	the	couch	and	sat	beside	her.	He	had	noticed	that	her	legs,
now	covered	by	rugs,	were	terribly	thin.

She	began	 to	 tell	him	 that	some	 time	ago	she	had	fallen	 ill.	No	one	knew	what
was	the	cause.	Finally	it	was	thought	to	be	something	psychological,	and	she	was	at
present	undergoing	treatment.	"My	husband,"	she	said,	"is	a	doctor."

So	she	has	married!	he	thought	with	surprise.
Her	husband	was	away	for	some	months	in	the	South	of	France.	They	lived	with

her	father,	who	had	gone	to	Paris	for	the	day.	And	he	could	only	think	that	she	was
alone	in	this	big	house,	married	and	ill.	Such	were	the	changes	in	so	short	a	time!

Soon	 they	began	 to	 talk	with	 less	 restraint,	even	 laughing	sometimes.	Together
they	 went	 into	 the	 kitchen	 and	 made	 coffee,	 reviving	 old	 times	 and	 their	 life	 in
London	 four	 years	 before.	 He	 began	 slowly	 to	 forget	 about	 her	 illness;	 she	 no
longer	seemed	 to	him	 like	an	old	woman.	Her	 large	brown	eyes	were	 the	eyes	of
Marie,	the	girl	he	used	to	love.	He	even	forgot	about	her	yellow	complexion,	which
now	no	 longer	 seemed	so	yellow,	and	her	 terribly	 thin	 limbs.	The	afternoon	sped
on.	Once	 the	 telephone	called	Marie	 away	 into	another	 room,	and	 someone	at	 the
gate	 disturbed	 them	 a	 second	 time.	 He	 noticed	 her	 absence	 as	 if	 they	 were	 still
lovers.

Now	he	had	to	be	getting	back	to	Paris.	What,	anyhow,	was	the	point	of	staying
on?	Their	ways	had	parted,	and	there	was	more	than	one	barrier	between	them.	"Ah,
well,	it	was	a	good	idea	coming	to	see	Marie,"	he	thought.

Although	he	protested	the	walk	would	be	too	much	for	her,	she	insisted	on	seeing
him	to	 the	station.	She	took	his	arm,	 their	conversation	grew	more	lively,	and	her
eyes	shone	with	a	strange	excitement.	They	climbed	the	station	steps,	the	train	came
in,	and	he	said	goodbye.

At	the	last	moment	Marie	sprang	into	his	arms	and	held	him	tight.	He	pressed	his
cheek	against	hers	and	kissed	her.	The	love	he	once	felt	for	her	returned,	and	with
greater	strength.	There	were	tears	in	his	eyes	when	he	began	to	wave	to	her	from	the
carriage	window	as	the	train	drew	away.

He	asked	himself	whether	he	 loved	her,	and	had	 to	admit	 that	he	did.	 In	 fact	he
believed	she	was	the	only	woman	he	had	ever	really	loved.

	



In	 London	 he	 asked	 a	 psychologist	 what	 Marie's	 illness	 could	 possibly	 be.	 How
could	a	young	girl	become	an	old	woman	in	four	years?	What	did	 it	mean?	What
was	the	matter	with	her?	The	psychologist	was	thoughtful	for	a	moment.

"It's	hard	to	say....	Perhaps	she	made	an	unhappy	marriage.	Her	illness	could	have
been	 caused	 through	 an	 intense	 love	 for	 someone	 other	 than	 her	 husband.	 I've
known	such	cases."



The	Gift	of	the	Magi

BY	O.	HENRY

O.	 Henry	 (1862-1910)	 took	 up	 journalism	 after	 a	 spell	 in	 prison.	 He	 wrote
hundreds	of	memorable	stories,	but	this	is	probably	his	best-loved	story	and	no
anthology	of	love	stories	would	be	complete	without	it...
	
ne	dollar	and	eighty-seven	cents.	That	was	all.	And	sixty	percents	of	it	was	in
pennies.	Pennies	saved	one	and	two	at	a	time	by	bulldozing	the	grocer	and	the

vegetable	man	and	the	butcher	until	one's	cheek	burned	with	the	silent	imputation	of
parsimony	that	such	close	dealing	implied.	Three	times	Delia	counted	it.	One	dollar
and	eighty-seven	cents.	And	the	next	day	would	be	Christmas.

There	was	clearly	nothing	left	to	do	but	flop	down	on	the	shabby	little	couch	and
howl.	So	Delia	did	it.	Which	instigates	the	moral	reflection	that	 life	 is	made	up	of
sobs,	sniffles	and	smiles,	with	sniffles	predominating.

While	the	mistress	of	the	home	is	gradually	subsiding	from	the	first	stage	to	the
second,	 take	a	 look	at	 the	home.	A	furnished	flat	at	$8	per	week.	It	did	not	exactly
beggar	 description,	 but	 it	 certainly	 had	 that	 word	 on	 the	 look-out	 for	 the
mendicancy	squad.

In	 the	 vestibule	 below	was	 a	 letter-box	 into	which	 no	 letter	 would	 go,	 and	 an
electric	button	from	which	no	mortal	 finger'	could	coax	a	ring.	Also	appertaining
thereunto	was	a	card	bearing	the	name	"Mr	James	Dillingham	Young."

The	 "Dillingham"	 had	 been	 flung	 to	 the	 breeze	 during	 a	 former	 period	 of
prosperity	when	its	possessor	was	being	paid	$30	per	week.	Now,	when	the	income
was	shrunk	to	$20,	the	letters	of	"Dillingham"	looked	blurred,	as	though	they	were
thinking	seriously	of	contracting	to	a	modest	and	unassuming	D.	But	whenever	Mr.
James	Dillingham	Young	came	home	and	reached	his	flat	above	he	was	called	"Jim"
and	greatly	hugged	by	Mrs.	James	Dillingham	Young,	already	introduced	to	you	as
Delia.	Which	is	all	very	good.

Delia	finished	her	cry	and	attended	to	her	cheeks	with	the	powder	rag.	She	stood



by	 the	window	and	 looked	out	dully	 at	 a	grey	cat	walking	a	grey	 fence	 in	 a	grey
backyard.	Tomorrow	would	be	Christmas	Day,	and	she	had	only	$1.87	with	which	to
buy	Jim	a	present.	She	had	been	saving	every	penny	she	could	for	months,	with	this
result.	Twenty	dollars	a	week	doesn't	go	far.	Expenses	had	been	greater	than	she	had
calculated.	They	always	are.	Only	$1.87	to	buy	a	present	for	Jim.	Her	Jim.	Many	a
happy	hour	she	had	spent	planning	for	something	nice	for	him.	Something	fine	and
rare	and	sterling—something	just	a	little	bit	near	to	being	worthy	of	the	honour	of
being	owned	by	Jim.

There	was	a	pier-glass	between	the	windows	of	the	room.	Perhaps	you	have	seen
a	pier-glass	in	an	$8	flat.	A	very	thin	and	very	agile	person	may,	by	observing	his
reflection	 in	 a	 rapid	 sequence	 of	 longitudinal	 strips,	 obtain	 a	 fairly	 accurate
conception	of	his	looks.	Delia,	being	slender,	had	mastered	the	art.

Suddenly	she	whirled	from	the	window	and	stood	before	the	glass.	Her	eyes	were
shining	brilliantly,	 but	 her	 face	had	 lost	 its	 colour	within	 twenty	 seconds.	Rapidly
she	pulled	down	her	hair	and	let	it	fall	to	its	full	length.

Now,	there	were	two	possessions	of	the	James	Dillingham	Youngs	in	which	they
both	took	a	mighty	pride.	One	was	Jim's	gold	watch	that	had	been	his	father's	and	his
grandfather's.	The	other	was	Delia's	hair.	Had	the	Queen	of	Sheba	 lived	 in	 the	flat
across	the	airshaft,	Delia	would	have	let	her	hair	hang	out	the	window	some	day	to
dry	 just	 to	depreciate	Her	Majesty's	 jewels	and	gifts.	Had	King	Solomon	been	 the
janitor,	with	all	his	treasures	piled	up	in	the	basement,	Jim	would	have	pulled	out	his
watch	every	time	he	passed,	just	to	see	him	pluck	at	his	beard	from	envy.

So	now	Delia's	beautiful	hair	fell	about	her,	rippling	and	shining	like	a	cascade
of	brown	waters.	 It	 reached	below	her	knee	and	made	 itself	 almost	 a	garment	 for
her.	 And	 then	 she	 did	 it	 up	 again	 nervously	 and	 quickly.	 Once	 she	 faltered	 for	 a
minute	and	stood	still	while	a	tear	or	two	splashed	on	the	worn	red	carpet.

On	went	her	old	brown	jacket;	on	went	her	old	brown	hat.	With	a	whirl	of	skirts
and	with	the	brilliant	sparkle	still	in	her	eyes,	she	fluttered	out	of	the	door	and	down
the	stairs	to	the	street.

Where	 she	 stopped	 the	 sign	 read:	 "Mme.	 Sofronie.	Hair	Goods	 of	All	Kinds."
One	 flight	up	Delia	 ran,	 and	collected	herself,	 panting.	Madame,	 large,	 too	white,
chilly,	hardly	looked	the	"Sofronie."

"Will	you	buy	my	hair?"	asked	Delia.
"I	buy	hair,"	said	Madame.	"Take	yer	hat	off	and	let's	have	a	sight	at	the	looks	of

it."
Down	rippled	the	brown	cascade.
"Twenty	dollars,"	said	Madame,	lifting	the	mass	with	a	practised	hand.
"Give	it	to	me	quick,"	said	Delia.
Oh,	 and	 the	 next	 two	 hours	 tripped	 by	 on	 rosy	 wings.	 Forget	 the	 hashed

metaphor.	She	was	ransacking	the	stores	for	Jim's	present.



She	found	it	at	last.	It	surely	had	been	made	for	Jim	and	no	one	else.	There	was
no	other	like	it	in	any	of	the	stores,	and	she	had	turned	all	of	them	inside	out.	It	was
a	platinum	fob	chain	simple	and	chaste	in	design,	properly	proclaiming	its	value	by
substance	alone	and	not	by	meretricious	ornamentation—as	all	good	things	should
do.	It	was	even	worthy	of	The	Watch.	As	soon	as	she	saw	it	she	knew	that	it	must	be
Jim's.	It	was	like	him.	Quietness	and	value—the	description	applied	to	both.	Twenty-
one	dollars	they	took	from	her	for	it,	and	she	hurried	home	with	the	87	cents.	With
that	 chain	 on	 his	 watch	 Jim	 might	 be	 properly	 anxious	 about	 the	 time	 in	 any
company.	Grand	as	the	watch	was,	he	sometimes	looked	at	it	on	the	sly	on	account
of	the	old	leather	strap	that	he	used	in	place	of	a	chain.

When	 Delia	 reached	 home	 her	 intoxication	 gave	 way	 a	 little	 to	 prudence	 and
reason.	She	got	out	her	curling	irons	and	lighted	the	gas	and	went	to	work	repairing
the	ravages	made	by	generosity	added	to	love.	Which	is	always	a	tremendous	task,
dear	friends—a	mammoth	task.

Within	forty	minutes	her	head	was	covered	with	tiny,	close-lying	curls	that	made
her	 look	wonderfully	 like	 a	 truant	 schoolboy.	 She	 looked	 at	 her	 reflection	 in	 the
mirror	long,	carefully,	and	critically.

"If	Jim	doesn't	kill	me,"	she	said	to	herself,	"before	he	takes	a	second	look	at	me,
he'll	say	I	look	like	a	Coney	Island	chorus	girl.	But	what	could	I	do—oh!	what	could
I	do	with	a	dollar	and	eighty-seven	cents?"

At	seven	o'clock	the	coffee	was	made	and	the	frying-pan	was	on	the	back	of	the
stove,	hot	and	ready	to	cook	the	chops.

Jim	was	never	late.	Delia	doubled	the	fob	chain	in	her	hand	and	sat	on	the	corner
of	the	table	near	the	door	that	he	always	entered.	Then	she	heard	his	step	on	the	stair
away	down	on	 the	 first	 flight,	 and	 she	 turned	white	 for	 just	 a	moment.	 She	 had	 a
habit	of	saying	little	silent	prayers	about	the	simplest	everyday	things,	and	now	she
whispered:	"Please	God,	make	him	think	I	am	still	pretty."

The	 door	 opened	 and	 Jim	 stepped	 in	 and	 closed	 it.	 He	 looked	 thin	 and	 very
serious.	Poor	fellow,	he	was	only	twenty-two—	and	to	be	burdened	with	a	family!
He	needed	a	new	overcoat	and	he	was	without	gloves.

Jim	stepped	 inside	 the	door,	 as	 immovable	as	a	 setter	 at	 the	 scent	of	quail.	His
eyes	were	fixed	upon	Delia,	and	there	was	an	expression	in	them	that	she	could	not
read,	and	it	terrified	her.	It	was	not	anger,	nor	surprise,	nor	disapproval,	nor	horror,
nor	 any	of	 the	 sentiments	 that	 she	had	been	prepared	 for.	He	 simply	 stared	 at	 her
fixedly	with	that	peculiar	expression	on	his	face.

Delia	wriggled	off	the	table	and	went	for	him.
"Jim,	darling,"	 she	cried,	 "don't	 look	at	me	 that	way.	 I	had	my	hair	cut	off	and

sold	it	because	I	couldn't	have	lived	through	Christmas	without	giving	you	a	present.
It'll	grow	out	again—	you	won't	mind,	will	you?	I	just	had	to	do	it.	My	hair	grows
awfully	fast.	Say	 'Merry	Christmas!'Jim,	and	let's	be	happy.	You	don't	know	what	a



nice—what	a	beautiful,	nice	gift	I've	got	for	you."
"You've	cut	off	your	hair?"	asked	Jim,	laboriously,	as	if	he	had	not	arrived	at	that

patent	fact	yet	even	after	the	hardest	mental	labour.
"Cut	it	off	and	sold	it,"	said	Delia.	"Don't	you	like	me	just	as	well,	anyhow?	I'm

me	without	my	hair,	ain't	I?"
Jim	looked	about	the	room	curiously.
"You	say	your	hair	is	gone?"	he	said	with	an	air	almost	of	idiocy.'
"You	needn't	look	for	it,"	said	Delia.	"It's	sold,	I	tell	you—	sold	and	gone,	too.	It's

Christmas	Eve,	boy.	Be	good	to	me,	for	it	went	for	you.	Maybe	the	hairs	of	my	head
were	numbered,"	she	went	on	with	a	sudden	serious	sweetness,	"but	nobody	could
ever	count	my	love	for	you.	Shall	I	put	the	chops	on,	Jim?"

Out	 of	 his	 trance	 Jim	 seemed	 quickly	 to	wake.	He	 enfolded	 his	Delia.	 For	 ten
seconds	let	us	regard	with	discreet	scrutiny	some	inconsequential	object	in	the	other
direction.	 Eight	 dollars	 a	 week	 or	 a	 million	 a	 year—what	 is	 the	 difference?	 A
mathematician	 or	 a	 wit	 would	 give	 you	 the	 wrong	 answer.	 The	 magi	 brought
valuable	gifts,	but	that	was	not	among	them.	This	dark	assertion	will	be	illuminated
later	on.

Jim	drew	a	package	from	his	overcoat	pocket	and	threw	it	upon	the	table.
"Don't	make	any	mistake,	Dell,"	he	said,	"about	me.	I	don't	think	there's	anything

in	the	way	of	a	haircut	or	a	shave	or	a	shampoo	that	could	make	me	like	my	girl	any
less.	But	if	you'll	unwrap	that	package	you	may	see	why	you	had	me	going	awhile	at
first."

White	fingers	and	nimble	tore	at	the	string	and	paper.	And	then	an	ecstatic	scream
of	 joy;	 and	 then,	 alas!	 a	 quick	 feminine	 change	 to	 hysterical	 tears	 and	 wails,
necessitating	the	immediate	employment	of	all	the	comforting	powers	of	the	lord	of
the	flat.

For	 there	 lay	 The	 Combs—the	 set	 of	 combs,	 side	 and	 back,	 that	 Delia	 had
worshipped'	for	long	in	a	Broadway	window.	Beautiful	combs,	pure	tortoise-shell,
with	jewelled	rims—just	the	shade	to	wear	in	the	beautiful	vanished	hair.	They	were
expensive	combs,	she	knew,	and	her	heart	had	simply	craved	and	yearned	over	them
without	 the	 least	hope	of	possession.	And	now	 they	were	hers,	 but	 the	 tresses	 that
should	have	adorned	the	coveted	adornments	were	gone.

But	she	hugged	 them	to	her	bosom,	and	at	 length	she	was	able	 to	 look	up	with
dim	eyes	and	a	smile	and	say:	"My	hair	grows	so	fast,	Jim!"

And	then	Delia	leaped	up	like	a	little	singed	cat	and	cried,	"Oh,	oh!"
Jim	had	not	yet	seen	his	beautiful	present.	She	held	it	out	to	him	eagerly	upon	her

open	palm.	The	dull	precious	metal	seemed	to	flash	with	a	reflection	of	her	bright
and	ardent	spirit.

"Isn't	it	a	dandy,	Jim?	I	hunted	all	over	town	to	find	it.	You'll	have	to	look	at	the
time	a	hundred	times	a	day	now.	Give	me	your	watch.	I	want	to	see	how	it	looks	on



it."
Instead	of	obeying,	Jim	tumbled	down	on	the	couch	and	put	his	hands	under	the

back	of	his	head	and	smiled.
"Dell,"	 said	 he,	 "let's	 put	 our	 Christmas	 presents	 away	 and	 keep	 'em	 awhile.

They're	too	nice	to	use	just	at	present.	I	sold	the	watch	to	get	the	money	to	buy	your
combs.	And	now	suppose	you	put	the	chops	on."

The	magi,	as	you	know,	were	wise	men—wonderfully	wise	men—who	brought
gifts	to	the	Babe	in	the	manger.	They	invented	the	art	of	giving	Christmas	presents.
Being	wise,	 their	gifts	were	no	doubt	wise	ones,	possibly	bearing	 the	privilege	of
exchange	 in	 case	 of	 duplication.	 And	 here	 I	 have	 lamely	 related	 to	 you	 the
uneventful	chronicle	of	two	foolish	children	in	a	flat	who	most	unwisely	sacrificed
for	each	other	the	greatest	treasures	of	their	house.	But	in	a	last	word	to	the	wise	of
these	days,	let	it	be	said	that	of	all	who	give	gifts	these	two	were	the	wisest.	Of	all
who	 give	 and	 receive	 gifts,	 such	 as	 they	 are	 wisest.	 Everywhere	 they	 are	 wisest.
They	are	the	magi.



The	Folder

BY	NOEL	LANGLEY

Another	 sort	 of	 magic	 comes	 from	 the	 pen	 of	 an	 eminent	 playwright	 and
scriptwriter.	 A	mysterious	 folder	 has	 an	 electrifying	 effect	 on	 several	 young
people...
	
n	 the	 foyer	 of	 the	 Hotel	 Splendide,	 the	 news-stand	 and	 the	 tobacconist	 are
combined	in	haughty	style,	sharing	a	palatial	booth	of	marble	and	chromium.	It

is	the	only	commercial	note	in	the	foyer;	the	rest	looks	like	decadent	Pompeii	at	the
height	of	its	luxury.	The	carpets	sink	submissively	beneath	your	feet	like	eiderdown;
the	pillars	glisten	sleekly;	the	chairs	and	sofas	look	as	if	only	Royalty	could	feel	at
home	in	them,	and	the	palms,	placed	concentrically	round	the	goldfish	pool	in	the
centre,	lend	an	air	of	exotic	pomp.	Though	a	ceaseless	human	stream	moves	in	and
out	 of	 its	 august	 precincts	 from	 sunrise	 to	 sunrise,	 the	 air	 is	 always	 hushed	 and
reverent.	The	lifts	drift	effortlessly	from	the	upper	floors,	open	their	doors	silently,
and	as	silently	and	unobtrusively	glide	upwards	again,	The	page-boys	never	shout;
they	 intone	 in	 modulated	 minor	 keys.	 The	 doors	 to	 the	 street	 are	 quilted	 and
soundproof,	 and	 you	must	 pass	 through	 two	 sets	 of	 them	before	 the	world	 is	 left
behind	you,	and	the	Splendide	envelops	you	in	its	mystic	hush.

The	staff	at	the	Reception	Desk	resemble	and	behave	like	diplomats.	It	has	been
proved	 psychologically	 impossible	 for	 a	 bad	 cheque	 to	 be	 passed	 across	 their
counter.	 Their	 restraint	 and	 tone	 act	 as	 a	 litmus-test	 upon	 the	 acid	 of	 a	 dishonest
conscience.	 A	 bogus	 cheque	 would	 shrivel	 and	 fall	 to	 ashes	 as	 it	 slid	 across	 the
shining	 counter	of	 the	Cashier's	Desk,	 and	 invisible,	 sepulchral	 bells	would	 toll	 a
requiem	for	the	soul	of	the	imprudent	gambler,	fool	enough	to	have	tried	it.

It	is	in	the	foyer	that	visitors	and	friends	await	audience	with	the	guests,	much	as
penitents	 await	 audience	with	 the	 Pope.	The	 favoured	 ones	 are	 eventually	 spirited
away	 by	 a	 page-boy,	 to	 be	 swallowed	 for	 ever	 in	 the	 velvet	 silence	 of	 the	 hotel's
inner	maw;	but	the	lesser	mortals	never	advance	further	than	the	line	of	demarcation



of	the	palms.	They	sink	uneasily	into	the	chairs	and	sofas,	and	put	up	a	pitiful	show
of	 being	 at	 ease	 and	 unabashed	 by	 their	 surroundings;	 only	 the	more	 abandoned
smoke;	 and	 in	 the	 days	 before	 the	 war,	 the	 rest	 read	 periodicals	 that	 the	 hotel
supplied	in	large	leather	folders	with	its	crest	stamped	in	gold	upon	the	outer	flap.

The	war	having	impoverished	even	the	inviolate	precincts	of	 the	Splendide,	 the
paper	shortage	having	penetrated	there	as	impudently	as	if	the	hotel	were	no	better
than	it	should	be,	many	of	the	folders	are	now	empty	vessels,—nostalgic	reminders
of	a	way	of	English	life	that	is	now	rattling	in	tumbrils	to	the	guillotine.

A	Miss	Kittering	worked	in	 the	news-stand,	and	a	Miss	Blombell	presided	over
the	 tobacco.	 They	 were	 on	 moderately	 cordial	 terms,	 being	 ladies	 of	 refined
temperament	 and	 sheltered	 upbringing,	 but	 they	 had	 their	 occasional	 differences.
Such	matters	as	 the	allocation	of	small	change	 in	 the	cash	 register,	 the	 reading	of
periodicals	by	Miss	Blombell	and	the	untidying	of	the	displays,	and	the	tendency	on
Miss	Kittering's	part	to	help	herself,	 in	Miss	Blombell's	absence,	to	cigarettes	kept
under	the	counter	for	favoured	clientele,	would	give	rise	to	an	occasional	delicately
phrased	innuendo.

Miss	 Blombell	 was	 more	 romantic	 than	Miss	 Kittering,	 and	 read	 avidly.	Miss
Kittering	 went	 hiking	 on	 Sundays	 and	 belonged	 to	 a	 gymnasium	 in	 Putney.	 Her
father	had	been	a	lecturer	in	the	University	of	London,	and	as	a	child	she	had	been
taken	 to	 Belgium	 for	 a	 fortnight,	 thus	 achieving	 a	 faint	 but	 undeniable	 air	 of
cosmopolitan	sophistication.	She	had	a	scarab	ring	that	had	come	out	of	the	tomb	of
some	Pharaoh.	 It	was	 a	 little	 too	 large	and	 she	kept	 it	 on	her	 finger	by	 lining	 the
inside	with	a	sliver	of	adhesive	tape.	During	lulls	in	commerce,	she	was	wont	to	sit
upon	her	stool	and	idly	buff	 the	scarab	with	a	small	piece	of	chamois	 leather.	She
maintained	that	the	stone	breathed,	and	that	to	let	it	tarnish	would	bring	the	curse	of
the	Pharaohs	down	on	the	heads	of	the	Kitterings.

Miss	Blombell's	father	was	a	waiter	in	Soho,	and	Miss	Blombell	had	never	been
to	the	Continent.	She	was	not	beautiful	but	had	an	affectionate	nature,	and	she	painted
her	 fingernails	 pale	 red.	 She	 was	 an	 ardent	 Socialist,	 and	 took	 full	 personal
responsibility	for	 the	activities	of	His	Majesty's	Government,	while	Miss	Kittering
—an	ardent	Tory—hinted	darkly	at	the	Fall	of	England.
	
It	was	Miss	Blombell	who	first	perceived	 that	 there	was	some	mystery	attached	 to
one	of	the	leather	folders	on	the	table	across	the	foyer.	She	was	not	sure	when	she
noticed	 it	 for	 the	 first	 time:	 it	 permeated	 her	 consciousness	 gradually.	 In	 the
morning,	a	young	soldier	had	sat	in	the	foyer	for	over	an	hour,	twisting	his	cap	and
smoking	and	looking	suitably	out	of	place.	He	was	a	private,	and	the	lowest	rank	to
pace	 the	 Splendide,	 by	 normal	 standards,	 was	 that	 of	 brigadier.	 He	 was	 good-
looking	and	his	 air	was	 that	of	 respectful	 equanimity	 to	 life	 in	general.	His	boots
were	 brightly	 polished,	 and	 his	 hair	 newly	 cut	 and	 brushed.	 The	 brass	 on	 him



glittered	proudly,	and	only	his	chain-smoking	gave	away	his	inner	misgivings.
He	had	looked	wanly	though	the	empty	folders	 in	search	of	something	to	read,

and	then	sat	back	and	gave	himself	up	to	watching	the	parade	of	great	and	near-great
that	undulated	unhurriedly	to	and	from	the	lifts	and	the	quilted	doors.

When	 he	 had	 been	 there	 an	 hour,	 a	 family	 emerged	 from	 one	 of	 the	 lifts	 and
coursed	majestically	towards	him.	The	father	and	mother	were	elderly	and	arrayed
in	 slightly	 old-fashioned	 glory,	 and	 their	 daughter,	 walking	 a	 little	 ahead	 and
looking	eagerly	about	her,	was	young	and	pretty	and	as	well-bred	as	a	 racehorse.
The	soldier	stood	up,	and	though	he	kept	a	poker-face,	his	adoration	flowed	through
it	so	palpably	that	not	even	a	child	of	five	could	have	been	deceived.	He	and	the	girl
were	in	love,	and	were	blissfully	deluded	into	thinking	they	kept	it	a	secret	from	the
world.

The	 parents	 were	 introduced,	 and	 the	 group	 sat	 down	 sedately	 Polite
conversation	came	into	play,	and	after	a	moment	or	so	it	was	obvious	even	to	Miss
Blombell	at	 the	far	end	of	 the	foyer	 that	a	steel	curtain	was	 lowering	itself	slowly
between	the	parents	and	the	young	man.	It	could	not	have	been	more	clear	to	Miss
Blombell	 that	 he	 was	 being	 subjected	 to	 a	 grilling	 examination,	 and	 that	 he	 was
being	 found	 not	 suitable.	 His	 shyness	 took	 the	 form	 of	 a	 kind	 of	 ingratiating
humility;	his	anxiety	to	please	fell	wider	and	wider	of	the	mark.

The	 parents	 could	 not	 have	 been	more	magnanimous	 and	 open-minded.	 It	was
clear	 that	 their	policy	was	 to	give	him	full	 credit	 for	his	assets	before	 they	 found
him	wanting	 in	 essentials.	 The	 girl,	watching	 the	 effect	 of	 his	 personality	 on	 her
parents,	and	theirs	on	him,	for	 the	first	 time,	was	obviously	giving	way	to	a	slow,
quiet	despair.	In	the	clear	 light	of	unsentimental	reality,	she	saw,	for	 the	first	 time,
the	 long	 complicated	 vista	 of	 incompatibilities	 that	 would	 be	 their	 future;	 the
unending	readjustments,	the	two	diametric	ways	of	life	and	thought	that	would	clash
and	grate	and	ultimately	reach	deadlock.

The	father	took	the	offensive,	and	in	ponderous	and	patient	idiom	slowly	asked
questions,	and	added	profound	comments	 to	 the	young	soldier's	answers,	nodding
sympathetically	when	 some	point	 he	 had	made	 could	 not	 be	 adequately	 answered.
The	idyllic	rapture	of	the	young	people's	love	was	being	scientifically	dismantled,
hope	by	hope.

Miss	 Blombell	 became	 so	 engrossed	 that	 she	 inadvertently	 sold	 a	 casual
customer	a	packet	of	holy	cigarettes	from	under	the	counter.	At	 the	end	of	half	an
hour	the	issue	was	no	longer	a	doubtful	one.	The	soldier	had	been	driven	from	the
field,	and	the	parents	were	hoisting	their	victorious	colours.	The	girl	was	pale	and
quiet;	she	no	longer	sought	the	soldier's	glance,	thereby	to	reaffirm	his	courage	for
him:	 she	 looked	 down	 at	 her	 gloves,	 and	 brushed	 non-existent	 creases	 from	 her
dress,	or	stared	over	her	father's	head	at	the	palms.

Later,	Miss	Blombell	knew,	when	she	was	alone,	she	would	cry;	because	it	was



all	 over.	 The	 soldier	 had	 become	 stiff	 and	 awkward;	 he	 faltered	 now	 when	 he
answered,	 and	 otherwise	made	 no	 effort	 to	 speak;	 it	was	 obviously	 taking	 all	 his
effort	 to	keep	his	 face	mask-like.	Already	sick,	numb,	despairing	ache	had	 routed
the	joy	in	his	breast.

Miss	 Blombell	 felt	 like	 a	 receiving	 set	 picking	 up	 short-wave	 emotions;	 she
could	almost	reduplicate,	in	her	own	breast,	the	feeling	of	anguish	and	defeat	in	the
girl.	She	had	a	wild,	unseemly	desire	to	shout	across	the	foyer,	"Keep	your	heart	up!
Don't	let	those	old	fogies	get	you	down!"

The	 father	 called	 a	 page-boy	 and	 ordered	 drinks—they	 were	 to	 part	 on	 civil
terms,	with	all	the	laws	of	courtesy	and	civility	respected.	The	tension	relaxed	into
natural	 apathy,	 and	 the	 soldier	 picked	 up	 one	 of	 the	 leather	 folders	 and	 opened	 it
idly.	He	sat	for	a	moment	looking	at	it.

And	 then,	 suddenly,	 his	 mood	 began	 to	 alter.	 His	 body	 straightened,	 his	 head
came	up.	Miss	Blombell	felt	a	shiver	of	excitement	run	down	her	spine.	The	soldier
handed	 the	 folder	 silently	 and	 casually	 to	 the	 girl,	 as	 if	 it	 were	 of	 no	 more
importance	than	an	ash-tray	or	a	dropped	glove;	and	the	girl,	taking	it	with	a	faintly
puzzled	 air,	 opened	 it	 listlessly	 The	 page-boy	 left,	 and	 the	 parents	 returned	 their
attention	 to	 the	 two	 young	 people;	 but	 it	 was	 clear	 now	 that	 a	 new	 element	 had
entered	into	the	situation,	for	suddenly	the	girl	began	to	talk,	slowly	at	first,	but	with
increasing	 assurance,	 and	 the	 mother	 and	 father	 changed	 their	 positions	 in	 their
chairs,	as	if	confounded	and	pained.

Miss	 Blombell	 was	 distracted	 at	 this	moment	 by	 an	 elderly	 lady	 demanding	 a
Havana	cigar,	and	when	she	was	able	to	catch	up	with	the	quartet	again,	the	girl	was
on	the	edge	of	her	chair,	her	head	tilted	defiantly,	and	her	words	came	steadily	and
with	authority.	The	soldier's	attitude	had	changed,	 too.	He	 leaned	forward,	and	his
eyes	were	fixed	on	hers	with	pride	and	admiration.	Occasionally	he	darted	a	glance
at	her	mother	and	father,	but	there	was	nothing	down-trodden	about	him	now.	It	was
clear	 that	 the	parents	were	struggling	 to	keep	 their	 tempers	 in	check	 to	prevent	an
unseemly	 exhibition	 in	 a	 public	 place.	 The	mother	 had	 become	 soothing,	 and	 the
father's	hand	waved	placatingly,	but	 the	 tide,	having	turned,	now	swept	on,	and	the
girl	 rose	 suddenly,	 held	 out	 her	 hand	 to	 the	 soldier,	 and	 pulled	 him	 towards	 her.
They	walked	firmly	and	purposefully	through	the	foyer	and	out	of	the	quilted	doors
into	the	street,	and	the	parents,	after	an	ineffectual	flutter,	rose	and	made	their	way	to
the	lift,	talking	agitatedly	in	undertones.

Miss	 Blombell,	 elated,	 removed	 her	 spectacles	 and	wiped	 them.	Her	 heart	 felt
foolishly	 light	and	free,	as	 if	 it	were	she	herself	who	had	flaunted	 the	parents	and
chosen	 her	 own	way	 of	 life.	 For	 a	moment	 she	 felt	 ridiculously	 young.	 It	 took	 a
sharp	cough	from	Miss	Kittering	to	bring	her	back	to	earth,	to	attend	to	a	Foreign
Office	 official	 in	 need	 of	 cigarettes	 from	 the	 secret	 cache.	 When	 her	 mind	 had
leisure	 to	 return	 to	 the	 subject,	 she	 began	 to	 speculate	 as	 to	what	 had	 been	 in	 the



folder...
"Miss	Kittering,"	she	said	casually,	"did	you	supply	the	magazines	for	the	folders

on	that	table	over	there?"
"Indeed	I	did	not,"	Miss	Kittering	made	answer,	"I	was	unaware	of	the	presence

of	magazines	in	the	folders."
"Well,	that	is	odd,	isn't	it?"	said	Miss	Blombell,	greatly	intrigued,	but	in	no	way

anxious	to	share	confidences	with	Miss	Kittering.	As	she	spoke,	she	saw	an	elderly
woman,	 thumbing	 aimlessly	 through	 the	 folders,	 suddenly	 pause,	 twitch,	 and	 slap
the	folder	shut	with	a	gesture	of	supercilious	irritation.

From	then	on	Miss	Blombell	never	let	her	eye	wander	too	far	from	the	folders
and	on	the	table.	The	special	one	lay	at	the	end	of	the	table,	and	it	was	easy	to	keep	it
under	 survey.	 In	 rough	 order,	 it	 brought	 reactions	 of	 amusement,	 irritability	 or
bored	indifference;	but	Miss	Blombell	was	convinced	that	something	very	odd	lay
within	it.

About	half	an	hour	before	she	went	off	duty,	Colin	Mather	came	in.	Even	with	the
shortage	of	newsprint,	Miss	Blombell	knew	all	about	the	Mather	divorce,	and	under
her	counter	she	kept	twenty	cigarettes	a	day	for	Mrs.	Mather,	who	was	living	at	the
Splendide	with	her	 two	small	children.	They	were	a	glamorous	couple,	and	 in	 the
days	 before	 the	 war	 the	 society	 periodicals	 ran	 pictures	 of	 them	 at	 Ascot,	 first
nights,	 the	 Riviera,	 and	 sitting	 on	 shooting	 sticks	 in	 Scotland.	 The	marriage	 had
gone	 up	 in	 smoke	during	 the	war,	 and	 they	 had	 been	 separated	 for	 nearly	 a	 year.
They	 never	 met	 except	 in	 the	 company	 of	 a	 lawyer;	 they	 were	 obviously	 bitter
towards-each	 other,	 and	 their	 wounded	 vanities	 wrestled	 for	 supremacy.	 Their
friends	 had	 sided	 fairly	 evenly	 and	 clearly	 neither	 of	 them	 was	 entirely	 without
blame.	Mrs.	Mather	was	now	receiving	attentions	from	a	stately	admirer	who	never
proceeded	further	than	the	foyer	when	he	called	for	her	or	brought	her	back	to	the
hotel.	He	was	rich	and	calm	and	dreary,	and	Miss	Blombell	took	especial	pleasure	in
pointing	to	her	"No	Cigarettes"	sign	when	he	paused	at	her	counter.

Colin	Mather,	on	the	other	hand,	she	rather	admired.	He	had	been	a	Commando,
and	even	in	civilian	clothes	cut	rather	a	dash.	He	had	the	sort	of	face	that	advertise
pipe	tobacco,	ana	had	begun	to	grey	at	the	temples.	Perhaps,	he	was	a	little	ordinary,
too;	but	not	as	much	so	as	the	new	admirer,	and	Miss	Blombell,	faithful	until	then	to
Mrs.	Mather's	cause,	felt	her	loyalties	beginning	to	shift	anchor.	A	few	minutes	later
Mrs.	Mather	 appeared	 from	 the	 lift,	 followed	 by	 her	 lawyer,	 and	 they	made	 their
way	to	where	he	was	standing	and	exchanged	cool,	formal	greetings.	Miss	Blombell
had	observed	that	Mr.	Mather	had	opened	and	closed	the	folder	casually,	just	before
he	saw	his	wife,	and	when	they	sat	down	he	took	the	chair	that	the	young	private	had
used.

An	air	of	 impeccable	 impartiality	hung	over	 them.	They	were	clearly	 finishing
up	some	trivial	agenda	to	a	clause	in	the	divorce	suit;	 they	both	looked	bored	and



passive,	 nodding	 faintly	 as	 the	 lawyer	 paused	 for	 confirmation,	 and	 letting	 their
attentions	 wander	 with	 elaborate	 negligence	 in	 any	 direction	 save	 towards	 each
other.

Colin	 Mather	 spoke,	 addressing	 himself	 deliberately	 to	 the	 lawyer,	 and	 the
lawyer	 hesitated	 and	 looked	 at	Mrs.	Mather	 for	 guidance.	Mrs.	Mather	 replied	 in
quiet	 and	 unruffled	 terms,	 addressing	 her	 husband	 directly,	 and	 wearing	 the
expression	of	a	patient	governess.	It	was	apparent	that	disagreement	was	now	in	the
air,	 and	 though	 they	 never	 betrayed	 their	 feelings	 by	 expression,	 or	 lifted	 their
voices	from	a	casual	conversational	level,	 the	breach	was	becoming	wider	as	they
spoke;	 and	 at	 last	 Mrs.	 Mather	 shrugged	 resignedly	 and	 turned	 away,	 and	 Colin
began	stubbing	out	his	cigarette	as	if	it	had	turned	on	him	and	bitten	his	finger.	The
lawyer's	 attitude	 had	 obviously	 stiffened,	 too,	 and	 his	 lips	 were	 thin	 and	 severe,
though	he	still	spoke	more	in	sorrow	than	in	anger.

Colin	 Mather	 then	 began	 talking	 in	 a	 rapid	 undertone,	 clearly	 pulling	 at	 the
cupboard	door	 to	expose	a	skeleton	or	 two;	and	now	his	wife	caught	some	of	his
anger	 and	 began	 to	 reply	 with	 equal	 heat.	 The	 lawyer	 coughed,	 and	 they	 both
stopped	 short,	 embarrassed.	 She	 half	 rose.	 The	 lawyer	 detained	 her,	 and	 she	 sat
again,	 unwillingly.	 The	 tension	 refused	 to	 abate,	 however.	 Her	 husband,	 leaning
back	in	exaggerated	ease	to	show	himself	master	of	the	situation,	brushed	the	folder
with	his	elbow.	For	a	moment	his	anger	grappled	with	some	other	emotion.	Then	he
picked	 up	 the	 folder	 and	 handed	 it	 to	 her	 without	 a	 word.	 She	 took	 it	 half-
suspiciously,	hesitated	a	moment,	and	then	opened	it.

Miss	 Blombell's	 view	was	 obscured	 for	 a	 few	 seconds	 by	 a	 passing	 group	 of
matrons,	and	when	she	could	see	the	trio	again,	to	her	amazement	Mrs.	Mather	had
begun	 to	cry.	She	pushed	 the	 folder	back	 into	her	husband's	hand,	and	opened	her
bag	 in	 search	 of	 a	 handkerchief.	 The	 lawyer	 looked	 uncomprehendingly	 at	 them
both.	Colin	Mather	returned	the	folder	to	the	table	and	then	slowly	and	tentatively	he
held	out	his	hand.	Slowly,	she	put	out	her	own	towards	him,	and	for	a	moment	they
sat	like	children,	gazing	at	each	other	wistfully	Then	she	rose,	still	holding	his	hand,
and	they	walked	together	towards	the	lift,	leaving	the	lawyer	to	his	own	devices.

Miss	Blombell's	curiosity	was	now	at	fever	pitch;	she	felt	she	must	see	what	was
in	the	folder	before	she	was	another	minute	older,	or	scream.	But	Mrs.	Platty,	who
took	 over	 when	 she	 went	 off	 duty,	 was	 late,	 and	 she	 was	 marooned	 behind	 her
counter.

A	 cold,	 thin	 dowager	 had	 paused	 by	 the	 table	 now,	 in	 a	 fruitless	 search	 for	 a
magazine.	 When	 she	 came	 to	 the	 end	 folder,	 her	 brow	 darkened,	 and	 after	 a
moment's	private	debate	 she	came	across	 the	 foyer	 and	handed	 the	 folder	 to	Miss
Kittering.

"You	might	be	interested	to	know	of	this	vandalism,"	she	said	acidly.	"Someone
has	been	doing	some	vulgar	scrawling	in	here."



"I'm	 afraid	 I	 have	 nothing	 to	 do	 with	 these	 folders,	 madam,"	 Miss	 Kittering
replied	 aloofly.	 "I	 suggest	 that	 you	 register	 your	 complaint	 with	 one	 of	 the
managers-"

Miss	 Blombell	 edged	 over	 from	 her	 side	 of	 the	 booth	 and,	 controlling	 her
eagerness	with	an	effort,	held	out	her	hand.

"If	you'd	care	to	leave	it	with	me,	madam,	I'll	see	that	it	reaches	the	manager,"	she
said	politely.

"Some	people	might	 think	 it	a	matter	of	small	consequence,"	said	 the	dowager,
handing	over	the	folder,	"but	a	thing	like	this	can	contribute	harmfully	to	disrespect
of	private	property.	 It's	 not	 the	 sort	 of	 thing	one	 expects	 to	 find	 in	 a	hotel	 of	 this
standard."

She	turned	and	moved	away.	Indifferent	to	Miss	Kittering's	surprised	stare,	Miss
Blombell	 opened	 the	 folder.	 It	 was	 empty,	 like	 the	 others;	 but	 in	 deeply	 scored
pencil,	 in	 large	 block	 letters,	was	written	 inside	 its	 cover,	 "I	 LOVE	YOU,	LOVE
YOU,	LOVE	YOU	SO!"



The	Duenna

BY	MRS.	BELLOC	LOWNDES

A	skilful	story-teller,	Mrs.	Lowndes	often	brought	a	touch	of	the	supernatural
to	 her	 stories.	 Two	 lovers	 rendezvous	 at	 a	 lonely	 retreat,	 but	 one	 of	 them	 is
filled	with	a	sense	of	foreboding...

I

aura	Delacourt,	after	a	long	and	gallant	defence	of	what	those	who	formed	the
old-fashioned	world	to	which	she	belonged	would	have	called	her	virtue,	had

capitulated	 to	 the	 entreaties	 of	 Julian	 Treville.	 They	 had	 been	 friends—from
tomorrow	they	would	be	lovers.

As	she	 lay	enfolded	 in	his	arms,	her	head	resting	on	his	breast,	while	now	and
again	their	 lips	met	 in	a	trembling,	clinging	kiss,	 the	strangest	and,	 in	some	ways,
the	most	incongruous	thoughts	flitted	shadow-wise	through	her	mind,	mingled	with
terror	at	the	possible	though	not	the	probably,	consequence	of	her	surrender.

Her	husband,	Roger	Delacourt,	was	thirty	years	older	than	herself.	Though	still	a
vigorous	 man,	 he	 had	 come	 to	 a	 time	 of	 life	 when	 even	 a	 vigorous	 man	 longs
instinctively	for	warmth;	so	he	had	left	London	the	day	after	Christmas	Day	to	join	a
friend's	yacht	for	a	month's	cruise	in	the	Mediterranean.	And	now,	just	a	week	later,
the	 wife	 whom	 he	 considered	 a	 negligible	 quantity	 in	 his	 self-indulgent,	 still
agreeable	existence,	had	consented	to	embark	on	what	she	knew	must	be	a	perilous
adventure	 in	 a	 one-storeyed	 stone	 house,	 well	 named	 The	 Folly,	 built	 by	 Julian
Treville's	great-grandfather.

Long,	low,	fantastic—it	stood	at	the	narrow	end	of	a	wide	lake	on	the	confines	of
his	property;	and	a	French	dancer,	known	in	the	Paris	of	her	day	as	La	Belle	Julie,
had	spent	there	a	lifetime	in	exile.

Though	Laura	 in	her	 lover's	 arms	 felt	 strangely	 at	 peace,	 her	 homing	 joy	was



threaded	with	terror.	Constantly	her	thoughts	reverted	to	her	child,	David,	who,	till
the	man	who	now	held	her	so	closely	 to	him	had	come	into	her	 life,	had	been	 the
only	thing	that	made	that	then	mournful	life	worth	living.

The	boy	was	spending	the	New	Year	with	his	mother's	one	close	woman	friend
and	her	houseful	of	happy	children,	so	Laura	hoped	her	little	son	did	not	miss	her.
At	 any	 other	 time	 the	 thought	 that	 this	might	 be	 so	would	 have	 stabbed	 her	 with
unreasonable	pain,	but	what	now	filled	her	heart	with	shrinking	fear	was	the	dread
thought	of	David's	father,	and	of	the	punishment	he	would	exact	if	he	found	her	out.

Like	 so	 many	 men	 of	 his	 type	 and	 generation	 Roger	 Delacourt	 had	 a	 poor
opinion	of	women.	He	believed	that	the	woman	tempted	always	falls.	But,	again	true
to	 type,	 he	made,	 in	 this	 one	matter,	 an	 exception	 as	 to	 his	 own	wife.	That	Laura
might	 be	 tempted	 was	 a	 possibility	 which	 never	 entered	 his	 shrewd	 and	 cynical
mind;	 and	 had	 he	 been	 compelled	 to	 admit	 the	 temptation,	 he	 would	 have	 felt
confident	as	to	her	power	of	resistance.	So	it	was	that	she	faced	the	awful	certainty
that	were	she	ever	"found	out,"	 immediate	separation	from	her	son,	followed	by	a
divorce,	would	be	her	punishment.

She	had	been	a	child	of	seventeen	when	her	mother	had	elected	to	sell	her	into	the
slavery	 of	marriage	with	 the	 voluptuary	 to	whom	 she	 had	 now	 been	married	 ten
years.	 For	 three	 years	 she	 had	 been	 her	 husband's	 plaything,	 and	 then,	 suddenly,
when	 their	 boy	was	 about	 two	years	old,	 he	had	 tired	of	her.	Even	 so,	 they	 lived,
both	 in	London	 and	 in	 the	 country,	 under	 the	 same	 roof,	 and	many	of	 the	 people
about	them	thought	the	Delacourts	got	on	better	than	do	most	modern	couples.	They
were,	 however,	 often	 apart	 for	weeks	 at	 a	 time,	 for	Roger	Delacourt	 still	 hunted,
still	shot,	still	fished,	with	unabated	zest,	and	his	wife	did	none	of	these	things.

As	time	went	on,	Laura's	joyless	life	was	at	once	illumined	and	shadowed	by	her
passionate	love	for	her	child,	for	all	great	love	brings	with	it	fear.	A	year	ago,	by
his	father's	decree,	David	had	been	sent	 to	a	noted	preparatory	school,	 leaving	his
young	mother	forlornly	lonely.	It	was	then	that	she	had	met	Julian	Treville.	woman
he	had	ever	loved;	and	even	now,	in	this	hour	of	unexpected,	craved-for	joy,	he	was
asking	 himself	 if	 even	 his	 great	 love	 gave	 him	 the	 right	 to	 make	 her	 run	 what
seemed	an	exceedingly	slight	risk	of	detection	and	consequent	disgrace.

Each	felt	a	sense	of	foreboding,	though	Laura's	reason	told	her	that	her	terrors
were	vain,	and	that	it	was	conscience	alone	that	made	her	feel	afraid.	Every	possible
danger	had	been	countered	by	her	companion.	Her	pride,	her	delicacy,	her	sense	of
shame—was	 it	 false	 shame?—had	 been	 studied	 by	 him	 with	 a	 selfless	 devotion
which	had	deeply	moved	her.	Thus	he	was	 leaving	her	 to	 spend	a	 lonely	evening,
tended	 by	 the	 old	 Frenchwoman,	 who,	 together	 with	 her	 husband,	 waited	 on	 The
Folly's	infrequent	occupants.

The	now	aged	couple	in	their	hot	youth	had	been	on	the	losing	side	in	the	Paris
Commune	 of	 1871.	They	 had	 been	 saved	 from	 imprisonment,	 possibly	worse,	 by



Julian	 Treville's	 grandmother,	 a	 lawless,	 high-minded	 Scotchwoman	 who	 called
herself	a	Liberal.	She	had	brought	them	to	England,	and	for	fifty	odd	years	they	had
lived	 in	a	cottage	a	quarter	of	a	mile	 from	The	Folly.	There	was	small	 reason,	as
Treville	could	have	argued	with	perfect	truth,	to	be	afraid	of	this	old	pair.	But	Laura
did	feel	afraid,	and	so	it	had	been	arranged	between	the	lovers	that	only	tomorrow,
after	she	had	spent	at	The	Folly	a	solitary	night	and	day,	would	he,	at	the	close	of	a
day's	hunting,	share	"Mrs.	Darcy's"	simple	dinner....

The	 motor	 stopped,	 and	 the	 man	 and	 woman,	 who	 had	 been	 clasped	 in	 each
other's	arms,	drew	quickly	apart.

"We	have	to	get	out	here,"	muttered	Treville,	"for	there	is	no	carriage-way	down
to	The	Folly.	I'll	carry	your	bag."	woman	he	had	ever	loved;	and	even	now,	in	this
hour	 of	 unexpected,	 craved-for	 joy,	 he	was	 asking	 himself	 if	 even	 his	 great	 love
gave	 him	 the	 right	 to	 make	 her	 run	 what	 seemed	 an	 exceedingly	 slight	 risk	 of
detection	and	consequent	disgrace.

Each	felt	a	sense	of	foreboding,	though	Laura's	reason	told	her	that	her	terrors
were	vain,	and	that	it	was	conscience	alone	that	made	her	feel	afraid.	Every	possible
danger	had	been	countered	by	her	companion.	Her	pride,	her	delicacy,	her	sense	of
shame—was	 it	 false	 shame?—had	 been	 studied	 by	 him	 with	 a	 selfless	 devotion
which	had	deeply	moved	her.	Thus	he	was	 leaving	her	 to	 spend	a	 lonely	evening,
tended	 by	 the	 old	 Frenchwoman,	 who,	 together	 with	 her	 husband,	 waited	 on	 The
Folly's	infrequent	occupants.

The	now	aged	couple	in	their	hot	youth	had	been	on	the	losing	side	in	the	Paris
Commune	 of	 1871.	They	 had	 been	 saved	 from	 imprisonment,	 possibly	worse,	 by
Julian	 Treville's	 grandmother,	 a	 lawless,	 high-minded	 Scotchwoman	 who	 called
herself	a	Liberal.	She	had	brought	them	to	England,	and	for	fifty	odd	years	they	had
lived	 in	a	cottage	a	quarter	of	a	mile	 from	The	Folly.	There	was	small	 reason,	as
Treville	could	have	argued	with	perfect	truth,	to	be	afraid	of	this	old	pair.	But	Laura
did	feel	afraid,	and	so	it	had	been	arranged	between	the	lovers	that	only	tomorrow,
after	she	had	spent	at	The	Folly	a	solitary	night	and	day,	would	he,	at	the	close	of	a
day's	hunting,	share	"Mrs.	Darcy's"	simple	dinner....

The	 motor	 stopped,	 and	 the	 man	 and	 woman,	 who	 had	 been	 clasped	 in	 each
other's	arms,	drew	quickly	apart.

"We	have	to	get	out	here,"	muttered	Treville,	"for	there	is	no	carriage-way	down
to	The	Folly.	I'll	carry	your	bag."

Keeping	up	the	sorry	comedy	she	paid	off	and	dismissed	the	chauffeur.
In	 the	now	fading	daylight	Laura	saw	 that	 to	her	 left	 the	ground	sloped	steeply

down	 to	 the	 shores	of	a	 lake	whose	now	grey	waters	narrowed	 to	a	point	beyond
which	 there	 stood	a	 low,	pillared	building.	 It	was	more	 like	an	eighteenth-century
orangery	 than	 a	 house	 meant	 for	 human	 habitation.	 Eerily	 beautiful,	 and	 yet
exceedingly	desolate,	to	Laura	The	Folly	appeared	unreal—	a	fairy	dwelling	in	that



Kingdom	of	Romance	whither	her	feet	had	never	strayed,	rather	than	a	place	where
men	and	women	had	joyed	and	sorrowed,	lived	and	died.

"If	 only	 I	 could	 feel	 that	 you	 will	 never	 regret	 that	 you	 came	 here,"	 Treville
whispered.

She	answered	quickly,	"I	shall	always	be	glad,	not	sorry,	Julian."
He	took	her	hand	and	raised	it	to	his	lips.	Then	he	said:	"Old	Celestine	will	have

it	 that	 The	 Folly	 is	 haunted	 by	 La	 Belle	 Julie.	You're	 not	 afraid	 of	 ghosts,	 my
dearest?"

Laura	smiled	a	 little	wanly	 in	 the	 twilight.	"Far	more	afraid	of	 flesh	and	blood
than	ghosts,"	she	murmured.	"Where	do	Celestine	and	her	husband	live,	Julian?"

"We	can't	see	their	cottage	from	here;	but	it's	quite	close	by."	His	voice	sank:	"I've
told	them	that	you're	not	afraid	of	being	in	the	house	alone	at	night."

They	 went	 down	 a	 winding	 footpath,	 she	 clinging	 to	 him	 for	 very	 joy	 in	 his
nearness,	till	they	reached	the	stone-paved	space	which	lay	between	the	shore	of	the
lake	 and	 the	 low	 grey	 building.	 And	 then,	 suddenly,	 while	 they	 were	 walking
towards	the	high	front	door,	Laura	gave	a	stifled	cry,	for	a	gnome-like	figure	had
sprung,	as	if	from	nowhere,	across	their	path.

"Here's	old	Jacques,"	exclaimed	Treville	vexedly.	"He	always	shows	an	excess	of
zeal!"

The	little	Frenchman	was	gesticulating	and	talking	eagerly,	explaining	that	fires
had	 been	 burning	 all	 day	 in	 the	 three	 rooms	 which	 were	 to	 be	 occupied	 by	 the
visitor.	He	 further	 told,	 at	 unnerving	 length,	 that	Celestine	would	 be	 at	The	Folly
herself	very	shortly	to	instal	"Madame."

When	the	old	chap	had	shuffled	off,	Julian	Treville	put	a	key	in	the	lock	of	the
heavy	old	door;	 taking	Laura's	 slight	 figure	up	 into	his	strong	arms,	he	 lifted	her
over	the	threshold	straight	into	an	enchanting	living-room	where	nothing	had	been
altered	for	over	a	hundred	years.

She	 gave	 a	 cry	 of	 delight.	 "What	 a	 delicious	 place,	 Julian!	 I	 never	 thought	 it
would	be	like	this-"

A	long	fire	threw	up	high	flames	in	the	deep	fireplace,	and	a	lighted	lamp	stood
on	 a	 round,	 gilt-rimmed,	 marble	 table	 close	 to	 a	 low	 and	 roomy,	 if	 rather	 stiff,
square	arm-chair.	The	few	pieces	of	fine	Empire	furniture	were	covered	with	faded
yellow	satin	which	had	been	brought	from	Paris	when	Napoleon	was	ironing	out	the
frontiers	of	Europe,	for	 the	Treville	of	 that	day	had	furnished	The	Folly	to	please
the	Frenchwoman	he	 loved.	The	walls	of	 the	 room	were	hung	with	 turquoise	silk.
There	was	a	carved-wood	gilt	mirror	over	 the	mantelpiece,	and	on	 the	 right-hand
wall	there	hung	an	oval	pastel	of	La	Belle	Julie.

Hand	in	hand	they	stood,	looking	up	at	the	lovely	smiling	face.
"According	to	tradition,"	said	Treville,	"that	picture	was	the	only	thing	the	poor

soul	brought	with	her	when	she	left	France.	The	powdered	hair	proves	it	must	have



been	 done	 when	 Julie	 was	 in	 her	 teens,	 before	 the	 Revolution.	 My	 great-
greatgrandfather	fell	in	love	with	her	when	she	must	have	been	well	over	thirty-"

Then,	dropping	the	mask	he	had	worn	since	they	had	left	the	motor,	"Laura!"	he
exclaimed;	"Beloved!	At	last—at	last!"

For	him,	and	for	her,	too,	the	world	sank	away,	though,	even	so	that	which	is	now
called	her	subconscious	self	was	listening,	full	of	shrinking	fear,	for	the	sound	of	a
key	in	the	lock...

He	 said	 at	 last	 in	 a	 low,	 shaken	 voice,	 "And	 now	 I	 suppose	 that	 I	 must	 leave
you?..."

Her	 lips	 formed	 the	words	 telling	him	 that	he	had	been	over-scrupulous	 in	his
care	for	her,	that	they	might	as	well	brave	the	curious	eyes	of	old	Celestine	tonight
as	tomorrow.	And	then,	before	she	could	utter	them,	there	came	the	sound	of	steps
on	the	stone	path	outside.

"It's	Celestine,	come	before	her	time,"	muttered	Treville.
The	 front	 door	 opened	 and	 Laura,	 turning	 round	 quickly,	 saw	 a	 tall,	 thin,	 old

woman,	 clad	 in	 a	black	 stuff	dress;	 a	white	muslin	 cap	 lay	on	her	white	hair,	 and
over	her	shoulders	a	fur	cape.

Standing	 just	 within	 the	 door,	 which	 she	 had	 shut	 behind	 her,	 she	 cast	 a	 long,
measuring	glance	at	her	master,	and	at	 the	 lady	who	had	come	to	spend	a	week	at
The	Folly	at	this	untoward	time	of	the	year.

It	was	a	kindly,	even	an	indulgent,	glance,	but	it	made	Laura	feel	suddenly	afraid.
"I	 come	 to	 ask,"	 exclaimed	 Celestine	 in	 very	 fair	 English,	 "if	 Madame	 is

comfortable?	 Is	 there	 anything	 I	 can	 do	 for	Madame	 besides	 laying	 the	 table	 and
cooking	Madame's	dinner?"

"I	don't	think	so—everything	is	delightful,"	murmured	Laura.
The	old	woman,	 taking	 a	 few	 steps	 forward,	 vanished	 into	what	 the	newcomer

was	soon	to	learn	was	the	dining-room.
Treville	said	wistfully,	"And	now	I	must	leave	you-"
Laura	whispered	faintly,	"I	am	a	coward,	Julian."
He	answered	eagerly,	"I	would	not	have	you	other	than	you	are."
She	took	his	hand	in	hers,	and	laid	it	against	her	cheek.
"It's	because	of	David—only	because	of	David—that	I	feel	afraid."
And	 as	 she	 said	 the	 word	 "afraid,"	 the	 old	 Frenchwoman	 came	 back	 into	 the

room.	"Would	Madame	like	me	to	come	in	to	sleep	each	night?"	she	asked.
Treville	answered	for	Laura.	"Mrs.	Darcy	prefers	being	here	alone.	She	will	live

as	does	my	stepmother,	when	she	is	staying	at	The	Folly."
He	turned	to	Laura.	"J	will	say	goodnight	now,	but	after	I	come	in	from	hunting

tomorrow	I'll	come	down,	as	you	have	kindly	asked	me	to	do,	to	dinner."
She	answered	in	a	low	voice,	"I	shall	be	so	glad	to	see	you	tomorrow	evening."
"By	the	way--"he	waited	a	moment.



Why	did	Celestine	stand	there,	looking	at	them?	Why	didn't	she	go	away,	as	she
would	have	hastened	to	do	if	his	companion	had	been	his	stepmother?

But	 at	 last	 he	 ended	 his	 sentence	with	 "—there's	 a	 private	 telephone	 from	The
Folly	to	my	study,	if	you	have	occasion	to	speak	to	me."	After	her	lover	had	left	her
with	a	quiet	clasp	of	 the	hand,	and	after	old	Celestine	had	gone	off,	at	 last,	 to	her
own	 quarters,	 Laura	 sat	 down	 and	 covered	 her	 face	with	 her	 hands;	 she	 felt	 both
happy	and	miserable,	exultant	and	afraid.

At	last,	she	threw	a	tender	thought	to	La	Belle	Julie,	who	had	given	up	everything
that	 to	her	should	have	seemed	worth	living	for,	 in	a	material	sense,	 to	follow	the
man	she	loved	into	what	must	have	been	a	piteous	exile.	And	yet	Laura	felt	tonight
that	 she	 too	would	have	had	 that	 cruel	 courage,	had	 she	not	been	 the	mother	of	 a
child.

She	got	up	at	last,	and	walked	across	the	room,	wondering	how	lovely	Julie	had
fared	during	the	long,	weary	hours	she	must	have	waited	here	for	her	lover.

Would	the	Treville	of	that	day	have	done	for	his	Julie	what	Julian	had	done	for
his	Laura	tonight?	Would	he	have	respected	her	cowardly	fears?	She	felt	sure	not.
Julie's	Treville	might	have	gone	away,	but	Julie's	Treville	would	have	come	back.
Well,	she	knew	that	Laura's	Treville	would	not	return	tonight.

And	then	she	turned	round	quickly,	for	across	the	still	air	of	the	room	had	fallen
the	sound	of	a	deep	sigh.

Swiftly,	 Laura	 went	 across	 to	 the	 door,	 masked	 by	 a	 stiff	 curtain	 of	 tapestry,
which	led	into	the	corridor	linking	the	various	rooms	of	The	Folly.

She	lifted	the	curtain,	and	slipped	out	into	the	dimly	lit	corridor,	but	there	was	no
one	there.

Coming	back	into	the	sitting-room	she	sat	down	again	by	the	fire,	convinced	that
her	nerves	had	played	her	a	trick,	and	once	more	she	found	herself	thinking	of	La
Belle	Julie.	She	felt	as	if	there	was	a	bond	between	herself	and	the	long	dead	dancer;
the	bond	which	links	all	poor	women	who	embark	on	the	danger-fraught	adventure
of	secret,	illicit	love.

II

That	 evening	Celestine	 proved	 that	 her	 hand	 had	 not	 lost	 its	 French	 cunning.	 But
Laura	was	too	excited,	as	well	as	too	tired,	to	eat.	The	old	woman	made	no	comment
as	to	that,	but	when	at	last	she	found	with	delight	that	"Mrs.	Darcy"	spoke	excellent
French,	she	did	tell	her	that	if	she	heard	strange	sighs,	or	maybe	a	stifled	sob,	she
was	not	to	feel	afraid,	as	it	would	only	be	the	wraith	of	La	Belle	Julie	expatiating	her
sin	where	that	sin	had	not	only	been	committed	but	exulted	in.

But	 it	was	not	 the	ghost	of	Julie	of	whom	Laura	was	afraid—	it	was	Celestine,
with	 her	 gleaming	 brown	 eyes	 and	 shrewd	 face,	 whom	 she	 feared.	 She	 breathed



more	easily	when	the	old	Frenchwoman	was	gone....
The	 bedchamber	 where	 she	 was	 to	 sleep	 had	 also	 been	 left	 unaltered	 for	 a

hundred	years	and	more.	It	was	hung	with	faded	lavender	silk,	and	on	the	floor	lay
an	 Aubusson	 carpet,	 while	 at	 the	 farther	 end	 of	 the	 room	 was	 the	 wide,	 low,
Directoire	bed	which	had	been	brought	from	the	Paris	of	the	young	Napoleon.

The	telephone	of	which	Treville	had	told	her	stood	on	a	table	close	to	her	pillow.
How	amazed	would	Julie	have	been	to	hear	that	a	day	would	come	when	a	woman
lying	in	what	had	been	her	bed	would	be	able	to	speak	from	there	to	her	lover—the
man	who,	like	Julie's	own	lover,	was	master	of	the	great	house	which	stood	over	a
mile	away	from	The	Folly.

Celestine	had	forgotten	to	draw	the	heavy	embroidered	yellow	silk	curtains,	and
Laura	walked	to	the	nearest	window	and	looked	out	on	to	the	gleaming	waters	of	the
lake.

Across	 to	 the	 right	 rose	dense	clumps	of	dark	 ilexes;	 to	 the	 left	 tall	 trees,	now
stripped	of	leaves,	stood	black	and	drear	against	the	winter	sky.

The	 telephone	 bell	 tinkled.	 She	 turned	 and	 ran	 across	 the	 room,	 and	 then	 she
heard	Julian	Treville's	voice	as	strong,	as	clear,	as	love-laden,	as	if	he	were	with	her
here,	tonight.

	
The	next	day's	sun	illumined	a	beautiful	soft	winter	morning,	and	Laura	felt	not	only
tremblingly	happy,	but	also	what	she	had	not	thought	to	feel—at	peace.	She	went	for
a	walk	 round	 the	 lake,	 then	 enjoyed	 the	 luncheon	Celestine	 had	 prepared	 for	 her.
Celestine,	so	much	was	clear,	was	set	on	waiting	on	her	far	more	assiduously	than
she	did	on	her	own	mistress,	old	Mrs.	Treville.

About	three	o'clock	Laura	went	again	out	of	doors,	to	come	in,	an	hour	later,	to
find	the	lamp	in	the	drawing-room	lit,	though	it	was	not	yet	dark.

She	went	through	into	her	bedroom,	and	then	she	heard	the	telephone	ring—not
loudly,	insistently,	as	it	had	rung	last	night,	but	with	a	thin,	tenuous	sound.

Eagerly	she	went	over	to	the	side	of	the	bed	and	took	off	the	receiver,	and	then,
as	if	coming	from	infinitely	far	away,	she	heard	Julian	Treville's	voice.

Are	you	there,	my	darling?	I	am	in	darkness,	but	our	love	is	my	beacon,	and	my
heart	is	full	of	you,"	and	his	voice,	his	dear	voice,	sank	away....

Then	 he	 was	 home	 from	 hunting	 far	 sooner	 than	 he	 had	 thought	 to	 be?	 This
surely	meant	that	very	soon	he	would	be	here.

She	took	off	her	hat	and	coat	put	on	a	frock	Julian	had	once	said	he	loved	to	see
her	wear,	 and	 then	went	back	 to	wait	 for^	his	 coming	 in	 the	 sitting-room.	But	 the
moments	became	minutes,	and	the	minutes	quarters	of	an	hour,	and	the	time	went	by
very	slowly.

At	last	a	key	turned	in	 the	lock	of	 the	front	door,	and	she	stood	up—then	felt	a
pang	 of	 bitter	 disappointment,	 for	 it	 was	 only	 the	 old	 Frenchwoman	who	 passed



through	into	the	room.
Celestine	shut	 the	door	behind	her,	and	 then	she	came	close	up	 to	where	Laura

had	sat	down	again,	wearily,	by	the	fire.
"Madame!"	she	exclaimed.	And	then	she	stopped	short,	a	tragic	look	on	her	pale

withered	face.
Laura's	 thoughts	 flew	 to	 her	 child.	 She	 leapt	 up	 from	 her	 chair.	 "What	 is	 it,

Celestine?	A	message	for	me?"
Very	solemnly	Celestine	said	the	fearful	words:	"Prepare	for	ill	news."
"Ill	news?"	Oh!	how	could	she	have	left	her	child?	"What	do	you	mean?"	cried

Laura	violently.
"There	 is	 no	 message	 come	 for	 you.	 But—but—our	 good	 kind	 master,	 Mr.

Treville,	is	dead.	He	was	killed	out	hunting	today.	I	was	in	the	village	when	the	news
was	brought."	She	went	on,	speaking	in	quick	gasps:	"His	horse—how	say	you?—
_"	she	waited,	and	then,	finding	the	word	she	sought,	"stumbled,"	she	sobbed.

Laura	for	a	moment	stood	still,	as	if	she	had	not	heard,	or	did	not	understand	the
purport	 of	 the	 other's	 words,	 and	 then	 she	 gave	 a	 strangled	 cry,	 as	 Celestine,
gathering	her	to	her	gaunt	breast,	said	quickly	in	French,	"My	poor,	poor	lady!	Well
did	 I	 see	 that	my	master	 loved	you—and	 that	you	 loved	him.	You	must	 leave	The
Folly	tonight,	at	once.	They	have	already	telegraphed	for	old	Mrs.	Treville."

III

An	hour	 later	Laura	was	dressed,	ready	for	departure.	In	a	few	minutes	from	now
Celestine	would	be	here	to	carry	her	bag	to	the	car	which	the	old	Frenchwoman	had
procured	 to	 take	 her	 to	 the	 distant	 station	 where	 Julian	 Treville	 had	 met	 her
yesterday?	It	seemed	aeons	of	time	ago.

Suddenly	 there	 came	 a	 loud	 knock	 on	 the	 heavy	 door,	 and	 at	 once	 she	walked
across	the	room	and	opened	it	wide.

Nothing	mattered	 to	her	now;	and	when	Roger	Delacourt	 strode	 into	 the	 room
she	felt	scarcely	any	surprise,	and	that	though	she	had	believed	him	a	thousand	miles
away.

"Are	you	alone,	Laura?"	he	asked	harshly.
There	was	a	look	of	savage	anger	in	his	face.	His	vanity—	the	vanity	of	a	man	no

longer	young	who	has	had	a	strong	allure	for	women—felt	bruised	in	its	tenderest
part.

As	she	said	nothing,	only	looking	at	him	with	an	air	of	tragic	pain	and	defiance,
he	went	on,	jeeringly,	"No	doubt	you	are	asking	yourself	how	I	found	out	where	you
were,	and	on	what	pretty	business	you	were	engaged?	I	will	give	you	a	clue,	and	you
can	guess	the	rest	for	yourself.	I	had	to	come	back	unexpectedly	to	England,	and	the
one	person	to	whom	you	gave	this	address—I	presume	so	you	might	have	news	of



the	boy—	unwittingly	gave	you	away!"
She	still	said	nothing,	and	he	went	on	bitterly:	T	thought	you—fool	that	I	was—a

good	woman.	But	from	what	I	hear	I	now	know	that	your	lover,	Julian	Treville,	is
no	new	friend.	But	I	do	not	care,	I	do	enquire,	how	often	you	have	been	here—"

"This	is	the	first	time,"	she	said	dully,	"that	I	have	been	here."
And	 then	 it	was	 as	 if	 something	outside	herself	 impelled	her	 to	 add	 the	untrue

words,	 "I	 am	not,	 as	 you	 seem	 to	 think,	Roger,	 alone_"	 for	with	 a	 sharp	 thrill	 of
intense	fear	she	had	remembered	her	child.

"Not	 alone?"	 he	 repeated	 incredulously.	And	 then	 he	 saw	 the	 tapestried	 curtain
which	hung	over	 the	door,	opposite	 to	where	he	stood,	move,	and	he	realised	 that
someone	was	behind	it,	listening.

He	took	a	few	steps	forward,	and	pulled	the	curtain	roughly	back.	But	the	dimly
illumined	corridor	was	empty;	whoever	had	been	there	eavesdropping	had	scurried
away	into	shelter.

He	came	back	to	the	spot	where	he	had	been	standing	before.	Baffled,	angry,	still
full	 of	 doubt,	 and	 yet,	 deep	 in	 his	 heart,	 unutterably	 relieved.	 Already,	 a	 half-
suspicion	that	Laura	was	sheltering	some	woman	friend	engaged	in	an	intrigue	had
flashed	 into	 his	 mind,	 and	 the	 suspicion	 crystallised	 into	 certainty	 as	 he	 looked
loweringly	into	her	pale,	set	face.	She	did	not	look	as	more	than	once,	in	the	days	of
his	good	fortunes,	he	had	seen	a	guilty	wife	look.

Yes,	that	must	be	the	solution	of	this	queer	secret	escapade!	Laura,	poor	fool!	had
been	the	screen	behind	which	hid	a	pair	of	guilty	lovers.	Thirty	years	ago	a	woman
had	played	the	same	thankless	part	in	an	intrigue	of	his	own.

"Who	is	your	friend?"	he	asked	roughly.
Her	 lips	did	not	move,	 and	he	 told	himself,	with	a	 certain	 satisfaction,	 that	 she

was	paralysed	with	fear.
"How	long	have	you	and	your	friend	been	here?	That,	at	least,	you	can	tell	me."
At	 last	 she	 whispered	 what	 sounded	 like	 the	 absurd	 answer,	 "Just	 a	 hundred

years."
Then,	 turning	 quickly,	 she	went	 through	 the	 door	which	 gave	 into	 the	 dining-

room,	and	shut	it	behind	her.
Roger	Delacourt	began	pacing	about	the	room;	he	felt	what	he	had	very	seldom

come	 to	 feel	 in	 his	 long,	 hard,	 if	 till	 now	 fortunate,	 life,	 just	 a	 little	 foolish,	 but
relieved—unutterably	relieved—and	glad.

The	 Folly?	 Well	 named	 indeed!	 The	 very	 setting	 for	 a	 secret	 love-affair.
Beautiful,	too,	in	its	strange	and	romantic	aloofness	from	everyday	life.

He	went	and	gazed	up	at	the	pastel,	which	was	the	only	picture	in	the	room.	What
an	exquisite,	flower-like	face!	It	reminded	him	of	a	French	girl	he	had	known	when
he	was	 a	 very	 young	man.	 Her	 name	 had	 been	 Zelie	Mignard,	 and	 she	 had	 been
reader-companion	to	an	old	marquise	with	whose	son	he	had	spent	a	long	summer



and	autumn	on	the	Loire.	From	the	first	moment	he	had	seen	Zelie	she	had	attracted
him	violently,	and	though	little	more	than	a	boy,	he	had	made	up	his	mind	to	seduce
her.	But	she	had	resisted	him,	and	then,	in	spite	of	himself,	he	had	come	to	love	her
with	that	ardent	first	love	which	returns	no	more.

Suddenly	there	fell	on	the	air	of	the	still	room	the	sound	of	a	long,	deep	sigh.	He
wheeled	sharply	round	to	see	that	between	himself	and	the	still	uncurtained	window
there	stood	a	slender	young	woman—Laura's	peccant	friend,	without	a	doubt!

He	could	not	see	her	very	clearly,	yet	of	that	he	was	not	sorry,	for	he	was	not	and
he	had	never	been—he	told	himself	with	an	inward	chuckle—the	man	to	spoil	sport.

Secretly	 he	 could	 afford	 to	 smile	 at	 the	 thought	 of	 his	 cold,	 passionless	 wife
acting	as	duenna.	Hard	man	as	he	was,	his	old	heart	warmed	to	the	erring	stranger,
the	more	so	that	her	sudden	apparition	had	removed	a	last	lingering	doubt	from	his
mind.

She	threw	out	her	slender	hands	with	a	gesture	that	again	seemed	to	fill	his	mind
with	memories	 of	 his	 vanished	youth,	 and	 there	 floated	 across	 the	 dark	 room	 the
whispered	words	"Be	not	unkind."	And	then—did	she	say,	"Remember	Zelie?"

No,	no—it	was	his	heart,	 less	atrophied	than	he	had	thought	 it	 to	be,	which	had
evoked,	quickened	into	life,	the	name	of	his	first	love,	the	French	girl	who,	if	alive,
must	be—hateful,	disturbing	thought—an	old	woman	today.

Then,	as	he	gazed	at	her,	the	shadowy	figure	swiftly	walked	across	the	room,	and
so	through	the	tapestry	curtain.

He	waited	a	moment,	 then	 slowly	passed	 through	 the	dining-room,	and	so	 into
the	firelit	bedroom	beyond.

His	wife	was	 standing	 by	 the	window,	 looking	 as	wraithlike	 as	 had	 done,	 just
now,	her	friend.	She	was	staring	out	into	the	darkness,	her	arms	hanging	by	her	side.
She	had	not	turned	round	when	she	had	heard	the	door	of	the	room	open.

"Laura!"	 said	 her	 husband	 gruffly.	 And	 then	 she	 turned	 and	 cast	 on	 him	 a
suffering	alien	glance.

"I	accept	your	explanation	of	your	presence	here.	And,	well,	I	apologise	for	my
foolish	suspicions.	Still	you're	not	a	child!	The	part	you're	playing	 is	not	one	any
man	would	wish	 his	wife	 to	 play.	How	 long	 do	 you—and	 your	 friend—intend	 to
stay	here?"

"Wc	meant	to	stay	ten	days,"	she	said	listlessly,	"but	as	you're	home,	Roger,	I'll
leave	now,	if	you	like."

"And	your	friend,	Laura,	what	of	her?"
"I	think	she	has	already	left	The	Folly."
She	 waited	 a	 moment,	 then	 forced	 herself	 to	 add,	 "Julian	 Treville	 was	 killed

today	out	hunting—as	I	suppose	you	know."
"Good	God!	How	awful!	Believe	me,	I	did	not	know—"
Roger	Delacourt	was	sincerely	affected,	as	well	he	might	be,	for	already	he	had



arranged,	in	his	own	mind,	to	go	to	Leicestershire	next	week.
And,	 strange	 to	 say,	 as	 the	 two	 travelled	 up	 to	 town	 together,	 he	 was	 more

considerate	 in	 his	manner	 to	 his	wife	 than	 he	 had	 been	 for	many	 years.	 For	 one
thing,	he	felt	that	this	curious	episode	proved	Laura	to	have	more	heart	than	he	had
given	her	credit	for.	But,	being	the	manner	of	man	and	of	husband	he	happened	to
be,	 he	 naturally	 did	 not	 approve	 of	 her	 having	 risked	 her	 spotless	 reputation	 in
playing	 the	part	 of	 duenna	 to	 a	 friend	who	had	 loved	not	wisely	but	 too	well.	He
trusted	 that	what	 had	 just	 happened	would	 prove	 a	 lesson	 to	 his	wife	 and,	 for	 the
matter	of	that,	to	himself.



Binya	Passes	By

BY	RUSKIN	BOND

The	author	looks	back	on	a	love	of	long	ago.	'lt	isn't	time	that's	passing	by;	it
is	you	and	I..'
	
hile	I	was	walking	home	one	day,	along	the	path	through	the	pines,	I	heard	a
girl	 singing.	 It	was	 summer	 in	 the	hills,	 and	 the	 trees	were	 in	new	 leaf.	The

walnuts	and	cherries	were	just	beginning	to	form	between	the	leaves.
The	wind	was	still	and	the	trees	were	hushed,	and	the	song	came	to	me	clearly;

but	 it	 was	 not	 the	 words—which	 I	 could	 not	 follow—or	 the	 rise	 and	 fall	 of	 the
melody	which	held	me	in	thrall,	but	the	voice	itself,	which	was	a	young	and	tender
voice.

I	left	the	path	and	scrambled	down	the	slope,	slipping	on	fallen	pine	needles.	But
when	 I	 came	 to	 the	 bottom	 of	 the	 slope	 the	 singing	 had	 stopped	 and	 no	 one	was
there.	 "I'm	 sure	 I	 heard	 someone	 singing,"	 I	 said	 to	myself;	 but	 I	may	 have	 been
wrong.	In	the	hills	it	is	always	possible	to	be	wrong.

So	I	walked	on	home,	and	presently	I	heard	another	song,	but	this	time	it	was	the
whistling	 thrush	 rendering	a	broken	melody,	 singing	of	dark,	 sweet	 secrets	 in	 the
depths	of	the	forest.

I	had	little	to	sing	about	myself,	as	the	electricity	bill	hadn't	been	paid,	and	there
was	nothing	in	the	bank,	and	my	second	novel	had	just	been	turned	down	by	another
publisher.	Still,	it	was	summer,	and	men	and	animals	were	drowsy,	and	so	too	were
my	creditors.	The	distant	mountains	loomed	purple	in	the	shimmering	dust-haze.

I	walked	through	the	pines	again,	but	I	did	not	hear	 the	singing.	And	then	for	a
week	I	did	not	leave	the	cottage,	as	the	novel	had	to	be	rewritten,	and	I	worked	hard
at	it,	pausing	only	to	eat	and	sleep	and	take	note	of	the	leaves	turning	a	darker	green.

The	 window	 opened	 on	 to	 the	 forest.	 Trees	 reached	 up	 to	 the	 window.	 Oak,
maple,	 walnut.	 Higher	 up	 the	 hill,	 the	 pines	 started,	 and	 further	 on,	 armies	 of
deodars	marched	over	the	mountains.	And	the	mountains	rose	higher,	and	the	trees



grew	stunted	until	 they	finally	disappeared	and	only	 the	black	spirit-haunted	rocks
rose	up	to	meet	the	everlasting	snows.	Those	peaks	cradled	the	sky.	I	could	not	see
them	from	my	windows.	But	on	clear	mornings	they	could	be	seen	from	the	pass	on
the	Tehri	road.

There	was	 a	 stream	at	 the	bottom	of	 the	hill.	One	morning,	 quite	 early,	 I	went
down	to	the	stream,	and	using	the	boulders	as	stepping-stones,	moved	downstream
for	about	half	a	mile.	Then	I	lay	down	to	rest	on	a	flat	rock,	in	the	shade	of	a	wild
cherry	tree,	and	watched	the	sun	shifting	through	the	branches	as	it	rose	over	the	hill
called	Pari	Tibba	(Fairy	Hill)	and	slid	down	the	steep	slope	into	the	valley	The	air
was	very	still	and	already	the	birds	were	silent.	The	only	sound	came	from	the	water
running	 over	 the	 stony	 bed	 of	 the	 stream.	 I	 had	 lain	 there	 ten,	 perhaps	 fifteen
minutes,	when	I	began	to	feel	that	someone	was	watching	me.

Someone	 in	 the	 trees,	 in	 the	shadows,	 still	 and	watchful.	Nothing	moved;	not	a
stone	 shifted,	 not	 a	 twig	 broke;	 but	 someone	 was	 watching	 me.	 I	 felt	 terribly
exposed;	not	to	danger,	but	to	the	scrutiny	of	unknown	eyes.	So	I	left	the	rock	and,
finding	a	path	through	the	trees,	began	climbing	the	hill	again.

It	was	warm	work.	The	 sun	was	up,	 and	 there	was	no	breeze.	 I	was	perspiring
profusely	by	the	 time	I	got	 to	 the	 top	of	 the	hill.	There	was	no	sign	of	my	unseen
watcher.	Two	lean	cows	grazed	on	the	short	grass;	the	tinkling	of	their	bells	was	the
only	sound	in	the	sultry	summer	air.

That	song	again!	The	same	song,	the	same	singer.	I	heard	her	from	my	window.
And	putting	aside	the	book	I	was	reading,	I	leant	out	of	the	window	and	started	down
through	the	trees.	But	the	foliage	was	too	heavy,	and	the	singer	too	far	away	for	me
to	 be	 able	 to	make	her	 out.	 "Should	 I	 go	 and	 look	 for	 her?"	 I	wondered.	Or	 is	 it
better	this	way—heard	but	not	seen?	For	having	fallen	in	love	with	a	song,	must	it
follow	that	I	will	fall	in	love	with	the	singer?	No.	But	surely	it	is	the	voice,	and	not
the	song	that	has	touched	me...	Presently	the	singing	ended,	and	I	turned	away	from
the	window.

A	 girl	 was	 gathering	 bilberries	 on	 the	 hillside.	 She	 was	 fresh-faced,	 honey-
coloured;	her	lips	were	stained	with	purple	juice.	She	smiled	at	me.	'Are	they	good
to	eat?"	I	asked.

She	opened	her	 fist	 and	 thrust	out	her	hand,	which	was	 full	of	berries,	bruised
and	 crushed.	 I	 took	 one	 and	 put	 it	 in	 my	mouth.	 It	 had	 a	 sharp,	 sour	 taste.	 "It	 is
good,"	I	said.	Finding	that	I	could	speak	haltingly	in	her	language,	she	came	nearer,
said,	 "Take	 more	 then,"	 and	 filled	 my	 hand	 with	 bilberries.	 Her	 fingers	 touched
mine.	The	sensation	was	almost	unique;	for	it	was	nine	or	ten	years	since	my	hand
had	touched	a	girl's.

"Where	 do	 you	 live?"	 I	 asked.	 She	 pointed	 across	 the	 valley	 to	where	 a	 small
village	straddled	the	slopes	of	a	terraced	hill.

It's	quite	far,''	I	said.	"Do	you	always	come	so	far	from	home?"



"I	go	further	than	this,"	she	said.	"The	cows	must	find	fresh	grass.	And	there	is
wood	 to	gather	and	grass	 to	cut."	She	showed	me	 the	sickle	held	by	 the	cloth	 tied
firmly	about	her	waist.	"Sometimes	I	go	to	the	top	of	Pari	Tibba,	sometimes	to	the
valley	beyond.	Have	you	been	there?"

"No.	But	I	will	go	some	day."
"It	is	always	windy	on	Pari	Tibba."
"Is	it	true	that	there	are	fairies	there?"
She	laughed.	"That	is	what	people	say.	But	those	are	people	who	have	never	been

there.	I	do	not	see	fairies	on	Pari	Tibba.	It	is	said	that	there	are	ghosts	in	the	ruins	on
the	hill.	But	I	do	not	see	any	ghosts."

"I	have	heard	of	the	ghosts,"	I	said.	"Two	lovers	who	ran	away	and	took	shelter	in
a	ruined	cottage.	At	night	there	was	a	storm,	and	they	were	killed	by	lightning.	Is	it
true,	this	story?"

"It	happened	many	years	ago,	before	I	was	born.	I	have	heard	the	story.	But	there
are	no	ghosts	on	Pari	Tibba."

"How	old	are	you?"	I	asked.
"Fifteen,	sixteen,	I	do	not	know	for	sure."
"Doesn't	your	mother	know?"
"She	is	dead.	And	my	grandmother	has	forgotten.	And	my	brother,	he	is	younger

than	me	and	he's	forgotten	his	own	age.	Is	it	important	to	remember?"
"No,	 it	 is	 not	 important.	 Not	 here,	 anyway.	 Not	 in	 the	 hills.	 To	 a	 mountain,	 a

hundred	years	are	but	as	a	day."
"Are	you	very	old?"	.she	asked.
"I	hope	not.	Do	I	look	very	old?"
"Only	 a	 hundred,"	 she	 said,	 and	 laughed,	 and	 the	 silver	 bangles	 on	 her	wrists

tinkled	as	she	put	her	hand	up	to	her	laughing	face.
"Why	do	you	laugh?"	I	asked.
"Because	you	looked	as	though	you	believed	me.	How	old	are	you?"
"Thirty-five,	thirty-six,	I	do	not	remember."
"Ah,	it	is	better	to	forget!"
"That's	true,"	I	said,	"but	sometimes	one	has	to	fill	in	forms	and	things	like	that,

and	then	one	has	to	state	one's	age."
"I	have	never	filled	a	form.	I	have	never	seen	one."
"And	 I	 hope	 you	 never	 will.	 It	 is	 a	 piece	 of	 paper	 covered	 with	 useless

information.	It	is	all	a	part	of	human	progress."
"Progress?"
"Yes.	Are	you	unhappy?"
"No."
"Do	you	go	hungry?"
"No."



"Then	you	don't	need	progress.	Wild	bilberries	are	better."
She	went	away	without	saying	goodbye.	The	cows	had	strayed	and	she	ran	after

them,	 calling	 them	 by	 name:	 "Neelu,	Neelu!"	 (Blue)	 and	 "Bhuri!"	 (Old	One).	Her
bare	feet	moved	swiftly	over	the	rocks	and	dry	grass.

	
Early	May.	The	cicadas	were	singing	 in	 the	forests;	or	 rather,	orchestrating,	since
they	make	the	sound	with	their	legs.	The	whistling	thrushes	pursued	each	other	over
the	tree-tops,	in	acrobatic	love-flights.	Sometimes	the	langurs	visited	the	oak	trees,
to	 feed	 on	 the	 leaves.	As	 I	moved	 down	 the	 path	 to	 the	 stream,	 I	 heard	 the	 same
singing,	and	coming	suddenly	upon	the	clearing	near	the	water's	edge.	I	saw	the	girl
sitting	on	 a	 rock,	her	 feet	 in	 the	 rushing	water—the	 same	girl	who	had	given	me
bilberries.	 Strangely	 enough,	 I	 had	 not	 guessed	 that	 she	 was	 the	 singer.	 Unseen
voices	conjure	up	fanciful	 images.	 I	had	 imagined	a	woodland	nymph,	a	graceful,
delicate,	 beautiful,	 goddess-like	 creature;	 not	 a	 mischievous-eyed,	 round-faced,
juice-stained,	slightly	ragged	pixie.	Her	dhoti—a	rough,	homespun	sari—faded	and
torn;	 an	 impractical	 garment,	 I	 thought,	 for	 running	 about	 on	 the	 hillside,	 but	 the
village	folk	put	their	girls	into	dhotis	before	they	are	twelve.	She'd	compromised	by
hitching	 it	 up,	 and	by	 strengthening	 the	waist	with	 a	 length	of	 cloth	bound	 tightly
about	her,	but	she'd	have	been	more	at	ease	in	the	long,	flounced	skirt	worn	in	the
further	hills.

But	 I	 was	 not	 disillusioned.	 I	 had	 clearly	 taken	 a	 fancy	 to	 her	 cherubic,	 open
countenance;	and	the	sweetness	of	her	voice	added	to	her	charms.

I	watched	her	from	the	banks	of	the	stream,	and	presently	she	looked	up,	grinned,
and	stuck	her	tongue	out	at	me.

"That's	a	nice	way	to	greet	me,"	I	said.	"Have	I	offended	you?"
"You	surprised	me.	Why	did	you	not	call	out?"
"Because	 I	was	 listening	 to	your	 singing.	 I	did	not	wish	 to	 speak	until	you	had

finished."
"It	was	only	a	song."
"But	you	sang	it	sweetly."
She	smiled.	"Have	you	brought	anything	to	eat?"
"No.	Are	you	hungry?"
"At	 this	 time	 I	get	hungry.	When	you	come	 to	meet	me	you	must	always	bring

something	to	eat."
"But	I	didn't	come	to	meet	you.	I	didn't	know	you	would	be	here."
"You	do	not	wish	to	meet	me?"
"I	didn't	mean	that.	It	is	nice	to	meet	you."
"You	 will	 meet	 me	 if	 you	 keep	 coming	 into	 the	 forest.	 So	 always	 bring

something	to	eat."
"I	will	do	so	next	time.	Shall	I	pick	you	some	berries?"



"You	will	have	to	go	to	the	top	of	the	hill	again	to	find	the	kingora	bushes."
"I	don't	mind.	If	you	are	hungry,	I	will	bring	some."
"All	right,"	she	said,	and	looked	down	at	her	feet,	which	were	still	in	the	water.
Like	some	knight-errant	of	old,	I	toiled	up	the	hill	again	until	I	found	the	bilberry

bushes;	and	stuffing	my	pockets	with	berries,	 I	 returned	 to	 the	 stream.	But	when	 I
got	there	I	found	she'd	slipped	away.	The	cowbells	tinkled	on	the	far	hill.

	
Glow-worms	shone	fitfully	in	the	dark.	The	night	was	full	of	sounds—the	tonk-tonk
of	a	nightjar,	the	cry	of	a	barking	deer,	the	shuffling	of	porcupines,	the	soft	flip-flop
of	 moths	 beating	 against	 the	 windowpanes.	 On	 the	 hill	 across	 the	 valley,	 lights
flickered	 in	 the	 small	 village—the	 dim	 lights	 of	 kerosene	 lamps	 swinging	 in	 the
dark.

"What	is	your	name?"	I	asked,	when	we	met	again	on	the	path	through	the	pine
forest.

"Binya,"	she	said.	"What	is	yours?"
"I've	no	name."
"All	right,	Mr.	No-name."
"I	mean,	I	haven't	made	a	name	for	myself.	We	must	make	our	own	names,	don't

you	think?"
"Binya	 is	 my	 name.	 I	 do	 not	 wish	 to	 have	 any	 other.	Where	 are	 you	 going?"

"Nowhere."
"No-name	goes	nowhere!	Then	you	cannot	come	with	me,	because	 I	am	going

home	and	my	grandmother	will	set	the	village	dogs	on	you	if	you	follow	me."	And
laughing,	she	ran	down	the	path	 to	 the	stream;	she	knew	I	could	not	catch	up	with
her.

	
Her	face	streamed	summer	rain	as	she	climbed	the	steep	hill,	calling	the	white	cow
home.	She	seemed	very	tiny	on	the	windswept	mountainside;	a	twist	of	hair	lay	flat
against	her	forehead,	and	her	torn	blue	dhoti	clung	to	her	firm	round	thighs.	I	went
to	her	with	an	umbrella	to	give	her	shelter.	She	stood	with	me	beneath	the	umbrella
and	 let	 me	 put	 my	 arm	 around	 her.	 Then	 she	 turned	 her	 face	 up	 to	 mine,
wonderingly,	and	I	kissed	her	quickly,	softly	on	the	lips.	Her	lips	tasted	of	raindrops
and	mint.	And	then	she	left	me	there,	so	gallant	in	the	blistering	rain.	She	ran	home
laughing.	But	it	was	worth	the	drenching.

Another	 day	 I	 heard	 her	 calling	 to	 me—"No-name,	 Mister	 No-name!"—but	 I
couldn't	see	her,	and	it	was	some	time	before	I	found	her,	halfway	up	a	cherry	tree,
her	 feet	pressed	firmly	against	 the	bark,	her	dhoti	 tucked	up	between	her	 thighs—
fair,	rounded	thighs,	and	legs	that	were	strong	and	vigorous.

"The	cherries	are	not	ripe,"	I	said.
"They	 are	 never	 ripe.	 But	 I	 like	 them	 green	 and	 sour.	Will	 you	 come	 into	 the



tree?"
"If	I	can	still	climb	a	tree,"	I	said.
"My	grandmother	is	over	sixty,	and	she	can	climb	trees."
"Well,	I	wouldn't	mind	being	more	adventurous	at	sixty.	There's	not	so	much	to

lose	 then."	 I	 climbed	 into	 the	 tree	without	much	 difficulty,	 but	 I	 did	 not	 think	 the
higher	 branches	would	 take	my	weight,	 so	 I	 remained	 standing	 in	 the	 fork	 of	 the
tree,	my	face	on	a	 level	with	Binya's	breasts.	 I	put	my	hand	against	her	waist,	and
kissed	her	on	the	soft	inside	of	her	arm.	She	did	not	say	anything.	But	she	took	me
by	the	hand	and	helped	me	to	climb	a	little	higher,	and	I	put	my	arm	around	her,	as
much	to	support	myself	as	to	be	close	to	her.

	
The	full	moon	rides	high,	shining	through	the	tall	oak	trees	near	the	window.	The
night	is	full	of	sounds,	crickets,	the	tonk-tonk	of	a	nightjar,	and	floating	across	the
valley	 from	your	 village,	 the	 sound	 of	 drums	 beating,	 and	 people	 singing.	 It	 is	 a
festival	day,	and	there	will	be	feasting	in	your	home.	Are	you	singing	too,	tonight?
And	 are	 you	 thinking	 of	me,	 as	 you	 sing,	 as	 you	 laugh,	 as	 you	 dance	with	 your
friends?	I	am	sitting	here	alone,	and	so	I	have	no	one	to	think	of	but	you.

Binya...I	take	your	name	again	and	again—as	though	by	taking	it,	I	can	make	you
hear	me,	come	to	me,	walking	over	the	moonlit	mountain....

There	 are	 spirits	 abroad	 tonight.	 They	 move	 silently	 in	 the	 trees;	 they	 hover
about	the	window	at	which	I	sit;	they	take	up	with	the	wind	and	rush	about	the	house.
Spirits	of	 the	 trees,	spirits	of	 the	old	house.	An	old	 lady	died	here	 last	year.	She'd
lived	in	the	house	for	over	thirty	years;	something	of	her	personality	surely	dwells
here	still.	When	I	look	into	the	tall,	old	mirror	which	was	hers,	I	sometimes	catch	a
glimpse	of	her	pale	face	and	long,	golden	hair.	She	likes	me,	I	think,	and	the	house
is	kind	to	me.	Would	she	be	jealous	of	you,	Binya?

The	music	 and	 singing	 grows	 louder.	 I	 can	 imagine	 your	 face	 glowing	 in	 the
firelight.	Your	eyes	 shine	with	 laughter.	You	have	all	 those	people	near	you	and	 I
have	only	the	stars,	and	the	nightjar,	and	the	ghost	in	the	mirror.

	
I	woke	early,	while	the	dew	was	still	fresh	on	the	grass,	and	walked	down	the	hill	to
the	stream,	and	then	up	to	a	little	knoll	where	a	pine	tree	grew	in	solitary	splendour,
the	wind	going	hoo-hoo	 in	 its	 slender	 branches.	This	was	my	 favourite	 place,	my
place	of	power,	where	I	came	to	renew	myself	from	time	to	time.	I	lay	on	the	grass,
dreaming.	The	sky	 in	 its	blueness	 swung	 round	above	me.	An	eagle	 soared	 in	 the
distance.	I	heard	her	voice	down	among	the	trees;	or	I	thought	I	heard	it.	But	when	I
went	to	look,	I	could	not	find	her.

I'd	 always	 prided	 myself	 on	 my	 rationality;	 had	 taught	 myself	 to	 be	 wary	 of
emotional	 states,	 like	 'falling	 in	 love',	 which	 turned	 out	 to	 be	 ephemeral	 and
illusory.	And	although	I	 told	myself	again	and	again	 that	 the	attraction	was	purely



physical,	 on	 my	 part	 as	 well	 as	 hers,	 I	 had	 to	 admit	 to	 myself	 that	 my	 feelings
towards	Binya	differed	from	the	feelings	I'd	had	for	others;	and	that	while	sex	had
often	been	for	me	a	celebration,	it	had,	like	any	other	feast,	resulted	in	satiety,	a	need
for	change,	a	desire	to	forget....

Binya	 represented	 something	 else—something	wild,	 dream-like,	 fairy-like.	She
moved	 close	 to	 the	 spirit-haunted	 rocks,	 the	 old	 trees,	 the	 young	 grass;	 she	 had
absorbed	 something	 from	 them—a	 primeval	 innocence,	 an	 unconcern	 with	 the
passing	of	time	and	events,	an	affinity	with	the	forest	and	the	mountains;	this	made
her	special	and	magical.

And	so,	when	three,	four,	five	days	went	by,	and	I	did	not	find	her	on	the	hillside,
I	 went	 through	 all	 the	 pangs	 of	 frustrated	 love:	 had	 she	 forgotten	 me	 and	 gone
elsewhere?	Had	we	been	seen	together,	and	was	she	being	kept	at	home?	Was	she	ill?
Or,	had	she	been	spirited	away?

I	could	hardly	go	and	ask	for	her.	I	would	probably	be	driven	from	the	village.	It
straddled	the	opposite	hill,	a	cluster	of	slate-roof	houses,	a	pattern	of	little	terraced
fields.	I	could	see	figures	in	the	fields,	but	they	were	too	far	away,	too	tiny,	for	me
to	 be	 able	 to	 recognise	 anyone.	 She	 had	 gone	 to	 her	 mother's	 village	 a	 hundred
miles	away,	or	so	a	small	boy	told	me.

And	so	I	brooded;	walked	disconsolately	through	the	oak	forest	hardly	listening
to	 the	 birds—the	 sweet-throated	 whistling	 thrush;	 the	 shrill	 barbet;	 the	 mellow-
voiced	doves.	Happiness	had	always	made	me	more	 responsive	 to	nature.	Feeling
miserable,	 my	 thoughts	 turned	 inward.	 I	 brooded	 upon	 the	 trickery	 of	 time	 and
circumstance;	 I	 felt	 the	 years	 were	 passing	 by,	 had	 passed	 by,	 like	 waves	 on	 a
receding	tide,	leaving	me	washed	up	like	a	bit	of	flotsam	on	a	lonely	beach.	But	at
the	same	time,	the	whistling	thrush	seemed	to	mock	at	me,	calling	tantalisingly	from
the	shadows	of	the	ravine;	"It	isn't	time	that's	passing	by,	it	is	you	and	I,	it	is	you	and
I...."

Then	I	forced	myself	to	snap	out	of	my	melancholy.	I	kept	away	from	the	hillside
and	the	forest.	I	did	not	look	towards	the	village.	I	buried	myself	in	my	work,	tried
to	 think	objectively,	 and	wrote	 an	 article	on	The	 inscriptions	on	 the	 iron	pillar	 at
Kalsi':	very	learned,	very	dry,	very	sensible.

But	at	night	I	was	assailed	by	thoughts	of	Binya.	I	could	not	sleep.	I	switched	on
the	 light,	 and	 there	 she	was,	 smiling	 at	me	 from	 the	 looking	 glass,	 replacing	 the
image	of	the	old	lady	who	had	watched	over	me	for	so	long.



Love	and	Cricket

BY	RUSKIN	BOND

t	 was	 a	 quiet	 day	 in	 New	 Delhi.	 Everyone	 was	 indoors,	 watching	 an	 India-
Pakistan	cricket	match	on	TV	Even	the	hotel	seemed	under	staffed.	I'd	given	up

on	cricket	 years	 ago,	 after	 a	 long	 and	uninteresting	 career	 as	 twelfth	man	 for	 the
Chutmalpur	Club	team.	Carrying	out	the	drinks	or	fielding	in	the	hot	sun	on	behalf
of	 others	 had	 finally	 soured	 my	 attitude	 towards	 the	 game.	 Now	 my	 greatest
pleasure	was	sitting	in	a	shady	spot,	sipping	a	cool	drink	brought	to	me	by	an	agile
young	waiter	who	would	no	doubt	have	preferred	to	be	out	on	a	cricket	field.

It	was	an	elderly	waiter	who	brought	me	the	nimbu-pani.	The	younger	ones	were
probably	crowded	around	a	TV	set	in	the	kitchen.	I	relaxed	in	the	easy	chair	of	the
hotel's	garden	 restaurant,	here	 I	was	an	occasional	customer.	Sweet-peas	 filled	 the
air	with	 their	heady	perfume.	Snapdragons	 snapped	 in	 the	mid-March	 sunshine.	A
carpet	of	soft	pink	phlox	was	soothing	to	the	eyes.	New	Delhi	in	the	spring	is	kind	to
flower	gardens.

I	had	the	place	to	myself.	I	felt	at	peace	with	the	world.	The	garden	was	quiet	and
restful—until	two	noisy	children,	a	boy	who	must	have	been	about	twelve,	and	a	girl
a	 little	younger,	 came	charging	out	of	 the	 shadows,	kicking	a	 rubber	ball	 around.
Having	played	football	myself	once,	I	looked	at	their	game	with	amused	tolerance;
that	is,	until	the	boy,	bending	it	like	Beckham,	sent	the	ball	crashing	on	to	my	table,
upsetting	my	nimbu-pani.

The	 elderly	 waiter	 came	 running	 to	 my	 rescue.	 The	 children	 fled,	 concealing
themselves	 behind	 some	 potted	 palms.	 Their	 mother	 appeared	 on	 the	 steps,
threatening	them	with	dire	consequences.	She	walked	over	to	me,	apologising.

"I'm	so	sorry.	They	are	very	naughty."
"That's	all	right,"	I	said,	"Just	high	spirits.	And	it	seems	to	be	the	season	for	ball

games."
The	sun	was	in	my	eyes	and	I	couldn't	see	her	very	well.	She	was	about	forty,	on

the	plump	side,	dark	and	quite	attractive.



"It's	 perfectly	 all	 right,"	 I	 said	 again,	 as	 the	waiter	 brought	me	 another	 nimbu-
pani.

She	just	stood	there,	staring	at	me
"Weren't	you—aren't	you—Rusty?"
I	looked	at	her	more	closely	then.	It	was	a	long	time	since	anyone	had	called	me

Rusty.	I	stood	up	so	that	the	sun	wouldn't	be	in	my	eyes.	There	was	something	about
her	 eyes,	 soft	 and	 gentle,	 and	 her	 hair,	 still	 lustrous,	 and	 her	 lips	 of	 course,	 that
reminded	me	of-

"Sushila?"	 I	 said	hesitantly.	Could	 it	 really	be	her—grown	chubby	and	middle-
aged	and	maternal?	Sushila,	my	lost	love	of	twenty	plus	years	ago....

"Yes,	I	am	Sushila.	And	you	are	Rusty.	A	little	older	now."
"And	grown	quite	rusty	over	the	years."	I	took	her	hand	and	asked	her	to	join	me.

"And	call	the	children	over."	But	the	children	had	made	themselves	scarce.
"They	must	have	gone	to	play	video	games."	She	sat	down	without	any	hesitation.

"It	will	be	nice	to	talk	to	you.	It's	so	boring	staying	in	these	big	hotels."
I	called	the	waiter	over	and	she	ordered	an	orange	drink.	I	raised	my	glass	and

looked	 at	 her	 through	 the	 translucent	 liquid.	 She	 had	worn	well	with	 the	 years—
much	 better	 than	 I	 had!	 Although	 youth	 had	 flown,	 vestiges	 of	 youthfulness
remained	in	her	dimpled	smile,	full	lips	and	lively	glance.	Her	once	slim	hand	was
now	 a	 chubby	 hand;	 but	 all	 the	 same,	 it	 would	 be	 nice	 to	 touch	 it,	 and	 I	 did	 so,
allowing	my	fingers	 to	rest	 lightly	against	her	palm.	She	drew	her	hand	away,	but
not	too	quickly.

"So,	now	you're	a	mother	of	two,"	I	remarked,	by	way	of	making	conversation.
"Three,"	she	said.	"My	eldest	boy	is	at	boarding.	He's	fifteen.
You	never	married?"
"Not	after	you	turned	me	down."
"I	did	not	turn	you	down.	It	was	my	parents'	wish."
"I	 know.	 It	 wasn't	 your	 fault—and	 it	 wasn't	 theirs.	 I	 had	 no	 money,	 and	 no

prospects.	 It	wouldn't	have	been	 fair	 to	you.	And	 I	would	have	had	 to	give	up	my
writing	and	take	some	miserable	job."

"Would	you	have	done	that	for	me?"
"Of	course,	I	loved	you."
"But	now	you	are	 successful.	Had	you	married	me,	you	would	not	be	 so	well-

known."
"Who	knows?	I	might	have	done	better.	Your	husband	must	be	very	successful	to

be	staying	here."
"Ah,	but	he's	in	business.	In	Bombay,	a	stockbroker.	I	know	nothing	about	it.	I'm

just	a	housewife."
"Well,	three	children	must	keep	you	pretty	busy."
We	were	silent	for	some	time.	Traffic	hummed	along	nearby	Janpath,	but	it	was



quiet	 in	 the	 garden.	You	 could	 even	 hear	 the	 cooing	 of	 doves	 from	 the	 verandah
roof.	A	hoopoe	hopped	across	the	grass,	looking	for	insects.

Twenty	years	ago	we	had	held	hands	and	walked	barefoot	across	the	grass	on	the
little	hillock	overlooking	the	stream	that	tumbled	down	to	Mossy	Falls.	I	still	have
photographs	taken	that	day.	Her	cousin	had	gone	paddling	downstream,	looking	for
coloured	pebbles,	and	I	had	taken	advantage	of	his	absence	by	kissing	her,	first	on
the	cheeks,	and	then,	quite	suddenly,	on	the	lips.

Now	she	seemed	to	be	recalling	 the	same	incident	because	she	said,	"You	were
very	romantic,	Rusty."

"I'm	still	romantic.	But	the	modern	world	has	no	time	for	romance.	It's	all	done
on	computers	now.	Make	love	by	e-mail.	It's	much	safer."

"And	you	preferred	the	moonlight."
"Ah,	those	full	moon	nights,	do	you	remember	them?	The	moon	coming	up	over

the	 top	 of	 Landour,	 and	 then	 pouring	 through	 the	windows	 of	Maplewood....	And
you	 put	 your	 head	 against	 my	 shoulder	 and	 I	 held	 you	 there	 until	 a	 cloud	 came
across	the	moon.	And	then	you	let	me	kiss	you	everywhere."

"I	don't	remember	that."
"Of	course	you	do."
"What	happened	to	your	bicycle?	The	one	you	used	to	sing	about."
"The	bicycle	went	the	way	of	all	machines.	There	were	others.	But	the	song	still

lingers	 on.	My	 grandfather	 used	 to	 sing	 it	 to	my	 grandmother,	 before	 they	were
married.	 There	 it	 is—"	 And	 I	 sang	 it	 again,	 sofly,	 with	 the	 old	 waiter	 listening
intently	in	the	background:

	
'Daisy,	Daisy,	give	me	your	answer,	do!
I'm	half	crazy	all	for	the	love	of	you!
It	won't	be	a	stylish	marriage,
As	I	can't	afford	a	carriage,
But	you'll	look	sweet	upon	the	seat
Of	a	bicycle	built	for	two.'
	
Sushila	 laughed	 and	 clapped	 her	 hands.	 The	 waiter	 smiled	 and	 nodded	 his

approval.
"And	your	grandparents—were	they	happy	with	a	bicycle?"	"Very	happy.	That's

all	they	had	for	years.	But	I	see	you	have	a	new	BMW.	Very	nice."
The	children	were	waving	to	her	from	a	parked	car.	"We	have	to	go	shopping,"

she	said.	"But	not	until	the	match	is	over."
"Well,	it's	only	lunch	time.	The	game	will	finish	at	five."
Something	buzzed	in	her	handbag,	and	she	opened	it	and	took	out	a	mobile.	Yes,

my	 dear	 old	 Sushila,	 simple	 sweetheart	 of	my	 youth,	was	 now	 equipped	with	 the



latest	technology.	She	listened	carefully	to	what	someone	was	saying,	then	switched
off	with	a	look	of	resignation.

"No	shopping?"	I	asked.
"No	shopping.	He	bet	on	Tendulkar	making	a	duck."
"And	what	did	he	score?"
"A	hundred.	My	husband	 lost	a	 lakh.	 It's	nothing.	Would	you	 like	 to	have	 lunch

with	us?	It's	so	boring	here."
"No,"	I	said."	I	have	to	go."
"Back	to	your	lonely	cottage	in	the	hills?"
"Yes,	 eventually.	 I	 come	 here	 sometimes,	 when	 I'm	 in	 Delhi.	 I	 like	 the	 flower

garden.	But	I'm	staying	with	friends."	As	I	got	up	to	go,	she	gave	me	her	hand.
"Will	you	come	again?"
"I	can't	 say.	But	 it	was	great	meeting	you,	Sushila.	You	 look	 lovelier	 than	ever.

Even	when	you're	bored."
I	gave	the	waiter	a	generous	tip,	and	he	followed	me	out	to	the	parking	lot	and

very	 respectfully	 dusted	 off	 the	 seat	 of	 my	 bicycle.	 I	 wobbled	 down	 the	 road	 to
Janpath,	humming	the	tune	of	that	well-remembered	song.



The	Patang	-	Wallah

BY	JAISHANKAR	KALA

He	had	not	forgotten	his	lost	child-wife.	And	he	knew	she	was	still	waiting	for
him,	not	far	away...	Tender	and	touching,	this	lyrical	tale	was	written	specially
for	 this	 book.	 The	 author	 teaches	 European	 Literature	 and	 Philosophy	 at
Oxford.
	
	
he	 patang-wallah	was	 knotty	 and	 twisted	 like	 the	 huge	 tree	 by	 the	 side	 of	 his
shop.	After	making	a	really	good	patang,	he	would	fly	it	personally,	to	test	its

balance	and	reliability.
But	as	it	soared	up	it	was	as	if	his	own	atmah	was	ascending	to	get	a	foretaste	of

heavenly	things.
"To	fly	these	patangs	from	the	mountain	top,	at	your	age,	with	the	terrible	winds

that	 could	 sweep	 you	 off,	 and	 dash	 you	 against	 the	 rocks!	You	 really	 have	 to	 be
more	careful,	Bhola	Ramji."

Ramesh	Chandra	looked	across	the	narrow	road	at	someone	trying	the	tiny	post
office	door.	He	shouted,	"Shut	for	lunch.	Come	at	two."	He	was	a	middle-aged	man,
with	curiously	intense,	distracted	eyes,	and	an	air	of	low	distinction,	as	if	his	always
selling	stamps	had	marked	him	with	respectability.	He	sat	down	on	the	raised	cement
platform	 built	 around	 the	 ancient	 banyan	 tree	 and	 said	 to	 the	 patang-wallah,	 "I've
been	meaning	to	ask	you	this	for	some	time.	How	old	are	you?"

But	 Bhola	 Ram,	 the	 patang-wallah,	 in	 his	 old	 achkan	 and	 narrow	 churidar
pajamas,	 his	 hand	 to	 his	 white	 stubble,	 had	 flung	 his	 shrivelled	 head	 right	 back,
adjusting	his	glasses	with	his	other	hand.	He	squirmed	his	head	this	way	and	that,	as
if	 to	catch	a	glimpse	of	something	right	up	 in	 the	 tree	half	hidden	by	 the	swaying
branches.	"What	is	it?	What	is	it?"	A	knocking	sound	in	the	branches	above	seemed
to	answer	him;	it	was	made	by	the	bamboo	framework	of	a	kite	caught	by	its	own
string.	The	patang-wallah	gave	a	wave,	picked	up	the	gaudy	patang	he	was	making



and	went	into	his	tiny	cottage.
A	few	minutes	later,	he	came	out	with	two	glasses	of	tea	in	his	shrivelled	hands.
"You	 asked	 about	my	 age?"	He	 interrupted	 himself	 to	welcome	 a	 new	 arrival.

"Namashkar.	Come	sit	down	Hanuman	Prasad	ji.	Here	is	a	stool."
And	then	returned	to	his	answer:	"Do	you	see	this	tree	Ramesh	Chandraji?	Well,

ages	are	allegorical	 things,	 to	do	with	growth,	 time's	 flight,	death	and	 life	both	 in
contest.	Bhagwan's	Leela	being	played	out.	And	so	such	queries..."

"No	tea,	Bhola	Ramji?"	The	newcomer	asked	in	jerky,	humorous	dismay.	He	was
the	local	dawai-wallah,	'chemist'	some	people	called	him.

"One	minute.	 As	 I	 was	 saying,	 queries	 about	 one's	 age	 should	 be	made	 in	 the
context	of	 the	natural	 forces	 round	us.	So	 let	me	say	 that	when	I	was	born,	 in	 this
very	house,	this	magnificent	tree	was	not	a	couple	of	years	old."

"Which	means	you	must	be	over	eighty.	Because	I	do	happen	to	have	an	estimate
of	 the	 tree's	 age."	Again	Ramesh	Chandra	 shouted	 across	 that	 the	 post	 office	was
closed	for	lunch.	"Flying	kites	at	your	age,	each	gust	of	wind	picking	you	up	to	hurl
you	over	the	precipice.	You	are	an	amazing	person."

The	 patang-wallah	 handed	 the	 chemist	 his	 tea.	 "There	 you	 are,	 Hanuman
Prasadji."	 Sitting	 down	 cross-legged	 on	 a	 small	 chattai,	 he	 addressed	 himself	 to
Ramesh	Chandra:

"Shall	I	tell	you	why	I	fly	patangs?	It's	to	practise	going	up	to	where	Bhagwan	is,
and	shantih."	He	gave	an	odd	smile.	"It	ascends,	your	patang,	and	you	watch,	and	it's
right	up,	just	a	dot,	no	more,	Like	your	atmah	will	soon	go	up.	And	you'll	be	flying
it	up.	Like	the	patang.	You're	 the	navigator.	Each	time,	 it's	my	atmah	I'm	flying,	 to
meet	my	Creator."

Ramesh	Chandra	smiled	and	nodded;	and	Hanuman	Prasad	consulted	his	watch,
saying,	"You're	a	dreamer,	and	a	poet.	Before	I	forget,	here	are	some	pills	for	your
heart	flutter.	Two	a	day.	After	meals."

At	two	both	the	chemist	and	post	master	prepared	to	leave.
"One	 more	 question,	 Bhola	 Ramji.	 Who	 is	 it	 you	 speak	 to?	 Is	 there	 a	 ghost

perched	on	top	of	the	tree?"
Ramesh	 Chandra's	 question	 brought	 a	 change	 in	 the	 old	 man.	 He	 murmured

inaudibly,	"No	...	no	...,"	broke	into	a	thin	smile,	"Yes	...	it's...	nothing..."	and	started	to
cough.	"Well,	may	Bhagwan	protect	you	both."

That	night	the	wind	rose.
From	far	above	the	banyan	tree,	came	knocking	and	whimpering.	Under	the	tree

the	wind-blown	patang-wallah's	mutter	could	just	be	heard:	"Coming,	coming.	Not
long	now."

	
Bhola	Ram	did	not	sleep	that	night.

He	was	anxious	he	might	not	finish	the	patangs	ordered	in	time.	He	felt	his	life



nearing	 its	 end,	 he	 couldn't	 say	 why.	 It	 was	 not	 so	 much	 his	 age,	 or	 his	 heart
complaint.	Someone	was	calling	him.	Could	he	blame	her?	Had	she	not	waited	long
enough?

"Coming,	Kanta,	coming,"	he	mumbled,	applying	glue	on	stretches	of	green	and
crimson	paper.	This	particular	patang	had	been	constructed	very	 intricately.	 It	was
ordered	 by	 the	 District	Magistrate	 of	 Shrinagar	 as	 a	 present	 for	 his	 only	 child's
birthday	in	a	couple	of	days'	time.	By	dawn	he	had	applied	the	finishing	touches.	He
placed	 it	 against	 the	wall	 beside	 two	others.	They	were	 all	 big,	 unusually	 festive-
looking	with	a	competitive	air	about	them;	as	if	eager	to	be	judged	the	best	of	all.

He	brewed	himself	pahari	tea	in	a	saucepan.	Then	pouring	the	hot	tea	in	the	metal
tumbler,	he	sank	slowly	into	the	sagging	charpai.

His	room	was	on	the	first	floor.	Its	door	was	a	bit	open.	Through	it	he	had	a	view
of	the	house	opposite,	where	the	local	halwai	lived.	A	little	girl,	black	hair	flying,
rushed	 along	 the	 outside	 balcony	 She	 reminded	 him	 of	 Kanta,	 his	 beloved	 wife,
dead	now	for	almost	sixty	years.	Each	morning	 they	had	gone	 to	school	 together,
meeting	with	other	kids	on	the	way

It	was	 at	 the	Ras	Lila	 that	 they	 had	 fallen	 in	 love.	 She	was	 then	 just	 thirteen,	 a
couple	of	years	his	junior.

The	Ras	Lila,	commemorating	the	life	of	Shri	Krishna	at	 the	Badrinath	temple,
was	renowned	all	over	the	hills.	In	the	play	of	the	God's	life,	Bhola	Ram	had	been
chosen	one	year	to	act	the	part	of	Krishna.	Kanta	was	Radha,	the	God's	beloved.	The
performance	 was	 given	 to	 a	 large	 crowd.	 After	 his	 lengthy	 courtship	 of	 Radha,
Krishna	bent	over	her;	unlike	the	rehearsals	when	a	desired	distance	was	preserved,
his	lips	touched	her	soft	mouth.	As	he	danced	away	to	the	music	of	dholaks	and	the
harmonium,	he	was	aware	of	her	lit-up	eyes	on	his	back.	After	the	play,	when	their
eyes	met,	she	stuck	out	her	tongue	to	scold	him.

When	he	asked	for	her	hand,	her	parents	hesitated.	His	profession	of	kite-maker
was	 a	 bit	 odd,	 and	would	 he	 earn	 enough	 to	 support	 a	wife	 and	 family?	But	 they
liked	him	and	in	the	end	agreed.	Their	decision	may	have	been	prompted	by	Kanta's
severe	asthma,	which	lessened	her	chances	of	making	a	better	match.	They	had	not
even	an	inkling,	of	course,	of	Kanta's	passionate	feelings	for	him.

	
Months	before	the	wedding	Bhola	Ram	had	started	to	make	a	kite.	It	was	to	be	her
portrait—an	expression	of	his	love,	and	her	essence.	It	was	to	be	his	own	personal
present	to	his	future	wife.	It	was	dominated	by	pinks,	purples,	blues	and	yellows.

The	morning	after	their	wedding,	Bhola	Ram	took	his	wife	and	the	patang	to	the
hillside.

He	flew	it.
And	then	they	held	the	string	together.
She	looked	up	at	it,	and	said	in	a	reflective,	dreamy	tone:



"It's	as	if	my	whole	being,	my	atmah	was	going	up,	not	to	return.	Up	...	up.	What
will	you	do,	you	poor	thing?"	She	was	breathing	with	difficulty.

The	patang,	a	tiny	dot,	tugged	in	the	wind.	The	string	snapped.	It	flew	away.
The	patang-wallah	howled:	"Kanta!	Kanta!"
She	had	collapsed	writhing	 like	a	 fish	out	of	water.	Her	wide	mouth,	unrefined

and	uncouth	in	its	friendliness,	was	grey.	'Til	keep	watch.	I'll	return..."	she	said,	and
her	eyes	closed.

He	carried	her	body	home.	She	was	cremated	the	same	evening.
The	morning	after	the	funeral,	Bhola	was	woken	by	a	commotion	outside.
He	unbolted	the	door	and	stepped	out.	He	turned	his	head	up	at	the	banyan	tree.
There	was	no	doubt	that	the	patang	was	back,	caught	in	the	top	of	the	tree.	There

was	not	a	tear	in	it;	 it	may	have	been	the	wind,	making	the	branches	creak	and	the
patang	flutter,	but	he	believed	he	could	hear	her	voice,

For	sixty	years	it	perched	in	the	top	of	the	tree,	all	of	its	beautiful	exterior	ripped
away,	just	the	skeletal	framework	knocking	and	clattering	its	whimpering	speech	to
him.	The	patang-wallah	had	risen.	He	was	very	tired.	Another	glass	of	tea,	and	then
he	would	sink	into	his	sagging	charpai	to	sleep	soundly.

He	could	hear	the	voices	of	the	local	kids.	Come	for	their	early	morning	marble
games.

As	the	kids	drew	nearer,	the	banyan	tree	began	to	move,	though	there	was	not	a
hint	of	wind.	In	the	dark	of	dawn,	not	the	old	decaying	bamboo	frame	but	a	dazzling
patang	with	a	wild	feminine	appearance	adorned	in	every	conceivable	colour,	was
writhing	 in	 the	middle	of	swaying	branches.	And	 then	 the	scared	children	 laughed
because	the	patang's	furious	struggle	to	break	free	had	succeeded	and	it	flew	slowly
up	into	the	sky.

They	began	playing	marbles.
They	thought	it	odd	that	Bhola	Ramji	didn't	open	his	door	as	he	did	daily	by	six

o'clock,	dispersing	them.
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