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THE

CALL OF THE BLOOD
i

L)^T a dreary afternoon of November, when London was 
closely wrapped in a yellow fog, Hermione Lester was 

sitting by the fire in her house in Eaton Place reading a bundle 
of letters, which she had just taken out of her writing-table 
drawer. She was expecting a visit from the writer of the letters, 
Emile Artois, who had wired to her on the previous day that 
he was coming over from Paris by the night train and boat.

Miss Lester was a woman of thirty-four, five feet ten in 
height, flat, thin, but strongly built, with a large waist and 
limbs which, though vigorous, were rather unwieldy. Her face 
Was plain; rather square and harsh in outline, with blunt, 
almost coarse features, but a good complexion, clear and 
healthy, and large, interesting, and slightly prominent brown 
eyes, full of kindness, sympathy, and brightness, full, too, of 
eager intelligence and of energy, eyes of a woman who was 
intensely alive both in body and in mind. The look of swift
ness, a look most attractive in either human being or in animal, 
was absent from her body but was present in her eyes, which 
showed forth the spirit in her with a glorious frankness and 
a keen intensity. Nevertheless, despite these eyes and her 
thickly growing, warm-col ou red, and wavy brown hair, she 
Was a plain, almost an ugly woman, whose attractive force 
issued from within, inviting inquiry and advance, as the flame 
°f a fire does, playing on the blurred glass of a window with 
many flaws in it.

Hermione was, in fact, found very attractive by a great 
many people of varying temperaments and abilities, who were 
captured by her spirit and by her intellect, the soul of the

A 



2 THE CALL OF THE BLOOD
woman and the brains, and who, while seeing clearly and 
acknowledging frankly the plainness of her face and the almost 
masculine ruggedness of her form, said, with a good deal of 
truth, that “somehow they didn’t seem to matter in Hermione.” 
Whether Hermione herself was of this opinion not many knew. 
Her general popularity, perhaps, made the world incurious 
about the subject.

The room in which Hermione was reading the letters of 
Artois was small and crammed with books. There were books 
in cases uncovered by glass from floor to ceiling, some in 
beautiful bindings, but many in tattered paper covers, books 
that looked as if they had been very much read. On several 
tables, among photographs and vases of flowers, were more 
books and many magazines, both English and foreign. A 
large writing-table was littered with notes and letters. An 
upright grand piano stood open, with a quantity of music upon 
it. On the thick Persian carpet before the fire was stretched a 
very large St Bernard dog, with his muzzle resting on his paws, 
and his eyes blinking drowsily in serene contentment.
« As Hermione read the letters one by one her face showed a 
panorama of expressions, almost laughably indicative of her 
swiftly passing thoughts. Sometimes she smiled. Once or 
twice she laughed aloud, startling the dog, who lifted his massive 
head and gazed at her with profound inquiry. Then she shook 
her head, looked grave, even sad, or earnest and full of sym
pathy, which seemed longing to express itself in a torrent of 
comforting words. Presently she put the letters together, tied 
them up carelessly with a piece of twine, and put them back 
into the drawer from which she had taken them. Just as she 
had finished doing this the door of the room, which was ajar, 
was pushed softly open, and a dark-eyed, Eastern-looking boy, 
dressed in livery appeared.

“ What is it, Selim? ” asked Hermione, in French.
“ Monsieur Artois, madame.”
“ Emile! ” cried Hermione, getting up out of her chair with 

a sort of eager slowness. “ Where is he? *
“ He is here! ” said a loud voice, also speaking French.
Selim stood gracefully aside, and a big man stepped into the 

room, and took the two hands which Hermione stretched out 
in his.
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“ Don’t let any one else in, Selim,” said Hermione to the 

boy.
“ Especially the little Townly,” said Artois, menacingly.
“ Hush, Emile! Not even Miss Townly if she calls, Selim.” 
Selim smiled with grave intelligence at the big man, said, 

‘ I understand, madame,” and glided out.
“ Why, in Heaven’s name, have you—you, pilgrim of the 

Orient—insulted the East by putting Selim into a coat with 
buttons and cloth trousers? ” exclaimed Artois, still holding 
Hermione’s hands.

“ It’s an outrage, I know. But I had to. He was stared 
at and followed, and he actually minded it. As soon as I found 
out that, I trampled on all my artistic prejudices, and behold 
him—horrible but happy! Thank you for coming—thank 
you.”

She let his hands go, and they stood for a moment looking 
at each other in the firelight.

Artois was a tall man of about forty-three, with large, 
almost Herculean limbs, a handsome face, with regular but 
rather heavy features, and very big grey eyes, that always 
looked penetrating and often melancholy. His forehead was 
noble and markedly intellectual, and his well-shaped massive 
head was covered with thick, short, mouse-coloured hair. He 
wore a moustache and a magnificent beard. His barber, who 
was partly responsible for the latter, always said of it that it 
was the “ most beautiful fan-shaped beard in Paris,” and 
regarded it with a pride which was probably shared by its 
owner. His hands and feet were good, capable-looking but 
not clumsy, and his whole appearance gave an impression of 
Power, both physical and intellectual, and of indomitable will 
combined with subtlety. He was well dressed, fashionably 
not artistically, yet he suggested an artist, not necessarily a 
Painter. As he looked at Hermione the smile which had played 
about his lips when he entered the little room died away.

“ I’ve come to hear about it all,” he said, in his resonant 
voice—a voice which matched his appearance. “ Do you 
know ”—and here his accent was grave, almost reproachful— 

that in all your letters to me—I looked them over before I 
left Paris—there is no allusion, not one, to this Monsieur 
Delarey.”
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“ Why should there be? ” she answered.
She sat down, but Artois continued to stand.
“ We seldom wrote of persons, I think. We wrote of events, 

ideas, of work, of conditions of life; of man, woman, child— 
yes—but not often of special men, women, children. I am 
almost sure—in fact, quite sure, for I’ve just been reading 
them—that in your letters to me there is very little discussion 
of our mutual friends, less of friends who weren’t common to 
us both.”

As she spoke she stretched out a long, thin arm, and pulled 
open the drawer into which she had put the bundle tied with 
twine.

“ They’re all in here.”
“ You don’t lock that drawer? ”
“ Never.”
He looked at her with a sort of severity.
“ I lock the door of the room, or rather, it locks itself. 

You haven’t noticed it? ”
“ No.”
“ It’s the same as the outer door of a flat. I have a latch

key to it.”
He said nothing, but smiled. All the sudden grimness had 

gone out of his face.
Hermione withdrew her hand from the drawer holding the 

letters.
“ Here they are! ”
“ My complaints, my egoism, my ambitions, my views 

—Mon Dieu! Hermione, what a good friend you’ve 
been ! ”

“ And some people say you’re not modest! ”
“ I—modest! What is modesty? I know my own value 

as compared with that of others, and that knowledge to others 
must often seem conceit.”

She began to untie the packet, but he stretched out his hand 
and stopped her.

“ No, I didn’t come from Paris to read my letters, or even 
to hear you read them! I came to hear about this Monsieur 
Delarey.”

Selim stole in with tea and stole out silently, shutting the 
door this time. As soon as he had gone, Artois drew a case 
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from his pocket, took out of it a pipe, filled it, and lit it. 
Meanwhile Hermione poured out tea, and, putting three lumps 
°f sugar into one of the cups, handed it to Artois.

“ I haven’t come to protest. You know we both worship 
individual freedom. How often in those letters haven’t we 
written it—our respect of the right of the individual to act for 
him or herself, without the interference of outsiders? No, 
I’ve come to hear about it all, to hear how you managed to get 
mto the pleasant state of mania.”

On the last words his deep voice sounded sarcastic, almost 
Patronising. Hermione fired up at once.

“ None of that from you, Emile! ” she exclaimed.
Artois stirred his tea rather more than was necessary, but 

did not begin to drink it.
“You mustn’t look down on me from a height,” she con

tinued. “ I won’t have it. We’re all on a level when we’re 
doing certain things, when we’re truly living, simply, frankly, 
following our fates, and when we’re dying. You feel that. 
Drop the analyst, dear Emile, drop the professional point of 
view. J see right through it into your warm old heart. I never 
was afraid of you, although I place you high, higher than your 
critics, higher than your public, higher than you place yourself. 
Every woman ought to be able to love, and every man. There’s 
nothing at all absurd in the fact, though there may be infinite 
absurdities in the manifestation of it. But those you haven’t 
yet had an opportunity of seeing in me, so you’ve nothing yet 
to laugh at or label. Now drink your tea.”

He laughed a loud, roaring laugh, drank some of his tea, 
Puffed out a cloud of smoke, and said,—

“ Whom will you ever respect? ”
“ Every one who is sincere—myself included.”
“ Be sincere with me now, and I’ll go back to Paris to

morrow like a shorn lamb. Be sincere about Monsieur 
Delarey.”

Hermione sat quite still for a moment with the bundle of 
letters in her lap. At last she said,—

“ It’s difficult sometimes to tell the truth about a feeling, 
isn’t it?”

“ Ah, you don’t know yourself what the truth is.”
“ I’m not sure that I do. The history of the growth of a 
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feeling may be almost more complicated than the history of 
France.”

Artois, who was a novelist, nodded his head with the air of 
a man who knew all about that.

“ Maurice—Maurice Delarey has cared for me, in that way, 
for a long time. I was very much surprised when I first found 
it out.”

“ Why, in the name of Heaven? ”
“ Well, he’s wonderfully good-looking.”
“ No explanation of your astonishment.”
“Isn’t it? I think, though, it was that fact which 

astonished me, the fact of a very handsome man loving me.”
“ Now, what’s your theory? ”
He bent down his head a little towards her, and fixed his 

great grey eyes on her face.
“Theory! Look here, Emile, I daresay it’s difficult for 

a man like you, genius, insight, and all, thoroughly to under
stand how an ugly woman regards beauty, an ugly woman like 
me, who’s got intellect and passion and intense feeling for form, 
colour, every manifestation of beauty. When I look at beauty 
I feel rather like a dirty little beggar staring at an angel. My 
intellect doesn’t seem to help me at all. In me, perhaps, the 
sensation arises from an inward conviction that humanity was 
meant originally to be beautiful, and that the ugly ones among 
us are—well, like sins among virtues. You remember that 
book of yours which was and deserved to be your one artistic 
failure, because you hadn’t put yourself really into it? ”

Artois made a wry face.
“ Eventually you paid a lot of money to prevent it from 

being published any more. You withdrew it from circulation. 
I sometimes feel that we ugly ones ought to be withdrawn from 
circulation. It’s silly, perhaps, and I hope I never show it, but 
there the feeling is. So when the handsomest man I had ever 
seen loved me, I was simply amazed. It seemed to me 
ridiculous and impossible. And then, when I was convinced it 
was possible, very wonderful, and, I confess it to you, very 
splendid, it seemed to help to reconcile me with myself in a 
way in which I had never been reconciled before.”

“ And that was the beginning? ”
“ I daresay. There were other things, too. Maurice 
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Delarey isn’t at all stupid, but he’s not nearly so intelligent as 
I am.”

* That doesn’t surprise me.”
The fact of this physical perfection being humble with me, 

looking up to me, seemed to mean a great deal. I think 
Maurice feels about intellect rather as I do about beauty. He 
made me understand that he must. And that seemed to open 
my heart to him in an extraordinary way. Can you under
stand? ”

Yes. Give me some more tea, please.”
He held out his cup. She filled it, talking while she did so. 

She had become absorbed in what she was saying, and spoke 
Without any self-consciousness.

“ I knew my gift, such as it is, the gift of brains, could do 
something for him, though his gift of beauty could do nothing 
ior me—in the way of development. And that, too, seemed 
to lead me a step towards him. Finally—well, one day I knew 
I Wanted to marry him. And so, Emile, I’m going to marry 
him. Here! ”

She held out to him his cup full of tea.
“ There’s no sugar,” he said.
“ Oh—the first time I’ve forgotten.”
“ Yes.”
The tone of his voice made her look up at him quickly and 

exclaim,—
“ No, it won’t make any difference! ”
“ But it has. You’ve forgotten for the first time. Cursed 

be the egotism of man.”
He sat down in an arm-chair on the other side of the tea

table.
“ It ought to make a difference. Maurice Delarey, if he is 

a man—and if you are going to marry him he must be—will 
n°t allow you to be the Egeria of a fellow who has shocked even 
Paris by telling it the naked truth.”

“ Yes, he will. I shall drop no friendship for him, and he 
knows it. There is not one that is not honest and innocent. 
Thank God I can say that. If you care for it, Emile, we can 
both add to the size of the letter bundles.”

He looked at her meditatively, even rather sadly.
“You are capable of everything in the way of friendship, I 
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believe,” he said. “ Even of making the bundle bigger with a 
husband’s consent. A husband’s—I suppose the little Townly’s 
upset? But she always is.”

“ When you’re there. You don’t know Evelyn. You 
never will. She’s at her worst with you because you terrify 
her. Your talent frightens her, but your appearance frightens 
her even more.”

“ I am as God made me.”
“ With the help of the barber. It’s your beard as much as 

anything else.”
“ What does she say of this affair? What do all your in

numerable adorers say? ”
“ What should they say? Why should anybody be sur

prised? It’s surely the most natural thing in the world for a 
woman, even a very plain woman, to marry. I have always 
heard that marriage is woman’s destiny, and though I don’t 
altogether believe that, still I see no special reason why I 
should never marry if I wish to. And I do wish to.”

“ That’s what will surprise the little Townly and the gaping 
crowd.”

“ I shall begin to think I’ve seemed unwomanly all these 
years.”

“ No. You’re an extraordinary woman who astonishes 
because she is going to do a very important thing that is very 
ordinary.”

“ It doesn’t seem at all Ordinary to me.”
Emile Artois began to stroke his beard. He was deter

mined not to feel jealous. He had never wished to marry 
Hermione, and did not wish to marry her now, but he had come 
over from Paris secretly a man of wrath.

“ You needn’t tell me that,” he said. “ Of course it is the 
great event to you. Otherwise you would never have thought 
of doing it.”

“Exactly. Are you astonished?”
“ I suppose I am. Yes, I am.”
“il should have thought you were far too clever to be so.”
“ Exactly what I should have thought. But what living 

man is too clever to be an idiot? I never met the gentleman 
and never hope to.”

“ You looked upon me as the eternal spinster? ”
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“ I looked upon you as Hermione Lester, a great creature, 

an extraordinary creature, free from the prejudices of your sex 
and from its pettinesses, unconventional, big-brained, generous- 
hearted, free as the wind in a world of monkey slaves, careless 
°f all opinion save your own, but humbly obedient to the truth 
that is in you, human as very few human beings are, one who 
ought to have been an artist but who apparently preferred to 
be simply a woman.”

Hermione laughed, winking away two tears.
“ Well, Emile dear, I’m being very simply a woman now, I 

assure you.”
“ And why should I be surprised? You’re right. What 

ls it makes me surprised ? ”
He sat considering.
" Perhaps it is that you are so unusual, so individual, that 

my imagination refuses to project the man on whom your 
choice could fall. I project the snuffy professor— Impos
sible! I project the Greek god—again my mind cries, 1 impos
sible! ’ Yet, behold, it is in very truth the Greek god, the ideal 
°f the ordinary woman.”

“ You know nothing about it. You’re shooting arrows 
*nto the air.”

“ Tell me more then. Hold up a torch in the darkness.”
“ I can’t. You pretend to know a woman, and you ask her 

coldly to explain to you the attraction of the man she loves, to 
dissect it. I won’t try to.”

“ But,” he said, with now a sort of joking persistence, which 
was only a mask for an almost irritable curiosity, “ I want to 
know.”

“ And you shall. Maurice and I are dining to-night at 
Caminiti’s in Peathill Street, just off Regent Street. Come and 
meet us there, and we’ll all three spend the evening together. 
Half-past eight, of course no evening dress, and the most 
delicious Turkish coffee in London.”

“ Does Monsieur Delarey like Turkish coffee? "
“ Loves it.”
“ Intelligently? ”
“ How do you mean? ”
“ Does he love it inherently, or because you do? ”
“ You can find that out to-night.”
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“ I shall come.”
He got up, put his pipe into a case, and the case into his 

pocket, and said,—
“ Hermione, if the analyst may have a word—”
“ Yes—now.”
“ Don’t let Monsieur Delarey, whatever his character, see 

now or in the future, the dirty little beggar staring at the angel. 
I use your own preposterously inflated phrase. Men can’t 
stand certain things and remain true to the good in their char
acters. Humble adoration from a woman like you would be 
destructive of blessed virtues in Antinous. Think well of 
yourself, my friend, think well of your sphinx-like eyes. 
Haven’t they beauty? Doesn’t intellect shoot its fires from 
them ? Mon Dieu ! Don’t let me see any prostration to-night, 
or I shall put three grains of something I know—I always call it 
Turkish delight—into the Turkish coffee of Monsieur Delarey, 
and send him to sleep with his fathers.”

Hermione got up and held out her hands to him im
pulsively.

“ Bless you, Emile! ” she said. “ You’re a—”
There was a gentle tap on the door. Hermione went to it 

and opened it. Selim stood outside with a pencil-note on a 
salver.

“ Ha! The little Townly has been! ” said Artois.
“ Yes, it’s from her. You told her, Selim, that I was with 

Monsieur Artois? ”
“ Yes, madame.”
“ Did she say anything? ”
“ She said, ‘ Very well,’ madame, and then she wrote this. 

Then she said again, ‘ Very well,’ and then she went 
away.”

“ All right, Selim.”
Selim departed.
“ Delicious! ” said Artois. “ I can hear her speaking and 

see her drifting away, consumed by jealousy, in the fog.”
“ Hush, Emile, don’t be so malicious.”
“ P’f! I must be to-day, for I too am—”
“ Nonsense. Be good this evening, be very good.”
“ I will try.”
He kissed her hand, bending his great form down with a
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slightly burlesque air, and strode out without another word. 
Hermione sat down to read Miss Townly’s note,—

“ Dearest, never mind. I know that I must now accustom 
toyself to be nothing in your life. It is difficult at first, but 
what is existence but a struggle? I feel that I am going to have 
another of my neuralgic seizures. I wonder what it all means? 
—Your Evelyn.”

Hermione laid the note down, with a sigh and a little laugh. 
“I wonder what it all means? Poor, dear Evelyn! 

Thank God, it sometimes means—” She did not finish the 
sentence, but kneeled down on the carpet and took the St 
Bernard’s great head in her hands.

“You don’t bother, do you, old boy, as long as you have 
Your bone? Ah, I’m a selfish wretch. But I am going to 
have my bone, and I can’t help feeling happy—gloriously, 
supremely happy! ”

And she kissed the dog’s cold nose and repeated,—
“ Supremely—supremely happy.”
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Л/Г ISS TOWNLY, gracefully turned away from Hermione’s 
1 1 door by Selim, did, as Artois had surmised, drift away 
in the fog to the house of her friend, Mrs Gres wick, who lived in 
Sloane Street. She felt she must unburden herself to somebody, 
and Mrs Creswick’s tea, a blend of China tea with another whose 
origin was a closely guarded secret, was the most delicious in 
London. There are merciful dispensations of Providence even 
for Miss Townlys, and Mrs Gres wick was at home with a blaz
ing fire. When she saw Miss Townly coming sideways into 
the room with a slightly drooping head, she said, briskly,—

“ Comfort me with crumpets, for I am sick with love! 
Cheer up, my dear Evelyn. Fogs will pass and even neuralgia 
has its limits. I don’t ask you what is the matter, because I 
know perfectly well.”

Miss Townly went into a very large arm-chair and waver - 
ingly selected a crumpet.

“ What does it all mean? ” she murmured, looking obliquely 
at her friend’s parquet.

“ Ask the baker, Number 5 Allitch Street. I always get 
them from there. And he’s a remarkably well-informed man.”

“ No, I mean life with its extraordinary changes, things you 
never expected, never dreamed of—and all coming so abruptly. 
I don’t think I’m a stupid person, but I certainly never looked 
for this.”

“ For what? ”
“ This most extraordinary engagement of Hermione’s.”
Mrs Creswick, who was a short woman who looked tall, 

with a briskly conceited, but not unkind manner, and a decisive 
and very English nose, rejoined,—

“ I don’t know why we should call it extraordinary. 
Everybody gets engaged at some time or other, and Hermione’s 
a woman like the rest of us and subject to aberration. But I 
confess I never thought she would marry Maurice Delarey. He

12
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never seemed to mean more to her than anyone else, so far as 
I could see.”

“ Everybody seems to mean so much to Hermione that it 
makes things difficult to outsiders,” replied Miss Townly, 
Plaintively. “ She is so wide-minded and has so many interests, 
that she dwarfs everybody else. I always feel quite squeezed 
when I compare my poor little life with hers. But then she 
has such physical endurance. She breaks the ice, you know, 
ln her bath in the winter—of course I mean when there is ice.”

“ It isn’t only in her bath that she breaks the ice,” said Mrs 
Creswick.

“ I perfectly understand,” Miss Townly said, vaguely.
You mean—yes, you’re right. Well, I prefer my bath 

Warmed for me, but my circulation was never of the best.”
“ Hermione is extraordinary,” said Mrs Gres wick, trying 

to look at her profile in the glass and making her face as Roman 
35 she could, “ I know all London, but I never met another 
Hermione. She can do things that other women can’t dream 
°f even, and nobody minds.”

“ Well, now she is going to do a thing we all dream of and 
a great many of us do. Will it answer? He’s ten years 
younger than she is. Can it answer? ”

“One can never tell whether a union of two human mysteries 
will answer,” said Mrs Creswick, judicially. “ Maurice Delarey 
ls wonderfully good-looking.”

“Yes, and Hermione isn’t.”
“ That has never mattered in the least.”
“ I know. I didn’t say it had. But will it now? ”
“ Why should it? ”
“ Men care so much for looks. Do you think Hermione 

loves Mr Delarey for his? ”
“ She dives deep.”
“ Yes, as a rule.”
“ Why not now? She ought to have dived deeper than 

ever this time.”
“ She ought, of course. I perfectly understand that. But 

s very odd, I think we often marry the man we understand less 
than anyone else in the world. Mystery is so very attractive.”

Miss Townly sighed. She was emaciated, dark, and always 
dressed to look mysterious.
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“ Maurice Delarey is scarcely my idea ot a mystery,” said 

Mrs Creswick, taking joyously a marron glacé. “ In my 
opinion he’s an ordinarily intelligent but an extraordinarily 
handsome man. Hermione is exactly the reverse, extra
ordinarily intelligent and almost ugly.”

“ Oh no, not ugly! ” said Miss Townly, with unexpected 
warmth.

Though of a tepid personality, she was a worshipper at 
Hermione’s shrine.

“ Her eyes are beautiful,” she added.
“ Good eyes don’t make a beauty,” said Mrs Creswick, 

again looking at her three-quarters face in the glass. “ Her
mione is too large, and her face is too square, and—but as I 
said before, it doesn’t matter the least. Hermione’s got a 
temperament that carries all before it.”

“ I do wish I had a temperament,” said Miss Townly. “ I 
try to cultivate one.”

“ You might as well try to cultivate a moustache,” Mrs 
Creswick rather brutally rejoined. “ If it’s there, it’s there, 
but if it isn’t one prays in vain.”

“ I used to think Hermione would do something,” continued 
Miss Townly, finishing her second cup of tea with thirsty 
languor.

“ Do something? ”
“ Something important, great, something that would make 

her famous, but of course now ”—she paused—“ now it’s too 
late,” she concluded. “ Marriage destroys, not creates talent. 
Some celebrated man—I forget which—has said something 
like that.”

“ Perhaps he’d destroyed his wife’s. I think Hermione 
might be a great mother.”

Miss Townly blushed faintly. She did nearly everything 
faintly. That was partly why she admired Hermione.

“ And a great mother is rare,” continued Mrs Creswick. 
“ Good mothers are, thank God, quite common even in London, 
whatever those foolish people who rail at the society they can’t 
get into may say. But great mothers are seldom met with. I 
don’t know one.”

“ What do you mean by a great mother? ” inquired Miss 
Townly.
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* A mother who makes seeds grow. Hermione has a 

genius for friendship and a special gift for inspiring others. If 
she ever has a child, I can imagine that she will make of that 
child something wonderful/’

Do you mean an infant prodigy? ” asked Miss Townly, 
uuiocently.

No, dear, I don’t! ” said Mrs Creswick: “ I mean nothing 
of the sort. Never mind ! ”

When Mrs Creswick said “ Never mind ! ” Miss Townly 
usually got up to go. She got up to go now, and went forth 
luto Sloane Street meditating, as she would have expressed it, 

profoundly.”
Meanwhile Artois went back to the Hans Crescent Hotel on 

uot. He walked slowly along the greasy pavement through 
ue yellow November fog, trying to combat a sensation of 
reariness which had floated round his spirit, as the fog floated 

round his body, directly he stepped into the street. He often 
elt depressed without a special cause, but this afternoon there 

^as a special cause for his melancholy. Hermione was going 
to be married.

She often came to Paris, where she had many friends, and 
some years ago they had met at a dinner given by a brilliant 
Jewess, who delighted in clever people, not because she was 
stupid, but for the opposite reason. Artois was already 
aiuous, though not loved, as a novelist. He had published 

two books; works of art, cruel, piercing, brutal, true. Her
mione had read them. Her intellect had revelled in them, but 
hey had set ice about her heart, and when Madame Enthoven 
old her who was going to take her in to dinner, she very nearly 

Degged to be given another partner. She felt that her nature 
uiust be in opposition to this man’s.

Artois was not eager for the honour of her company. He 
a careful dissecter of women, and, therefore, understood 

°w mysterious women are; but in his intimate life they counted 
Or little. He regarded them there rather as the European 
/aveller regards the Mousmés of Japan, as playthings, and 
/Slsted on one thing only—that they must be pretty. A 

fenchman, despite his unusual intellectual power, he was not 
wholly emancipated from the la petite femme tradition, which 
W1U never be outmoded in Paris while Paris hums with life, and. 
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therefore, when he was informed that he was to take in W 
dinner the tall, solidly-built, big-waisted, rugged-faced woman- 
whom he had been observing from a distance ever since he саШе 
into the drawing-room, he felt that he was being badly treated 
by his hostess.

Yet he had been observing this woman closely.
Something unusual, something vital in her had drawn hi? 

attention, fixed it, held it. He knew that, but said to binaseli 
that it was the attention of the novelist that had been grasped 
by an uncommon human specimen, and that the man of tbe 
world, the diner-out, did not want to eat in company with 3 
specimen, but to throw off professional cares with a gay little 
chatterbox of the Mousmé type. Therefore he came over to 
be presented to Hermione with rather a bad grace.

And that introduction was the beginning of the great 
friendship which was now troubling him in the fog.

By the end of that evening Hermione and he had entirely 
rid themselves of their preconceived notions of each other 
She had ceased from imagining him a walking intellect devoid 
of sympathies, he from considering her a possibly interesting 
specimen, but not the type of woman who could be agreeable 
in a man’s life. Her naturalness amounted almost to genius- 
She was generally unable to be anything but natural, unable 
not to speak as she was feeling, unable to feel unsympathetic. 
She always showed keen interest when she felt it, and, with 
transparent sincerity, she at once began to show to Artois hoW 
much interested she was in him. By doing so she captivated 
him at once. He would not, perhaps, have been captivated by 
the heart without the brains, but the two in combination took 
possession of him with an ease which, when the evening was 
over, but only then, caused him some astonishment.

Hermione had a divining-rod to discover the heart in 
another, and she found out at once that Artois had a big heart 
as well as a fine intellect. He was deceptive because he was 
always ready to show the latter, and almost always determined 
to conceal the former. Even to himself he was not quite 
frank about his heart, but often strove to minimise its influence 
upon him, if not to ignore totally its promptings and its utter
ances. Why this was so he could not perhaps have explained 
even to himself. It was one of the mysteries of his tempera-
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ment. From the first moment of their intercourse Hermione 
showed to him her conviction that he had a warm heart, and 
that it could be relied upon without hesitation. This piqued 
but presently delighted, and also soothed Artois, who was 
accustomed to be misunderstood, and had often thought he 
liked to be misunderstood, but who now found out how 
pleasant a brilliant woman’s intuition may be, even at a 
Parisian dinner. Before the evening was over they knew that 
they were friends ; and friends they had remained ever since.

Artois was a reserved man, but, like many reserved people, 
if once he showed himself as he really was, he could continue 
to be singularly frank. He was singularly frank with Her
mione. She became his confidante, often at a distance. He 
scarcely ever came to London, which he disliked exceedingly, 
but from Paris or from the many lands in which he wandered 
he was no pavement lounger, although he loved Paris rather as 
a man may love a very chic cocotte—he wrote to Hermione 
long letters, into which he put his mind and heart, his aspira
tions, struggles, failures, triumphs. They were human docu
ments, and contained much of his secret history.

It was of this history that he was now thinking, and of 
Hermione’s comments upon it, tied up with a riband in Paris. 
The news of her approaching marriage with a man whom he 
had never seen had given him a rude shock, had awakened in 
him a strange feeling of jealousy. He had grown accustomed 
to the thought that Hermione was in a certain sense his pro
perty. He realised thoroughly the egotism, the dog-in-the- 
manger spirit which was alive in him, and hated but could not 
banish it. As a friend he certainly loved Hermione. She 
knew that. But he did not love her as a man loves the woman 
he wishes to make his wife. She must know that, too. He 
loved her but was not in love with her, and she loved but was 
n°t in love with him. Why, then, should this marriage make 
a difference in their friendship? She said that it would not, 
but he felt that it must. He thought of her as a wife, then as a 
mother. The latter thought made his egotism shudder. She 
"muld be involved in the happy turmoil of a family existence, 
"'hile he would remain without in that loneliness which is the 
artist’s breath of hie and martyrdom. es, his egotism 
shuddered, and he was angry at the weakness. He chastised 

в

^***£*viuu .
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the frailties of others, but must be the victim of his own. A 
feeling of helplessness came to him, of being governed, lashed, 
driven. How unworthy was his sensation of hostility against 
Delarey, his sensation that Hermione was wronging him by 
entering into this alliance, and how powerless he was to rid 
himself of either sensation! There was good cause for his 
melancholy—his own folly. He must try to conquer it, and, if 
that were impossible, to rein it in before the evening.

When he reached the hotel he went into his sitting-room and 
worked for an hour and a half, producing a short paragraph, 
which did not please him. Then he took a hansom and drove 
to Peathill Street.

Hermione was already there, sitting at a small table in a 
comer with her back to him, opposite to one of the handsomest 
men he had ever seen. As Artois came in, he fixed his eyes on 
this man with a scrutiny that was passionate, trying to deter
mine at a glance whether he had any right to the success he had 
achieved, any fitness for the companionship that was to be his, 
companionship of an unusual intellect and a still more unusual 
spirit.

He saw a man obviously much younger than Hermione, 
not tall, athletic in build but also graceful, with the grace that 
is shed through a frame by perfectly developed, not over
developed muscles and accurately trained limbs, a man of the 
Mercury rather than of the Hercules type, with thick, low- 
growing black hair, vivid, enthusiastic black eyes, set rather 
wide apart under curved brows, and very perfectly propor
tioned, small, straight features, which were not undecided, 
yet which suggested the features of a boy. In the complexion 
there was a tinge of brown that denoted health and an out-door 
life—an out-door life in the south, Artois thought.

As Artois, standing quite still, unconsciously, in the door
way of the restaurant, looked at this man, he felt for a moment 
as if he himself were a splendid specimen of a cart-horse faced 
by a splendid specimen of a race-horse. The comparison he 
was making was only one of physical endowments, but it 
pained him. Thinking with an extraordinary rapidity, he 
asked himself why it was that this man struck him at once as 
very much handsomer than other men with equally good 
features and figures whom he had seen, and he found at once 
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the answer to his question. It was the look of Mercury in him 
that made him beautiful, a look of radiant readiness for swift 
Movement that suggested the happy messenger poised for flight 
to the gods, his mission accomplished, the expression of an 
intensely vivid activity that could be exquisitely obedient. 
There was an extraordinary fascination in it. Artois realised 
that, for he was fascinated even in this bitter moment that he 
told himself ought not to be bitter. While he gazed at Delarey 
he was conscious of a feeling that had sometimes come upon him 
when he had watched Sicilian peasant boys dancing the taran
tella under the stars by the Ionian sea, a feeling that one thing 
in creation ought to be immortal on earth, the passionate, leap
ing flame of joyous youth, physically careless, physically 
rapturous, unconscious of death and of decay. Delarey seemed 
to him like a tarantella in repose, if such a thing could be.

Suddenly Hermione turned round, as if conscious that he 
was there. When she did so he understood in the very depths 
°f him why such a man as Delarey attracted, must attract, such 
a woman as Hermione. That which she had in the soul Delarey 
seemed to express in the body—sympathy, enthusiasm, swift
ness, courage. He was like a statue of her feelings, but a 
statue endowed with life. And the fact that her physique was
a sort of contradiction of her inner self must make more power
ful the charm of a Delarey for her. As Hermione looked round 
at him, turning her tall figure rather slowly in the chair, Artois 
niade up his mind that she had been captured by the physique 

this man. He could not be surprised, but he still felt angry.
Hermione introduced Delarey to him eagerly, not attempt- 

fug to hide her anxiety for the two men to make friends at once, 
д er desire was so transparent and so warm that for a moment 
Artois felt touched, and inclined to trample upon his evil mood 
and leave no trace of it. He was also secretly too human to 
^uiain wholly unmoved by Delarey’s reception of him. 

elarey had a rare charm of manner whose source was a happy, 
not foolishly shy, modesty, which made him eager to please, 

and convinced that in order to do so he must bestir himself
and make an effort. But in this effort there was no labour. It
Was like the spurt of a willing horse, a fine racing pace of the 
uature that woke pleasure and admiration in those who 
Watched it.
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Artois felt at once that Delarey had no hostility towards 

him, but was ready to admire and rejoice in him as Hermione’s 
greatest friend. He was met more than half-way. Yet when 
he was beside Delarey, almost touching him, the stubborn 
sensation of furtive dislike within Artois increased, and he 
consciously determined not to yield to the charm of this 
younger man who was going to interfere in his life. Artois did 
not speak much English, but fortunately Delarey talked French 
fairly well, not with great fluency like Hermione, but enough 
to take a modest share in conversation, which was apparently 
all the share that he desired. Artois believed that he was no 
great talker. His eyes were more eager than was his tongue, 
and seemed to betoken a vivacity of spirit which he could not, 
perhaps, show forth in words. The conversation at first was 
mainly between Hermione and Artois, with an occasional word 
from Delarey—generally interrogative—and was confined to 
generalities. But this could not continue long. Hermione 
was an enthusiastic talker and seldom discussed banalities. 
From every circle where she found herself the inane was 
speedily banished; pale topics—the spectres that haunt the dull 
and are cherished by them—were whipped away to limbo, and 
some subject full-blooded, alive with either serious or comical 
possibilities, was very soon upon the carpet. By chance 
Artois happened to speak of two people in Paris, common 
friends of his and of Hermione’s, who had been very intimate, 
but who had now quarrelled, and everyone said, irrevocably. 
The question arose whose fault was it. Artois, who knew the 
facts of the case, and whose judgment was usually cool and 
well-balanced, said it was the woman’s.

“ Madame Lagrande,” he said, “ has a fine nature, but in 
this instance it has failed her, it has been warped by jealousy; 
not the jealousy that often accompanies passion, for she and 
Robert Meunier were only great friends, linked together by 
similar sympathies, but by a much more subtle form of that 
mental disease. You know, Hermione, that both of them are 
brilliant critics of literature? ”

“ Yes, yes.”
“ They carried on a sort of happy, but keen rivalry in this 

walk of letters, each striving to be more unerring than the 
other in dividing the sheep from the goats. I am the
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guilty person who made discord where there had been har
mony.”

“ You, Emile! How was that?”
One day I said, in a bitter mood, ‘ It is so easy to be a 

cntic, so difficult to be a creator. You two, now—would you 
even dare to try to create? ’ They were nettled by my tone, 
and showed it. I said, * I have a magnificent subject for a 
conte, no work de longue haleine, a conte. If you like I will 
give it to you, and leave you to create—separately, not to
gether—what you have so often written about, the perfect 
conte.’ They accepted my challenge. I gave them my sub
ject and a month to work it out. At the end of that time the 
two contes were to be submitted to a jury of competent literary 
men, friends of ours. It was all a sort of joke, but created 
great interest in our circle—you know it, Hermione, that dines 
at Reneau’s on Thursday nights? ”

Yes. Well, what happened?”
Madame Lagrande made a failure of hers, but Robert 

Meunier astonished us all. He produced certainly one of 
the best contes that was ever written in the French 
language.”

And Madame Lagrande? ”
It is not too much to say that from that moment she has 

allnost hated Robert.”
And you dare to say she has a noble nature? ”
Yes, a noble nature from which, under some apparently 

Resistible impulse, she has lapsed.”
Maurice,” said Hermione, leaning her long arms on the 

able and leaning forward to her fiancé, “ you’re not in litera- 
\ѵГе Ы1-' more than I am, you’re an outsider—bless you! 
Vila! d’you say to that ? ”

Delarey hesitated and looked modestly at Artois.
No, no,” cried Hermione, “ none of that, Maurice! You 

may be a better judge in this than Emile is with all his know- 
ebge of the human heart. You’re the man in the street, and 

s°metimes I’d give a hundred pounds for his opinion and not 
tw°pence for the big man’s who’s in the profession. Would— 
could a noble nature yield to such an impulse? ”

I should hardly have thought so,” said Delarey.
Nor I,” said Hermione, “ I simply don’t believe it’s pos- 
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sible. For a moment, yes, perhaps. But you say, Emile, that 
there’s an actual breach between them.”

“ There is certainly. Have you ever made any study of 
jealousy in its various forms? ”

“ Never. I don’t know what jealousy is. I can’t under
stand it.”

“Yet you must be capable of it.”
“You think every one is? ”
“ Very few who are really alive in the spirit are not. And 

you, I am certain, are.”
Hermione laughed, an honest, gay laugh, that rang out 

wholesomely in the narrow room.
“ I doubt it, Emile. Perhaps I am too conceited. For 

instance, if I cared for someone and was cared for—”
“ And the caring of the other ceased, because he had only 

a certain, limited faculty of affection and transferred his affec
tion elsewhere—what then? ”

“ I’ve so much pride, proper or improper, that I believe my 
affection would die. My love subsists on sympathy—take that 
food from it and it would starve and cease to live. I give, but 
when giving I always ask. If I were to be refused I couldn't 
give any more. And without the love there could be no 
jealousy. But that isn’t the point, Emile.”

He smiled.
“ What is? ”
“ The point is—can a noole nature lapse like that from its 

nobility? ”
“ Yes, it can.”
“ Then it changes, it ceases to be noble. You would not 

say that a brave man can show cowardice and remain a brave 
man.”

“ I would say that a man whose real nature was brave, 
might, under certain circumstances, show fear, without being 
what is called a coward. Human nature is full of extraordinary 
possibilities, good and evil, of extraordinary contradictions. 
But this point I will concede you, that it is like the boomerang, 
which flies forward, circles and returns to the point from which 
it started. The inherently noble nature will, because it must, 
return eventually to its nobility. Then comes the really tragic 
moment with the passion of remorse.”
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. He spoke quietly, almost coldly. Hermione looked at him 

W1th shining eyes. She had quite forgotten Madame Lagrande 
and Robert Meunier, had lost the sense of the special in her 
ove of the general.

That’s a grand theory,” she said. “ That we must come 
ack to the good that is in us in the end, that we must be true 

to that somehow, almost whether we will or no. I shall try to 
hink of that when I am sinning.”

You—sinning! ” exclaimed Delarey.
Maurice, dear, you think too well of me.”

Delarey flushed like a boy, and glanced quickly at Artois, 
who did not return his gaze.
„ But if that’s trae, Emile,” Hermione continued.

Madame Lagrande and Robert Meunier will be friends again.”
Some day 1 know she will hold out the olive branch, but 

what if he refuses it ? ”
You literary people are dreadfully difficile.”
True. Our jealousies are ferocious, but so are the jeal

ousies of thousands who can neither read nor write.”
* Jealousy,” she said, forgetting to eat in her keen interest 

m the subject. “ I told you I didn’t believe myself capable of 
but I don’t know. The jealousy that is born of passion I 

might understand and suffer, perhaps, but jealousy of a talent 
greater than my own, or of one that I didn’t possess—that 
seems to me inexplicable. I could never be jealous of a talent.”

“You mean that you could never hate a person for a talent 
ln them? ”

“ Yes.”
“ Suppose that someone, by means of a talent which you 

had not, won from you a love which you had? Talent is a 
weapon, you know.”

“ You think it is a weapon to conquer the affections! Ah, 
binile, after all you don’t know us ! ”

“ You go too fast. I did not say a weapon to conquer the 
affection of a woman.”

“ You’re speaking of men? ”
“ I know,” Delarey said, suddenly, forgetting to be modest 

f°r once, “ you mean that a man might be won away from one 
Woman by a talent in another. Isn’t that it? ”

11 Ah,” said Hermione, “ a man—I see,”
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She sat for a moment considering deeply, with her luminous 

eyes fixed on the food in her plate, food which she did not see.
“ What horrible ideas you sometimes have, Emile,” she 

said, at last.
“ You mean what horrible truths exist,” he answered 

quietly.
“ Could a man be won so? Yes, I suppose he might be if 

there were a combination.”
“ Exactly,” said Artois.
“ I see now. Suppose a man had two strains in him, say: 

the adoration of beauty, of the physical ; and the adoration of 
talent, of the mental. He might fall in love with a merely 
beautiful woman and transfer his affections if he came across an 
equally beautiful woman who had some great talent.”

“ Or he might fall in love with a plain, talented woman, and 
be taken from her by one in whom talent was allied with 
beauty. But in either case are you sure that the woman 
deserted could never be jealous, bitterly jealous, of the talent 
possessed by the other woman? I think talent often creates 
jealousy in your sex.”

“ But beauty much offener, oh, much! Every woman, I 
feel sure, could more easily be jealous of physical beauty in 
another woman than of mental gifts. There’s something so 
personal in beauty.”

“ And is genius not equally personal? ”
“ I suppose it is, but I doubt if it seems so.”
“ I think you leave out of account the advance of civilisa

tion, which is greatly changing men and women in our day. 
The tragedies of the mind are increasing.” •

“ And the tragedies of the heart—are they diminishing in 
consequence? Oh, Emile! ” And she laughed.

“ Hermione—your food! You are not eating anything! ” 
said Delarey, gently, pointing to her plate. “ And it’s all 
getting cold.”

“ Thank you, Maurice.”
She began to eat at once with an air of happy submission, 

which made Artois understand a good deal about her feeling 
for Delarey.

“ The heart will always rule the head, I daresay, in this 
world where the majority will always be thoughtless,” said
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Artois. “ But the greatest jealousy, the jealousy which is 
most difficult to resist and to govern, is that in which both 
heart and brain are concerned. That is indeed a full-fledged 
monster.”

Artois generally spoke with a good deal of authority, often 
without meaning to do so. He thought so clearly, knew so 
exactly what he was thinking and what he meant, that he felt 
very safe in conversation, and from this sense of safety sprang 
his air of masterfulness. It was an air that was always impres
sive, but to-night it specially struck Hermione. Now she laid 
down her knife and fork once more, to Delarey’s half-amused 
despair, and exclaimed,—

“ I shall never forget the way you said that. Even if it 
were nonsense one would have to believe it for the moment, and 
°f course it’s dreadfully true. Intellect and heart suffering in 
combination must be far more terrible than the one suffering 
without the other. No, Maurice, I’ve really finished. I don’t 
Want any more. Let’s have our coffee.”

“ The Turkish coffee,” said Artois, with a smile. “ Do you 
like Turkish coffee, Monsieur Delarey? ”

“ Yes, monsieur. Hermione has taught me to.”
“Ah!”
“ At first it seemed to me too full of grounds,” he explained.
“ Perhaps a taste for it must be an acquired one among 

Europeans. Do we have it here? ”
“ No, no,” said Hermione, “ Caminiti has taken my advice, 

and now there’s a charming smoke-room behind this. Come 
along.”

She got up and led the way out. The two men followed 
her, Artois coming last. He noticed now more definitely the 
very great contrast between Hermione and her future husband. 
Eelarey, when in movement, looked more than ever like a 
Mercury. His footstep was light and elastic, and his whole 
hody seemed to breathe out a gay activity, a fulness of the joy 
°f life. Again, Artois thought of Sicilian boys dancing the 
tarantella, and when they were in the small smoke-room, which 
Caminiti had fitted up in what he believed to be Oriental style, 
and which, though scarcely accurate, was quite cosy, he was 
Hioved to inquire,—

“ Pardon me, monsieur, but are you entirely English? ”
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“ No, monsieur. My mother has Sicilian blood in her veins. 

But I have never been in Sicily or Italy.”
“ Ah, Emile,” said Hermione, “ how clever of you to find 

that out. I notice it, too, sometimes, that touch of the blessed 
South. I shall take him there some day, and see if the southern 
blood doesn’t wake up in his veins when he’s in the rays of the 
real sun we never see in England.”

“ She’ll take you to Italy, you fortunate, damned dog! ” 
thought Artois. “ What luck for you to go there with such a 
companion! ”

They sat down and the two men began to smoke. Her
mione never smoked because she had tried smoking and knew 
she hated it. They were alone in the room, which was warm, 
but not too warm, and faintly lit by shaded lamps. Artois 
began to feel more genial, he scarcely knew why. Perhaps the 
good dinner had comforted him, or perhaps he was beginning 
to yield to the charm of Delarey’s gay and boyish modesty, 
which was untainted and unspoiled by any awkward shyness.

Artois did not know or seek to know, but he was aware that 
he was more ready to be happy with the flying moment than 
he had been, or had expected to be that evening. Something 
almost paternal shone in his grey eyes as he stretched his large 
limbs on Caminiti’s notion of a Turkish divan, and watched 
the first smoke-wreaths rise from his cigar, a light which made 
his face most pleasantly expressive to Hermione.

“ He likes Maurice,” she thought, with a glow of pleasure, 
and with the thought came into her heart an even deeper love 
for Maurice. For it was a triumph indeed if Artois were cap
tured speedily by anyone. It seemed to her just then as if she 
had never known what perfect happiness was till now, when 
she sat between her best friend and her lover, and sensitively 
felt that in the room there were not three separate persons but 
a Trinity. For a moment there was a comfortable silence. 
Then an Italian boy brought in the coflee. Artois spoke to 
him in Italian. His eyes lit up as he answered with the accent 
of Naples, lit up still more when Artois spoke to him again in 
his own dialect. When he had served the coffee he went out, 
glowing.

“ Is your honeymoon to be Italian? ” asked Artois.
“ Whatever Hermione likes,” answered Delarey. “ I—it 
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doesn’t matter to me. Wherever it is will be the same to 
me.”
„ Happiness makes every land an Italy, eh? ” said Artois.

I expect that’s profoundly true.”
Don’t you—don’t you know? ” ventured Delarey.
І! My friend, one cannot be proficient in every branch 

of knowledge.”
He spoke the words without bitterness, with a calm that 

ad in it something more sad than bitterness. It struck both 
Hermione and Delarey as almost monstrous that anybody with 
w ,oni they were connected should be feeling coldly unhappy at 
hls moment. Life presented itself to them in a glorious 

radiance of sunshine, in a passionate light, in a torrent of 
colour. Their knowledge of life’s uncertainties was rocked 
asleep by their dual sensation of personal joy, and they felt as 
1 everyone ought to be as happy as they were, almost as if 
everyone could be as happy as they were.

Emile,” said Hermione, led by this feeling, “ you can’t 
mean to say that you have never known the happiness that 
^a.kes of every place—Clapham, Lippe-Detmold, a West 
African swamp, a Siberian convict settlement—an Italy? You 
have had a wonderful life. You have worked, you have 
Wandered, had your ambition and your freedom—”

‘ But my eyes have been always wide open,” he interrupted, 
Wide open on life watching the manifestations of life.”

‘ Haven’t you ever been able to shut them for a minute to 
everything but your own happiness? Oh, it’s selfish, I know, 
but it does one good, Emile, any amount of good, to be selfish 
lke that now and then. It reconciles one so splendidly to 
existence. It’s like a spring cleaning of the soul. And then, 

think, when one opens one’s eyes again one sees—one must 
?*ee—everything more rightly, not dressed up in frippery, not 
horribly naked either, but truly, accurately, neither overlook- 
lng graces, nor dwelling on distortions. D’you understand 
'vhat I mean? Perhaps I don’t put it well, but—”

“ I do understand,” he said. “ There’s truth in what you 
say.”

“ Yes, isn’t there? ” said Delarey.
His eyes were fixed on Hermione with an intense eagerness 

admiration and love.
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Suddenly Artois felt immensely old, as he sometimes felt 

when he saw children playing with frantic happiness at mud
pies or snowballing. A desire, which his true self condemned, 
came to him to use his intellectual powers cruelly, and he 
yielded to it, forgetting the benign spirit which had paid him a 
moment’s visit and vanished almost ere it had arrived.

“ There’s truth in what you say. But there’s another 
truth, too, which you bring to my mind at this moment.”

“ What’s that, Emile? ”
“ The payment that is exacted from great happiness. 

These intense joys of which you speak—what are they followed 
by? Haven’t you observed that any violence in one direction 
is usually, almost indeed inevitably, followed by a violence in 
the opposite direction? Humanity is treading a beaten track, 
the crowd of humanity, and keeps, as a crowd, to this highway. 
But individuals leave the crowd, searchers, those who need the 
great changes, the great fortunes that are dangerous. On one 
side of the track is a garden of Paradise ; on the other a deadly 
swamp. The man or woman who, leaving the highway, enters 
the garden of Paradise is almost certain in the fulness of time 
to be struggling in the deadly swamp.”

“ Do you really mean that misery is born of happiness? ”
“ Of what other parent can it be the child? In my opinion 

those who are said to be ‘ bom in misery ’ never know what real 
misery is. It is only those who have drunk deep of the cup of 
joy who can drink deep of the cup of sorrow.”

Hermione was about to speak, but Delarey suddenly burst 
in with the vehement exclamation,—

“ Where’s the courage in keeping to the beaten track? 
Where’s the courage in avoiding the garden for fear of the 
swamp? ”

“ That’s exactly what I was going to say,” said Hermione, 
her whole face lighting up. “ I never expected to hear a 
counsel of cowardice from you, Emile.”

“ Or is it a counsel of prudence ? ”
He looked at them both steadily, feeling still as if he were 

face to face with children. For a man he was unusually intui
tive, and to-night suddenly, and after he had begun to yield to 
his desire to be cruel, to say something that would cloud this 
dual happiness in which he had no share, he felt a strange, an
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almost prophetic conviction that out of the joy he now con- 
emplated would be bom the gaunt offspring, misery, of which 

ne had just spoken. With the coming of this conviction, which 
® did not even try to explain to himself or to combat, came an 

a rupt change in his feelings. Bitterness gave place to an 
anxiety that was far more human, to a desire to afford some 
Protection to these two people with whom he was sitting. But 

ow? And against what? He did not know. His intuition 
s opped short when he strove to urge it on.

Prudence,” said Hermione. “ You think it prudent to 
av°id the joy life throws at your feet? ”

Abruptly provoked by his own limitations, angry, too, with 
ls erratic mental departure from the realm of reason into the 

realm of fantasy—for so he called the debatable land over 
hich intuition held sway—Artois hounded out his mood and 

4rned upon himself.
Don’t listen to me,” he said. “ I am the professional 

analyst of life. As I sit over a sentence, examining, selecting, 
Ejecting, replacing its words, so do I sit over the emotions of 
Myself and others till I cease really to live, and could almost 
nnd it in my head to try to prevent them from living, too. 
Live, live—enter into the garden of Paradise and never mind 
what comes after.”

I could not do anything else,” said Hermione. “ It is 
nnnatural to me to look forward. The * now ’ nearly always 

as complete possession of me.”
‘ And I,” said Artois, lightly, “ am always trying to peer 

round the comer to see what is coming. And you, Monsieur 
Delarey? ”

I ! ” said Delarey.
He had not expected to be addressed just then, and for a 

foment looked confused.
“ I don’t know if I can say,” he answered at last. “ But I 

think if the present was happy I should try to live in that, and 
h it was sad I should have a shot at looking forward to some
thing better.”

“ That’s one of the best philosophies I ever heard,” said 
Hermione, “ and after my own heart. Long live the philosophy 
°t Maurice Delarey! ”

Delarey blushed with pleasure like a boy. J ust then three 
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men came in smoking cigars. Hermione looked at her 
watch.

“ Past eleven,’’ she said. “ I think I’d better go. Emile, 
will you drive with me home? "

“ I! ” he said, with an unusual diffidence. “ May I?° 
He glanced at Delarey.
“ I want to have a talk with you. Maurice quite under

stands. He knows you go back to Paris to-morrow."
They all got up, and Delarey at once held out his hand to 

Artois.
“ I am glad to have been allowed to meet Hermione’s best 

friend,’’ he said simply. “ I know how much you are to her, 
and I hope you’ll let me be a friend, too, perhaps, some day." 

He wrung Artois’s hand warmly.
“ Thank you, monsieur," replied Artois.
He strove hard to speak as cordially as Delarey.
Two or three minutes later Hermione and he were in a 

hansom driving down Regent Street. The fog had lifted, and 
it was possible to see to right and left of the greasy thorough
fare.

“ Need we go straight back? ” said Hermione. “ Why not 
tell him to drive down to the Embankment? It’s quiet there 
at night, and open and fine—one of the few fine things in dreary 
old London. And I want to have a last talk with you, Emile."

Artois pushed up the little door in the roof with his stick.
“ The Embankment—Thames," he said to the cabman, 

with a strong foreign accent.
“ Right, sir," replied the man, in the purest cockney.
As soon as the trap was shut down above her head, Her

mione exclaimed,—
“ Emile, I’m so happy, so—so happy! I think you must 

understand why now. You don’t wonder any more, do 
you? ”

“ No, I don’t wonder. But did I ever express any 
wonder? "

“ I think you felt some. But I knew when you saw him it 
would go. He’s got one beautiful quality that’s very rare in 
these days, I think—reverence. I love that in him. He 
really reverences everything that is fine, everyone who has fine 
and noble aspirations and powers. He reverences you."
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<t If that is the case he shows very little insight."

Don’t abuse yourself to me to-night. There’s nothing 
he matter now, is there? ’’

Her intonation demanded a negative, but Artois did not 
asten to give it. Instead he turned the conversation once 

more to Delarey.
Tell me something more about him," he said. “ What 

Sortof family does he come from? "
. Oh, a very ordinary family, well off, but not what is called 

specially well-born. His father has a large shipping business. 
e s a cultivated man, and went to Eton and Oxford, as 

. aunce did. Maurice’s mother is very handsome, not at all 
mtellectual, but fascinating. The Southern blood comes from 
her side?”

t Oh—how ? **
Her mother was a Sicilian."
Of the aristocracy, or of the people? "

I She was a lovely contadina. But what does it matter? 
am not marrying Maurice’s grandmother."

How do you know that ? "
You mean that our ancestors live in us. Well, I can’t 

other. If Maurice were a crossing-sweeper, and his grand
mother had been an evilly-disposed charwoman, who could 
Oever get anyone to trust her to char, I’d marry him to-morrow 
1 he’d have me."

I’m quite sure you would."
Besides, probably the grandmother was a delicious old 

But didn’t you like Maurice, Emile? I felt so sure youdear, 
did.”

“ I—yes, I liked him. I see his fascination. It is almost 
aosurdly obvious, and yet it is quite natural. He is handsome 
and he is charming.”

“ And he’s good, too.”
“ Why not? He does not look evil. I thought of him as 

a Mercury.”
“ The messenger of the gods—yes, he is like that."
She laid her hand on his arm, as if her happiness and longing 

*°r sympathy in it impelled her to draw very near to a human 
being.

“ A bearer of good tidings—that is what he has been to me.
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I want you to like and understand him so much, Emile; you 
more, far more, than anyone else.”

The cab was now in a steep and narrow street leading down 
from the Strand to the Thames Embankment—a street that 
was obscure and that looked sad and evil by night. Artois 
glanced out at it, and Hermione, seeing that he did so, followed 
his eyes. They saw a man and a woman quarrelling under a 
gas-lamp. The woman was cursing and crying. The man 
put out his hand and pushed her roughly. She fell up against 
some railings, caught hold of them, turned her head, and 
shrieked at the man, opening her mouth wide.

“Poor things!” Hermione said. “Poor things! If we 
could only all be good to each other ! It seems as if it ought to 
be so simple.”

“ It’s too difficult for us, nevertheless.”
“ Not for some of us, thank God. Many people have been 

good to me—you for one, you most of all my friends. Ah, how 
blessed it is to be out here! ”

She leaned over the wooden apron of the cab, stretching 
out her hands instinctively as if to grasp the space, the airy 
darkness of the spreading night.

“ Space seems to liberate the soul,” she said. “ It’s wrong 
to live in cities, but we shall have to a good deal, I suppose. 
Maurice needn’t work, but I’m glad to say he does.”

“ What does he do? ”
“ I don’t know exactly, but he’s in his father’s shipping 

business. I’m an awful idiot at understanding anything of that 
sort, but I understand Maurice, and that’s the important 
matter.”

They were now on the Thames Embankment, driving slowly 
along the broad and almost-deserted road. Far off lights, 
green, red and yellow, shone faintly upon the drifting and un
easy waters of the river on the one side; on the other gleamed 
the lights from the houses and hotels, in which people were 
supping after the theatres. Artois, who, like most fine artists, 
was extremely susceptible to the influence of place and of the 
hour, with its gift of light or darkness, began to lose in this 
larger atmosphere of mystery and vaguely visible movement the 
hitherto dominating sense of himself, to regain the more valu
able and more mystical sense of life and its strange and pathetic 
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relation with nature and the spirit behind nature, which often 
floated upon him like a tide when he was creating, but which 
he was accustomed to hold sternly in leash. Now he was not 
in the mood to rein it in. Maurice Delarey and his business, 
Hermione, her understanding of him and happiness in him, 
Artois himself in his sharply realised solitude of the third per
son, melted into the crowd of beings who made up life, whose 
background was the vast and infinitely various panorama of 
nature, and Hermione’s last words, “ the important matter, 
seemed for the moment false to him. What was, what could 
be, important in the immensity and the baffling complexity of 
existence ?

Louk at those lights,” he said, pointing to those that 
5 earned across the water through the London haze that some- 

es makes for a melancholy beauty, “ and that movement of 
river in the night, tremulous and cryptic like our thoughts. 

s anything important?”
Almost everything, I think, certainly everything in us. 

r /Ldn’t feel so, I could scarcely go on living. And you must 
Wh SO’ *°°* You do. I have your letters to prove it. 
• У> bow often have I written begging you not to lash yourself 
n о fury over the follies of men! ”

Yes, my temperament betrays the citadel of my brain. 
at happens in many.”

he Y°u Hust too much to your brain, and too little to your

“ And you do the contrary, my friend. You are too easily 
carried away by your impulses.”

She was silent for a moment. The cabman was driving 
slowly. She watched a distant barge drifting, like a great 
8 adow, at the mercy of the tide. 1 hen she turned a little, 
°°ked at Artois’s shadowy profile, and said,— 

, Don’t ever be afraid to speak to me quite frankly don t 
e afraid now. What is it? ”

He did not answer.
“ Imagine you are in Paris sitting down to write to me in 

Your little red-and-yellow room, the morocco slipper of a 
room.”

And if it were the Sicilian grandmother?
He spoke half-lightly, as if he were inclined to laugh 

c
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with her at himself if she began to laugh. But she said, 
gravely,—

“ Go on.”
“ I have a feeling to-night that out of this happiness of 

yours misery will be bom.”
‘‘Yes? What sort of misery? ”
“ I don’t know.”
“ Misery to myself or to the sharer of my happiness? ”
“ To you.”
“ That was why you spoke of the garden of Paradise and 

the deadly swamp? ”
“ I think it must have been.”
“ Well?”
“ I love the South. You know that. But I distrust what 

I love, and I see the South in him.”
“ The grace, the charm, the enticement of the South.”
“ All that, certainly. You said he had reverence. Prob

ably he has, but has he faithfulness? ”
“ Oh, Emile! ”
“ You told me to be frank.”
“ And I wish you to be. Go on, say everything.”
“ I’ve only seen Delarey once, and I’ll confess that I came 

prepared to see faults as clearly as, perhaps more clearly than, 
virtues. I don’t pretend to read character at a glance. Only 
fools can do that—I am relying on their frequent assertion that 
they can. He strikes me as a man of great charm, with an un
usual faculty of admiration for the gifts of others and a modest 
estimate of himself. I believe he’s sincere.”

“ He is, through and through.”
“ I think so—now. But does he know his own blood? 

Our blood governs us when the time comes. He is modest 
about his intellect. I think it quick, but I doubt its being 
strong enough to prove a good restraining influence.”

“ Against what? ”
“ The possible call of the blood that he doesn’t understand.”
“ You speak almost as if he were a child,” Hermione said.

“ He’s much younger than I am, but he’s twenty-four.”
“ He is very young-looking, and you are at least twenty 

years ahead of him in all essentials. Don’t you feel it? ”
“ I suppose—yes, I do.”
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<f Mercury—he should be mercurial."

He is. That’s partly why I love him, perhaps. He is 
fuH of swiftness."

« k the butterfly when it comes out into the sun." 
Emile, forgive me, but sometimes you seem to me deliber- 

e У to lie down and roll in pessimism rather as a horse—"
Why not say an ass ? ”

She laughed.
An ass, then, my dear, lies down sometimes and rolls in 

Ust- I think you are doing it to-night. I think you were 
Preparing to do it this afternoon. Perhaps it is the effect of 
London upon you? ”

London—by-the-way, where are you going for your 
^neymoon? I am sure you know, though Monsieur Delarey

(( Why are you sure? "
Your face to-night when I asked if it was to be Italian." 

ohe laid her hand again upon his arm and spoke eagerly, 
rgetting in a moment his pessimism and the little cloud it had 
r°ught across her happiness.

u You’re right; I’ve decided."
u Italy—and hotels? "
l( No, a thousand times no ! "
<( Where then? ”
(< Sicily, and my peasant’s cottage."

The cottage on Monte Amato where you spent a summer 
or five years ago contemplating Etna? "

. Yes. I’ve not said a word to Maurice, but I’ve taken it 
again. Ду ^le ¡míe furniture I had—beds, straw chairs, fold- 

tables—is stored in a big room in the village at the foot of 
mountain. Gaspare, the Sicilian boy who was my servant, 

his superintend the carrying up of it on women’s heads— 
18 dear old grandmother takes the heaviest things, arm-chairs 

th a S° °n—an<^ it will aH be got ready in no time. I’m having 
e house whitewashed again, and the shutters painted, and 
. stone vases on the terrace will be filled with scarlet ger- 

mums, and—oh, Emile, I shall hear the piping of the shep- 
rds m the ravine at twilight again with him, and see the boys 
nce the tarantella under the moon again with him, and— 

and—”
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She stopped with a break in her voice.
“ Put away your pessimism, dear Emile,” she continued, 

alter a moment. “ Tell me you think we shall be happy in our 
garden of Paradise—tell me that! ”

But he only said, even more gravely,—
“ So you’re taking him to the real south? ”
“Yes, to the blue and the genuine gold, and the quivering 

heat, and the balmy nights when Etna sends up its plume of 
ivory smoke to the moon. He’s got the south in his blood. 
Well, he shall see the south first with me, and he shall love it as 
I love it.”

He said nothing. No spark of her enthusiasm called forth 
a spark from him. And now she saw that, and said 
again,—

“ London is making you horrible to-night. You are doing 
London and yourself an injustice, and Maurice, too.”

“ It’s very possible,” he replied. “ But—I can say it to 
you—I have a certain gift of—shall I call it divination?— 
where men and women are concerned. It is not merely that 
I am observant of what is, but that I can often instinctively 
feel that which must be inevitably produced by what is. Very 
few people can read the future in the present. I often can, 
almost as clearly as I can read the present. Even pessimism, 
accentuated by the influence of the Infernal City, may contain 
some grains of truth.”

“ What do you see for us, Emile? Don’t you think we 
shall be happy together, then? Don’t you think that we are 
suited to be happy together? ”

When she asked Artois this direct question he was suddenly 
aware of a vagueness brooding in his mind, and knew that he 
had no definite answer to make.

“ I see nothing,” he said abruptly. “ I know nothing. It 
may be London. It may be my own egoism.”

And then he suddenly explained himself to Hermione with 
the extraordinary frankness of which he was only capable when 
he was with her, or was writing to her.

“ I am the dog-in-the-manger,” he concluded. “ Don’t 
let my growling distress you. Your happiness has made me 
envious.”

“ I’ll never believe it,” she exclaimed. “ You are too good
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friend and too great a man for that. Why can’t you be 

аРРУ, too? Why can’t you find someone? ”
Married life wouldn’t suit me. I dislike loneliness yet I 

couldn’t do without it. In it I find my liberty as an artist.”
Sometimes I think it must be a curse to be an artist, and 

Vet I have often longed to be one.”
( Why have you never tried to be one? ”

I hardly know. Perhaps in my inmost being I feel I 
never could be. I am too impulsive, too unrestrained, too 
shapeless in mind. If I wrote a book it might be interesting, 
urnan, heart-felt, true to life, I hope, not stupid, I believe; 
nt it would be chaos. You—how it would shock your critical 

rnmd ! I could never select and prune and blend and graft. I 
should have to throw my mind and heart down on the paper 
and just leave them there.”

If you did that you might produce a human document 
at would live almost as long as literature, that even just 

Criticism would be powerless to destroy.”
( I shall never write that book, but I daresay I shall live it.” 

n Yes,” he said. “ You will live it, perhaps with Monsieur 
^elarey.”

And he smiled.
t< When is the wedding to be? ”
(< In January, I think.”

Ah. When you are in your garden of Paradise I shall not 
very far off, just across your blue sea on the African shore.” 
ł( Why, where are you going, Emile? ”

I shall spend the spring at the sacred city of Kairouan, 
among the pilgrims and the mosques, making some studies, 
aking some notes.”

lus

“ For a book? Come over to Sicily and see us.” 
‘ I don’t think you will want me there.” 

The trap in the roof was opened, and a beery eye, with a 
cious smile in it, peered down upon them.

’Ad enough of the river, sir? ” 
‘Comment? ” said Artois.
We’d better go home, I suppose,” Hermione said.

She gave her address to the cabman, and they drove in 
1 ence to Eaton Place.



III

T UCREZIA GABBI came out on to the terrace of the Casa del
Prete on Monte Amato, shaded her eyes with her brown 

hands, and gazed down across the ravine over the olive-trees and 
the vines to the mountain-side opposite, along which, among rocks 
and Barbary figs, wound a tiny track trodden by the few con
tadini whose stone cottages, some of them scarcely more than 
huts, were scattered here and there upon the surrounding 
heights that looked towards Etna and the sea. Lucrezia was 
dressed in her best. She wore a dark stuff gown covered in the 
front by a long blue and white apron. Although really happiest 
in her mind when her feet were bare, she had donned a pair of 
white stockings and low slippers, and over her thick, dark hair 
was tied a handkerchief gay with a pattern of brilliant yellow 
flowers on a white ground. This was a present from Gaspare 
bought at the town of Cattaro at the foot of the mountains, and 
worn now for the first time in honour of a great occasion.

To-day Lucrezia was in the service of distinguished forestieri 
and she was gazing now across the ravine straining her eyes to 
see a procession winding up from the sea; donkeys laden with 
luggage, and her new padrone and padrona pioneered by the 
radiant Gaspare towards their mountain home. It was a good 
day for their arrival. Nobody could deny that. Even 
Lucrezia, who was accustomed to fine weather, having lived 
all her life in Sicily, was struck to a certain blinking admiration 
as she stepped out on to the terrace, and murmured to herself 
and a cat which was basking on the stone-seat that faced the 
cottage between broken columns, round which roses twined,—

“ Che tempo fa oggi! Santa Madonna, che bel tempo! ” 
On this morning of February the clearness of the atmosphere 

was in truth almost African. Under the cloudless sky every 
detail of the great view from the terrace stood out with a 
magical distinctness. The lines of the mountains were sharply 
defined against the profound blue. The forms of the grey 
rocks scattered upon their slopes, of the peasants’ houses, of 
the olive and oak trees which grew thickly on the left 

38
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^ank of Monte Amato below the priest’s house, showed 

emselves in the sunshine with the bold frankness which is 
Part of the glory of all things in the south. The figures of 

a lonary or moving goatherds and labourers, watching their 
ocks or toiling among the vineyards and the orchards, were 

re ^ved against the face of Nature in the shimmer of the glad 
ë cl m this Eden with a mingling of delicacy and significance 

, ch had in it something ethereal and mysterious, a hint of 
lryland. Far off, rising calmly in an immense slope, a slope that 

Was classical in its dignity, profound in its sobriety, remote, yet 
Neither cold nor sad, Etna soared towards the heaven, sending 

om its summit, on which the snows still lingered, a steady 
P urne of ivory smoke. In the nearer foreground, upon a 
lagged crest of beetling rock, the ruins of a Saracenic castle 

ommated a huddled village, whose houses seemed to cling 
cantically to the cliff, as if each one were in fear of being 

separated from its brethren and tossed into the sea. And far 
oelow that sea spread forth its waveless, silent wonder to a 
°rizon-line so distant that the eyes which looked upon it could 

scarcely distinguish sea from sky—a line which surely united 
^°t divided two shades of flawless blue, linking them in a 
brotherhood which should be everlasting. Few sounds, and 
bese but slight ones, stirred in the breast of the ardent silence ; 

some little notes of birds, fragmentary and wandering, way
ward as pilgrims who had forgotten to what shrine they bent 
heir steps, some little notes of bells swinging beneath the 
ufted chins of goats, the wail of a woman’s song, old in its 

Quiet melancholy, Oriental in its strange irregularity of rhythm, 
and the careless twitter of a tarantella, played upon a reed-flute 
Y a secluded shepherd-boy beneath the bending silver-green 
0 tressy olives beside a tiny stream.

Lucrezia was accustomed to it all. She had been born 
cside that sea. Etna had looked down upon her as she sucked 

ąnd cried, toddled and played, grew to a lusty girlhood, and on 
Int° young womanhood with its gaiety and unreason, its work 
and hopes and dreams. That Oriental song—she had sung it 
°iten on the mountain-sides, as she set her bare, brown feet on 
be warm stones, and lifted her head with a native pride be

neath its burdening pannier, or its jar of water from the well, 
^od she had many a time danced to the tarantella that the
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shepherd-boy was fluting, clapping her strong hands and 
swinging her broad hips, while the great rings in her ears shook 
to and fro, and her whole healthy body quivered to the spirit 
of the tune. She knew it all. It was and had always been part 
of her Ufe.

Hermione’s garden of Paradise generally seemed homely 
enough to Lucrezia. Yet to-day, perhaps because she was 
dressed in her best on a day that was not a festa, and wore a 
silver chain with a coral charm on it, and had shoes on her feet, 
there seemed to her a newness, almost a strangeness in the 
wideness and the silence, in the sunshine and the music, some
thing that made her breathe out a sigh, and stare with almost 
wondering eyes on Etna and the sea. She soon lost her vague 
sensation that her life lay, perhaps, in a home of magic, how
ever, when she looked again at the mule track which wound 
upward from the distant town, in which the train from Messina 
must by this time have deposited her forestieri, and began to 
think more naturally of the days that lay before her, of her 
novel and important duties, and of the unusual sums of money 
that her activities were to earn her.

Gaspare, who, as major-domo, had chosen her imperiously 
for his assistant and underling in the house of the priest, had 
informed her that she was to receive twenty-five lire a month 
for her services, besides food and lodging, and plenty of the 
good, red wine of Amato. To Lucrezia such wages seemed 
prodigal. She had never yet earned more than the half of 
them. But it was not only this prospect of riches which now 
moved and excited her.

She was to five in a splendidly furnished house with 
wealthy and distinguished people; she was to sleep in a room 
all to herself, in a bed that no one had a right to except 
herself. This was an experience that in her most sanguine 
moments she had never anticipated. All her life had been 
passed en famille in the village of Marechiaro, which lay on 
a table-land at the foot of Monte Amato, half-way down to 
the sea. The Gabbis were numerous, and they all lived in one 
room, to which cats, hens, and turkeys resorted with much 
freedom and in considerable numbers. Lucrezia had never 
known, perhaps had never desired, a moment of privacy, but 
now she began to awake to the fact that privacy and daintiness
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and pretty furniture were very interesting, and even touching, 
well as very phenomenal additions to a young woman’s 

exjstence. What could the people who had the power to pro- 
e them be like? She scanned the mule-track with growing 

CaJerness, but the procession did not appear. She saw only an 
contadino in a long woollen cap riding slowly into the re

cesses of the hills on a donkey, and a small boy leading his goats to 
Pasture. The train must have been late. She turned round from 

e view and examined her new home once more. Already she 
new it by heart, yet thewonder of it still encompassed her spirit.

Hermione’s cottage, the eyrie to which she was bringing 
aurice Delarey, was only a cottage, although to Lucrezia it 

seemed almost a palace. It was whitewashed, with a sloping 
^°f tiles, and windows with green Venetian shutters. Al- 

°ugh it now belonged to a contadino, it had originally been 
uilt by a priest, who had possessed vineyards on the mountain- 

1 lcle> and who wished to have a home to which he could escape 
r°m the town where he lived when the burning heats of the 

summer set in. Above his vineyards, some hundreds of yards 
°m the summit of the mountain, and close to a grove of oaks 

and olive-trees, which grew among a turmoil of mighty 
°ulders, he had terraced out the slope and set his country 
°me. At the edge of the rough path which led to the cottage 
°m the ravine below was a ruined Norman arch. This served 

as a portal of entrance. Between it and the cottage was a well 
^rr°unded by crumbling walls, with stone seats built into them, 

assing that, one came at once to the terrace of earth, fronted 
У a low wall with narrow seats covered with white tiles, and 
V1ded by broken columns that edged the ravine and com

manded the great view on which Lucrezia had been gazing. 
n the wall of this terrace were stone vases, in which scarlet 

$eraniums were growing. Red roses twined around the 
umns, and, beneath, the steep side of the ravine was clothed 

. a a tangle of vegetation, olive and peach, pear and apple 
es- Behind the cottage rose the bare mountain-side, covered 

■ h loose stones and rocks, among which in every available 
àstice the diligent peasants had sown com and barley. 

. re and there upon the mountains distant cottages were 
. si ble, but on Monte Amato Hermione’s was the last, the most 

rcpid. None other ventured to cling to the warm earth so 
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high above the sea and in a place so solitary. That was why 
Hermione loved it, because it was near the sky and very far 
away.

Now, after an earnest, ruminating glance at the cottage, 
Lucrezia walked across the terrace and reverently entered it by 
a door which opened onto a flight of three steps leading down 
to the terrace. Already she knew the interior by heart, but 
she had not lost her awe of it, her sense almost of being in a 
church when she stood among the furniture, the hangings, and 
the pictures which she had helped to arrange under Gaspare’s 
orders. The room she now stood in was the parlour of the 
cottage, serving as dining-room, drawing-room, boudoir, and 
den. Although it must be put to so many purposes, it was 
only a small, square chamber, and very simply furnished. 
The walls, like all the walls of the cottage inside and out, were 
whitewashed. On the floor was a carpet that had been woven 
in Kairouan, the sacred African town where Artois was now 
staying and making notes for his new book. It was thick and 
rough, and many-coloured almost as Joseph’s coat; brilliant 
but not garish, for the African has a strange art of making 
colours friends instead of enemies, of blending them into har
monies that are gay yet touched with peace. On the walls 
hung a few reproductions of fine pictures: an old woman of 
Rembrandt, in whose wrinkled face and glittering dark eyes 
the past pleasures and past sorrows of life seemed tenderly, 
pensively united, mellowed by the years into a soft bloom, a 
quiet beauty; an allegory of Watts, fierce with inspiration like 
fire mounting up to an opening heaven; a landscape of 
Frederick Walker’s, the romance of harvest in an autumn 
land; Burne-Jones’s “ The Mill,” and a copy in oils of a knight 
of Gustave Moreau’s, riding in armour over the summit of a hill 
into an unseen country of errantry, some fairy-land forlorn. 
There was, too, an old Venetian mirror in a curiously twisted 
golden frame.

At the two small windows on either side of the door, which 
was half glass, half white painted wood, were thin curtains of 
pale grey-blue and white, bought in the bazaars of Tunis. For 
furniture there were a folding-table of brown, polished wood, a 
large divan with many cushions, two deck-chairs of the tele
scope species, that can be made long or short at will, a writing-
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table, a cottage piano, and four round wicker chairs with arms. 
n one corner of the room stood a tall clock with a burnished 

copper face, and in another a cupboard containing glass and 
lna- A door at the back, which led into the kitchen, was 

c°vered with an Oriental portière. On the writing-table, and 
?n s°me dwarf bookcases already filled with books left behind 

У Hermione on her last visit to Sicily, stood rough jars of blue, 
yellow, and white pottery, filled with roses and geraniums 
arranged by Gaspare. To the left of the room, as Lucrezia 
aced it, was a door leading into the bedroom of the master and 

tins tress.
After a long moment of admiring contemplation, Lucrezia 

Wcnt into this bedroom, in which she was specially interested, 
as ** Was to be her special care. All was white here, walls, ceil-

Woo^en beds, tables, the toilet service, the bookcases. For 
ere were books here, too, books which Lucrezia examined 

an awful wonder, not knowing how to read. In the 
'Hndow-seat were white cushions. On the chest of drawers 
Werc more red roses and geraniums. It was a virginal room, 
lnto which the bright, golden sunbeams stole under the striped 
awning outside the low window with surely a hesitating 
tiiodesty, as if afraid to find themselves intruders. The 

titeness, the intense quietness of the room, through whose 
^'mdow could be seen a space of far-off sea, a space of mountain- 
ank, and, when one came near to it, and the awning was 
rawn up, the snowy cone of Etna, struck now to the soul of 
ucrezia a sense of half-puzzled peace. Her large eyes opened 

^der, and she laid her hands on her hips and fell into a sort of 
/Єат as she stood there, hearing only the faint and regular 

cking of the clock in the sitting-room. She was well accus- 
to the silence of the mountain world and never heeded 

> but peace within four walls was almost unknown to her. 
ere no hens fluttered, no turkeys went to and fro elongating

Ir necks, no children played and squalled, no women argued 
gossiped, quarrelled and worked, no men tramped in and 

’ grumbled and spat. A perfectly clean and perfectly 
room—it was marvellous, it was—she sighed again, 

at must it be like to be gentlefolk, to have the money to 
uy calm and cleanliness?

Suddenly she moved, took her hands from her hips, settled 
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her yellow handkerchief, and smiled. The silence had been 
broken by a sound all true Sicilians love, the buzz and the 
drowsy wail of the ceramella, the bagpipes which the shepherds 
play as they come down from the hills to the villages when the 
festival of the Natale is approaching. It was as yet very 
faint and distant, coming from the mountain-side behind the 
cottage, but Lucrezia knew the tune. It was part of her exist
ence, part of Etna, the olive groves, the vineyards, and the sea, 
part of that old, old Sicily which dwells in the blood and shines 
in the eyes, and is alive in the songs and the dances of these 
children of the sun, and of legends and of mingled races from 
many lands. It was the “ Pastorale,” and she knew who was 
playing it—Sebastiano, the shepherd, who had lived with the 
brigands in the forests that look down upon the Isles of Lipari, 
who now kept his father’s goats among the rocks, and knew 
every stone and every cave on Etna, and who had a chest and 
arms of iron, and legs that no climbing could fatigue, and whose 
great, brown fingers, that could break a man’s wrist, drew such 
delicate tones from the reed pipe that, when he played it, even 
the old man’s thoughts were turned to dancing and the old 
woman’s to love. But now he was being important, he was 
playing the ceramella, into which no shepherd could pour such 
a volume of breath as he, from which none could bring such a 
volume of warm and lusty music. It was Sebastiano coming 
down from the top of Monte Amato to welcome the 
forestieri.

The music grew louder, and presently a dog barked outside 
on the terrace. Lucrezia ran to the window. A great white- 
and-yellow, blunt-faced, pale-eyed dog, his neck surrounded by 
a spiked collar, stood there sniffing and looking savage, his 
feathery tail cocked up pugnaciously over his back.

“ Sebastiano! ” called Lucrezia, leaning out of the window 
under the awning—“ Sebastiano! ”

Then she drew back laughing, and squatted down on the 
floor, concealed by the window-seat. The sound of the pipes 
increased till their rough drone seemed to be in the room, bid
ding a rustic defiance to its whiteness and its silence. Still 
squatting on the floor, Lucrezia called out once more,—

“ Sebastiano! ”
Abruptly the tune ceased and the silence returned, em-
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Pba«ňe4 by the vanished music. Lucrezia scarcely breathed, 
to [ íaCe WaS ®us^ie<^’ ^or s^e was struggling against an impulse 
° augh, which almost overmastered her. After a minute she 
ard the dog’s short bark again, then a man’s foot shifting on 
e terrace, then suddenly a noise of breathing above her head 
°se to her hair. With a little scream she shrank back and 
°ked up. A man’s face was gazing down at her. It was a 
ery brown and very masculine face, roughened by wind and 
ughened by sun, with keen, steady, almost insolent eyes, 
ack and shining, stiff, black hair, that looked as if it had been 

crimped, a moustache sprouting above a wide, slightly animal 
mouth full of splendid teeth, and a square, brutal, but very 
•panly chin. On the head was a Sicilian cap, long and hanging 
°wn at the left side. There were earrings in the man’s large, 
eu-shaped ears, and over the window-ledge protruded the 

swollen bladder, like a dead, bloated monster, from which he 
a( been drawing his antique tune.

He stared down at Lucrezia with a half-contemptuous 
umour, and she up at him with a wide-eyed, unconcealed 
oration. Then he looked curiously round the room, with a 
ayp intelligence that took in every detail in a moment.

Per Dio! ” he ejaculated. “ Per Dio! ”
. He looked at Lucrezia, folded his brawny arms on the 

Wlndow-sill, and said,—
They’ve got plenty of soldi.”

Lucrezia nodded, not without personal pride.
{ Gaspare says—”

, Oh, I know as much as Gaspare,” interrupted Sebastiano, 
rusquely. “ The signora is my friend. When she was here 

, et°re I saw her many times. But for me she would never 
ave taken the Casa del Prete.”

Why was that ? ” asked Lucrezia, with reverence.
. They told her in Marechiaro that it was not safe for a lady 

, IVe up here alone, that when the night came no one could tell 
at would happen.”

But Gaspare—”
.. Does Gaspare know every grotto on Etna? Has Gaspare 

Ved eight years with the briganti? And the Mafia—has 
Gaspare—”

He paused, laughed, pulled his moustache, and added,—
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“ If the signora had not been assured of my protection she 

would never have come up here.”
“ But now she has a husband.”
“ Yes.”
He glanced again round the room.
“ One can see that. Per Dio, it is like the snow on the top 

of Etna.”
Lucrezia got up actively from the floor and came close to 

Sebastiano.
“ What is the padrona like, Sebastiano? ” she asked. “ I 

have seen her, but I have never spoken to her.”
“ She is simpatica—she will do you no harm.”
“ And is she generous ? ”
“ Ready to give soldi to everyone who is in trouble. But 

if you once deceive her she will never look at you again.”
“ Then I will not deceive her,” said Lucrezia, knitting her 

brows.
“ Better not. She is not like us. She thinks to tell a lie is 

a sin against the Madonna, I believe.”
“But then what will the padrone do?” asked Lucrezia, 

innocently.
“Tell his woman the truth, like all husbands,” replied 

Sebastiano, with a broadly satirical grin. “ As your man will 
some day, Lucrezia mia. All husbands are good and faithful. 
Don’t you know that ? ”

“ Macché! ”
She laughed loudly, with an incredulity quite free from 

bitterness.
“ Men are not like us,” she added. " They tell us what

ever they please, and do always whatever they like. We must 
sit in the doorway and keep our back to the street for fear a 
man should smile at us, and they can stay out all night, and 
come back in the morning, and say they’ve been fishing at Isola 
Bella, or sleeping out to guard the vines, and we’ve got to say, 
* Si, Salvatore! ’ or ‘ Si, Guido! ’ when we know very well—”

“What, Lucrezia?”
She looked into his twinkling eyes and reddened slightly, 

sticking out her under-lip.
“ I’m not going to tell you.”
“ You have no business to know.”
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And how can 1 help—they’re coming! ”

Sebastiano’s dog had barked again on the terrace. Sebas- 
n° lifted the ceramella quickly from the window-sill and 
rned round, while Lucrezia darted out through the door, 

acfoss the sitting-room, and out on to the terrace.
Are they there, Sebastiano? Are they there? ” 

tie stood by the terrace wall, shading his eyes with his hand.
Ecco! ” he said, pointing across the ravine.

Ear-off, winding up from the sea slowly among the rocks 
and the olive-trees, was a procession of donkeys, faintly re
eved in the brilliant sunshine against the mountain side.

One,” counted Sebastiano, “ two, three, four—there are 
onr. The sjgnore ¡g walking, the signora is riding. Whose 
onkeys have they got? Gaspare’s father’s, of course. I told 
aspare to take Ciccio’s, and—it is too far to see, but I’ll soon 

rnake them hear me. The signora loves the ‘ Pastorale.’ She 
®ays there is all Sicily in it. She loves it more than the taran
ts a’ ^°r S^e k g°°d’ Lucrezia—don’t forget that—though she 
0^По^ a Catholic, and perhaps it makes her think of the coming 

the Bambino and of the Madonna. Ah! She will smile 
w and clap her hands when she hears.”
hie put the pipe to his lips, puffed out his cheeks, and began 

° play the “ Pastorale ” with all his might, while Lucrezia 
ened, staring across the ravine at the creeping donkey, 

n lch was bearing Hermione upward to her garden of Paradise
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Д ND then, signora, I said to Lucrezia, ‘ the padrona loves 
Zampaglione, and you must be sure to—’ ”

“ Wait, Gaspare ! I thought I heard—yes, it is, it is ! 
Hush ! Maurice—listen ! ”

Hermione pulled up her donkey, which was the last of the 
little procession, laid her hand on her husband’s arm, and held 
her breath, looking upward across the ravine to the opposite 
slope where, made tiny by distance, she saw the white line of 
the low terrace wall of the Casa del Prete, the black dots, which 
were the heads of Sebastiano and Lucrezia. The other 
donkeys tripped on among the stones and vanished, with their 
attendant boys, Gaspare’s friends, round the angle of a great 
rock, but Gaspare stood still beside his padrona, with his brown 
hand on her donkey’s neck, and Maurice Delarey, following her 
eyes, looked and listened like a statue of that Mercury to which 
Artois had compared him.

“ It’s the ‘ Pastorale,’ ” Hermione whispered. “ The 
' Pastorale ! ’ ”

Her lips parted. Tears came into her eyes, those tears that 
come to a woman in a moment of supreme joy that seems to 
wipe out all the sorrows of the past. She felt as if she were in a 
great dream, one of those rare and exquisite dreams that some
times bathe the human spirit, as a warm wave of the Ionian 
Sea bathes the Sicilian shore in the shadow of an orange grove, 
murmuring peace. In that old tune of the “ Pastorale ” all 
her thoughts of Sicily, and her knowledge of Sicily, and her 
imaginations, and her deep, and passionately tender, and even 
ecstatic love of Sicily seemed folded and cherished like birds in a 
nest. She could never have explained, she could only feel how. 
In the melody, with its drone bass, the very history of the 
enchanted island was surely breathed out. Ulysses stood to 
listen among the flocks of Polyphemus. Empedocles stayed 
his feet among the groves of Etna to hear it. And Persephone, 
wandering among the fields of asphodel, paused with her white

48
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hands outstretched to catch its drowsy beauty! and Arethusa, 
Urned into a fountain, hushed her music to let it have its way. 

_ad Hermione heard in it the voice of the “ Bambino,” the 
ßrist-child, to whose manger-cradle the shepherds followed 

star, and the voice of the Madonna, Maria stella del mare, 
Whom the peasants love in Sicily as the child loves its mother. 
And those peasants were in it, too, people of the lava wastes 
and the lava terraces where the vines are green against the 
lack, people of the hazel and the beech forests, where the little 

owl cries at eve, people of the plains where, beneath the yellow 
onions spring the yellow flowers that are like their joyous re- 
oction in the grasses, people of the sea, that wonderful purple 

s<"a> in whose depth of colour Eternity seems caught. The 
altars of the pagan world were in it, and the wayside shrines 

etore which the little lamps are lit by night upon the lonely 
fountain sides, the old faith and the new, and the love of a 
and that lives on from generation to generation in the pulsing 
leasts of men.

And Maurice was in it, too, and Hermione and her love for 
Im and his for her.

Gaspare did not move. He loved the “ Pastorale,” 
a most without knowing that he loved it. It reminded him of 
ne festa of Natale, when, as a child, dressed in a long, white 

garment, he had carried a blazing torch of straw down the 
steps of the church of San Pancrazio before the canopy that 
sheltered the Bambino. It was a part of his life, as his mother 
was, and Tito the donkey, and the vineyards, the sea, the sun. 
t pleased him to hear it, and to feel that his padrona from a 
ar country loved it, and his isle, his “ Paese ” in which it 

sounded. So, though he had been impatient to reach the Casa 
e Prete and enjoy the reward of praise which he considered 

Was his due for his forethought and his labours, he stood very 
Ш by Tito, with his great, brown eyes fixed, and the donkey 
fich drooping in the hand that hung at his side.

dre^nd Hermione for a moment gave herself entirely to her 

She had carried out the plan which she had made. She and 
ina^ce Delarey had been married quietly, early one morning 

London, and had caught the boat-train at Victoria, and 
velled through to Sicily without stopping on the way to rest.

D
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She wanted to plunge Maurice in the south at once, not to lead 
him slowly, step by step towards it. And so, after three 
nights in the train, they had opened their eyes to the quiet sea 
near Reggio, to the clustering houses under the mountains of 
Messina, to the high-prowed fishermen’s boats painted blue 
and yellow, to the coast-line which wound away from the 
Straits till it stole out to that almost phantasmal point where 
Siracusa lies, to the slope of Etna, to the orange gardens and 
the olives, and the great dry water-courses like giant highways 
leading up into the mountains. And from the train they had 
come up here into the recesses of the hills to hear their welcome 
of the “ Pastorale.” It was a contrast to make a dream, the 
roar of ceaseless travel melting into this radiant silence, this 
inmost heart of peace. They had rushed through great cities 
to this old land of mountains and of legends, and up there on 
the height from which the droning music dropped to them 
through the sunshine was their home, the solitary house which 
was to shelter their true marriage.

Delarey was almost confused by it all. Half-dazed by the 
noise of the journey, he was now half-dazed by the wonder of 
the quiet as he stood near Gaspare and listened to Sebastiano’s 
music, and looked upward to the white terrace wall.

Hermione was to be his possession here, in this strange and 
far-off land, among these simple peasant people. So he thought 
of them, not versed yet in the complex Sicilian character. He 
listened, and he looked at Gaspare. He saw a boy of eighteen, 
short as are most Sicilians, but straight as an arrow, well made, 
active as a cat, rather of the Greek than of the Arab type so 
often met with in Sicily, with bold, well-cut features, wonder
fully regular and wonderfully small, square, white teeth, thick, 
black eyebrows, and enormous brown eyes sheltered by the 
largest lashes he had ever seen. The very low forehead was 
edged by a mass of hair that had small gleams of bright gold 
here and there in the front, but that farther back on the head 
was of a brown so dark as to look nearly black. Gaspare was 
dressed in a homely suit of light-coloured linen with no collar 
and a shirt open at the throat, showing a section of chest 
tanned by the sun. Stout mountain boots were on his feet, 
and a white linen hat was tipped carelessly to the back of his 
head, leaving his expressive, ardently audacious, but not un-
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Pleasantly impudent face exposed to the golden rays of which 
he had no fear.

As Delarey looked at him he felt oddly at home with him, 
agnost as if he stood beside a young brother. Yet he could 
parcely speak Gaspare’s language, and knew nothing of his 

°ughts, his feelings, his hopes, his way of life. It was an odd 
Sensation, a subtle sympathy not founded upon knowledge. It 
seemed to flow into Delarey’s heart out of the heart of the sun, 
° steal into it with the music of the “ Pastorale.”

I feel—I feel almost as if I belonged here,” he whispered 
° Hermione at last.

She turned her head and looked down on him from her 
onkey. The tears were still in her eyes.

I always knew you belonged to the blessed, blessed south,” 
she said, in a low voice. “ Do you care for that? ”

She pointed towards the terrace.
That music? ”

<<Yes-”
Tremendously, but I don’t know why. Is it very 

beautiful? ”
I sometimes think it is the most beautiful music I have 

CVer heard. At any rate, I have always loved it more than all 
other music, and now—well, you can guess if I love it 
now.”

She dropped one hand against the donkey’s warm shoulder. 
Maurice took it in his warm hand.

All Sicily, all the real, wild Sicily seems to be in it. They 
1 lay it in the churches on the night of the Natale,” she went on 

. r a moment. “ I shall never forget hearing it for the first 
me. i feif. Q5 if it took hold of my very soul with hands like 
e hands of the Bambino.”

She broke off. A tear had fallen down upon her 
cheek.

Avanti, Gaspare! ” she said.
« ¿aspare lifted his switch and gave Tito a tap, calling out 

. b! ” in a loud, manly voice. The donkey moved on, trip-
& carefully among the stones. They mounted slowly up 
ar ds the “Pastorale.” Presently Hermione said to Maurice, 

0 kept beside her in spite of the narrowness of the 
Path,—
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“ Everything seems very strange to me to-day. Can you 

guess why? ”
“ I don’t know. Tell me,” he answered.
“ It’s this. I never expected to be perfectly happy. We 

all have our dreams, I suppose. We all think now and then, 
‘ If only I could have this with that, this person in that place, I 
could be happy.’ And perhaps we have sometimes a part of 
our dream turned into reality, though even that comes seldom. 
But to have the two, to have the two halves of our dream fitted 
together and made reality—isn’t that rare? Long ago, when 
I was a girl, I always used to think—‘ If I could ever be with 
the one I loved in the south—alone, quite alone, quite away 
from the world, I could be perfectly happy.’ Well, years after 
I thought that I came here. I knew at once I had found my 
ideal place. One-half of my dream was made real and was 
mine. That was much, wasn’t it? But getting this part of 
what I longed for sometimes made me feel unutterably sad. I 
had never seen you then, but often when I sat on that little 
tenace up there I felt a passionate desire to have a human 
being whom I loved beside me. I loved no one then, but I 
wanted, I needed to love. Do men ever feel that? Women 
do, often, nearly always I think. The beauty made me want 
to love. Sometimes, as I leaned over the wall, I heard a 
shepherd-boy below in the ravine play on his pipe, or I heard 
the goatbells ringing under the olives. Sometimes at night I 
saw distant lights, like fireflies, lamps carried by peasants 
going to their homes in the mountains from a festa in honour of 
some saint, stealing upward through the darkness, or I saw the 
fishermen’s lights burning in the boats far off upon the sea. 
Then—then I knew that I had only half my dream, and I was 
ungrateful, Maurice. I almost wished that I had never had 
this half, because it made me realise what it would be to have 
the whole. It made me realise the mutilation, the incomplete
ness of being in perfect beauty without love. And now—now 
I’ve actually got all I ever wanted, and much more, because I 
didn’t know then at all what it would really mean to me to have 
it. And, besides, I never thought that God would select me for 
perfect happiness. Why should he? What have I ever done 
to be worthy of such a gift ? ”

“ You’ve been yourself,” he answered.
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At this moment the path narrowed and he had to fall 

behind, and they did not speak again till they had clambered 
UP the last bit of the way, steep almost as the side of a house, 
Passed through the old ruined arch, and come out upon the 
terrace before the Casa del Prete.

Sebastiano met them, still playing lustily upon his pipe, 
while the sweat dripped from his sunburned face; but Lucrezia, 
suddenly overcome by shyness, had disappeared round the 
corner of the cottage to the kitchen. The donkey boys were 
resting on the stone seats in easy attitudes, waiting for Gaspare’s 
orders to unload, and looking forward to a drink of the Monte 
Amato wine. When they had had it they meant to carry out 
a plan devised by the radiant Gaspare, to dance a tarantella for 
the forestieri while Sebastiano played the flute. But no hint 
of this intention was to be given till the luggage had been taken 
down and carried into the house. Their bright faces were all 
twinkling with the knowledge of their secret. When at length 
Sebastiano had put down the ceramella and shaken Hermione 
and Maurice warmly by the hand, and Gaspare had roughly, 
but with roars of laughter, dragged Lucrezia into the light of 
day to be presented, Hermione took her husband in to see their 
home. On the table in the sitting-room lay a letter.

“ A letter already! ” she said.
There was a sound almost of vexation in her voice. The 

little white thing lying there seemed to bring a breath of the 
World she wanted to forget into their solitude.

“ Who can have written? ”
She took it up and felt contrition.
“ It’s from Emile! ” she exclaimed. “ How good of him to 

remember. This must be his welcome.”
“ Read it, Hermione,” said Maurice. “ I’ll look after 

Gaspare.”
She laughed.

‘ Better not. He’s here to look after us. But you’ll soon 
understand him, very soon, and he you. You speak different 
anguages, but you both belong to the south. Let him alone, 

aurice. We’ll read this together. I’m sure it’s for you as 
WeUasme.”

And while Gaspare and the boys carried in the trunks she 
Sat down by the table and opened Emile’s letter. It was very 



54 THE CALI. OF THE BLOOD
short, and was addressed from Kairouan, where Artois had 
established himself for the spring in an Arab house. She 
began reading it aloud in French:—

“This is a word—perhaps unwelcome, for I think I under
stand, dear friend, something of what you are feeling and of 
what you desire just now—a word of welcome to your garden of 
Paradise. May there never be an angel with a flaming sword to 
keep the gate against you. Listen to the shepherds fluting, 
dream, or, better, live, as you are grandly capable of living, 
under the old olives of Sicily. Take your golden time boldly 
with both hands. Life may seem to most of us who think in 
the main a melancholy, even a tortured thing, but when it is 
not so for a while to one who can think as you can think, the 
power of thought, of deep thought, intensifies its glory. You 
will never enjoy as might a Pagan, perhaps never as might a 
Saint. But you will enjoy as a generous blooded woman with 
a heart that only your friends—I should like to dare to say only 
one friend—know in its rare entirety. There is an egoist here 
in the shadow of the mosques, who turns his face towards Mecca, 
and prays that you may never leave your garden. “ E. A.

“ Does the Sicilian grandmother respond to the magic of the 
south ?”

When she drew near to the end of this letter Hermione 
hesitated.

“ He—there’s something,” she said, “ that is too kind to 
me. I don’t think I’ll read it.”

“ Don’t,” said Delarey. “ But it can’t be too kind.”
She saw the postscript and smiled.
“ And quite at the end there’s an allusion to you.”
“ Is there? ”
“ I must read that.”
And she read it.
“ He needn’t be afraid of the grandmother’s not responding, 

need he, Maurice? ”
“ No,” he said, smiling too. “ But is that it, do you think? 

Why should it be? Who wouldn’t love this place? ”
And he went to the open door and looked out towards the 

sea.
“ Who wouldn’t? ” he repeated.
“ Oh, I have met an Englishman who was angry with Etna 

for being the shape it is.”
“ What an ass ! ”
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“ I thought so, too. But, seriously, I expect the grand

mother has something to say in that matter of your feeling 
already as if you belonged here.”

“ Perhaps.”
He was still looking towards the distant sea far down below 

them.
“ Is that an island? ” he asked
“ Where? ” said Hermione, getting up and coming towards 

him. “ Oh, that—no, it is a promontory, but it’s almost sur
rounded by the sea. There is only a narrow ledge of rock, like 
a wall, connecting it with the mainland, and in the rock there’s 
a sort of natural tunnel through which the sea flows. I’ve 
sometimes been to picnic there. On the plateau hidden among 
the trees there’s a ruined house. I have spent many hours 
reading and writing in it. They cal) it in Marechiaro Casa delle 
Sirene—the house of the Sirens.”

“ Questo vino è bello e fino,”

cried Gaspare’s voice outside.
“A Brindisi!” said Hermione. “Gaspare’s treating the 

hoys. Questo vino—oh, how glorious to be here in Sicily ! ”
She put her arm through Delarey’s and drew him out on to 

the terrace. Gaspare, Lucrezia, Sebastiano, and the three 
boys stood there with glasses of red wine in their hands raised 
high above their heads,—

Questo vino è bello e fino 
È portato da Castel Perini, 
Faccio brindisi alla Signora Ermini,”

continued Gaspare, joyously, and with an obvious pride in his 
Poetical powers.

They all drank simultaneously, Lucrezia spluttering a little 
Out of shyness.

“ Monte Amato, Gaspare, not Castel Perini. But that 
doesn’t rhyme, eh? Bravo! But we must drink, too.”

Gaspare hastened to fill two more glasses.
“ Now it’s our turn,” cried Hermione.

“ Questo vino è bello e fino, 
È portato da Castello a mare 
Faccio brindisi al Signor Gaspare.”
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The boys burst into a hearty laugh, and Gaspare’s eyes 

gleamed with pleasure while Hermione and Maurice drank. 
Then Sebastiano drew from the inner pocket of his old jacket a 
little flute, smiling with an air of intense and comic slyness 
which contorted his face.

“Ah,” said Hermione, “I know—it’s the tarantella!” 
She clapped her hands.
“ It only wanted that,” she said to Maurice. “ Only that 

—the tarantella! ”
“ Guai Lucrezia! ” cried Gaspare, tyrannically.
Lucrezia bounded to one side, bent her body inwards and 

giggled with all her heart. Sebastiano leaned his back against 
a column and put the flute to his lips.

" Here, Maurice, here! ” said Hermione.
She made him sit down on one of the seats under the parlour 

window, facing the view, while the four boys took their places, 
one couple opposite to the other. Then Sebastiano began to 
twitter the tune familiar to the Sicilians of Marechiaro, in which 
all the careless pagan joy of life in the sun seems caught and 
flung out upon a laughing, dancing world. Delarey laid his 
hands on the warm tiles of the seat, leaned forward and 
watched with eager eyes. He had never seen the tarantella, 
yet now with his sensation of expectation there was blended 
another feeling. It seemed to him as if he were going to see 
something he had known once, perhaps very long ago, some
thing that he had forgotten and that was now going to be re
called to his memory. Some nerve in his body responded to 
Sebastiano’s lively tune. A desire of movement came to him 
as he saw the gay boys waiting on the terrace, their eyes 
already dancing, although their bodies were still.

Gaspare bent forward, lifted his hands above his head, and 
began to snap his fingers in time to the music. A look of 
joyous invitation had come into his eyes—an expression that 
was almost coquettish, like the expression of a child who has 
conceived some lively, innocent design of which he thinks that 
no one knows except himself. His young figure surely 
quivered with a passion of merry mischief which was communi
cated to his companions. In it there began to flame a spirit 
that suggested undying youth. Even before they began to 
dance the boys were transformed. If they had ever known
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Cares those cares had fled, for in the breasts of those who can 
really dance the tarantella there is no room for the smallest 
sorrow, in their hearts no place for the most minute regret, 
anxiety, or wonder, when the rapture of the measure is upon 
them. Away goes everything but the pagan joy of life, the 
Pagan ecstasy of swift movement, and the leaping blood that 
!s quick as the motes in a sunray falling from a southern sky. 
tJelarey began to smile as he watched them, and their expres
sion was reflected in his eyes. Hermione glanced at him and 
thought what a boy he looked. His eyes made her feel almost 
35 if she were sitting with a child.

The mischief, the coquettish joy of the boys increased. 
They snapped their Angers more loudly, swayed their bodies, 
Poised themselves first on one foot, then on the other, then 
abruptly, and with a wildness that was like the sudden crash of 
all the instruments in an orchestra breaking in upon the melody 
pl a solitary flute, burst into the full frenzy of the dance. And 
ln the dance each seemed to be sportively creative, ruled by 
his own sweet will.

“ That’s why I love the tarantella more than any other 
dance,” Hermione murmured to her husband, “ because it 
seems to be the invention of the moment, as if they were wild 
With joy and had to show it somehow, and showed it beauti
fully by dancing. Look at Gaspare now.”

With his hands held high above his head, and linked to
gether, Gaspare was springing into the air, as if propelled by 
°ne of those boards which are used by acrobats in circuses for 
leaping over horses. He had thrown off his hat, and his low- 
growing hair, which was rather long on the forehead, moved 
as he sprang upward, as if his excitement, penetrating through 
every nerve in his body, had filled it with electricity. While 
bfermione watched him she almost expected to see its golden 
fufts give off sparks in response to the sparkling radiance that 
gashed from his laughing eyes. For in all the wild activity of 

ls changing movements Gaspare never lost his coquettish 
^Pression, the look of seductive mischief that seemed to invite 

Ie whole world to be merry and mad as he was. His ever 
^miling lips and ever smiling eyes defied fatigue, and his young 

grace made a living, pulsing, aspiring reality, suggested 
c fireless intensity of a flame. The other boys danced well, 
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but Gaspare outdid them all, for they only looked gay while he 
looked mad with joy. And to-day, at this moment, he felt 
exultant. He had a padrona to whom he was devoted with 
that peculiar sensitive devotion of the Sicilian, which, once it is 
fully aroused, is tremendous in its strength and jealous in its 
doggedness. He was in command of Lucrezia, and was re
spectfully looked up to by all his boy friends of Marechiaro as 
one who could dispense patronage, being a sort of purse-bearer 
and conductor of rich forestieri in a strange land. Even 
Sebastiano, a personage rather apt to be a little haughty in his 
physical strength, and, though no longer a brigand, no great 
respecter of others, showed him to-day a certain deference 
which elated his boyish spirit. And all his elation, all his joy in 
the present and hopes for the future, he let out in the dance. 
To dance the tarantella almost intoxicated him, even when he 
only danced it in the village among the contadini, but to-day 
the admiring eyes of his padrona were upon him. He knew 
how she loved the tarantella. He knew, too, that she wanted 
the padrone, her husband, to love it as she did. Gaspare was 
very shrewd to read a woman’s thoughts so long as her love ran 
in them. Though but eighteen he was a man in certain know
ledge. He understood, almost unconsciously, a good deal of 
what Hermione was feeling as she watched, and he put his 
whole soul into the effort to shine, to dazzle, to rouse gaiety and 
wonder in the padrone, who saw him dance for the first time. 
He was untiring in his variety and his invention. Sometimes, 
lightfooted in his mountain boots, with an almost incredible 
swiftness and vim he rushed from end to end of the terrace. 
His feet twinkled in steps so complicated and various that he 
made the eyes that watched him wink as at a play of sparks in 
a furnace, and his arms and hands were never still, yet never, 
even for a second, fell into a curve that was ungraceful. Some
times his head was bent whimsically forward as if in invitation. 
Sometimes he threw his whole body backward, exposing his 
brown throat, and staring up at the sun like a sun worshipper 
dancing to his divinity. Sometimes he crouched on his 
haunches, clapping his hands together rhythmically, and, with 
bent knees, shooting out his legs like some jovially grotesque 
dwarf promenading among a crowd of Follies. And always the 
spirit of the dance seemed to increase within him, and the in
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toxication of it to take more hold upon him, and his eyes grew 
brighter and his face more radiant, and his body more active, 
More utterly untiring, till he was the living embodiment surely 
°f all the youth and all the gladness of the world.

Hermione had kept Artois’s letter in her hand, and now, as 
she danced in spirit with Gaspare, and rejoiced not only in her 
own joy, but in his, she thought suddenly of that sentence in it

Life may seem to most of us who think in the main a 
Melancholy, even a tortured thing.” Life a tortured thing! 
She was thinking now, exultantly thinking. Her thoughts 
Were leaping, spinning, crouching, whirling, rushing with 
Gaspare in the sunshine. But life was a happy, a radiant 
reality. No dream, it was more beautiful than any dream, as 
the clear, when lovely, is more lovely than even that which is 
exquisite and vague. She had, of course, always known that 
in the world there is much joy. Now she felt it, she felt all the 
joy of the world. She felt the joy of sunshine and of blue, the 
joy of love and of sympathy, the joy of health and of activity, 
the joy of sane passion that fights not against any law of God 
or man, the joy of liberty in a joyous land where the climate 
is kindly, and, despite poverty and toil, there are songs upon 
the lips of men, there are tarantellas in their sun-browned 
bodies, there are the fires of gaiety in their bold, dark eyes. Joy, 
joy twittered in the reed-flute of Sebastiano, and the boys were 
joys made manifest. Hermione’s eyes had filled with tears of
Joy when among the olives she had heard the far-off drone of 
the “ Pastorale.” Nowtheyshone with a joy that was different, 
less subtly sweet, perhaps, but more buoyant, more fearless, 
More careless. The glory of the pagan world was round about 
ler> and, for a moment, her heart was like the heart of a nymph 

Scattering roses in a Bacchic triumph.
Maurice moved beside her, and she heard him breathing 

quickly.
‘ What is it, Marnice? ” she asked. “ You—do you—” 
Yes,” he answered, understanding the question she had 

not fully asked. “ ц drives me almost mad to sit still and see 
°Se boys. Gaspare’s like a merry devil tempting one.”

, As if Gaspare had understood what Maurice said, he sud- 
, My spun round from his companions, and began to dance in 

°ut of Maurice and Hermione, provocatively, invitingly, 
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bending his head towards them, and laughing almost in their 
faces, but without a trace of impertinence. He did not speak, 
though his lips were parted, showing two rows of even, tiny 
teeth, but his radiant eyes called to them, scolded them for 
their inactivity, chaffed them for it, wondered how long it 
would last, and seemed to deny that it could last for ever.

“ What eyes! ” said Hermione. “ Did you ever see any
thing so expressive? ”

Maurice did not answer. He was watching Gaspare, 
fascinated, completely under the spell of the dance. The blood 
was beginning to boil in his veins, warm blood of the south that 
he had never before felt in his body. Artois had spoken to 
Hermione of “ the call of the blood.” Maurice began to hear 
it now, to long to obey it.

Gaspare clapped his hands alternately in front of him and 
behind him, leaping from side to side, with a step in which one 
foot crossed over the other, and holding his body slightly 
curved inwards. And all the time he kept his eyes on Delarey, 
and the wily, merry invitation grew stronger in them.

“ Venga! ” he whispered, always dancing. “ Venga, sig
norino, venga—venga! ”

He spun round, clapped his hands furiously, snapped his 
fingers and jumped back. Then he held out his hands to 
Delarey, with a gay authority that was irresistible.

“ Venga, venga, signorino! Venga, venga! ”
All the blood in Delarey responded, chasing away some

thing—was it a shyness, a self-consciousness of love—that 
till now had held him back from the gratification of his desire? 
He sprang up and he danced the tarantella, danced it almost 
as if he had danced it all his life, with a natural grace, a 
frolicsome abandon that no pure-blooded Englishman could 
ever achieve, danced it as perhaps once the Sicilian grand
mother had danced it under the shadow of Etna. Whatever 
Gaspare did he imitated, with a swiftness and a certainty that 
were amazing, and Gaspare, intoxicated by having such a 
pupil, outdid himself in countless changing activities. It was 
like a game and like a duel, for Gaspare presently began almost 
to fight for supremacy as he watched Delarey’s startling 
aptitude in the tarantella, which, till this moment, he had con
sidered the possession of those born in Sicily and of Sicilian 
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blood. He seemed to feel that this pupil might in time become 
^he master, and to be put upon his mettle, and he put forth all 

cunning to be too much for Delarey.
And Hermione was left alone, watching, for Lucrezia had 

disappeared, suddenly mindful of some household duty.
When Delarey sprang up she felt a thrill of responsive ex

sternent, and when she watched his first steps, and noted the 
look of youth in him, the supple southern grace that rivalled 
fhe boyish grace of Gaspare, she was filled with that warm, that 
almost yearning admiration which is the child of love. But 
another feeling followed—a feeling of melancholy. As she 
watched him dancing with the four boys, a gulf seemed to yawn 
between her and them. She was alone on her side of this gulf, 
quite alone. They were remote from her. She suddenly 
realised that Delarey belonged to the south, and that she did 
not. Despite all her understanding of the beauty of the south, 
all her sympathy for the spirit of the south, all her passionate 
love of the south, she was not of it. She came to it as a guest. 
But Delarey was of it. She had never realised that absolutely 
till this moment. Despite his English parentage and upbring- 
lng, the southern strain in his ancestry had been revived in him. 
The drop of southern blood in his veins was his master. She 
had not married an Englishman.

Once again, and in all the glowing sunshine, with Etna and 
the sea before her, and the sound of Sebastiano’s flute in her 
ears, she was on the Thames Embankment in the night with 
Artois, and heard his deep voice speaking to her

“ Does he know his own blood? ” said the voice. “ Our 
blood governs us when the time comes.

And again the voice said,—
‘ The possible call of the blood that he doesn’t understand.”
‘ The call of the blood.” There was now something almost 

terrible to Hermione in that phrase, something menacing and 
Resistible. Were men, then, governed irrevocably, domi
nated by the blood that was in them? Artois had certainly 
seemed to imply that they were, and he knew men as few knew 

eiu. His powerful intellect, like a search-light, illumined 
ue hidden places, discovering the concealed things of the 

b°uls of men. But Artois was not a religious man, and Her
bue had a strong sense of religion, though she did not cling, 
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as many do, to any one creed. If the call of the blood were 
irresistible in a man, then man was only a slave. The criminal 
must not be condemned, nor the saint exalted. Conduct was 
but obedience in one who had no choice but to obey. Could 
she believe that ?

The dance grew wilder, swifter. Sebastiano quickened the 
time till he was playing it prestissimo. One of the boys, Giulio, 
dropped out exhausted. Then another, Alfio, fell against the 
terrace wall, laughing and wiping his streaming face. Finally 
Giuseppe gave in, too, obviously against his will. But Gaspare 
and Maurice still kept on. The game was certainly a duel now 
—a duel which would not cease till Sebastiano put an end to it 
by laying down his flute. But he, too, was on his mettle and 
would not own fatigue. Suddenly Hermione felt that she 
could not bear the dance any more. It was perhaps absurd 
of her. Her brain, fatigued by travel, was perhaps playing her 
tricks. But she felt as if Maurice were escaping from her in 
this wild tarantella, like a man escaping through a fantastic 
grotto from someone who called to him near its entrance. A 
faint sensation of something that was surely jealousy, the first 
she had ever known, stirred in her heart—jealousy of a taran
tella.

“ Maurice! ” she said.
He did not hear her.
“Maurice!” she called. “Sebastiano—Gaspare—stop! 

You’ll kill yourselves! ”
Sebastiano caught her eye, finished the tune, and took the 

flute from his lips. In truth he was not sorry to be commanded 
to do the thing his pride of music forbade him to do of his own 
will. Gaspare gave a wild, boyish shout, and flung himself 
down on Giuseppe’s knees, clasping him round the neck jokingly. 
And Maurice—he stood still on the terrace for a moment look
ing dazed. Then the hot blood surged up to his head, making 
it tingle under his hair, and he came over slowly, almost shame
facedly, and sat down by Hermione.

“ This sun’s made me mad, I think,” he said, looking at 
her. “ Why, how pale you are, Hermione.”

“ Am I? No, it must be the shadow of the awning makes 
me look so. Oh, Maurice, you are indeed a southerner! Do 
you know I feel—I feel as if I had never really seen you till 
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fiow, here on this terrace, as if I had never known you as you 
are till now, now that I’ve watched you dance the tarantella.”

“ I can’t dance it, of course. It was absurd of me to try.” 
“Ask Gaspare! No, I’ll ask him. Gaspare, can the 

padrone dance the tarantella? ”
“ Eh—altro! ” said Gaspare, with admiring conviction.
He got off Giuseppe’s knee, where he had been curled up 

almost like a big kitten, came and stood by Hermione, and 
added,—

“ Per Dio, signora, but the padrone is like one of us! ”
Hermione laughed. Now that the dance was over, and the 

twittering flute was silent, her sense of loneliness and melan
choly was departing. Soon, no doubt, she would be able to 
look back upon it and laugh at it as one laughs at moods that 
have passed away.

“ This is his first day in Sicily, Gaspare.”
“ There are forestieri who come here every year, and who 

stay for months, and who can talk our language, yes, and can 
even swear in dialetto as we can, but they are not like the 
padrone. Not one of them could dance the tarantella like that. 
Per Dio! ”

A radiant look of pleasure came into Maurice’s face.
“ I'm glad you’ve brought me here,” he said. “ Ah, when 

you chose this place for our honeymoon you understood me 
better than I understand myself, Hermione.”

“ Did I? ” she said slowly. “ But no, Maurice, I think I 
chose a little selfishly. I was thinking of what I wanted. Oh, 
the boys are going, and Sebastiano.”

That evening, when they had finished supper—they did not 
wish to test Lucrezia’s powers too severely by dining the first 
day—they came out on to the terrace. Lucrezia and Gaspare 
were busily talking in the kitchen. Tito, the donkey, was 
munching his hay under the low-pitched roof of the outhouse. 
Now and then they could faintly hear the sound of his moving 
jaws, Lucrezia’s laughter, or Gaspare’s eager voice. These 
fragmentary noises scarcely disturbed the great silence that lay 
about them, the night hush of the mountains, and the sea. 
Hermione sat down on the seat in the terrace wall looking over 
me ravine. It was a moonless night, but the sky was clear and 
sPangled with stars. There was a cool breeze blowing from
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Etna. Here and there upon the mountains shone solitary 
lights, and one was moving slowly through the darkness along 
the crest of a hill opposite to them, a torch carried by some 
peasant going to his hidden cottage among the olive trees.

Maurice lit his cigar and stood by Hermione, who was 
sitting sideways and leaning her arms on the wall, and looking 
out into the wide dimness in which, somewhere, lay the ravine. 
He did not want to talk just then, and she kept silence. This 
was really their wedding night, and both of them were unusually 
conscious, but in different ways, of the mystery that lay about 
them, and that lay, too, within them. It was strange to be 
together up here, far up in the mountains, isolated in their love. 
Below the wall, on the side of the ravine, the leaves of the olives 
rustled faintly as the wind passed by. And this whisper of the 
leaves seemed to be meant for them, to be addressed to them. 
They were surely being told something by the little voices of the 
night.

“ Maurice,” Hermione said at last, “ does this silence of the 
mountains make you wish for anything? ”

“ Wish? ” he said. “ I don’t know—no, I think not. I 
have got what I wanted. I have got you. Why should I wish 
for anything more? And I feel at home here. It’s extra
ordinary how I feel at home.”

“ You! No, it isn’t extraordinary at all.”
She looked up at him, still keeping her arms on the terrace 

wall. His physical beauty, which had always fascinated her, 
moved her more than ever in the south, seemed to her to become 
greater, to have more meaning in this setting of beauty and 
romance. She thought of the old pagan gods. He was indeed 
suited to be their happy messenger. At that moment some
thing within her more than loved him, worshipped him, felt for 
him an idolatry that had something in it of pain. A number 
of thoughts ran through her mind swiftly. One was this: 
“ Can it be possible that he will die some day, that he will be 
dead? ” And the awfulness, the unspeakable horror of the 
death of the body gripped her and shook her in the dark.

“ Oh, Maurice! ” she said. “ Maurice! ”
“ What is it? ”
She held out her hands to him. He took them and sat down 

by her.
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“ What is it, Hermione? ” he said again.
“ If beauty were only deathless ! ”
“ But—but all this is, for us. It was here for the old 

Greeks to see, and I suppose it will be here—”
“ I didn’t mean that.”
“ I’ve been stupid,” he said humbly.
“No, my dearest—my dearest one. Oh, how did you ever 

love me? ”
She had forgotten the warning of Artois. The dirty little 

beggar was staring at the angel and wanted the angel to know 
it.

“Hermione! What do you mean ? ”
He looked at her, and there was genuine surprise in his face 

and in his voice.
“ How can you love me? I’m so ugly. Oh, I feel it here, 

I feel it horribly in the midst of—of all this loveliness, with 
you.”

She hid her face against his shoulder almost like one afraid. 
“But you are not ugly! What nonsense! Hermione!” 
He put his hand under her face and raised it, and the touch 

of his hand against her cheek made her tremble. To-night 
she more than loved, she worshipped him. Her intellect did not 
speak any more. Its voice was silenced by the voice of the 
heart, by the voices of the senses. She felt as if she would like 
to go down on her knees to him and thank him for having loved 
her, for loving her. Abasement would have been a joy to her 
just then, was almost a necessity, and yet there was pride in her, 
the decent pride of a pure-natured woman who has never let 
herself be soiled.

“ Hermione,” he said, looking into her face. “ Don’t 
speak to me like that. It’s all wrong. It puts me in the 
Wrong place, I a fool and you—what you are. If that friend of 
yours could hear you—by Jove ! ”

There was something so boyish, so simple in his voice that 
Hermione suddenly threw her arms round his neck and kissed 
him, as she might have kissed a delightful child. She began to 
Hugh through tears.

“ Thank God you’re not conceited! ” she exclaimed.
“ What about? ” he asked.
But she did not answer. Presently they heard Gaspare’s 
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step on the terrace. He came to them bareheaded, with 
shining eyes, to ask if they were satisfied with Lucrezia. About 
himself he did not ask. He felt that he had done all things for 
his padrona as he alone could have done them, knowing her so 
well.

“ Gaspare," Hermione said. “ Everything is perfect. 
Tell Lucrezia.”

“ Better not, signora. I will say you are fairly satisfied, 
as it is only the first day. Then she will try to do better to
morrow. I know Lucrezia.”

And he gazed at them calmly with his enormous liquid eyes. 
“ Do not say too much, signora. It makes people proud.” 
She thought that she heard an old Sicilian echo of Artois.

The peasant lad’s mind reflected the mind of the subtle novelist 
for a moment.

“ Very well, Gaspare,” she said submissively.
He smiled at her with satisfaction.
“ I understand girls,” he said. “ You must keep them 

down or they will keep you down. Every girl in Marechiaro is 
like that. We keep them down therefore.”

He spoke calmly, evidently quite without thought that he 
was speaking to a woman.

“ May I go to bed, signora? ” he added. “ I got up at four 
this morning.”

“ At four! ”
“ To be sure all was ready for you and the signore.”
“ Gaspare! Go at once. We will go to bed, too. Shall 

we, Maurice? ”
“Yes. I’m ready.”
Just as they were going up the steps into the house, he 

turned to take a last look at the night. Far down below him 
over the terrace wall he saw a bright, steady light.

“ Is that on the sea, Hermione? ” he asked, pointing to it 
“ Do they fish there at night? ”

“ Oh, yes. No doubt it is a fisherman.”
Gaspare shook his head.
“ You understand? " said Hermione to him in Italian.
“ Si, signora. That is the light in the Casa delle Sirene.”
“ But no one fives there.”
“ Oh, it has been built up now, and Salvatore Buonavista 
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hves there with Maddalena. Buon riposo, signora. Buon 
nPoso, signore."

“ Buon riposo, Gaspare.”
And Maurice echoed it,—
“ Buon riposo.”
As Gaspare went away round the angle of the cottage, to 

his room near Tito’s stable, Maurice added,—
“ Buon riposo. It’s an awfully nice way of saying good- 

tight ; I feel as if I’d said it before somehow.”
“ Your blood has said it without your knowing it, perhaps 

rnany times. Are you coming, Maurice? ”
He turned once more, looked down at the light shining in 

the house of the sirens, then followed Hermione in through the 
open door.



v
ИГНАТ spring-time in Sicily seemed to Hermione touched with 

a glamour such as the imaginative dreamer connects with 
an earlier world—a world that never existed save in the souls of 
dreamers, who weave tissues of gold to hide naked realities, 
and call down the stars to sparkle upon the dust-heaps of the 
actual. Hermione at first tried to make her husband see it with 
her eyes, live in it with her mind, enjoy it, or at least seem to 
enjoy it, with her heart. Did he not love her? But he did 
more ; he looked up to her with reverence. In her love for him 
there was a yearning of worship, such as one gifted with the 
sense of the ideal is conscious of when he stands before one of 
the masterpieces of art, a perfect bronze or a supreme creation 
in marble. Something of what Hermione had felt in past years 
when she looked at “ The Listening Mercury,” or at the statue 
of a youth from Hadrian’s Villa in the Capitoline Museum at 
Rome, she felt when she looked at Maurice, but the breath of 
life in him increased, instead of diminishing, her passion of 
admiration. And this sometimes surprised her. For she had 
thought till now that the dead sculptors of Greece and Rome had 
in their works succeeded in transcending humanity, had shown 
what God might have created instead of what He had created, 
and had never expected, scarcely ever even desired, to be 
moved by a living being as she was moved by certain re
presentations of life in a material. Yet now she was so moved. 
There seemed to her in her husband’s beauty something strange, 
something ideal, almost an other-worldliness, as if he had been 
before this age in which she loved him, had had an existence in 
the fabled world that the modern pagan loves to recall when he 
walks in a land where legend trembles in the flowers, and 
whispers in the trees, and is carried on the winds across the hill
sides, and lives again in the silver of the moon. Often she 
thought of him listening in a green glade to the piping of Pan, or 
feeding his flocks on Mount Latmos, like Endymion, and falling 
asleep to receive the kisses of Selene. Or she imagined him
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Psyche in the hours of darkness, and fleeing, light- 
before the coming of the dawn. He seemed to her 

ardent spirit to have stepped into her life from some Attic 
riÇze out of a “ fairy legend of old Greece,” and the contact of

daily companionship did not destroy in her the curious, almost 
Mystical sensation roused in her by the peculiar, and essentially 
youthful charm which even Artois had been struck by in a 
London restaurant.

This charm increased in Sicily. In London Maurice 
Delarey had seemed a handsome youth, with a delightfully 
fresh and almost woodland aspect that set him apart from the 
English people by whom he was surrounded. In Sicily he 
seemed at once to be in his right setting. He had said when he 
arrived that he felt as if he belonged to Sicily, and each day 
Sicily and he seemed to Hermione to be more dear to each other, 
more suited to each other. With a loving woman’s fondness, 
which breeds fancies deliciously absurd, laughably touching, 
she thought of Sicily as having wanted this son of hers who was 
not in her bosom, as sinking into a golden calm of satisfaction 
now that he was there, hearing her “ Pastorale,” wandering 
upon her mountain-sides, filling his nostrils with the scent of her 
orange-blossoms, swimming through the liquid silver of her 
cherishing seas.

“ I think Sicily’s very glad that you are here,” she said to 
him on one morning of peculiar radiance, when there was a fresh
ness as of the world’s first day in the air, and the shining on the 
$ea was as the shining that came in answer to the words:

Let there be light! ”
In her worship, however, Hermione was not wholly blind, 

because of the wakefulness of her powerful heart her powerful 
^Uid did not cease to be busy, but its work was supplementary 
to the work of her heart. She had realised in London that the 
:“an she loved was not a clever man, that there was nothing 
reUiarkable in his intellect. In Sicily she did not cease from 
realising this, but she felt about it differently. In Sicily she 
^tually loved and rejoiced in Delarey’s mental shortcomings 
véanse they seemed to make for freshness, for boyishness, to 

him more closely with the spring in their Eden. She 
^°red in him something that was pagan, some spirit that 
^Uiecl to shine on her from a dancing, playful, light-hearted 
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world. And here in Sicily she presently grew to know that she 
would be a little saddened were her husband to change, to grow 
more thoughtful, more like herself. She had spoken to Artois 
of possible development in Maurice, of what she might do for 
him, and at first, just at first, she had instinctively exerted 
her influence over him to bring him nearer to her subtle ways 
of thought. And he had eagerly striven to respond, stirred by 
his love for her, and his reverence—not a very clever, but 
certainly a very affectionate reverence—for her brilliant 
qualities of brain. In those very first days together, isolated in 
their eyrie of the mountains, Hermione had let herself go—as 
she herself would have said. In her perfect happiness she felt 
that her mind was on fire because her heart was at peace. 
Wakeful, but not anxious, love woke imagination. The stirring 
of spring in this delicious land stirred all her eager faculties, 
and almost as naturally as a bird pours forth its treasure of 
music she poured forth her treasure, not only of love but of 
thought. For in such a nature as hers love prompts thought, 
not stifles it. In their long mountain walks, in their rides on 
muleback to distant villages, hidden in the recesses, or perched 
upon the crests of the rocks, in their quiet hours under the oak- 
trees when the noon wrapped all things in its cloak of gold, or on 
the terrace when the stars came out, and the shepherds led their 
flocks down to the valleys with little happy tunes, Hermione 
gave out all the sensitive thoughts, desires, aspirations, all the 
wonder, all the rest that beauty and solitude and nearness to 
nature in this isle of the south woke in her. She did not fear 
to be subtle, she did not fear to be trivial. Everything she 
noticed she spoke of, everything that the things she noticed 
suggested to her, she related. The sound of the morning 
breeze in the olive trees seemed to her different from the sound 
of the breeze of evening. She tried to make Maurice hear, 
with her, the changing of the music, to make him listen, as she 
listened, to every sound, not only with the ears but with the 
imagination. The flush of the almond-blossoms upon the 
lower slopes of the hills about Marechiaro, a virginal tint of joy 
against grey walls, grey rocks, made her look into the soul of 
the spring as her first lover alone looks into the soul of a 
maiden. She asked Maurice to look with her into that place of 
dreams, and to ponder with her over the mystery of the
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everlasting renewal of life. The sight of the sea took her 
aWay into a fairyland of thought. Far down below, seen over 
r°cks and tree tops and downward falling mountain flanks, it 
spread away towards Africa in a plain that seemed to slope 
Upwards to a horizon line immensely distant. Often it was 
empty of ships, but when a sail came, like a feather on the blue, 
moving imperceptibly, growing clearer, then fading until taken 
softly by eternity—that was Hermione’s feeling—that sail was 
to her like a voice from the worlds we never know, but can 
miagine, some of us, worlds of mystery that is not sad, and of 
)oys elusive but ineffable, sweet and strange as the cry of echo 
at twilight, when the first shadows clasp each other by the hand, 
and the horn of the little moon floats with a shy radiance out of 
its hiding-place in the bosom of the sky. She tried to take 
Maurice with her whence the sail came, whither it went. She 
saw Sicily, perhaps, as it was, but also as she was. She felt the 
spring in Sicily, but not only as that spring, spring of one year, 
but as all the springs that have dawned on loving women, and 
laughed with green growing things about their feet. Her 
passionate imagination now threw gossamers before, now 
drew gossamers away from a holy of holies that no man could 
ever enter. And she tried to make that holy of holies Maurice’s 
habitual sitting-room. It was a tender, glorious attempt to 
compass the impossible.

All this was at first. But Hermione was generally too 
clear-brained to be long tricked even by her own enthusiasms. 
She soon began to understand that though Maurice might wish 
to see, to feel, all things as she saw and felt them, his effort to 
do so was but a gallant attempt of love in a man who thought he 
had married his superior. Really his outlook on Sicily and the 
spring was naturally far more like Gaspare’s. She watched in a 
rapture of wonder, enjoyed with a passion of gratitude. But 
Gaspare was in and was of all that she was wondering about, 
thanking God for, part of the phenomenon, a dancer in the 
Squisite tarantella. And Maurice, too, on that first day had 
he not obeyed Sebastiano’s call? Soon she knew that when 
she had sat alone on the terrace seat, and seen the dancers 
losing all thought of time and the hour in the joy of their 
Moving bodies, while hers was still, the scene had been pro
phetic. In that moment Maurice had instinctively taken his
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place in the masque of the spring and she hers. Their bodies 
had uttered their minds. She was the passionate watcher, but 
he was the passionate performer. Therefore she was his 
audience. She had travelled out to be in Sicily, but he, without 
knowing it, had travelled out to be Sicily.

There was a great difference between them, but, having 
realised it thoroughly, Hermione was able not to regret but to 
delight in it. She did not wish to change her lover, and she 
soon understood that were Maurice to see with her eyes, hear 
with her ears, and understand with her heart, he would be com
pletely changed, and into something not natural, like a per
forming dog or a child prodigy, something that rouses perhaps 
amazement combined too often with a faint disgust. And 
ceasing to desire she ceased to endeavour.

“ I shall never develop Maurice,” she thought, remember
ing her conversation with Artois. “ And, thank God, I don’t 
want to now.”

And then she set herself to watch her Sicilian, as she loved 
to call him, enjoying the spring in Sicily in his own way, dancing 
the tarantella with surely the spirit of eternal youth. He had, 
she thought, heard the call of the blood and responded to it 
fully and openly, fearless and unashamed. Day by day, see
ing his boyish happiness in this life of the mountains and the 
sea, she laughed at the creeping, momentary sense of apprehen
sion that had been roused in her during her conversation with 
Artois upon the Thames Embankment. Artois had said that 
he distrusted what he loved. That was the flaw in an over
intellectual man. The mind was too alert, too restless, 
dogging the steps of the heart like a spy, troubling the heart 
with an eternal uneasiness. But she could trust where she 
loved. Maurice was open as a boy in these early days in the 
garden of Paradise. He danced the tarantella while she 
watched him, then threw himself down beside her, laughing, to 
rest.

The strain of Sicilian blood that was in him worked in him 
curiously, making her sometimes marvel at the mysterious 
power of race, at the stubborn and almost tyrannical domina
tion some dead have over some living, those who are dust over 
those who are quick with animation and passion. Everything 
that was connected with Sicily and with Sicilian life not only 
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Cached his senses and sank easily into his heart, but seemed 
ako to rouse his mind to an activity that astonished her. In 
connection with Sicily he showed a swiftness, almost a clever
ness, she never noted in him when things Sicilian were not in 
Question.

For instance, like most Englishmen, Maurice had no great 
talent for languages. He spoke French fairly well, having 
had a French nurse when he was a child, and his mother had 
taught him a little Italian. But till now he had never had any 
desire to be proficient in any language except his own. Her
mione, on the other hand, was gifted as a linguist, loving 
languages and learning them easily. Yet Maurice picked up— 
m his case the expression, usually ridiculous, was absolutely 
applicable—Sicilian with a readiness that seemed to Hermione 
almost miraculous. He showed no delight in the musical 
beauty of Italian. What he wanted, and what his mind— 
or was it rather what his ears and his tongue and his lips?— 
took, and held and revelled in, was the Sicilian dialect spoken 
by Lucrezia and Gaspare when they were together, spoken by 
the peasants of Marechiaro and of the mountains. To Her
mione Gaspare had always talked Italian, incorrect but still 
Italian, and she spoke no dialect, although she could often guess 
at what the Sicilians meant when they addressed her in their 
vigorous, but uncouth jargon, different from Italian almost as 
Gaelic is from English. But Maurice very soon began to speak 
a few words of Sicilian. Hermione laughed at him and dis
couraged him jokingly, telling him that he must learn Italian 
thoroughly, the language of love, the most melodious language 
in the world.

“ Italian! ” he said. “ What’s the use of it? I want to 
talk to the people. A grammar! I won’t open it. Gaspare’s 
111У professor. Gaspare! Gaspare! ”

Gaspare came rushing bareheaded to them in the sun.
“ The signora says I’m to learn Italian, but I say that I’ve 

^milian blood in my veins, and must talk as you do.”
“ But I, signore, can speak Italian! ” said Gaspare, with 

twinkling pride.
‘ As a bear dances. No, professor, you and I, we’ll be good 

Patriots. Well speak in our mother tongue. You rascal, you 
Kn°w we’ve begun already.”
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And looking mischievously at Hermione, he began to sing 

in a loud, warm voice,—
“ Cu Gabbi e Jochi e Parti e Mascarati, 

Si fa lu giubileu universali.
Tiripi-tùmpiti, tùmpiti, tùmpiti, 
Milli cardùbuli ’n culu ti pùncinu ! "

Gaspare burst into a roar of delighted laughter.
“ It’s the tarantella over again,” Hermione said. “ You’re 

a hopeless Sicilian. I give you up.”
That same day she said to him,—
“ You love the peasants, don’t you, Maurice? ’
“Yes. Are you surprised? ”
“ No ; at least I’m not surprised at your loving them.”
“ Well, then, Hermione? ”
“ Perhaps a little at the way you love them.”
“ What way’s that? ”
“ Almost as they love each other—that’s to say, when they 

love each other at all. Gaspare now! I believe you feel more 
as if he were a young brother of yours than as if he were your 
servant.”

“ Perhaps I do. Gaspare is terrible, a regular donna * 
of a boy in spite of all his mischief and fun. You should hear 
him talk of you. He’d die for his padrona.”

“ I believe he would. In love, the love that means being 
in love, I think Sicilians, though tremendously jealous, are very 
fickle, but if they take a devotion to anyone, without being in 
love, they’re rocks. It’s a splendid quality.”

“ If they’ve got faults, I love their faults,” he said.
“ They’re a lovable race.”

“ Praising yourself! ” she said, laughing at him, but with 
tender eyes.

" Myself? ”
“ Never mind. What is it, Gaspare? ”
Gaspare had come upon the terrace, his eyes shining with 

happiness and a box under his arm.
“ The signore knows.”
“ Revolver practice,” said Maurice. “ I promised him he 

should have a try to-day. We’re going to a place close by on
* The Sicilians use the word “donna” to express the meaning we convey 

by the word “ trump.”
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the mountain. He’s warned off Ciccio and his goats. Got 
the paper, Gaspare? ”

Gaspare pointed to a bulging pocket.
“ Enough to write a novel on. Well—will you come, 

Hermione? ”
“ It’s too hot in the sun, and I know you’re going into the 

eye of the sun.”
“ You see, it’s the best place up at the top. There’s that 

stone wall, and—”
“ I’ll stay here and listen to your music.”
They went off together, climbing swiftly upward into the 

heart of the gold, and singing as they went,—

“ Ciao, ciao, ciao, 
Morettina bella, ciao—”

Their voices died away, and with them the dry noise of 
stones falling downward from their feet on the sun-baked 
mountain-side. Hermione sat still on the seat by the ravine.

“ Ciao, ciao, ciao 1 ”

She thought of the young peasants going off to be soldiers, 
and singing that song to keep their hearts up. Some day per
haps Gaspare would have to go. He was the eldest of his 
family, and had brothers. Maurice sang that song like a 
Sicilian lad. She thought, she began to think, that even the 
timbre of his voice was Sicilian. There was the warm, and yet 
plaintive, sometimes almost whining sound in it that she had 
often heard coming up from the vineyards and the olive-groves. 
Why was she always comparing him with the peasants? He 
Was not of their rank. She had met many Sicilians of the 
nobility in Palermo; princes, senators, young men of fashion, 
who gambled and danced, and drove in the Giardino Inglese. 
Maurice did not remind her at all of them. No, it was of the 
Sicilian peasants that he reminded her, and yet he was a gentle
man. She wondered what Maurice’s grandmother had been 
like. She was long since dead. Maurice had never seen her. 
Yet how alive she, and perhaps brothers of hers, and their 
children were in him, how almost miraculously alive. Things 
that had doubtless stirred in them, instincts, desires, repug
nances, joys, were stirring in him, dominating his English in
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heritance. It was like a new birth in the sun of Sicily, and she 
was assisting at it. Very, very strange it was. And strange, 
too, it was to be so near to one so different from herself, to be 
joined to him by the greatest of all links, the link that is forged 
by the free will of a man and a woman. Again, in thought, she 
went back to her comparison of things in him with things in the 
peasants of Sicily. She remembered that she had once heard 
a brilliant man, not a Sicilian, say of them, “ with all their 
faults, and they are many, every Sicilian, even though he wear 
the long cap and live in a hut with the pigs, is a gentleman." 
So the peasant, if there were peasant in Maurice, could never 
disturb, never offend her. And she loved the primitive man 
in him and in all men who had it. There was a good deal 
that was primitive in her. She never called herself democrat, 
socialist, radical, never christened herself with any name 
to describe her mental leanings, but she knew that, for a 
well-born woman—and she was that, child of an old English 
family of pure blood and high traditions—she was remarkably 
indifferent to rank, its claims, its pride. She felt absolutely 
“ in her bones," as she would have said, that all men and 
women are just human beings, brothers and sisters of a great 
family. In judging of individuals she could never be in
fluenced by anything except physical qualities, and qualities of 
the heart and mind, qualities that might belong to any man. 
She was affected by habits, manners—what woman of breeding 
is not?—but even these could scarcely warp her judgment if 
they covered anything fine. She could find gold beneath mud, 
and forget the mud.

Maurice was like the peasants, not like the Palermitan 
aristocracy. He was near to the breast of Sicily, of that mother 
of many nations, who had come to conquer, and had fought, 
and bled, and died, or been expelled, but had left indefaceable 
traces behind them, traces of Norman, of Greek, of Arab. He 
was no cosmopolitan with characteristics blurred; he was of 
the soil. Well, she loved the soil dearly. The almond 
blossomed from it. The olive gave its fruit, and the vine its 
generous blood, and the orange its gold, at the word of the soil, 
the dear, warm earth of Sicily. She thought of Maurice’s 
warm hands, brown now as Gaspare’s. How she loved his 
hands, and his eyes that shone with the lustre of the south.
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Had not this soil in very truth given those hands and those 
eyes to her? She felt that it had. She loved it more for the 
gift. She had reaped and garnered in her blessed Sicilian 
harvest.

Lucrezia came to her round the angle of the cottage, know
ing she was alone. Lucrezia was mending a hole in a sock for 
Gaspare. Now she sat down on the seat under the window, 
divided from Hermione by the terrace, but able to see her, to 
feel companionship. Had the padrone been there Lucrezia 
would not have ventured to come. Gaspare had often ex
plained to her her very humble position in the household. But 
Gaspare and the padrone were away on the mountain top, and 
she could not resist being near to her padrona, for whom she 
already felt a very real affection and admiration.

“ Is it a big hole, Lucrezia? ” said Hermione, smiling at her.
“ Si, signora.”
Lucrezia put her thumb through it, holding it up on her fist.
“ Gaspare’s holes are always big.”
She spoke els if in praise.”
“ Gćispare is strong,” she added. “ But Sebastiano is 

stronger.”
As she said the last words a dreamy look came into her 

round face, and she dropped the hand that held the stocking 
into her lap.

“ Sebastiano is hard like the rocks, signora.”
“ Hard-hearted, Lucrezia? ”
Lucrezia said nothing.
“ You like SebEistiaiio, Lucrezia? ”
Lucrezia reddened under her brown skin.
“ Si, signora.”
“So do I. He’s always been a good friend of mine.”
Lucrezia shifted along the seat until she was nearly opposite 

to where Hermione was sitting.
“ How old is he? ”
“ Twenty-five, signora.”
“ I suppose he will be marrying soon, won’t he? The men 

all marry young round about Marechiaro.”
Lucrezia began to dam.
“ His father, Chinetti Urbano, wishes him to marry at once.

It is better for a man.”
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“ You understand men, Lucrezia? ”
“ Si, signora. They are all alike.”
“ And what are they like? ”
“ Oh, signora, you know as well as I do. They must have 

their own way and we must not think to have ours. They 
must roam where they like, love where they choose, day or 
night, and we must sit in the doorway and get to bed at dark, 
and not bother where they’ve been or what they’ve done. 
They say we’ve no right, except one or two. There’s Fran
cesco, to be sure. He’s a lamb with Maria. She can sit with 
her face to the street. But she wouldn’t sit any other way, 
and he knows it. But the rest! Eh, già! ”

“ You don’t think much of men, Lucrezia! ”
“ Oh, signora, they’re just as God made them. They can’t 

help it any more than we can help—”
She stopped and pursed her Ups suddenly, as if checking 

some words that were almost on them.”
“ Lucrezia, come here and sit by me.”
Lucrezia looked up with a sort of doubtful pleasure and 

surprise.
“ Signora? ”
“ Come here.”
Lucrezia got up and came slowly to the seat by the ravine. 

Hermione took her hand.
“ You like Sebastiano very much, don’t you? ”
Lucrezia hung her head.
“ Si, signora,” she whispered.
“ Do you think he’d be good to a woman if she loved 

him? ”
“ I shouldn’t care. Bad or good I’d—I’d—”
Suddenly, with a sort of childish violence, she put her two 

hands on Hermione’s arms.
“ I want Sebastiano, signora, I want him! ” she cried; 

“ I’ve prayed to the Maddona della Rocca to give him to me; 
all last year I’ve prayed, and this. D’you think the 
Madonna’s going to do it? Do you? Do you? ”

Heat came out of her two hands, and heat flashed in her 
eyes. Her broad bosom heaved, and her lips, still parted when 
she had done speaking, seemed to interrogate Hermione fiercely 
in the silence. Before Hermione could reply two sounds came 
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to them: from below in the ravine the distant drone of the 
ceramella, from above on the mountain-top the dry crack of 
a pistol shot.

Swiftly Lucrezia turned and looked downward, but Her
mione looked upward towards the bare flank that rose behind 
the cottage.

“ It’s Sebastiano, signora.”
The ceramella droned on, moving slowly with its player on 

the hidden path beneath the olive-trees.
A second pistol shot rang out sharply.
“ Go down and meet him, Lucrezia.’
“ May I—may I really, signora? ”
“Yes; go quickly.”
Lucrezia bent down and kissed her padrona’s hand.

Bacio la mano, bacio la mano a Lei! ”
Then, bareheaded, she went out from the awning into the 

glare of the sunshine, passed through the ruined archway, and 
disappeared among the rocks. She had gone to her music. 
Hermione stayed to listen to hers, the crack of the pistol up 
there near the blue sky.

Sebastiano was playing the tune she loved, the “ Pastorale,” 
but to-day she did not heed it. Indeed, now that she was left 
alone she was not conscious that she heard it. Her heart was 
on the hill-top near the blue.

Again and again the shots rang out. It seemed to Hermione 
that she knew which were fired by Maurice and which by 
Gaspare, and she whispered to herself “That’s Maurice!” 
when she fancied one was his. Presently she was aware of 
some slight change and wondered what it was. Something had 
ceased, and its cessation recalled her mind to her surroundings. 
She looked round her, then down to the ravine, and then at once 
she understood. There was no more music from the cera
mella. Lucrezia had met Sebastiano under the olives. That 
Was certain. Hermione smiled. Her woman’s imagination 
Pictured easily enough why the player had stopped. She 
hoped Lucrezia was happy. Her first words, still more her 
manner, had shown Hermione the depth of her heart. There 
Was fire there, fire that burned before a shrine when she prayed 

the Madonna della Rocca. She was ready even to be badly 
treated if only she might have Sebastiano. It seemed to be all 
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one to her. She had no illusions, but her heart knew what it 
needed.

Crack went the pistol up on the mountain top.
“ That’s not Maurice! ” Hermione thought.

There was another report, then another.
“ That last one was Maurice! ”
Lucrezia did not seem even to expect a man to be true and 

faithful. Perhaps she knew the Sicilian character too well. 
Hermione lifted her face up and looked towards the mountain. 
Her mind had gone once more to the Thames Embankment. 
As once she had mentally put Gaspare beside Artois, so now 
she mentally put Lucrezia. Lucrezia distrusted the south, 
and she was of it. Men must be as God had made them, 
she said, and evidently she thought that God had made them 
to run wild, careless of woman’s feelings, careless of everything 
save their own vagrant desires. The tarantella—that was the 
dance of the soil here, the dance of the blood. And in the 
tarantella each of the dancers seemed governed by his own 
sweet will, possessed by a merry, mad devil, whose promptings 
he followed with a sort of gracious and charming violence, 
giving himself up joyously, eagerly, utterly—to what? To his 
whim. Was the tarantella an allegory of life here? How 
strangely well Maurice had danced it on that first day of their 
arrival. She felt again that sense of separation which brought 
with it a faint and creeping melancholy.

“ Crack ! Crack ! ”
She got up from the seat by the ravine. Suddenly the 

sound of the firing was distressing to her, almost sinister, and 
she liked Lucrezia’s music better. For it suggested tenderness 
of the soil, and tenderness of faith, and a glory of antique things 
both pagan and Christian. But the reiterated pistol shots 
suggested violence, death, ugly things.

“ Maurice! ” she called, going out into the sun, and gazing 
up towards the mountain top. “ Maurice! ”

The pistol made reply. They had not heard her. They 
were too far or were too intent upon their sport to hear.

“ Maurice! ” she called again, in a louder voice, almost as a 
person calls for help. Another pistol shot answered her, 
mocking at her in the sun. Then she heard a distant peal of 
laughter. It did not seem to her to be either Maurice’s or 
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Gaspare’s laughter. It was like the laughter of something she 
could not personify, of some jeering spirit of the mountain. It 
died away at last, and she stood there, shivering in the sunshine.

“ Signora ! Signora ! ”
Sebastiano’s lusty voice came to her from below. She 

turned and saw him standing with Lucrezia on the terrace, and 
his arm was round Lucrezia’s waist. He took off his cap and 
waved it, but he still kept one arm round Lucrezia.

Hermione hesitated, looking once more towards the 
mountain top. But something within her held her back from 
climbing up to the distant laughter, a feeling, an idiotic feeling 
she called it to herself afterwards. She had shivered in the 
sunshine, but it was not a feeling of fear.

“ Am I wanted up there? ”
That was what something within her said. And the 

answer was made by her body. She turned and began to 
descend towards the terrace.

And at that moment, for the first time in her life, she was 
conscious of a little stab of pain such as she had never known 
before. It was pain of the mind and of the heart, and yet it 
was like bodily pain, too. It made her angry with herself. 
It was like a betrayal, a betrayal of herself by her own intellect, 
she thought.

She stopped once more on the mountain side.
“ Am I going to be ridiculous? ” she said to herself. “ Am 

I going to be one of the women I despise? ”
Just then she realised that love may become a tyrant, 

ministering to the soul with persecutions.

F



VI
С EB ASTI ANO took his arm from Lucrezia’s waist as Her- 

mione came down to the terrace, and said,—
“ Buona sera, signora. Is the signore coming down yet? ' 
He flung out his arm towards the mountain.

* I don’t know, Sebastiano. Why? ”
* I’ve come with a message for him.”
“ Not for Lucrezia? ”
Sebastiano laughed boldly, but Lucrezia, blushing red, dis

appeared into the kitchen.
“ Don’t play with her, Sebastiano,” said Hermione. “ She’s 

a good girl.”
“ I know that, signora.”
“ She deserves to be well treated.”
Sebastiano went over to the terrace wall, looked into the 

ravine, turned round, and came back.
“ Who’s treating Lucrezia badly, signora? ”
“ I did not say anybody was.”
“ The girls in Marechiaro can take care of themselves, sig

nora. You don’t know them as I do.”
“ D’you think any woman can take care of herself, 

Sebastiano? ”
He looked into her face and laughed, but said nothing. 

Hermione sat down. She had a desire to-day, after Lucrezia’s 
conversation with her, to get at the Sicilian man’s point of 
view in regard to women.

“ Don’t you think women want to be protected? " she 
asked.

“ What from, signora? ”
There was still laughter in his eyes.
“ Not from us, anyway,” he added. “ Lucrezia there— 

she wants me for her husband. All Marechiaro knows it.”
Hermione felt that under the circumstances it was useless to 

blush for Lucrezia, useless to meet blatant frankness with 
sensitive delicacy.

82
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“ Do you want Lucrezia for your wife? ” she said.
“ Well, signora, I’m strong. A stick or a knife in my hand 

and no man can touch me. You’ve never seen me do the 
scherma con coltello? One day I’ll show you with Gaspare. 
And I can play better even than the men from Bronte on the 
ceramella. You’ve heard me. Lucrezia knows I can have 
any girl I like.”

There was a simplicity in his immense superiority to women 
that robbed it of offensiveness and almost made Hermione 
laugh. In it, too, she felt the touch of the East. Arabs had 
been in Sicily and left their traces there, not only in the build
ings of Sicily, but in its people’s songs, and in the treatment of 
the women by the men.

“And are you going to choose Lucrezia?” she asked, 
gravely.

“ Signora, I wasn’t sure. But yesterday, I had a letter 
from Messina. They want me there. I’ve got a job that’ll 
pay me well to go to the Lipari Islands with a cargo.”

“ Are you a sailor, too? ”
“ Signora, I can do anything.”
“ And will you be long away? ”
“ Who knows, signora? But I told Lucrezia to-day, and 

when she cried I told her something else. We are ‘ promised.’ ”
“ I am glad,” Hermione said, holding out her hand to him. 
He took it in an iron grip.
“ Be very good to her when you’re married, won’t you? ”
“ Oh, she’ll be all right with me,” he answered, carelessly. 

“ And I won’t give her the slap in the face on the wedding 
day.”

“ Hi—yi—yi—yi—yi ! ”
There was a shrill cry from the mountain, and Maurice and 

Gaspare came leaping down, scattering the stones, the revolvers 
still in their hands.

“ Look, signora, look! ” cried Gaspare, pulling a sheet of 
Paper from his pocket and holding it proudly up. “ Do you 
see the holes? One, two, three—”

He began to count.
“ And I made five. Didn’t I, signore? ”
“ You’re a dead shot, Gasparino. Did you hear us, 

Hermione? ”
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“ Yes,” she said. “ But you didn’t hear me.”
“ You? Did you call? ”
“ Yes.”
“ Why? "
“ Sebastiano’s got a message for you,” Hermione said.
She could not tell him now the absurd impulse that had 

made her call him.
“ What’s the message, Sebastiano? ” asked Maurice, in his 

stumbling Sicilian-Italian that was very imperfect, but that 
nevertheless had already the true accent of the peasants 
about Marechiaro.

“ Signore, there will be a moon to-night.”
“ Già. Lo so.”
“ Are you sleepy, signorino? ”
He touched his eyes with his sinewy hands and made his 

face look drowsy. Maurice laughed.
“ No.”
“ Are you afraid of being naked in the sea at night ? But 

you need not enter it. Are you afraid of sleeping at dawn in 
a cave upon the sands? ”

“ What is it all? ” asked Maurice. “ Gaspare, I understand 
you best.”

“ I know,” said Gaspare, joyously. “ It’s the fishing. 
Nito has sent. I told him to. Is it Nito, Sebastiano? ”

Sebastiano nodded. Gaspare turned eagerly to Maurice.
“ Oh, signore, you must come, you will come! ”
"Where? In a boat? ”
“ No. We go down to the shore, to Isola Bella. We take 

food, wine, red wine, and a net. Between twenty-two and 
twenty-three o’clock is the time to begin. And the sea must 
be calm. Is the sea calm to-day, Sebastiano? ”

“ Like that.”
Sebastiano moved his hand to and fro in the air, keeping it 

absolutely level. Gaspare continued to explain with gathering 
excitement and persuasiveness, talking to his master as much 
by gesture as by the words that Maurice could only partially 
understand.

“ The sea is calm. Nito has the net, but he will not go into 
the sea. Per Dio, he is birbante. He will say he has the 
rheumatism, I know, and walk like that.” (Gaspare hobbled 
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to and fro before them, making a face of acute suffering.) “ He 
has asked for me. Hasn’t Nito asked for me, Sebastiano? ”

Here Gaspare made a grimace at Sebastiano, who answered, 
calmly,—

“ Yes, he has asked for you to come with the padrone.”
“ I knew it. Then I shall undress. I shall take one end 

of the net while Nito holds the other, and I shall go out into 
the sea. I shall go up to here.” (He put his hands up to his 
chin, stretching his neck like one avoiding a rising wave.) 

‘ And I shall wade, you’ll see !—and if I come to a hole I shall 
swim. I can swim for hours, all day if I choose.”

“And all night too?” said Hermione, smiling at his ex
citement.

“ Davvero! But at night I must drink wine to keep out the 
cold. I come out like this.” (He shivered violently, making 
his teeth chatter.) “ Then I drink a glass and I am warm, and 
when they have taken the fish I go in again. We fish all along 
the shore from Isola Bella round by the point there, where 
there’s the Casa delle Sirene, and to the caves beyond the Cañé 
Berardi. And when we’ve got enough—many fish—at dawn 
we sleep on the sand. And when the sun is up Carmela will 
take the fish and make a frittura, and we all eat it and drink 
more wine, and then—”

“ And then—you’re ready for the Campo Santo? ” said 
Hermione.

“ No, signora. Then we will dance the tarantella, and come 
home up the mountain singing, ‘ О sole mio! ’and ‘A mezza
notte a punto,’ and the song of the Mafioso, and—”

Hermione began to laugh unrestrainedly. Gaspare, by his 
voice, his face, his gestures, had made them assist at a veritable 
°rgie of labour, feasting, sleep and mirth, all mingled together 
and chasing one another like performers in a revel. Even his 
suggestion of slumber on the sands was violent, as if they 
'Vere to sleep with a kind of fury of excitement and 
determination.

“ Signora! ” he cried, staring as if ready to be offended.
Then he looked at Maurice, who was laughing, too, threw 

himself back against the wall, opened his mouth, and joined in 
W1th all his heart. But suddenly he stopped. His face 
changed, became very serious.
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“ I may go, signora? ” he asked. “ No one can fish as I 

can. The others will not go in far, and they soon get cold and 
want to put on their clothes. And the padrone ! I must take 
care of the padrone! Guglielmo, the contadino, will sleep in 
the house, I know. Shall I call him? Guglielmo! Gugli
elmo! ”

He vanished like a flash, they scarcely knew in what 
direction.

“ He’s alive! ” exclaimed Maurice. “ By Jove, he’s alive, 
that boy! Glorious, glorious life! Oh, there’s something here 
that—”

He broke off, looked down at the broad sea shimmering in 
the sun, then said,—

“ The sun, the sea, the music, the people, the liberty—it 
goes to my head, it intoxicates me.”

“ You’ll go to-night? ” she said.
“ D’you mind if I do? ”
“ Mind? No. I want you to go. I want you to revel in 

this happy time, this splendid, innocent, golden time. And 
to-morrow we’ll watch for you, Lucrezia and I, watch for you 
down there on the path. But—you’ll bring us some of the 
fish, Maurice? You won’t forget us? ”

“ Forget you! ” he said. “ You shall have all—”
“ No, no. Only the little fish, the babies that Carmela 

rejects from the frittura.”
“ I’ll go into the sea with Gaspare,” said Maurice.
“ I’m sure you will, and farther out even than he does.”
“ Ah, he’ll never allow that. He’d swim to Africa first! ” 
That night at twenty-one o’clock, Hermione and Lucrezia 

stood under the arch, and watched Maurice and Gaspare 
springing down the mountain side as if in seven-leagued boots. 
Soon they disappeared into the darkness of the ravine, but for 
some time their loud voices could be heard singing lustily,—

“ Ciao, ciao, ciao, 
Morettina bella ciao, 
Prima di partire 
Un bacio ti voglio da’; 
Un bacio al papà, 
Un bacio alla mammà, 
Cinquanta alla mia fidanzata, 
Che vado a far solda’."
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“ I wish I were a man, Lucrezia,” said Hermione, when the 

voices at length died away towards the sea.
“ Signora, we were made for the men. They weren’t made 

for us. But I like being a girl.”
“ To-night. I know why, Lucrezia.”
And then the padrona and the cameriera sat down together 

°n the terrace under the stars, and talked together about the 
man the cameriera loved, and his exceeding glory.

Meanwhile Maurice and Gaspare were giving themselves joy
ously to the glory of the night. The glamour of the moon, 
which lay full upon the terrace where the two women sat, was 
softened, changed to a shadowy magic, in the ravine where the 
trees grew thickly, but the pilgrims did not lower their voices in 
obedience to the message of the twilight of the night. The joy 
of life which was leaping within them defied the subtle sugges
tions of mystery, was careless because it was triumphant, and all 
the way down to the sea they sang, Gaspare changing the song 
when it suited his mood to do so ; and Maurice, as in the taran
tella, imitating him with the swiftness that is bom of sympathy. 
For to-night, despite their different ages, ranks, ways of life, 
their gaiety linked them together, ruled out the differences, and 
made them closely akin, as they had been in Hermione’s eyes 
when they danced upon the terrace. They did not watch the 
night. They were living too strongly to be watchful. The 
spirit of the dancing faun was upon them, and guided them 
down among the rocks and the olive-trees, across the Messina 
road, white under the moon, to the stony beach of Isola Bella, 
where Nito was waiting for them with the net.

Nito was not alone. He had brought friends of his and of 
Gaspare’s, and a boy who staggered proudly beneath a pannier 
filled with bread-and-cheese, oranges and apples, and dark 
blocks of a mysterious dolce. The wine bottles were not in
trusted to him, but were in the care of Giulio, one of the donkey
boys who had carried up the luggage from the station. Gaspare 
and his padrone were welcomed with a lifting of hats, and for a 
moment there was silence, while the little group regarded the 

Inglese ” searchingly. Had Maurice felt any strangeness, 
апУ aloofness, the sharp and sensitive Sicilians would have at 
°Uce been conscious of it, and light-hearted gaiety might have 
§!ven way to gravity, though not to awkwardness. But he
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felt, and therefore showed none. His soft hat cocked at an 
impudent angle over his sparkling dark eyes, his laughing Ups, 
his easy, eager manner, and his pleasant familiarity with 
Gaspare, at once reassured everybody, and when he cried out, 
“Ciao, amici, ciao!” and waved a pair of bathing drawers 
towards the sea, indicating that he was prepared to be the first 
to go in with the net, there was a general laugh, and a babel of 
talk broke forth—talk which he did not fully understand, yet 
which did not make him feel even for a moment a stranger.

Gaspare at once took charge of the proceedings as one born 
to be a leader of fishermen. He began by ordering wine to be 
poured into the one glass provided, placed it in Maurice's hand, 
and smiled proudly at his pupil’s quick “ Alla vostra salute! ” 
before tossing it off. Then each one in turn, with an “ Alla 
sua salute! ” to Maurice, took a drink from the great leather 
bottle, and Nito, shaking out his long coil of net, declared that 
it was time to get to work.

Gaspare cast a sly glance at Maurice, warning him to be 
prepared for a comedy, and Maurice at once remembered the 
scene on the terrace when Gaspare had described Nito’s “ bir
bante ” character, and looked out for rheumatics.

Who goes into the sea, Nito? ” asked Gaspare, very 
seriously.

Nito’s wrinkled and weather-beaten face assumed an ex
pression of surprise.

“ Who goes into the sea! ” he ejaculated. “ Why, don’t 
we all know who likes wading, and can always tell the best 
places for the fish? ”

He paused, then as Gaspare said nothing, and the others, 
who had received a warning sign from him, stood round with 
deliberately vacant faces, he added, clapping Gaspare on the 
shoulder, and holding out one end of the net,—

“ Off with your clothes, compare, and we will soon have a 
fine frittura for Carmela.”

But Gaspare shook his head.
“ In summer I don’t mind. But this is early in the year, 

and, besides—”
“ Early in the year! Who told me the signore distinto 

would—”
“ And besides, compare, I’ve got the stomach-ache.”
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He deftly doubled himself up and writhed, while the lips of 

the others twitched with suppressed amusement.
“ Comparedro, I don’t believe it! ”
“ Haven’t I, signorino? ” cried Gaspare, undoubling him- 

Seh, pointing to his middleman and staring hard at Maurice.
“ Si, si! È vero, è vero! ” cried Maurice.
“ I’ve been eating zampagliene, and I am full. If I go into 

the sea to-night I shall die.”
“Mammamia!” ejaculated Nito, throwing up his hands 

towards the stars.
He dared not give the lie to the “ signore distinto,” yet he 

had no trust in Gaspare’s word, and had gained no sort of con
viction from his eloquent writhings.

“You must go in, Nito,” said Gaspare.
“ I—Madonna! ”
“ Why not? ”
“ Why not? ” cried Nito, in a plaintive whine that was 

almost feminine. “ I go into the sea with my rheumatism! ”
Abruptly one of his legs gave way, and he stood before 

them in a crooked attitude.
“ Signore,” he said to Maurice. “ I would go into the sea, 

I would stay there all night, for I love it, but Dr Marini has 
forbidden me to enter it. See how I walk ! ”

And he began to hobble up and down exactly as Gaspare 
had on the terrace, looking over his shoulder at Maurice all the 
time to see whether his deception was working well. Gaspare, 
seeing that Nito’s attention was for the moment concentrated, 
slipped away behind a boat that was drawn up on the beach; 
and Maurice, guessing what he was doing, endeavoured to 
iake Nito understand his sympathy.

“ Molto forte—molto dolore? ” he said.
“ Si, signore ! ”
And Nito burst forth into a vehement account of his suffer

igs, accompanied by pantomime.
“ It takes me in the night, signore! Madonna, it is like 

its gnawing at my legs, and nothing will stop it. Pancrazia 
~7she is my wife, signore—Pancrazia, she gets out of bed and 
she heats oil to rub it on, but she might as well put it on the 
toP of Etna for all the good it does me. And there I Ue Uke
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“ Hi—yi—yi—yi—yi! ”
A wild shriek rent the air, and Gaspare, clad in a pair of 

bathing drawers, bounded out from behind the boat, gave Nito 
a cuff on the cheek, executed some steps of the tarantella, 
whirled round, snatched up one end of the net, and 
cried,—

“ Al mare, al mare! ”
Nito’s rheumatism was no more. His bent leg straightened 

itself as if by magic, and he returned Gaspare’s cuff by an 
affectionate slap on his bare shoulder, exclaiming to 
Maurice,—

“ Isn’t he terribile, signore? Isn’t he terribile? ”
Nito lifted up the other end of the net and they all went 

down to the shore.
That night it seemed to Delarey as if Sicily drew him closer 

to her breast. He did not know why he had now for the first 
time the sensation that at last he was really in his natural 
place, was really one with the soil from which an ancestor of his 
had sprung, and with the people who had been her people. 
That Hermione’s absence had anything to do with his almost 
wild sense of freedom did not occur to him. All he knew was 
this, that alone among these Sicilian fishermen in the night, 
not understanding much of what they said, guessing at their 
jokes, and sharing in their laughter, without always knowing 
what had provoked it, he was perfectly at home, perfectly 
happy.

Gaspare went into the sea, wading carefully through the 
silver waters, and Maurice, from the shore, watched his slowly 
moving form, taking a lesson which would be useful to him 
later. The coast-line looked enchanted in the glory of the 
moon, in the warm silence of the night, but the little group of 
men upon the shore scarcely thought of its enchantment. 
They felt it, perhaps, sometimes faintly in their gaiety, but 
they did not savour its wonder and its mystery as Hermione 
would have savoured them had she been there.

The naked form of Gaspare, els he waded far out in the 
shallow sea, was like the form of a dream creature rising out of 
waves of a dream. When he called to them across the silver 
surely something of the magic of the night was caught and 
echoed in his voice. When he lifted the net, and its black Eind 
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Epping meshes slipped down from his ghostly hands into the 
ghostly movement that was flickering about him, and the 
Clfcles tipped with light widened towards sea and shore, there 
Was a miracle of delicate and fantastic beauty delivered up 
tenderly like a marvellous gift to the wanderers of the dark 
hours. But Sicily scarcely wonders at Sicily. Gaspare was 
uitent only on the catching of fish, and his companions smote 
the night with their jokes and their merry, almost riotous 
laughter.

The night wore on. Presently they left Isola Bella, crossed 
a stony spit of land, and came into a second and narrower bay, 
divided by a turmoil of jagged rocks and a bold promontory 
covered with stunted olive-trees, cactus and seed-sown earth 
plots, from the wide sweep of coast that melted into the dim
ness towards Messina. Gathered together on the little stones 
of the beach, in the shadow of some drawn-up fishing-boats, 
they took stock of the fish that lay shining in the basket, and 
broke their fast on bread-and-cheese and more draughts from 
the generous wine bottle.

Gaspare was dripping, and his thin body shook as he gulped 
down the wine.

“ Basta Gaspare! ” Maurice said to him. “ You mustn’t 
go in any more.”

“No, no, signore, non basta! I can fish all night. Once 
the wine has warmed me I can—”

“ But I want to try it.”
“ Oh, signore, what would the signora say? You are a 

stranger. You will take cold, and then the signora will blame 
uie and say I did not take proper care of my padrone.”

But Delarey was determined. He stripped off his clothes, 
Put on his bathing drawers, took up the net, and, carefully 
directed by the admiring, though protesting Gaspare, he 
waded into the sea.

For a moment he shuddered as the calm water rose round 
him. Then, English fashion, he dipped under, with a splash 
that brought a roar of laughter to him from the shore.

“ Meglio cosi! ” he cried, coming up again in the moon- 
ught. “ Adesso sto bene! ”

The plunge had made him suddenly feel tremendously 
young and triumphant, reckless with a happiness that thrilled 
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with audacity. As he waded out he began to sing in a loud 
voice,—

“ Ciao, Ciao, Ciao, 
Morettina bella Ciao ; 
Prima di partire 
Un bacio ti voglio da’.”

Gaspare, who was hastily dressing by the boats, called out 
to him that his singing would frighten away the fish, and he 
was obediently silent. He imprisoned the song in his heart, 
but that went on singing bravely. As he waded farther he felt 
splendid, as if he were a lord of life and of the sea. The water, 
now warm to him, seemed to be embracing him as it crept up
ward towards his throat. Nature was clasping him with 
amorous arms. Nature was taking him for her own.

“ Nature, Nature! ” he said to himself. “ That’s why I’m 
so gloriously happy here, because I’m being right down 
natural.”

His mind made an abrupt turn, like a coursed hare, and he 
suddenly found himself thinking of the night in London, when 
he had sat in the restaurant with Hermione and Artois, and 
listened to their talk, reverently listened. Now, as the net 
tugged at his hand, influenced by the resisting sea, that talk, 
as he remembered it, struck him as unnatural, as useless, and 
the thoughts which he had then admired and wondered at, as 
complicated and extraordinary. Something in him said, 
“ That’s all unnatural.” The touch of the water about his 
body, the light of the moon upon him, the breath of the air in 
his wet face, drove out his reverence for what he called “ in
tellectuality,” and something savage got hold of his soul and 
shook it, as if to wake up the sleeping self within him, the self 
that was Sicilian.

As he waded in the water, coming ever nearer to the jagged 
rocks that shut out from his sight the wide sea and something 
else, he felt as if thinking and living were in opposition, as if the 
one were destructive of the other; and the desire to be clever, 
to be talented, which had often assailed him since he had 
known, and especially since he had loved Hermione, died out of 
him, and he found himself vaguely pitying Artois, and almost 
despising the career and the fame of a writer. What did 
thinking matter? The great thing was to live, to live with 



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD 93
your body, out-of-doors, close to nature, somewhat as the 
savages live. When he waded to shore for the first time, 
and saw, as the net was hauled in, the fish he had caught 
gleaming and leaping in the light, he could have shouted 
hke a boy.

He seized the net once more, but Gaspare, now clothed, 
t°ok hold of him by the arm with a familiarity that had in it 
Nothing disrespectful.

“ Signore basta, basta! Giulio will go in now.”
“ Si! si! ” cried Giulio, beginning to tug at his waistcoat 

buttons.
“ Once more, Gaspare! ” said Maurice. “ Only once! ”
“ But if you take cold, signorino, the signora—”
“ I sha’n’t catch cold. Only once!”
He broke away, laughing, from Gaspare, and was swiftly 

in the sea. The Sicilians looked at him with admiration.
“ E’ veramente più siciliano di noi! ” exclaimed Nito.
The others murmured their assent. Gaspare glowed with 

pride in his pupil.
“ I shall make the signore one of us,” he said, as he deftly 

let out the coils of the net.
“ But how long is he going to stay? ” asked Nito. “ Will 

he not soon be going back to his own country? ”
For a moment Gaspare’s countenance fell.
“ When the heat comes,” he began doubtfully. Then he 

cheered up.
“ Perhaps he will take me with him to England,” he said.
This time Maurice waded with the net into the shadow of 

the rocks out of the light of the moon. The night was waning, 
and a slight chill began to creep into the air. A little breeze, 
too, sighed over the sea, ruffling its surface, died away, then 
softly came again. As he moved into the darkness Maurice was 
conscious that the buoyancy of his spirits received a slight 
check. The night seemed suddenly to have changed, to have 
become more mysterious. He began to feel its mystery now, 
lo be aware of the strangeness of being out in the sea alone at 
sUch an hour. Upon the shore he saw the forms of his com
panions, but they looked remote and phantom-like. He did 
P°t hear their voices. Perhaps the slow approach of dawn was 
beginning to affect them, and the little wind that was springing 
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up chilled their merriment and struck them to silence. Before 
him the dense blackness of the rocks rose like a grotesque wall 
carved in diabolic shapes, and as he stared at these shapes he 
had an odd fancy that they were living things, and that they 
were watching him at his labour. He could not get this idea, 
that he was being watched, out of his head, and for a moment 
he forgot about the fish, and stood still, staring at the monsters, 
whose bulky forms reared themselves up into the moonlight 
from which they banished him.

“Signore! Signorino!”
There came to him a cry of protest from the shore. He 

started, moved forward with the net, and went under water. 
He had stepped into a deep hole. Still holding fast to the net 
he came up to the surface, shook his head, and struck out. As 
he did so, he heard another cry, sharp yet musical. But this 
cry did not come from the beach where his companions were 
gathered. It rose from the blackness of the rocks close to him, 
and it sounded like the cry of a woman. He winked his eyes 
to get the water out of them, and swam for the rocks, heedless 
of his duty as a fisherman. But the net impeded him, and 
again there was a shout from the shore,—

"Signorino! Signorino! E’pazzo Lei?”
Reluctantly he turned and swam back to the shallow water. 

But when bis feet touched bottom he stood still. That cry of a 
woman from the mystery of the rocks had startled, had fasci
nated his ears. Suddenly he remembered that he must be 
near to that Casa delle Sirene, whose little light he had seen 
from the terrace of the priest’s house on his first evening in 
Sicily. He longed to hear that woman’s voice again. For a 
moment he thought of it as the voice of a siren, of one of those 
beings of enchantment who lure men on to their destruction, 
and he listened eagerly, almost passionately, while the ruffled 
water eddied softly about his breast. But no music stole to 
him from the blackness of the rocks, and at last he turned 
slowly and waded to the shore.

He was met with merry protests. Nito declared that the 
net had nearly been torn out of his hands. Gaspare, half
undressed to go to bis rescue, anxiously inquired if he had come 
to any harm. The rocks were sharp as razors near the point, 
and he might have cut himself to pieces upon them. He 
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apologised to Nito and showed Gaspare that he was uninjured, 
then, while the others began to count the fish, he went to the 
boats to put on his clothes, accompanied by Gaspare.

“ Why did you swim towards the rocks, signorino? ” asked 
the boy, looking at him with a sharp curiosity.

Delarey hesitated for a moment. He was inclined, he 
scarcely knew why, to keep silence about the cry he had heard. 
Yet he wanted to ask Gaspare something.

“ Gaspare,” he said at last, as they reached the boats, 
Was any one of you on the rocks over there just now? ”

He had forgotten to number his companions when he 
reached the shore. Perhaps one was missing, and had 
Wandered towards the point to watch him fishing.

“No, signore. Why do you ask? ”
Again Delarey hesitated. Then he said,—
“ I heard someone call out to me there.”
He began to rub his wet body with a towel.
” Call! What did they call? ”
“ Nothing; no words. Someone cried out.”
“ At this hour! Who should be there, signore? ”
The action of the rough towel upon his body brought a glow 

of warmth to Delarey, and the sense of mystery began to depart 
from his mind.

“ Perhaps it was a fisherman,” he said.
“ They do not fish from there, signore. It must have been 

me you heard. When you went under the water I cried out. 
Drink some wine, signorino.”

He held a glass full of wine to Delarey’s lips. Delarey 
drank.

“ But you’ve got a man’s voice, Gaspare! ” he said, putting 
down the glass and beginning to get into his clothes.

“ Per Dio! Would you have me squeak like a woman, 
signore? ”

Delarey laughed and said no more. But he knew it was 
hot Gaspare’s voice he had heard.

The net was drawn up now for the last time, and as soon as 
Delarey had dressed they set out to walk to the caves on the 
farther side of the rocks, where they meant to sleep till Carmela 
'vas about and ready to make the frittura. To reach them 
they had to clamber up from the beach to the Messina road, 
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mount a hill, and descend to the Caffè Berardi, a small, isolated 
shanty which stood close to the sea, and was used in summer
time by bathers who wanted refreshment. Nito and the rest 
walked on in front, and Delarey followed a few paces behind 
with Gaspare. When they reached the summit of the hill a 
great sweep of open sea was disclosed to their view, stretching 
away to the Straits of Messina, and bounded in the far distance 
by the vague outlines of the Calabrian Mountains. Here the 
wind met them more sharply, and below them on the pebbles 
by the caffè they could see the foam of breaking waves. But 
to the right, and nearer to them, the sea was still as an inland 
pool, guarded by the tree-covered hump of land on which 
stood the house of the sirens. This hump, which would have 
been an islet but for the narrow wall of sheer rock which joined 
it to the mainland, ran out into the sea parallel to the road.

On the height, Delarey paused for a moment, as if to look 
at the wide view, dim and ethereal, under the dying moon.

“ Is that Calabria? ” he asked.
“ Si, signore. And there is the caffè. The caves are 

beyond it. You cannot see them from here. But you are 
not looking, signorino ! ”

The boy’s quick eyes had noticed that Delarey was glanc
ing towards the tangle of trees, among which was visible a 
small section of the grey wall of the house of the sirens.

“ How calm the sea is there! ” Delarey said, swiftly.
“ Si, signore. That is where you can see the light in the 

window from our terrace.”
“ There’s no light now.”
“ How should there be? They are asleep. Andiamo? ”
They followed the others, who were now out of sight. 

When they reached the caves, Nito and the boys had already 
flung themselves down upon the sand and were sleeping. 
Gaspare scooped out a hollow for Delarey, rolled up his jacket 
as a pillow for his padrone’s head, murmured a “ Buon 
riposo! ” lay down near him, buried his face in his arms, and 
almost directly began to breathe with a regularity that told 
its tale of youthful, happy slumber.

It was dark in the cave and quite warm. The sand made 
a comfortable bed, and Delarey was luxuriously tired after the 
long walk and the wading in the sea. When he lay down he
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thought that he, too, would be asleep in a moment, but sleep 
did not come to him, though he closed his eyes in anticipation 
°t it. His mind was busy in his weary body, and that little 
cry of a woman still rang in his ears. He heard it like a song 
sung by a mysterious voice in a place of mystery by the sea. 
Soon he opened his eyes. Turning a little in the sand, away 
from his companions, he looked out from the cave, across the 
sloping beach and the foam of the waves, to the darkness of 
trees on the island. (So he called the place of the siren’s house 
to himself now, and always hereafter.) From the cave he 
could not see the house, but only the trees, a formless, dim 
mass that grew about it. The monotonous sound of wave 
after wave did not still the cry in his ears, but mingled with it, 
as must have mingled with the song of the sirens to Ulysses 
the murmur of breaking seas ever so long ago. And he thought 
of a siren in the night stealing to a hidden place in the rocks to 
watch him as he drew the net, breast high in the water. 
There was romance in his mind to-night, new-born and 
strange. Sicily had put it there with the wild sense of youth 
and freedom that still possessed him. Something seemed to 
call him away from this cave of sleep, to bid his tired body 
bestir itself once more. He looked at the dark forms of his 
comrades, stretched in various attitudes of repose, and sud
denly he knew he could not sleep. He did not want to sleep. 
He wanted—what? He raised himself to a sitting posture, 
then softly stood up, and with infinite precaution stole out of 
the cave.

The coldness of the coming dawn took hold on him on the 
shore, and he saw in the east a mysterious pallor that was not 
°f the moon, and upon the foam of the waves a light that was 
ghastly and that suggested infinite weariness and sickness. 
But he did not say this to himself. He merely felt that the 
tight was quickly departing, and that he must hasten on his 
errand before the day came.

He was going to search for the woman who had cried out 
to him in the sea. And he felt as if she were a creature of the 
tight, of the moon and of the shadows, and as if he could 
bever hope to find her in the glory of the day.

Q
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TAELAREY stole along the beach, walking lightly despite his 

fatigue. Hefeltcuriouslyexcited.asif hewere on the heels 
of some adventure. He passed the Caffè Berardi almost like a 
thief in the night, and came to the narrow strip of pebbles 
that edged the still and lakelike water, protected by the sirens’ 
isle. There he paused. He meant to gain that lonely land, 
but how? By the water lay two or three boats, but they were 
large and clumsy, impossible to move without aid. Should 
he climb up to the Messina road, traverse the spit of ground 
that led to the rocky wall, and try to make his way across it? 
The feat would be a difficult one, he thought. But it was not 
that which deterred him. He was impatient of delay, and 
the détour would take time. Between him and the islet was 
the waterway. Already he had been in the sea. Why not 
go in again? He stripped, packed his clothes into a bundle, 
tied roughly with a rope made of his handkerchief and boot
laces, and waded in. For a long way the water was shallow. 
Only when he was near to the island did it rise to his breast, 
to his throat, higher at last. Holding the bundle on his head 
with one hand, he struck out strongly and soon touched 
bottom again. He scrambled out, dressed on a flat rock, then 
looked for a path leading upward.

The ground was very steep, almost precipitous, and 
thickly covered with trees and with undergrowth. This 
undergrowth concealed innumerable rocks and stones which 
shifted under his feet and rolled down as he began to ascend, 
grasping the bushes and the branches. He could find no path. 
What did it matter? All sense of fatigue had left him. With 
the activity of a cat he mounted. A tree struck him across 
the face. Another swept off his hat. He felt that he had 
antagonists who wished to beat him back to the sea, and his 
blood rose against them. He tore down a branch that im
peded him, broke it with his strong hands, and flung it away 
viciously. His teeth were set and his nerves tingled, and he

98
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conscious of the almost angry joy of keen bodily exertion, 
oe body—that was his God to-night. How he loved it, its 
ealth and strength, its willingness, its capacities! How he 

Soried in it! It had bounded down the mountain. It had 
£°ne into the sea and revelled there. It had fished and swum, 

ow it mounted upward to discovery, defying the weapons 
hat Nature launched against it. Splendid, splendid body!

He fought with the trees and conquered them. His 
. rarnpling feet sent the stones leaping downward to be drowned 

the sea. His swift eyes found the likely places for a foot- 
old. His sinewy hands forced his enemies to assist him in 
he enterprise they hated. He came out on to the plateau at 
he summit of the island and stood still, panting, beside the 

house that hid there.
Its blind grey wall confronted him coldly in the dimness, 

°ne shuttered window, like a shut eye, concealing the interior, 
he soul of the house that lay inside its body. In this window 

toust have been set the light he had seen from the terrace, 
tie wished there were a light burning now. Had he swum 
across the inlet and fought his way up through the wood only 
° see a grey wall, a shuttered window? That cry had come 
r°to the rocks, yet he had been driven by something within 

torn f0 this house, connecting—he knew not why—the cry 
with it and with the far-off light that had been like a star 
caught in the sea. Now he said to himself that he should 

ave gone back to the rocks, and sought the siren there, 
uould he go now? He hesitated for a moment, leaning 

against the wall of the house.
"Maju torna, maju veni

Cu li belli soi ciureri;
Oh chi pompa chi nni fa;
Maju torna, maju è ccà !
Maju torna, maju vinni, 
Duna isca a li disinni; 
Vinni riccu e ricchi fa, 
Maju viva ! Maju è ccà ! ”

, He heard a girl’s voice singing near him, whether inside 
e house or among the trees he could not at first tell. It sang 

°ttly yet gaily, as if the sun were up and the world were awake, 
when it died away Delarey felt as if the singer must be in 
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the dawn, though he stood still in the night. He put his ear 
to the shuttered window and listened.

“ L’haju; nun I’haju? ”
The voice was speaking now with a sort of whimsical and 

half-pathetic merriment, as if inclined to break into laughter 
at its own childish wistfulness.

“M’ama; nun m’ama? ”
It broke off. He heard a little laugh. Then the song 

began again,—

“Maju viju, e maju cògghiu, 
Bona sorti di Diu vogghiu 
Giuri di Maju cògghiu a la campia, 
Diu, pinzàticci vu a la sorti mia ! ”

The voice was not in the house. Delarey was sure of that 
now. He was almost sure, too, that it was the same voice 
which had cried out to him from the rocks. Moving with pre
caution he stole round the house to the farther side, which 
looked out upon the open sea, keeping among the trees, which 
grew thickly about the house on three sides, but which left it 
unprotected to the sea-winds on the fourth.

A girl was standing in this open space, alone, looking sea
ward, with one arm outstretched, one hand laid lightly, almost 
caressingly, upon the gnarled trunk of a solitary old olive-tree, 
the other arm hanging at her side. She was dressed in some 
dark, coarse stuff, with a short skirt, and a red handkerchief 
tied round her head, and seemed in the pale and almost 
ghastly light in which night and day were drawing near to 
each other to be tall and slim of waist. Her head was thrown 
back, as if she were drinking in the breeze that heralded the 
dawn—drinking it in like a voluptuary.

Delarey stood and watched her. He could not see her 
face.

She spoke some words in dialect in a clear voice. There 
was no one else visible. Evidently she was talking to herself. 
Presently she laughed again, and began to sing once more,—

“Maju viju, e maju cògghiu, 
A la me’casa guaj nu’ nni vògghiu 
Giuri di maju cògghiu a la campia, 
Gru ed argentu a la sacchetta mia ! "
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There was an African sound in the girl’s voice—a sound of 
mystery that suggested heat and a force that could be languor- 
°us and stretch itself at ease. She was singing the song the 
Sicilian peasant girls join in on the first of May, when the 
ciuri di maju is in blossom and the young countrywomen go 
i°rth in merry bands to pick the flower of May, and turning 
their eyes to the wayside shrine, or, if there be none near, to 
the east and the rising sun, lift their hands full of the flowers 
above their heads, and, making the sign of the cross, murmur 
devoutly,—

° Divina Pruvidenza, pruvviditimi ;
Divina Pruvidenza, cunsulàtimi;
Divina Pruvidenza è granni assai ; • 
Cu' teni fidi a Diù, ’un pirisci mai ! '*

Del a rey knew neither song nor custom, but his ears were 
fascinated by the voice and the melody. Both sounded 
remote and yet familiar to him, as if once, in some distant 
land—perhaps of dreams—he had heard them before. He 
wished the girl to go on singing, to sing on and on into the 
dawn while he listened in his hiding-place, but she suddenly 
turned round and stood looking towards him, as if something 
had told her that she was not alone. He kept quite still. He 
knew she could not see him, yet he felt as if she was aware 
that he was there, and instinctively he held his breath, and 
leaned backward into deeper shadow. After a minute the 
girl took a step forward, and, still staring in his direction, 
called out,—

“ Padre? ”
Then Delarey knew that it was her voice that he had 

heard when he was in the sea, and he suddenly changed his 
desire. Now he no longer wished to remain unseen, and 
without hesitation he came out from the trees. The girl 
stood where she was, watching him as he came. Her attitude 
showed neither surprise nor alarm, and, when he was close to 
her, and could at last see her face, he found that its expression
Was one of simple, bold questioning. It seemed to be saying 
to him quietly, “ Well, what do you want of me? *

Delarey was not acquainted with the Arab type of face. 
Dad he been he would have at once been struck by the Eastern 
*°°k in the girl’s long, black eyes, by the Eastern cast 
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of her regular, slightly aquiline features. Above her eyes 
were thin, jet black eyebrows that looked almost as if they 
were painted. Her chin was full and her face oval in shape. 
She had hair like Gaspare's, black-brown, immensely thick 
and wavy, with tiny feathers of gold about the temples. She 
was tall, and had the contours of a strong, though graceful girl 
just blooming into womanhood. Her hands were as brown 
as Delarey’s, well-shaped, but the hands of a worker. She 
was perhaps eighteen or nineteen, and brimful of lusty life.

After a minute of silence Delarey’s memory recalled some 
words of Gaspare’s, till then forgotten.

“ You are Maddalena! " he said, in Italian.
The girl nodded.
“ Si, signore."
She uttered the words softly, then fell into silence again, 

staring at him with her lustrous eyes, that were like black jewels.
"You live here with Salvatore? "
She nodded once more and began to smile, as if with 

pleasure at his knowledge of her.
Delarey smiled too, and made with his arms the motion 

of swimming. At that she laughed outright and broke into 
quick speech. She spoke vivaciously, moving her hands and 
her whole body. Delarey could not understand much of 
what she said, but he caught the words mare and pescatore, 
and by her gestures knew that she was telling him she had 
been on the rocks and had seen his mishap. Suddenly in the 
midst of her talk she uttered the little cry of surprise or alarm 
which he had heard as he came up above water, pointed to her 
lips to indicate that she had given vent to it, and laughed 
again with all her heart. Delarey laughed too. He felt 
happy and at ease with his siren, and was secretly amused at 
his thought in the sea of the magical being full of enchantment 
who sang to lure men to their destruction. This girl was simply 
a pretty, but not specially uncommon, type of the Sicilian 
contadina—young, gay, quite free from timidity, though 
gentle, full of the joy of life and of the nascent passion of 
womanhood, blossoming out carelessly in the sunshine of the 
season of flowers. She could sing, this island siren, but prob
ably she could not read or write. She could dance, could 
perhaps innocently give and receive love. But there was in
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her face, in her manner, nothing deliberately provocative. 
Indeed, she looked warmly pure, like a bright, eager young 
animal of the woods, full of a blithe readiness to enjoy, full 
°f hope and of unselfconscious animation.

Delarey wondered why she was not sleeping, and strove 
to ask her, speaking carefully his best Sicilian, and using 
eloquent gestures, which set her smiling, then laughing again. 
In reply to him she pointed towards the sea, then towards the 
house, then towards the sea once more. He guessed that some 
fisherman had risen early to go to his work, and that she had 
got up to see him off, and had been too wakeful to return to 
bed.

“ Niente più sonno! ” he said, opening wide his eyes.
“Niente! Niente!"
He feigned fatigue. She took his travesty seriously, and 

Pointed to the house, inviting him by gesture to go in and 
rest there. Evidently she believed that, being a stranger, he 
could not speak or understand much of her language. He 
did not even try to undeceive her. It amused him to watch 
her dumb show, for her face spoke eloquently, and her pretty 
brown hands knew a language that was delicious. He had 
no longer any thought of sleep, but he felt curious to see the 
interior of the cottage, and he nodded his head in response to 
her invitation. At once she became the hospitable, peasant 
hostess. Her eyes sparkled with eagerness and pleasure, and 
she went quickly by him to the door, which stood half-open, 
Pushed it back, and beckoned to him to enter.

He obeyed her, went in, and found himself almost in dark
ness, for the big windows on either side of the door were 
shuttered, and only a tiny flame, like a spark, burned some
tere among the dense shadows of the interior at some dis
tance from him. Pretending to be alarmed at the obscurity, 
he put out his hand gropingly, and let it light on her arm, then 
slip down to her warm, strong young hand.

“ I am afraid! " he exclaimed.
He heard her merry laugh and felt her trying to pull her 

hand away, but he held it fast, prolonging a joke that he 
found a pleasant one. In that moment he was almost as 
simple as she was, obeying his impulses carelessly, gaily, 
W1thout a thought of wrong—indeed, almost without thought
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at all. His body was still tingling and damp with the sea
water. Her face was fresh with the sea-wind. He had never 
felt more wholesome or as if life were a saner thing.

She dragged her hand out of his at last ; he heard a grating 
noise, and a faint hght sputtered up, then grew steady as she 
moved away and set a match to a candle, shielding it from 
the breeze that entered through the open door with her body.

“What a beautiful house!” he cried, looking curiously 
around.

He saw such a dwelling as one may see in any part of 
Sicily where the inhabitants are not sunk in the direst poverty 
and squalor, a modest home consisting of two fair-sized rooms, 
one opening into the other. In each room was a mighty bed, 
high and white, with fat pillows, and a counterpane of many 
colours. At the head of each was pinned a crucifix and a little 
picture of the Virgin, Maria Addolorata, with a palm branch 
that had been blessed, and beneath the picture in the inner 
room a tiny hght, rather like an English night-light near its 
end, was burning. It was this that Delarey had seen like a 
spark in the distance. At the foot of each bed stood a big box 
of walnut-wood, carved into arabesques and grotesque faces. 
There were a few straw chairs and kitchen utensils. An old 
gun stood in a comer with a bundle of wood. Not far off was 
a pan of charcoal. There were also two or three common deal 
tables, on one of which stood the remains of a meal, a big jar 
containing wine, a flat loaf of coarse brown bread, with a 
knife lying beside it, some green stuff in a plate, and a slab of 
hard, yellow cheese.

Delarey was less interested in these things than in the dis
play of photographs, picture-cards, and figures of saints that 
adorned the walls, carefully arranged in patterns to show to 
the best advantage. Here were coloured reproductions of 
actresses in languid attitudes, of peasants dancing, of babies 
smiling, of elaborate young people with carefully dressed hair 
making love with “ Molti Saluti! ” “ Una stretta di Mano! ” 
“ Mando un bacio! ” “ Amicizia eterna! ” and other expres
sions of friendship and affection, scribbled in awkward hand
writings across and around them. And mingled with them 
were representations of saints, such as are sold at the fairs and 
festivals of Sicily, and are reverently treasured by the pious 



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD 105
and superstitious contadine; San Pancrazio, Santa Leocanda, 
the protector of child-bearing women; Sant Aloe, the patron 
saint of the beasts of burden; San Biagio, Santo Vito, the 
Patron saint of dogs; and many others, with the Bambino, 
the Immacolata, the Madonna di Loreto, the Madonna della 
Rocca.

In the faint light cast by the flickering candle, the faces of 
saints and actresses, of smiling babies, of lovers and Madonnas 
Peered at Delarey as if curious to know why at such an hour 
he ventured to intrude among them, why he thus dared to 
examine them when all the world was sleeping. He drew 
back from them at length and looked again at the great bed 
with its fat pillows that stood in the farther room secluded 
Rom the sea-breeze. Suddenly he felt a longing to throw 
himself down and rest.

The girl smiled at him with sympathy.
“ That is my bed,” she said simply. “ Lie down and 

sRep, signorino.”
Delarey hesitated for a moment. He thought of his com

panions. If they should wake in the cave and miss him what 
Would they think, what would they do? Then he looked again 
at the bed. The longing to lie down on it was irresistible. 
**e pointed to the open door.

‘ When the sun comes will you wake me? ” he said.
He took hold of his arm with one hand, and made the

Motion of shaking himself.
Sole,” he said. “ Quando c’è il sole.”

The girl laughed and nodded.
Si, signore—non dubiti! ”

pelarey climbed up on to the mountainous bed.
Buona notte, Maddalena! ” he said, smiling at her from 

e pillow like a boy.
Buon riposo, signorino! ”

that was the last thing he heard. The last thing he saw 
the dark, eager face of the girl lit up by the candle-flame 

fra Chln8 bim from the farther room. Her slight figure was 
st^ed by the doorway, through which a faint, sad fight was 
were?g with the soft wind from the sea. Her lustrous eyes 
a , *°oking towards him curiously, as if he were something of

Cn°menon, as if she longed to understand his mystery.
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Soon, very soon, he saw those eyes no more. He was asleep 

in the midst of the Maddonnas and the saints, with the blessed 
palm branch and the crucifix and Maria Addolorata above his 
head.

The girl sat down on a chair just outside the door, and began 
to sing to herself once more in a low voice,—

“Divina Pruvidenza, pruvviditimi;
Divina Pruvidenza, consulterai;
Divina Pruvidenza è granni assai;
Cu’ teni fidi a Diù, ’un pirisci mai ! ”

Once, in his sleep, Delarey must surely have heard her song, 
for he began to dream that he was Ulysses sailing across the 
purple seas along the shores of an enchanted coast, and that 
he heard far-off the sirens singing, and saw their shadowy 
forms sitting among the rocks and reclining upon thé yellow 
sands. Then he bade his mariners steer the bark towards 
the shore. But when he drew near the sirens changed into 
devout peasant women, and their alluring songs into prayers 
uttered to the Bambino and the Virgin. But one watched 
him with eyes that gleamed like black jewels, and her lips 
smiled while they uttered prayers, as if they could murmur 
love words and kiss the lips of men

“ Signorino! Signorino! ”
Delarey stirred on the great white bed. A hand grasped 

him firmly, shook him ruthlessly.
“ Signorino! C’è il sole! ”
He opened his eyes reluctantly. Maddalena was leaning 

over him. He saw her bright face and curious young eyes, 
then the faces of the saints and the actresses upon the wall, 
and he wondered where he was and where Hermione was.

“ Hermione! ” he said.
“ Cosa? ” said Maddalena.
She shook him again gently. He stretched himself, 

yawned, and began to smile. She smiled back at him.
‘ C'è il sole! ”

Now he remembered, lifted himself up, and looked towards 
the doorway. The first rays of the sun were filtering in and 
sparkling in the distance upon the sea. The east was barred 
with red.

He slipped down from the bed.
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"The frittura!” he said, in English. “I must make 

haste! ”
Maddalena laughed. She had never heard English 

before.
“ Ditelo ancora! ” she cried, eagerly.
They went out together on to the plateau and stood looking 

seaward.
“I—must—make—haste!” he said, speaking slowly and 

dividing the words.
. “Hi—maust—maiki—’ai—isti!” she repeated, trying to 
lrnitate his accent.

He burst out laughing. She pouted. Then she laughed, 
too> peal upon peal, while the sunlight grew stronger about 
them. How fresh the wind was! It played with her hair, 
trom which she had now removed the handkerchief, and ruffled 
the little feathers of gold upon her brow. It blew about her 
smooth young face as if it loved to touch the soft cheeks, the 
mnocent lips, the candid, unlined brow. The leaves of the 
olive-trees rustled and the brambles and the grasses swayed. 
Everything was in movement, stirring gaily into life to greet 
the coming day. Maurice opened his mouth and drew in the 
air to his lungs, expanding his chest. He felt inclined to dance, 
to sing, and very much inclined to eat.

“ Addio, Maddalena! ” he said, holding out his hand.
He looked into her eyes and added,—

* Addio, Maddalena mia ! ”
She smiled and looked down, then up at him again.

A rivederci, signorino! ”
She took his hand warmly in hers.

Yes, that’s better. A rivederci ! ”
He held her hand for a moment, looking into her long and 
ghing eyes, and thinking how like a young animal’s they 

a^re their unwinking candour. And yet they were not like 
For now, when he gazed into them, they did 

alw awaV trom him, but continued to regard him, and 
sti a^S 'yith an eager shining of curiosity. That curiosity 

his manhood, fired him. He longed to reply to it, to 
He a Quick answer to its eager question, its “ what are you? ” 
sun anced round, saw only the trees, the sea all alight with 

ays, the red east now changing slowly into gold. Then 
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he bent down, kissed the lips of Maddalena with a laugh, 
turned and descended through the trees by the way he had 
come. He had no feeling that he had done any wrong to 
Hermione, any wrong to Maddalena. His spirits were high, 
and he sang as he leaped down, agile as a goat, to the sea. He 
meant to return as he had come, and at the water’s edge he 
stripped off his clothes once more, tied them into a bundle, 
plunged into the sea, and struck out for the beach opposite. 
As he did so, as the cold, bracing water seized him, he heard 
far above him the musical cry of the siren of the night. He 
answered it with a loud, exultant call.

That was her farewell and his—this rustic Hero’s good
bye to her Leander.

When he reached the Caffè Berardi its door stood open, 
and a middle-aged woman was looking out seaward. Beyond, 
by the caves, he saw figures moving. His companions were 
awake. He hastened towards them. His morning plunge 
in the sea had given him a wild appetite.

“ Frittura! Frittura! ” he shouted, taking off his hat and 
waving it.

Gaspare came running towards him.
“ Where have you been, signorino ? ”
“ For a walk along the shore.”
He still kept his hat in his hand.
“ Why, your face is all wet, and so is your hair.”
“ I washed them in the sea. Mangiamo ! Mangiamo ! ° 
“ You did not sleep? ”
Gaspare spoke curiously, regarded him with inquisitive, 

searching eyes.
“ I couldn’t. I’ll sleep up there when we get home.”
He pointed to the mountain. His eyes were dancing with 

gaiety.
“The frittura, Gasparino, the frittura! And then the 

tarantella, and then ‘ О sole mio ’ ! ”
He looked towards the rising sun, and began to sing at the 

top of his voice,—
“ О sole, о sole mio, 

Sta ’n fronte a te, 
Sta ’n fronte a te ! ”

Gaspare joined in lustily, and Carmela in the doorway of



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD 109
Caffè Berardi waved a frying-pan at them in time to the 

music.
“Per Dio, Gaspare!” exclaimed Maurice, as they raced 

towards the house, each striving to be first there—“ Per Dio, 
1 never knew what life was till I came to Sicily ! I never knew 
what happiness was till this morning! ”

“The frittura! The frittura! ” shouted Gaspare. “I’ll 
be first ! ”

Neck and neck they reached the caffè as Nito poured the 
shining fish into Madre Carmela’s frying-pan.
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''F'HEY are coming, signora, they are coming ! Don’t you 

hear them? ”
Lucrezia was by the terrace wall looking over into the 

ravine. She could not see any moving figures, but she heard 
far down among the olives and the fruit-trees Gaspare’s voice 
singing “ О sole mio! ” and while she listened another voice 
joined in, the voice of the padrone.

“ Dio mio, but they are merry! ” she added, as the song 
was broken by a distant peal of laughter.

Hermione came out upon the steps. She had been in the 
sitting-room writing a letter to Miss Townly, who sent her 
long and tearful effusions from London almost every day.

“Have you got the frying-pan ready, Lucrezia?” she 
asked.

“ The frying-pan, signora! ”
“ Yes, for the fish they are bringing us.”
Lucrezia looked knowing.
“ Oh, signora, they will bring no fish.”
“ Why not? They promised last night. Didn’t you 

hear? ”
“ They promised, yes, but they won’t remember. Men 

promise at night and forget in the morning.”
Hermione laughed. She had been feeling a little dull, but 

now the sound of the lusty voices and the laughter from the 
ravine filled her with a sudden cheerfulness, and sent a glow 
of anticipation into her heart.

“ Lucrezia, you are a cynic.”
“ What is a cinico, signora? ”
“ A Lucrezia. But you don’t know your padrone. He 

won’t forget us.”
Lucrezia reddened. She feared she had perhaps said some

thing that seemed disrespectful.
“ Oh, signora, there is not another like the padrone, 

no
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Arpone says so. Ask Gaspare and Sebastiano. 1 only 
meant that—”

I know. Well, to-day you will understand that all men 
are not forgetful, when you eat your fish.”

Lucrezia still looked very doubtful, but she said nothing 
Qiore.

' There they are! ” exclaimed Hermione.
She waved her hand and cried out. Life suddenly seemed 

4uite different to her. These moving figures peopled gloriously 
he desert waste, these ringing voices filled with music the 

brooding silence of it. She murmured to herself a verse of 
Scnpture, “ Sorrow may endure for a night, but joy cometh with 
the morning,” and she realised for the first time how absurdly 
sad and deserted she had been feeling, how unreasonably 
forlorn. By her present joy she measured her past—not 
sorrow exactly ; she could not call it that—her past dreariness, 
and she said to herself with a little shock almost of fear, “ How 
terribly dependent I am! ”

‘Mamma mia!” cried Lucrezia, as another shout of 
*aughter came up from the ravine, “ how merry and mad they 
are! They have had a good night’s fishing.”

Hermione heard the laughter, but now it sounded a little 
arsh in her ears.

I wonder,” she thought, as she leaned upon the terrace 
wall, “ I wonder if he has missed me at all r I wonder if men
ever miss us as we miss them? ”

Her call, it seemed, had not been heard, nor her gesture of 
Welcome seen, but now Maurice looked up, waved his cap, and 
touted. Gaspare, too, took off his linen hat with a stentorian 
СгУ of “ Buon giorno, signora.”

* Signora! ” said Lucrezia.
“ Yes.”
‘Look! Was not I right? Are they carrying any

thing? »•
„ Hermione looked eagerly, almost passionately, at the two 
&Ures now drawing near to the last ascent up the bare moun- 
ln flank. Maurice had a stick in one hand, the other hung

i Pty at his side. Gaspare still waved his hat wildly,
flag nS with both hands as a sailor holds the signalling-
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“ Perhaps,” she said, “ perhaps it wasn’t a good night, and 

they’ve caught nothing.”
“ Oh, signora, the sea was calm. They must have 

taken—”
“ Perhaps their pockets are full of fish. I am sure they 

are.”
She spoke with a cheerful assurance.
“ If they have caught any fish, I know your frying-pan will 

be wanted,” she said
“ Chi lo sa? ” said Lucrezia, with rather perfunctory 

politeness.
Secretly she thought that the padrona had only one fault. 

She was a little obstinate sometimes, and disinclined to be told 
the truth. And certainly she did not know very much about 
men, although she had a husband.

Through the old Norman arch came Delarey and Gaspare, 
with hot faces and gay, shining eyes, splendidly tired with 
their exertions and happy in the thought of rest. Delarey 
took Hermione’s hand in his. He would have kissed her 
before Lucrezia and Gaspare, quite naturally, but he felt that 
her hand stiffened slightly in his as he leaned forward, and he 
forbore. She longed for his kiss, but to receive it there would 
have spoiled a joy. And kind and familiar though she was 
with those beneath her, she could not bear to show the deeps 
of her heart before them. To her his kiss after her lonely 
night would be an event. Did he know that ? She wondered.

He still kept her hand in his as he began to tell her about 
their expedition.

“ Did you enjoy it? ” she asked, thinking what a boy he 
looked in his eager, physical happiness.

“ Ask Gaspare ! ”
“ I don’t think I need. Your eyes tell me.
“ I never enjoyed any night so much before, out there 

under the moon. Why don’t we always sleep out-of-doors? ”
“ Shall we try some night on the terrace? ’*
“ By Jove, we will! What a lark!”
“ Did you go into the sea? ”
“ I should think so! Ask Gaspare if I didn’t beat them all.

I had to swim, too.”
“ And the fish? ” she said, trying to speak carelessly.
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“ They were stunning. We caught an awful lot, and 

Mother Carmela cooked them to a T. I had an appetite, I can 
tell you, Hermione, after being in the sea.”

She was silent for a moment. Her hand had dropped out 
°t his. When she spoke again, she said,—

“ And you slept in the caves? ”
“ The others did.”
“ And you? ”
“ I couldn’t sleep, so I went out on to the beach. But I'll 

tell you all that presently. You won’t be shocked, Hermione, 
d I take a siesta now? I’m pretty well done—grandly tired, 
don’t you know? I think I could get a lovely nap before 
collazione.”

“ Come in, my dearest,” she said. “ Collazione a little 
kte, Lucrezia, not till half-past one.”

“ And the fish, signora? ” asked Lucrezia.
“ We’ve got quite enough without fish,” said Hermione, 

turning away.
“ Oh, by Jove,” Delarey said, as they went into the cottage, 

Putting his hand into his jacket pocket, “ I’ve got something 
tor you, Hermione.”
u “Fish!” she cried, eagerly, her whole face brightening. 

‘ Lucre—”
t| “ Fish in my coat! ” he interrupted, still not remembering.

Mo, a letter. They gave it me from the village as we came 
UP- Here it is.”

He drew out a letter, gave it to her, and went into the bed
room, while Hermione stood in the sitting-room by the dining
able with the letter in her hand.

L was from Artois, with the Kairouan postmark.
It’s from Emile,” she said.

Maurice was closing the shutters, to make the bedroom 
dark.

. Is he still in Africa? ” he asked, letting down the bar 
a clatter.
Yes," she said, opening the envelope. “ Go to bed like 

good boy while I read it.”
She wanted his kiss so much that she did not go near to him, 

d ff sP°ke with a lightness that was almost like a feigned in- 
crence. He thrust his eav face through the doorway into 
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the sunshine, and she saw the beads of perspiration on his 
smooth brow above his laughing, yet half-sleepy eyes.

“Come and tuck me up afterwards!" he said, and 
vanished.

Hermione made a little movement as if to follow him, but 
checked it and unfolded the letter.

“ 4 Rue d’Abdul Kader, Kairouan.
“ My dear Friend,—This will be one of my dreary notes, 

but you must forgive me. Do you ever feel a heavy cloud of 
apprehension lowering over you, a sensation of approaching 
calamity, as if you heard the footsteps of a deadly enemy 
stealthily approaching you? Do you know what it is to lose 
courage, to fear yourself, life, the future, to long to hear a word 
of sympathy from a friendly voice, to long to lay hold of a 
friendly hand? Are you ever like a child in the dark, youf 
intellect no weapon against the dread of formless things? The 
African sun is shining here as I sit under a palm-tree writing, 
with my servant, Zerzour, squatting beside me. It is so clear 
that I can almost count the veins in the leaves of the palms, so 
warm that Zerzour has thrown off his burnous and kept on only 
his linen shirt And yet I am cold and seem to be in blackness. 
I write to you to gain some courage if I can. But I have gained 
none yet. I believe there must be a physical cause for my 
malaise, and that I am going to have some dreadful illness, and 
perhaps lay my bones here in the shadow of the mosques among 
the sons of Islam. Write to me. Is the Garden of Paradise 
blooming with flowers? Is the tree of knowledge of good 
weighed down with fruit, and do you pluck the fruit boldly and 
eat it every day? You told me in London to come over and see 
you I am not coming. Do not fear. But how I wish that I 
could now, at this instant, see your strong face, touch your 
courageous hand. There is a sensation of doom upon me- 
Laugh at me as much as you like, but write to me. I feel cold 
—cold in the sun. Emile.”

When she had finished reading this letter, Hermione stood 
quite still with it in her hand, gazing at the white paper on 
which this cry from Africa was traced. It seemed to her that; 
a cry from across the sea for help against some impending fate. 
She had often had melancholy letters from Artois in the past, 
expressing pessimistic views about Ufe and literature, anxiety 
about some book which he was writing, and which he thought 
was going to be a failure, anger against the folties of men, the 
turn of French politics, or the degeneration of the arts i° 
modern times. Diatribes she was accustomed to, and a
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definite melancholy from one who had not a gay temperament. 
tiut this letter was different from all the others. She sat down 
and read it again. For the moment she had forgotten Maurice, 
and did not hear his movements in the adjoining room. She 
^as in Africa under a palm-tree, looking into the face of a 
/lend with keen anxiety, trying to read the immediate future 
Or him there.

Maurice! ” she called presently, without getting up from 
йег seat, “ I’ve had such a strange letter from Emile. I’m 
afraid—I feel as if he were going to be dreadfully ill or have 
an accident.”

There was no reply.
Maurice! ” she called again.

Then she got up and looked into the bedroom. It was 
nearly dark, but she could see her husband’s black head on the 
PWow, and hear a sound of regular breathing. He was asleep 
ah'eady ; she had not received his kiss or tucked him up. She 
eu absurdly unhappy, as if she had missed a pleasure that could 

never come to her again. That, she thought, is one of the 
Penalties of a great love, the passionate regret it spends on the 

¡ПУ things it has failed of. At this moment she fancied—no, 
‘ e sure—that there would always be a shadow in her life,
ne had lost Maurice’s kiss after his return from his first 
osence since their marriage. And a kiss from his lips still 

seemed to her a wonderful, almost a sacred thing, not only a 
Physical act, but an emblem of that which was mysterious and 
аУ behind the physical. Why had she not let him kiss her 

рП *he terrace? Her sensitive reserve had made her loss. 
ƒ a moment she thought she wished she had the careless 
lnd of a peasant. Lucrezia loved Sebastiano with passion,

. she would have let him kiss her in public and been proud 
lt- What was the use of delicacy, of sensitiveness, in the 

coarse thing called life? Even Maurice had not shared 
er feeling. He was open as a boy, almost as a peasant boy.

bhe began to wonder about him. She often wondered 
h him now in Sicily. In England she never had. She 

thought there that she knew him as he, perhaps, could 
an- ЄГ ^now her. It seemed to her that she had been almost 
be k^an^’ hlled with a pride of intellect. She was beginning to

Unibler here, face to face with Etna.
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Let him sleep, mystery wrapped in the mystery of slumber!
She sat down in the twilight, waiting till he should wake, 

watching the darkness of his hair upon the pillow.
Some time passed, and presently she heard a noise upon the 

terrace. She got up softly, went into the sitting-room, and 
looked out. Lucrezia was laying the table for collazione.

“ Is it half-past one already? ” she asked.
“ Si, signora.”
“ But the padrone is still asleep? ”
“ So is Gaspare in the hay. Come and see, signora.”
Lucrezia took Hermione by the hand and led her round the 

angle of the cottage. There, under the low roof of the out
house, dressed only in his shirt and trousers with his brown 
arms bare, and his hair tumbled over his damp forehead, lay 
Gaspare on a heap of hay close to Tito, the donkey. Some 
hens were tripping and pecking by his legs, and a black cat was 
curled up in the hollow of his left armpit. He looked in
finitely young, healthy, and comfortable, like an embodied 
carelessness, that had flung itself down to its need.

“ I wish I could sleep like that,” said Hermione.
“ Signora! ” said Lucrezia, shocked. “ You in the stable 

with that white dress! Mamma mia! And the hens! ”
“ Hens, donkey, cat, hay, and all—I should love it. But 

I’m too old ever to sleep like that. Don’t wake him! ”
Lucrezia was stepping over to Gaspare.
“ And I won’t wake the padrone. Let them both sleep. 

They’ve been up all night. I’ll eat alone. When they wake 
we’ll manage something for them. Perhaps they’ll sleep till 
evening, till dinner-time.”

“ Gaspare will, signora. He can sleep the clock round 
when he’s tired.”

“ And the padrone too, I daresay. All the better.”
She spoke cheerfully, then went to sit down to her solitary 

meal.
The letter of Artois was her only company. She read it 

again as she ate, and again felt as if it had been written by a 
man over whom some real misfortune was impending. The 
thought of his isolation in that remote African city pained her 
warm heart. She compared it with her own momentary 
solitude, and chided herself for minding—and she did mind— 
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the lonely meal. How much she had—everything almost. 
And Artois, with his genius, his fame, his liberty—how little 
he had! An Arab servant for his companion, while she for 
hers had Maurice! Her heart glowed with thankfulness, and, 
Reeling how rich she was, she felt a longing to give to others— 
a longing to make everyone happy, a longing specially to make 
hmile happy. His letter was horribly sad. Each time she 
lo°ked at it she was made sad by it, even apprehensive. She 
remembered their long and close friendship, how she had 
sympathised with all his struggles, how she had been proud of 
Possessing his confidence and of being asked to advise him on 
Points connected with his work. The past returned to her, 
kindling fires in her heart, till she longed to be near him and 

shed their warmth on him. The African sun shone upon 
him and left him cold, numb. How wonderful it was, she 
thought, that the touch of a true friend’s hand, the smile of 
the eyes of a friend, could succeed where the sun failed. 
Sometimes she thought of herself, of all human beings, as 
Prgmies. Now she felt that she came of a race of giants, whose 
Powers were illimitable. If only she could be under that palm- 
tree for a moment beside Emile, she would be able to test the 
Power she knew was within her, the glorious power that the 
SUn lacked, to shed light and heat through a human soul. With 
an instinctive gesture she stretched out her hand as if to give 
Artois the touch he longed for. It encountered only the air 
and dropped to her side. She got up with a sigh.

‘ Poor old Emile! ” she said to herself. “ If only I could 
0 something for him ! "

The thought of Maurice sleeping calmly close to her made 
er long to say “ Thank you " for her great happiness by per
mitting some action of usefulness, some action that would help 
Mother—Emile for choice—to happiness, or, at least, to calm.

this longing was for a moment so keen in her that it was 
іц11108^ an unconscious petition, like an unuttered prayer 
n the heart, “ Give me an opportunity to show my gratitude."

She stood by the wall for a moment, looking over into the 
vme and at the mountain flank opposite. Etna was start* 

lngly clear to-day. She fancied that if a fly were to settle 
Pon the snow on its summit, she would be able to see it. The

Was like a mirror in which lay the reflection of the un- 
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clouded sky. It was not far to Africa. She watched a bird 
pass towards the sea. Perhaps it was flying to Kairouan, and 
would settle at last on one of the white cupolas of the great 
mosque there, the Mosque of Djama Kebir.

What could she do for Emile? She could at least write to 
him. She could renew her invitation to him to come to Sicily-

“ Lucrezia! ” she called softly, lest she might waken 
Maurice.

“ Signora? ” said Lucrezia, appearing round the corner of 
the cottage.

“ Please bring me out a pen and ink and writing-paper, 
will you? ”

“ Si, signora.”
Lucrezia was standing beside Hermione. Now she turned 

to go into the house. As she did so she said,—
“ Ecco, Antonino from the post-office! ”
“ Where? ” asked Hermione.
Lucrezia pointed to a little figure that was moving quickly 

along the mountain path towards the cottage.
“There, signora. But why should he come? It is not 

the hour for the post yet.”
“ No. Perhaps it is a telegram. Yes, it must be a tele

gram.”
She glanced at the letter in her hand.
“ It’s a telegram from Africa,” she said, as if she knew.
And at that moment she felt that she did know.
Lucrezia regarded her with round-eyed amazement.
“ But, signora, how can you—”
“There, Antonino has disappeared under the trees! We 

shall see him in a minute among the rocks. I’ll go to meet 
him.”

And she went quickly to the archway, and looked down 
the path where the lizards were darting to and fro in the sun
shine. Almost directly Antonino reappeared, a small boy 
climbing steadily up the steep pathway, with a leather bag 
slung over his shoulder.

“ Antonino! ” she called to him. “ Is it a telegram? ”
“ Si, signora! ” he cried out.
He came up to her, panting, opened the bag, and gave her 

the folded paper.
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“ Go and get something to drink,” she said. “ To eat, too, 

you’re hungry.”
Antonino ran off eagerly, while Hermione tore open the 

Paper and read these words in French,—
“Monsieur Artois dangerously ill, fear may not recover, he 

wished you to know.
“ Max Berton, Docteur Médecin, Kairouan.”

Hermione dropped the telegram. She did not feel at all 
surprised. Indeed, she felt that she had been expecting 
almost these very words, telling her of a tragedy at which the 
letter she still held in her hand had hinted. For a moment she 
stood there without being conscious of any special sensation. 
Then she stooped, picked up the telegram, and read it again. 
This time it seemed like an answer to that unuttered prayer in 
her heart : “ Give me an opportunity to show my gratitude.” 
She did not hesitate for a moment as to what she would do. 
She would go to Kairouan, to close the eyes of her friend if he 
must die, if not to nurse him back to life.

Antonino was munching some bread-and-cheese and had 
°ne hand round a glass full of red wine.

“ I'm going to write an answer,” she said to him. “ And 
you must run with it.”

“ Si, signora.”
“ Was it from Africa, signora? ” asked Lucrezia.
“ Yes.”
Lucrezia’s jaw fell, and she stared in superstitious amaze

ment.
“ I wonder,” Hermione thought, “ if Maurice—”
She went gently to the bedroom. He was still sleeping 

calmly. His attitude of luxurious repose, the sound of his 
Quiet breathing, seemed strange to her eyes and ears at this 
moment, strange and almost horrible. For an instant she 
thought of waking him in order to tell him her news and con
sult with him about the journey. It never occurred to her to 
ask him whether there should be a journey. But something 
neld her back, as one is held back from disturbing the slumber 
of a tired child, and she returned to the sitting-room, wrote out 
he following telegram,—

“ Shall start for Kairouan at once, wire me Tunisia Palace 
°tel, Tunis, Madame Delarey,”
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and sent Antonino with it flying down the hill. Then she got 
time-tables and a guide-book of Tunisia, and sat down at her 
writing-table to make out the journey; while Lucrezia, con
scious that something unusual was afoot, watched her with 
solemn eyes.

Hermione found that she would gain nothing by starting 
that night. By leaving early the next morning she would 
arrive at Trapani in time to catch a steamer which left at mid
night for Tunis, reaching Africa at nine on the following morn
ing. From Tunis a day's journey by train would bring her 
to Kairouan. If the steamer were punctual she might be able 
to catch a train immediately on her arrival at Tunis. If not, 
she would have to spend one day there.

Already she felt as if she were travelling. All sense of 
peace had left her. She seemed to hear the shriek of 
engines, the roar of trains in tunnels and under bridges, to 
shake with the oscillation of the carriage, to sway with the dip 
and rise of the action of the steamer.

Swiftly, as one in haste, she wrote down times of departure 
and arrival : Cattaro to Messina, Messina to Palermo, Palermo 
to Trapani, Trapani to Tunis, Tunis to Kairouan, with the 
price of the ticket—a return ticket. When that was done and 
she had laid down her pen, she began for the first time to 
realise the change a morsel of paper had made in her life, to 
realise the fact of the closeness of her new knowledge of what 
was and what was coming to Maurice’s ignorance. The 
travelling sensation within her, an intense interior restlessness, 
made her long for action, for some ardent occupation in which 
the body could take part. She would have liked to begin at 
once to pack, but all her things were in the bedroom where 
Maurice was sleeping. Would he sleep for ever? She longed 
for him to wake, but she would not wake him. Everything 
could be packed in an hour. There was no reason to begin 
now. But how could she remain just sitting there in the great 
tranquillity of this afternoon of spring, looking at the long, 
calm line of Etna rising from the sea, while Emile, perhaps, 
lay dying?

She got up, went once more to the terrace, and began to 
pace up and down under the awning. She had not told 
Lucrezia that she was going on the morrow. Maurice must 



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD 121
know first. What would he say? How would he take it? 
And what would he do ? Even in the midst of her now grow- 
lng sorrow—for at first she had hardly felt sorry, had hardly 
kit anything but that intense restlessness which still possessed 
ler—she was preoccupied with that. She meant, when he 

w°ke, to give him the telegram, and say simply that she must 
at once to Artois. That was all. She would not ask, hint 

at anything else. She would just tell Maurice that she could 
n°t leave her dearest friend to die alone in an African city, 
tended only by an Arab, and a doctor who came to earn his 
fee.

And Maurice—what would he say? What would he—do?
If only he would wake! There was something terrible to 

her in the contrast between his condition and hers at this 
moment.

And what ought she to do if Maurice—?
She broke off short in her mental arrangement of possible 

happenings when Maurice should wake.
The afternoon waned and still he slept. As she watched 

the light changing on the sea, growing softer, more wistful, and 
the long outline of Etna becoming darker against the sky, 
Hermione felt a sort of unreasonable despair taking possession 
°f her. So few hours of the day were left now, and on the 
morrow this Sicilian life—a life that had been ideal—must 
c°me to an end for a time, and perhaps for ever. The abrupt
ness of the blow which had fallen had wakened in her sensitive 
neart a painful, almost an exaggerated sense of the uncer- 
ainty of the human fate. It seemed to her that the joy which 

nad been hers in these tranquil Sicilian days, a joy more perfect 
han any she had conceived of, was being broken off short, as 
к could never be renewed. With her anxiety for her friend 

jingled another anxiety, more formless, but black and horrible 
ln its vagueness.

If this should be our last day together in Sicily! ” she 
°ught, as she watched the light softening among the hills 

and the shadows of the olive-trees lengthening upon the 
£r°und.

If this should be our last night together in the house of 
the priest! ”

It seemed to her that even with Maurice in another place 
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she could never know again such perfect peace and joy, and 
her heart ached at the thought of leaving it.

“To-morrow!” she thought. “Only a few hours and 
this will all be over! ”

It seemed almost incredible. She felt that she could not 
realise it thoroughly and yet that she realised it too much, as 
in a nightmare one seems to feel both less and more than in 
any tragedy of a wakeful hour.

A few hours and it would all be over—and through those 
hours Maurice slept.

The twilight was falling when he stirred, muttered some 
broken words, and opened his eyes. He heard no sound, and 
thought it was early morning.

“ Hermione! ” he said, softly.
Then he lay still for a moment and remembered.
" By Jove! it must be long past time for collazione! ” he 

thought.
He sprang up and put his head into the sitting-room.
“ Hermione! ” he called.
“ Yes,” she answered, from the terrace.
“ What's the time? ”
“ Nearly dinner-time.”
He burst out laughing.
“ Didn’t you think I was going to sleep for ever? ” he said.
“ Almost,” her voice said.
He wondered a little why she did not come to him, but 

only answered him from a distance.
“ I’ll dress and be out in a moment,” he called.
“ All right! ”
Now that Maurice was awake at last, Hermione’s grief at 

the lost afternoon became much more acute, but she was 
determined to conceal it. She remained where she was just 
then because she had been startled by the sound of her hus
band’s voice, and was not sure of her power of self-control. 
When, a few minutes later, he came out upon the terrace with 
a half-amused, half-apologetic look on his face, she felt safer. 
She resolved to waste no time, but to tell him at once.

“ Maurice,” she said, “ while you’ve been sleeping I’ve 
been living very fast and travelling very far.”

“How, Hermione? What do you mean?” he asked, 
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sitting down by the wall and looking at her with eyes that 
still held shadows of sleep.

“ Something’s happened to-day that’s—that’s going to 
alter everything.”

He looked astonished.
“ Why, how grave you are! But what? What could 

happen here? ”
“ This came.”
She gave him the doctor s telegram. He read it slowly 

aloud.
“ Artois ! ” he said. “ Poor fellow ! And out there in 

Africa all alone! ”
He stopped speaking, looked at her, then leaned forward, 

Put his arm round her shoulder, and kissed her gently.
“ I’m awfully sorry for you, Hermione,” he said.

‘ Awfully sorry. I know how you must be feeling. When 
did it come? ”

“ Some hours ago.”
“ And I’ve been sleeping. I feel a brute.”
He kissed her again.
“ Why didn’t you wake me? ”
“ Just to share a grief? That would have been horrid of 

me, Maurice! ”
He looked again at the telegram.
“ Did you wire? ” he asked.
“ Yes.”
“ Of course. Perhaps to-morrow, or in a day or two, we 

shall have better news, that he’s turned the comer. He’s a 
strong man, Hermione, he ought to recover. I believe he’ll 
recover.”

“ Maurice,” she said. “ I want to tell you something.”
“ What, dear? ”
“ I feel I must—I can’t wait here for news.”
“ But then—what will you do? ”
“ While you’ve been sleeping I’ve been looking out trains.”
“ Trains! You don’t mean—”
“ I must start for Kairouan to-morrow morning. Read 

this, too.”
And she gave him Emile’s letter.
“Doesn’t that make you feel his loneliness?” she said, 
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when he had finished it. “ And think of it now—now when 
perhaps he knows that he is dying.”

“ You are going away,” he said, “ going away from 
here! ”

His voice sounded as if he could not believe it.
“To-morrow morning! ” he added, more incredulously.
“ If I waited I might be too late.”
She was watching him with intent eyes, in which there 

seemed to flame a great anxiety.
“ You know what friends we’ve been,” she continued.

“ Don’t you think I ought to go? ”
“ I—perhaps—yes, I see how you feel. Yes, I see. But ” 

—he got up—“ to leave here to-morrow! I felt as if—almost 
as if we’d been here always and should live here for the rest of 
our lives.”

“ I wish to Heaven we could! ” she exclaimed, her voice 
changing. “ Oh, Maurice, if you knew how dreadful it is to 
me to go! ”

“ How far is Kairouan? ”
“ If I catch the train at Tunis I can be there the day after 

to-morrow.”
“ And you are going to nurse him, of course? ”
“ Yes, if—if I’m in time. Now I ought to pack before 

dinner.”
“ How beastly! ” he said, just like a boy. “ How utterly 

beastly! I don’t feel as if I could believe it all. But you— 
what a trump you are, Hermione! To leave this and travel 
all that way—not one woman in a hundred would do it.”

“ Wouldn’t you for a friend? ”
“ I! ” he said, simply. “ I don’t know whether I under

stand friendship as you do. I’ve had lots of friends, of course, 
but one seemed to me very like another, as long as they were 
jolly.”

“ How Sicilian! ” she thought.
She had heard Gaspare speak of his boy friends in much 

the same way.
“ Emile is more to me than anyone in the world but you," 

she said.
Her voice changed, faltered on the last word, and she 

walked along the terrace to the sitting-room window
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“ I must pack now,” she said. “ Then we can have one 

m°re quiet time together after dinner.”
Her last words seemed to strike him, for he followed her, 

and as she was going into the bedroom, he said,—
“ Perhaps—why shouldn’t I—”
But then he stopped.
“ Yes, Maurice! ” she said, quickly.
“ Where’s Gaspare? ” he asked. “ We’ll make him help 

W1th the packing. But you won’t take much, will you? It’ll 
°nly be for a few days, I suppose.”

“ Who knows? ”
“ Gaspare! Gaspare !” he called.
“ Che vuole? ” answered a sleepy voice.
“ Come here.”
In a moment a languid figure appeared round the comer. 

Maurice explained matters. Instantly Gaspare became a 
thing of quicksilver. He darted to help Hermione. Every 
nerve seemed quivering to be useful.

“ And the signore? ” he said, presently, as he carried a 
trunk into the room.

“The signore! ” said Hermione.
‘ Is he going, too? ”
“No, no! ” said Hermione, swiftly.
She put her finger to her lips. Delarey was just coming 

into the room.
Gaspare said no more, but he shot a curious glance from 

Padrona to padrone as he knelt down to lay some things in the 
trunk.

By dinner-time Hermione’s preparations were completed. 
The one trank she meant to take was packed. How hateful 
h looked standing there in the white room with the label hang
ing from the handle. She washed her face and hands in cold
Water, and came out on to the terrace where the dinner-table 
Was laid. It was a warm, still night, like the night of the fish- 
lng> and the moon hung low in a clear sky.

How exquisite it is here! ” she said to Maurice, as they 
sat down. “ We are in the very heart of calm, majestic calm. 

°°k at that one star over Etna, and the outlines of the hills 
and of that old castle—’

She stopped.
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“ It brings a lump into my throat," she said, after a little 

pause. “ It’s too beautiful and too still to-night."
“ I love being here," he said.
They ate their dinner in silence for some time. Presently 

Maurice began to crumble his bread.
“ Hermione," he said. “ Look here—"
“ Yes, Maurice."
“ I’ve been thinking—of course I scarcely know Artois, and 

I could be of no earthly use, but I’ve been thinking whether it 
would not be better for me to come to Kairouan with you."

For a moment Hermione’s rugged face was Ut up by a fire 
of joy that made her look beautiful. Maurice went on crumb
ling his bread.

“ I didn’t say anything at first," he continued, “ because I 
—well, somehow I felt so fixed here, almost part of the place, 
and I had never thought of going till it got too hot, and especi
ally not now, when the best time is only just beginning. And 
then it all came so suddenly. I was still more than half
asleep, too, I believe," he added, with a little laugh, “ when 
you told me. But now I’ve had time, and—why shouldn’t I 
come too, to look after you? ”

As he went on speaking the light in Hermione’s face 
flickered and died out. It was when he laughed that it 
vanished quite away.

“ Thank you, Maurice,” she said quietly. “ Thank you, 
dear. I should love to have you with me, but it would be a 
shame! "

“ Why? ”
“ Why? Why—the best time here is only just beginning, 

as you say. It would be selfish to drag you across the sea to 
a sick-bed, or perhaps to a death-bed."

“ But the journey? "
“ Oh, I am accustomed to being a lonely woman. Think 

how short a time we’ve been married! I’ve nearly always 
travelled alone."

“Yes, I know," he said. “Of course there’s no danger. 
I didn’t mean that, only—”

“ Only you were ready to be unselfish,” she said. “ Bless 
you for it. But this time I want to be unselfish. You must 
stay here to keep house, and I’ll come back the first moment
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I can, the very first. Let's try to think of that—of the day 
when I come up the mountain again to my—to our Garden 

Paradise. All the time I’m away I shall pray for the 
foment when I see these columns of the terrace above me, 
and the geraniums, and—and the white wall of our little— 
home.”

She stopped. Then she added,—
“ And you.”

Yes,” he said. “ But you won’t see me on the terrace.” 
“ Why not? ”

Because, of course, I shall come to the station to meet 
y°u. That day will be a festa.”

She said nothing more. Her heart was very full, and of 
conflicting feelings and of voices that spoke in contradiction 
one of another. One or two of these voices she longed to hush 

silence, but they were persistent. Then she tried not to 
usten to what they were saying. But they were pitilessly 
distinct.

Dinner was soon over, and Gaspare came to clear away. 
Bis face was very grave, even troubled. He did not like this 
abrupt departure of his padrona.

“You will come back, signora? ” he said, as he drew away 
the cloth and prepared to fold up the table and carry it indoors.

Hermione managed to laugh.
“Why, of course, Gaspare! Did you think I was going 

away for ever? ”
Africa is a long way off.”

‘ Only nine hours from Trapani. I may be back very 
s°on. Win y0U forget me? ”

Did I forget my padrona when she was in England? ” 
e boy replied, his expressive face suddenly hardening, and 
s great eyes glittering with sullen fires.

Hermione quickly laid her hand on his.
I was only laughing. You know your padrona trusts 

Уси to remember her as she remembers you.”
Gaspare lifted up her hand quickly, kissed it, and hurried 

aWaV* lifting his own hand to his eyes.
_ These Sicilians know how to make one love them,” said 

crmione, with a little catch in her voice. “ I believe that 
°У would die for me if necessary.”
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“ I’m sure he would,” said Maurice. “ But one doesn’t 

find a padrona like you every day.”
“ Let us walk to the arch,” she said. “ I must take шУ 

last look at the mountains with you.”
Beyond the archway there was a large, flat rock, a natural 

seat from which could be seen a range of mountains that was 
invisible from the terrace. Hermione often sat on this rock 
alone, looking at the distant peaks, whose outlines stirred her 
imagination like a wild and barbarous music. Now she drew 
down Maurice beside her and kept his hand in hers. She was 
thinking of many things, among others of the little episode 
that had just taken place with Gaspare. His outburst of 
feeling, like fire bursting up through a suddenly opened fissure 
in the crust of the earth, had touched her and something more. 
It had comforted her, and removed from her a shadowy figure 
that had been approaching her, the figure of a fear. She fixed 
her eyes on the mountains, dark under the silver of the 
moon.

“ Maurice,” she said. “ Do you often try to read 
people? ”

The pleasant look of almost deprecating modesty that 
Artois had noticed on the night when they dined together if 
London came to Delarey’s face.

“ I don’t know that I do, Hermione,” he said. “ Is it 
easy? ”

“ I think—I’m thinking it especially to-night—that it is 
horribly difficult. One’s imagination seizes hold of trifles, 
and magnifies them and distorts them. From little things, 
little natural things, one deduces—I mean one takes a midget 
and makes of it a monster. How one ought to pray to see 
clear in people one loves. It’s very strange, but I think that 
sometimes, just because one loves, one is ready to be afraid, 
to doubt, to exaggerate, to think a thing is gone when it is 
there. In friendship one is more ready to give things their 
proper value—perhaps because everything is of less value. 
Do you know that to-night I realise for the first time the 
enormous difference there is between the love one gives i° 
love and the love one gives in friendship? ”

“ Why, Hermione? ” he asked, simply.
He was looking a little puzzled, but still reverential.
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“ I love Emile as a friend. You know that.”

Yes. Would you go to Kairouan if you didn’t? ”
If he were to die it would be a great sorrow, a great loss 

0 nie. I pray that he may live. And yet—”
Suddenly she took his other hand in hers.

Oh, Maurice, I’ve been thinking to-day, I’m thinking 
suPPose it were you who lay ill, perhaps dying! Oh, 

he difference in my feeling, in my dread ! If you were to be 
aken from me, the gap in my life! There would be nothing 

"nothing left.”
He put his arm round her, and was going to speak, but 

she went on,—
And if you were to be taken from me how terrible it 

^ould be to feel that I’d ever had one unkind thought of you, 
lat I’d ever misinterpreted one look, or word, or action of 

y°urs, that I’d ever, in my egoism or my greed, striven to 
lwart one natural impulse of yours, or to force you into 
ravesty away from simplicity. Don’t—don’t ever be im

matura! or insincere with me, Maurice, even for a moment, even 
Or fear of hurting me. Be always yourself, be the boy that 

y°u still are and that I love you for being.”
She put her head on his shoulder, and he felt her body 

tumbling.
<( I think I’m always natural with you,” he said.

You're as natural as Gaspare. Only once, and—and 
at was my fault, I know—but you mean so much to me, 

everything, and your honesty with me is like God walking 
W1th me.”

She lifted her head and stood up.
Please God we’ll have many more nights together here,” 

said—“ many more blessed, blessed nights. The stillness 
fai wor^i sifted from the
th Є 1OO(^ and made into one beautiful whole. Oh, Maurice, 
in ГЄ 18 a Heaven on earth—when two people love each other 

he midst of such a silence as this.”
1 hey went slowly back through the archway to the terrace, 
below them the sea gleamed delicately, almost like a pearl.

? the distance, towering above the sea, the snow of Etna 
arned more coldly, with a bleaker purity, a suggestion of
°te mysteries and of untrodden heights. Above the snow 
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of Etna shone the star of evening. Beside the sea shone the 
little light in the house of the sirens.

And as they stood for a moment before the cottage in the 
deep silence of the night, Hermione looked up at the star 
above the snow. But Maurice looked down at the little light 
beside the sea.



IX
QNLY when Hermione was gone, when the train from which 

she waved her hand had vanished along the line that 
skirted the sea, and he saw Gaspare winking away two tears that 
Were about to fall on his brown cheeks, did Maurice begin to 
realise the largeness of the change that fate had wrought in his 
Sicilian life. He realised it more sharply when he had climbed 
the mountain and stood once more upon the terrace before 
the house of the priest. Hermione’s personality was so strong, 
s° aboundingly vital, that its withdrawal made an impression 
Such as that made by an intense silence suddenly succeeding 
a Powerful burst of music. Just at first Maurice felt startled, 
almost puzzled like a child, inclined to knit his brows, and 
stare with wide eyes, and wonder what could be going to 
happen to him in a world that was altered. Now he was con
scious of being far away from the land where he had been 
b°m and brought up, conscious of it as he had not been before, 
®Ven on his first day in Sicily He did not feel an alien. He 
had no sensation of exile. But he felt, as he had not felt when 
W1th Hermione, the glory of this world of sea and mountains, 
°1 olive-trees and vineyards, the strangeness of its great wel
come to him, the magic of his readiness to give himself to it.

He had been like a dancing faun in the sunshine and the 
Moonlight of Sicily. Now, for a moment, he stood still, very 
s*1!!, and watched and listened, and was grave, and was aware 

himself, the figure in the foreground of a picture that was 
Marvellous.

The enthusiasm of Hermione for Sicily, the flood of under
standing of it, and feeling for it that she had poured out in the 
Past days of spring, instead of teaching Maurice to see and to 
cd, seemed to have kept him back from the comprehension 
о which they had been meant to lead him. With Hermione, 

e watcher, he had been but as a Sicilian, another Gaspare in 
a different rank of life. Without Hermione he was Gaspare 
and something more. It was as if he still danced in the taran- 
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tell a, but had now for the moment the power to stand and 
watch his performance and see that it was wonderful.

This was just at first, in the silence that followed the 
music.

He gazed at Etna, and thought, “ How extraordinary that 
I’m living up here on a mountain and looking at the smoke 
from Etna, and that there’s no English-speaking person here 
but me!” He looked at Gaspare and at Lucrezia, and 
thought, “ What a queer trio of companions we are! How 
strange and picturesque those two would look in England, 
how different they are from the English, and yet how at home 
with them I feel! By Jove, it’s wonderful! ” And then he 
was thrilled by a sense of romance, of adventure, that had 
never been his when his English wife was there beside him, 
calling his mind to walk with hers, his heart to beat with hers, 
calling with the great sincerity of a very perfect love.

“ The poor signora! ” said Gaspare. “ I saw her beginning 
to cry when the train went away. She loves my country and 
cannot bear to leave it. She ought to live here always, as I 
do.”

“Courage, Gaspare!” said Maurice, putting his hand on 
the boy’s shoulder. “ She’ll come back very soon.”

Gaspare lifted his hand to his eyes, then drew out a red- 
and-yellow handkerchief with “ Caro mio ” embroidered on it 
and frankly wiped them.

“ The poor signora! ” he repeated. “ She did not like to 
leave us.”

“ Let's think of her return,” said Maurice.
He turned away suddenly from the terrace and went into 

the house.
When he was there, looking at the pictures and books, at 

the open piano with some music on it, at a piece of embroidery 
with a needle stuck through the half-finished petal of a flower, 
he began to feel deserted. The day was before him. What 
was he going to do? What was there for him to do? For a 
moment he felt what he would have called “ stranded.” He 
was immensely accustomed to Hermione, and her splendid 
vitality of mind and body filled up the interstices of a day 
with such ease that one did not notice that interstices existed, 
or think they could exist. Her physical health and her ardent 
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mind worked hand-in-hand to create around her an atmosphere 
mto which boredom could not come, yet f om which bustle 
was excluded. Maurice felt the silence within the house to be 
rather dreary than peaceful. He touched the piano, endeav
ouring to play with one finger the tune of “ О sole mio! ” He 
took up two or three books, pulled the needle out of Hermione’s 
embroidery, then stuck it in again. The feeling of loss began 
to grow upon him. Oddly enough, he thought, he had not 
felt it very strongly at the station when the train ran out. 
^or had it been with him upon the terrace. There he had 
^oen rather conscious of change than of loss—of change that 
was not without excitement. But now— He began to think 
°f the days ahead of him with a faint apprehension.

“ But I’ll live out-of-doors,” he said to himself. “ It’s 
°nly in the house that I feel bad like this. I’ll live out-of 
d°ors and take lots of exercise, and I shall be all right.”

He had again taken up a book, almost without knowing it, 
and now, holding it in his hand, he went to the head of the steps 
fading to the terrace and looked out. Gaspare was sitting 
by the wall with a very dismal face. He stared silently at his 
master for a minute. Then he said,—

“ The signora should have taken us with her to Africa. 
H Would have been better.”
„ “ It was impossible, Gaspare,” Maurice said, rather hastily. 

She is going to a poor signore who is ill.”
“ I know.”
The boy paused for a moment. Then he said —

Is the signore her brother? ”
* Her brother! No.”
' Is he a relation? ”

У No.”
‘ Is he very old ? ”

“ Certainly not.”
Gaspare repeated,—
/ ^be signora should have taken us with her to 

Africa.”
This time he spoke with a certain doggedness. Maurice, 
scarcely knew why, felt slightly uncomfortable and longed 

° 5Fea*e a diversion. He looked at the book he was holding 
m his hand and saw that it was The Thousand, and One Nights,
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in Italian. He wanted to do something definite, to distract 
his thoughts—more than ever now after his conversation with 
Gaspare. An idea occurred to him.

“ Come under the oak-trees, Gaspare,” he said, “ and I’ll 
read to you. It will be a lesson in accent. You shall be my 
professore.”

“ Si, signore.”
The response was listless, and Gaspare followed his master 

with listless footsteps down the little path that led to the grove 
of oak-trees that grew among giant rocks, on which the lizards 
were basking.

“ There are stories of Africa in this book,” said Maurice, 
opening it.

Gaspare looked more alert.
“ Of where the signora will be? ”
“ Chi lo sa ? ”
He lay down on the warm ground, set his back against a 

rock, opened the book at hazard, and began to read slowly and 
carefully, while Gaspare, stretched on the grass, listened, with 
his ehm in the palm of his hand. The story was of the fisher
man and the Genie who was confined in a casket, and soon 
Gaspare was entirely absorbed by it. He kept his enormous 
brown eyes fixed upon Maurice’s face, and moved his lips, 
silently forming after him the words of the tale. When it 
was finished he said,—

“ I should not like to be kept shut up like that, signore. 
If I could not be free I would kill myself. I will always be 
free.”

He stretched himself on the warm ground like a young 
animal, then added,—

“ I shall not take a wife—ever.”
Maurice shut the book and stretched himself, too, then 

moved away from the rock, and lay at full length with his 
hands clasped behind his head, and his eyes, nearly shut, fixed 
upon the glimmer of the sea.

“ Why not, Gasparino? ”
“ Because if one has a wife one is not free.”
*Hm!”
“ If I had a wife I should be like the Mago Africano when 

he was shut up in the box.”
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“ And I? ” Maurice said, suddenly sitting up. “ What 

about me? ”
For the first time it seemed to occur to Gaspare that he was 

speaking to a married man. He sat up, too.
“ Oh, but you—you are a signore and rich. It is different. 

1 am poor. I shall have many loves, first one and then 
another, but I shall never take a wife. My father wishes me 
*° when I have finished the military service, but ”—and he 
laughed at his own ingenious comparison—“ I am like the 
^ago Africano when he was let out of the casket. I am free, 
and I will never let myself be stoppered-up as he did. Per 
Dio! ”

Suddenly Maurice frowned.
“ It isn’t like—” he began.

Then he stopped. The lines in his forehead disappeared, 
and he laughed.

" I am pretty free here, too,” he said. “ At least, I feel 
So.”

The dreariness that had come upon him inside the cottage 
had disappeared now that he was in the open air. As he 
looked down over the sloping mountain flank—dotted with 
frees near him, but farther away bare and sunbaked—to the 
Sea with its magic coast-line, that seemed to promise enchant
ments to wilful travellers passing by upon the purple waters, 
35 he turned his eyes to the distant plain with its lemon-groves, 
its winding river, its little vague towns of narrow houses from 
which thin trails of smoke went up, and let them journey on to 
the great, smoking mountain lifting its snows into the blue, 
and its grave, not insolent, panache, he felt an immense sense 

happy-go-lucky freedom with the empty days before him. 
*Ds intellect was loose like a colt on a prairie. There was no 
°ue near to catch it, to lead it to any special object, to harness 
lt and drive it onward in any fixed direction. He need no 
longer feel respect for a cleverness greater than his own, or try 
to understand subtleties of thought and sensation that were 
Really outside of his capacities. He did not say this to himself, 
but whence sprang this new and dancing feeling of emancipa
tion that was coming upon him? Why did he remember the 
story he had just been reading, and think of himself for a 
moment as a Genie emerging cloudily into the light of day 
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from a narrow prison which had been sunk beneath the sea? 
Why? For, till now, he had never had any consciousness oí 
imprisonment. One only becomes conscious of some things 
when one is freed from them. Maurice’s happy efforts to 
walk on the heights with the enthusiasms of Hermione had 
surely never tired him, but rather braced him. Yet, left 
alone with peasants, with Lucrezia and Gaspare, there was 
something in him, some part of his nature, which began to 
frolic like a child let out of school. He felt more utterly at 
his ease than he had ever felt before. With these peasants 
he could let his mind be perfectly lazy. To them he seemed 
instructed, almost a god of knowledge.

Suddenly Maurice laughed, showing his white teeth. He 
stretched up his arms to the blue heaven and the sun that sent 
its rays filtering down to him through the leaves of the oak- 
trees, and he laughed again gently.

“ What is it, signore? ”
“ It is good to live, Gaspare. It is good to be young out 

here on the mountain-side, and to send learning and problems 
and questions of conscience to the devil. After all, real life 
is simple enough if only you’ll let it be. I believe the com
plications of life, half of them, and its miseries too, more than 
half of them, are the inventions of the brains of the men and 
women we call clever. They can’t let anything alone. They 
bother about themselves and everybody else. By Jove, if 
you knew how they talk about life in London! They’d make 
you think it was the most complicated, rotten, intriguing 
business imaginable; all misunderstandings and cross pur
poses, and the Lord knows what. But it isn’t. It’s jolly 
simple, or it can be. Here we are, you and I, and we aren’t 
at loggerheads, and we’ve got enough to eat and a pair of 
boots apiece, and the sun, and the sea, and old Etna behaving 
nicely—and what more do we want ? ”

“ Signore—”
“.Well? ”
“ I don’t understand English.’’
“ Mamma mia! ’’ Delarey roared with laughter. “ And 

I’ve been talking English. Well, Gaspare, I can’t say it in 
Sicilian—can I? Let’s see.”

He thought a minute. Then he said,—
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“ It’s something like this. Life is simple and splendid if 

y°u let it alone. But if you worry it—well, then, like a dog, 
bites you.”
He imitated a dog biting. Gaspare nodded seriously.
' Mi piace la vita,” he remarked, calmly.
‘ E anche mi piace a me,” said Maurice. “ Now I’ll give 

y°u a lesson in English, and when the signora comes back you 
Can talk to her.”

‘ Si, signore.”
The afternoon had gone in a flash. Evening came while 

oey were still under the oak-trees, and the voice of Lucrezia 
Was heard calling from the terrace, with the peculiar baaing 
Intonation that is characteristic of southern women of the 
°wer classes.

Gaspare baaed ironically in reply.
“ It isn’t dinner-time already? ” said Maurice, getting up 

reluctantly.
“Yes, meester sir, eef you pleesi,” said Gaspare, with 

conscious pride. “ We go way.”
“ Bravo. Well, I’m getting hungry.”
As Maurice sat alone at dinner on the terrace, while 

Gaspare and Lucrezia ate and chattered in the kitchen, he saw
Presently far down below the shining of the light in the house 
°I the sirens. It came out when the stars came out, this tiny 
star of the sea. He felt a little lonely as he sat there eating all 

У himself, and when the light was kindled near the water, 
hat lay like a dream waiting to be sweetly disturbed by the 

rooon, he was pleased as by the greeting of a friend. The light 
P as company. He watched it while he ate. It was a friendly 
?£ht, more friendly than the light of the stars to him. For 

e connected it with earthly things—things a man could 
Understand. He imagined Maddalena in the cottage where 

e had slept preparing the supper for Salvatore, who was 
Pjesently going off to sea to spear fish, or net them, or take 

em with lines for the market on the morrow. There was 
read-and-cheese on the table, and the good red wine that 

could harm nobody, wine that had all the laughter of the sun- 
^ays in it. And the cottage door was open to the sea. The 
t¿eeze came in and made the little lamp that burned beneath 

e Madonna flicker. He saw the big, white bed, and the 
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faces of the saints, of the actresses, of the smiling babies that 
had watched him while he slept. And he saw the face of his 
peasant hostess, the face he had kissed in the dawn, ere he ran 
down among the olive-trees to plunge into the sea. He saw 
the eyes that were like black jewels, the little feathers of gold 
in the hair about her brow. She was a pretty, simple giri- 
He liked the look of curiosity in her eyes. To her he was 
something touched with wonder, a man from a far-off land- 
Yet she was at ease with him and he with her. That drop of 
Sicilian blood in his veins was worth something to him in this 
isle of the south. It made him one with so much, with the 
sunburned sons of the hills and of the sea-shore, with the sun
burned daughters of the soil. It made him one with them-" 
or more—one of them. He had had a kiss from Sicily now— 
a kiss in the dawn by the sea, from lips fresh with the sea wind 
and warm with the Ufe that is young. And what had it 
meant to him? He had taken it carelessly with a laugh. He 
had washed it from his lips in the sea. Now he remembered it, 
and, in thought, he took the kiss again, but more slowly, more 
seriously. And he took it at evening, at the coming of night, 
instead of at dawn, at the coming of day—his kiss from Sicily-

He took it at evening.
He had finished dinner now, and he pushed back his chair, 

and drew a cigar from his pocket. Then he struck a match. 
As he was putting it to the cigar he looked again towards the 
sea and saw the light.

“ Damn! ”
“ Signore! ”
Gaspare came running.
“ I didn’t call, Gaspare, I only said ‘ Mamma mia! ’ be

cause I burned my fingers.”
He struck another match and lit the cigar. 
“ Signore—” Gaspare began, and stopped. 
“Yes? What is it?”
“ Signore, I—Lucrezia, you know, has relatives at Castel 

Vecchio.”
Castel Vecchio was the nearest village, perched on the 

hill-top opposite, twenty minutes’ walk from the cottage.
“ Ebbene? ”
“ Ebbene, signorino, to-night there is a festa in their house.
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It is the festa of Pancrazio, her cousin. Sebastiano will be there 
to play and they will dance, and—”

“ Lucrezia wants to go? ”
“ Si, signore, but she is afraid to ask.”
“ Afraid? Of course she can go, she must go. Tell her. 

^ut at night can she come back alone? ”
“ Signore, I am invited, but I said—I did not like the first 

evening that the padrona is away—if you would come they 
would take it as a great honour.”

“ Go, Gaspare, take Lucrezia, and bring her back safely.”
“ And you, signore? ”
“ I would come too, but I think a stranger would spoil the 

festa.”
“ Oh, no, signore, on the contrary—”
“ I know—you think I shall be sad alone.”
“ Si, signore.”
“ You are good to think of your padrone, but I shall be 

Quite content. You go with Lucrezia and come back as late 
38 you like. Tell Lucrezia! Off with you! ”

Gaspare hesitated no longer. In a few minutes he had put 
°n his best clothes and a soft hat, and stuck a large red rose 
above each ear. He came to say good-bye with Lucrezia on 
bfs arm. Her head was wrapped in a brilliant yellow and 
white shawl with saffron-coloured fringes. They went off 
together laughing and skipping down the stony path like two 
children.

When their footsteps died away, Delarey, who had walked 
to the archway to see them off, returned slowly to the terrace 
and began to pace up and down, puffing at his cigar. The 
silence was profound. The rising moon cast its pale beams 
upon the white walls of the cottage, the white seats of the 
terrace. There was no wind. The leaves of the oaks and the 
olive trees beneath the wall were motionless. Nothing stirred. 
Above the cottage the moonlight struck on the rocks, showed 
the nakedness of the mountain-side. A curious sense of solitude, 
such as he had never known before, took possession of Delarey. 
ft did not make him feel sad at first, but only emancipated, 
lree as he had never yet felt free, like one free in a world that 
Was curiously young, curiously unfettered by any chains of 
civilisation, almost savagely, primitively free. So might an 
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animal feel ranging to and fro in a land where man had not 
set foot. But he was an animal without its mate in the 
wonderful breathless night. And the moonlight grew about 
him as he walked, treading softly he scarce knew why, to and 
fro, to and fro.

Hermione was nearing the coast now. Soon she would be 
on board the steamer and on her way across the sea to Africa. 
She would be on her way to Africa—and to Artois.

Delarey recalled his conversation with Gaspare, when the 
boy had asked him whether Artois was Hermione’s brother, 
or a relation, or whether he was old. He remembered Gaspare’s 
intonation when he said, almost sternly: “ The signora should 
have taken us with her to Africa.” Evidently he was 
astonished. Why? It must have been because he—Delarey 
—had let his wife go to visit a man in a distant city alone. 
Sicilians did not understand certain things. He had realised 
his own freedom—now he began to realise Hermione’s. HoW 
quickly she had made up her mind. While he was sleeping she 
had decided everything. She had even looked out the trains. 
It had never occurred to her to ask him what to do. And 
she had not asked him to go with her. Did he wish she had?

A new feeling began to stir within him, unreasonable, 
absurd. It had come to him with the night and his absolute 
solitude in the night. It was not anger as yet. It was a 
faint, dawning sense of injury, but so faint that it did not rouse, 
but only touched gently, almost furtively, some spirit drowsing 
within him, like a hand that touches, then withdraws itself, 
then steals forward to touch again.

He began to walk a little faster up and down, always keep
ing along the terrace wall.

He was primitive man to-night, and primitive feelings 
were astir in him. He had not known he possessed them, 
yet he—the secret soul of him—did not shrink from them in 
any surprise. To something in him, some part of him, they 
came as things not unfamiliar.

Suppose he had shown surprise at Hermione’s project? 
Suppose he had asked her not to go? Suppose he had told her 
not to go ? What would she have said ? What would she have 
done? He had never thought of objecting to this journey, 
but he might have objected. Many a man would have ob-
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îected. This was their honeymoon—hers and his. To many 
rt would seem strange that a wife should leave her husband 
during their honeymoon, to travel across the sea to another 
man, a friend, even if he were ill, perhaps dying. He did not 
doubt Hermione. No one who knew her as he did could doubt 
her, yet nevertheless, now that he was quite companionless in 
*he night, he felt deserted, he felt as if everyone else were 
lnked with life, while he stood entirely alone. Hermione 

was travelling to her friend. Lucrezia and Gaspare had gone 
to their festa, to dance, to sing, to joke, to make merry, to 
ttiake love—who knew? Down in the village the people were 
£°ssiping at one another’s doors, were lounging together in the 
Piazza, were playing cards in the caffes, were singing and 
striking the guitars under the pepper-trees bathed in the rays 

the moon. And he—what was there for him in this night 
that woke up desires for joy, for the sweetness of the life that 
Slngs in the passionate aisles of the south ?

He stood still by the wall. Two or three lights twinkled 
°n the height where Castel Vecchio perched clinging to its 
r°ck above the sea. Sebastiano was there setting his lips to 
fhe ceramella, and shooting bold glances of tyrannical love at 
. Screzia out of his audacious eyes. The peasants, dressed 
ln their gala clothes, were forming in a circle for the country 
dance. The master of the ceremonies was shouting out his 
commands in bastard French: “ Tournez! ” “ A votre place! ” 

Prenez la donne! ” “ Dansez toutes ! ” Eyes were sparkling, 
cheeks were flushing, lips were parting as gay activity created 
Warmth in bodies and hearts. Then would come the tarantella, 
W1th Gaspare spinning like a top and tripping like a Folly in a 
'writable madness of movement. And as the night wore on 
.de dance would become wilder, the laughter louder, the fire of 
Jokes more fierce. Healths would be drunk with clinking 
passes, brindisi shouted, tricks played. Cards would be got 
°ut. There would be a group intent on “ Scopa,” another 
calling “ Mi staio! ” “ Carta da vente! ” throwing down the 
soldi and picking them up greedily in “ Sette e mezzo." 

tories would be told, bets given and taken. The smoke would 
from the long black cigars the Sicilians love. Dark
men and women, wild-haired boys, and girls in gay 

awls, with great rings swinging from their ears, would give

VUU Up 
hrowed
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themselves up as only southerners can to the joy of the passing 
moment, forgetting poverty, hardship, and toil, grinding 
taxation, all the cares and the sorrows that encompass the 
peasant’s life, forgetting the flight of the hours, forgetting 
everything in the passion of the festa, the dedication of all their 
powers to the laughing worship of fun.

Yes, the passing hour would be forgotten. That was 
certain. It would be dawn ere Lucrezia and Gaspare returned.

Delarey’s cigar was burned to a stump. He took it from 
his lips, and threw it with all his force over the wall towards 
the sea. Then he put his hands on the wall and leaned over it, 
fixing his eyes on the sea. The sense of injury grew in him- 
He resented the joys of others in this beautiful night, and he 
felt as if all the world were at a festa, as if all the world were 
doing wonderful things in the wonderful night, while he was 
left solitary to eat out his heart beneath the moon. He did 
not reason against his feelings and tell himself they were 
absurd. The dancing faun does not reason in his moments 
of ennui. He rebels. Delarey rebelled.

He had been invited to the festa and he had refused to go— 
almost eagerly he had refused. Why? There had been 
something secret in his mind which had prompted him. He 
had said—and even to himself—that he did not go lest his 
presence might bring a disturbing element into the peasants' 
gaiety. But was that his reason?

Leaning over the wall he looked down upon the sea. The 
star that seemed caught in the sea smiled at him, summoned 
him. Its gold was like the gold, the little feathers of gold in 
the dark hair of a Sicilian girl singing the song of the May 
beside the sea,—

“Maju torna, maju veni 
Cu li belli soi ciureri—“

He tried to hum the tune, but it had left his memory. He 
longed to hear it once more under the olive-trees of the Sirens' 
Isle.

Again his thought went to Hermione. Very soon she would 
be out there, far out on the silver of the sea. Had she wanted 
him to go with her? He knew that she had. Yet she had not 
asked him to go, had not hinted at his going. Even she had 
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refused to let him go. And he had not pressed it. Something 
had held him back from insisting, something secret, and some
thing secret had kept her from accepting his suggestion. She 
was going to her greatest friend, to the man she had known 
’ntimately, long before she had known him—Delarey—and 
he was left alone. In England he had never had a passing 
foment of jealousy of Artois, but now, to-night, mingled with 
his creeping resentment against the joys of the peasants, of 
those not far from him under the moon of Sicily, there was a 
sensation of jealousy which came from the knowledge that his 
"hfe was travelling to her friend. That friend might be dead, 
Or she might nurse him back to life. Delarey thought of her 
hy his bedside, ministering to him, performing the intimate 
°ffices of the attendant on a sick man, raising him up on his 
pillows, putting a cool hand on his burning forehead, sitting by 
him at night in the silence of a shadowy room, and quite 
alone.

He thought of all this, and the Sicilian that was in him 
suddenly hot with a burning sense of anger, a burning 

desire for action, preventive or revengeful. It was quite un
reasonable, as unreasonable as the vagrant impulse of a child, 

it was strong as the full-grown determination of a man. 
?^ermione had belonged to him. She was his. And the old 
filian blood in him protested against that which would be 
11 Artois were still alive when she reached Africa.

Hut it was too late now. He could do nothing. He could 
look at the shining sea on which the ship would bear her 

hat very night.
. His inaction and solitude began to torture him. If he went 
ln he knew he could not sleep. The mere thought of the festa 
^°uld prevent him from sleeping. Again he looked at the 
. ^hts of Castel Vecchio. He saw only one now, and imagined 
. set in the window of Pancrazio’s house. He even fancied 

at down the mountain-side and across the ravine there 
°ated to him the faint wail of the ceramella playing a dance 

Measure.
Suddenly he knew that he could not remain all night alone 

°n the mountain-side.
He went quickly into the cottage, got his soft hat, then went 

m room to room, closing the windows and barring the 
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wooden shutters. When he had come out again upon the steps 
and locked the cottage door he stood for a moment hesitating 
with the large door-key in his hand. He said to himself that 
he was going to the festa at Castel Vecchio. Of course he was 
going there, to dance the country dances and join in the songs 
of Sicily. He slipped the key into his pocket and went down 
the steps to the terrace. But there he hesitated again. He 
took the key out of his pocket, looked at it as it lay in his hand, 
then put it down on the sill of the sitting-room window.

“If any one comes, there isn’t very much to steal,” he 
thought. “ And perhaps—” Again he looked at the lights of 
Castel Vecchio, then down towards the sea. The star of the sea 
shone steadily and seemed to summon him. He left the key on 
the window-sill, with a quick gesture pulled his hat-brim down 
farther over his eyes, hastened along the terrace, and, turning 
to the left beyond the archway, took the path that led through 
the olive-trees towards Isola Bella and the sea.

Through the wonderful silence of the night among the hills 
there came now a voice that was thrilling to his ears—the voice 
of youth by the sea calling to the youth that was in him.

Hermione was travelling to her friend. Must he remain 
quite friendless?

All the way down to the sea he heard the calling ot the 
voice.
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dawn was breaking, Lucrezia and Gaspare climbed 

slowly up the mountain-side towards the cottage. 
Lucrezia’s eyes were red, for she had just bidden good-bye to 
Sebastiano, who was sailing that day for the Lipari Isles, and 
she did not know how soon he would be back. Sebastiano had 
n°t cried. He loved change, and was radiant at the prospect 
°f his voyage. But Lucrezia’s heart was torn. She knew 
Sebastiano, knew his wild and adventurous spirit, his reckless 
Passion for life, and the gifts it scatters at the feet of lusty 
youth. There were maidens in the Lipari Isles. They might 
Se beautiful. She had scarcely been jealous of Sebastiano 
before her betrothal to him, for then she had had no rights over 
Sim, and she was filled with the spirit of humbleness that still 
dwells in the women of Sicily, the spirit that whispers “ Man 
П1аУ do what he will.” But now something had arisen within 
ber to do battle with that spirit. She wanted Sebastiano for 
ber very own, and the thought of his freedom when away 
tormented her.

Gaspare comforted her in perfunctory fashion.
“ What does it matter? ” he said. “ When you are 

Carried you can keep him in the house, and make him spin the 
bax for yOu.”

And he laughed aloud. But when they drew near to the 
cottage he said,—
. “ Zitta, Lucrezia! The padrone is asleep. We must steal 
ln softly and not waken him.”

On tiptoe they crept along the terrace.
“He will have left the door open for us,” whispered 

Gaspare. “ He has the revolver beside him and will not have 
been afraid.”

But when they stood before the steps the door was shut. 
aspare tried it gently. It was locked.

“ Phew! ” he whistled. “ We cannot get in, for we cannot 
wake him.”

к M5
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Lucrezia shivered. Sorrow had made her feel cold.
“ Mamma mia! ” she began.
But Gaspare’s sharp eyes had spied the key lying on the 

window-sill. He darted to it and picked it up. Then he 
stared at the locked door and at Lucrezia.

“But where is the padrone?” he said. “Oh, I know! 
He locked the door on the inside and then put the key out ol 
the window. But why is the bedroom window shut? He 
always sleeps with it open! ”

Quickly he thrust the key into the lock, opened the door, 
and entered the dark sitting-room. Holding up a warning 
hand to keep Lucrezia quiet, he tiptoed to the bedroom door, 
opened it without noise, and disappeared, leaving Lucrezia 
outside. After a minute or two he came back.

“ It is all right. He is sleeping. Go to bed.”
Lucrezia turned to go.
“ And never mind getting up early to make the padrone’s 

coffee,” Gaspare added. “ I will do it. I am not sleepy- 
I shall take the gun and go out after the birds.”

Lucrezia looked surprised. Gaspare was not in the habit 
of relieving her of her duties. On the contrary, he was a strict 
taskmaster. But she was tired and preoccupied. So she 
made no remark and went off to her room behind the house, 
walking heavily and untying the handkerchief that was round 
her head.

When she had gone, Gaspare stood by the table, thinking 
deeply. He had lied to Lucrezia. The padrone was not 
asleep. His bed had not been slept in. Where had he gone? 
Where was he now?

The Sicilian servant, if he cares for his padrone, feels as if he 
had a proprietor’s interest in him. He belongs to his padrone 
and his padrone belongs to him. He will allow nobody to 
interfere with his possession. He is intensely jealous of any
one who seeks to disturb the intimacy between his padrone and 
himself, or to enter into his padrone’s life without frankly 
letting him know it and the reason for it. The departure of 
Hermione had given an additional impetus to Gaspare’s 
always lively sense of proprietorship in Maurice. He felt as if 
he had been left in charge of his padrone, and had an almost 
sacred responsibility to deliver him up to Hermione happy and 
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safe when she returned. This absence, therefore, startled 
and perturbed him—more—made him feel guilty of a lapse 
from his duty. Perhaps he should not have gone to the 
festa. True, he had asked the padrone to accompany him. 
But still

ile went out on to the terrace and looked around him. 
fhe dawn was faint and pale. Wreaths of mist, like smoke 
frails, hung below him, obscuring the sea. The ghostly cone 
°f Etna loomed into the sky, extricating itself from swaddling 
bands of clouds which shrouded its lower flanks. The air was 
chilly upon this height, and the aspect of things was grey and 
desolate, without temptation, without enchantment, to lure 
bien out from their dwellings.

What could have kept the padrone from his sleep till this 
hour?

Gaspare shivered a little as he stared over the wall. He 
Was thinking—thinking furiously. Although scarcely edu
cated at all, he was exceedingly sharp-witted, and could read 
character almost as swiftly and surely as an Arab. At this 
foment he was busily recalling the book he had been reading 
f°r many weeks in Sicily, the book of his padrone’s character, 
written out for him in words, in glances, in gestures, in likes 
and dislikes, most clearly in Actions. Mentally he turned the 
leaves until he came to the night of the fishing, to the waning 
°f the night, to the journey to the caves, to the dawn when he 
Woke upon the sands and found that the padrone was not 
beside him. His brown hand tightened on the stick he held, 
bjs brown eyes stared with the glittering acuteness of a great 
blrd’s at the cloud trails hiding the sea below him—hiding the 
Sea, and all that lay beside the sea.

There was no one on the terrace. But there was a figure 
Or a moment on the mountain-side, leaping downward. The 

ravine took it and hid it in a dark embrace. Gaspare had 
°und what he sought, a clue to guide him. His hesitation was 

Sone. In his uneducated and intuitive mind there was no 
°nger any room for a doubt. He knew that his padrone was 
bere he had been in that other dawn, when he slipped 

away from the cave where his companions were sleeping.
. Sure-footed as a goat, and incited to abnormal activity by a 

riving spirit within him that throbbed with closely mingled 
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curiosity, jealousy, and anger, Gaspare made short work of the 
path in the ravine. In a few minutes he came out on to the 
road by Isola Bella. On the shore was a group of fishermen, all 
of them friends of his, getting ready their fishing-tackle, and 
hauling down the boats to the grey sea for the morning’s work. 
Some of them hailed him, but he took no notice, only pulled his 
soft hat down sideways over his cheek, and hurried on in the 
direction of Messina, keeping to the left side of the road and 
away from the shore, till he gained the summit of the hill from 
which the Caffè Berardi and the caves were visible. There he 
stopped for a moment and looked down. He saw no one upon 
the shore, but at some distance upon the sea there was a black 
dot, a fishing-boat. It was stationary. Gaspare knew that its 
occupant must be hauling in his net.

“ Salvatore is out then! ” he muttered to himself, as he 
turned aside from the road on to the promontory, which was 
connected by the black wall of rock with the land where stood 
the house of the sirens. This wall, forbidding though it was, 
and descending sheer into the deep sea on either side, had no 
terrors for him. He dropped down to it with a sort of skilful 
carelessness, then squatted on a stone, and quickly unlaced his 
mountain boots, pulled his stockings off, slung them with the 
boots round his neck, and stood up on his bare feet. Then, 
balancing himself with his outstretched arms, he stepped 
boldly upon the wall. It was very narrow. The sea surged 
through it. There was not space on it to walk straight-footed, 
even with only one foot at a time upon the rock. Gaspare was 
obliged to plant his feet sideways, the toes and heels pointing 
to the sea on either hand. But the length of the wall was 
short, and he went across it almost as quickly as if he had been 
walking upon the road. Heights and depths had no terrors for 
him in his confidant youth. And he had been bred up among 
the rocks, and was a familiar friend of the sea. A drop into 
it would have only meant a morning bath. Having gained the 
farther side, he put on his stockings and boots, grasped his 
stick, and began to climb upward through the thickly-growing 
trees towards the house of the sirens. His instinct had told 
him upon the terrace that the padrone was there. Uneducated 
people have often marvellously retentive memories for the 
things of every-day life. Gaspare remembered the padrone’s 
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question about the little light beside the sea, his answer to it, 
the way in which the padrone had looked towards the trees 
when, in the dawn, they stood upon the summit of the hill, and 
be pointed out the caves where they were going to sleep. He 
remembered, too, from what direction the padrone came 
towards the caffè when the sun was up—and he knew.

As he drew near to the cottage he walked carefully, though 
still swiftly, but when he reached it he paused, bent forward his 
head, and listened. He was in the tangle of coarse grass that 
grew right up to the north wall of the cottage, and close to the 
angle which hid from him the sea-side and the cottage door. 
At first he heard nothing except the faint murmur of thesea upon 
the rocks. His stillness now was as complete as had been his 
Previous activity, and in the one he was as assured as in the 
other. Some five minutes passed. Again and again, with a 
measured monotony, came to him the regular lisp of the waves. 
The grass rustled against his legs as the little wind of morning 
Pushed its way through it gently, and a bird chirped above 
his head in the 'olive-trees and was answered by another bird. 
And just then, as if in reply to the voices of the birds, he heard 
the sound of human voices. They were distant and faint 
almost as the lisp of the sea, and were surely coming towards 
him from the sea.

When Gaspare realised that the speakers were not in the 
cottage he crept round the angle of the wall, slipped across the 
open space that fronted the cottage door, and, gaining the trees, 
stood still in almost exactly the place where Maurice had stood 
when he watched Maddalena in the dawn.

The voices sounded again and nearer. There was a little 
laugh in a girl’s voice, then the dry twang of the plucked 
strings of a guitar, then silence. After a minute the guitar 
strings twanged again, and a girl’s voice began to sing a 
peasant song, “ Zampagnaro.”

At the end of the verse there was an imitation of the 
ceramella by the voice, humming, or rather whining, bouche 
fermée. As it ceased a man’s voice said,—

Ancora! Ancora! ”
lbe girl’s voice began the imitation again, and the man’s 

voice joined in grotesquely, exaggerating the imitation farcically 
and closing it with a boyish shout.
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In response, standing under the trees, Gaspare shouted. 

He had meant to keep silence; but the twang ot the guitar, 
with its suggestion of a festa, the singing voices, the youthful 
laughter, and the final exclamation ringing out in the dawn, 
overcame the angry and suspicious spirit that had hitherto 
dominated him. The boy’s imp of fun was up and dancing 
within him. He could not drive it out or lay it to rest.

“ Hi—yi—yi—yi—yi! ”
His voice died away, and was answered by a silence that 

seemed like a startled thing holding its breath.
“ Hi—у і—у і—у і—уі ! ”
Не called again lustily, leaped out from the trees, and went 

running across the open space to the edge of the plateau by the 
sea. A tiny path wound steeply down from here to the rocks 
below, and on it, just under the concealing crest of the land, 
stood the padrone with Maddalena. Their hands were linked 
together, as if they had caught at each other sharply for 
sympathy or help. Their faces were tense and their lips 
parted. But as they saw Gaspare’s light figúre leaping over 
the hill edge, his dancing eyes fixed shrewdly, with a sort of 
boyish scolding, upon them, their hands fell apart, their faces 
relaxed.

“ Gasparino! ” said Maurice. “ It was you who called? ” 
“Si, signore.”
He came up to them. Maddalena’s oval face had flushed, 

and she dropped the full lids over her black eyes as she 
said,—

“ Buon giorno, Gaspare.”
“ Buon giorno, Donna Maddalena.’*
Then they stood there for a moment in silence. Maurice 

was the first to speak again.
“ But why did you come here? ” he said. “ How did you 

know? ”
Already the sparkle of merriment had dropped out of 

Gaspare’s face as the feeling of jealousy, of not having been 
completely trusted, returned to his mind.

“ Did not the signore wish me to know? ” he said, almost 
gruffly, with a sort of sullen violence. “ I am sorry.”

Maurice touched the back of his hand, giving it a gentle, 
half-humorous slap.
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“ Don't be an ass, Gaspare. But how could you guess 

where I had gone? ”
“ Where did you go before, signore, when you could not 

sleep? ”
At this thrust Maurice imitated Maddalena and reddened 

slightly. It seemed to him as if he had been living under 
glass while he had fancied himself enclosed in rock that was 
unpenetrable by human eyes. He tried to laugh away his 
slight confusion.

“ Gaspare, you are the most birbante boy in Sicily! ” he 
said. “ You are like a Mago Africano.”

“ Signorino, you should trust me,” returned the boy, 
sullenly.

His own words seemed to move him, as if their sound 
revealed to him the whole of the injury that had been inflicted 
uPon his amour propre, and suddenly angry tears started into 
his eyes.

“ I thought I was a servant of confidence ” (un servitore 
di confidenza), he added, bitterly.

Maurice was amazed at the depth of feeling thus abruptly 
shown to him. This was the first time he had been permitted 
to look for a moment deep down into that strange volcano, a 
young and passionate Sicilian heart. As he looked, swift and 
short as was his glance, his amazement died away. Narcissus 
Saw himself in the stream. Maurice saw, or believed he saw, 
his heart’s image, trembling perhaps and indistinct, far down 
ln the passion of Gaspare. So could he have been with a 
Padrone had fate made his situation in life a different one. 
So could he have felt had something been concealed from him.

Maurice said nothing in reply. Maddalena was there. 
They walked in silence to the cottage door, and there, rather 
like a detected school-boy, he bade her good-bye, and set out 
through the trees with Gaspare.

“ That’s not the way, is it? ” Maurice said, presently, as 
the boy turned to the left.

‘ How did you come, signore? ”
“ I! ”
He hesitated. Then he saw the uselessness of striving to 

keep up a master’s pose with this servant of the sea and of the 
hills.
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“ I came by water,” he said, smiling. “ I swam, Gas* 

parino.”
The boy answered the smile, and suddenly the tension 

between them was broken, and they were at their ease again.
“ I will show you another way, signore, if you are not 

afraid.”
Maurice laughed out gaily.
“ The way of the rocks? ” he said.
“ Si, signore. But you must go barefooted and be as 

nimble as a goat.”
“ Do you doubt me, Gasparino? ”
He looked at the boy hard, with a deliberately quizzing 

kindness, that was gay but asked forgiveness, too, and surely 
promised amendment.

“ I have never doubted my padrone.”
They said nothing more till they were at the wall of rock. 

Then Gaspare seemed struck by hesitation.
“ Perhaps—” he began. “ You are not accustomed to 

the rocks, signore, and—”
“ Silenzio ! ” cried Maurice, bending down and pulling off 

his boots and stockings.
“ Do like this, signore! ”
Gaspare slung his boots and stockings round his neck. 

Maurice imitated him.
“ And now give me your hand—so—without pulling.”
“ But you hadn’t—”
“ Give me your hand, signore ! ”
It was an order. Maurice obeyed it, feeling that in these 

matters Gaspare had the right to command.
“ Walk as I do, signore, and keep step with me.”
“ Bene! ”
“ And look before you. Don’t look down at the sea.”
“ Va bene.”
A moment, and they were across. Maurice blew out his 

breath.
“ By Jove! ” he said, in English.
He sat down on the grass, put his hand on his knees, and 

looked back at the rock and at the precipices.
“I’m glad I can do that! ” he said.
Something within him was revelling, was dancing a taran-
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iella as the sun came up, lifting its blood-red rim above the 
sea-line in the east. He looked over the trees.

“ Maddalena saw us! ” he cried.
He had caught sight of her among the olive-trees watching 

them, with her two hands held flat against her breast.
“ Addio, Maddalena! ”
The girl started, waved her hand, drew back, and dis

appeared.
“ I’m glad she saw us.”
Gaspare laughed, but said nothing. They put on their 

boots and stockings, and started briskly off towards Monte 
Amato. When they had crossed the road, and gained the 
winding path that led eventually into the ravine, Maurice 
said,—

“ Well, Gaspare? ”
“ Well, signorino? ”
“ Have you forgiven me? ”
“ It is not for a servant to forgive his padrone, signorino,” 

Said the boy, but rather proudly.
Maurice feared that his sense of injury was returning, and 

continued, hastily,—
“ It was like this, Gaspare. When you and Lucrezia had 

gone I felt so dull all alone, and I thought, ‘ everyone is sing- 
lng and dancing and laughing except me.’ ”

* But I asked you to accompany us, signorino,” Gaspare 
exclaimed, reproachfully.

“ Yes, I know, but—”
“ But you thought we did not want you. Well, then, you 

d° not know us! ”
“ Now, Gaspare, don’t be angry again. Remember that 

^be padrona has gone away and that I depend on you for 
everything.”

At the last words Gaspare’s face, which had been lowering, 
brightened up a little. But he was not yet entirely appeased.

“ You have Maddalena,” he said.
“ She is only a girl.”

Oh, girls are very nice.”
Don’t be ridiculous, Gaspare. I hardly know Madda

lena.”
Gaspare laughed; not rudely, but as a boy laughs who is 
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sure he knows the world from the outer shell to inner 
kernel.

“ Oh, signore, why did you go down to the sea instead of 
coming to the festa? ”

Maurice did not answer at once. He was asking himself 
Gaspare’s question. Why had he gone to the Sirens’ Isle? 
Gaspare continued,—

“ May I say what I think, signore? You know I am 
Sicilian, and I know the Sicilians.”

“ What is it? ”
“ Strangers should be careful what they do in my country.”
“ Madonna! You call me a stranger? ”
It was Maurice’s turn to be angry. He spoke with sudden 

heat. The idea that he was a stranger—a straniero—in 
Sicily seemed to him ridiculous—almost offensive.

“ Well, signore, you have only been here a little while. I 
was bom here and have never been anywhere else.’

“ It is true. Go on then.”
“ The men of Sicily are not like the English or the Germans. 

They are jealous of their women. I have been told that in 
your country, on festa days, if a man likes a girl and she likes 
him he can take her for a walk. Is it true? ”

“ Quite true.”
“ He cannot walk with her here. He cannot even walk 

with her down the street of Marechiaro alone. It would be a 
shame.”

“ But there is no harm in it.”
“ Who knows? It is not our custom. We walk with our 

friends and the girls walk with their friends. If Salvatore, 
the father of Maddalena, knew—”

He did not finish his sentence, but, with sudden and 
startling violence, made the gesture of drawing out a knife and 
thrusting it upward into the body of an adversary. Maurice 
stopped on the path. He felt as if he had seen a murder.

“ Ecco! ” said Gaspare, calmly, dropping his hand, and 
staring into Maurice’s face with his enormous eyes, which 
never fell before the gaze of another.

“ But—but—I mean no harm to Maddalena.”
“ It does not matter.”
“ But she did not tell me. She is ready to talk with me.”
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“ She is a silly girl. She is flattered to see a stranger 

She does not think. Girls never think.”
He spoke with utter contempt.
“ Have you seen Salvatore, signore? ”
“ No—yes.”
“You have seen him? ”
“ Not to speak to. When I came down the cottage was 

shut up. I waited—”
“You hid, signore? ”
Maurice’s face flushed. An angry word rose to his lips, 

but he checked it and laughed, remembering that he had to 
deal with a boy, and that Gaspare was devoted to him.

“Well, I waited among the trees—birbante!”
“ And you saw Salvatore? ”
“ He came out and went down to the fishing.”
“ Salvatore is a terrible man. He used to beat his wife 

Teresa.”
“ P’f! Would you have me be afraid of him? ”
Maurice’s blood was up. Even his sense of romance was 

excited. He felt that he was in the coils of an adventure, and 
his heart leaped, but not with fear.

“ Fear is not for men. But the padrona has left you with 
1116 because she trusts me and because I know Sicily.”

It seemed to Maurice that he was with an inflexible chaperon 
against whose dominion it would be difficult, if not useless, to 
struggle. They were walking on again, and had come into 
the ravine. Water was slipping down among the rocks, 
between the twisted trunks of the olive-trees. Its soft sound, 
and the cool dimness in this secret place, made Maurice 
suddenly realise that he had passed the night without sleep, 
and that he would be glad to rest. It was not the moment 
lor combat, and it was not unpleasant, after all—so he phrased 

in his mind—to be looked after, thought for, educated in 
Ihe etiquette of the Enchanted Isle by a son of its soil, with 
*ts wild passions and its firm repressions linked together in his 
heart.

“ Gasparino,” he said, meekly. “ I want you to look 
after me. But don’t be unkind to me. I’m older than you, 
I know, but I feel awfully young here, and I do want to have 
a little fun without doing any harm to anybody, or getting 
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any harm myself. One thing I promise you, that I’ll always 
trust you and tell you what I’m up to. There! Have you 
quite forgiven me now? ”

Gaspare’s face became radiant. He felt that he had done 
his duty, and that he was now properly respected by one 
whom he looked up to and of whom he was not merely the 
servant, but also the lawful guardian.

They went up to the cottage singing in the morning sun
shine.



XI
Q IGNORINO ! Signorino ! ”

Maurice lifted his head lazily from the hands that 
served it as a pillow, and called out, sleepily,—

“ Che cosa c’é? ”
“ Where are you, signorino? ”
“ Down here under the oak-trees.”
He sank back again, and looked up at the section of deep 

blue sky that was visible through the leaves. How he loved 
the blue, and gloried in the first strong heat that girdled 
Sicily to-day, and whispered to his happy body that summer 
was near, the true and fearless summer that comes to southern 
lands. Through all his veins there crept a subtle sense of 
well-being, as if every drop of his blood were drowsily rejoicing. 
Three days had passed, had glided by, three radiant nights, 
Warm, still, luxurious. And with each his sense of the south 
had increased, and with each his consciousness of being 
nearer to the breast of Sicily. In those days and nights he 
had not looked into a book or glanced at a paper. What had 
be done? He scarcely knew. He had lived and felt about 
him the fingers of the sun touching him like a lover. And he 
bad chattered idly to Gaspare about Sicilian things, always 
Sicilian things; about the fairs and the festivals, Capo d’Anno 
and Carnevale, martedì grasso with its Tavulata, the solemn 
family banquet at which all the relations assemble and eat in 
company, the feasts of the different saints, the peasant 
marriages and baptisms, the superstitions—Gaspare did not 
call them so—that are alive in Sicily, and that will surely live 
till Sicily is no more ; the fear of the evil-eye and of spells, and 
the best means of warding them off, the “ guaj di lu linu,” the 
interpretation of dreams, the power of the Mafia, the legends 
of the brigands, and the vanished glory of Musolino. Gaspare 
talked without reserve to his padrone, as to another Sicilian, 
and Maurice was never weary of listening. All that was of 
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Sicily caught his mind and heart, was full of meaning to him, 
and of irresistible fascination. He had heard the cadi of the 
blood once for all and had once for all responded to it.

But the nights he had loved best. For then he slept under 
the stars. When ten o’clock struck he and Gaspare carried 
out one of the white beds onto the terrace, and he slipped into 
it and lay looking up at the clear sky, and at the dimness of 
the mountain flank, and at the still silhouettes of the trees, till 
sleep took him, while Gaspare, rolled up in a rug of many 
colours, snuggled up on the seat by the wall with his head on 
a cushion brought for him by the respectful Lucrezia. And 
they awoke at dawn to see the last star fade above the cone 
of Etna, and the first spears of the sun thrust up out of the 
stillness of the sea.

“ Signorino, ecco la posta! ”
And Gaspare came running down from the terrace, the 

wide brim of his white linen hat flapping round his sun- 
browned face.

“ I don’t want it, Gaspare. I don’t want anything.”
“ But I think there’s a letter from the signora! ”
“ From Africa? ”
Maurice sat up and held out his hand.
“ Yes, it is from Kairouan. Sit down, Gaspare, and I’ll 

tell you what the padrona says.”
Gaspare squatted on his haunches like an Oriental, not 

touching the ground with his body, and looked eagerly at the 
letter that had come across the sea. He adored his padrona, 
and was longing for news of her. Already he had begun to 
send her picture post-cards, laboriously written over. “ Tanti 
saluti carissima Signora Pertruni, a rividici, e suno il suo 
servo fidelísimo per sempre—Martucci Gaspare. Adio! Adio! 
Ciao! Ciao!” What would she say? And what message 
would she send to him? His eyes sparkled with affectionate 
expectation.

“ Hotel de France, Kairouan.
“ My Dearest,—I cannot write very much, for all my 

moments ought to be given up to nursing Emile. Thank God, I 
arrived in time. Oh, Maurice, when I saw him I can’t tell you 
how thankful I was that I had not hesitated to make the journey, 
that I had acted at once on my first impulse to come here. And 
how I blessed God for having given me an unselfish husband who
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trusted me completely, and who could understand what true 
triendship between man and woman means, and what one owes 
to a friend. You might so easily have misunderstood, and you 
are so blessedly understanding. Thank you, dearest, for seeing 
that it was right of me to go, and for thinking of nothing but that, 
t feel so proud of you. and so proud to be your wife. Well, I 
caught the train at Tunis mercifully, and got here at evening. 
He is frightfully ill. I hardly recognised him. But his mind is 
Quite clear, though he suffers terribly. He was poisoned by eating 
s°me tinned food, and peritonitis has set in. We can’t tell yet 
whether he will live or die. When he saw me come in he gave me 
such a look of gratitude, although he was writhing with pain, that 
1 couldn’t help crying. It made me feel so ashamed of having had 
апУ hesitation in my heart about coming away from our home 
and our happiness. And it was difficult to give it all up, to come 
°ut of paradise. That last night I felt as if I simply couldn’t 
leave you, my darling. But I’m glad and thankful I've done it. 
I have to do everything for him. The doctor’s rather an ass, very 
French and excitable, but he does his best. But I have to see to 
everything, and be always there to put on the poultices and the 
*Ce. and—poor fellow, he does suffer so, but he’s awfully brave and 
determined to live. He says he will live if it’s only to prove that 
I came in time to save him. And yet, when I look at him, I feel as 
’. but I won’t give up hope. The heat here is terrible, and tries 
him very much now he is so desperately ill, and the flies—but I 
don’t want to bother you with my troubles. They’re not very 
Hfeat-—only one. Do you guess what that is ? I scarcely dare to 
think of Sicily. Whenever I do I feel such a horrible ache in my 
heart, it seems to me as if I had not seen your face or touched 
y°ur hand for centuries, and sometimes—and that’s the worst of 
Ml-—as if I never should again, as if our time together and our 
love were a beautiful dream, and God would never allow me to 
dream it again. That’s a little morbid, I know, but I think it’s 
aIways like that with a great happiness, a happiness that is quite 
complete. It seems almost a miracle to have had it even for a 
rooment, and one can scarcely believe that one will be allowed 
r° have it again. But, please God, we will. We’ll sit on the 
terrace again together, and see the stars come out, and— The 
doctor’s come and I must stop. I’ll write again almost directly. 
Good night, my dearest. Buon riposo. Do you remember when 
you first heard that? Somehow, since then I always connect the 
words with you. I won’t send my love, because it’s all in Sicily 
with you. I’ll send it instead to Gaspare. Tell him I feel happy 
that he is with the padrone, because I know how faithful and de
voted he is. Tanti saluti a Lucrezia. Oh, Maurice, pray that I 
П1аУ soon be back. You do want me, don’t you ? Hermione."

Maurice looked up from the letter and met Gaspares’ 
questioning eyes.
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“ There’s something for you,” he said.
And he read in Italian Hermione’s message. Gaspare 

beamed with pride and pleasure.
" And the sick signore? ” he asked. “ Is he better? " 
Maurice explained how things were.
“ The signora is longing to come back to us,” he said.
“ Of course she is,” said Gaspare, calmly.
Then suddenly he jumped up.
“ Signorino,” he said, “ I am going to write a letter to 

the signora. She will like to have a letter from me. She 
will think she is in Sicily.”

“ And when you have finished, I will write,” said 
Maurice.

“ Si, signore.”
And Gaspare ran off up the hill towards the cottage, 

leaving his master alone.
Maurice began to read the letter again, slowly. It made 

him feel almost as if he were with Hermione. He seemed to 
see her as he read, and he smiled. How good she was and 
true, and how enthusiastic ! When he had finished the second 
reading of the letter he laid it down, and put his hands behind 
his head again, and looked up at the quivering blue. Then 
he thought of Artois. He remembered his tall figure, his 
robust limbs, his handsome, powerful face. It was strange to 
think that he was desperately ill, perhaps dying. Death-" 
what must that be like? How deep the blue looked, as if 
there were thousands of miles of it, as if it stretched on and on 
forever. Artois, perhaps, was dying, but he felt as if he could 
never die, never even be ill. He stretched his body on the 
warm ground. The blue seemed to deny the fact of death- 
He tried to imagine Artois in bed in the heat of Africa, with 
the flies buzzing round him. Then he looked again at the 
letter, and re-read that part in which Hermione wrote of het 
duties as sick-nurse.

“ I have to see to everything, and be always there to put 
on the poultices and the ice.”

He read those words again and again, and once more he 
was conscious of a stirring of anger, of revolt, such as he had 
felt on the night after Hermione’s departure when he was 
alone on the terrace. She was his wife, his woman. What 
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right had she to be tending another man? His imagination 
began to work quickly now, and he frowned as he looked up 
at the blue. He forgot all the rest of Hermione’s letter, all 
her love of him and her longing to be back in Sicily with him, 
and thought only of her friendship for Artois, of her ministra
tions to Artois. And something within him sickened at the 
thought of the intimacy between patient and nurse, raged 
against it, till he felt revengeful. The wild unreasonableness 
of his feeling did not occur to him now. He hated that his 
wife should be performing these offices for Artois, he hated 
that she had chosen to go to him, that she had considered it to 
be her duty to go.

Had it been only a sense of duty that had called her to 
Africa?

When he asked himself this question he could not hesitate 
what answer to give. Even this new jealousy, this jealousy 
°f the Sicilian within him, could not trick him into the belief 
that Hermione had wanted to leave him.

Yet his feeling of bitterness, of being wronged, persisted 
and grew.

When, after a very long time, Gaspare came to show him 
a letter written in large round hand, he was still hot with the 
sense of injury. And a new question was beginning to tor
ment him. What must Artois think?

“ Aren’t you going to write, signorino? ” asked Gaspare, 
when Maurice had read his letter and approved it.

“ I? ” he said.
He saw an expression of surprise on Gaspare’s face.
“Yes, of course. I’ll write now. Help me up. I feel 

so lazy! "
Gaspare seized his hands, and pulled, laughing. Maurice 

stood up and stretched.
“ You are more lazy than I, signore,” said Gaspare. 

Shall I write for you, too ? ”
“ No, no.”
He spoke abstractedly.
“ Don’t you know what to say? ”
Maurice looked at him swiftly. The boy had divined the 

truth. In his present mood it would be difficult for him to 
write to Hermione. Still, he must do it. He went up to the 
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cottage and sat down at the writing-table with Hermione’s 
letter beside him.

He read it again carefully, then began to write. Now he 
was faintly aware of the unreason of his previous mood and 
quite resolved not to express it, but while he was writing of 
his every-day life in Sicily a vision of the sick-room in Africa 
came before him again. He saw his wife shut in with Artois, 
tending him. It was night, warm and dark. The sick man 
was hot with fever, and Hermione bent over him and laid her 
cool hand on his forehead.

Abruptly Maurice finished his letter and thrust it into an 
envelope.

“ Here, Gaspare! ” he said. “ Take the donkey and ride 
down with these to the post.”

“ How quick you have been, signore! I believe my letter 
to the signora is longer than yours.”

“ Perhaps it is. I don’t know. Off with you! ”
When Gaspare was gone, Maurice felt restless, almost as 

he had felt on the night when he had been left alone on the 
terrace. Then he had been companioned by a sensation of 
desertion, and had longed to break out into some new life, to 
take an ally against the secret enemy who was attacking him. 
He had wanted to have his Emile Artois as Hermione had hers. 
That was the truth of the matter. And his want had led him 
down to the sea. And now again he looked towards the sea, 
and again there was a call from it that summoned him.

He had not seen Maddalena since Gaspare came to seek 
him in the Sirens’ Isle. He had scarcely wanted to see her. 
The days had glided by in the company of Gaspare, and no 
moment of them had been heavy or had lagged upon its way.

But now he heard again the call from the sea.
Hermione was with her friend. Why should not he have 

his? But he did not go down the path to the ravine, for he 
thought of Gaspare. He had tricked him once, while he 
slept in the cave, and once Gaspare had tracked him to the 
sirens’ house. They had spoken of the matter of Maddalena. 
He knew Gaspare. If he went off now to see Maddalena the 
boy would think that the sending him to the post was a pre
text, that he had been deliberately got out of the way. Such 
a crime could never be forgiven. Maurice knew enough about 
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the Sicilian character to be fully aware of that. And what 
had he to hide? Nothing. He must wait for Gaspare, and 
then he could set out for the sea.

It seemed to him a long time before he saw Tito, the donkey, 
tripping among the stones, and heard Gaspare’s voice hailing 
him from below. He was impatient to be off, and he shouted 
out,—

“ Presto, Gaspare, presto! "
He saw the boy’s arm swing as he tapped Tito behind with 

his switch, and the donkey’s legs moving in a canter.
“ What is it, signorino? Has anything happened?"
“ No. But—Gaspare, I’m going down to the sea."
“ To bathe? "
“ I may bathe. I’m not sure. It depends upon how I 

go."
“You are going to the Casa delle Sirene? ”
Maurice nodded.
“ I didn’t care to go off while you were away."
“ Do you wish me to come with you, signorino? "
The boy’s great eyes were searching him, yet he did not 

feel uncomfortable, although he wished to stand well with 
Gaspare. They were near akin, although different in rank 
and education. Between their minds there was a freemasonry 
of the south.

“ Do you want to come? " he said.
“ It’s as you like, signore."
He was silent for a moment; then he added,—
“ Salvatore might be there now. Do you want him to 

see you? "
“ Why not? "
A project began to form in his mind. If he took Gaspare 

with him they might go to the cottage more naturally. Gas
pare knew Salvatore and could introduce him, could say— 
well, that he wanted sometimes to go out fishing and would 
take Salvatore’s boat. Salvatore would see a prospect of 
money. And he—Maurice—did want to go out fishing. 
Suddenly he knew it. His spirits rose and he clapped Gaspare 
on the back.

“ Of course I do. I want to know Salvatore. Come along. 
We’ll take his boat one day and go out fishing."
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Gaspare’s grave face relaxed in a sly smile.
“ Signorino! ” he said, shaking his hand to and fro close to 

his nose. “ Birbante! ”
There was a world of meaning in his voice. Maurice 

laughed, joyously. He began to feel like an ingenious school
boy who was going to have a lark. There was neither thought 
of evil nor even a secret stirring of desire for it in him.

“ A rivederci, Lucrezia! ” he cried.
And they set off.
When they were not far from the sea, Gaspare said,—
“ Signorino, why do you like to come here? What is the 

good of it? ”
They had been walking in silence. Evidently these 

questions were the result of a process of thought which had 
been going on in the boy’s mind.

“ The good! ” said Maurice. “ What is the harm? ”
“ Well, here in Sicily, when a man goes to see a girl it is 

because he wants to love her.”
“ In England it is different, Gaspare. In England men 

and women can be friends. Why not?”
“You want just to be a friend of Maddalena? ”
“ Of course. I like to talk to the people. I want to 

understand them. Why shouldn’t I be friends with Madda
lena as—as I am with Lucrezia? ”

“ Oh, Lucrezia is your servant.”
“ It’s all the same.”
“ But perhaps Maddalena doesn’t know. We are Sicilians 

here, signore.”
“ What do you mean? That Maddalena might—non

sense, Gaspare! ”
There was a sound as of sudden pleasure, even sudden 

triumph, in his voice.
“ Are you sure you understand our girls, signore? ”
“ If Maddalena does like me there’s no harm in it. She 

knows who I am now. She knows I—she knows there is the 
signora.”

“ Si, signore. There is the signora. She is in Africa, but 
she is coming back.”

“ Of course ! ”
“ When the sick signore gets well? ”
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Maurice said nothing. He felt sure Gaspare was wonder

ing again, wondering that Hermione was in Africa.
“ I cannot understand how it is in England,” continued 

the boy. “ Here it is all quite different.”
Again jealousy stirred in Maurice, and a sensation almost 

of shame. For a moment he felt like a Sicilian husband at 
whom his neighbours point the two fingers of scorn, and he 
said something in his wrath which was unworthy.

“ You see how it is,” he said. “ If the signora can go to 
Africa to see her friend, I can come down here to see mine. 
That is how it is with the English.”

He did not even try to keep the jealousy out of his voice, 
his manner. Gaspare leaped to it.

“ You did not like the signora to go to Africa? ”
“ Oh, she will come back. It’s all right,” Maurice answered 

hastily. “ But, while she is there, it would be absurd if I 
might not speak to anyone.”

Gaspare’s burden of doubt, perhaps laid on his young 
shoulders by his loyalty to his padrona, was evidently 
lightened.

“ I see, signore,” he said. “ You can each have a friend. 
But have you explained to Maddalena? ”

“ If you think it necessary, I will explain.”
“ It would be better, because she is Sicilian, and she must 

think you love her.”
“ Gaspare! ”
The boy looked at him keenly and smiled.
“ You would like her to think that? ”
Maurice denied it vigorously, but Gaspare only shook his 

head and said,—
“ I know, I know. Girls are nicest when they think that, 

because they are pleased and they want us to go on. You 
think I see nothing, signorino, but I saw it all in Maddalena’s 
face. Per Dio!”

And he laughed aloud, with the delight of a boy who has 
discovered something, and feels that he is clever and a man. 
And Maurice laughed too, not without a pride that was 
joyous. The heart of his youth, the wild heart, bounded 
within him, and the glory of the sun, and the passionate blue 
of the sea seemed suddenly deeper, more intense, more sym
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pathetic, as if they felt with him, as if they knew the rapture 
of youth, as if they were created to call it forth, to condone its 
carelessness, to urge it to some almost fierce fulfilment.

“ Salvatore is there, signorino.”
“ How do you know? ”
“ I saw the smoke from his pipe. Look, there it is 

again ! ”
A tiny trail of smoke curled up, and faded in the blue.
“ I will go first because of Maddalena. Girls are silly. И 

I do this at her she will understand. If not she may show her 
father you have been here before.”

He closed one eye in a large and expressive wink.
“ Birbante! ”
“ It is good to be birbante sometimes.”
He went out from the trees and Maurice heard his voice, 

then a man’s, then Maddalena’s. He waited where he was 
till he heard Gaspare say,—

“ The padrone is just behind. Signorino, where are you? ”
“ Here! ” he answered, coming into the open with a care

less air.
Before the cottage door in the sunshine a great fishing-net 

was drying, fastened to two wooden stakes. Near it stood 
Salvatore, dressed in a dark blue jersey, with a soft black hat 
tilted over his left ear, above which was stuck a yellow flower. 
Maddalena was in the doorway looking very demure. It was 
evident that the wink of Gaspare had been seen and compre
hended. She stole a glance at Maurice but did not move. 
Her father took off his hat with an almost wildly polite 
gesture, and said, in a loud voice,—

“ Buona sera, signore.”
° Buona sera,” replied Maurice, holding out his hand.
Salvatore took it in a large grasp.
“You are the signore who lives up on Monte Amato with 

the English lady? ”
“ Yes.”
“ I know. She has gone to Africa.”
He stared at Maurice while he spoke, with small, twinkling 

eyes, round which was a minute and intricate web of wrinkles, 
and again Maurice felt almost—or was it quite?—ashamed. 
What were these Sicilians thinking of him?
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“ The signora will be back almost directly," he said. “ Is 
this your daughter? ’’

“Yes, Maddalena. Bring a chair for the signore, Madda
lena."

Maddalena obeyed. There was a slight flush on her face 
and she did not look at Maurice. Gaspare stood pulling 
gently at the stretched-out net, and smiling. That he en
joyed the mild deceit of the situation was evident. Maurice, 
too, felt amused and quite at his ease now. His sensation of 
shame had fleeted away, leaving only a conviction that Her
mione’s absence gave him a right to snatch all the pleasure he 
could from the hands of the passing hour.

He drew out his cigar-case and offered it to Salvatore.
“ One day I want to come fishing with you if you’ll take 

me," he said.
Salvatore looked eager. A prospect of money floated 

before him.
“ I can show you fine sport, signore," he answered, taking 

one of the long Havanas and examining it with almost volup
tuous interest as he turned it round and round in his salty, 
brown fingers. “ But you should come out at dawn, and it 
is far from the mountain to the sea."

“ Couldn’t I sleep here, so as to be ready? "
He stole a glance at Maddalena. She was looking at her 

feet, and twisting the front of her short dress, but her 
lips were twitching with a smile which she tried to 
repress.

“ Couldn t I sleep here to-night? " he added, boldly.
Salvatore looked more eager. He loved money almost as 

an Arab loves it, with anxious greed. Doubtless Arab blood 
ran in his veins. It was easy to see from whom Maddalena 
had inherited her Eastern appearance. She reproduced, on 
a diminished scale, her father’s outline of face, but that which 
was gentle, mysterious, and alluring in her, in him was in
formed with a rugged wildness. There was something bird
like and predatory in his boldly curving nose with its narrow 
nostrils, in his hard-lipped mouth, full of splendid teeth, in 
his sharp and pushing chin. His whole body, wide-shouldered 
and deep-chested, as befitted a man of the sea, looked savage 
and fierce, but full of an intensity of manhood that was 
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striking, and his gestures and movements, the glance of his 
penetrating eyes, the turn of his well-poised head, revealed 
a primitive and passionate nature, a nature with something 
of the dagger in it, steely, sharp, and deadly.

“ But, signore, our home is very poor. Look, signore! ”
A turkey strutted out through the doorway, elongating 

its neck and looking nervously intent.
“ Ps—sh—sh—sh! ”
He shooed it away, furiously waving his arms.
“ And what could you eat ? There is only bread and 

wine.”
“ And the yellow cheese ! ” said Maurice.
“ The—? ” Salvatore looked sharply interrogative.
“ I mean, there is always cheese, isn't there, in Sicily, 

cheese and macaroni? But if there isn’t, it’s all right. Any
thing will do for me, and I’ll buy all the fish we take from you, 
and Maddalena here shall cook it for us when we come back 
from the sea. Will you, Maddalena? ”

“ Si, signore.”
The answer came in a very small voice.
“ The signore is too good.”
Salvatore was looking openly voracious now.
“ I can sleep on the floor.”
“ No, signore. We have beds, we have two fine beds. 

Come in and see.”
With not a little pride he led Maurice into the cottage, 

and showed him the bed on which he had already 
slept.

“ That will be for the signore, Gaspare.”
“ Si—è molto bello.”
“ Maddalena and I—we will sleep in the outer room.”
“ And I, Salvatore? ” demanded the boy.
“You! Do you stay too? ”
“ Of course. Don’t I stay, signore? ”
“ Yes, if Lucrezia won’t be frightened.”
“ It does not matter if she is. When we do not come back 

she will keep Guglielmo, the contadino.”
“ Of course you must stay. You can sleep with me. 

And to-night we’ll play cards and sing and dance. Have you 
got any cards, Salvatore? ”
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“ Si, signore. They are dirty, but—”
“ That’s all right. And we’ll sit outside and tell stories, 

stories of brigands and the sea. Salvatore, when you know 
me, you’ll know I’m a true Sicilian.”

He grasped Salvatore’s hand, but he looked at Maddalena.



XII

NJ IGHT had come to the Sirens' Isle—a night that was 
1 ' warm, gentle, and caressing. In the cottage two 
candles were lit, and the wick was burning in the glass before 
the Madonna. Outside the cottage door, on the flat bit of 
ground that faced the wide sea, Salvatore and his daughter, 
Maurice and Gaspare, were seated round the table finishing 
their simple meal, for which Salvatore had many times 
apologised. Their merry voices, their hearty laughter rang 
out in the darkness, and below the sea made answer, murmur
ing against the rocks.

At the same moment in an Arab house Hermione bent over 
a sick man, praying against death, whose footsteps she seemed 
already to hear coming into the room and approaching the 
bed on which he tossed, white with agony. And when he was 
quiet for a little and ceased from moving, she sat with her 
hand on his and thought of Sicily, and pictured her husband 
alone under the stars upon the terrace before the priest’s 
house, and imagined him thinking of her. The dry leaves of a 
palm-tree under the window of the room creaked in the light 
wind that blew over the flats, and she strove to hear the 
delicate rustling of the leaves of olive-trees.

Salvatore had little food to offer his guests, only bread, 
cheese, and small, black olives ; but there was plenty of good 
red wine, and when the time of brindisi was come Salvatore 
and Gaspare called for health after health, and rivalled each 
other in wild poetic efforts, improvising extravagant com
pliments to Maurice, to the absent signora, to Maddalena, and 
even to themselves. And with each toast the wine went down 
till Maurice called a halt.

“ I am a real Sicilian," he said. “ But if I drink any more 
I shall be under the table. Get out the cards, Salvatore. 
Sette e mezzo, and I’ll put down the stakes. No one to go 
above twenty-five centesimi, with fifty for the doubling. 
Gaspare’s sure to win. He always does. And I’ve just one

170
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cigar apiece. There’s no wind. Bring out the candles and 
let’s play out here.”

Gaspare ran for the candles while Salvatore got the cards, 
^ell-thumbed and dirty. Maddalena’s long eyes were danc- 
lng. Such a festa as this was rare in her life, for, dwelling far 
from the village, she seldom went to any dance or festivity. 
Her blood was warm with the wine and with joy, and the 
Youth in her seemed to flow like the sea in a flood tide. 
Scarcely ever before had she seen her harsh father so riotously 
gay, so easy with a stranger, and she knew in her heart that 
this was her festival. Maurice’s merry and ardent eyes told 
her that, and Gaspare’s smiling glances of boyish understand- 
lng. She felt excited, almost light-headed, childishly proud 
°f herself. If only some of the girls of Marechiaro could see, 
could know!

When the cards were thrown upon the table, and Maurice 
had dealt out a lira to each one of the players as stakes, and 
cried, “ Maddalena and I’ll share against you, Salvatore, and 
Gaspare ! ” she felt that she had nothing more to wish for, that 
she was perfectly happy. But she was happier still, when, 
after a series of games, Maurice pushed back his chair and 
said,— 

Salvatore, you are like Gaspare, you 
Together you can’t be beaten. But

“ I’ve had enough, 
have the devil’s luck.
now you play against each other and let’s see who wins. 
I’ll put down twenty-five lire. Play till one of you’s won 
every soldo of it. Play all night if you like.”

And he counted out the little paper notes on the table,
giving two to Salvatore and two to Gaspare, and putting one 
under a candlestick.

“ I’ll keep the score,” he added, pulling out a pencil and a 
sheet of paper. “ No play higher than fifty, with a lira when 
one of you makes ‘ sette e mezzo ’ with under four cards.”

“ Per Dio! ” cried Gaspare, flushed with excitement. 
“ Avanti, Salvatore! ”

“ Avanti, Avanti! ” cried Salvatore, in answer, pulling his 
chair close up to the table, and leaning forward, looking like a 
handsome bird of prey in the faint candlelight.

They cut for deal and began to play, while Maddalena and 
Maurice watched.



172 THE CALL OF THE BLOOD
When Sicilians gamble they forget everything but the game 

and the money which it brings to them or takes from them- 
Salvatore and Gaspare were at once passionately intent on their 
cards, and as the night drew on and fortune favoured first one 
and then the other, they lost all thought of everything except 
the twenty-five lire which were at stake. When Maddalena 
slipped away into the darkness they did not notice her de
parture, and when Maurice laid down the paper on which he 
had tried to keep the score, and followed her, they were in
different. They needed no score-keeper, for they had Sicilian 
memories for money matters. Over the table they leaned, 
the two candles, now burning low, illuminating their intense 
faces, their violent eyes, their brown hands that dealt and 
gathered up the cards, and held them warily, alert for the 
cheating that in Sicily, when possible, is ever part of the 
game.

“ Carta da cinquanta! ”
They had forgotten Maurice’s limit for the stakes.
“ Carta da cento! ”
Their voices died away from Maurice’s ears, as he stole 

through the darkness seeking Maddalena.
Where had she gone and why? The last question he could 

surely answer, for as she stole past him silently, her long, 
mysterious eyes, that seemed to hold in their depths some 
enigma of the East, had rested on his with a glance that was an 
invitation. They had not boldly summoned him. They had 
lured him, as an echo might, pathetic in its thrilling frailty. 
And now, as he walked softly over the dry grass, he thought of 
those eyes as he had first seen them in the pale light that had 
preceded the dawn. Then they had been full of curiosity, 
like a young animal’s. Now surely they were changed. Once 
they had asked a question. They delivered a summons to
night. What was in them to-night? The mystery of young 
maidenhood, southern, sunlit, on the threshold of experience, 
waking to curious knowledge, to a definite consciousness of the 
meaning of its dreams, of the truth of its desires.

When he was out of hearing of the card-players Maurice 
stood still. He felt the breath of the sea on his face. He heard 
the murmur of the sea everywhere around him, a murmur 
that in its level monotony excited him, thrilled him, as the 
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level monotony of desert music excites the African in the still 
places of the sand. His pulses were beating, and there was an 
almost savage light in his eyes. Something in the atmosphere 
of the sea-bound retreat made him feel emancipated, as if he 
had stepped out of the prison of civilised life into a larger, 
more thoughtless existence, an existence for which his inner 
nature fitted him, for which he had surely been meant all these 
years that he had lived, unconscious of what he really was and 
°f what he really needed.

“ How happy I could have been as a Sicilian fisherman! ” 
he thought. “ How happy I could be now! ”

“St! St!”
He looked round quickly.
“St! St!”
It must be Maddalena, but where was she? He moved 

forward till he was at the edge of the land where the tiny path 
Wound steeply downwards to the sea. There she was standing 
with her face turned in his direction, and her lips opened 
to repeat the little summoning sound.

“ How did you know I was there? ” he whispered as he 
Joined her. “ Did you hear me come? ”

“ No, signore.”
“ Then—”
“ Signorino, I felt that you were there.”
He smiled. It pleased him to think that he threw out some 

thing, some invisible thread, perhaps, that reached her and told 
her of his nearness. Such communication made sympathy. 
He did not say it to himself, but his sensation to-night was that 
everything was in sympathy with him, the night with its stars, 
the sea with its airs and voices, Maddalena with her long eyes 
and her brown hands, and her knowledge of his presence 
When she did not see or hear him.

“ Let us go down to the sea,” he said.
He longed to be nearer to that low and level sound that 

moved and excited him in the night.
“ Father’s boat is there,” she said. “ It is so calm to-night 

that he did not bring it round into the bay.”
“ If we go out in it for a minute, will he mind ? ”
A sly look came into her face.
“ He will not know,” she said. “ With all that money
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Gaspare and he will play till dawn. Per Dio, signore, you are 
birbante! ”

She gave a little low laugh.
“ So you think I—”
He stopped. What need was there to go on? She had 

read him and was openly rejoicing in what she thought his 
slyness.

“ And my father,” she added, “ is a fox of the sea, signore. 
Ask Gaspare if there is another who is like him. You will 
see! When they stop playing at dawn the twenty-five lire 
will be in his pocket ! ”

She spoke with pride.
“ But Gaspare is so lucky,” said Matnice.
“ Gaspare is only a boy. How can he cheat better than my 

father? ”
“ They cheat then! ”
“ Of course, when they can. Why not, madonna! ” 
Maurice burst out laughing.
“ And you call me birbante! ” he said.
“To know what my father loves best! Signorino! 

Signorino! ”
She shook her out-stretched forefinger to and fro near her 

nose, smiling, with her head a little on one side like a crafty 
child.

“ But why, Maddalena, why should I wish your father to 
play cards till the dawn ? Tell me that ! Why should not I 
wish him, all of us, to go to bed? ”

“ You are not sleepy, signorino! ”
“ I shall be in the morning when it’s time to fish.”
“ Then perhaps you will not fish.”
“ But I must. That is why I have stayed here to-night, 

to be ready to go to sea in the morning.”
She said nothing, only smiled again. He felt a longing to 

shake her in joke. She was such a child now. And yet a few 
minutes ago her dark eyes had lured him, and he had felt almost 
as if in seeking her he sought a mystery.

“ Don’t you believe me? ” he asked.
But she only answered, with her little gesture of smiling 

rebuke,—
“ Signorino! Signorino! ”
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He did not protest, for now they were down by the sea, 

and saw the fishing-boats swaying gently on the water.
“ Get in, Maddalena. I will row.”
He untied the rope, while she stepped lightly in, then he 

pushed the boat off, jumping in himself from the rocks.
“ You are like a fisherman, signore,” said Maddalena.
He smiled and drew the great bladed oars slowly through 

the calm water, leaning towards her with each stroke and 
looking into her eyes.

“ I wish I were really a fisherman,” he said, “ like your 
father! ”

“ Why, signore? ” she asked, in astonishment.
“ Because it’s a free life, because it’s a life I should love.” 
She still looked at him with surprise.
“ But a fisherman has few soldi, signorino.”
“ Maddalena,” he said, letting the oars drift in the water, 

there’s only one good thing in the world and that is to be free 
ln a life that is natural to one.”

He drew up his feet on to the wooden bench and clasped his 
hands round his knees, and sat thus, looking at her while she 
faced him in the stern of the boat. He had not turned the 
boat round. So Maddalena had her face towards the land, 
While his was set towards the open sea.

“ It isn’t having many soldi that makes happiness,” he 
Went on. “ Gaspare thinks it is, and Lucrezia, and I dare 
Say your father would—”

" Oh, yes, signore! In Sicily we all think so! ”
“ And so they do in England. But it isn’t true.”
“ But if you have many soldi you can do anything.”
He shook his head.
“ No you can’t. I have plenty of soldi, but I can’t always 

live here, and I can’t always live as I do now. Some day I shall 
have to go away from Sicily—I shall have to go back and live 
in London.”

As he said the last words he seemed to see London rise up 
before him in the night, with shadowy domes and towers and 
chimneys; he seemed to hear through the exquisite silence of 
night upon the sea the mutter of its many voices.

“ It’s beastly there! It’s beastly! ”
And he set his teeth almost viciously.
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“ Why must you go then, signorino? ”
“ Why? Oh, I have work to do.”
“ But if you are rich why must you work? ”
“ Well—I—I can’t explain in Italian. But my father 

expects me to.”
“ To get more rich? ”
“ Yes, I suppose.”
“ But if you are rich why cannot you live as you please? ’
“ I don’t know, Maddalena. But the rich scarcely ever 

live really as they please, I think. Their soldi won’t let them, 
perhaps.”

“ I don’t understand, signore.”
“ Well, a man must do something, must get on, and if I 

Uved always here I should do nothing but enjoy myself.”
He was silent for a minute. Then he said,—
“ And that’s aU I want to do, just to enjoy myself here in 

the sun.”
“Are you happy here, signorino?”
“Yes, tremendously happy.”
“ Why? ”
“ Why—because it’s Sicily here! Aren’t you happy? ”
“ I don’t know, signorino.”
She said it with simplicity and looked at him almost as if 

she were inquiring of him whether she were happy or not. 
That look tempted him.

“Don’t you know whether you are happy to-night?" 
he asked, putting an emphasis on the last word, and looking 
at her more steadily, almost cruelly.

“ Oh, to-night—it is a festa.”
“ A festa? Why? ”
“ Why? Because it is different from other nights. On 

other nights I am alone with my father.”
“ And to-night you are alone with me. Does that make it a 

festa? ”
She looked down.
“ I don’t know, signorino.”
The childish merriment and slyness had gone out of her 

now, and there was a softness almost of sentimentality in her 
attitude, as she drooped her head and moved one hand to and 
fro on the gunwale of the boat, touching the wood, now here,
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now there, as if she were picking up something and dropping 
it gently into the sea.

Suddenly Maurice wondered about Maddalena. He won
dered whether she had ever had a Sicilian lover, whether she 
had one now.

“You are not ‘ promised/ are you, Maddalena? ” he asked, 
leaning a little nearer to her. He saw the red come into her 
brown skin. She shook her head without looking up or 
speaking.

“ I wonder why,” he said. “ I think—I think there must 
be men who want you.”

She slightly raised her head.
“ Oh, yes, there are, signore. But—but I must wait till 

my father chooses one.”
“ Your father will choose the man who is to be your 

husband? ”
“ Of course, signore.”
“ But perhaps you won’t like him.”
“ Oh, I shall have to like him, signore.”
She did not speak with any bitterness or sarcasm, but with 

Perfect simplicity. A feeling of pity that was certainly not 
Sicilian but that came from the English blood in him stole into 
Maurice’s heart. Maddalena looked so soft and young in the 
dim beauty of the night, so ready to be cherished, to be treated 
tenderly, or with the ardour that is the tender cruelty of 
Passion, that her child-like submission to the Sicilian code 
Woke in him an almost hot pugnacity. She would be given, 
Perhaps, to some hard brute of a fisherman who had scraped 
together more soldi than his fellows, or to some coarse, avaricious 
contadino who would make her toil till her beauty vanished, 
and she changed into a bowed, wrinkled, withered, sun-dried 
bag, while she was yet young in years.

“ I wish,” he said, “ I wish, when you have to marry, I 
could choose your husband, Maddalena.”

She lifted her head quite up and regarded him with wonder.
‘ You, signorino! Why? ”
‘ Because I would choose a man who would be very good 

to you, who would love you and work for you and always think 
of you, and never look at another woman. That is how your 
husband should be.”

M
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She looked more wondering.
“ Are you like that, then, signore? ” she asked. “ With 

the signora? ”
Maurice unclasped his hands from his knees, and dropped 

his feet down from the bench.
“ I ! ” he said, in a voice that had changed. “ Oh—yes—I 

don’t know.”
He took the oars again and began to row further out to sea.
“ I was talking about you,” he said almost roughly.
“ I have never seen your signora,” said Maddalena. “ What 

is she like? ” Maurice saw Hermione before him in the night, 
tall, flat, with her long arms, her rugged intelligent face, her 
enthusiastic brown eyes.

“ Is she pretty? ” continued Maddalena. “ Is she as young 
as I am? ”

“ She is good, Maddalena,” Maurice answered.
“ Is she santa? ”
“ I don’t mean that. But she is good to every one.”
“ But is she pretty, too? ” she persisted. “ And young? ”
“ She is not at all old. Some day you shall see—”
He checked himself. He had been going to say, “ Some day 

you shall see her.”
“ And she is very clever,” he said after a moment.
“Clever?” said Maddalena, evidently not understanding 

what he meant.
“ She can understand many things and she has read many 

books.”
“ But what is the good of that ? Why should a girl read 

many books? ”
“ She is not a girl.”
“ Not a girl! ”
She looked at him with amazed eves and her voice was full 

of amazement.
“ How old are you, signorino? ” she asked.
" How old do you think? ”
She considered him carefully for a long time.
“ Old enough to make the visit,” she said at length.
“ The visit ? ”
“ Yes.”
“ What? Oh, do you mean to be a soldier? ”
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“ Si, signore. ’
“ That would be twenty, wouldn’t it? ”
She nodded.
“ I am older than that. I am twenty-four.”
“ Truly? ”
“ Truly.”
“ And is the signora twenty-four, too? ”
“ Maddalena! ” Maurice exclaimed, with a sudden im

patience that was almost fierce. “ Why do you keep on 
talking about the signora to-night? This is your festa. The 
signora is in Africa, a long way off—there—across the sea.” 
He stretched out his arm, and pointed towards the wide waters 
above which the stars were watching. “ When she comes 
back you can see her, if you wish—but now—”

“ When is she coming back? ” asked the girl.
There was an odd pertinacity in her character, almost an 

obstinacy, despite her young softness and gentleness.
“ I don’t know, ’ Maurice said, with difficulty controlling 

his gathering impatience.
" Why did she go away? ”
“ To nurse some one who is ill.”
“ She went all alone across the sea? ”
“ Yes.”
Maddalena turned and looked into the dimness of the sea 

with a sort of awe.
“ I should be afraid,” she said after a pause.
And she shivered slightly.
Maurice had let go the oars again. He felt a longing to 

Put his arm round her when he saw her shiver. The night 
created many longings in him, a confusion of longings, of which 
he was just becoming aware.

“ You are a child,” he said, “ and have never been away 
from your ‘ paese.’ ”

“ Yes, I have.”
“ Where? ”
“ I have been to the fair of San Felice.”
He smiled.
“ Oh—San Felice! And did you go in the train? ”
“ Oh, no, signore. I went on a donkey. It was last year, 

ln June. It was beautiful. There were women there in blue 
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silk dresses with earrings as long as that ”—she measured their 
length in the air with her brown fingers—“ and there was a 
boy from Napoli, a real Napolitano, who sang and danced as 
we do not dance here. I was very happy that day. And 1 
was given an image of Sant’ Abbondio.”

She looked at him with a sort of dignity, as if expecting 
him to be impressed.

“ Carissima! ” he whispered, almost under his breath.
Her little air of pride, as of a travelled person, enchanted 

him, even touched him, he scarcely knew why, as he had never 
been enchanted or touched by any London beauty.

“ I wish I had been at the fair with you. I would have 
given you—”

“ What, signorino? ” she interrupted, eagerly.
“ A blue silk dress and a pair of earrings longer—much 

longer—than those women wore.”
“Really, signorino! Really?”
“ Really and truly! Do you doubt me? ”
“ No.”
She sighed.
“ How I wish you had been there! But this year—” 
She stopped, hesitating.
“ Yes—this year? ”
“ In June there will be the fair again.”
He moved from his seat, softly and swiftly, turned the 

boat’s prow towards the open sea, then went and sat down by 
her in the stem.

“ We will go there,” he said, “ you and I and Gaspare—” 
“ And my father.”
“ All of us together.”
“ And if the signora is back? ”
Maurice was conscious of a desire that startled him like a 

sudden stab from something small and sharp—the desire that 
on that day Hermione should not be with him in Sicily.

“ I daresay the signora will not be back.”
“ But if she is will she come, too? ”
“ Do you think you would like it better if she came? ”
He was so close to her now that his shoulder touched hers. 

Their faces were set seaward and were kissed by the breath of 
the sea. Their eyes saw the same stars and were kissed by 



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD 181
the light of the stars. And the subtle murmur of the tide 
spoke to them both as if they were one.

“ Do you? ” he repeated. “ Do you think so? ”
“ Chi lo sa? ” she responded.
He thought, when she said that, that her voice sounded 

less simple than before.
“ You do know! ” he said.
She shook her head.
“ You do! ” he repeated.
He stretched out his hand and took her hand. He had to 

take it.
“ Why don’t you tell me? ”
She had turned her head away from him, and now, speak

ing as if to the sea, she said,—
“ Perhaps if she was there you could not give me the blue 

silk dress and the—and the earrings. Perhaps she would 
not like it.”

For a moment he thought he was disappointed by her 
answer. Then he knew that he loved it, for its utter natural
ness, its laughable naïveté. It seemed, too, to set him right 
in his own eyes, to sweep away a creeping feeling that had been 
beginning to trouble him. He was playing with a child. That 
Was all. There was no harm in it. And when he had kissed 
her in the dawn he had been kissing a child, playfully, kindly, 
as a big brother might. And if he kissed her now it would 
mean nothing to her. And if it did mean something—just 
a little more—to him, that did not matter.

“ Bambina mia! ” he said.
“ I am not a bambina,” she said, turning towards him 

again.
“Yes you are.”
“ Then you are a bambino.”
“Why not? I feel like a boy to-night, like a naughty 

little boy.”
“ Naughty, signorino? ”
“ Yes, because I want to do something that I ought not to 

do.”
“ What is it? ”
“ This, Maddalena.”
And he kissed her. It was the first time he had kissed her 
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in darkness, for on his second visit to the sirens’ house he had 
only taken her hand and held it, and that was nothing. The 
kiss in the dawn had been light, gay, a sort of laughing good
bye to a kind hostess who was of a class that, he supposed, 
thought little of kisses. But this kiss in the night, on the sea, 
was different. Only when he had given it did he understand 
how different it was, how much more it meant to him. For 
Maddalena returned it gently with her warm young lips, and 
her response stirred something at his heart that was surely the 
very essence of the life within him.

He held her hands.
“ Maddalena! ” he said, and there was in his voice a 

startled sound. “ Maddalena! ”
Again Hermione had risen up before him in the night, 

almost as one who walked upon the sea. He was conscious 
of wrong-doing. The innocence of his relation with Maddalena 
seemed suddenly to be tarnished, and the happiness of the 
starry night to be clouded. He felt like one who, in summer, 
becomes aware of a heaviness creeping into the atmosphere, 
the message of a coming tempest that will presently transform 
the face of nature. Surely there was a mist before the faces 
of the stars.

She said nothing, only looked at him as if she wanted to 
know many things which only he could tell her, which he had 
begun to tell her. That was her fascination for his leaping 
youth, his wild heart of youth—this ignorance and this desire 
to know. He had sat in spirit at the feet of Hermione and 
loved her with a sort of boyish humbleness. Now one sat at 
his feet. And the attitude woke up in him a desire that was 
fierce in its intensity, the desire to teach Maddalena the great 
realities of love.

“ Hi—у і—yi—yi—yi ! ”
Faintly there came to them a cry across the sea.
“ Gaspare! ” Maurice said.
He turned his head. In the darkness, high up, he saw a 

light, descending, ascending, then describing a wild circle.
“ Hi—yi—yi—yi! ”

Row back, signorino ! They have done playing, and my 
father will be angry.”

He moved, took the oars, and sent the boat towards the 
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island. The physical exertion calmed him, restored him to 
himself.

“ After all,” he thought, “ there is no harm in it.”
And he laughed.
“ Which has won, Maddalena? ” he said, looking back at 

her over his shoulder, for he was standing up and rowing with 
his face towards the land.

“ I hope it is my father, signorino. If he has got the 
money he will not be angry; but if Gaspare has it—”

“ Your father is a fox of the sea, and can cheat better than 
a boy. Don’t be frightened.”

When they reached the land, Salvatore and Gaspare met 
them. Gaspare’s face was glum, but Salvatore’s small eyes 
were sparkling.

“ I have won it all—all! ” he said. “ Ecco! ”
And he held out his hand with the notes.
“Salvatore is birbante!” said Gaspare, sullenly. “He 

did not win it fairly. I saw him—”
“ Never mind, Gaspare! ” said Maurice.
He put his hand on the boy’s shoulder.
“ To-morrow I’ll give you the same,” he whispered.
“ And now,” he added, aloud, “ let’s go to bed. I’ve been 

rowing Maddalena round the island and I’m tired. I shall 
sleep like a top.”

As they went up the steep path he took Salvatore 
familiarly by the arm.

“ You are too clever, Salvatore,” he said. ” You play 
too well for Gaspare.”

Salvatore chuckled and handled the five-lire notes 
voluptuously.

“ Cci basu li manu! ” he said. “ Cci basu h manu! ”



XIII

ЛІ AURICE lay on the big bed in the inner room of the
A sirens’ house, under the tiny light that burned before 

Maria Addolorata. The door of the house was shut, and he 
heard no more the murmur of the sea. Gaspare was curled 
up on the floor, on a bed made of some old sacking, with his 
head buried in his jacket, which he had taken off to use as a 
pillow. In the far room Maddalena and her father were 
asleep. Maurice could hear their breathing, Maddalena’s 
light and faint, Salvatore’s heavy and whistling, and degenerat
ing now and then into a sort of stifled snore. But sleep did 
not come to Maurice. His eyes were open, and his clasped 
hands supported his head. He was thinking, thinking 
almost angrily.

He loved joy as few Englishmen love it, but as many 
southerners love it. His nature needed joy, was made to be 
joyous. And such natures resent the intrusion into their 
existence of any complications which make for tragedy as 
northern natures seldom resent anything. To-night Maurice 
had a grievance against fate, and he was considering it wrath- 
fully and not without confusion.

Since he had kissed Maddalena in the night he was dis
turbed, almost unhappy. And yet he was surely face to face 
with something that was more than happiness. The dancing 
faun was dimly aware that in his nature there was not only the 
capacity for gaiety, for the performance of the tarantella, but 
also a capacity for violence which he had never been conscious 
of when he was in England. It had surely been developed 
within him by the sun, by the coming of the heat in this 
delicious land. It was like an intoxication of the blood, some
thing that went to head as well as heart. He wondered what 
it meant, what it might lead him to. Perhaps he had been 
faintly aware of its beginnings on that day when jealousy 
dawned within him as he thought of his wife, his woman, 
nursing her friend in Africa. Now it was gathering strength 
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like a stream flooded by rains, but it was taking a different 
direction in its course.

He turned upon the pillow so that he could see the light 
burning before the Madonna. The face of the Madonna was 
faintly visible—a long, meek face, with downcast eyes. 
Maddalena crossed herself often when she looked at that face. 
Maurice put up his hand to make the sign, then dropped it 
with a heavy sigh. He was not a Catholic. His religion— 
what was it? Sun-worship perhaps, the worship of the body, 
the worship of whim. He did not know or care much. He 
felt so full of life and energy that the far, far future after 
death scarcely interested him. The present was his concern, 
the present after that kiss in the night. He had loved Her
mione. Surely he loved her now. He did love her now. 
And yet when he had kissed her he had never been shaken by 
the headstrong sensation that had hold of him to-night, the 
desire to run wild in love. He looked up to Hermione. The 
feeling of reverence had been a governing factor in his love for 
her. Now it seemed to him that a feeling of reverence was a 
barrier in the path of love, something to create awe, admira
tion, respect, but scarcely the passion that irresistibly draws 
man to woman. And yet he did love Hermione. He was 
confused, horribly confused.

For he knew that his longing was towards Maddalena.
He would like to rise up in the dawn, to take her in his arms, 

to carry her off in a boat upon the sea, or to set her on a mule 
and lead her up far away into the recesses of the mountains. 
By rocky paths he would lead her, beyond the olives and the 
vines, beyond the last cottage of the contadini, up to some 
eyrie from which they could look down upon the sunlit world. 
He wanted to be in wildness with her, inexorably divided 
from all the trammels of civilisation. A desire of savagery 
had hold upon him to-night. He did not go into detail. He 
did not think of how they would pass their days. Every
thing presented itself to him broadly, tumultuously, with a 
surging, onward movement of almost desperate advance.

He wanted to teach those dark, inquiring young eyes all 
that they asked to know, to set in them the light of know
ledge, to make them a woman’s eyes.

And that he could never do.
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His whole body was throbbing with heat, and tingling 

with a desire of movement, of activity. The knowledge that 
all this beating energy was doomed to uselessness, was born 
to do nothing, tortured him.

He tried to think steadily of Hermione, but he found the 
effort a difficult one. She was remote from his body, and 
that physical remoteness seemed to set her far from his spirit, 
too. In him, though he did not know it, was awake to-night 
the fickleness of the south, of the southern spirit that forgets 
so quickly what is no longer near to the southern body. The 
sun makes bodily men, makes very strong the chariot of the 
flesh. Sight and touch are needful, the actions of the body, 
to keep the truly southern spirit true. Maurice could neither 
touch nor see Hermione. In her unselfishness she had com
mitted the error of dividing herself from him. The natural 
consequences of that self-sacrifice were springing up now like 
the little yellow flowers in the grasses of the lemon-groves. 
With all her keen intelligence she made the mistake of the 
enthusiast, that of reading into those whom she loved her own 
shining qualities, of seeing her own sincerities, her own faith
fulness, her own strength, her own utter loyalty looking out 
on her from them. | She would probably have denied that 
this was so, but so it was. At this very moment in Africa, 
while she watched at the bedside of Artois, she was thinking 
of her husband’s love for her, loyalty to her, and silently bless
ing him for it; she was thanking God that she had drawn such 
a prize in the lottery of life. And had she been already 
separated from Maurice for six months she would never have 
dreamed of doubting his perfect loyalty now that he had 
once loved her and taken her to be his. The “ all in all or not 
at all ” nature had been given to Hermione. She must live, 
rejoice, suffer, die, according to that nature. She knew much, 
but she did not know how to hold herself back, how to be 
cautious where she loved, how to dissect the thing she delighted 
in. She would never know that, so she would never really 
know her husband, as Artois might learn to know him, even 
had already known him. She would never fully understand 
the tremendous barriers set up between people by the different 
strains of blood in them, the stern dividing lines that are 
drawn between the different races of the earth. Her nature



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD 187
told her that love can conquer all things. She was too enthu
siastic to be always far-seeing.

So now, while Maurice lay beneath the tiny light in the 
house of the sirens and was shaken by the wildness of desire, 
and thought of a mountain pilgrimage far up towards the sun 
with Maddalena in his arms, she sat by Artois’s bed and smiled 
to herself as she pictured the house of the priest, watched over 
by the stars of Sicily, and by her many prayers. Maurice 
was there, she knew, waiting for her return, longing for it as 
she longed for it. Artois turned on his pillow wearily, saw 
her, and smiled.

“ You oughtn’t to be here," he whispered. “ But I am 
glad you are here."

“ And I am glad, I am thankful I am here! " she said, truly.
“ If there is a God,” he said, “ He will bless you for this! " 
“ Hush! You must try to sleep."
She laid her hand in his.
“ God has blessed me," she thought, “ for all my poor 

little attempts at goodness, how far, far more than I deserve! "
And the gratitude within her was almost like an ache, like 

a beautiful pain of the heart.
In the morning Maurice put to sea with Gaspare and Sal

vatore. He knew the silvery calm of dawn on a day of sirocco. 
Everything was very still, in a warm and heavy stillness of 
silver that made the sweat run down at the least movement 
or effort. Masses of white, feathery vapours floated low in the 
sky, above the sea, concealing the flanks of the mountains, but 
leaving their summits clear. And these vapours, hanging 
like veils with tattered edges, created a strange privacy upon 
the sea, an atmosphere of eternal mysteries. As the boat 
went out from the shore, urged by the powerful arms of Sal
vatore, its occupants were silent. The merriment and the 
ardour of the night, the passion of cards and of desire, were 
gone, as if they had been sucked up into the smoky wonder of 
the clouds, or sucked down into the silver wonder of the sea.

Gaspare looked drowsy and less happy than usual. He had 
not yet recovered from his indignation at the success of 
Salvatore’s cheating, and Maurice, who had not slept, felt the 
bounding Ufe, the bounding Are of his youth held in check as 
by the action of a spell. The carelessness of excitement, of 
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passion, weis replaced by another carelessness—the carelessness 
of dream. It seemed to him now as if nothing mattered or 
ever could matter. On the calm silver of a hushed and breath
less sea, beneath dense white vapours that hid the sky, he was 
going out slowly, almost noiselessly, to a fate of which he knew 
nothing, to a quiet emptiness, to a region which held no voices 
to call him this way or that, no hands to hold him, no eyes to 
regard him. His face was damp with sweat. He leaned over 
the gunwale and trailed his hand in the sea. It seemed to him 
unnaturally warm. He glanced up at the clouds. Heaven 
was blotted out. Was there a heaven? Last night he had 
thought there must be—but that was long ago. Was he sad? 
He scarcely knew. He was dull, as if the blood in him had run 
almost dry. He was like a sapless tree. Hermione and 
Maddalena—what were they? Shadows rather than women. 
He looked steadily at the sea. Was it the same element upon 
which he had been only a few hours ago under the stars with 
Maddalena? He could scarcely believe that it was the same. 
Sirocco had him fast, sirocco that leaves many Sicilians un
changed, unaffected, but that binds the stranger with cords of 
cotton wool which keep him like a net of steel.

Gaspare lay down in the bottom of the boat, buried his 
face in his arms, and gave himself again to sleep. Salvatore 
looked at him, and then at Maurice, and smiled with a fine 
irony.

“ He thought he would win, signore.”
“ Cosa? ” said Maurice, startled by the sound of a voice.
“ He thought that he could play better than I, signore.” 
Salvatore closed one eye, and stuck his tongue a little out 

of the left side of his mouth, then drew it in with a clicking 
noise.

“ No one gets the better of me,” he said. “ They may 
try. Many have tried, but in the end—”

He shook his head, took his right hand from the oar and 
flapped it up and down, then brought it downward with force, 
as if beating some one, or something, to his feet.

“ I see,” Maurice said dully. “ I see.”
He thought to himself that he had been cleverer than 

Salvatore the preceding night, but he felt no sense of triumph. 
He had divined the fisherman’s passion and turned it to his 
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purpose. But what of that? Let the man rejoice, if he could, 
in this dream. Let all men do what they wished to do so long 
as he could be undisturbed. He looked again at the sea, 
dropped his hand into it once more.

“ Shall I let down a line, signore? ”
Salvatore’s keen eyes were upon him. He shook his head.
“ Not yet. I—” He hesitated.
The still silver of the sea drew him. He touched his 

forehead with his hand and felt the dampness on it.
“ I’m going in,” he said.
“ Can you swim, signore? ”
“ Yes, like a fish. Don’t follow me with the boat. Just 

let me swim out and come back. If I want you I’ll call. But 
don’t follow me.”

Salvatore nodded appreciatively. He liked a good swimmer, 
a real man of the sea.

“ And don’t wake Gaspare, or he’ll be after me.”
“ Va bene! ”
Maurice stripped off his clothes, all the time looking at the 

sea. Then he sat down on the gunwale of the boat with his 
feet in the water. Salvatore had stopped rowing. Gaspare 
still slept.

It was curious to be going to give oneself to this silent 
silver thing that waited so calmly for the gift. He felt a sort 
of dull voluptuousness stealing over him as he stared at the 
water. He wanted to get away from his companions, from the 
boat, to be quite alone with sirocco.

“ Addio, Salvatore! ” he said, in a low voice.
“ A rivederci, signore.”
He let himself down slowly into the water, feet foremost, 

and swam slowly away into the dream that lay before him.
Even now that he was in it the water felt strangely warm. 

He had not let his head go under, and the sweat was still on his 
face. The boat lay behind him. He did not think of it. He 
had forgotten it. He felt himself to be alone, utterly alone 
with the sea.

He had always loved the sea, but in a boyish, wholly natural 
way, as a delightful element, health-giving, pleasure-giving, 
associating it with holiday times, with bathing, fishing, boating, 
with sails on moonlight nights, with yacht-races about the 
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Isle of Wight in the company of gay comrades. This sea of 
Sicily seemed different to him to-day from other seas, more 
mysterious and more fascinating, a sea of sirens about a sirens’ 
isle. Mechanically he swam through it, scarcely moving his 
arms, with his chin low in the water—out towards the horizon
line.

He was swimming towards Africa.
Presently that thought came into his mind, that he was 

swimming towards Africa and Hermione, and away from 
Maddalena. It seemed to him then, as if the two women on the 
opposite shores of this sea must know, Hermione that he was 
coming to her, Maddalena that he was abandoning her, and he 
began to think of them both as intent upon his journey, the 
one feeling him approach, the other feeling him recede. He 
swam more slowly. A curious melancholy had overtaken him, 
a deep depression of the spirit, such as often alternates in the 
Sicilian character with the lively gaiety that is sent down upon 
its children by the sun. This lonely progress in the sea was 
prophetic. He must leave Maddalena. His friendship with 
her must come to an end, and soon. Hermione would return 
and then, in no long time, they would leave the Casa del 
Prete and go back to England. They would settle down 
somewhere, probably in London, and he would take up his 
work with his father, and the Sicilian dream would be over.

The vapours that hid the sky seemed to drop a little lower 
down towards the sea, as if they were going to enclose him.

The Sicilian dream would be over. Was that possible? 
He felt as if the earth of Sicily would not let him go, as if, 
should the earth resign him, the sea of Sicily would keep him. 
He dwelt on this last fancy, this keeping of him by the sea. 
That would be strange, a quiet end to all things. Never before 
had he consciously contemplated his own death. The deep 
melancholy poured into him by sirocco caused him to do so 
now. Almost voluptuously he thought of death, a death in 
the sea of Sicily near the rocks of the isle of the sirens. The 
light would be kindled in the sirens’ house and his eyes would 
not see it. They would be closed by the cold fingers of the 
sea. And Maddalena? The first time she had seen him she 
had seen him sinking in the sea. How strange if it should be 
so at the end, if the last time she saw him she saw him 
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sinking in the sea. She had cried out. Would she cry out 
again or would she keep silence? He wondered. For a 
moment he felt as if it were ordained that thus he should 
die, and he let his body sink in the water, throwing up his 
hands. He went down, very far down, but he felt that 
Maddalena’s eyes followed him and that in them he saw terrors 
enthroned.

Gaspare stirred in the boat, lifted his head from his arms and 
looked sleepily around him. He saw Salvatore lighting a pipe, 
bending forward over a spluttering match which he held in a 
cage made of his joined hands. He glanced away from him 
still sleepily, seeking the padrone, but he saw only the empty 
seats of the boat, the oars, the coiled-up nets, and lines for the 
fish.

“ Dove—? ” he began.
He sat up, stared wildly round.
“ Dov’è il padrone? ” he cried out, shrilly.
Salvatore started and dropped the match. Gaspare 

sprang at him.
“ Dov’è il padrone? Dov’è il padrone? ”
“ Sangue di—” began Salvatore.
But the oath died upon his lips. His keen eyes had swept 

the sea and perceived that it was empty. From its silver the 
black dot which he had been admiringly watching had dis
appeared. Gaspare had waked, had asked his fierce question 
lust as Maurice threw up his hands and sank down in his 
travesty of death.

“He was there! Madonna! He was there swimming a 
foment ago! ” exclaimed Salvatore.

As he spoke he seized the oars, and with furious strokes 
Propelled the boat in the direction Maurice had taken. But 
Gaspare would not wait. His instinct forbade him to remain 
inactive.

May the Madonna turn her face from thee in the hour of 
thy death! ” he yelled at Salvatore.

Then, with all his clothes on, he went over the side into the 
sea.

Maurice was an accomplished swimmer, and had ardently 
practised swimming under water when he was a boy. He 
could hold his breath for an exceptionally long time, and now 
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he strove to beat all his previous records. With a few strokes 
he came up from the depths of the sea towards the surface, then 
began swimming under water, swimming vigorously, though in 
what direction he knew not. At last he felt the imperative 
need of air, and, coming up into the light again, he gasped, 
shook his head, lifted his eyelids that were heavy with the 
pressure of the water, heard a shrill cry and felt a hand grasp 
him fiercely.

“ Signorino! Signorino! ”
“ Gaspare! ” he gulped.
He had not fully drawn breath yet.
“Madonna! Madonna!”
The hand still held him. The fingers were dug into his 

flesh. Then he heard a shout, and the boat came up with 
Salvatore leaning over its side, glaring down at him with 
fierce anxiety. He grasped the gunwale with both hands. 
Gaspare trod water, caught him by the legs, and violently 
assisted him upwards. He tumbled over the side into the 
boat. Gaspare came after him, sank down in the bottom of 
the boat, caught him by the arms, stared into his face, saw him 
smiling.

“ Sta bene lei? ” he cried. “ Sta bene? ”
“ Benissimo.”
The boy let go of him and, still staring at him, burst into 

a passion of tears that seemed almost angry.
“ Gaspare! What is it? What’s the matter? ”
He put out his hand to touch the boy’s dripping clothes.
“ What has happened? ”
“Niente! Niente!” said Gaspare, between violent sobs 

“Mammamia! Mammamia!”
He threw himself down in the bottom of the boat and wept 

stormily, without shame, without any attempt to check or 
conceal his emotion. As in the tarantella he had given himself 
up utterly to joy, so now he gave himself up utterly to some
thing that seemed like despair. He cried loudly. His whole 
body shook. The sea-water ran down from his matted hair 
and mingled with the tears that rushed over his brown 
cheeks.

“ What is it? ” Maurice asked of Salvatore.
“ He thought the sea had taken you, signore.”
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“ That was it? Gaspare—”
“ Let him alone. Per Dio, signore, you gave me a fright, 

too.”
“ I was only swimming under water.”
He looked at Gaspare. He longed to do something to 

comfort him, but he realised that such violence could not 
be checked by anything. It must wear itself out.

“ And he thought I was dead! ”
“ Per Dio! And if you had been! ”
He wrinkled up his face and spat.
“ What do you mean? ”
“ Has he got a knife on him? ”
He threw out his hand towards Gaspare.
“ I don’t know to-day. He generally has.”
“ I should have had it in me by now,” said Salvatore.
And he smiled at the weeping boy almost sweetly, as 

d he could have found it in his heart to caress such a 
murderer.

“ Row in to land,” Maurice said.
He began to put on his clothes. Salvatore turned the boat 

round and they drew near to the rocks. The vapours were 
lifting now, gathering themselves up to reveal the blue of the 
sky, but the sea was still grey and mysterious, and the land 
looked like a land in a dream. Presently Gaspare put his fists 
to his eyes, lifted his head, and sat up. He looked at his 
master gloomily, as if in rebuke, and under this glance Maurice 
began to feel guilty, as if he had done something wrong in 
yielding to his strange impulse in the sea.

“ I was only swimming under water, Gaspare,” he said, 
apologetically.

The boy said nothing.
“ I know now,” continued Maurice, “ that I shall never 

come to any harm with you to look after me.”
Still Gaspare said nothing. He sat there on the floor of 

the boat with his dripping clothes clinging to his body, staring 
before him, as if he were too deeply immersed in gloomy 
thoughts to hear what was being said to him.

“ Gaspare! ” Maurice exclaimed, moved by a sudden 
impulse. “ Do you think you would be very unhappy away 
from your ‘ paese ’ ? ”

N
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Gaspare shifted forward suddenly. A light gleamed in his 

eyes.
“ D’you think you could be happy with me in England? ” 
He smiled.

“ Si, signore! ”
“ When we have to go away from Sicily I shall ask the 

signora to let me take you with us.”
Gaspare said nothing, but he looked at Salvatore, and his 

wet face was like a song of pride and triumph.



XIV
ИГНАТ day, ere he started with Gaspare for the house of the 

priest, Maurice made a promise to Maddalena. He 
pledged himself to go with her and her father to the great fair 
of San Felice, which takes place annually in the early days of 
June, when the throng of tourists has departed, and the long 
heats of the summer have not yet fully set in. He gave this 
promise in the presence of Salvatore and Gaspare, and while 
he did so he was making up his mind to something. That day 
at the fair should be the day of his farewell to Maddalena. 
Hermione must surely be coming back in June. It was im
possible that she could remain in Kairouan later. The fury 
of the African summer would force her to leave the sacred 
city, her mission of salvation either accomplished or rendered 
forever futile by the death of her friend. And then, when 
Hermione came, within a short time no doubt they would 
start for England, taking Gaspare with them. For Maurice 
really meant to keep the boy in their service. After the 
strange scene of the morning he felt as if Gaspare were one of 
the family, a retainer with whose devoted protection he could 
never dispense. Hermione, he was sure, would not object.

Hermione would not object. As he thought that, Maurice 
was conscious of a feeling such as sometimes moves a child, 
upon whom a parent or guardian has laid a gently restraining 
hand, violently to shrug his shoulders and twist his body in the 
effort to get away and run wild in freedom. He knew how 
utterly unreasonable and contemptible his sensation was, yet 
he had it. The sun had bred in him not merely a passion for 
complete personal liberty, but for something more, for law
lessness. For a moment he envied Gaspare, the peasant boy, 
whose ardent youth was burdened with so few duties to society, 
with so few obligations.

What was expected of Gaspare? Only a willing service, 
well paid, which he could leave forever at any moment he 
pleased. To his family he must, no doubt, give some of his 
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earnings, but in return he was looked up to by all, even by his 
father, as a little god. And in everything else was not he free, 
wonderfully free in this island of the south, able to be careless, 
unrestrained, wild as a young hawk, yet to remain uncon
demned, unwondered at?

And he—Maurice?
He thought of Hermione’s ardent and tenderly observant 

eyes with a sort of terror. If she could know or even suspect 
his feelings of the previous night what a tragedy he would be 
at once involved in! The very splendour of Hermione’s 
nature, the generous nobility of her character, would make 
that tragedy the more poignant. She felt with such intensity, 
she thought she had so much. Careless though his own 
nature was, doubly careless here in Sicily, Maurice almost 
sickened at the idea of her ever suspecting the truth, that he 
was capable of being strongly drawn towards a girl like 
Maddalena, that he could feel as if a peasant who could neither 
read nor write caught at something within him that was like 
the essence of his life, like the core of that by which he enjoyed, 
suffered, desired.

But, of course, she would never suspect. And he laughed 
at himself, and made the promise about the fair, and, having 
made it and his resolution in regard to it, almost violently 
resolved to take no thought for the morrow, but to live care
lessly and with gaiety the days that lay before him, the few 
more days of his utter freedom in Sicily.

After all, he was doing no wrong. He had lived and was 
going to live innocently. And now that he realised things, 
realised himself, he would be reasonable. He would be care
less, gay—yes, but not reckless, not utterly reckless as he felt 
inclined to be.

“ What day of June is the fair? ” he asked, looking at 
Maddalena.

“The nth of June, signore,” said Salvatore. “There 
will be many donkeys there—good donkeys.”

Gaspare began to look fierce.
“ I think of buying a donkey,” added Salvatore, carelessly, 

with his small, shrewd eyes fixed upon Maurice’s face.
Gaspare muttered something unintelligible.
“ How much do they cost? ” said Maurice.
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“ For a hundred lire you can get a very good donkey. It 

would be useful to Maddalena. She could go to the village 
sometimes then—she could go to Marechiaro to gossip with 
the neighbours.”

“ Has Maddalena broken her legs—Madonna! ” burst 
forth Gaspare.

“ Come along, Gaspare! ” said Maurice, hastily.
He bade good-bye to the fisherman and his daughter, and 

set off with Gaspare through the trees.
“ Be nice to Salvatore,” said Maurice, as they went down 

towards the rocky wall.
“ But he wants to make you give him a donkey, signorino. 

You do not know him. When he is with you at the fair he 
will—”

“ Never mind. I say, Gaspare, I want—I want that day 
at the fair to be a real festa. Don’t let’s have any row on that 
day.”

Gaspare looked at him with surprised, inquiring eyes, as if 
struck by his serious voice, by the insisting pressure in it.

“ Why that day specially, signorino? ” he asked, after a 
Pause.

“ Oh, well—it will be my last day of—I mean that the 
signora will be coming back from Africa by then, and we 
shall—”

“ Si, signore? ”
“ We sha’n’t be able to run quite so wild as we do now, you 

See. And, besides, we shall be going to England very soon 
then.”

Gaspare’s face lighted up.
“ Shall I see London, signorino? ”
“ Yes,” said Maurice.
He felt a sickness at his heart.
“ I should like to live in London always,” said Gaspare, 

excitedly.
“ In London! You don’t know it. In London you will 

scarcely ever see the sun.”
Aren't there theatres in London, signorino? ”
Theatres? Yes, of course. But there is no sea, Gas- 

Pare, there are no mountains.”
Are there many soldiers? Are there beautiful women? ”
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“ Oh, there are plenty of soldiers and women.”
“ I should like always to live in London,” repeated Gaspare, 

firmly.
“ Well—perhaps you will. But—remember—we are all 

to be happy at the fair of San Felice.”
“ Si, signore. But be careful, or Salvatore will make you 

buy him a donkey. He had a wine-shop once, long ago, in 
Marechiaro, and the wine—Per Dio, it was always vino 
battezzato! ”

“ What do you mean? ”
“ Salvatore always put water in it. He is cattivo—and 

when he is angry—”
“ I know. You told me. But it doesn’t matter. We 

shall soon be going away, and then we sha’n’t see him any 
more.”

“ Signorino? ”
“ Well? ”
“ You—do you want to stay here always? ”
“ I like being here.”
“ Why do you want to stay? ”

For once Maurice felt as if he could not meet the boy’s 
great, steady eyes frankly. He looked away.

“ I like the sun,” he answered. “ I love it! I should like 
to live in the sunshine forever.”

“ And I should like to live always in London,” reiterated 
Gaspare. "You want to live here because you have always 
been in London, and I want to live in London because I have 
always been here. Ecco ! ”

Maurice tried to laugh.
“ Perhaps that is it. We wish for what we can’t have. 

Dio mio! ”
He threw out his arms.
“ But, anyhow, I’ve not done with Sicily yet! Come on, 

Gaspare! Now for the rocks! Ciao! Ciao! Ciao! Morettina 
bella ciao! ”

He burst out into a song, but his voice hardly rang true, 
and Gaspare looked at him again with a keen inquiry.

Artois was not yet destined to die. He said that Her
mione would not let him die, that with her by his side it was 
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useless for Death to approach him, to desire him, to claim him. 
Perhaps her courage gave to him the will to struggle against 
his enemy. The French doctor, deeply, almost sentimentally 
interested in the ardent woman who spoke his language with 
perfection and carried out such instructions of his as she con
sidered sensible, with delicate care and strong thoroughness, 
thought and said so.

“ But for madame,” he said to Artois, “ you would have 
died, monsieur. And why? Because till she came you had 
not the will to live. And it is the will to live that assists the 
doctor.”

“ I cannot be so ungallant as to die now,” Artois replied, 
with a feeble but not sad smile. “ Were I to do so, madame 
would think me ungrateful. No, I shall live. I feel now that 
I am going to live.”

And, in fact, from the night of Maurice’s visit with Gaspare 
to the house of the sirens he began to get better. The inflam
mation abated, the temperature fell till it was normal, the 
agony died away gradually from the tormented body, and 
slowly, very slowly, the strength that had ebbed began to 
return. One day, when the doctor said that there was no 
more danger of any relapse, Artois called Hermione and told 
her that now she must think no more of him, but of herself, 
that she must pack up her trunk and go back to her husband.

“ You have saved me, and I have killed your honeymoon,” 
he said, rather sadly. “ That will always be a regret in my 
life. But, now go, my dear friend, and try to assuage your 
husband’s wrath against me. How he must hate me ! ”

“ Why, Emile? ”
“ Are you really a woman? Yes, I know that. No man 

could have tended me as you have. Yet, being a woman, how 
can you ask that question? ”

“ Maurice understands. He is blessedly understanding.”
“ Don’t try his blessed comprehension of you and of me too 

far. You must go, indeed.”
“ I will go.”
A shadow that he tried to keep back flitted across Artois's 

pale face, over which the unkempt beard straggled in a way 
that would have appalled his Parisian barber. Hermione 
saw it.
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“ I will go," she repeated, quietly, “ when I can take you 

with me."
“ But—"
“Hush! You are not to argue. Haven’t you an utter 

contempt for those who do things by halves? Well, 1 have. 
When you can travel well go together."

“ Where? "
“ To Sicily. It will be hot there, but after this it will seem 

cool as the Garden of Eden under those trees where—but you 
remember! And there is always the breeze from the sea. 
And then from there, very soon, you can get a ship from 
Messina and go back to France, to Marseilles. Don’t talk, 
Emile. I am writing to-night to tell Maurice."

And she left the room with quick softness.
Artois did not protest. He told himself that he had not 

the strength to struggle against the tenderness that surrounded 
him, that made it sweet to return to life. But he wondered 
silently how Maurice would receive him, how the dancing faun 
was bearing, would bear, this interference with his new 
happiness.

“ When I am in Sicily I shall see at once, I shall know," 
he thought. “ But till then—"

And he gave up the faint attempt to analyse the possible 
feelings of another, and sank again into the curious peace of 
convalescence.

And Hermione wrote to her husband, telling him of her 
plan, calling upon him with the fearless enthusiasm that was 
characteristic of her to welcome it and to rejoice, with her, in 
Artois’s returning health and speedy presence in Sicily.

Maurice read this letter on the terrace alone. Gaspare 
had gone down on the donkey to Marechiaro to buy a bottle 
of Marsala, which Lucrezia demanded for the making of a 
zampagliene, and Lucrezia was upon the mountain-side 
spreading linen to dry in the sun. It was nearly the end of 
May now, and the trees in the ravine were thick with all their 
leaves. The stream that ran down through the shadows 
towards the sea was a tiny trickle of water, and the long black 
snakes were coming boldly forth from their winter hiding
places to sun themselves among the boulders that skirted the 
mountain tracks.
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“ I can’t tell for certain," Hermione wrote, “ how soon 

we shall arrive, but Emile is picking up strength every day, and, 
1 think, I pray, it may not be long. I dare to hope that we 
shall be with you about the second week of June. Oh, 
Maurice, something in me is almost mad with joy, is like 
Gaspare dancing the tarantella, when I think of coming up the 
mountain-side again with you as I came that first day, that 
hrst day of my real life. Tell Sebastiano he must play the 
Pastorale ’ to welcome me. And you—but I seem to feel 

your dear welcome here, to feel your hands holding mine, to 
see your eyes looking at me like Sicily. Isn’t it strange? I 
feel out here in Africa as if you were Sicily. But you are 
mdeed for me. You are Sicily, you are the sun, you are 
everything that means joy to me, that means music, that 
means hope and peace. Buon riposo, my dearest one. Can 
you feel—can you—how happy I am to-night? ”

The second week in June! Maurice stood holding the 
fetter in his hand. The fair of San Felice would take place 
during the second week in June. That was what he was 
thinking, not of Artois’s convalescence, not of his coming to 
Sicily. If Hermione arrived before June nth could he go to 
the fair with Maddalena ? He might go, of course. He might 
tell Hermione. She would say “ Go! " She believed in him 
and had never tried to curb his freedom. A less suspicious 
Woman than she was had surely never lived. But if she were 
m Sicily, if he knew that she was there in the house of the 
Priest, waiting to welcome him at night when he came back 
trom the fair, it would—it would— He laid the letter down, 
feiere was a burning heat of impatience, of anxiety, within 
fem. Now that he had received this letter he understood 
With what intensity he had been looking forward to this day 
at the fair, to this last festa of his Sicilian life.

“ Perhaps they will not come so soon! ” he said to himself. 
Perhaps they will not be here.”

And then he began to think of Artois, to realise the fact 
that he was coming with Hermione, that he would be part of 
the final remnant of these Sicilian days.

His feeling towards Artois in London had been sympathetic, 
even almost reverential. He had looked at him as if through 
Hermione’s eyes, had regarded him with a sort of boyish 
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reverence. Hermione had said that Artois was a great man, 
and Maurice had felt that he was a great man, had mentally 
sat at his feet. Perhaps in London he would be ready to sit 
at his feet again. But was he ready to sit at his feet here in 
Sicily? As he thought of Artois’s penetrating eyes and cool, 
intellectual face, of his air of authority, of his close intimacy 
with Hermione, he felt almost afraid of him. He did not want 
Artois to come here to Sicily. He hated his coming. He 
almost dreaded it as the coming of a spy. The presence of 
Artois would surely take away all the savour of this wild free 
life, would import into it an element of the library, of the shut 
room, of that intellectual existence which Maurice was learning 
to think of as almost hateful.

And Hermione called upon him to rejoice with her over 
the fact that Artois would be able to accompany her. How 
she misunderstood him! Good God! how she misunderstood 
him! It seemed really as if she believed that his mind was 
cast in precisely the same mould as her own, as if she thought 
that because she and he were married they must think and 
feel always alike. How absurd that was, and how impossible !

A sense of being near a prison door came upon him. He 
threw Hermione’s letter on to the writing-table, and went out 
into the sun.

When Gaspare returned that evening Maurice told him the 
news from Africa. The boy’s face lit up.

“ Oh, then shall we go to London? " he said.
“ Why not? ” Maurice exclaimed, almost violently. “ It 

will all be different! Yes, we had better go to London! "
“ Signorino."
“ Well, what is it, Gaspare? "
“ You do not like that signore to come here."
“ I—why not? Yes, I—"
“No, signorino. I can see in your face that you do not 

like it. Your face got quite black just now. But if you do 
not like it why do you let him come? You are the padrone 
here."

“ You don’t understand. The signore is a friend of 
mine."

“ But you said he was the friend of the signora.”
“ So he is. He is the friend of both of us."
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Gaspare said nothing for a moment. His mind was work

ing busily. At last he said,—
“ Then Maddalena—when the signora comes will she be 

the friend of the signora, as well as your friend? "
“ Maddalena—that has nothing to do with it."
“ But Maddalena is your friend! "
“ That’s quite different."
“ I do not understand how it is in England," Gaspare said, 

gravely. “ But "—and he nodded his head wisely and spread 
out his hands—“ I understand many things, signorino, per
haps more than you think. You do not want the signore to 
come. You are angry at his coming."

“ He is a very kind signore," said Maurice, hastily. “ And 
he can speak dialetto."

Gaspare smiled and shook his head again. But he did not 
say anything more. For a moment Maurice had an impulse 
to speak to him frankly, to admit him into the intimacy of a 
friend. He was a Sicilian, although he was only a boy. He 
was Sicilian and he would understand.

“ Gaspare," he began.
“ Si, signore."
“ As you understand so much—"
“Si, signore."
“ Perhaps you—" He checked himself, realising that he 

was on the edge of doing an outrageous thing. “You must 
know that the friends of the signora are my friends and that 
I am always glad to welcome them."

“ Va bene, signorino! Va bene! "
The boy began to look glum, understanding at once that 

he was being played with.
“ I must go to give Tito his food."
And he stuck his hands in his pockets and went away 

round the corner of the cottage, whistling the tune of the 
“ Canzone di Marechiaro."

Maurice began to feel as if he were in the dark, but as if he 
were being watched there. He wondered how clearly Gaspare 
read him, how much he knew. And Artois? When he came, 
with his watchful eyes, there would be another observer of 
the Sicilian change. He did not much mind Gaspare, but 
he would hate Artois. He grew hot at the mere thought of 
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Artois being there with him, observing, analysing, playing the 
literary man’s part in this out-door life of the mountains and 
of the sea.

“ I’m not a specimen," he said to himself, “ and I’m 
damned if I’ll be treated as one! "

It did not occur to him that he was anticipating that which 
might never happen. He was as unreasonable as a boy who 
foresees possible interference with his pleasures.

This decision of Hermione to bring with her to Sicily Artois, 
and its communication to Maurice, pushed him on to the reck
lessness which he had previously resolved to hold in check. 
Had Hermione been returning to him alone he would have felt 
that a gay and thoughtless holiday time was coming to an end, 
but he must have felt, too, that only tenderness and strong 
affection were crossing the sea from Africa to bind him in 
chains that already he had worn with happiness and peace. 
But the knowledge that with Hermione was coming Artois 
gave to him a definite vision of something that was like a cage. 
Without consciously saying it to himself, he had in London 
been vaguely aware of Artois’s coldness of feeling towards him. 
Had anyone spoken of it to him he would probably have 
denied that this was so. There are hidden things in a man 
that he himself does not say to himself that he knows of. 
But Maurice’s vision of a cage was conjured up by Artois’s 
mental attitude towards him in London, the attitude of the 
observer who might, in certain circumstances, be cruel, who 
was secretly ready to be cruel. And, anticipating the un
pleasant probable, he threw himself with the greater violence 
into the enjoyment of his few more days of complete 
liberty.

He wrote to Hermione, expressing as naturally as he could 
his ready acquiescence in her project, and then gave himself 
up to the light-heartedness that came with the flying moments 
of these last days of emancipation in the sun. His mood was 
akin to the mood of the rich man, “ Let us eat and drink, for 
to-morrow we die." The music, he knew, must presently 
fail. The tarantella must come to an end. Well, then he 
would dance with his whole soul. He would not husband his 
breath, nor save his strength. He would be thoughtless 
because for a moment he had thought too much, too much for 
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his nature of the dancing faun who had been given for a brief 
space of time his rightful heritage.

Each day now he went down to the sea.
“ How hot it is! ” he would say to Gaspare. “ If I don’t 

have a bath I shall be suffocated.”
“ Si. signore. At what time shall we go? ”
“ After the siesta. It will be glorious in the sea to-day.”
“ Si, signore, it is good to be in the sea.”
The boy smiled, at last would sometimes laugh. He loved 

his padrona, but he was a male and a Sicilian. And the 
signora had gone across the sea to her friend. These visits to 
the sea seemed to him very natural. He would have done the 
same as his padrone in similar circumstances with a light 
heart, with no sense of doing wrong. Only sometimes he 
raised a warning voice.

“ Signorino,” he would say, “ do not forget what I have 
told you.”

“ What, Gaspare? ”
" Salvatore is birbante. You think he likes you.”
“ Why shouldn’t he like me? ”
“ You are a forestiere. To him you are as nothing. But 

he likes your money.”
“ Well, then? I don’t care whether he likes me or not. 

What does it matter? ”
“ Be careful, signorino. The Sicilian has a long hand. 

Everyone knows that. Even the Napoletano knows that. I 
have a friend who was a soldier at Naples, and—”

“Come, now, Gaspare! What reason will there ever be 
for Salvatore to turn against me? ”

“Va bene, signorino, va bene! But Salvatore is a bad 
man when he thinks anyone has tried to do him a wrong. He 
has blood in his eyes then, and when we Sicilians see through 
hlood we do not care what we do—no, not if all the world is 
looking at us.”

“ I shall do no wrong to Salvatore. What do you mean? ”
“ Niente, signorino, niente! ”

‘ Stick the cloth on Tito, and put something in the pannier.
Al mare ! Al mare ! ”

The boy’s warning rang in deaf ears. For Maurice really 
meant what he said. He was reckless, perhaps, but he was 
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going to wrong no one, neither Salvatore, nor Hermione, nor 
Maddalena. The coming of Artois drove him into the arms 
of pleasure, but it would never drive him into the arms of sin. 
For it was surely no sin to make a little love in this land of the 
sun, to touch a girl’s hand, to snatch a kiss sometimes from 
the soft lips of a girl, from whom he would never ask anything 
more, whatever leaping desire might prompt him.

And Salvatore was always at hand. He seldom put to sea 
in these days unless Maurice went with him in the boat. His 
greedy eyes shone with a light of satisfaction when he saw Tito 
coming along the dusty white road from Isola Bella, and at 
night, when he crossed himself superstitiously before Maria 
Addolorata, he murmured a prayer that more strangers might 
be wafted to his “ Paese,” many strangers with money in their 
pockets and folly in their hearts. Then let the sea be empty of 
fish, and the wind of the storm break up his boat—it would not 
matter. He would still live well. He might even at the last 
have money in the bank at Marechiaro, houses in the village, a 
larger wine-shop than Oreste in the Corso.

But he kept his small eyes wide open and seldom let 
Maddalena be long alone with the forestiere, and this super
vision began to irritate Maurice, to make him at last feel 
hostile to Salvatore. He remembered Gaspare’s words about 
the fisherman: “To him you are as nothing. But he likes 
your money ” ; and a longing to trick this fox of the sea, who 
wanted to take all and make no return, came to him.

“ Why can one never be free in this world? ” he thought 
almost angrily. “ Why must there always be someone on the 
watch to see what one is doing, to interfere with one’s 
pleasure? ”

He began presently almost to hate Salvatore, who evidently 
thought that Maurice was ready to wrong him, and who, 
nevertheless, grasped greedily at every soldo that came from 
the stranger’s pocket, and touted perpetually for more.

His attitude was hideous. Maurice pretended not to 
notice it, and was careful to keep on the most friendly possible 
terms with him. But, while they acted their parts, the secret 
sense of enmity grew steadily in the two men, as things grow 
in the sun. When Maurice saw the fisherman, with a smiling, 
bird’s face, coming to meet him as he climbed up through the 
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trees to the sirens’ house, he sometimes longed to strike him. 
And when Maurice went away with Gaspare in the night 
towards the white road where Tito, tied to a stake, was waiting 
to carry the empty pannier that had contained a supper up the 
mountain to the house of the priest, Salvatore stood handling 
his money, and murmuring,—

“Maledetto straniero! Madonna! Ma io sono più bir
bante di lei, mille volte più birbante, Dio mio! ”

And he laughed as he went towards the sirens’ house. It 
amused him to think that a stranger, an “ Inglese,” fancied 
that he could play with a Sicilian, who had never been 
" worsted,” even by one of his own countrymen.



XV
K/Г AURICE had begun to dread the arrival of the post.

1 Artois was rapidly recovering his strength, and in each 
of her letters Hermione wrote with a more glowing certainty of 
her speedy return to Sicily, bringing the invalid with her. 
Would they come before June nth, the day of the fair? That 
was the question which preoccupied Maurice, which began to 
haunt him, and set a light of anxiety in his eyes when he saw 
Antonino climbing up the mountain-side with the letter-bag 
slung over his shoulder. He felt as if he could not forego this 
last festa. When it was over, when the lights had gone out 
in the houses of San Felice, and the music was silent, and the 
last rocket had burst in the sky, showering down its sparks 
towards the gaping faces of the peasants, he would be ready 
to give up this free, unintellectual life, this Ufe in which his 
youth ran wild. He would resign himself to the inevitable, 
return to the existence in which, till now, he had found happi
ness, and try to find it there once more, try to forget the strange 
voices that had called him, the strange impulses that had 
prompted him. He would go back to his old self, and seek 
pleasure in the old paths, where he walked with those whom 
society would call his “ equals,” and did not spend his days 
with men who wrung their scant livelihood from the breast oí 
the earth and from the breast of the sea, with women whose 
eyes, perhaps, were full of flickering fires, but who had never 
turned the leaves of a printed book, or traced a word upon 
paper. He would sit again at the feet of people who were 
cleverer and more full of knowledge than himself, and look up 
to them with reverence.

But he must have his festa first. He counted upon that. 
He desired that so strongly, almost so fiercely, that be felt as 
if he could not bear to be thwarted, as if, should fate interfere 
between him and the fulfilment of this longing, he might do 
something almost desperate. He looked forward to the fair 
with something of the eagerness and the anticipation of a child

208 
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expectant of strange marvels, of wonderful and mysterious 
happenings, and the name, San Felice, rang in his ears with a 
music that was magical, suggesting curious joys.

He often talked about the fair to Gaspare, asking him 
many questions which the boy was nothing loth to answer.

To Gaspare the fair of San Felice was the great event of 
the Sicilian year. He had only been to it twice; the first time 
when he was but ten years old, and was taken by an uncle who 
had gone to seek his fortune in South America, and had come 
back for a year to his native land, to spend some of the money 
he had earned as a cook, and afterwards as a restaurant pro
prietor, in Buenos Ayres; the second time when he was six
teen, and had succeeded in saving up a little of the money 
given to him by travellers whom he had accompanied as a 
guide on their excursions. And these two days had been red- 
letter days in his life. His eyes shone with excitement when 
he spoke of the festivities at San Felice, of the bands of music 

there were three “ musics ” in the village; of the village 
beauties who sauntered slowly up and down, dressed in brocades 
and adorned with jewels which had been hoarded in the family 
chests for generations, and were only taken out to be worn at 
the fair and at wedding feasts; of the booths where all the 
desirable things of the world were exposed for sale; rings, 
watches, chains, looking - glasses, clocks that sang and 
chimed with bells, yellow shoes and caps of all colours, 
handkerchiefs, and shawls with fringes that, when worn, 
drooped almost to the ground; ballads written by native 
Poets, relating the life and the trial of Musolino, the famous 
brigand, his noble address to his captors, and his despair when 
he was condemned to eternal confinement: and the adven
tures of Giuseppe Moroni, called “ Il Niccheri (illetterato),” 
composed in eight-lined verses, and full of the most startling 
and passionate occurrences. There were donkeys, too— 
donkeys from all parts of Sicily, mules from Girgenti, decorated 
with red-and-yellow harness, with pyramids of plumes and 
bells upon their heads, painted carts with pictures of the 
miracles of the saints and the conquests of the Saracens, 
turkeys and hens, and even cages containing yellow birds that 
came from islands far away, and that sang with the sweetness 
of the angels. The ristoranti were crowded with people, play- 

o
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ing cards and eating delicious food, and outside upon the pave
ments were dozens of little tables at which you could sit, 
drinking syrups of beautiful hues and watching at your ease 
the marvels of the show. Here came boys from Naples to 
sing and dance, pedlars with shining knives and elegant 
walking-sticks for sale, fortune-tellers with your fate already 
printed and neatly folded in an envelope, sometimes a pigeon
man with a high black hat, who made his doves hop from 
shoulder to shoulder along a row of school children, or a man 
with a monkey that played antics to the sound of a grinding 
organ, and that was dressed up in a red worsted jacket and a 
pair of cloth trousers. And there were shooting-galleries, and 
puppet-shows, and dancing-rooms, and at night, when the 
darkness came, there were giuochi di fuoco which lit up the 
whole sky, till you could see Etna quite plainly.

“ E’ veramente un paradiso! ” concluded Gaspare.
“A paradise!” echoed Maurice. “A paradise! I say, 

Gaspare, why can’t we always live in paradise? Why can’t 
life be one long festa? ”

“ Non lo so, signore. And the signora? Do you think she 
will be here for the fair? ”

“ I don’t know. But if she is here, I am not sure that she 
will come to see it.”

“ Why not, signorino? Will she stay with the sick 
signore? ”

“ Perhaps. But I don’t think she will be here. She does 
not say she will be here.”

“ Do you want her to be here, signorino? ” Gaspare asked, 
abruptly.

“ Why do you ask such a question ? Of course I am happy, 
very happy, when the signora is here.”

As he said the words Maurice remembered how happy he 
had been in the house of the priest alone with Hermione. 
Indeed, he had thought that he was perfectly happy, that he 
had nothing left to wish for. But that seemed long ago. He 
wondered if he could ever again feel that sense of perfect con
tentment. He could scarcely believe so. A certain feverish
ness had stolen into his Sicilian life. He felt often like a man 
in suspense, uncertain of the future, almost apprehensive. He 
no longer danced the tarantella with the careless abandon of 
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a boy. And yet he sometimes had a strange consciousness 
that he was near to something that might bring to him a joy 
such as he had never yet experienced.

1 wish I knew what day Hermione is arriving," he 
thought, almost fretfully. “ I wish she wouldn’t keep me 
hung up in this condition of uncertainty. She seems to think 
that I have nothing to do but just wait here upon the pleasure 
of Artois."

With that last thought the old sense of injury rose in him 
again. This friend of Hermione’s was spoiling everything, 
was being put before everyone. It was really monstrous that 
even during their honeymoon this old friendship should 
intrude, should be allowed to govern their actions and disturb 
their serenity. Now that Artois was out of danger Maurice 
began to forget how ill he had been, began sometimes to doubt 
whether he had ever been so ill as Hermione supposed. Per
haps Artois was one of those men who liked to have a clever 
Woman at his beck and call. These literary fellows were often 
terribly exigent, eaten up with the sense of their own import
ance. But he, Maurice, was not going to allow himself to be 
made a cat’s-paw of. He would make Artois understand that 
he was not going to permit his life to be interfered with by 
Anyone.

“ I’ll let him see that when he comes," he said to himself. 
“ I’ll take a strong line. A man must be the master of his own 
life if he’s worth anything. These Sicilians understand that." 

He began secretly to admire what before he had thought 
almost hateful, the strong Arab characteristics that linger on 
in many Sicilians, to think almost weak and unmanly the 
Western attitude to woman.

“ I will be master,” he said to himself, again. “ All these 
Sicilians are wondering that I ever let Hermione go to Africa. 
Perhaps they think I’m a muff to have given in about it. And 
now, when Hermione comes back with a man, they’ll suppose 
—God knows what they won’t imagine! "

He had begun so to identify himself with the Sicilians 
about Marechiaro that he cared what they thought, was 
becoming sensitive to their opinion of him as if he had been 
one of themselves. One day Gaspare told him a story of a 
contadino who had bought a house in the village, but who, 
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being unable to complete the payment, had been turned out 
into the street.

“ And now, signorino,” Gaspare concluded, “ they are all 
laughing at him in Marechiaro. He dare not show himself any 
more in the Piazza. When a man cannot go any more into 
the Piazza—Madonna ! ”

He shrugged his shoulders, and spread out his hands in a 
gesture of contemptuous pity.

“ E’ finito! ” he exclaimed.
“ Certo! ” said Maurice.
He was resolved that he would never be in such a case. 

Hermione, he felt now, did not understand the Sicilians as he 
understood them. If she did she would not bring back Artois 
from Africa, she would not arrive openly with him. But 
surely she ought to understand that such an action would make 
people wonder, would be likely to make them think that 
Artois was something more than her friend. And then 
Maurice thought of the day of their arrival, of his own descent 
to the station, to wait upon the platform for the train. Artois 
was not going to stay in the house of the priest. That was 
impossible, as there was no guest room. He would put up at 
the hotel in Marechiaro. But that would make little differ
ence. He was to arrive with Hermione. Everyone would 
know that she had spent all this time with him in Africa. 
Maurice grew hot as he thought of the smiles on the Sicilian 
faces, of the looks of astonishment at the strange doings of the 
forestieri. Hermione’s enthusiastic kindness was bringing her 
husband almost to shame. It was a pity that people were 
sometimes thoughtless in their eager desire to be generous 
and sympathetic.

One day, when Maurice had been brooding over this matter 
of the Sicilian’s view of Hermione’s proceedings, the spirit 
moved him to go down on foot to Marechiaro to see if there 
were any letters for him at the post. It was now June 7th. 
In four days would come the fair. As the time for it drew 
near, his anxiety lest anything should interfere to prevent his 
going to it with Maddalena increased, and each day at post 
time he was filled with a fever of impatience to know whether 
there would be a letter from Africa or not. Antonino generally 
appeared about four o’clock, but the letters were in the village 
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long before then, and this afternoon Maurice felt that he could 
not wait for the boy’s coming. He had a conviction that 
there was a letter, a decisive letter from Hermione, fixing at 
last the date of her arrival with Artois. He must have it in 
his hands at the first possible moment. If he went himself to 
the post he would know the truth at least an hour and a half 
sooner than if he waited in the house of the priest. He 
resolved, therefore, to go, got his hat and stick and set out, 
after telling Gaspare, who was watching for birds with his gun, 
that he was going for a stroll on the mountain-side, and might 
be away for a couple of hours.

It was a brilliant afternoon. The landscape looked hard 
m the fiery sunshine, the shapes of the mountains fierce and 
relentless, the dry water-courses almost bitter in their barren
ness. Already the devastation of the summer was beginning 
to be apparent. All tenderness had gone from the higher 
slopes of the mountains which, jocund in spring and in autumn 
with growing crops, were now bare and brown, and seemed 
like the hide of a tropical reptile gleaming with metallic hues. 
The lower slopes were still panoplied with the green of vines 
and of trees, but the ground beneath the trees was arid. The 
sun was coming into his dominion with pride and cruelty, 
like a conqueror who loots the land he takes to be his own.

But Maurice did not mind the change, which drove the 
tourists northwards, and left Sicily to its own people. He 
even rejoiced in it. As each day the heat increased he was 
conscious of an increasing exultation, such as surely the snakes 
and the lizards feel as they come out of their hiding-places 
into the golden light. He was filled with a glorious sense of 
expansion, as if his capabilities grew larger, as if they were 
developed by heat like certain plants. None of the miseries 
that afflict many people in the violent summers which govern 
southern lands were his. His skin did not peel, his eyes did 
not become inflamed, nor did his head ache under the action 
of the burning rays. They came to him like brothers and he 
rejoiced in their company. To-day, as he descended to Mare
chiaro, he revelled in the sun. Its ruthlessness made him feel 
ruthless. He was conscious of that. At this moment he was 
m absolutely perfect physical health. His body was lithe and 
supple, yet his legs and arms were hard with springing muscle.
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His warm blood sang through his veins like music through 
the pipes of an organ. His eyes shone with the superb anima
tion of youth that is radiantly sound. For despite his anxiety, 
his sometimes almost fretful irritation when he thought about 
the coming of Artois and the passing of his own freedom, 
there were moments when he felt as if he could leap with the 
sheer joy of life, as if he could lift up his arms and burst forth 
into a wild song of praise to his divinity, the sun. And this 
grand condition of health made him feel ruthless, as the man 
who conquers and enters a city in triumph feels ruthless. As 
he trod down towards Marechiaro to-day, thinking of the 
letter that perhaps awaited him, it seemed to him that it 
would be monstrous if anything, if anyone, were to interfere 
with his day of joy, the day he was looking forward to with 
such eager anticipation. He felt inclined to trample over 
opposition. Yet what could he do if, by some evil chance, 
Hermione and Artois arrived the day before the fair, or on the 
very day of the fair? He hurried his steps. He wanted to be 
in the village, to know whether there was a letter for him from 
Africa.

When he came into the village it was about half-past two 
o'clock, and the long, narrow main street was deserted. The 
owners of some of the antiquity shops had already put up their 
shutters for the summer. Other shops, still open, showed 
gaping doorways, through which no travellers passed. Inside, 
the proprietors were dozing among their red brocades, their 
pottery, their Sicilian jewellery and obscure pictures thick 
with dust, guarded by squadrons of large black flies, which 
droned on walls and ceilings, crept over the tiled floors, and 
clung to the draperies and laces which lay upon the cabinets. 
In the shady little rooms of the barbers small boys in linen 
jackets kept a drowsy vigil for the proprietors, who were sleep
ing in some dark comer of bedchamber or wine-shop. But 
no customer came to send them flying. The sun made the 
beards push on the brown Sicilian faces, but no one wanted to 
be shaved before the evening fell. Two or three lads lounged 
by on their way to the sea with towels and bathing-drawers 
over their arms. A few women were spinning flax on the 
door-lintels, or filling buckets of water from the fountain. A 
few children were trying to play mysterious games in the 
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narrow alleys that led downwards to the sea and upwards to 
the mountains on the left and right of the street. A donkey 
brayed under an archway as if to summon its master from his 
siesta. A cat stole along the gutter, and vanished into a hole 
beneath a shut door. But the village was almost like a dead 
village, slain by the sun in his carelessness of pride.

On his way to the post Maurice passed through the Piazza 
that was the glory of Marechiaro and the place of assemblage 
for its people. Here the music sounded on festa days before 
the stone steps that led up to the church of San Giuseppe. 
Here was the principal caffè, the Caffè Nuovo, where granite 
and ices were to be had, delicious yellow cakes, and chocolate 
made up into shapes of crowing cocks, of pigs, of little men 
with hats, and of saints with flowing robes. Here, too, was 
the club, with chairs and sofas now covered with white, and 
long tables adorned with illustrated journals and the papers 
of Catania, of Messina and Palermo. But at this hour the 
caffè was closed, and the club was empty. For the sun beat 
down with fury upon the open space with its tiled pavement, 
and the seats let into the wall that sheltered the Piazza from 
the precipice that frowned above the sea were untenanted by 
loungers. As Maurice went by he thought of Gaspare’s words 
“ When a man cannot go any more into the Piazza—Madonna, 
it is finished! ” This was the place where the public opinion 
of Marechiaro was formed, where fame was made and char
acters were taken away. He paused for an instant by the 
church, then went on under the clock tower and came to the 
post.

“ Any letters for me, Don Paolo? ” he asked of the post
master.

The old man saluted him languidly through the peep-hole.
“ Si, signore, ce ne sono.”
He turned to seek for them while Maurice waited. He 

heard the flies buzzing. Their noise was loud in his ears. His 
heart beat strongly and he was gnawed by suspense. Never 
before had he felt so anxious, so impatient to know anything 
as he was now to know if among the letters there was one from 
Hermione.

“ Ecco, signore! ”
“ Grazie! ”
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Maurice took the packet.
“ A rivederci! ”
“ A rivederlo, signore.”
He went away down the street. But now he had his 

letters he did not look at them immediately. Something held 
him back from looking at them until he had come again into 
the Piazza. It was still deserted. He went over to the seat 
by the wall, and sat down sideways, so that he could look over 
the wall to the sea immediately below him. Then, very slowly, 
he drew out his cigarette-case, selected a cigarette, lit it, and 
began to smoke like a man who was at ease and idle. He 
glanced over the wall. At the foot of the precipice by the sea 
was the station of Cattaro, at which Hermione and Artois 
would arrive when they came. He could see the platform, 
some trucks of merchandise standing on the rails, the white 
road winding by towards San Felice and Etna. After a long 
look down he turned at last to the packet from the post which 
he had laid upon the hot stone at his side. The Times, the 
Pink ‘Un, the Illustrated, London Neues, and three letters. 
The first was obviously a bill forwarded from London. The 
second was also from England. He recognised the hand
writing of his mother. The third? He turned it over. Yes, 
it was from Hermione. His instinct had not deceived him. 
He was certain, too, that it did not deceive him now. He was 
certain that this was the letter that fixed the date of her coming 
with Artois. He opened the two other letters and glanced 
over them, and then at last he tore the covering from Her
mione’s. A swift, searching look was enough. The letter 
dropped from his hand to the seat. He had seen these 
words,—

“ Isn’t it splendid? Emile may leave at once. But 
there is no good boat till the tenth. We shall take that, and 
be at Cattaro on the eleventh at five o’clock in the after
noon. . .

“ Isn’t it splendid? ”
For a moment he sat quite still in the glare of the sun, 

mentally repeating to himself these words of his wife. So 
the inevitable had happened. For he felt it was inevitable. 
Fate was against him. He was not to have his pleasure.

“ Signorino! Come sta lei? Lei sta bene? ”
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He started and looked up. He had heard no footstep. 

Salvatore stood by him, smiling at him, Salvatore with bare 
feet, and a fish basket slung over his arm.

“Buon giorno, Salvatore!” he answered, with an effort.
Salvatore looked at Maurice’s cigarette, put down the 

basket, and sat down on the seat by Maurice’s side.
“ I haven’t smoked to-day, signore,” he began. “ Dio 

mio! But it must be good to have plenty of soldi! ”
“ Ecco ! ”
Maurice held out his cigarette-case.
“ Take two—three! ”
“ Grazie, signore, mille grazie! ”
He took them greedily.
“ And the fair, signorino—only four days now to the fair! 

I have been to order the donkeys for me and Maddalena.”
“ Davvero? ” Maurice said, mechanically.
“ Si, signore. From Angelo of the mill. He wanted fit ceen 

lire, but I laughed at him. I was with him a good hour and 
I got them for nine. Per Dio! Fifteen lire and to a Siciliano! 
For he didn’t know you were coming. I took care not to tell 
him that.”

“ Oh, you took care not to tell him that I was coming! ”
Maurice was looking over the wall at the platform of the 

station far down below. He seemed to see himself upon it, 
waiting for the train to glide in on the day of the fair, waiting 
among the smiling Sicilian facchini.

“ Si, signore. Was not I right? ”
“ Quite right.”
“ Per Dio, signore, these are good cigarettes. Where do 

they come from? ”
“ From Cairo, in Egypt.”
“ Egitto! They must cost a lot.”
He edged nearer to Maurice.
“ You must be very happy, signorino.”
“I!” Maurice laughed. “Madonna! Why?”
“ Because you are so rich ! ”
There was a fawning sound in the fisherman’s voice, a 

fawning look in his small, screwed-up eyes.
“ To you it would be nothing to buy all the donkeys at the 

fair of San Felice.”
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Maurice moved ever so little away from him.
“ Ah, signorino, if I had been born you how happy I should 

be! ”
And he heaved a great sigh and puffed at the cigarette 

voluptuously.
Maurice said nothing. He was still looking at the railway 

platform. And now he seemed to see the train gliding in on 
the day of the fair of San Felice.

“Signorino! Signorino!”
“ Well, what is it, Salvatore? ”
“ I have ordered the donkeys for ten o’clock. Then we 

can go quietly. They will be at Isola Bella at ten o’clock. I 
shall bring Maddalena round in the boat.”

“Oh! ”
Salvatore chuckled.
“ She has got a surprise for you, signore.”
“ A surprise? ”
“ Per Dio ! ”
“ What is it? ’’
His voice was listless, but now he looked at Salvatore.
“ I ought not to tell you, signore. But—if I do—you won’t 

ever tell her? ”
“ No.”
“ A new gown, signorino, a beautiful new gown, made 

by Maria Compagni here in the Corso. Will you be at 
Isola Bella with Gaspare by ten o’clock on the day, 
signorino? ”

“ Yes, Salvatore! ” Maurice said, in a loud, firm, almost 
angry voice. “ I will be there. Don’t doubt it. Addio, 
Salvatore! ”

He got up.
“ A rivederci, signore. Ma—”
He got up, too, and bent to pick up his fish basket.
“ No, don’t come with me. I’m going up now, straight 

up by the Castello.”
“ In all this heat? But it’s steep there, signore, and the 

path is all covered with stones. You’ll never—”
“ That doesn’t matter. I like the sun. Addio! ”
“ And this evening, signorino? You are coming to bathe 

this evening? ”
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“ I don’t know. I don’t think so. Don’t wait for me. 
Go to sea if you want to! ”

“ Birbante! ” muttered the fisherman, as he watched 
Maurice stride away across the Piazza, and strike up the 
mountain-side by the tiny path that led to the Castello. 
“ You want to get me out of the way, do you? Birbanti! 
Ah, you fine strangers from England! You think to come 
here and find men that are babies, do you? men that—”

He went off noiselessly on his bare feet, muttering to him
self with the half-smoked cigarette in his lean brown hand.

Meanwhile Maurice climbed rapidly up the steep track 
over the stones in the eye of the sun. He had not lied to 
Salvatore. While the fisherman had been speaking to him he 
had come to a decision. A disgraceful decision he knew it to 
be, but he would keep to it. Nothing should prevent him 
from keeping to it. He would be at Isola Bella on the day of 
the fair. He would go to San Felice. He would stay there 
till the last rocket burst in the sky over Etna, till the last song 
had been sung, the last toast shouted, the last tarantella 
danced, the last—kiss given—the last, the very last. He 
would ignore this message from Africa. He would pretend he 
had never received it. He would lie about it. Yes, he would 
He—but he would have his pleasure. He was determined upon 
that, and nothing should shake him, no qualms of conscience, 
no voices within him, no memories of past days, no promptings 
of duty.

He hurried up the stony path. He did not feel the sun 
upon him. The sweat poured down over his face, his body. 
He did not know it. His heart was set hard, and he felt 
villainous, but he felt quite sure what he was going to do, 
quite sure that he was going to the fair despite that letter.

When he reached the priest’s house he felt exhausted. 
Without knowing it he had come up the mountain at a racing 
pace. But he was not tired merely because of that. He sank 
down in a chair in the sitting-room. Lucrezia came and 
Peeped at him.

“ Where is Gaspare? ” he asked, putting his hand instinc
tively over the pocket in which were the letters.

“ He is still out after the birds, signore. He has shot five 
already.”
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“ Poor little wretches! And he’s still out? ”
“Si, signore. He has gone on to Don Peppino’s terreno 

now. There are many birds there. How hot you are, signor
ino! Shall I—”

“ No, no. Nothing, Lucrezia! Leave me alone! ”
She disappeared.
Then Maurice drew the letters from his pocket and slowly 

spread out Hermione’s in his lap. He had not read it through 
yet. He had only glanced at it and seen what he had feared 
to see. Now he read it word by word, very slowly and care
fully. When he had come to the end he kept it on his knee 
and sat for some time quite still.

In the letter Hermione asked him to go to the Hotel 
Regina Margherita at Marechiaro, and engage two good rooms 
facing the sea for Artois, a bedroom and a sitting-room. They 
were to be ready for the eleventh. She wrote with her usual 
splendid frankness. Her soul was made of sincerity as a 
sovereign is made of gold.

“ I know ”—these were her words—“ I know you will try 
and make Emile’s coming to Sicily a little festa. Don’t think 
I imagine you are personally delighted at his coming, though I 
am sure you are delighted at his recovery. He is my old 
friend, not yours, and I am not such a fool as to suppose that 
you can care for him at all as I do, who have known him 
intimately and proved his loyalty and his nobility of nature. 
But I think, I am certain, Maurice, that you will make hiscoming 
a festa for my sake. He has suffered very much. He is as 
weak almost as a child still. There’s something tremendously 
pathetic in the weakness of body of a man so brilliant in mind, 
so powerful of soul. It goes right to my heart as I think it 
would go to yours. Let us make his return to life beautiful 
and blessed. Sha’n’t we? Put flowers in the rooms for me, 
won’t you? Make them look homey. Put some books about. 
But I needn’t tell you. We are one, you and I, and I needn’t 
tell you any more. It would be like telling things to myself— 
as unnecessary as teaching an organ-grinder how to turn the 
handle of his organ! Oh, Maurice, I can laugh to-day! I 
could almost—I—get up and dance the tarantella all alone 
here in my little bare room with no books and scarcely any 
flowers. And at the station show Emile he is welcome. He 
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is a little diffident at coming. He fancies perhaps he will be 
in the way. But one look of yours, one grasp of your hand 
will drive it all out of him ! God bless you, my dearest. How 
He has blessed me in giving you tome! ”

As Maurice sat there, under his skin, burned deep brown 
by the sun, there rose a hot flush of red! Yes, he reddened 
at the thought of what he was going to do, but still he meant 
to do it. He could not forego his pleasure. He could not. 
There was something wild and imperious within him that 
defied his better self at this moment. But the better self was 
not dead. It was even startlingly alive, enough alive to stand 
almost aghast at that which was going, it knew, to dominate 
it—to dominate it for a time, but only for a time. On that 
he was resolved, as he was resolved to have this one pleasure 
to which he had looked forward, to which he was looking for
ward now. Men often mentally put a period to their sinning. 
Maurice put a period to his sinning as he sat staring at the 
letter on his knees. And the period which he put was the day 
of the fair at San Felice. After that day this book of his wild 
youth was to be closed forever.

After the day of the fair he would live rightly, sincerely, 
meeting as it deserved to be met the utter sincerity of his wife. 
He would be, after that date, entirely straight with her. He 
loved her. As he looked at her letter he felt that he did love, 
must love, such love as hers. He was not a bad man, but he 
Was a wilful man. The wild heart of youth in him was wilful. 
Well, after San Felice, he would control that wilfulness of his 
heart, he would discipline it. He would do more, he would 
forget that it existed. After San Felice!

With a sigh, like that of a burdened man, he got up, 
took the letter in his hand and went out up the mountain
side. There he tore the letter and its envelope into fragments 
and hid the fragments in a heap of stones hot with the 
sun.

When Gaspare came in that evening with a string of little 
birds in his hand and asked Maurice if there were any letter 
from Africa to say when the signora would arrive, Maurice 
answered “No.”

“ Then the signora will not be here for the fair, signorino? ” 
Said the boy.
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“ I don’t suppose—no, Gaspare, she will not be here for the 

fair.”
“ She would have written by now if she were coming.”
“ Yes, if she were coming she would certainly have written 

by now.”
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Q IGNORINO! Signorino! Are you ready? ”

It was Gaspare’s voice shouting vivaciously from 
the sunny terrace, where Tito and another donkey, gaily 
caparisoned and decorated with flowers and little streamers of 
coloured ribbon, were waiting before the steps.

“Si, si! I’m coming in a moment!” replied Maurice’s 
Voice from the bedroom.

Lucrezia stood by the wall looking very dismal. She 
longed to go to the fair, and that made her sad. But there 
Was also another reason for her depression. Sebastiano was 
still away, and for many days he had not written to her. This 
Was bad enough. But there was something worse. News 
had come to Marechiaro from a sailor of Messina, a friend of 
Sebastiano’s, that Sebastiano was lingering in the Lipari Isles 
because he had found a girl there, a pretty girl called Teodora 
Amalfi, to whom he was paying attentions. And although 
Lucrezia laughed at the story, and pretended to disbelieve it, 
her heart was rent by jealousy and despair, and a longing to 
travel away, to cross the sea, to tear her lover from temptation, 
to—to speak for a few moments quietly—oh, very quietly— 
with this Teodora. Even now, while she stared at the donkeys, 
and at Gaspare in his festa suit, with two large pink roses 
above his ears, she put up her hands instinctively to her own 
ears, as if to pluck the earrings out of them, as the Sicilian 
Women of the lower classes do, deliberately, sternly, before 
they begin to fight their rivals, women who have taken their 
lovers or their husbands from them.

Ah, if she were only in the Lipari Isles she would speak with 
Teodora Amalfi, speak with her till the blood flowed! She 
set her teeth, and her face looked almost old in the sunshine.

“ Coraggio, Lucrezia! ” laughed Gaspare. “ He will come 
back some day when—when he has sold enough to the people 
°f the isles! But where is the padrone, Dio mio? Signorino! 
Signorino! ”

223
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“ Eccomi ! ” Maurice appeared at the sitting-room door 

and came slowly down the steps.
Gaspare stared.
“ Why, signorino, what is the matter? What has 

happened? ”
“ Happened? Nothing’ ”
“ Then why do you look so black? ”
“ I ! It’s the shadow of the awning on my face.”
He smiled. He kept on smiling.
“ I say, Gasparino, how splendid the donkeys are! And 

you, too! ”
He took hold of the boy by the shoulders and turned him 

round.
“ Per Bacco ! We shall make a fine show at the fair ! I’ve 

got money, lots of money, to spend! ”
He showed his portfolio, full of dirty notes. Gaspare’s 

eyes began to sparkle.
“ Wait, signorino! ”
He lifted his hands to Maurice’s striped flannel jacket and 

thrust two large bunches of flowers and ferns into the two 
buttonholes, to right and left.

‘ ‘ Bravo ! Now, then. ’ '
“No, no, signorino! Wait! ”
“ More flowers! But where—what, over my ears, too! ” 
He began to laugh.
“ But—”
“ Si, signore, si! To-day you must be a real Siciliano! ”
“ Va bene! ”
He bent down his head to be decorated.
“Pouf! They tickle! There, then! Now let’s be off!”
He leaped on to Tito’s back. Gaspare sprang up on the 

other donkey.
“ Addio, Lucrezia! ”
Maurice turned to her.
“ Don’t leave the house to-day.”
“ No, signore,” said poor Lucrezia, in a deplorable voice.
“Mind, now! Don’t go down to Marechiaro this after

noon.”
There was an odd sound, almost of pleading, in his voice.
“ No, signore.”
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“ I trust you to be here—remember."
“ Va bene, signorino! ’’
“ Ah—a—a—ah! " shouted Gaspare.
They were off.
“ Signorino," said Gaspare, presently, when they were in 

the shadow of the ravine, “ why did you say all that to 
Lucrezia? "

“ All what? ”
“ All that about not leaving the house to-day? "
“ Oh—why—it’s better to have someone there."
“ Si, signore. But why to-day specially? ”
“ I don’t know. There’s no particular reason.
“ I thought there was."
“ No, of course not. How could there be? ”
“ Non lo so."
“ If Lucrezia goes down to the village they’ll be filling her 

ears with that stupid gossip about Sebastiano and that girl— 
Teodora."

“ It was for Lucrezia then, signorino? "
“ "Yes, for Lucrezia. She’s miserable enough already. I 

don’t want her to be a spectacle when—when the signora 
returns."

“ I wonder when she is coming? I wonder why she has 
not written all these days? ’’

“ Oh, she’ll soon come. We shall—we shall very soon have 
her here with us."

He tried to speak naturally, but found the effort difficult, 
knowing what he knew, that in the evening of that day Her
mione would arrive at the house of the priest and find no pre
parations made for her return, no one to welcome her but 
Lucrezia—if, indeed, Lucrezia obeyed his orders and refrained 
from descending to the village on the chance of hearing some 
fresh news of her fickle lover. And Artois! There were no 
rooms engaged for him at the Hôtel Regina Margherita. 
There were no flowers, no books. Maurice tingled—his whole 
body tingled for a moment—and he felt like a man guilty of 
some mean crime and arraigned before all the world. Then 
he struck Tito with his switch, and began to gallop down the 
steep path at a breakneck pace, sticking his feet far out upon 
either side. He would forget. He would put away these 
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thoughts that were tormenting him. He would enjoy this 
day of pleasure for which he had sacrificed so much, for which 
he had trampled down his self-respect in the dust.

When they reached the road by Isola Bella, Salvatore's 
boat was just coming round the point, vigorously propelled 
by the fisherman’s strong arms over the radiant sea. It was 
a magnificent day, very hot but not sultry, free from sirocco. 
The sky was deep blue, a passionate, exciting blue that seemed 
vocal, as if it were saying thrilling things to the world that lay 
beneath it. The waveless sea was purple, a sea indeed of 
legend, a wine-dark, lustrous, silken sea. Into it, just here 
along this magic coast, was surely gathered all the wonder of 
colour of all the Southern seas. They must be blanched to 
make this marvel of glory, this immense jewel of God. And 
the lemon groves were thick along the sea. And the orange- 
trees stood in their decorative squadrons drinking in the rays 
of the sun with an ecstatic submission. And Etna, snowless 
Etna, rose to heaven out of this morning world, with its base 
in the purple glory and its feather of smoke in the calling blue, 
child of the sea-god and of the god that looks down from the 
height, majestically calm in the riot of splendour that set the 
feet of June dancing in a great tarantella.

As Maurice saw the wonder of sea and sky, the boat coming 
in over the sea, with Maddalena in the stern holding a bouquet 
of flowers, his heart leaped up and he forgot for a moment the 
shadow in himself, the shadow of his own unworthiness. He 
sprang off the donkey.

“ Г11 go down to meet them! ” he cried. “ Catch hold of 
Tito, Gaspare! ”

The railway line ran along the sea, between road and beach. 
He had to cross it. In doing so one of his feet struck the metal 
rail, which gave out a dry sound. He looked down, suddenly 
recalled to a reality other than the splendour of the morning, 
the rapture of this careless festa day. And again he was con
scious of the shadow. Along this line, in a few hours, would 
come the train bearing Hermione and Artois. Hermione 
would be at the window, eagerly looking out, full of happy 
anticipation, leaning to catch the first sight of his face, to 
receive and return his smile of welcome. What would her 
face be like when—? But Salvatore was hailing him from the 
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sea. Maddalena was waving her hand. The thing was done. 
The die was cast. He had chosen his lot. Fiercely he put 
away from him the thought of Hermione, lifted his voice in an 
answering hail, his hand in a salutation which he tried to make 
carelessly joyous. The boat glided in between the flat rocks. 
And then—then he was able to forget. For Maddalena’s long 
eyes were looking into his, with the joyousness of a child’s, 
and yet with something of the expectation of a woman’s, too. 
And her brown face was alive with a new and delicious self
consciousness, asking him to praise her for the surprise she 
had prepared, in his honour surely, specially for him, and not 
for her comrades and the public of the fair.

“ Maddalena! ” he exclaimed.
He put out his hands to help her out. She stood on the 

gunwale of the boat and jumped lightly down, with a little 
laugh, on to the beach.

“Maddalena! Per Dio! Ma che bellezza !’’
She laughed again, and stood there on the stones before him 

smiling and watching him, with her head a little on one side, 
and the hand that held the tight bouquet of roses and ferns, 
round as a ring and red as dawn, up to her lips, as if a sudden 
impulse prompted her now to conceal something of her 
pleasure.

“ Le piace? ”
It came to him softly over the roses
Maurice said nothing, but took her hand and looked at her. 

Salvatore was fastening up the boat and putting the oars into 
their places, and getting his jacket and hat.

What a transformation it was, making an almost new 
Maddalena! This festival dress was really quite wonderful. 
He felt inclined to touch it here and there, to turn Maddalena 
round for new aspects, as a child turns round a marvellous doll.

Maddalena wore a tudischina, a bodice of blue cotton 
velvet, ornamented with yellow silken fringes, and opening over 
the breast to show a section of snowy white edged with little 
buttons of sparkling steel. Her petticoat—the sinava—was 
of pea-green silk and thread, and was partially covered by an 
apron, a real coquette of an apron, white and green, with little 
pockets and puckers, and a green rosette where the strings met 
round the supple waist. Her sleeves were of white muslin, 



228 THE CALL OF THE BLOOD
bound with yellow silk ribbons, and her stockings were blue, 
the colour of the bodice. On her feet were shining shoes of 
black leather, neatly tied with small black ribbons, and over 
her shoulders was a lovely shawl of blue and white with a 
pattern of flowers. She wore nothing on her head, but in her 
ears were heavy earrings, and round her neck was a thin silver 
chain with bright blue stones threaded on it here and there.

“ Maddalena! " Maurice said at last. “ You are a queen 
to-day! "

He stopped, then he added,—
“No, you are a siren to-day, the siren I once fancied you 

might be."
“ A siren, signorino? What is that? "
“ An enchantress of the sea with a voice that makes men— 

that makes men feel they cannot go, they cannot leave it."
Maddalena lifted the roses a little higher to hide her face, 

but Maurice saw that her eyes were still smiling, and it seemed 
to him that she looked even more radiantly happy than when 
she had taken his hands to spring down to the beach.

Now Salvatore came up in his glory of a dark-blue suit, 
with a gay shirt of pink-and-white striped cotton, fastened at 
the throat with long pink strings that had tasselled ends, a 
scarlet bow-tie with a brass anchor and the Italian flag thrust 
through it, yellow shoes, and a black hat, placed well over the 
left ear. Upon the fore-finger of his left hand he displayed a 
thick snake-ring of tarnished metal, and he had a large over
blown rose in his button-hole. His moustaches had been 
carefully waxed, his hair cropped, and his hawk-like, subtle, 
and yet violent face well washed for the great occasion. With 
bold familiarity he seized Maurice’s hand.

“ Buon giorno, signore. Come sta lei? ”
“ Benissimo."
“ And Maddalena, signore? What do you think of Madda

lena? "
He looked at his girl with a certain pride, and then back 

at Maurice searchingly.
“ Maddalena is beautiful to-day," Maurice answered, 

quickly. He did not want to discuss her with her father, 
whom he longed to be rid of, whom he meant to get rid of if 
possible at the fair. Surely it would be easy to give him the 
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slip there. He would be drinking with his companions, other 
fishermen and contadini, or playing cards, or—yes, that was 
an idea !

“Salvatore!” Maurice exclaimed, catching hold of the 
fisherman’s arm.

“ Signore? ”
“ There’ll be donkeys at the fair, eh? ”
“ Donkeys—per Dio ! Why, last year there were over 

sixty, and—”
“ And isn’t there a donkey auction sometimes, towards 

the end of the day, when they go cheap? ”
“ Si, signore! Si, signore! ’’
The fisherman’s greedy little eyes were fixed on Maurice 

with keen interrogation.
“ Don’t let us forget that,” Maurice said, returning his 

gaze. “ You’re a good judge of a donkey? ”
Salvatore laughed.
“ Per Bacco! There won’t be a man at San Felice that 

can beat me at that ! ”
“ Then perhaps you can do something for me. Perhaps 

you can buy me a donkey. Didn’t I speak of it before? ”
“ Si, signore. For the signora to ride when she comes back 

from Africa? ”
He smiled.
“ For a lady to ride,” Maurice answered, looking at Madda

lena.
Salvatore made a clicking noise with his tongue, a noise 

that suggested eating. Then he spat vigorously and took 
from his jacket-pocket a long, black cigar. This was evidently 
going to be a great day for him.

“ Avanti, signorino! Avanti! ”
Gaspare was shouting and waving his hat frantically from 

the road.
“ Come along, Maddalena ! ”
They left the beach and climbed the bank, Maddalena 

walking carefully in the shining shoes, and holding her green 
skirt well away from the bushes with both hands. Maurice 
hurried across the railway line without looking at it. He 
wanted to forget it. He was determined to forget it, and 
what it was bringing to Cattaro that afternoon. They 
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reached the group of four donkeys which were standing 
patiently in the dusty white road.

“ Mamma mia! " ejaculated Gaspare, as Maddalena came 
full into his sight. “Madre mia! But you are like a burgisa 
dressed for the wedding-day, Donna Maddalena!"

He wagged his head at her till the big roses above his ears 
shook like flowers in a wind.

“ Ora basta, ch’ è tardu: jamu ad accumpagnari li Zitti! " 
he continued, pronouncing the time-honoured sentence which, 
at a rustic wedding, gives the signal to the musicians to stop 
their playing, and to the assembled company the hint that 
the moment has come to escort the bride to the new home 
which her bridegroom has prepared for her.

Maddalena laughed and blushed all over her face, and 
Salvatore shouted out a verse of a marriage song in high 
favour at Sicilian weddings,—

“ E cu saluti a li Zituzzi novi I
Chi bellu 'nguaggiamentu furtunatu ! 
Firma la menti, Gustanti lu соп, 
E si cci arriva a lu jornu biatu—"

Meanwhile Maurice helped Maddalena on to her donkey, 
and paid and dismissed the boy who had brought it and Sal
vatore’s beast from Marechiaro. Then he took out his watch.

“ A quarter-past ten," he said. “ Off we go! Now, 
Gaspare—uno! due! tre! "

They leaped simultaneously on to their donkeys, Salvatore 
clambered up on his, and the little cavalcade started off on the 
long, white road that ran close along the sea, Maddalena and 
Maurice in the van, Salvatore and Gaspare behind. Just at 
first they all kept close together, but Sicilians are very careful 
of their festa clothes, and soon Salvatore and Gaspare dropped 
further behind to avoid the clouds of dust stirred up by the 
tripping feet of the donkeys in front. Their chattering voices 
died away, and when Maurice looked back he saw them at a 
distance which rendered his privacy with Maddalena more 
complete than anything he had dared to hope for so early in 
the day. Yet now that they were thus alone he felt as if he 
had nothing to say to her. He did not feel exactly constrained, 
but it seemed to him that, to-day, he could not talk the familiar 
commonplaces to her, or pay her obvious compliments. They 



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD 231
might, they would please her, but something in himself would 
resent them. This was to be such a great day. He had 
wanted it with such ardour, he had been so afraid of missing 
it, he had gained it at the cost of so much self-respect, that it 
ought to be extraordinary from dawn to dark, and he and 
Maddalena to be unusual, intense—something at least more 
eager, more happy, more intimate than usual in it.

And then, too, as he looked at her riding along by the sea, 
with her young head held rather high, and a smile of innocent 
pride in her eyes, he remembered that this day was their good
bye. Maddalena did not know that. Probably she did not 
think about the future. But he knew it. They might meet 
again. They would doubtless meet again. But it would all 
be different. He would be a serious married man, who could 
no longer frolic as if he were still a boy like Gaspare. This 
was the last day of his intimate friendship with Maddalena.

That seemed to him very strange. He had become accus
tomed to her society, to her naïve curiosity, her girlish, simple 
gaiety, so accustomed to it all that he could not imagine life 
without it, could scarcely realise what life had been before he 
knew Maddalena. It seemed to him that he must have always 
known Maddalena. And she—what did she feel about that?

“ Maddalena! ” he said.
“ Si, signore.”
She turned her head and glanced at him, smiling, as if she 

were sure of hearing something pleasant. To-day, in her 
pretty festa dress, she looked intended for happiness. Every
thing about her conveyed the suggestion that she was expect
ant of joy. The expression in her eyes was a summons to 
the world to be very kind and good to her, to give her only 
pleasant things, things that could not harm her.

“ Maddalena, do you feel as if you had known me long? ” 
She nodded her head.
“ Si, signore.”
“ How long? ”
She spread out one hand with the fingers held apart.
“ Oh, signore—but always! I feel as if I had known you 

always.”
“ And yet it’s only a few days.”
“ Si, signore."
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She acquiesced calmly. The problem did not seem to 
puzzle her, the problem of this feeling so ill-founded. It was 
so. Very well, then—so it was.

“ And,” he went on, “ do you feel as if you would always 
know me? ”

“ Si, signore. Of course.”
“ But I shall go away, I am going away.”
For a moment her face clouded. But the influence of joy 

was very strong upon her to-day, and the cloud passed.
“ But you will come back, signorino. You will always 

come back.”
“ How do you know that? ”
A pretty slyness crept into her face, showed in the curve of 

the young lips, in the expression of the young eyes.
“ Because you like to be here, because you like the Siciliani. 

Isn’t it true? ”
“Yes,” he said, almost passionately. ” It’s true! Ah, 

Maddalena—”
But at this moment a group of people from Marechiaro 

suddenly appeared upon the road beside them, having de
cended from the village by a mountain-path. There were 
exclamations, salutations. Maddalena’s gown was carefully 
examined by the women of the party. The men exchanged 
compliments with Maurice. Then Salvatore and Gaspare, 
seeing friends, came galloping up, shouting, in a cloud of dust. 
A calvalcade was formed, and henceforth Maurice was unable 
to exchange any more confidences with Maddalena. He felt 
vexed at first, but the boisterous merriment of all these people, 
their glowing anticipation of pleasure, soon infected him. His 
heart was lightened of its burden and the spirit of the careless 
boy awoke in him. He would take no thought for the morrow, 
he would be able to take no thought so long as he was in this 
jocund company. As they trotted forward in a white mist 
along the shining sea Maurice was one of the gayest among 
them. No laugh rang out more frequently than his, no voice 
chatted more vivaciously. The conscious effort which at first 
he had to make seemed to give him an impetus, to send him on
ward with a rush so that he outdistanced his companions. 
Had anyone observed him closely during that ride to the fair 
he might well have thought that here was a nature given
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over to happiness, a nature that was utterly sunny in the 
sun.

They passed through the town of Cattaro, where was the 
station for Marechiaro. For a moment Maurice felt a pang 
of self-contempt, and of something more, of something that 
was tender, pitiful even, as he thought of Hermione’s expecta
tion disappointed. But it died away, or he thrust it away. 
The long street was full of people, either preparing to start for 
the fair themselves or standing at their doors to watch their 
friends start. Donkeys were being saddled and decorated 
with flowers. Tall, painted carts were being harnessed to 
mules. Visions of men being lathered and shaved, of women 
having their hair dressed, or their hair searched, Sicilian 
fashion, of youths trying to curl upwards scarcely born 
moustaches, of children being hastily attired in clothes which 
made them wriggle and squint, came to the eyes from houses 
in which privacy was not so much scorned as unthought of, 
utterly unknown. Turkeys strolled in and out among the 
toilet-makers. Pigs accompanied their mistresses from door
way to doorway as dogs accompany the women of other coun
tries. And the cavalcade of the people of Marechiaro was 
hailed from all sides with pleasantries and promises to meet at 
the fair, with broad jokes or respectful salutations. Many 
a “ Benedicite! ” or “ C’ci basu li mano! ” greeted Maurice. 
Many a berretto was lifted from heads that he had never seen 
to his knowledge before. He was made to feel by all that he 
was among friends, and as he returned the smiles and saluta
tions he remembered the saying Hermione had repeated: 
“ Every Sicilian, even if he wears a long cap and sleeps in a hut 
with the pigs, is a gentleman,” and he thought it very true.

It seemed as if they would never get away from the street. 
At every moment they halted. One man begged them to 
wait a moment till his donkey was saddled, so that he might 
join them. Another, a wine-shop-keeper, insisted on Maurice’s 
testing his moscato, and thereupon Maurice felt obliged to 
order glasses all round, to the great delight of Gaspare, who 
always felt himself to be glorified by the generosity of his 
padrone, and who promptly took the proceedings in charge, 
measured out the wine in appropriate quantities, handed it 
about, and constituted himself master of the ceremony.
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Already, at eleven o’clock, brindisi were invented, and Maurice 
was called upon to “ drop into poetry.” Then Maddalena 
caught sight of some girl friends, and must needs show them 
all her finery. For this purpose she solemnly dismounted 
from her donkey to be closely examined on the pavement, 
turned about, shook forth her pea-green skirt, took off her 
chain for more minute inspection, and measured the silken 
fringes of her shawl in order to compare them with other 
shawls which were hastily brought out from a house 
near-by.

But Gaspare, always a little ruthless with women, soon 
tired of such vanities.

“ Avanti! Avanti! ” he shouted. “ Dio mio! Le donne 
sono pazze! Andiamo! Andiamo! ”

He hustled Maddalena, who yielded, blushing and laughing, 
to his importunities, and at last they were really off again, 
and drowned in a sea of odour as they passed some buildings 
where lemons were being packed to be shipped away from 
Sicily. This smell seemed to Maurice to be the very breath of 
the island. He drank it in eagerly. Lemons, lemons, and 
the sun! Oranges, lemons, yellow flowers under the lemons, 
and the sun! Always yellow, pale yellow, gold yellow, red- 
gold yellow, and white, and silver-white, the white of the roads, 
the silver-white of dusty olive leaves, and green, the dark, 
lustrous, polished green of orange leaves, and purple and blue, 
the purple of sea, the blue of sky. What a riot of talk it was, 
and what a riot of colour! It made Maurice feel almost drunk. 
It was heady, this island of the South—heady in the summer
time. It had a powerful influence, an influence that was 
surely an excuse for much. Ah, the stay-at-homes, who con
demned the far-off passions and violences of men! What did 
they know of the various truths of the world? How should 
one in Clapham judge one at the fair of San Felice? Avanti! 
Avanti! Avanti along the blinding white road by the sea, to 
the village on which great Etna looked down, not harshly for 
all its majesty. Nature understood. And God, who made 
Nature, who was behind Nature—did not He understand? 
There is forgiveness surely in great hearts, though the small 
hearts have no space to hold it.

Something like this Maurice thought for a moment, ere 
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a large thoughtlessness swept over him, bred of the sun and 
the odours, the movement, the cries and laughter of his com
panions, the gay gown and the happy glances of Maddalena, 
even of the white dust that whirled up from the feet of the 
cantering donkeys.

And so, ever laughing, ever joking, gaily, almost tumul
tuously, they rushed upon the fair.

San Felice is a large village in the plain at the foot of Etna. 
It lies near the sea between Catania and Messina, but beyond 
the black and forbidding lava land. Its patron saint, Pro
tettore di San Felice, is Sant’ Onofrio, and this was his festival. 
In the large, old church in the square, which was the centre of 
the life of the fiera, his image, smothered in paint, sumptuously 
decorated with red and gold and bunches of artificial flowers, 
was exposed under a canopy with pillars; and thin squares 
of paper reproducing its formal charms—the oval face with 
large eyes and small, straight nose, the ample forehead, 
crowned with hair that was brought down to a point in the 
centre, the undulating, divided beard descending upon the 
breast, one hand holding a book, the other upraised in a bless
ing—were sold for a soldo to all who would buy them.

The first thing the party from Isola Bella and from Mare
chiaro did, when they had stabled their donkeys at Don 
Leontini’s, in the Via Bocca di Leone, was to pay the visit of 
etiquette to Sant’ Onofrio. Their laughter was stilled at the 
church doorway, through which women and men draped in 
shawls, lads and little children, were coming and going. Their 
faces assumed expressions of superstitious reverence and 
devotion. And, going up one by one to the large image of 
the saint, they contemplated it with awe, touched its hand or 
the hem of its robe, made the sign of the cross, and retreated, 
feeling that they were blessed for the day.

Maddalena approached the saint with Maurice and Gaspare. 
She and Gaspare touched the hand that held the book, made 
the sign of the cross, then stared at Maurice to see why he did 
nothing. He quickly followed their example. Maddalena, 
who was pulling some of the roses from her tight bouquet, 
whispered to him,—

“ Sant* Onofrio will bring us good fortune.”
“ Davvero? ” he whispered back.
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“Si! Si!” said Gaspare, nodding his head.
While Maddalena laid her flowers upon the lap of the saint, 

Gaspare bought from a boy three sheets of paper containing 
Sant’ Onofrio’s reproduction, and three more showing the 
effigies of San Filadelfo, Sant* Alfio, and San Cirillo.

“Ecco, Donna Maddalena! Ecco, signorino!”
He distributed his purchases, keeping two for himself. 

These last he very carefully and solemnly folded up and 
bestowed in the inner pocket of his jacket, which contained a 
leather portfolio, given to him by Maurice to carry his money 
in.

“ Ecco! ” he said, once more, as he buttoned the flap of 
the pocket as a precaution against thieves.

And with that final exclamation he dismissed all serious 
thoughts.

“ Mangiamo, signorino! ” he said. “ Ora basta! ”
And they went forth into the sunshine. Salvatore was 

talking to some fishermen from Catania upon the steps. They 
cast curious glances at Maurice as he came out with Maddalena, 
and, when Salvatore went off with his daughter and the 
forestiere, they laughed among themselves and exchanged 
some remarks that were evidently merry. But Maurice did 
not heed them. He was not a self-conscious man. And 
Maddalena was far too happy to suppose that anyone could 
be saying nasty things about her.

“ Where are we going to eat? ” asked Maurice.
“ This way, this way, signorino! ” replied Gaspare, elbow

ing a passage through the crowd. " You must follow me. 
I know where to go. I have many friends here.”

The truth of this statement was speedily made manifest 
Almost every third person they met saluted Gaspare, some 
kissing him upon both cheeks, others grasping his hand, others 
taking him familiarly by the arm. Among the last was a tall 
boy with jet-black, curly hair and a long, pale face, whom 
Gaspare promptly presented to his padrone by the name of 
Amedeo Buccini.

“ Amedeo is a parrucchiere, signorino,” he said, “ and my 
compare, and the best dancer in San Felice. May he eat with 
us? ”

* u Of course.”
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Gaspare informed Amedeo, who took off his hat, held it in 

his hand, and smiled all over his face with pleasure.
“ Yes, Gaspare is my compare, signore,” he affirmed. 

“ Compare, compare, compareddu ”—he glanced at Gaspare, 
who joined in with him,—

“ Compare, compare, compareddu,
Io ci voglio molto bene, 
Mangiamo sempre insieme— 
Mangiamo carne e riso 
E andiamo in Paradiso I ”

“ Carne e riso—si ì ” cried Maurice, laughing. “ But 
Paradise* Must you go to Paradise directly afterwards, 
before the dancing, and before the procession, and before the 
fireworks? ”

“ No, signore,” said Gaspare. “ When we are very old, 
when we cannot dance any more—non è vero, Amedeo?— 
then we will go to Paradiso.”

“ Yes,” agreed the tall boy, quite seriously, “ then we will 
go to Paradiso.”

“ And I, too,” said Maurice; “ and Maddalena, but not 
till then.”

What a long time away that would be!
“ Here is the ristorante! ”
They had reached a long room with doors open onto the 

square, opposite to the rows of booths which were set up under 
the shadow of the church. Outside of it were manysmall tables 
and numbers of chairs on which people were sitting, contemplat
ing the movement of the crowd of buyers and sellers, smoking, 
drinking syrups, gazzosa, and eating ices and flat biscuits.

Gaspare guided them through the throng to a long table 
set on a sanded floor.

“ Ecco, signorino! ‘
He installed Maurice at the top of the table.
“ And you sit here, Donna Maddalena.”
He placed her at Maurice’s right hand, and was going to sit 

down himself on the left, when Salvatore roughly pushed in 
before him, seized the chair, sat in it and leaned his arms on the 
table with a loud laugh that sounded defiant. An ugly look 
came into Gaspare’s face.

“ Macché—” he began, angrily.
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But Maurice silenced him with a quick look.
“ Gaspare, you come here, by Maddalena! ”
“ Ma—”
“ Come along, Gasparino, and tell us what we are to have. 

You must order everything. Where’s the cameriere? 
Cameriere! Cameriere! ”

He struck on his glass with a fork. A waiter came running.
“ Don Gaspare will order for us all,” said Maurice to him, 

pointing to Gaspare.
His diplomacy was successful. Gaspare’s face cleared, 

and in a moment he was immersed in an eager colloquy with 
the waiter, another friend of his from Marechiaro. Amedeo 
Buccini took a place by Gaspare, and all those from Marechiaro, 
who evidently considered that they belonged to the Inglese’s 
party for the day, arranged themselves as they pleased and 
waited anxiously for the coming of the maccaroni.

A certain formality now reigned over the assembly. The 
movement of the road in the outside world by the sea had 
stirred the blood, had loosened tongues and quickened spirits. 
But a meal in a restaurant, with a rich English signore pre
siding at the head of the table, was an unaccustomed ceremony. 
Dark faces that had been lit up with laughter now looked 
almost ludicrously discreet. Brown hands which had been 
in constant activity, talking as plainly, and more expressively, 
than voices, now lay limply upon the white cloth or were 
placed upon knees motionless as the knees of statues. And 
all eyes were turned towards the giver of the feast, mutely 
demanding of him a signal of conduct to guide his inquiring 
guests. But Maurice, too, felt for the moment tongue-tied. 
He was very sensitive to influences, and his present position, 
between Maddalena and her father, created within him a 
certain confusion of feelings, an odd sensation of being between 
two conflicting elements. He was conscious of affection and 
of enmity, both close to him, both strong, the one ready to show 
itself, the other determined to remain in hiding. He glanced 
at Salvatore, and met the fisherman’s keen gaze. Behind 
the instant smile in the glittering eyes he divined, rather than 
saw, the shadow of his hatred». And for a moment he wondered. 
Why should Salvatore hate him? It was reasonable to hate 
a man for a wrong done, even for a wrong deliberately con
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templated with intention—the intention of committing it. 
But he had done no real wrong to Salvatore. Nor had he any 
evil intention with regard to him or his. So far he had only 
brought pleasure into their lives, his life and Maddalena’s 
—pleasure and money. If there had been any secret pain 
engendered by their mutual intercourse, it was his. And 
this day was the last of their intimacy, though Salvatore and 
Maddalena did not know it. Suddenly a desire, an almost 
weak desire, came to him to banish Salvatore’s distrust of 
him, a distrust which he was more conscious of at this moment 
than ever before.

He did not know of the muttered comments of the fisher
men from Catania as he and Maddalena passed down the steps 
of the church of Sant’ Onofrio. But Salvatore’s sharp ears 
had caught them and the laughter that followed them, and 
his hot blood was on fire. The words, the laughter, had 
touched his sensitive Sicilian pride—the pride of the man who 
means never to be banished from the piazza—as a knife touches 
a raw wound. And as Maurice had set a limit to his sinning— 
his insincerity to Hermione, his betrayal of her complete trust 
in him, nothing more—so Salvatore now, while he sat at meat 
with the Inglese, mentally put a limit to his own complaisance, 
a complaisance which had been bom of his intense avarice. 
To-day he would get all he could out of the Inglese—money, 
food, wine, a donkey—who knew what? And then—good
bye to soft speeches. Those fishermen, his friends, his com
rades, his world, in fact, should have their mouths shut once 
for all. He knew how to look after his girl, and they should 
know that he knew, they and all Marechiaro, and all San 
Felice, and all Cattaro. His limit, like Maurice’s, was that 
day of the fair, and it was nearly reached. For the hours were 
hurrying towards the night and farewells.

Moved by his abrupt desire to stand well with everybody 
during this last festa, Maurice began to speak to Salvatore of 
the donkey auction. When would it begin?

“ Chi lo sa? ”
No one knew. In Sicily all feasts are movable. Even mass 

may begin an hour too late or an hour too early. One thought 
the donkey auction would start at fourteen, another at six
teen o’clock. Gaspare was imperiously certain, over the 
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maccaroni, which had now made its appearance, that the hour 
was seventeen. There were to be other auctions, auctions of 
wonderful things. A clock that played music—the “ Marcia 
Reale ” and the “ Tre Colori ”—was to be put up; suits of 
clothes, too; boots, hats, a chair that rocked like a boat on 
the sea, a revolver ornamented with ivory. Already—no one 
knew when, for no one had missed him—he had been to view 
these treasures. As he spoke of them tongues were loosed and 
eyes shone with excitement. Money was in the air. Prices 
were passionately discussed, values debated. All down the 
table went the words, “ soldi,” “ lire,” “ lire sterline,” “ big
lietti da cinque,” “ biglietti da dieci.” Salvatore’s hatred 
died away, suffocated for the moment under the weight of his 
avarice. A donkey—yes, he meant to get a donkey with the 
stranger’s money. But why stop there? Why not have the 
clock and the rocking-chair and the revolver? His sharpness 
of the Sicilian, a sharpness almost as keen and sure as that of 
the Arab, divined the intensity, the recklessness alive in the 
Englishman to-day, bred of that limit, “ my last day of the 
careless life,” to which his own limit was twin-brother, but of 
which he knew nothing. And as Maurice was intense to-day, 
because there were so few hours left to him for intensity, so 
was Salvatore intense in a different way, but for a similar 
reason. They were walking in step without being aware of 
it. Or were they not rather racing neck to neck, like passion
ate opponents ?

There was little time. Then they mast use what there was 
to the full. They must not let one single moment find them 
lazy, indifferent.

Under the cover of the flood of talk Maurice turned to 
Maddalena. She was taking no part in it, but was eating her 
maccaroni gently, as if it were a new and wonderful food. So 
Maurice thought as he looked at her. To-day there was some
thing strange, almost pathetic to him, in Maddalena, a softness, 
an innocent refinement, that made him imagine her in another 
life than hers, and with other companions, in a life as free but 
less hard, with companions as natural but less ruthless to 
women.

“ Maddalena,” he said to her. “ They all want to buy 
things at the auction.”
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“ Si, signore.”
“ And you? ”
“ I, signorino? ”
“ Yes, don’t you want to buy something? ”
He was testing her, testing her memory. She looked at 

him above her fork, from which the maccaroni streamed down.
“ I am content without anything, signorino,” she said.
“ Without the blue dress and the earrings, longer than 

that?” He measured imaginary earrings in the air. “Have 
you forgotten, Maddalena? ”

She blushed and bent over her plate. She had not for
gotten. All the day since she rose at dawn she had been 
thinking of Maurice’s old promise. But she did not know that 
he remembered it, and his remembrance of it came to her now 
as a lovely surprise. He bent his head down nearer to her.

“ When they are all at the auction, we will go to buy the 
blue dress and the earrings,” he almost whispered. “ We will 
go by ourselves. Shall we? ”

“ Si, signore.”
Her voice was very small and her cheeks still held their 

flush. She glanced, with eyes that were unusually conscious, 
to right and left of her, to see if the neighbours had noticed 
their colloquy. And that look of consciousness made Maurice 
suddenly understand that this limit which he had put to his 
sinning—so he had called it with a sort of angry mental sin
cerity, summoned, perhaps, to match the tremendous sincerity 
of his wife which he was meeting with a lie to-day—his sinning 
against Hermione was also a limit to something else. Had 
he not sinned against Maddalena, sinned when he had kissed 
her, when he had shown her that he delighted to be with her? 
Was he not sinning now when he promised to buy for her the 
most beautiful things of the fair? For a moment he thought 
to himself that his fault against Maddalena was more grave, 
more unforgivable than his fault against Hermione. But 
then a sudden anger that was like a storm, against his own 
condemnation of himself, swept throught him. He had come 
out to-day to be recklessly happy, and here he was giving him
self up to gloom, to absurd self-torture. Where was his 
natural careless temperament? To-day his soul was full of 
shadows, like the soul of a man going to meet a doom.

9
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“ Where’s the wine? ” he called to Gaspare. “ Wine, 

cameriere, wine! ”
“ You must not drink wine with the pasta, signorino! ” 

cried Gaspare. “ Only afterwards, with the vitello.”
“Have you ordered vitello? Capital! But I’ve finished 

my pasta, and I’m thirsty. Well, what do you want to buy 
at the auction, Gaspare, and you, Amedeo, and you, Salva
tore? ”

He plunged into the talk and made Salvatore show his keen 
desires, encouraging and playing with his avarice, now holding 
it off for a moment, then coaxing it as one coaxes an animal, 
stroking it, tempting it to a forward movement. The wine 
went round now, for the vitello was on the table, and the talk 
grew more noisy, the laughter louder. Outside, too, the move
ment and the tumult of the fair were increasing. Cries of men 
selling their wares rose up, the hard melodies of a piano-organ, 
and a strange and ecclesiastical chant sung by three voices 
that, repeated again and again, at last attracted Maurice’s 
attention.

“ What’s that? ” he asked of Gaspare. “ Are those priests 
chanting? ”

“Priests! No, signore. Those are the Romani.”
“ Romans here! What are they doing? ”
“ They have a cart decorated with flags, signorino, and 

they are selling lemon-water and ices. All the people say that 
they are Romans and that is how they sing in Rome.”

The long and lugubrious chant of the ice-vendors rose up 
again, strident and melancholy as a song chanted over a corpse.

“ It’s funny to sing like that to sell ices,” Maurice said. “ It 
sounds like men at a funeral.”

“ Oh, they are very good ices, signorino. The Romans 
make splendid ices.”

Turkey followed the vitello.
Maurice’s guests were now completely at ease and per

fectly happy. The consciousness that all this was going to be 
paid for, that they would not have to put their hands in their 
pockets for a soldo, warmed their hearts as the wine warmed 
their bodies. Amedeo’s long, white face was becoming 
radiant, and even Salvatore softened towards the Inglese. A 
sort of respect, almost furtive, came to him for the wealth 
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that could carelessly entertain this crowd of people, that could 
buy clocks, chairs, donkeys at pleasure, and scarcely know 
that soldi were gone, scarcely miss them. As he attacked his 
share of the turkey vigorously, picking up the bones with his 
fingers and tearing the flesh away with his white teeth, he tried 
to realise what such wealth must mean to the possessor of 
it, an effort continually made by the sharp-witted, very poor 
man. And this wealth—for the moment some of it was at his 
command! To ask to-day would be to have. Instinctively 
he knew that, and felt like one with money in the bank. If 
only it might be so to-morrow and for many days ! He began 
to regret the limit, almost to forget the sound of the laughter 
of the Catania fishermen upon the steps of the church of Sant* 
Onofrio. His pride was going to sleep, and his avarice was 
opening its eyes wider.

When the meal was over they went out on to the pave
ment to take coffee in the open air. The throng was much 
greater than it had been when they entered, for people were 
continually arriving from the more distant villages, and two 
trains had come in from Messina and Catania. It was difficult 
to find a table. Indeed, it might have been impossible had 
not Gaspare ruthlessly dislodged a party of acquaintances who 
were comfortably established around one in a prominent 
position.

“ I must have a table for my padrone," he said. “ Go 
along with you! ”

And they meekly went, smiling, and without ill-will— 
indeed, almost as if they had received a compliment.

“ But, Gaspare," began Maurice, “ I can’t—”
“ Here is a chair for you, signorino. Take it quickly.”
“ At any rate, let us offer them something."
“ Much better spare your soldi now, signorino, and buy 

something at the auction. That clock plays the ‘ Tre Colori * 
just like a band."

“ Buy it. Here is some money."
He thrust some notes into the boy’s ready hand.
“ Grazie, signorino. Ecco la musica! "
In the distance there rose the blare of a processional march 

from “ Aída," and round the comer of the Via di Polifemo 
came a throng of men and boys in dark uniforms, with epau
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lettes and cocked hats with flying plumes, blowing with all 
their might into wind instruments of enormous size.

“ That is the musica of the città, signore," explained 
Amedeo. “ Afterwards there will be the Musica Mascagni and 
the Musica Leoncavallo."

“ Mamma mia! And will they all play together? ”
“ No, signore. They have quarrelled. At Pasqua we had 

no music, and the archpriest was hooted by all in the piazza."
“ Why? "
“ Non lo so. I think he had forbidden the Musica Mas

cagni to play at Madre Lucia’s funeral, and the Musica Mas
cagni went to fight with the Musica della città. To-day they 
will all play, because it is the festa of the Santo Patrono, but 
even for him they will not play together."

The bandsmen had now taken their places upon a wooden 
dais exactly opposite to the restaurant, and were indulging in 
a military rendering of “ Celeste Aida," which struck most of 
the Sicilians at the small tables to a reverent silence. Madda
lena’s eyes had become almost round with pleasure, Gaspare 
was singing the air frankly with Amedeo, and even Salvatore 
seemed soothed and humanised, as he sipped his coflee, puffed 
at a thin cigar, and eyed the women who were slowly saunter
ing up and down to show their finery. At the windows of 
most of the neighbouring houses appeared parties of dignified 
gazers, important personages of the town, who owned small 
balconies commanding the piazza, and who now stepped forth 
upon these coigns of vantage, and leaned upon the rails that 
they might see and be seen by the less favoured ones below. 
Amedeo and Gaspare began to name these potentates. The 
stout man with a grey moustache, white trousers, and a plaid 
shawl over his shoulders was Signor Torloni, the syndic of San 
Felice. The tall, angry-looking gentleman, with bulging 
black eyes and wrinkled cheeks, was Signor Carata, the avvo
cato; and the lady in black and a yellow shawl was his wife, 
who was the daughter of the syndic. Close by was Signorina 
Maria Sacchetti, the beauty of San Felice, already more than 
plump, but with a good complexion, and hair so thick that it 
stood out from her satisfied face as if it were trained over a 
trellis. She wore white, and long thread gloves which went 
above her elbows. Maddalena regarded her with awe when
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Amedeo mentioned a rumour that she was going to be 
“ promised ” to Dr Marinelli, who was to be seen at her side, 
wearing a Gibus hat and curling a pair of gigantic black 
moustaches.

Maurice listened to the music and the chatter which, 
silenced by the arrival of the music, had now burst forth 
again, with rather indifferent ears. He wanted to get away 
somewhere and to be alone with Maddalena. The day was 
passing on. Soon night would be falling. The fair would be 
at an end. Then would come the ride back, and then— 
But he did not care to look forward into that future. He had 
not done so yet. He would not do so now. It would be 
better, when the time came, to rush upon it blindly. Pre
paration, forethought, would only render him unnatural. 
And he must seem natural, utterly natural, in his insincere 
surprise, in his insincere regret.

“ Pay for the coffee, Gaspare," he said, giving the boy some 
money. “ Now I want to walk about and see everything. 
Where are the donkeys? "

He glanced at Salvatore.
“ Oh, signore," said Gaspare, “ they are outside the town 

in the watercourse that runs under the bridge—you know, 
that broke down this spring where the line is? Thev have 
only just finished mending it."

“ I remember your telling me.’
“ And you were so glad the signora was travelling the other 

way.'
“ Yes, yes."
He spoke hastily. Salvatore was on his feet.
“ What hour have we? "
Maurice looked at his watch.
“ Half-past two already! I say, Salvatore, you mustn’t 

forget the donkeys."
Salvatore came close up to him.
“ Signore," he began, in a low voice, “ what do you wish 

me to do? ”
“ Bid for a good donkey."
“ Si, signore."
“ For the best donkey they put up for sale.”
Salvatore began to look passionately eager.
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“ Si, signore. And if I get it ? ”
“ Come to me and I will give you the money to pay."
“ Si, signore. How high shall I go? ”
Gaspare was listening intently, with a hard face and sullen 

eyes. His whole body seemed to be disapproving what 
Maurice was doing. But he said nothing. Perhaps he felt 
that to-day it would be useless to try to govern the actions of 
his padrone.

“ How high? Well "—Maurice felt that, before Gaspare, 
he must put a limit to his price, though he did not care what 
it was—“ say a hundred. Here, I’ll give it you now."

He put his hand into his pocket and drew out his portfolio.
“ There’s the hundred."
Salvatore took it eagerly, spread it over his hand, stared at 

it, then folded it with fingers that seemed for the moment 
almost delicate, and put it into the inside pocket of his jacket. 
He meant to go presently, and show it to the fishermen of 
Catania who had laughed upon the steps of the church, and 
explain matters to them a little. They thought him a fool. 
Well, he would soon make them understand who was the fool.

“ Grazie, signore! "
He said it through his teeth. Maurice turned to Gaspare. 

He felt the boy’s stem disapproval of what he had done, and 
wanted, if possible, to make amends.

“ Gaspare," he said, “ here is a hundred lire for you. I 
want you to go to the auction and to bid for anything you 
think worth having. Buy something for your mother and 
father, for the house, some nice things ! "

“ Grazie, signore."
He took the note, but without alacrity, and his face was 

still lowering.
“ And you, signore? " he asked.
“I?"
“ Yes. Are you not coming with me to the auction ? It 

will be better for you to be there to choose the things."
For an instant Maurice felt irritated. Was he never to be 

allowed a moment alone with Maddalena?
“ Oh, but I’m no good at—’’ he began.
Then he stopped. To-day he must be birbante—on his 

guard. Once the auction was in full swing—so he thought— 
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Salvatore and Gaspare would be as they were when they 
gambled beside the sea. They would forget everything. It 
would be easy to escape. But till that moment came he must 
be cautious.

“ Of course Г11 come,” he exclaimed, heartily. “ But you 
must do the bidding, Gaspare.”

The boy looked less sullen.
“ Va bene, signorino. I shall know best what the things 

are worth. And Salvatore ”—he glanced viciously at the 
fisherman—“ can go to the donkeys. I have seen them. 
They are poor donkeys this year.”

Salvatore returned his vicious glance and said something 
in dialect which Maurice did not understand. Gaspare’s face 
flushed, and he was about to burst into an angry reply when 
Maurice touched his arm.

“ Come along, Gaspare! ”
As they got up, he whispered,—
“ Remember what I said about to-day! ”
“ Macché—”
Maurice closed his fingers tightly on Gaspare’s arm
“ Gaspare, you must remember! Afterwards what you 

like, but not to-day. Andiamo ! ”
They all got up. The Musica della città was now playing 

a violent jig, undoubtedly composed by Bellini, who was con
sidered almost as a child of San Felice, having been born close 
by at Catania.

“ Where are the women in the wonderful blue dresses? ” 
Maurice asked, as they stepped into the road, “ and the ear
rings? I haven’t seen them yet.”

“ They will come towards evening, signorino,” replied 
Gaspare, “ when it gets cool. They do not care to be in the 
sun dressed like that. It might spoil their things.”

Evidently the promenade of these proud beauties was an 
important function.

“ We must not miss them,” Maurice said to Maddalena.
She looked conscious.
“No, signore.”
“ They will all be here this evening, signore,” said Amedeo, 

“ for the giuochi di fuoco.”
“ The giuochi di fuoco—they will be at the end? ”
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° Si, signore. After the giuochi di fuoco it is all finished.” 
Maurice stifled a sigh. “ It is all finished,” Amedeo had 

said. But for him? For him there would be the ride home 
up the mountain, the arrival upon the terrace before the house 
of the priest. At what hour would he be there? It would 
be very late, perhaps nearly at dawn, in the cold, still, sad hour 
when vitality is at its lowest. And Hermione? Would she 
be sleeping? How would they meet? How would he—?

“ Andiamo! Andiamo! ”
He cried out almost angrily
“ Which is the way? ”
“ All the auctions are held outside the town, signore,” said 

Amedeo. “ Follow me.”
Proudly he took the lead, glad to be useful ana important 

after the benefits that had been bestowed upon him, and hoping 
secretly that perhaps the rich Inglese would give him some
thing to spend, too, since money was so plentiful for donkeys 
and clocks.

“ They are in the fiume, near the sea and the railway line.”
The railway line! When he heard that Maurice had a 

moment’s absurd sensation of reluctance, a desire to hold back, 
such as comes to a man who is unexpectedly asked to confront 
some danger. It seemed to him that if he went to the water
course he might be seen by Hermione and Artois as they passed 
by on their way to Marechiaro. But of course they were 
coming from Messina! What a fool he was to-day! His 
recklessness seemed to have deserted him just when he wanted 
it most. To-day he was not himself. He was a coward. 
What it was that made him a coward he did not tell himself.

“ Then we can all go together,” he said. “ Salvatore and 
all.”

“ Si, signore.”
Salvatore’s voice was close at his ear, and he knew by the 

sound of it that the fisherman was smiling.
“ We can all keep together, signore; then we shall be more 

gay.”
They threaded their way through the throng. The violent 

jig of Bellini died away gradually, till it was faint in the dis
tance. At the end of the narrow street Maurice saw the large 
bulk of Etna. On this clear afternoon it looked quite close, 
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almost as if, when they got out of the street, they would be at 
its very foot, and would have to begin to climb. Maurice 
remembered his wild longing to carry Maddalena off upon the 
sea, or to some eyrie in the mountains, to be alone with her in 
some savage place. Why not give all these people the slip now 
—somehow—when the fun of the fair was at its height, mount 
the donkeys, and ride straight for the huge mountain ? There 
were caverns there and desolate lava wastes; there were 
almost impenetrable beech forests. Sebastiano had told him 
tales of them, those mighty forests that climbed up to green 
lawns looking down upon the Lipari Isles. He thought of 
their silence and their shadows, their beds made of the drifted 
leaves of the autumn. There would be no disturbance, no 
clashing of wills and of interests, but calm and silence and the 
time to love. He glanced at Maddalena. He could hardly 
help imagining that she knew what he was thinking of. Sal
vatore had dropped behind for a moment. Maurice did not 
know it, but the fisherman had caught sight of his comrades of 
Catania drinking in a roadside wine-shop, and had stopped to 
show them the note for a hundred francs, and to make them 
understand the position of affairs between him and the 
forestiere. Gaspare was talking eagerly to Amedeo about the 
things that were likely to be put up for sale at the auction.

“ Maddalena,” Maurice said to the girl, in a low voice, 
“ can you guess what I am thinking about? ”

She shook her head.
“No, signore.”
“You see the mountain! ”
He pointed to the end of the little street.
“ Si, signore.”
“ I am thinking that I should like to go there now with 

you.”
“ Ma, signorino—the fiera! ”
Her voice sounded plaintive with surprise and she glanced 

at her pea-green skirt.
“ And this, signorino! ”—she touched it carefully with her 

slim fingers. “ How could I go in this? ”
“ When the fair is over, then, and you are in your every

day gown, Maddalena, I should like to carry you off to 
Etna.”
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“ They say there are briganti there.”
“ Brigands—would you be afraid of them with me? ”
“ I don’t know, signore. But what should we do there on 

Etna far away from the sea and from Marechiaro? ”
“ We should ”—he whispered in her ear, seizing this chance 

almost angrily, almost defiantly, with the thought of Salvatore 
in his mind—" we should love each other, Maddalena. It is 
quiet in the beech forests on Etna. No one would come to 
disturb us, and—”

A chuckle close to his ear made him start. Salvatore’s 
hand was on his arm, and Salvatore’s face, looking wily and 
triumphant, was close to his.

“ Gaspare was wrong, there are splendid donkeys here. 
I have been talking to some friends who have seen 
them.”

There was a tramp of heavy boots on the stones behind 
them. The fishermen from Catania were coming to see the 
fun. Salvatore was in glory. To get all and give nothing 
was in his opinion to accomplish the legitimate aim of a man’s 
life. And his friends, those who had dared to sneer and to 
whisper, and to imagine that he was selling his daughter for 
money, now knew the truth, and were here to witness his 
ingenuity. Intoxicated by his triumph, he began to show off 
his power over the Inglese for the benefit of the trampiers 
behind. He talked to Maurice with a loud familiarity, kept 
laying his hand on Maurice’s arm as they walked, and even 
called him, with a half-jocose intonation, “ compare.” 
Maurice sickened at his impertinence, but was obliged to 
endure it with patience, and this act of patience brought to 
birth within him a sudden fierce longing for revenge, a longing 
to pay Salvatore out for his grossness, his greed, his sly and 
leering affectation of playing the slave when he was really 
indicating to his compatriots that he considered himself the 
master. Again Maurice heard the call of the Sicilian blood 
within him, but this time it did not call him to the tarantella, 
or to love. It called him to strike a blow. But this blow 
could only be struck through Maddalena, could only be struck 
if he were traitor to Hermione. For a moment he saw every
thing red. Again Salvatore called him “ compare.” Sud
denly Maurice could not bear it.
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“ Don't say that! ” he said. “ Don’t call me that! ”
He had almost hissed the words out. Salvatore started, 

and, for an instant, as they walked side by side, the two men 
looked at each other with eyes that told the truth. Then 
Salvatore, without asking for any explanation of Maurice’s 
sudden outburst, said,—

“ Va bene, signore, va bene! I thought for to-day we were 
all compares. Scusi, scusi.”

There was a bitterness of irony in his voice. As he finished 
he swept off his soft hat and then replaced it more over his left 
ear than ever. Maurice knew at once that he had done the 
unforgivable thing, that he had stabbed a Sicilian’s amour 
propre in the presence of witnesses of his own blood. The 
fishermen from Catania had heard. He knew it from Salva
tore’s manner, and an odd sensation came to him that Salva
tore had passed sentence upon him. In silence, and mechani
cally, he walked on to the end of the street. He felt like one 
who, having done something swiftly, thoughtlessly, is suddenly 
confronted with the irreparable, abruptly sees the future 
spread out before him bathed in a flash of crude light, the 
future transformed in a second by that act of his as a land
scape is transformed by an earthquake or a calm sea by a 
hurricane.

And when the watercourse came in sight, with its crowd, 
its voices and its multitude of beasts, he looked at it dully for 
a moment, hardly realising it.

In Sicily the animal fairs are often held in the great water
courses that stretch down from the foot of the mountains to 
the sea, and that resemble huge highroads in the making, roads 
upon which the stones have been dumped ready for the steam
roller. In winter there is sometimes a torrent of water rush
ing through them, but in summer they are dry, and look like 
wounds gashed in the thickly growing lemon and orange groves. 
The trampling feet of beasts can do no harm to the stones, and 
these watercourses in the summer season are of no use to any
body. They are, therefore, often utilised at fair time. Cattle, 
donkeys, mules are driven down to them in squadrons. 
Painted Sicilian carts are ranged upon their banks, with sets 
of harness, and the auctioneers, whose business it is to sell 
miscellaneous articles, household furniture, stuffs, clocks, 
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ornaments, frequently descend into them, and mount a heap 
of stones to gain command of their gaping audience of con
tadini and the shrewder buyers from the towns.

The watercourse of San Felice was traversed at its mouth 
by the railway line from Catania to Messina, which crossed it 
on a long bridge supported by stone pillars and buttresses, the 
bridge which, as Gaspare had said, had recently collapsed and 
was now nearly built up again. It was already in use, but 
the trains were obliged to crawl over it at a snail’s pace in 
order not to shake the unfinished masonry, and men were 
stationed at each end to signal to the driver whether he was 
to stop or whether he might venture to go on. Beyond the 
watercourse, upon the side opposite to the town of San Felice, 
was a series of dense lemon-groves, gained by a sloping bank 
of bare crumbling earth, on the top of which, close to the line 
and exactly where it came to the bridge, was a group of four 
old olive-trees, with gnarled, twisted trunks. These trees 
cast a patch of pleasant shade, from which all the bustle of 
the fair was visible, but at a distance, and as Maurice and his 
party came out of the village on the opposite bank, he whis
pered to Maddalena,—

“ Maddalena! ”
“ Si, signore? "
“ Let’s get away presently, you and I ; let’s go and sit 

under those trees. I want to talk toy ou quietly.”
“ Si, signore? ”
Her voice was lower even than his own.
“ Ecco, signore! Ecco! ”
Salvatore was pointing to a crowd of donkyes.
“ Signorino ! Signorino ! ”
“ What is it, Gaspare? ”
“ That is the man who is going to sell the clock ! ”
The boy’s face was intent. His eyes were shining, and his 

glum manner had vanished, under the influence of a keen 
excitement. Maurice realised that very soon he would be free. 
Once his friends were in the crowd of buyers and sellers every
thing but the chance of a bargain would be forgotten. His 
own blood quickened but for a different reason.

“What beautiful carts!” he said. “We have no such 
carts in England! ”
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“ If you would like to buy a cart, signore—” began Sal

vatore.
But Gaspare interrupted with violence.
“ Macche! What is the use of a cart to the signorino? 

He is going away to England. How can he take a cart with 
him in the train? ”

“ He can leave the cart with me,” said Salvatore, with 
open impudence. “ I can take care of it for the signore as 
well as the donkey.”

“ Macche! ” cried Gaspare, furiously.
Maurice took him by the arm.
“ Help me down the bank! Come on! ”
He began to run, pulling Gaspare with him. When they 

got to the bottom, he said,—
“ It’s all right, Gaspare. I’m not going to be such a fool 

as to buy a cart. Now, then, which way are we going? ”
“ Signore, do you want to buy a very good donkey, a very 

strong donkey, strong enough to carry three Germans to the 
top of Etna? Come and see my donkey. He is very cheap. 
I make a special price because the signore is simpatico. All 
the English are simpatici. Come this way, signore! Gaspare 
knows me. Gaspare knows that I am not birbante.”

“Signorino! Signorino! Look at this clock! It plays 
the “ Tre Colori.’ It is worth twenty-five lire, but I will make 
a special price for you because you love Sicily and are like a 
Siciliano. Gaspare will tell you—”

But Gaspare elbowed away his acquaintances roughly.
“ Let my padrone alone. He is not here to buy. He is 

only here to see the fair. Come on, signorino! Do not 
answer them. Do not take any notice. You must not buy 
anything or you will be cheated. Let me make the prices.”

“ Yes, you make the prices. Per Bacco, how hot it is! ” 
Maurice pulled his hat down over his eyes.
“ Maddalena, you’ll get a sunstroke! ” he said.
“ Oh, no, signore. I am accustomed to the sun.”
“ But to-day it's terrific ! ”
Indeed, the masses of stones in the watercourse seemed to 

draw and to concentrate the sun-rays. The air was alive with 
minute and dancing specks of light, and in the distance, seen 
under the railway bridge, the sea looked hot, a fiery blue that 
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was surely sweating in the glare of the afternoon. The crowd 
of donkeys, of cattle, of pigs—there were many pigs on sale— 
looked both dull and angry in the heat, and the swarms of 
Sicilians who moved slowly about among them, examining 
them critically, appraising their qualities and noting their 
defects, perspired in their festa clothes, which were mostly 
heavy and ill-adapted to summer-time. A small boy passed 
by, bearing in his arms a struggling turkey. He caught his 
foot in some stones, fell, bruised his forehead, and burst out 
crying, while the indignant and terrified bird broke away, 
leaving some feathers, and made off violently towards Etna. 
There was a roar of laughter from the people near. Some 
ran to catch the turkey, others picked up the boy. Salvatore 
had stopped to see this adventure, and was now at a little dis
tance surrounded by the Catanesi, who were evidently deter
mined to assist at his bidding for a donkey. The sight of the 
note for a hundred lire had greatly increased their respect for 
Salvatore, and with the Sicilian instinct to go, and to stay, 
where money is, they now kept close to their comrade, eyeing 
him almost with awe as one in possession of a fortune. 
Maurice saw them presently examining a group of donkeys. 
Salvatore, with an autocratic air, and the wild gestures peculiar 
to him, was evidently laying down the law as to what each 
animal was worth. The fishermen stood by, listening atten
tively. The fact of Salvatore’s purchasing power gave him 
the right to pronounce an opinion. He was in glory. Maurice 
thanked Heaven for that. The man in glory is often the for
getful man. Salvatore, he thought, would not bother about 
his daughter and his banker for a little while. But how to get 
rid of Gaspare and Amedeo? It seemed to him that they 
would never leave his side.

There were many wooden stands covered with goods for 
sale in the watercourse, with bales of stuff for suits and dresses, 
with hats and caps, shirts, cravats, boots and shoes, walking- 
sticks, shawls, household utensils, crockery, everything the 
contadino needs and loves. Gaspare, having money to lay out, 
considered it his serious duty to examine everything that was 
to be bought with slow minuteness. It did not matter whether 
the goods were suited to a masculine taste or not. He went 
into the mysteries of feminine attire with almost as much 
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assiduity as a mother displays when buying a daughter’s 
trousseau, and insisted upon Maurice sharing his interest and 
caution. All sense oí humour, all boyish sprightliness vanished 
from him in this important epoch of his life. The suspicion, 
the intensity of the bargaining contadino came to the surface. 
His usually bright face was quite altered. He looked elderly, 
subtle, and almost Jewish, as he slowly passed from stall to 
stall, testing, weighing, measuring, appraising.

It seemed to Maurice that this progress would never end. 
Presently they reached a stand covered with women’s shawls 
and with aprons.

“ Shall I buy an apron for my mother, signorino? "asked 
Gaspare.

“ Yes, certainly."
Maurice did not know what else to say. The result of his 

consent was terrible. For a full half-hour they stood in the 
glaring sun, while Gaspare and Amedeo solemnly tried on 
aprons over their suits in the midst of a concourse of attentive 
contadini. In vain did Maurice say: “That’s a pretty one. 
I should take that one." Some defect was always discover
able. The distant mother’s taste was evidently peculiar and 
not to be easily suited, and Maurice, not being familiar with 
it, was unable to combat such assertions of Gaspare as that 
she objected to pink spots, or that she could never be expected 
to put on an apron before the neighbours if the stripes upon it 
were of different colours and there was no stitching round the 
hem. For the first time since he was in Sicily the heat began 
to affect him unpleasantly. His head felt as if it were com
pressed in an iron band, and the vision of Gaspare, eagerly 
bargaining, looking Jewish, and revolving slowly in aprons of 
different colours, shapes, and sizes, began to dance before 
his eyes. He felt desperate, and suddenly resolved to be 
frank.

‘ Macché ! " Gaspare was exclaiming, with indignant 
gestures of protest to the elderly couple who were in charge of 
the aprons, “ it is not worth two soldi! It is not fit to be 
thrown to the pigs, and you ask me—"

“ Gaspare! "
“Two lire—Madonna! Sangue di San Pancrazio, they 

ask me two lire! Macché!" (He flung down the apron 
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passionately upon the stall.) “ Go and find Lipari people to 
buy your dirt, don’t come to one from Marechiaro.”

He took up another apron.
“ Gaspare! ”
“ One lira fifty? Madre mia, do you think I was bom in 

a grotto on Etna and have never—”
“ Gaspare, listen to me! ”
“Scusi, signorino! I—“
“I’m going over there to sit down in the shade for a minute. 

After that wine I drank at dinner I’m a bit sleepy.”
“ Si, signore. Shall I come with you? ”
For once there was reluctance in his voice, and he looked 

down at the blue-and-white apron he had on with wistful eyes. 
It was a new joy to him to be bargaining in the midst of an 
attentive throng of his compatriots.

“No, no. You stay here and spend the money. Bid for 
the clock when the auction comes on.”

'* Oh, signore, but you must be here, too, then.”
“ All right. Come and fetch me if you like. I shall oe 

over there under the trees.”
He waved his hand vaguely towards the lemon groves.
“ Now, choose a good apron. Don’t let them cheat you.” 
“ Macché! ”
The boy laughed loudly, and turned eagerly to the stall 

again.
“ Come, Maddalena! ”
Maurice drew her quickly, anxiously, out of the crowd, and 

they began to walk across the watercourse towards the farther 
bank and the group of olive-trees. Salvatore had forgotten 
them. So had Gaspare. Both father and servant were taken 
by the fascination of the fair. At last ! But how late it must 
be! How many hours had already fled away! Maurice 
scarcely dared to look at his watch. He feared to see the 
time. While they walked he said nothing to Maddalena, but 
when they reached the bank he took her arm and helped her 
up it, and when they were at the top he drew a long breath.

“ Are you tired, signorino? ”
“ Tired—yes, of all those people. Come and sit down, 

Maddalena, under the olive-trees.”
He took her by the hand. Her hand was warm and dry, 
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pleasant to touch, to hold. As he felt it in his the desire to 
strike at Salvatore revived within him. Salvatore was laugh
ing at him, was triumphing over him, triumphing in the get-all 
and give-nothing policy which he thought he was pursuing 
with such complete success. Would it be very difficult to turn 
that success into failure? Maurice wondered for a moment, 
then ceased to wonder. Something in the touch of Madda
lena’s hand told him that, if he chose, he could have his revenge 
upon Salvatore, and he was assailed by a double temptation. 
Both anger and love tempted him. If he stooped to do evil 
he could gratify two of the strongest desires in humanity, the 
desire to conquer in love and the desire to triumph in hate. 
Salvatore thought him such a fool, held him in such con
tempt ! Something within him was burning to-day as a cheek 
burns with shame, something within him that was like the 
kernel of him, like the soul of his manhood, which the fisher
man was sneering at. He did not say to himself strongly 
that he did not care what such men thought of him. He 
could not, for his nature was both reckless and sensitive. He 
did care, as if he had been a Sicilian half doubtful whether he 
dared to show his face in the piazza. And he had another 
feeling, too, which had come to him when Salvatore had 
answered his exclamation of irresistible anger at being called 
“ compare,” the feeling that, whether he sinned against the 
fisherman or not, the fisherman meant to do him harm. The 
sensation might be absurd, would have seemed to him prob
ably absurd in England. Here, in Sicily, it sprang up and he 
had just to accept it, as a man accepts an instinct which guides 
him, prompts him.

Salvatore had turned down his thumb that day.
Maurice was not afraid of him. Physically he was quite 

fearless. But this sensation of having been secretly con
demned made him feel hard, cruel, ready perhaps to do a thing 
not natural to him, to sacrifice another who had never done 
him wrong. At that moment it seemed to him that it would 
be more manly to triumph over Salvatore by a double betrayal 
than to “ run straight,” conquer himself and let men not of 
his code think of him as they would.

Not of his code! But what was his code? Was it that of 
England or that of Sicily? Which strain of blood was govern
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ing him to-day? Which strain would govern him finally? 
Artois would have had an interesting specimen under his 
observant eyes had he been at the fair of San Felice.

Maddalena willingly obeyed Maurice’s suggestion.
“ Get well into the shade,” he said. “ There’s just enough 

to hold us, if we sit close together. You don’t mind that, do 
you ? ”

“ No, signore.”
“ Put your back against the trunk—there.”
He kept his hat off. Over the railway line from the hot- 

looking sea there came a little breeze that just moved his short 
hair and the feathers of gold about Maddalena’s brow. In 
the watercourse, but at some distance, they saw the black 
crowd of men and women and beasts swarming over the hot 
stones.

“ How can they? ” Maurice muttered, as he looked down.
“ Cosa? ”
He laughed.
“ I was thinking out loud. I meant how can they bargain 

and bother hour after hour in all that sun ! ”
“ But, signorino, you would not have them pay too much ! ” 

she said, very seriously. “ It is dreadful to waste soldi.”
“ I suppose—yes, of course it is. Oh, but there are so 

many things worth more than soldi. Dio mio! Let’s forget 
all that ! ”

He waved his hand towards the crowd, but he saw that 
Maddalena was preoccupied. She glanced towards the water
course rather wistfully.

“What is it, Maddalena? Ah, I know! The blue dress 
and the earrings ! Per Bacco! ”

“No, signore—no, signore!”
She disclaimed quickly, reddening.
“ Yes, it is. I had forgotten. But we can’t go now. 

Maddalena, we will buy them this evening. Directly it gets 
cool we’ll go, directly we’ve rested a little. But don’t think 
of them now. I’ve promised and I always keep a promise. 
Now, don’t think of that any more! ”

He spoke with a sort of desperation. The fair seemed to 
be his enemy, and he had thought that it would be his friend. 
It was like a personage with a stronger influence than his, an 
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influence that could take away that which he wished to retain, 
to fix upon himself.

" No, signore,” Maddalena said, meekly, but still wistfully.
“ Do you care for a blue dress and a pair of earrings more 

than you do for me? ” cried Maurice, with sudden roughness. 
“ Are you like your father? Do you only care for me for what 
you can get out of me? I believe you do! ”

Maddalena looked startled, almost terrified, by his out
burst. Her lips trembled, but she gazed at him steadily.

“ Non è vero.”
The words sounded almost stem.
“ I do—” he said. “ I do want to be cared for a little— 

just for myself.”
At that moment he had a sensation of loneliness like that 

of an utterly unloved man. And yet at that moment a great 
love was travelling to him—a love that was complete and 
flawless. But he did not think of it. He only thought that 
perhaps all this time he had been deceived, that Maddalena, 
like her father, was merely pleased to see him because he had 
money and could spend it. He sickened.

“ Non è vero! ” Maddalena repeated.
Her lips still trembled. Maurice looked at her doubtfully, 

yet with a sudden tenderness. Always when she looked 
troubled, even for an instant, there came to him the swift 
desire to protect her, to shield her.

“ But why should you care for me? ” he said. “ It is 
better not. For I am going away, and probably you will never 
see me again.”

Tears came into Maddalena’s eyes. He did not know 
whether they were summoned by his previous roughness or 
his present pathos. He wanted to know.

“ Probably I shall never come back to Sicily again,” he 
said, with pressure.

She said nothing.
“ It will be better not,” he added. “ Much better.”
Now he was speaking for himself.
“ There’s something here, something that I love and that’s 

bad for me. I’m quite changed here. I’m like another man.”
He saw a sort of childish surprise creeping into her face.
“ Why, signorino? ” she murmured.
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He kept his hand on hers and held it on the warm ground.
“ Perhaps it is the sun,” he said. “ I lose my head here, 

and I—lose my heart! ”
She still looked rather surprised, and again her ignorance 

fascinated him. He thought that it was far more attractive 
than any knowledge could have been.

“ I'm horribly happy here, but I oughtn’t to be happy.”
“ Why, signorino? It is better to be happy.”
“ Per Dio! ” he exclaimed.
Now a deep desire to have his revenge upon Salvatore 

came to him, but not at all because it would hurt Salvatore. 
The cruelty had gone out of him. Maddalena’s eyes of a 
child had driven it away. He wanted his revenge only be
cause it would be an intense happiness to him to have it. He 
wanted it because it would satisfy an imperious desire of tender 
passion, not because it would infuriate a man who hated him. 
He forgot the father in the daughter.

“ Suppose I were quite poor, Maddalena! ” he said.
“ But you are very rich, signorino.”
“ But suppose I were poor, like Gaspare, for instance. 

Suppose I were as I am, just the same, only a contadino, or a 
fisherman, as your father is. And suppose—suppose ”—he 
hesitated—“ suppose that I were not married! ”

She said nothing. She was listening with deep but still 
surprised attention.

“ Then I could—I could go to your father and ask him—” 
He stopped.
“ What could you ask him, signorino?
“ Can’t you guess? ”
“ No, signore.”
“ I might ask him to let me marry you. I should—if it 

were like that—I should ask him to let me marry you.”
“ Davvero? ”
An expression of intense pleasure, and of something more 

—of pride—had come into her face. She could not divest 
herself imaginatively of her conception of him as a rich fores
tiere, and she saw herself placed high above “ the other girls,” 
turned into a lady.

“ Magari ! ” she murmured, drawing in her breath, then 
breathing out.
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“ You would be happy if I did that? ”
“ Magari! ” she said, again.
He did not know what the word meant, but he thought it 

sounded like the most complete expression of satisfaction he 
had ever heard.

“ I wish,” he said, pressing her hand, “ I wish I were a 
Sicilian of Marechiaro.”

At this moment, while he was speaking, he heard in the 
distance the shrill whistle of an engine. It ceased. Then it 
rose again, piercing, prolonged, fierce surely with inquiry. He 
put his hands to his ears.

“ How beastly that is ! ” he exclaimed.
He hated it, not only for itself, but for the knowledge it 

sharply recalled to his mind, the knowledge of exactly what he 
was doing, and of the facts of his life, the facts that the very 
near future held.

“ Why do they do that? ” he added, with intense irritation
“ Because of the bridge, signorino. They want to know 

if they can come upon the bridge. Look ! There is the man 
waving a flag. Now they can come. It is the train from 
Palermo.”

“ Palermo! ” he said, sharply.
“ Si, signore.”
“ But the train from Palermo comes the other way, by 

Messina! ”
“ Si, signore. But there are two, one by Messina and one 

by Catania. Ecco! ”
From the lemon-groves came the rattle of the approaching 

train.
“ But—but—”
He caught at his watch, pulled it out.
Five o’clock!
He had taken his hand from Maddalena’s, and now he made 

a movement as if to get up. But he did not get up. Instead, 
he pressed back against the olive-tree, upon whose trunk he 
was leaning, as if he wished to force himself into the gnarled 
wood of it. He had an instinct to hide. The train came on 
very slowly. During the two or three minutes that elapsed 
before it was in his view Maurice lived very rapidly. He felt 
sure that Hermione and Artois were in the train. Hermione 
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had said that they would arrive at Cattaro at five-thirty. 
She had not said which way they were coming. Maurice had 
assumed that they would come from Messina because Her
mione had gone away by that route. It was a natural error. 
But now ! If they were at the carriage-window ! If they saw 
him! And surely they must see him. The olive-trees were 
close to the line and on a level with it. He could not get away. 
If he got up he would be more easily seen. Hermione would 
call out to him. If he pretended not to hear she might, she 
probably would, get out of the train at the San Felice station 
and come into the fair. She was impulsive. It was just the 
sort of thing she might do. She would do it. He was sure 
she would do it. He looked at the watercourse, hard. The 
crowd of people was not very far off. He thought he detected 
the form of Gaspare. Yes, it was Gaspare. He and Amedeo 
were on the outskirts of the crowd near the railway bridge. As 
he gazed, the train whistled once more, and he saw Gaspare 
turn round and look towards the sea. He held his breath.

“ Ecco, signorino. Viene! ”
Maddalena touched his arm, kept her hand upon it. She 

was deeply interested in this event, the traversing by the train 
of the unfinished bridge. Maurice was thankful for that. At 
least she did not notice his violent perturbation.

“ Look, signorino ! Look ! ”
In despite of himself, Maurice obeyed her. He wanted not 

to look, but he could not help looking. The engine, still 
whistling, crept out from the embrace of the lemon-trees, with 
the dingy line of carriages behind it. At most of the windows 
there were heads of people looking out. Third class—he saw 
soldiers, contadini. Second class—no one. Now the first- 
class carriages were coming. They were close to him.

“ Ah!”
He had seen Hermione. She was standing up, with her 

two hands resting on the door-frame and her head and 
shoulders outside of the carriage. Maurice sat absolutely still 
and stared at her, stared at her almost as if she were a stranger 
passing by. She was looking at the watercourse, at the crowd, 
eagerly. Her face, much browner than when she had left 
Sicily, was alight with excitement, with happiness. She was 
radiant. Yet he thought she looked old, older at least than 
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he had remembered. Suddenly, as the train came very slowly 
upon the bridge, she drew in to speak to someone behind her, 
and he saw vaguely Artois, pale, with a long beard. He was 
seated, and he, too, was gazing out at the fair. He looked 
ill, but he, too, looked happy, much happier than he had in 
London. He put up a thin hand and stroked his beard, and 
Maurice saw wrinkles coming round his eyes as he smiled at 
something Hermione said to him. The train came to the 
middle of the bridge and stopped.

“ Ecco! ” murmured Maddalena. “ The man at the other 
end has signalled."

Maurice looked again at the watercourse. Gaspare was 
beyond the crowd now, and was staring at the train with 
interest, like Maddalena. Would it never go on? Maurice 
set his teeth and cursed it silently. And his soul said: “ Go 
on! Go on! " again and again. “ Go on! Go on! ” Now 
Hermione was once more leaning out. Surely she must see 
Gaspare. A man waved a flag. The train jerked back, 
jangled, crept forward once more, this time a little faster. In 
a moment they would be gone. Thank God! But what was 
Hermione doing? She started. She leaned further forward, 
staring into the watercourse. Maurice saw her face changing. 
A look of intense surprise, of intense inquiry, came into it. 
She took one hand swiftly from the door, put it behind her— 
ah, she had a pair of opera-glasses at her eyes now ! The train 
went on faster. It was nearly off the bridge. But she was 
waving her hand. She was calling. She had seen Gaspare. 
And he? Maurice saw him start forward as if to run to the 
bridge. But the train was gone. The boy stopped, hesitated, 
then dashed away across the stones.

' ‘ Signorino ! Signorino ! ’ *
Maurice said nothing.
“ Signorino! ” repeated Maddalena. “ Look at Gaspare! 

Is he mad ! Look ! how he is running ! ”
Gaspare reached the bank, darted up it, and disappeared 

into the village.
“ Signorino, what is the matter? "
Maddalena pulled his sleeve. She was looking almost 

alarmed.
“ Matter? Nothing.”
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Maurice got up. He could not remain still. It was all 

over now. The fair was at an end for him. Gaspare would 
reach the station before the train went on, would explain 
matters. Hermione would get out. Already Maurice seemed 
to see her coming down to the watercourse, walking with her 
characteristic slow vigour. It did not occur to him at first 
that Hermione might refuse to leave Artois. Something in 
him knew that she was coming. Fate had interfered now 
imperiously. Once he had cheated fate. That was when he 
came to the fair despite Hermione’s letter. Now fate was 
going to have her revenge upon him. He looked at Madda
lena. Was fate working for her, to protect her? Would his 
loss be her gain ? He did not know, for he did not know what 
would have been the course of his own conduct if fate had not 
interfered. He had been trifling, letting the current take him. 
It might have taken him far, but—now Hermione was coming. 
It was all over and the sun was still up, still shining upon the 
sea.

“ Let us go into the fair. It is cooler now.”
He tried to speak lightly.
“ Si, signore.”
Maddalena shook out her skirt and began to smile. She 

was thinking of the blue dress and the earrings. They went 
down into the watercourse.

“ Signorino, what can have been the matter with Gaspare? ” 
“ I don’t know.”
“ He was looking at the train.”
“ Was he? Perhaps he saw a friend in it. Yes, that must 

have been it. He saw a friend in the train.”
He stared across the watercourse towards the village, seek

ing two figures, and he was conscious now of two feelings that 
fought within him, of two desires; a desire that Hermione 
should not come, and a desire that she should come. He 
wanted, he even longed, to have his evening with Maddalena. 
Yet he wanted Hermione to get out of the train when Gaspare 
told her that he—Maurice—was at San Felice. If she did not 
get out she would be putting Artois before him. The pale 
face at the window, the eyes that smiled when Hermione 
turned familiarly round to speak, had stirred within him the 
jealousy of which he had already been conscious more than 
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once. But now actual vision had made it fiercer. The 
woman who had leaned out looking at the fair belonged to 
him. He felt intensely that she was his property. Madda
lena spoke to him again, two or three times. He did not hear 
her. He was seeing the wrinkles that came round the eyes of 
Artois when he smiled.

“ Where are we going, signorino? Are we going back to 
the town? ”

Instinctively, Maurice was following in the direction taken 
by Gaspare. He wanted to meet fate half-way, to still, by 
action, the tumult of feeling within him.

” Aren’t the best things to be bought there? ” he replied. 
“ By the church where all those booths are? I think so.”

Maddalena began to walk a little faster. The moment 
had come. Already she felt the blue dress rustling about her 
limbs, the earrings swinging in her ears.

Maurice did not try to hold her back. Nor did it occur to 
him that it would be wise to meet Hermione without Madda
lena. He had done no actual wrong, and the pale face of 
Artois had made him defiant. Hermione came to him with 
her friend. He would come to her with his. He did not 
think of Maddalena as a weapon exactly, but he did feel as if, 
without her, he would be at a disadvantage when he and 
Hermione met.

They were in the first street now. People were beginning 
to flow back from the watercourse towards the centre of the 
fair. They walked in a crowd and could not see far before 
them. But Maurice thought he would know when Hermione 
was near him, that he would feel her approach. The crowd 
went on slowly, retarding them, but at last they were near to 
the church of Sant’ Onofrio and could hear the sound of music. 
The “ Intermezzo ” from “ Cavalleria Rusticana ” was being 
played by the Musica Mascagni. Suddenly, Maurice started. 
He had felt a pull at his arm.

“Signorino! Signorino!”
Gaspare was by his side, streaming with perspiration and 

looking violently excited.
“ Gaspare! ”
He stopped, cast a swift look round. Gaspare was 

alone.
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“ Signorino ”—the boy was breathing hard—“ the sig

nora ”—he gulped—“ the signora has come back.”
The time had come for acting. Maurice feigned surprise.
“ The signora! What are you saying? The signora is in 

Africa.”
“No, signore! She is here!”
" Here in San Felice! ”
“No, signore! But she was in the train. I saw her at 

the window. She waved her hand to me and called out— 
when the train was on the bridge. I ran to the station; I ran 
fast, but when I got there the train had just gone. The signora 
has come back, and we are not there to meet her ! ”

His eyes were tragic. Evidently he felt that their absence 
was a matter of immense importance, was a catastrophe.

“The signora here!” Maurice repeated, trying to make 
his voice amazed. “ But why did she not tell us? Why did 
not she say that she was coming? ”

He looked at Gaspare, but only for an instant. He felt 
afraid to meet his great, searching eyes.

“ Non lo so.”
Maddalena stood by in silence. The bright look of anti

cipation had gone out of her face, and was replaced by a con
fused and slightly anxious expression.

“ I can’t understand it,” Maurice said, heavily. “ I can’t 
—was the signora alone, or did you see someone with her? ”

“ The sick signore? I did not see him. I saw only the 
signora standing at the window, waving her hand—così ! ”

He waved his hand.
“Madonna!” Maurice said, mechanically.
“ What are we to do, signorino? ”
“ Do! What can we do? The train has gone! ”
“ Si, signore. But shall I fetch the donkeys? ”
Maurice stole a glance at Maddalena. She was looking 

frankly piteous.
“ Have you got the clock yet? ” he asked Gaspare.
“ No, signore.”
Gaspare began to look rather miserable, too.
“ It has not been put up. Perhaps they are putting it up 

now.”
“ Gaspare,” Maurice said, hastily, “ we can’t be back to 
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meet the signora now. Even if we went at once we should be 
hours late—and the donkeys are tired, perhaps. They will 
go slowly unless they have a proper rest. It is a dreadful 
pity, but I think if the signora knew she would wish us to stay 
now till the fair is over. She would not wish to spoil your 
pleasure. Do you think she would? ”

"No, signore. The signora always wishes people to be 
happy.”

" Even if we went at once it would be night before we got 
back.”

“ Si, signore.”
" I think we had better stay—at any rate till the auction 

is finished and we have had something to eat. Then we will 
go.”

" Va bene.”
The boy sounded doubtful.
“ La povera signora! ” he said. “ How disappointed she 

will be! She did want to speak to me. Her face was all red; 
she was so excited when she saw me, and her mouth was wide 
open like that ! ”

He made a grimace, with earnest, heartfelt sincerity.
" It cannot be helped. To-night we will explain every

thing and make the signora quite happy. Look here! Buy 
something for her. Buy her a present at the auction ! ”

“ Signorino! ” Gaspare cried. " I will give her the clock 
that plays the ‘ Tre Colori ’ ! Then she will be happy again. 
Shah I?”

“ Si, si. And meet me in the market-place. Then we 
will eat something and we will start for home.”

The boy darted away towards the watercourse. His heart 
was light again. He had something to do for the signora, 
something that would make her very happy. Ah, when she 
heard the clock playing the "Tre Colori! ” Mamma mia!

He tore towards the watercourse in an agony lest he should 
be too late.

Night was falling over the fair. The blue dress and the 
earrings had been chosen and paid for. The promenade of 
the beauties in the famous inherited brocades had taken place 
with éclat before the church of Sant’ Onofrio. Salvatore had 
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acquired a donkey of strange beauty and wondrous strength, 
and Gaspare had reappeared in the piazza accompanied by 
Amedeo, both laden with purchases and shining with excite
ment and happiness. Gaspare’s pockets were bulging, and 
he walked carefully, carrying in his hands a tortured-looking 
parcel.

“ Dov’è il mio padrone? ” he asked, as he and Amedeo 
pushed through the dense throng. “ Dov’è il mio padrone? ”

He spied Maurice and Maddalena sitting before the ristor
ante listening to the performance of a small Neapolitan boy 
with a cropped head, who was singing street songs in a power
ful bass voice, and occasionally doing a few steps of a melan
choly dance upon the pavement. The crowd billowed round 
them. A little way off the “ Musica della città,” surrounded 
by a circle of coloured lamps, was playing a selection from the 
“ Puritani.” The strange ecclesiastical chant of the Roman 
ice-vendors rose up against the music as if in protest. And 
these three definite and fighting melodies—of the Neapolitan, 
the band, and the ice-vendors—detached themselves from a 
foundation of ceaseless sound, contributed by the hundreds 
of Sicilians who swarmed about the ancient church, infested 
the narrow side-streets of the village, looked down from the 
small balconies and the windows of the houses, and gathered 
in mobs in the wine-shops and the trattorie.

“Signorino! Signorino! Look!”
Gaspare had reached Maurice, and now stood by the little 

table at which his padrone and Maddalena were sitting, and 
placed the tortured parcel tenderly upon it.

“ Is that the clock? ”
Gaspare did not reply in words, but his brown fingers 

deftly removed the string and paper and undressed his treasure.
“ Ecco! ” he exclaimed.
The clock was revealed, a great circle of blue and white 

standing upon short brass legs, and ticking loudly.
“ Speranza mia, non piangere,

E il marinar fedele, 
Vedrai tornar dall’ Africa 

Tra un anno queste vele—” 
bawled the little boy from Naples. Gaspare seized the clock, 
turned a handle, lifted his hand in a reverent gesture bespeak- 
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і ng attention; there was a faint whirr, and then, sure enough, 
the tune of the “ Tre Colori ” was tinkled blithely forth.

“Ecco!” repeated Gaspare, triumphantly.
“ Mamma mia! ” murmured Maddalena, almost exhausted 

with the magic of the fair.
“ It’s wonderful! ” said Maurice.
He, too, was a little tired, but not in body.
Gaspare wound the clock again, and again the tune was 

trilled forth, competing sturdily with the giant noises of the 
fair, a little voice that made itself audible by its clearness and 
precision.

“Ecco!” repeated Gaspare. “Will not the signora be 
happy when she sees what I have brought her from the fair? ”

He sighed from sheer delight in his possession and the 
thought of his padrona’s joy and wonder in it.

“ Mangiamo? ” he added, descending from heavenly 
delights to earthly necessities.

“ Yes, it is getting late,” said Maurice. “ The fireworks 
will soon be beginning, I suppose.”

“ Not till ten, signorino. I have asked. There will be 
dancing first. But—are we going to stay? ”

Maurice hesitated, but only for a second.
“ Yes,” he said. “ Even if we went now the signora 

would be in bed and asleep long before we got home. We will 
stay to the end, the very end.”

“ Then we can say ‘ Good morning ’ to the signora when 
we get home,” said Gaspare.

He was quite happy now that he had this marvellous 
present to take back with him. He felt that it would make 
all things right, would sweep away all lingering disappoint
ment at their absence and the want of welcome.

Salvatore did not appear at the meal. He had gone off to 
stable his new purchase with the other donkeys, and now, 
having got a further sum of money out of the Inglese, was 
drinking and playing cards with the fishermen of Catania. 
But he knew where his girl and Maurice were, and that Gaspare 
and Amedeo were with them. And he knew, too, that the 
Inglese’s signora had come back. He told the news to the 
fishermen.

“ To-night, when he gets home, his * cristiana ’ will be 
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waiting for him. Per Dio ! it is over for him now. We shall 
see little more of him.”

“ And get little more from him! ” said one of the fishermen, 
who was jealous of Salvatore’s good-fortune.

Salvatore laughed loudly. He had drunk a good deal of 
wine and he had had a great deal of money given to him.

“I shall find another English fool, perhaps!” he said. 
“ Chi lo sa? ”

“ And his Cristiana? ” asked another fisherman. “ What 
is she like? ”

“Like!” cried Salvatore, pouring out another glass of 
wine and spitting on the discoloured floor, over which hens 
were running, “ what is any cristiana like? ”

And he repeated the contadino’s proverb,—
“ ‘ La mugghieri è comu la gatta: si l’accarizzi, idda ti 

gratta ! ’ ”
“ Perhaps the Inglese will get scratched to-night,” said the 

first fisherman.
“ I don’t mind,” rejoined Salvatore. “ Get us a fresh 

pack of cards, Fortunato. I’ll pay for ’em.”
And he flung down a lira on the wine-stained table.
Gaspare, now quite relieved in his mind, gave himself up 

with all his heart to the enjoyment of the last hours of the fair, 
and was unwearied in calling on his padrone to do the same. 
When the evening meal weis over he led the party forth into 
the crowd that was gathered about the music, he took them to 
the shooting-tent and made them try their luck at the little 
figures which CEilmly presented grotesquely painted profiles 
to the eager aim of the contadini; he made them eat ices 
which they bought at the beflagged cart of the ecclesiastical 
Romans, whose eternally chanting voices made upon Maurice 
a sinister impression, suggesting to his mind—he knew not 
why—the thought of death. Finally, prompted by Amedeo, 
he drew Maurice into a room where there weis dancing.

It was crowded with men and women, was rather dark and 
very hot. In a comer there was a grinding organ, whose 
handle was turned by a perspiring man in a long, woollen cap. 
Beside him, hunched up on a window-sill, was a shepherd boy 
who accompanied the organ upon a flute of reed. Round the 
walls stood a throng of gEizers, and in the middle of the floor 
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the dancers performed vigorously, dancing now a polka, now 
a waltz, now a mazurka, now an elaborate country-dance in 
which sixteen or twenty people took part, now a tarantella, 
called by many of the contadini “ La Fasola.” No sooner 
had they entered the room than Gaspare gently but firmly 
placed his arm round his padrone’s waist, took his left hand 
and began to turn him about in a slow waltz, while Amedeo 
followed the example given with Maddalena. Round and 
round they went among the other couples. The organ in the 
corner ground out a wheezy tune. The reed flute of the 
shepherd boy twittered, as perhaps, long ago, on the great 
mountain that looked down in the night above the village, a 
similar flute twittered from the woods to Empedocles climbing 
upward for the last time towards the plume of smoke that 
floated from the volcano. And then Amedeo and Gaspare 
danced together and Maurice’s arm was about the waist of 
Maddalena.

It was the first time that he had danced with her, and the 
mutual act seemed to him to increase their intimacy, to carry 
them a step forward in this short and curious friendship which 
was now, surely, very close to its end. They did not speak 
as they danced. Maddalena’s face was very solemn, like the 
face of one taking part in an important ceremonial. And 
Maurice, too, felt serious, even sad. The darkness and heat 
of the room, the melancholy with which all the tunes of a 
grinding organ seem impregnated, the complicated sounds 
from the fair outside, from which now and again the voices of 
the Roman ice-vendors detached themselves, even the tapping 
of the heavy boots of the dancers upon the floor of brick—all 
things in this hour moved him to a certain dreariness of the 
spirit which was touched with sentimentality. This fair day 
was coming to an end. He felt as if everything were coming 
to an end.

Every dog has his day. The old saying came to his mind. 
“ Every dog has his day—and mine is over.”

He saw in the dimness of the room the face of Hermione 
at the railway-carriage window. It was the face of one on 
the edge of some great beginning. But she did not know. 
Hermione did not know.

The dance was over. Another was formed, a country
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dance. Again Maurice was Maddalena’s partner. Then came 
“ La Fasola," in which Amedeo proudly showed forth his well- 
known genius and Gaspare rivalled him. But Maurice thought 
it was not like the tarantella upon the terrace before the house 
of the priest. The brilliancy, the gaiety of that rapture in 
the sun were not present here among farewells. A longing to 
be in the open air under the stars came to him, and when at 
last the grinding organ stopped he said to Gaspare,—

“ I’m going outside. You’ll find me there when you’ve 
finished dancing.’’

“ Va bene, signorino. In a quarter of an hour the fire
works will be beginning."

“ And then we must start off at once.”
“ Si, signore.”
The organ struck up again and Amedeo took hold of 

Gaspare by the waist.
“ Maddalena, come out with me.”
She followed him. She was tired. Festivals were few in 

her life, and the many excitements of this long day had told 
upon her, but her fatigue was the fatigue of happiness. They 
sat down on a wooden bench set against the outer wall of the 
house. No one else was sitting there, but many people were 
passing to and fro, and they could see the lamps round the 
“ Musica Leoncavallo,” and hear it fighting and conquering 
the twitter of the shepherd boy’s flute and the weary wheezing 
of the organ within the house. A great, looming darkness 
rising towards the stars dominated the humming village. 
Etna was watching over the last glories of the fair.

“ Have you been happy to-day, Maddalena? ” Maurice 
asked.

“ Si, signore, very happy. And you? ”
He did not answer.
“It will all be very different to-morrow,” he said.
He was trying to realise to-morrow, but he could not.
“ We need not think of to-morrow,” Maddalena said
She arranged her skirt with her hands, and crossed one foot 

over the other.
“ Do you always live for the day? ” Maurice asked 

her.
She did not understand him.



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD 273

“ I do not want to think of to-morrow,” she said. “ There 
will be no fair then.”

“ And you would like always to be at the fair? ”
“ Si, signore, always.”
There was a great conviction in her simple statement.
“ And you, signorino? ”
She was curious about him to-night.
“ I don’t know what I should like,” he said.
He looked up at the great darkness of Etna, and again 

a longing came to him to climb up, far up, into those beech 
forests that looked towards the Isles of Lipari. He wanted 
greater freedom. Even the fair was prison.

“ But I think,” he said, after a pause—“ I think I should 
like to carry you off, Maddalena, up there, far up on Etna.”

He remembered his feeling when he had put his arms 
round her in the dance. It had been like putting his arms 
round ignorance that wanted to be knowledge. Who would 
be Maddalena’s teacher? Not he. And yet he had almost 
intended to have his revenge upon Salvatore.

“ Shall we go now? ” he said. “ Shall we go off to Etna, 
Maddalena? ”

“ Signorino! ”
She gave a little laugh.
° We must go home after the fireworks.”
“ Why should we? Why should we not take the donkeys 

now? Gaspare is dancing. Your father is playing cards. 
No one would notice. Shall we? Shall we go now and get 
the donkeys, Maddalena? ”

But she replied,—
“ A girl can only go like that with a man when she is 

married.”
“ That’s not true,” he said. “ She can go like that with 

a man she loves.”
“ But then she is wicked, and the Madonna will not hear 

her when she prays, signorino.”
“ Wouldn’t you do anything for a man you really loved? 

Wouldn’t you forget everything? Wouldn’t you forget even 
the Madonna? ”

She looked at him.
“ Non lo so.”

s
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It seemed to him that he was answered.
“ Wouldn’t you forget the Madonna for me? ” he whis

pered, leaning towards her.
There was a loud report close to them, a whizzing noise, a 

deep murmur from the crowd, and in the clear sky above Etna 
the first rocket burst, showering down a cataract of golden 
stars, which streamed towards the earth, leaving trails of fire 
behind them.

The sound of the grinding organ and of the shepherd boy’s 
flute ceased in the dancing-room, and the crowd within rushed 
out into the market-place.

“Signorino! Signorino! Come with me! We cannot 
see properly here ! I know where to go. There will be wheels 
of fire, and masses of flowers, and a picture of the Regina 
Margherita. Presto! Presto!”

Gaspare had hold of Maurice by the arm.
“ E’ finito! ” Marnice murmured.
It seemed to him that the last day of his wild youth was 

at an end.
“ E’ finito! ” he repeated.
But there was still an hour.
And who can tell what an hour will bring forth?



XVII

Г Т was nearly two o’clock in the morning when Maurice and 
Gaspare said good-bye to Maddalena and her father on the 

road by Isola Bella. Salvatore had left the three donkeys at 
Cattaro, and had come the rest of the way on foot, while 
Maddalena rode Gaspare’s beast.

“ The donkey you bought is for Maddalena,” Maurice had 
said to him.

And the fisherman had burst into effusive thanks. But 
already he had his eye on a possible customer in Cattaro. As 
soon as the Inglese had gone back to his own country the 
donkey would be resold at a good price. What did a fisher
man want with donkeys, and how was an animal to be stabled 
on the Sirens’ Isle? As soon as the Inglese was gone, Salva
tore meant to put a fine sum of money into his pocket.

“Addio, signorino!” he said, sweeping off his hat with 
the wild, half-impudent gesture that was peculiar to him. “ I 
kiss your hand and I kiss the hand of your signora.”

He bent down his head as if he were going to translate the 
formal phrase into an action, but Maurice drew back.

“ Addio, Salvatore,” he said.
His voice was low.
“Addio, Maddalena!” he added.
She murmured something in reply. Salvatore looked 

keenly from one to the other.
“ Are you tired, Maddalena? ” he asked, with a sort of 

rough suspicion.
“ Si,” she answered.
She followed him slowly across the railway line towards 

the sea, while Maurice and Gaspare turned their donkeys’ 
heads towards the mountain.

They rode upward in silence. Gaspare was sleepy. His 
head nodded loosely as he rode, but his hands never let go 
their careful hold of the clock. Round about him his many 
purchases were carefully disposed, fastened elaborately to 
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the big saddle. The roses, faded now, were still above his 
ears. Maurice rode behind. He was not sleepy. He felt 
as if he would never sleep again.

As they drew nearer to the house of the priest, Gaspare 
pulled himself together with an effort, half-turned on his 
donkey and looked round at his padrone.

“ Signorino? ”
" Si.”
“ Do you think the signora will be asleep? ”
“ I don’t know. I suppose so.”
The boy looked wise.
“ I do not think so,” he said, firmly.
“ What—at three o’clock in the morning! ”
“ I think the signora will be on the terrace watching for 

us.”
Maurice’s lips twitched.
“ Chi lo sa? ” he replied.
He tried to speak carelessly, but where was his habitual 

carelessness of spirit, his carelessness of a boy now? He felt 
that he had lost it forever, lost it in that last hour of the fair.

“ Signorino ! ”
“ Weh? ”
“ Where were you and Maddalena when I was helping with 

the fireworks? ”
“ Close by.”
“ Did you see them all? Did you see the Regina Mar

gherita? ”
“ Si.”
“ I looked round for you, but I could not see you.”
“ There was such a crowd and it was dark.”
“ Yes. Then you were there, where I left you? ”
“ We may have moved a little, but we were not far off.”
“ I cannot think why I could not find you when the fire

works were over.”
“ It was the crowd. I thought it best to go to the stable 

without searching for you. I knew you and Salvatore would 
be there.”

The boy was silent for a moment. Then he said,—
“ Salvatore was very angry when he saw me come into the 

stable without you.”
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” Why? ”
“ He said I ought not to have left my padrone.”
“ And what did you say? ”
“ I told him I would not be spoken to by him. If you had 

not come in just then I think there would have been a baruffa. 
Salvatore is a bad man, and always ready with his knife. And 
he had been drinking.”

“ He was quiet enough coming home.”
“ I do not like his being so quiet.”
“ What does it matter? ”
Again there was a pause. Then Gaspare said,—
“ Now that the signora has come back we shall not go any 

more to the Casa delle Sirene, shall we? ”
“ No, I don’t suppose we shall go any more.”
“ It is better like that, signorino. It is much better that 

we do not go.”
Maurice said nothing.
“ We have been there too often,” added Gaspare. “ I am 

glad the signora has come back. I am sorry she ever went 
away.”

“ It was not our fault that she went,” Maurice said, in a 
hard voice like that of a man trying to justify something, to 
defend himself against some accusation. “ We did not want 
the signora to go.”

“ No, signore.”
Gaspare’s voice sounded almost apologetic. He was a 

little startled by his padrone’s tone.
“ It was a pity she went,” he continued. “ The poor 

signora—”
“ Why is it such a pity? ” Maurice interrupted, almost 

roughly, almost suspiciously. “ Why do you say ‘ the poor 
signora ’ ? ”

Gaspare stared at him with open surprise.
“ I only meant—”
“ The signora wished to go to Africa. She decided for 

herself. There is no reason to call her the poor signora.”
“ No, signore.”
The boy's voice recalled Maurice to prudence.
“ It was very good of her to go,” he said, more quietly. 

“ Perhaps she has saved the life of the sick signore by going.’’
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“ Si, signore.”
Gaspare said no more, but as they rode up, drawing ever 

nearer to the bare mountain side and the house of the priest, 
Maurice’s heart reiterated the thought of the boy. Why had 
Hermione ever gone? What a madness it had all been, her 
going, his staying ! He knew it now for a madness, a madness 
of the summer, of the hot, the burning south. In this terrible 
quiet of the mountains, without the sun, without the laughter 
and the voices and the movement of men, he understood that 
he had been mad, that there had been something in him, not 
all himself, which had run wild, despising restraint. And he 
had known that it was running wild, and he had thought to let 
it go just so far and no farther. He had set a limit of time to 
his wildness and its deeds. And he had set another limit. 
Surely he had. He had not ever meant to go too far. And 
then, just when he had said to himself “ E’ finito! ” the irre
vocable was at hand, the moment of delirium in which all 
things that should have been remembered were forgotten. 
What had led him? What spirit of evil? Or had be been 
led at all? Had not he rather deliberately forced his way to 
the tragic goal whither, through all these sunlit days, these 
starry nights, his feet had been tending?

He looked upon himself as a man looks upon a stranger 
whom he has seen commit a crime which he could never have 
committed. Mentally he took himself into custody, he tried, 
he condemned himself. In this hour of acute reaction the cool 
justice of the Englishman judged the passionate impulse of the 
Sicilian, even marvelled at it, and the heart of the dancing 
Faun cried: ‘ What am I—what am I really? ” and did not 
find the answer.

“ Signorino ! ”
“ Yes, Gaspare.”
“ When we get to that rock we shall see the house.”
“ I know.”
How eagerly he had looked upward to the little white 

house on the mountain on that first day in Sicily, with what 
joy of anticipation, with what an exquisite sense of liberty and 
of peace ! The drowsy wail of the pastorale had come floating 
down to him over the olive-trees almost like a melody that 
stole from paradise. But now he dreaded the turn of the 
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path. He dreaded to see the terrace wall, the snowy building 
it protected. And he felt as if he were drawing near to a 
terror, and as if he could not face it, did not know how to 
face it.

“ Signorino, there is no light! Look! ”
“ The signora and Lucrezia must be asleep at this hour." 
“ If they are, what are we to do? Shall we wake them? ” 
‘ No, no."

He spoke quickly, in hope of a respite.
“ We will wait—we will not disturb them."
Gaspare looked down at the parcel he was holding with 

such anxious care.
“ I would like to play the ‘ Tre Colori/ " he said. “ I 

would like the first thing the signora hears when she wakes 
to be the ‘ Tre Colon.’ "

"Hush! We must be very quiet."
The noise made on the path by the tripping feet of the 

donkeys was almost intolerable to him. It must surely wake 
the deepest sleeper. They were now on the last ascent where 
the mountain-side was bare. Some stones rattled downward, 
causing a sharp, continuous sound. It was answered by 
another sound, which made both Gaspare and Maurice draw 
rein and pull up.

As on that first day in Sicily Maurice had been welcomed 
by the pastorale, so he was welcomed by it now. What an 
irony that was to him! For an instant his lips curved in a 
bitter smile. But the smile died away as he realised things, 
and a strange sadness took hold of his heart. For it was not 
the ceramella that he heard in this still hour, but a piano 
played softly, monotonously, with a dreamy tenderness that 
made it surely one with the tenderness of the deep night. And 
he knew that Hermione had been watching, that she had 
heard him coming, that this was her welcome, a welcome from 
the depths of her pure, true heart. How much the music told 
him! How clearly it spoke to him! And how its caress 
flagellated his bare soul! Hermione had returned expectant 
of welcome and had found nothing, and instead of coming out 
upon the terrace, instead of showing surprise, vexation, jealous 
curiosity, of assuming the injured air that even a good woman 
can scarcely resist displaying in a moment of acute disappoint-
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ment, she sent forth this delicate salutation to him from 
afar, the sweetest that she knew, the one she herself loved 
best.

Tears came into his eyes as he listened. Then he shut his 
eyes and said to himself, shuddering,—

“ Oh, you beast! you beast! ”
“ It is the signora! ” said Gaspare, turning round on his 

donkey. “ She does not know we are here, and she is playing 
to keep herself awake.”

He looked down at his clock, and his eyes began to shine.
“ I am glad the signora is awake! ” he said. “ Signorino, 

let us get off the donkeys and leave them at the arch, and let 
us go in without any noise.”

“ But perhaps the signora knows that we are here,” 
Maurice said.

Directly he had heard the music he had known that Her
mione was aware of their approach.

“ No, no, signore. I am sure she does not, or she would 
have come out to meet us. Let us leave the donkeys ! ”

He sprang off softly. Mechanically, Maurice followed his 
example.

Now, signore! ”
The boy took him by the hand and led him on tiptoe to the 

terrace, making him crouch down close to the open French 
window. The pastorale was louder here. It never ceased, 
but returned again and again with the delicious monotony that 
made it memorable and wove a spell round those who loved 
it. As he listened to it, Maurice fancied he could hear the 
breathing of the player, and he felt that she was listening, too, 
listening tensely for footsteps on the terrace.

Gaspare looked up at him with bright eyes. The boy’s 
whole face was alive with a gay and mischievous happiness, as 
he turned the handle at the back of his clock slowly, slowly, 
till at last it would turn no more. Then there tinkled forth to 
join the pastorale the clear trilling melody of the “Tre Colori.”

The music in the room ceased abruptly. There was a 
rustling sound as the player moved. Then Hermione’s voice, 
with something trembling through it that was half a sob, half 
a little burst of happy laughter, called out,—

“ Gaspare, how dare you interrupt my concert ? ”
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“Signora! Signora!” cried Gaspare, and, springing up, 

he darted into the sitting-room.
But Maurice, though he lifted himself up quickly, stood 

where he was with his hand set hard against the wall of the 
house. He heard Gaspare kiss Hermione’s hand. Then he 
heard her say,—

“ But, but, Gaspare—? ”
He took his hand from the wall with an effort. His feet 

seemed glued to the ground, but at last he was in the room.
“ Hermione! ” he said.

Maurice ! ”
He felt her strong hands, strong and yet soft like all the 

woman, on his.
“ Cento di questi giorni! ” she said. “ Ah, but it is better 

than all the birthdays in the world ! ”
He wanted to kiss her—not to please her, but for himself 

he wanted to kiss her—but he dared not. He felt that if his 
lips were to touch hers—she must know. To excuse his avoid
ance of the natural greeting he looked at Gaspare.

“ I know! ” she whispered. “ You haven’t forgotten! ”
She was alluding to that morning on the terrace when he 

came up from the fishing. They loosed their hands. Gaspare 
set the clock playing again.

“What a beauty!” Hermione said, glad to hide her 
emotion for a moment till she and Maurice could be alone. 
“ What a marvel ! Where did you find it, Gaspare—at the 
fair? ”

“ Si, signora ! ”
Solemnly he handed it, still playing brightly, to his padrona, 

just a little reluctantly, perhaps, but very gallantly
“ It is for you, signora.”
“ A present—oh, Gaspare ! ”
Again her voice was veiled. She put out her hand and 

touched the boy’s hand.
“ Grazie! How sweetly it plays! You thought of me! ”
There was a silence till the tune was finished. Then Maurice 

said,—
“ Hermione, I don’t know what to say. That we should 

be at the fair the day you arrived! Why—why didn’t you 
tell me? Why didn’t you write? ”
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“ You didn’t know, then! ”
The words came very quickly, very eagerly.
“ Know! Didn’t Lucrezia tell you that we had no idea? ”
“ Poor Lucrezia! She’s in a dreadful condition. I found 

her in the village.”
“No! ” Maurice cried, thankful to turn the conversation 

from himself, though only for an instant. “ I specially told 
her to stay here. I specially—”

“ Well, but, poor thing, as you weren’t expecting me ! 
But I wrote, Maurice, I wrote a letter telling you everything, 
the hour we were coming—”

“It’s Don Paolo!” exclaimed Gaspare, angrily. “He 
hides away the letters. He lets them lie sometimes in his 
office for months. To-morrow I will go and tell him what I 
think; I will turn out every drawer.”

“ It is too bad! ” Maurice said.
“ Then you never had it? ”
“ Hermione ”—he stared at the open door—“ you think 

we should have gone to the fair if—”
“ No, no, I never thought so. I only wondered. It all 

seemed so strange.”
" It is too horrible! ” Maurice said, with heavy emphasis. 

“ And Artois—no rooms ready for him. What can he have 
thought? ”

“ As I did, that there had been a mistake. What does it 
matter now? Just at the moment I was dreadfully, oh, 
dreadfully disappointed. I saw Gaspare at the fair. And 
you saw me, Gaspare? ”

“ Si, signora. I ran all the way to the station, but the 
train had gone.”

“ But I didn’t see you, Maurice. Where were you? ”
Gaspare opened his lips to speak, but Maurice did not give 

him time.
“ I was there, too, in the fair.”
“ But of course you weren’t looking at the train? ”
“ Of course not. And when Gaspare told me, it was too 

late to do anything. We couldn’t get back in time, and the 
donkeys were tired, and so—”

“ Oh, I’m glad you didn’t hurry back. What good would 
it have done then? ”
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There was a touch of constraint in her voice.
“ You must have thought I should be in bed.”
“ Yes, we did.”
“ And so I ought to be now. I believe I am tremendously 

tired, but—but I’m so tremendously something else that I 
hardly know.”

The constraint had gone.
“ The signora is happy because she is back in my country,” 

Gaspare remarked, with pride and an air of shrewdness.
He nodded his head. The faded roses shook above his 

ears. Hermione smiled at him.
“ He knows all about it,” she said. “ Well, if we are ever 

to go to bed—”
Gaspare looked from her to his padrone.
“ Buona notte, signora,” he said, gravely. ” Buona notte, 

signorino. Buon riposo! ”
“ Buon riposo! ” echoed Hermione. “ It is blessed to hear 

that again. I do love the clock, Gaspare.”
The boy beamed at her and went reluctantly away to find 

the donkeys. At that moment Maurice would have given 
almost anything to keep him. He dreaded unspeakably to 
be alone with Hermione. But it had to be. He must face it. 
He must seem natural, happy.

“ Shall I put the clock down? ” he asked.
He went to her, took the clock, carried it to the writing

table, and put it down.
“ Gaspare was so happy to bring it to you.”
He turned. He felt desperate. He came to Hermione 

and put out his hands.
“ I feel so bad that we weren’t here,” he said.
“ That is it! ”
There was a sound of deep relief in her voice. Then she 

had been puzzled by his demeanour! He must be natural; 
but how? It seemed to him as if never in all his life could he 
have felt innocent, careless, brave. Now he was made of 
cowardice. He was like a dog that crawls with its belly to the 
floor. He got hold of Hermione’s hands.

“ I feel—I feel horribly, horribly bad! ”
Speaking the absolute truth, his voice was absolutely 

sincere, and he deceived her utterly.
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“ Maurice,” she said, “ I believe it’s upset you so much 

that—that you are shy of me.”
She laughed happily.
“ Shy—of me! ”
He tried to laugh, too, and kissed her abruptly, awkwardly. 

All his natural grace was gone from him. But when he kissed 
her she did not know it; her lips clung to his with a tender 
passion, a fealty that terrified him.

“ She must know ! ” he thought. “ She must feel the 
truth. My lips must tell it to her.”

And when at last they drew away from each other his eyes 
asked her furiously a question, asked it of her eyes.

“ What is it, Maurice? ”
He said nothing. She dropped her eyes and reddened 

slowly, till she looked much younger than usual, strangely like 
a girl.

“ You haven’t—you haven’t—? ”
There was a sound of reserve in her voice, and yet a sound 

of triumph, too. She looked up at him again.
“ Do you guess that I have something to tell you? ” she said 

slowly.
“ Something to tell me? ” he repeated, dully.
He was so intent on himself, on his own evil-doing, that it 

seemed to him as if everything must have some connection 
with it.

“ Ah,” she said, quickly; “ no, I see you weren’t.”
“ What is it? ” he asked, but without real interest.
“ I can’t tell you now,” she said.
Gaspare went by the window leading the donkeys.
“ Buona notte, signora ! ”
It was a very happy voice.
“ Buona notte, Gaspare. Sleep well.”
Maurice caught at the last words.
“ We must sleep,” he said. “ To-morrow we’ll—we’ll—” 
“Tell each other everything. Yes, to-morrow!” 
She put her arm through his.
“ Maurice, if you knew how I feel! ”
“ Yes? ” he said, trying to make his voice eager, buoyant. 

“ Yes? ”
“ If you knew how I’ve been longing to be back! And so 
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often I’ve thought that I never should be here with you again, 
just in the way we were! "

He cleared his throat.
“ Why? "
“ It is so difficult to repeat a great, an intense happiness, 

I think. But we will, we are repeating it, aren’t we? "
“ Yes."
“ When I got to the station to-day, and—and you weren't 

there, I had a dreadful foreboding. It weis foolish. The 
explanation of your not being there was so simple. Of course 
I might have guessed it."

“ Of course."
“ But in the first moment I felt as if you weren’t there 

because I had lost you forever, because you had been taken 
away from me forever. It was such an intense feeling that it 
frightened me, it frightened me horribly. Put your arm 
round me, Maurice. Let me feel what an idiot I have 
been ! "

He obeyed her and put his arm round her, and he felt as if 
his arm must tell her what she had not learned from his lips. 
And she thought that now he must know the truth she had not 
told him.

“ Don’t think of dreadful things," he said.
“ I won’t any more. I don’t think I could with you. To 

me you always mean the sun, light, and life, and all that is 
brave and beautiful! "

He took his arm away from her.
“Come, we must sleep, Hermione!" he said. “It’s 

nearly dawn. I can almost see the smoke on Etna."
He shut the French window and drew the bolt.
She had gone into the bedroom and was standing by the 

dressing-table. She did not know why, but a great shyness 
had come upon her. It was like a cloud enveloping her. 
Never before had she felt like this with Maurice, not even when 
they were first married. She had loved him too utterly to be 
shy with him. Maurice was still in the sitting-room, fastening 
the shutters of the window. She heard the creak of wood, the 
clatter of the iron bćir falling into the fastener. Now he would 
come.

But he did not come. He was moving about in the room.
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She heard papers rustling, then the lid of the piano shut down. 
He was putting everything in order.

This orderliness was so unusual in Maurice that it made a 
disagreeable impression upon her. She began to feel as if he 
did not want to come into the bedroom, as if he were trying 
to put off the moment of coming. She remembered that he 
had seemed shy of her. What had come to them both to
night? Her instinct moved her to break through this pain
ful, this absurd constraint.

* Maurice! " she called.
“ Yes."
His voice sounded odd to her, almost like the voice of some 

other man, some stranger.
“ Aren’t you coming? "
“ Yes, Hermione."
But still he did not come. After a moment, he said,—
“ It’s awfully hot to-night! ”
“ After Africa it seems quite cool to me."
“ Does it? I’ve been—since you’ve been away I’ve been 

sleeping nearly always out-of-doors on the terrace."
Now he came to the doorway and stood there. He looked 

at the white room, at Hermione. She had on a white tea-gown. 
It seemed to him that everything here was white, everything 
but his soul. He felt as if he could not come into this room, 
could not sleep here to-night, as if it would be a desecration. 
When he stood in the doorway the painful shyness returned 
to her

“ Have you? " she said.
“ Yes."
“ Do you—would you rather sleep there to-night? "
She did not mean to say it. It was the last thing she 

wished to say. Yet she said it. It seemed to her that she 
was forced to say it.

“ Well, it’s much cooler there."
She was silent.
“ I could just put one or two rugs and cushions on the seat 

by the wall," he said. “ I shall sleep like a top. I’m awfully 
tired ! "

“ But—but the sun will soon be up, won't it? ”
“ Oh—then I can come in."
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“ All right.”
“ I’ll take the rugs from the sitting-room. I say—how’s 

Artois? ”
“ Much better, but he’s still weak.”
“ Poor chap! ”
“ He’ll ride up to-morrow on a donkey.”
“ Good! I’m—I’m most awfully sorry about his rooms.”
“ What does it matter? I’ve made them quite nice 

already. He’s perfectly comfortable.”
“ I’m glad. It's all—it’s all been such a pity—about to

day, I mean.”
“ Don’t let’s think of it ! Don’t let’s think of it any more.”
A passionate sound had stolen into her voice. She moved 

a step towards him. A sudden idea had come to her, an idea 
that stirred within her a great happiness, that made a flame 
of joy spring up in her heart.

“ Maurice, you—you—”
“ What is it? ” he asked.
“ You aren’t vexed at my staying away so long? You 

aren’t vexed at my bringing Emile back with me? ”
“ No, of course not,” he said. “ But—but I wish you 

hadn’t gone away.”
And then he disappeared into the sitting-room, collected 

the rugs and cushions, opened the French window, and went 
out upon the terrace. Presently he called out,—

“ I shall sleep as I am, Hermione, without undressing. 
I’m awfully done. Good-night.”

“ Good-night ! ” she called.
There was a quiver in her voice. And yet that flame of 

happiness had not quite died down. She said to herself,—
“ He doesn’t want me to know. He’s too proud. But 

he has been a little jealous, perhaps.” She remembered how 
Sicilian he was.

“ But I’ll make him forget it all,” she thought, eagerly. 
“ To-morrow—to-morrow it will be all right. He’s missed 
me, he’s missed me! ”

That thought was very sweet to her. It seemed to explain 
all things; this constraint of her husband, which had reacted 
upon her, this action of his in preferring to sleep outside— 
everything. He had always been like a boy. He was like a 
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boy now. He could not conceal his feelings. He did not 
doubt her. She knew that. But he had been a little jealous 
about her friendship for Emile.

She undressed. When she was ready for bed she hesitated 
a moment. Then she put a white shawl round her shoulders 
and stole quickly out of the room. She came upon the terrace. 
The stars were waning. The grey of the dawn was in the sky 
towards the east. Maurice, stretched upon the rugs, with his 
face turned towards the terrace wall, was lying still. She 
went to him, bent down, and kissed him.

“ I love you,” she whispered—“ oh, so much! ”
She did not wait, but went away at once. When she was 

gone he put up his hand to his face. On his cheek there was 
a tear.

“God forgive me!” he said to himself. “God forgive 
me! ”

His body was shaken by a sob.



XVIII

Л Л ƒ HEN the sun came up over the rim of the sea Maurice 
' v ceased from his pretence of sleep, raised himself on 

his elbow, then sat upright and looked over the ravine to the 
rocks of the Sirens’ Isle. The name seemed to him now a 
fatal name, and everything connected with his sojourn in 
Sicily fatal. Surely there had been a malign spirit at work. 
In this early morning hour his brain, though unrefreshed by 
sleep, was almost unnaturally clear, feverishly busy. Some
thing had met him when he first set foot in Sicily—so he 
thought now—had met him with a fixed and evil purpose. 
And that purpose had never been abandoned.

Old superstitions, inherited perhaps from a long chain of 
credulous Sicilian ancestors, were stirring in him. He did not 
laugh at his idea, as a pure-blooded Englishman would have 
laughed. He pondered it. He cherished it.

On his very first evening in Sicily the spirit had led him to 
the wall, had directed his gaze to the far-off light in the house 
of the sirens. He remembered how strangely the little light 
had fascinated his eyes, and his mind through his eyes, how he 
had asked what it was, how, when Hermione had called him to 
come in to sleep, he had turned upon the steps to gaze down on 
it once more. Then he had not known why he gazed. Now 
he knew. The spirit that had met him by the sea in Sicily 
had whispered to him to look, and he had obeyed because he 
could not do otherwise.

He dwelt upon that thought, that he had obeyed because 
he had been obliged to obey. It was a palliative to his mental 
misery and his hatred of himself. The fatalism that is linked 
with superstition got hold upon him and comforted him a 
little. He had not been a free agent. He had had to do as he 
had done. Everything had been arranged so that he might 
sin. The night of the fishing had prepared the way for the 
night of the fair. If Hermione had stayed—but of course she 
had not stayed. The spirit that had kept him in Sicily had
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sent her across the sea to Africa. In the full flush of his hot- 
blooded youth, intoxicated by his first knowledge of the sun 
and of love, he had been left quite alone. Newly married, he 
had been abandoned by his wife, for a good, even perhaps a 
noble reason. Still, he had been abandoned—to himself and 
the keeping of that spirit. Was it any wonder that he had 
fallen? He strove to think that it was not. In the night he 
had cowered before Hermione and had been cruel with himself. 
Now, in the sunshine, he showed fight. He strove to find 
excuses for himself. If he did not find excuses he felt that he 
could not face the day, face Hermione in sunlight.

And now that the spirit had led him thus far, surely its 
work was done, surely it would leave him alone. He tried to 
believe that.

Then he thought of Maddalena.
She was there, down there where the rising sun glittered 

on the sea. She surely was awake, as he was awake. She 
was thinking, wondering—perhaps weeping.

He got up. He could not look at the sea any more. The 
name “ House of the Sirens ” suddenly seemed to him a 
terrible misnomer, now that he thought of Maddalena perhaps 
weeping by the sea.

He had his revenge upon Slavatore, but at what a cost!
Salvatore! The fisherman’s face rose up before him. If 

he ever knew ! Maurice remembered his sensation that 
already, before he had done the fisherman any wrong, the 
fisherman had condemned him. Now there was a reason for 
condemnation. He had no physical fear of Salvatore. He 
was not a man to be physically afraid of another man. But 
if Salvatore ever knew he might tell. He might tell Her
mione. That thought brought with it to Maurice a cold as of 
winter. The malign spirit might still have a purpose in con
nection with him, might still be near him full of intention. He 
felt afraid of the Sicily he had loved. He longed to leave it. 
He thought of it as an isle of fear, where terrors walked in the 
midst of the glory of the sunshine, where fatality lurked beside 
the purple sea.

“ Maurice! ”
He started. Hermione was on the steps of the sitting

room.
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“ You’re not sleeping! ” he said.
He felt as if she had been there reading all his thoughts.
“ And you! ” she answered.
“ The sun woke me.”
He lied instinctively. All his life with her would be a lie 

now, could never be anything else—unless—
He looked at her hard and long in the eyes for the first 

time since they had met after her return. Suppose he were 
to tell her, now, at once, in the stillness, the wonderful inno
cence and clearness of the dawn! For a moment he felt that 
it would be an exquisite relief, a casting down of an intolerable 
burden. She had such a splendid nature. She loved sincerity 
as she loved God. To her it was the one great essential 
quality, whose presence or absence made or marred the beauty 
of a human soul. He knew that.

“ Why do you look at me like that? ” she said, coming 
down to him with the look of slow strength that was always 
characteristic of her.

He dropped his eyes.
“ I don’t know. How do you mean? ”
“ As if you had something to tell me.”
“ Perhaps—perhaps I have,” he answered.
He was on the verge, the very verge of confession. She 

put her arm through his. When she touched him the impulse 
waned, but it did not die utterly away.

“ Tell it me,” she said. “ I love to hear everything you 
tell me. I don’t think you could ever tell me anything that 
I should not understand.”

“ Are you—are you sure? ”
“ I think so.”
“ But ”—he suddenly remembered some words of hers 

that, till then, he had forgotten—“ but you had something to 
tell me.”

“ Yes.”
“ I want to hear it.”
He could not speak yet. Perhaps presently he would be 

able to.
“ Let us go up to the top of the mountain,” she answered. 

" 1 feel as if we could see the whole island from there. And 
up there we shall get all the wind of the morning.”
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They turned towards the steep, bare slope and climbed it, 

while the sun rose higher, as if attending them. At the sum
mit there was a heap of stones.

“ Let us sit here,” Hermione said. “ We can see every
thing from here, all the glories of the dawn.”

“ "Yes.”
He was so intensely preoccupied by the debate within him 

that he did not remember that it was here, among these stones 
where they were sitting, that he had hidden the fragments of 
Hermione’s letter from Africa telling him of her return on the 
day of the fair.

They sat down with their faces towards the sea. The air 
up here was exquisitely cool. In the pellucid clearness of 
dawn the coast-line looked enchanted, fairy-like and full of 
delicate mystery. And its fading, in the far distance, was like 
a calling voice. Behind them the ranges of mountains held 
a few filmy white clouds, like laces, about their rugged peaks. 
The sea was a pale blue stillness, shot with soft greys and 
mauves and pinks, and dotted here and there with black 
specks that were the boats of fishermen.

Hermione sat with her hands clasped round her knees. 
Her face, browned by the African sun, was intense with feeling.

“ Yes,” she said, at last, “ I can tell you here.”
She looked at the sea, the coast-line, then turned her head 

and gazed at the mountains.
“We looked at them together,” she continued—“ that 

last evening before I went away. Do you remember, 
Maurice? ”

“ Yes.”
“ From the arch. It is better up here. Always, when I 

am very happy or very sad, my instinct would be to seek a 
mountain-top. The sight of great spaces seen from a height 
teaches one, I think.”

“What?”
“Not to be an egoist in one’s joy; not to be a craven in 

one’s sorrow. You see, a great view suggests the world, the 
vastness of things, the multiplicity of life. I think that must 
be it. And of course it reminds one, too, that one will soon 
be going away.”

“ Going away? ”
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“ Yes. ‘ The mountains will endure ”—but we—! ”
“ Oh, you mean death.”
“Yes. What is it makes one think most of death when— 

when life, new life, is very near? ”
She had been gazing at the mountains and the sea, but now 

she turned and looked into his face.
“ Don’t you understand what I have to tell you? ” she 

asked.
He shook his head. He was still wondering whether he 

would dare to tell her of his sin. And he did not know. At 
one moment he thought that he could do it, at another that he 
would rather throw himself over the precipice of the mountain 
than do it.

“ I don’t understand it at all.”
There was a lack of interest in his voice, but she did not 

notice it. She was full of the wonder of the morning, the 
wonder of being again with him, and the wonder of what she 
had to tell him.

“ Maurice ”—she put her hand on his—“ the night I was 
crossing the sea to Africa I knew. All these days I have kept 
this secret from you because I could not write it. It seemed 
to me too sacred. I felt I must be with you when I told it. 
That night upon the sea I was very sad. I could not sleep. 
I was on deck looking always back, towards Sicily and you. 
And just when the dawn was coming I—I knew that a child 
was coming, too, a child of mine and yours.”

She was silent. Her hand pressed his, and now she was 
again looking towards the sea. And it seemed to him that her 
face was new, that it was already the face of a mother.

He said nothing and he did not move. He looked down 
at the heap of stones by which they were sitting, and his eyes 
rested on a piece of paper covered with writing. It was a 
fragment of Hermione’s letter to him. As he saw it something 
sharp and cold, like a weapon made of ice, seemed to be plunged 
into him. He got up, pulling hard at her hand. She obeyed 
his hand.

" What is it? ” she said, as they stood together. “ You 
look—”

He had become pale. He knew it.
“ Hermione! ” he said.



294 THE CALL OF THE BLOOD
He was actually panting as if he had been running. He 

moved a few steps towards the edge of the summit. She 
followed him.

“ You are angry that I didn’t tell you! But—I wanted to 
say it. I wanted to—to—”

She lifted his hands to her lips.
“ Thank you for giving me a child,” she said.
Then tears came into his eyes and ran down over his cheeks. 

That he should be thanked by her—that scourged the genuine 
good in him till surely blood started under the strokes.

“ Don’t thank me! ” he said. “ Don’t do that! I won’t 
have it! ”

His voice sounded angry.
“ I won’t ever let you thank me for anything,” he went on.

You must understand that.”
He was on the edge of some violent, some almost hysterical 

outburst. He thought of Gaspare casting himself down in the 
boat that morning when he had feared that his padrone was 
drowned. So he longed to cast himself down and cry. But 
he had the strength to check his impulse. Only, the checking 
of it seemed to turn him for a moment into something made 
not of flesh and blood but of iron. And this thing of iron was 
voiceless.

She knew that he was feeling intensely and respected his 
silence. But at last it began almost to frighten her. The 
boyish look she loved had gone out of his face. A stem man 
stood beside her, a man she had never seen before.

“ Maurice,” she said, at length. “ What is it? I think 
you are suffering.”

“ Yes,” he said.
“ But—but aren’t you glad? Surely you are glad? ”
To her the word seemed mean, poverty-stricken. She 

changed it.
“ Surely you are thankful? ”
“ I don’t know,” he answered, at last. ‘ I am thinking 

that I don’t know that I am worthy to be a father.”
He himself had fixed a limit. Now God was putting a 

period to his wild youth. And the heart—was that changed 
within him?

Too much was happening. The cup was being filled too 
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full A great longing came to him to get away, far away, and 
be alone. If it had been any other day he would have gone 
off into the mountains, by himself, have stayed out till night 
came, have walked, climbed, till he was exhausted. But to
day he could not do that. And soon Artois would be coming. 
He felt as if something must snap in brain or heart.

And he had not slept. How he wished that he could sleep 
for a little while and forget everything. In sleep one knows 
nothing. He longed to be able to sleep.

“ I understand that,” she said. “ But you are worthy, my 
dear one.”

When she said that he knew that he could never tell her.
“ I must try,” he muttered. “ Г11 try—from to-day.”
She did not talk to him any more. Her instinct told her 

not to. Almost directly they were walking down to the 
priest’s house. She did not know which of them had moved 
first.

When they got there they found Lucrezia up. Her eyes 
were red, but she smiled at Hermione. Then she looked at 
the padrone with alarm. She expected him to blame her for 
having disobeyed his orders of the day before. But he had 
forgotten all about that.

“ Get breakfast, Lucrezia,” Hermione said. “ Well have 
it on the terrace. And presently we must have a talk. The 
sick signore is coming up to-day for collazione. We must 
have a very nice collazione, but something wholesome.”

“ Si, signora.”
Lucrezia went away to the kitchen, thankfully. She had 

heard bad news of Sebastiano yesterday in the village. He 
was openly in love with the girl in the Lipari Isles. Her heart 
was almost breaking, but the return of the padrona comforted 
her a little. Now she had someone to whom she could tell her 
trouble, someone who would sympathise.

“ I’ll go and take a bath, Hermione,” Maurice said.
And he, too, disappeared.
Hermione went to talk to Gaspare and tell him what to 

get in Marechiaro.
When breakfast was ready Maurice came back looking less 

pale, but still unboyish. All the bright sparkle to which Her
mione was accustomed had gone out of him. She wondered 
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why. She had expected the change in him to be a passing 
thing, but it persisted.

At breakfast it was obviously difficult for him to talk. 
She sought a reason for his strangeness. Presently she 
thought again of Artois. Could he be the reason? Or was 
Maurice now merely preoccupied by that great new knowledge 
that there would soon be a third life mingled with theirs? 
She wondered exactly what he felt about that. He was really 
such a boy at heart despite his set face of to-day. Perhaps he 
dreaded the idea of responsibility. His agitation upon the 
mountain-top had been intense. Perhaps he was rendered 
unhappy by the thought of fatherhood. Or was it 
Emile?

When breakfast was over, and he was smoking, she said to 
him,—

'* Maurice, I want to ask you something?’
A startled look came into his eyes.
“ What? ” he said, quickly.
He threw his cigarette away and turned towards her, with 

a sort of tenseness that suggested to her a man bracing him
self for some ordeal.

“ Only about Emile."
" Oh! ” he said.
He took another cigarette, and his attitude at once looked 

easier. She wondered why.
“ You don’t mind about Emile being here, do you? ”
Maurice was nearly answering quickly that he was delighted 

to welcome him. But a suddenly-born shrewdness prevented 
him. To-day, like a guilty man, he was painfully conscious, 
painfully alert. He knew that Hermione was wondering 
about him, and realised that her question afforded him an 
opportunity to be deceptive and yet to seem quite natural and 
truthful. He could not be as he had been, to-day. The effort 
was far too difficult for him. Hermione’s question showed 
him a plausible excuse for his peculiarity of demeanour and 
conduct. He seized it.

“ I think it was very natural for you to bring him,” he 
answered.

He lit the cigarette. His hand was trembling slightly.
*’ But—but you had rather I hadn’t brought him? ”
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As Maurice began to act a part an old feeling returned to 

him, and almost turned his lie into truth.
“You could hardly expect me to wish to have Artois with 

us here, could you, Hermione? ” he said, slowly.
She scarcely knew whether she were most pained or 

pleased. She was pained that anything she had done had 
clouded his happiness, but she was intensely glad to think he 
loved to be quite alone with her.

“ No, I felt that. But I felt, too, as if it would be cruel to 
stop short, unworthy in us.”

“ In us? ”
“ Yes. You let me go to Africa. You might have asked 

me, you might even have told me, not to go. I did not think 
of it at the time. Everything went so quickly. But I have 
thought of it since. And, knowing that, realising it, I feel 
that you had your part, a great part, in Emile’s rescue. For 
I do believe, Maurice, that if I had not gone he would have 
died.”

“ Then I am glad you went.”
He spoke perfunctorily, almost formally. Hermione felt 

chilled.
“ It seemed to me that, having begun to do a good work, 

it would be finer, stronger, to carry it quite through, to put 
aside our own desires and think of another who had passed 
through a great ordeal. Was I wrong, Maurice? Emile is 
still very weak, very dependent. Ought I to have said, 
* Now I see you’re not going to die I’ll leave you at once? * 
Wouldn’t it have been rather selfish, even rather brutal? ”

His reply startled her.
“ Have you—have you ever thought of where we are? ” 

he said.
“ Where we are! ”
“ Of the people we are living among? “
“ I don’t think I understand.”
He cleared his throat.
“ They’re Sicilians. They don’t see things as the English 

do,” he said.
There was a silence. Hermione felt a heat rush over her, 

over all her body and face. She did not speak, because, if she 
had, she might have said something vehement, even head
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strong, such as she had never said, surely never would say, to 
Maurice.

“ Of course I understand. It’s not that,” he added.
" No, it couldn’t be that,” she said. “ You needn’t tell 

me.”
The hot feeling stayed with her. She tried to control it.
“You surely can’t mind what ignorant people out here 

think of an utterly innocent action! ” she said, at last, very 
quietly.

But even as she spoke she remembered the Sicilian blood 
in him.

“ You have minded it! ” she said. “ You do mind now.”
And suddenly she felt very tender over him, as she might 

have felt over a child. In his face she could not see the boy 
to-day, but his words set the boy, the inmost nature of the 
boy that he still surely was, before her.

The sense of humour in her seemed to be laughing and 
wiping away a tear at the same time.

She moved her chair close to his.
“ Maurice,” she said. “ Do you know that sometimes you 

make me feel horribly old and motherly.”
“Do I? ” he said.
“ You do to-day, and yet—do you know that I have been 

thinking since I came back that you are looking older, much 
older than when I went away? ”

“ Is that Artois? ” he said, looking over the wall to the 
mountain-side beyond the ravine.

Hermione got up, leaned upon the wall, and followed his 
eyes.

“ I think it must be. I told Gaspare to go to the hotel 
when he fetched the provisions in Marechiaro and tell Emile 
it would be best to come up in the cool. Yes, it is he, and 
Gaspare is with him! Maurice, you don’t mind so very 
much? ”

She put her arm through his.
“ These people can’t talk when they see how ill he looks. 

And if they do—oh, Maurice, what does it matter? Surely 
there’s only one thing in the world that matters, and that is, 
whether one can look one’s own conscience in the face and say, 
‘ I’ve nothing to be ashamed of ! ’ ”
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Maurice longed to get away from the touch of her arm. He 

remembered the fragment of paper he had seen among the 
stones on the mountain-side. He must go up there alone 
directly he had a moment of freedom. But now—Artois. 
He stared at the distant donkeys. His brain felt dry and 
shrivelled, his body both feverish and tired. How could he 
support this long day’s necessities? It seemed to him that he 
had not the strength and resolution to endure them. And 
Artois was so brilliant. Maurice thought of him at that moment 
as a sort of monster of intellectuality, terrifying and repellent.

“ Don’t you think so? ” Hermione said.
“ I dare say,” he answered “ But I dare say, I suppose 

—very few of us can do that. We can’t expect to be perfect, 
and other people oughtn’t to expect it of us.”

His voice had changed. Before, it had been almost an 
accusing voice and insincere. Now it was surely a voice that 
pleaded, and it was absolutely sincere. Hermione remem
bered how in London long ago the humility of Maurice had 
touched her. He had stood out from the mass of conceited 
men because of his beauty and his simple readiness to sit at 
the feet of others. And surely the simplicity, the humility, 
still persisted beautifully in him.

“ I don’t think I should ever expect anything of you that 
you wouldn’t give me,” she said to him. “ Anything of loyalty, 
of straightness, or of manhood. Often you seem to me a boy, 
and yet, I know, if a danger came to me, or a trouble, I could 
lean on you and you would never fail me. That’s what a 
woman loves to feel when she has given herself to a man, that 
he knows how to take care of her, and that he cares to take 
care of her.”

Her body was touching his. He felt himself stiffen. The 
mental pain he suffered under the lash of her words affected 
his body, and his knowledge of the necessity to hide all that 
was in his mind caused his body to long for isolation, to shrink 
from any contact with another.

“ I hope,” he said, trying to make his voice natural and 
simple—“ I hope you’ll never be in trouble or in danger, 
Hermione.”

“ I don’t think I could mind very much if you were there, 
if I could just touch your hand.”



Зоо THE CALL OF THE BLOOD
“ Here they come! ” he said. “ I hope Artois isn’t very 

tired with the ride. We ought to have had Sebastiano here 
to play the pastorale for him.”

“Ah! Sebastiano!” said Hermione. “He’s playing it 
for someone else in the Lipari Islands. Poor Lucrezia ! 
Maurice, I love Sicily and all things Sicilian. You know how 
much! But—but I’m glad you’ve got some drops of English 
blood in your veins. I’m glad you aren’t all Sicilian.”

“ Come,” he said. “ Let us go to the arch and meet him.”



XIX
CO this is your Garden of Paradise? ” Artois said.

He got of! his donkey slowly at the archway, and 
stood for a moment, after shaking them both by the hand, 
looking at the narrow terrace, bathed in sunshine despite the 
shelter of the awning, at the columns, at the towering rocks 
which dominated the grove of oak-trees, and at the low, white
walled cottage.

“ The garden from which you came to save my life,” he 
-added.

He turned to Maurice.
“ I am grateful and I am ashamed,” he said. “ I was not 

your friend, monsieur, but you have treated me with more 
than friendship. I thank you in words now, but my hope is 
that some day I shall be given the opportunity to thank you 
with an act.”

He held out his hand again to Maurice. There had been a 
certain formality in his speech, but there was a warmth in his 
manner that was not formal. As Maurice held his hand the 
eyes of the two men met, and each took swift note of the 
change in the other.

Artois’s appearance was softened by his illness. In health 
he looked authoritative, leonine, very sure of himself, pierc
ingly observant, sometimes melancholy, but not anxious. 
His manner, never blustering or offensive, was usually domina
ting, the manner of one who had the right to rule in the things 
of the intellect. Now he seemed much gentler, less intellectual, 
more emotional, One received, at a first meeting with him, 
the sensation rather of coming into contact with a man of 
heart than with a man of brains. Maurice felt the change at 
once, and was surprised by it. Outwardly the novelist was 
greatly altered. His tall frame was shrunken and slightly 
bent. The face was pale and drawn, the eyes were sunken, 
the large-boned body was frightfully thin and looked uncer
tain when it moved. As Maurice gazed he realised that this 
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man had been to the door of death, almost over the threshold 
of the door.

And Artois? He saw a change in the Mercury whom he 
had last seen at the door of the London restaurant, a change 
that startled him.

“ Come into our Garden of Paradise and rest,” said Her
mione. “ Lean on my arm, Emile.”

“ May I? ” Artois asked of Maurice, with a faint smile that 
was almost pathetic.

" Please do. You must be tired! ”
Hermione and Artois walked slowly forward to the terrace, 

arm linked in arm. Maurice was about to follow them when 
he felt a hand catch hold of him, a hand that was hot and 
imperative.

" Gaspare! What is it? ”
“Signorino, signorino, I must speak to you! ”
Startled, Maurice looked into the boy’s flushed face. The 

great eyes searched him fiercely.
“ Put the donkeys in the stable,” Maurice said. “ I’ll come.” 
"Come behind the house, signorino. Ah, Madonna!” 
The last exclamation was breathed out with an intensity 

that was like the intensity of despair. The boy’s look and 
manner were tragic.

“ Gaspare,” Maurice said, “ what—? ”
He saw Hermione turning towards him.
“ I’ll come in a minute, Gaspare.”
“ Madonna! ” repeated the boy. " Madonna! ”
He held up his hands and let them drop to his sides. Then 

he muttered something—a long sentence—in dialect. His 
voice sounded like a miserable old man’s.

“ Ah—ah ! ”
He called to the donkeys and drove them forward to the 

out-house. Maurice followed.
What had happened? Gaspare had the manner, the look, 

of one confronted by a terror from which there was no escape. 
His eyes had surely at the same time rebuked and furiously 
pitied his master. What did they mean ?

“ This is our Garden of Paradise! ” Hermione was saying, 
as Maurice came up to her and Artois. " Do you wonder 
that we love it? ”



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD 303

“ I wonder that you left it,” Artois replied.
He was sunk in a deep straw chair, a chaise longue piled up 

with cushions, facing the great and radiant view. After he 
had spoken he sighed.

“ I don’t think,” he said, “ that either of you really know 
that this is Eden. That knowledge has been reserved for the 
interloper, for me.”

Hermione sat down close to him. Maurice was standing 
by the wall, listening furtively to the noises from the out
house, where Gaspare was unsaddling the donkeys. Artois 
glanced at him, and was more sharply conscious of change in 
him. To Artois this place, after the long journey, which had 
sorely tried his feeble body, seemed an enchanted place of 
peace, a veritable Elysian Field in which the saddest, the most 
driven man must surely forget his pain and learn how to rest 
and to be joyful in repose. But he felt that his host, the man 
who had been living in paradise, who ought surely to have been 
learning its blessed lessons through sunlit days and starry 
nights, was restless like a man in a city, was anxious, was 
intensely ill at ease. Once, watching this man, Artois had 
thought of the messenger, poised on winged feet, radiantly 
ready for movement that would be exquisite because it would 
be obedient. This man still looked ready for flight, but for a 
flight how different! As Artois was thinking this Maurice 
moved.

“ Excuse me just for an instant! ” he said. “ I want to 
speak to Gaspare.”

He saw now that Gaspare was taking into the cottage the 
provisions that had been carried up by the donkey from 
Marechiaro.

“ I—I told him to do something for me in the village,” he 
added, “ and I want just to know—”

He looked at them, almost defiantly, as if he challenged 
them not to believe what he had said. Then, without finishing 
his sentence, he went quickly into the cottage.

“You have chosen your garden well,” Artois said to Her
mione directly they were alone. “ No other sea has ever 
given to me such an impression of tenderness and magical 
space as this; no other sea has surely ever had a horizon line 
so distant from those who look as this.
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He went on talking about the beauty, leading her with 

him. He feared lest she might begin to speak about her 
husband.

Meanwhile, Maurice had reached the mountain-side behind 
the house and was waiting there for Gaspare. He heard the 
boy's voice in the kitchen speaking to Lucrezia, angrily it 
seemed by the sound. Then the voice ceased and Gaspare 
appeared for an instant at the kitchen door, making violent 
motions with his arms towards the mountain. He disap
peared. What did he want? What did he mean? The 
gestures had been imperative. Maurice looked round. A 
little way up the mountain there was a large, closed building, 
like a barn, built of stones. It belonged to a contadino, but 
Maurice had never seen it open, or seen anyone going to or 
coming from it. As he stared at it an idea occurred to him. 
Perhaps Gaspare meant him to go and wait there, behind the 
bam, so that Lucrezia should not see or hear their colloquy. 
He resolved to do this, and went swiftly up the hill-side. 
When he was in the shadow of the building he waited. He 
did not know what was the matter, what Gaspare wanted, but 
he realised that something had occurred which had stirred the 
boy to the depths. This something must have occurred while 
he was at Marechiaro. Before he had time mentally to make 
a list of possible events in Marechiaro, Maurice heard light 
feet running swiftly up the mountain, and Gaspare came round 
the comer, still with the look of tragedy, a wild, almost terrible 
look in his eyes.

“ Signorino,” he began at once, in a low voice that was full 
of the pressure of an intense excitement. “ Tell me! Where 
were you last night when we were making the fireworks go 
off?”

Maurice felt the blood mount to his face.
“ Close to where you left me,” he answered.
“ Oh, signore! Oh, signore! ”
It was almost a cry. The sweat was pouring down the 

boy’s face.
“ Ma non è mia colpa! Non è mia colpa! ” he exclaimed. 
“What do you mean? What has happened, Gaspare?” 
“ I have seen Salvatore.”
His voice was more quiet now. He fixed his eyes almost 
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sternly on his padrone, as if in the effort to read his very 
soul.

“Well? Well, Gaspare?”
Maurice was almost stammering now. He guessed—he 

knew what was coming.
“ Salvatore came up to me just before I got to the village. 

I heard him calling, ' Stop! ’ I stood still. We were on the 
path not far from the fountain. There was a broken branch 
cn the ground, a branch of olive. Salvatore said, ‘ Suppose 
that is your padrone, that branch there! ’ and he spat on it. 
He spat on it, signore, he spat—and he spat.”

Maurice knew now.
“ Go on ! ” he said.
And this time there was no uncertainty in his voice. 

Gaspare was breathing hard. His breast rose and fell.
“ I was going to strike him in the face, but he caught my 

hand, and then— Signorino, signorino, what have you 
done? ”

His voice rose. He began to look uncontrolled, distracted, 
wild, as if he might do some frantic thing.

“ Gaspare! Gaspare! ”
Maurice had him by the arms.
“ Why did you? ” panted the boy. “ Why did you? ”
“Then Salvatore knows?”
Maurice saw that any denial was useless.
“ He knows! He knows! ”
If Maurice had not held Gaspare tightly the boy would 

have flung himself down headlong on the ground, to burst into 
one of those storms of weeping which swept upon him when he 
was fiercely wrought up. But Maurice would not let him 
have this relief.

“Gaspare! Listen to me! What is he going to do? 
What is Salvatore going to do? ”

“Santa Madonna! Santa Madonna!”
The boy rocked himself to and fro. He began to invoke 

the Madonna and the saints. He was beside himself, was 
almost like one mad.

“ Gaspare—in the name of God—! ”
“ H’sh! ”
Suddenly the boy kept still. His face changed, hardened.

u
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His body became tense. With his hand stili held up in a 
warning gesture he crept to the edge of the barn and looked 
round it.

“ What is it? " Maurice whispered.
Gaspare stole back.
“ It is only Lucrezia. She is spreading the linen. I 

thought—"
'* What is Salvatore going to do? "
“ Unless you go down to the sea to meet him this evening, 

signorino, he is coming up here to-night to tell everything to 
the signora."

Maurice went white.
“ I shall go," he said. “ I shall go down to the sea."
“ Madonna ! Madonna ! ’ ’
“ He won’t come now? He won’t come this morning? "
Maurice spoke almost breathlessly, with his hands on the 

boy’s hands which streamed with sweat. Gaspare shook his 
head.

“ T told him if he came up I would meet him in the path 
and kill him."

The boy had out a knife.
Maurice put his arm round Gaspare’s shoulder. At that 

moment he really loved the boy.
“ Will he come? ”
“ Only if you do not go."
“ I shall go."
“ I will come with you, signorino."
“ No. I must go alone."
“ I will come with you ! "
A dogged obstinacy hardened his whole face, made even 

his shining eyes look cold, like stones.
“ Gaspare, you are to stay with the signora. I may miss 

Salvatore going down. While I am gone he may come up 
here. The signora is not to speak with him. He is not to 
come to her."

Gaspare hesitated. He was tom in two by his dual affec
tion, his dual sense of the watchful fidelity he owed to his 
padrone and to his padrona.

“ Va bene," he said, at last, in a half-whisper.
He hung down his head like one exhausted.
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“How will it finish?” he murmured, as if to himself. 

“ How will it finish? ”
“ I must go,” Maurice said. “ I must go now. Gas

pare! ”
“ Si, signore? ”
“ We must be careful, you and I, to-day. We must not 

let the signora, Lucrezia, anyone suspect that—that we are 
not just as usual. Do you see?”

“ Si, signore.”
The boy nodded. His eyes now looked tired.
“ And try to keep a lookout, when you can, without draw

ing the attention of the signora. Salvatore might change his 
mind and come up. The signora is not to know. She is 
never to know. Do you think ”—he hesitated—“ do you 
think Salvatore has told anyone ? ”

“ Non lo so.”
The boy was silent. Then he lifted his hands again and 

said,—
“Signorino! Signorino!”
And Maurice seemed to hear at that moment the voice of 

an accusing angel.
“ Gaspare,” he said. “ I was mad. We men—we are mad 

sometimes. But now I must be sane. I must do what I can 
to—I must do what I can—and you must help me.”

He held out his hand. Gaspare took it. The grasp of 
it was strong, that of a man. It seemed to reassure the 
boy.

“ I will always help my padrone,” he said.
Then they went down the mountain-side.
It was perhaps very strange—Maurice thought it was— 

but he felt now less tired, less confused, more master of him
self, than he had before he had spoken with Gaspare. Ht 
even felt less miserable. Face to face with an immediate and 
very threatening danger courage leaped up in him, a certain 
violence of resolve which cleared away clouds and braced his 
whole being. He had to fight. There was no way out. 
Well, then, he would fight. He had played the villain, per
haps, but he would not play the poltroon. He did not know 
what he was going to do, what he could do, but he must act, 
and act decisively. His wild youth responded to this call 
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made upon it. There was a new light in his eyes as he went 
down to the cottage, as he came upon the terrace.

Artois noticed it at once, was aware at once that 
in this marvellous peace to which Hermione had brought 
him there were elements which had nothing to do with 
peace.

“ What hast thou to do with peace? Turn thee behind 
me.”

These words from the Bible came into his mind as he 
looked into the eyes of his host, and he felt that Hermione and 
he were surely near to some drama of which they knew nothing, 
of which Hermione, perhaps, suspected nothing.

Maurice acted his part. The tonic of near danger gave 
him strength, even gave him at first a certain subtlety. From 
the terrace he could see far over the mountain-flanks. As 
one on a tower he watched for the approach of his enemy 
from the sea, but he did not neglect his two companions. 
For he was fighting already. When he seemed natural in his 
cordiality to his guest, when he spoke and laughed, when he 
apologised for the misfortune of the previous day, he was 
fighting. The battle with circumstances was joined. He 
must bear himself bravely in it. He must not allow himself 
to be overwhelmed.

Nevertheless, there came presently a moment which 
brought with it a sense of fear.

Hermione got up to go into the house.
“ I must see what Lucrezia is doing,” she said. “ Your 

collazione must not be a fiasco, Emile.”
“ Nothing could be a fiasco here, I think,” he answered.
She laughed happily.
“ But poor Lucrezia is not in paradise,” she said. “ Ah, 

why can’t everyone be happy when one is happy one’s self? 
I always think of that when I—”

She did not finish her sentence in words. Her look at the 
two men concluded it. Then she turned and went into the 
house.

“ What is the matter with Lucrezia? ” asked Artois.
“ Oh, she—she’s in love with a shepherd called Sebas

tiano.”
“ And he’s treating her badly? ”
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“ I’m afraid so. He went to the Lipari Isles, and he 

doesn’t come back.”
“ A girl there keeps him captive? ”
“ It seems so.”
“ Faithful women must not expect to have a perfect time 

in Sicily,” Artois said.
As he spoke he noticed that a change came in his com

panion’s face. It was fleeting, but it was marked. It made 
Artois think.

“ This man understands Sicilian faithlessness in 
love.”

It made him, too, remember sharply some words of his 
own said long ago in London,—

“ I love the South, but I distrust what I love, and I see the 
South in him.”

There was a silence between the two men. Heat was 
growing in the long summer day, heat that lapped them in the 
influence of the South. Africa had been hotter, but this 
seemed the breast of the South, full of glory and oi languor, 
and of that strange and subtle influence which inclines the 
heart of man to passion and the body of man to yield to its 
desires. It was glorious, this wonderful magic of the South, 
but was it wholesome for Northern men? Was it not full of 
danger? As he looked at the great shining waste of the sea, 
purple and gold, dark and intense and jewelled, at the outline 
of Etna, at the barbaric ruin of the Saracenic castle on the 
cliff opposite, like a cry from the dead ages echoing out of the 
quivering blue, at the man before him leaning against the 
blinding white wall above the steep bank of the ravine, Artois 
said to himself that the South was dangerous to young, full- 
blooded men, was dangerous to such a man as Delarey. And 
he asked himself the question, “ What has this man been 
doing here in this glorious loneliness of the South, while his 
wife has been saving my life in Africa? ” And a sense of 
reproach, almost of alarm, smote him. For he had called 
Hermione away. In the terrible solitude that comes near to 
the soul with" the footfalls of death he had not been strong 
enough to be silent. He had cried out, and his friend had 
heard and had answered. And Delarey had been left alone 
with the sun
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“ I’m afraid you must feel as if I were your enemy,” he 

said.
And as he spoke he was thinking, “ Have I been this man's 

enemy? ”
“ Oh, no. Why? ”
“ I deprived you of your wife. You’ve been all alone 

here.”
“ I made friends of the Sicilians.”
Maurice spoke lightly, but through his mind ran the 

thought, “ What an enemy this man has been to me, without 
knowing it.”

“ They are easy to get on with,” said Artois. “ When I 
was in Sicily I learned to love them.”

“ Oh, love! ” said Maurice, hastily.
He checked himself.
“ That’s rather a strong word, but I like them. They’re 

a delightful race.”
“ Have you found out their faults? ”
Both men were trying to hide themselves in then words.
“ What are their faults, do you think? ” Maurice said.
He looked over the wall and saw, far off on the path by 

the ravine, a black speck moving.
“ Treachery when they do not trust; sensuality, violence, 

if they think themselves wronged.”
“Are—are those faults? I understand them. They 

seem almost to belong to the sun.”
Artois had not been looking at Maurice. The sound of 

Maurice’s voice now made him aware that the speaker had 
turned away from him. He glanced up and saw his com
panion staring over the wall across the ravine. What was he 
gazing at? Artois wondered.

“ Yes, the sun is perhaps partly responsible for them. 
Then you have become such a sun-worshipper that—”

“ No, no, I don’t say that,” Maurice interrupted.
He looked round and met Artois’s observant eyes. He 

had dreaded having those eyes fixed upon him.
“ But I think—I think things done in such a place, such 

an island as this, shouldn't be judged too severely, shouldn’t 
be judged, I mean, quite as we might judge them, say, in 
England.”
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He looked embarrassed as he ended, and shifted his gaze 

from his companion.
“ I agree with you,” Artois said.
Maurice looked at him again, almost eageily. An odd 

feeling came to him that this man, who unwittingly had done 
him a deadly harm, would be able to understand what perhaps 
no woman could ever understand, the tyranny of the senses 
in a man, their fierce tyranny in the sunlit lands. Had he been 
so wicked? Would Artois think so? And the punishment 
that was perhaps coming—did he deserve that it should be 
terrible? He wondered, almost like a boy. But Hermione 
was not with them. When she was there he did not wonder. 
He felt that he deserved lashes unnumbered.

And Artois—he began to feel almost clairvoyant. The 
new softness that had come to him with the pain of the body, 
that had been developed by the blessed rest from pain that 
was convalescence, had not stricken his faculty of seeing clear 
in others, but it had changed, at any rate for a time, the senti
ments that followed upon the exercise of that faculty. Scorn 
and contempt were less near to him than they had been. Pity 
was nearer. He felt now almost sure that Delarey had fallen 
into some trouble while Hermione was in Africa, that he was 
oppressed at this moment by some great uneasiness or even 
fear, that he was secretly cursing some imprudence, and that 
his last words were a sort of surreptitious plea for forgiveness, 
thrown out to the Powers of the air, to the Spirits of the void, 
to whatever shadowy presences are about the guilty man 
ready to condemn his sin. He felt, too, that he owed much 
to Delarey. In a sense it might be said that he owed to him 
his life. For Delarey had allowed Hermione to come to Africa 
and, if Hermione had not come, the end for him, Artois, might 
well have been death.

“ I should like to say something to you, monsieur,” he 
said. “ It is rather difficult to say, because I do not wish it to 
seem formal, when the feeling that prompts it is not formal.”

Maurice was again looking over the wall, watching with 
intensity the black speck that was slowly approaching on the 
little path.

“ What is it, monsieur? ” he asked, quickly.
“ I owe you a debt—indeed I do. You must not deny it.
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Through your magnanimous action in permitting your wife to 
leave you, you, perhaps indirectly, saved my life. For, with
out her aid, I do not think I could have recovered. Of her 
nobility and devotion I will not, because I cannot adequately, 
speak. But I wish to say to you that if ever I can do you a 
service of any kind I will do it.”

As he finished, Maurice, who was looking at him now, saw 
a veil over his big eyes. Could it—could it possibly be a veil 
of tears!

“ Thank you,” he answered.
He tried to speak warmly, cordially. But his heart said 

to him, “ You can do nothing foi me now. It is all too late! ”
Yet the words and the emotion of Artois were some slight 

relief to him. He was able to feel that in this man he had no 
secret enemy, but, if need be, a friend.

“ You have a nice fellow as servant,” Artois said, to change 
the conversation.

“ Gaspare—yes. He’s loyal. I intend to ask Hermione 
to let me take him to England with us.”

He paused, then added with an anxious curiosity,—
“ Did you talk to him much as you came up? ”
He wondered whether the novelist had noticed Gaspare’s 

agitation or whether the boy had been subtle enough to conceal 
it.

“ Not very much. The path is narrow, and I rode in 
front. He sang most of the time, those melancholy songs of 
Sicily that came surely long ago across the sea from Africa.”

“ They nearly always sing on the mountains when they are 
with the donkeys.”

“ Dirges of the sun. There is a sadness of the sun as well 
as a joy.”

“ Yes.”
As Maurice answered, he thought, “ How well I know that 

now! ” And as he looked at the black figure drawing nearer 
in the sunshine it seemed to him that there was a terror in that 
gold which he had often worshipped. If that figure should 
be Salvatore! He strained his eyes. At one moment he 
fancied that he recognised the wild, free, rather strutting walk 
of the fisherman. At another he believed that his fear had 
played him a trick, that the movements of the figure were



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD 313 

those of an old man, some plodding contadino of the hills. 
Artois wondered increasingly what he was looking at. A 
silence fell between them. Artois lay back in the chaise 
longue and gazed up at the blue, then at the section of distant 
sea which was visible above the rim of the wall though the 
intervening mountain land was hidden. It was a paradise 
up here. And to have it with the great love of a woman, 
what an experience that must be for any man ! It seemed to 
him strange that such an experience had been the gift of the 
gods to their messenger, their Mercury. What had it meant 
to him? What did it mean to him now? Something had 
changed him. Was it that? In the man by the wall Artois 
did not see any longer the bright youth he remembered. Yet 
the youth was still there, the supple grace, the beauty, bronzed 
now by the long heats of the sun. It was the expression that 
had changed. In cities one sees anxious-looking men every
where. In London Delarey had stood out from the crowd not 
only because of his beauty of the South, but because of his 
light-hearted expression, the spirit of youth in his eyes. 
And now here, in this reality that seemed almost like a dream 
in its perfection, in this reality of the South, there was a look 
of strain in his eyes and in his whole body. The man had 
contradicted his surroundings in London—now he contra
dicted his surroundings here.

While Artois was thinking this Maurice’s expression 
suddenly changed, his attitude became easier. He turned 
round from the wall, and Artois saw that the keen anxiety 
had gone out of his eyes. Gaspare was below with his gun 
pretending to look for birds, and had made a sign that the 
approaching figure was not that of Salvatore. Maurice’s 
momentary sense of relief was so great that it threw him off 
his guard.

“What can have been happening beyond the wall?” 
Artois thought.

He felt as if a drama had been played out there and the 
dénouement had been happy.

Hermione came back at this moment.
“Poor Lucrezia!” she said. “She’s plucky, but Sebas

tiano is making her suffer horribly.”
“ Here! ” said Artois, almost involuntarily.



зч THE CALL OF THE BLOOD
“ It does seem almost impossible, I know.”
She sat down again near him and smiled at her 

husband.
“ You are coming back to health, Emile. And Maurice 

and I—well, we are in our garden. It seems wrong, terribly 
wrong, that anyone should suffer here. But Lucrezia loves 
like a Sicilian. What violence there is in these people! ”

“ England must not judge them.
He looked at Maurice.
“ What’s that? ” asked Hermione. “ Something you two 

were talking about when I was in the kitchen? ”
Maurice looked uneasy.
“ I was only saying that I think the sun—the South has an 

influence,” he said, “ and that—”
“ An influence ! ” exclaimed Hermione. “ Of course it has ! 

Emile, you would have seen that influence at work if you had 
been with us on our first day in Sicily. Your tarantella, 
Maurice! ”

She smiled again happily, but her husband did not answer 
her smile.

“ What was that? ” said Artois. *' You never told me in 
Africa.”

“ The boys danced a tarantella here on the terrace to wel
come us, and it drove Maurice so mad that he sprang up and 
danced too. And the strange thing was that he danced as 
well as any of them. His blood called him, and he obeyed the 
call.”

She looked at Artois to remind him of his words.
“ It’s good when the blood calls one to the tarantella, isn’t 

it? ” she asked him. “ I think it’s the most wildly innocent 
expression of extreme joy in the world. And yet ”—her 
expressive face changed, and into her prominent brown eyes 
there stole a half-whimsical, half-earnest look—“ at the end 
—Maurice, do you know that I was almost frightened that day 
at the end? ”

“ Frightened! Why? ” he said.
He got up from the terrace-seat and sat down in a straw 

chair.
“ Why? ” he repeated, crossing one leg over the other, and 

hying his brown hands on the arms of the chair.
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° I had a feeling that you were escaping from me in the 

tarantella. Wasn’t it absurd? ”
He looked slightly puzzled. She turned to Artois.
“ Can you imagine what I felt, Emile? He danced so well 

that I seemed to see before me a pure-blooded Sicilian. It 
almost frightened me ! ”

She laughed.
“ But I soon learned to delight in—in my Sicilian,” she 

said, tenderly.
She felt so happy, so at ease, and she was so completely 

natural, that it did not occur to her that though she was with 
her husband and her most intimate friend the two men were 
really strangers to each other.

“ You’ll find that I’m quite English, when we are back in 
London,” Maurice said. There was a cold sound of deter
mination in his voice.

“ Oh, but I don’t want you to lose what you have gained 
here,” Hermione protested, half-laughingly, half-tenderly.

“Gained!” Maurice said, still in the prosaic voice. “I 
don’t think a Sicilian would be much good in England. We 
—we don’t want romance there. We want cool-headed, 
practical men who can work, and who’ve no nonsense about 
them.”

“ Maurice! ” she said, amazed. “ What a cold douche! 
And from you! Why, what has happened to you while I’ve 
been away? ”

“Happened to me?” he said, quickly. “Nothing. 
What should happen to me here? ”

“ Do you—are you beginning to long for England and 
English ways? ”

“ I think it’s time I began to do something,” he said, 
resolutely. “ I think I’ve had a long enough holiday.”

He was trying to put the past behind him. He was trying 
to rush into the new life, the life in which there would be no 
more wildness, no more yielding to the hot impulses that were 
surely showered down out of the sun. Mentally he was leaving 
the Enchanted Island already. It was fading away, sinking, into 
its purple sea, sinkingout of his sight with his wild heart of 
youth, while he, cold, calm, resolute man was facing the steady 
life befitting an Englishman, the life of work, of social duties, 
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of husband and father, with a money-making ambition and a 
stake in his country.

“ Perhaps you’re right," Hermione said.
But there was a sound of disappointment in her voice. 

Till now Maurice had always shared her Sicilian enthusiasms, 
had even run before them, lighter-footed than she in the race 
towards the sunshine. It was difficult to accommodate her
self to this abrupt change.

“ But don’t let us think of going to-day," she added. 
“ Remember—I have only just come back."

‘‘And I!" said Artois. “Be merciful to an invalid, 
Monsieur Delarey! "

He spoke lightly, but he felt fully conscious now that his 
suspicion was well founded. Maurice was uneasy, unhappy. 
He wanted to get away from this peace that held no peace for 
him. He wanted to put something behind him. To a man like 
Artois, Maurice was a boy. He might try to be subtle, he might 
even be subtle—for him. But to this acute and trained ob
server of the human comedy he could not for long be deceptive.

During his severe illness the mind of Artois had often been 
clouded, had been dispossessed of its throne by the clamour of 
the body’s pain. And, afterwards, when the agony passed 

‘and the fever abated, the mind had been lulled, charmed into 
a stagnant state that was delicious. But now it began to go 
again to its business. It began to work with the old rapidity 
that had for a time been lost. And as this power came back 
and was felt thoroughly, very consciously by this very con
scious man, he took alarm. What affected or threatened 
Delarey must affect, threaten Hermione. Whether he were 
one with her or not she was one with him. The feeling of 
Artois towards the woman who had shown him such noble, 
such unusual friendship was exquisitely delicate and intensely 
strong. Unmingled with any bodily passion, it was, or so it 
seemed to him, the more delicate and strong on that account. 
He was a man who had an instinctive hatred of heroics. His 
taste revolted from them as it revolted from violence in litera
ture. They seemed to him a coarseness, a crudity of the soul, 
and almost inevitably linked with secret falseness. But he 
was conscious that to protect from sorrow or shame the 
woman who had protected him in his dark hour he would be 
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willing to make any sacrifice. There would be no limit to 
what he would be ready to do now, in this moment, for Her
mione. He knew that, and he took the alarm. Till now he 
had been feeling curiosity about the change in Delarey. Now 
he felt the touch of fear.

Something had happened to change Maurice while Her
mione had been in Africa. He had heard, perhaps, the call of 
the blood. All that he had said, and all that he had felt, on 
the night when he had met Maurice for the first time in London, 
came back to Artois. He had prophesied, vaguely perhaps. 
Had his prophecy already been fulfilled? In this great and 
shining peace of nature Maurice was not at peace. And now 
all sense of peace deserted Artois. Again, and fiercely now, 
he felt the danger of the South, and he added to his light words 
some words that were not light.

“ But I am really no longer an invalid,” he said. “ And 
I must be getting northward very soon. I need the bracing 
air, the Spartan touch of the cold that the Sybarite in me 
dreads. Perhaps we all need them.”

“ If you go on like this, you two,” Hermione exclaimed, 
“ you will make me feel as if it were degraded to wish to live 
aaywhere except at Clapham Junction or the North Pole. 
Let us be happy as we are, where we are, to-day and—yes, call 
me weak if you like—and to-morrow! ”

Maurice made no answer to this challenge, but Artois 
covered his silence, and kept the talk going on safe topics till 
Gaspare came to the terrace to lay the cloth for collazione.

It was past noon now, and the heat was brimming up like 
a flood over the land. Flies buzzed about the terrace, buzzed 
against the white walls and ceilings of the cottage, winding 
their tiny, sultry horns ceaselessly, musicians of the sun. The 
red geraniums in the stone pots beneath the broken columns 
drooped their dry heads. The lizards darted and stopped, 
darted and stopped upon the wall and the white seats where 
the tiles were burning to the touch. There was no moving 
figure on the baked mountains, no moving vessel on the shining 
sea. No smoke came from the snowless lips of Etna. It was 
as if the fires of the sun had beaten down and slain the fires of 
the earth.

Gaspare moved to and fro slowly, spreading the cloth, 
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arranging the pots of flowers, the glasses, forks and knives 
upon it. In his face there was little vivacity. But now and 
then his great eyes searched the hot world that lay beneath 
them, and Artois thought he saw in them the watchfulness, 
the strained anxiety, that had been in Maurice’s eyes.

“ Someone must be coming,” he thought. “ Or they 
must be expecting someone to come, these two.”

“ Do you ever have visitors here? ” he asked, carelessly.
“ Visitors! Emile, why are we here? Do you anticipate 

a knock and ‘ If you please, ma’am, Mrs and the Misses 
Watson’? Good heavens—visitors on Monte Amato!”

He smiled, but he persisted.
“ Never a contadino, or a shepherd, or ”—he looked down 

at the sea—“ or a fisherman with his basket of sarde? ”
Maurice moved in his chair, and Gaspare, hearing a word 

he knew, looked hard at the speaker.
“ Oh, we sometimes have the people of the hills to see us,” 

said Hermione. “ But we don’t call them ‘ visitors.’ As to 
fishermen—here they are! ”

She pointed to her husband and Gaspare.
“ But they eat all the fish they catch, and we never see the 

fin of even one at the cottage.”
Collazione was ready now. Hermione helped Artois up 

from his chaise longue, and they went to the table under the 
awning.

“You must sit facing the view, Emile,” Hermione said.
“ What a dining-room ! ” Artois exclaimed.
Now he could see over the wall. His gaze wandered over 

the mountain-sides, travelled down to the land that lay along 
the edge of the sea.

“ Have you been fishing much since I’ve been away, 
Maurice? ” Hermione asked, as they began to eat.

“ Oh, yes. I went several times. What wine do you like, 
Monsieur Artois?”

He tried to change the conversation, but Hermione, quite 
innocently, returned to the subject.

“ They fish at night, you know, Emile, all along that coast 
by Isola Bella and on to the point there that looks like an 
island, where the House of the Sirens is.”

A tortured look went across Maurice’s face. He had 
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begun to eat, but now he stopped for a moment like a man 
suddenly paralysed.

“ The House of the Sirens ! ” said Artois. “ Then there 
are sirens here? I could well believe it. Have you seen 
them, Monsieur Maurice, at night, when you have been fish
ing? ”

He had been gazing at the coast, but now he turned 
towards his host. Maurice began hastily to eat again.

“ I’m afraid not. But we didn’t look out for them. We 
were prosaic and thought of nothing but the fish.”

“ And is there really a house down there? ” said Artois.
“ Yes,” said Hermione. “ It used to be a ruin, but now 

it’s built up and occupied. Gaspare ”—she spoke to him as 
he was taking a dish from the table—“ who is it lives in the 
Casa delle Sirene now? You told me, but I’ve forgotten.”

A heavy, obstinate look came into the boy’s face, trans
forming it. The question startled him, and he had not 
understood a word of the conversation which had led up to it. 
What had they been talking about? He glanced furtively at 
his master. Maurice did not look at him.

“ Salvatore and Maddalena, signora,” he answered, after 
a pause.

Then he took the dish and went into the house.
“ What’s the matter with Gaspare? ” said Hermione. “ I 

never saw him look like that before—quite ugly. Doesn’t he 
like these people? ”

“ Oh yes,” replied Maurice. “ Why, why, they’re quite 
friends of ours. We saw them at the fair only yesterday.”

“ Well, then, why should Gaspare look like that? ”
“ Oh,” said Artois, who saw the discomfort of his host, 

“ perhaps there is some family feud that you know nothing of. 
When I weis in Sicily I found the people singularly subtle. 
They can gossip terribly, but they can keep a secret when they 
choose. If I had won the real friendship of a Sicilian, I would 
rather trust him with my secret than a man of any other race. 
They are not only loyal—that is not enough—but they are 
also very intelligent.”

“ Yes, they are both—the good ones,” said Hermione. 
" I would trust Gaspare through thick and thin. If they 
were only as staunch in love as they can be in friendship! ”
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Gaspare came out again with another course. The ugly 

expression had gone from his face, but he still looked unusually 
grave.

“ Ah, when the senses are roused they are changed beings,” 
Artois said. “ They hate and resent governance from outside, 
but their blood governs them.”

“ Our blood governs us when the time comes—do you 
remember? ”

Hermione had said the words before she remembered the 
circumstances in which they had been spoken and of whom 
they were said. Directly she had uttered them she remem
bered.

“What was that?” Maurice asked, before Artois could 
reply.

He had seen a suddenly conscious look in Hermione’s face, 
and instantly he was aware of a feeling of jealousy within him.

“ What was that? ” he repeated, looking quickly from one 
to the other.

“ Something I remember saying to your wife,” Artois 
answered. “We were talking about human nature—a small 
subject, monsieur, isn’t it?—and I think I expressed the view 
of a fatalist. At any rate, I did say that—that our blood 
governs us when the time comes.”

“ The time? ” Maurice asked.
His feeling of jealousy died away, and was replaced by 

a keen personal interest unmingled with suspicions of 
another.

“ Well, I confess it sometimes seems to me as if, when a 
certain hour strikes, a certain deed must be committed by a 
certain man or woman. It is perhaps their hour of madness. 
They may repent it to the day of their death. But can they 
in that hour avoid that deed? Sometimes, when I witness 
the tragic scenes that occur abruptly, unexpectedly, in the 
comedy of life, I am moved to wonder.”

“ Then you should be very forgiving, Emile,” Hermione 
said.

“ And you? ” he asked. “ Are you, or would you be, 
forgiving? ”

Maurice leaned forward on the table and looked at his wife 
with intensity.
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“ I hope so, but I don't think it would be for that—I mean 

because I thought the deed might not have been avoided. 1 
think I should forgive because I pitied so, because I know how 
desperately unhappy I should be myself if I were to do a hate
ful thing, a thing that was exceptional, that was not natural 
to my nature as I had generally known it. When one really 
does love cleanliness, to have thrown one’s self down deliber
ately in the mud, to see, to feel, that one is soiled from head to 
foot—that must be terrible. I think I should forgive because 
I pitied so. What do you say, Maurice? ”

It was like a return to their talk in London at Caminiti’s 
restaurant, when Hermione and Artois discussed topics that 
interested them, and Maurice listened until Hermione appealed 
to him for his opinion. But now he was more deeply interested 
than his companions.

“ I don’t know,” he said. “ I don’t know about pitying 
and forgiving, but I expect you’re right, Hermione.”

“ How? ”
“ In what you say about—about the person who’s done the 

wrong thing feeling awful afterwards. And I think Monsieur 
Artois is right, too—about the hour of madness. I’m sure he 
is right. Sometimes an hour comes and one seems to forget 
everything in it. One seems not to be really one’s self in it, 
but somebody else, and—and—”

Suddenly he seemed to become aware that, whereas 
Hermione and Artois had been considering a subject imperson
ally, he was introducing the personal element into the conver
sation. He stopped short, looked quickly from Hermione to 
Artois, and said,—

“ What I mean is that I imagine it’s so, and that I’ve 
known fellows—in London, you know—who’ve done such odd 
things that I can only explain it like that. They must have— 
well, they must have gone practically mad for the moment. 
You—you see what I mean, Hermione? ”

The question was uneasy.
“ Yes, but I think we can control ourselves. If we 

couldn’t, remorse would lose half its meaning. I could never 
feel remorse because I had been mad—horror, perhaps, but 
not remorse. It seems to me that remorse is our sorrow for 
our own weakness, the heart’s cry of * I need not have done the

X
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hateful thing, and I did it, I chose to do it ! ’ But I could pity, 
I could pity, and forgive because of my pity.”

Gaspare came out with coffee.
“ And then, Emile, you must have a siesta,” said Her

mione. “ This is a tiring day for you. Maurice and I will 
leave you quite alone in the sitting-room.”

“ I don’t think I could sleep,” said Artois.
He was feeling oddly excited, and attributed the sensation 

to his weak state of health. For so long he had been shut up, 
isolated from the world, that even this coming out was an 
event. He was accustomed to examine his feelings calmly, 
critically, to track them to their sources. He tried to do so 
now.

“ I must beware of my own extra sensitiveness,” he said 
to himself. “ I’m still weak. I am not normal. I may see 
things distorted. I may exaggerate, turn the small into the 
great. At least half of what I think and feel to-day may come 
from my peculiar state.”

Thus he tried to raise up barriers against his feeling that 
Delarey had got into some terrible trouble during the absence 
of Hermione, that he was now stricken with remorse, and 
that he was also in active dread of something, perhaps of some 
Nemesis.

“ All this may be imagination,” Artois thought, as he 
sipped his coffee. But he said again,—

“ I don’t think I could sleep. I feel abnormally alive to
day. Do you know the sensation, as if one were too quick, as 
if all the nerves were standing at attention ? ”

“Then our peace here does not soothe you?” Hermione 
said.

“ If I must be truthful—no,” he answered.
He met Maurice’s restless glance.
“ I think I’ve had enough coffee,” he added. “ Coffee 

stimulates the nerves too much at certain times.’
Maurice finished his and asked for another cup.
“ He isn’t afraid of being overstimulated,” said Hermione. 

“ But, Emile, you ought to sleep. You'll be dead tired this 
evening when you ride down.”

“ This evening,” Hermione had said. Maurice wondered 
suddenly how late Artois was going to stay at the cottage.
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“ Oh, no, it will be cool,” Artois said.
“ Yes,” Maurice said. “ Towards five we get a little wind 

from the sea nearly always, even sooner sometimes. I—I 
usually go down to bathe about that time.”

“ I must begin to bathe, too,” Hermione said.
“What—to-day!” Maurice said, quickly.
“ Oh, no. Emile is here to-day.”
Then Artois did not mean to go till late. But he— 

Maurice—must go down to the sea before nightfall.
“ Unless I bathe,” he said, trying to speak naturally— 

“ unless I bathe I feel the heat too much at night. A dip in 
the sea does wonders for me.”

“ And in such a sea! ” said Artois. “ You must have your 
dip to-day. I shall go directly that little wind you speak of 
comes. I told a boy to come up from the village at four to 
lead the donkey down.”

He smiled deprecatingly.
“ Dreadful to be such a weakling, isn’t it? ” he said.
“ Hush. Don’t talk like that. It’s all going away. 

Strength is coming. You’ll soon be your old self. But you’ve 
got to look forward all the time.”

Hermione spoke with a warmth, an energy, that braced. 
She spoke to Artois, but Maurice, eager to grasp at any com
fort, strove to take the words to himself. This evening the 
climax of his Sicilian tragedy must come. And then? Be
yond, might there not be the calm, the happiness, of a sane 
life? He must look forward, he would look forward.

But when he looked, there stood Maddalena weeping.
He hated himself. He loved happiness, he longed for it, 

but he knew he had lost his right to it, if any man ever 
has such a right. He had created suffering. How dared 
he expect, how dared he even wish, to escape from 
suffering?

“ Now, Emile,” Hermione said, “ you have really got to go 
in and lie down whether you feel sleepy or not. Don’t pro
test. Maurice and I have hardly seen anything of each other 
yet. We want to get rid of you.”

She spoke laughingly, and laughingly he obeyed her. 
When she had settled him comfortably in the sitting-room she 
came out again to the terrace where her husband was standing, 
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looking towards the sea. She had a rug over her arm and was 
holding two cushions.

“ I thought you and I might go down and take our siesta 
under the oak-trees, Maurice. Would you like that? ”

He was longing to get away, to go up to the heap of stones 
on the mountain-top and set a match to the fragments of 
Hermione’s letter, which the dangerous wind might disturb, 
might bring out into the light of day. But he acquiesced at 
once. He would go later—if not this afternoon, then at night 
when he came back from the sea. They went down and 
spread the rug under the shadow of the oaks.

“ I used to read to Gaspare here,” he said. “ When you 
were away in Africa.”

“ What did you read? ”
“ The Arabian Nights.”
She stretched herself on the rug.
“ To lie here and read the Arabian Nights ! And you want 

to go away, Maurice? ”
“ I think it’s time to go. If I stayed too long here I should 

become fit for nothing.”
“ Yes, that’s true, I dare say. But—Maurice, it’s so 

strange—I have a feeling as if you would always be in Sicily. 
I know it’s absurd, and yet I have it. I feel as if you belonged 
to Sicily, and Sicily did not mean to part from you.”

“ That can’t be. How could I stay here always? ”
“ I know.”
“ Unless,” he said, as if some new thought had started 

suddenly into his mind, “ unless I were—”
He stopped. He had remembered his sensation in the sea 

that grey morning of sirocco. He had remembered how he 
had played at dying.

“ What?”
She looked at him and understood.
“Maurice—don’t! I—I can’t bear that!”
“ Not one of us can know,” he answered.
“ I—I thought of that once,” she said—“ long ago, on the 

first night that we were here. I don’t know why—but perhaps 
it was because I was so happy. I think it must have been 
that. I suppose, in this world, there must always be dread in 
one’s happiness, the thought it may stop soon, it may end.
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But why should it? Is God cruel? 1 think He wants us to 
be happy.”

“ If He wants us—”
“ And that we prevent ourselves from being happy. But 

we won’t do that, Maurice—you and I—will we? ”
He did not answer.
“ This world—Nature—is so wonderfully beautiful, so 

happily beautiful. Surely we can learn to be happy, to keep 
happy in it. Look at that sky, that sea! Look at the plain 
over there by the foot of Etna, and the coast-line fading away, 
and Etna. The God who created it all must have meant men 
to be happy in such a world. It isn’t my brain tells me that, 
Maurice, it’s my heart, my whole heart that you have made 
whole. And I know it tells the truth.”

Her words were terrible to him. The sound of a step, a 
figure standing before her, a few Sicilian words—and all this 
world in which she gloried would be changed for her. But 
she must not know. He felt that he would be willing to die 
to keep her ignorant of the truth forever.

“ Now we must try to sleep,” he said, to prevent her from 
speaking any more of the words that were torturing him. 
“ We must have our siesta. I had very little sleep last night.”

“ And I had none at all. But now—we’re together.”
He arranged the cushion for her. They lay in soft shadow 

and could see the shining world. The distant gleams upon 
the sea spoke to her. She fancied them voices rising out of 
the dream of the waters, voices from the breast of Nature that 
was the breast of God, saying that she was not in error, that 
God did mean men to be happy, that they could be happy if 
they would learn of Him.

She watched those gleams until she fell asleep.
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* * on the rug, looked down over the mountain-flank to 
the sea, then turned and saw her husband. He was lying with 
his face half buried in his folded arms.

“ Maurice! ” she said, softly.
“ Yes,” he answered, lifting his face.
“ Then you weren’t asleep! ”
“ No.”
“ Have you been asleep? ”
" No.”
She looked at her watch.
“All this time! It’s four. What a disgraceful siesta! 

But I was really tired after the long journey and the 
night.”

She stood up. He followed her example and threw the 
rug over his arm.

“ Emile will think we’ve deserted him and aren’t going to 
give him any tea.”

“ Yes.”
They began to walk up the track towards the terrace.
“ Maurice,” Hermione said, presently, more thoroughly 

wide-awake now. “ Did you get up while I was asleep? 
Did you begin to move away from me, and did I stop you, or 
was it a dream? I have a kind of vague,recollection—or is it 
only imagination?—of stretching out my hand and saying, 
‘ Don’t leave me alone—don’t leave me alone! ’ ”

“ I moved a little,” he answered, after a slight pause. 
“ And you did stretch out your hand and murmur something.”

“ It was that—‘ don’t leave me alone.’ ”
“ Perhaps. I couldn’t hear. It was such a murmur.
“ And you only moved a little? How stupid of me to 

think you were getting up to go away! ”
“ When one is half asleep one has odd ideas often.”
He did not tell her that he had been getting up softly, 
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hoping to steal away to the mountain-top and destroy the 
fragments of her letter, hidden there, while she slept.

“ You won’t mind,” he added, “ if I go down to bathe this 
evening. I sha’n’t sleep properly to-night unless I do.”

“ Of course—go. But won’t it be rather late after tea? ”
“ Oh, no. I’ve often been in at sunset.”
“ How delicious the water must look then! Maurice! ”
“ Yes? ”
“ Shall I come with you? Shall I bathe, too? It would 

be lovely, refreshing, after this heat ! It would wash away all 
the dust of the train! ”

Her face was glowing with the anticipation of pleasure. 
Every little thing done with him was an enchantment after 
the weeks of separation.

" Oh, I don’t think you’d better, Hermione,” he answered, 
hastily. “ I—you—there might be people. I—I must rig 
you up something first, a tent of some kind. Gaspare and I 
will do it. I can’t have my wife—”

“ All right,” she said.
She tried to keep the disappointment out of her voice.
“ How lucky you men are! You can do anything. And 

there’s no fuss. Ah, there’s poor Emile, patiently waiting ! ”
Artois was already established once more in the chaise 

longue. He greeted them with a smile that was gentle, 
almost tender. Those evil feelings to which he had been a 
prey in London had died away. He loved now to see the 
happiness in Hermione’s face. His illness had swept out his 
selfishness, and in it he had proved her affection. He did not 
think that he could ever be jealous of her again.

“ Sleeping all this time? ” he said.
“ I was. I’m ashamed of myself. My hair is full of 

mountain-side, but you must forgive me, Emile. Ah, there’s 
Lucrezia. Is tea ready, Lucrezia? ”

“ Si, signora.”
“ Then ask Gaspare to bring it.”
“ Gaspare—he isn’t here, signora. But I’ll bring it.”
She went away.
“ Where’s Gaspare, I wonder? ” said Hermione. “ Have 

you seen him, Emile? ”
“ No.”
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“ Perhaps he’s sleeping, too. He sleeps generally among 

the hens.”
She looked round the corner into the out-house.
“No, he isn’t there. Have you sent him anywhere, 

Maurice? ”
“I? No. Where should I—”
“ I only thought you looked as if you knew where he was.”
“ No. But he may have gone out after birds and for

gotten the time. Here’s tea! ”
These few words had renewed in Maurice the fever of im

patience to get away and meet his enemy. This waiting, this 
acting of a part, this suspense, were almost unbearable. All 
the time that Hermione slept he had been thinking, turning 
over again and again in his mind the coming scene, trying to 
imagine how it would be, how violent, or how deadly, trying 
to decide exactly what line of conduct he should pursue. 
What would Salvatore demand? What would he say or do? 
And where would they meet? If Salvatore waited for his 
coming they would meet at the House of the Sirens. And 
Maddalena? She would be there. His heart sickened. He 
was ready to face a man—but not Maddalena. He thought 
of Gaspare’s story of the fallen olive branch upon which Sal
vatore had spat. It was strange to be here in this calm place 
with these two happy people, wife and friend, and to wonder 
what was waiting for him down there by the sea.

How lonely our souls are! something like that he thought. 
Circumstances were turning him away from his thoughtless 
youth. He had imagined it sinking down out of his sight into 
the purple sea, with the magic island in which it had danced 
the tarantella and heard the voice of the siren. But was it 
not leaving him, vanishing from him while still his feet trod 
the island, and his eyes saw her legendary mountains?

Gaspare, he knew, was on the watch. That was why he 
was absent from his duties. But the hour was at hand when 
he would be relieved. The evening was coming. Maurice 
was glad. He was ready to face even violence, but he felt 
that he could not for much longer endure suspense and play 
the quiet host and husband.

Tea was over and Gaspare had not returned. The clock 
ne had bought at the fair struck five.
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“ I ought to be going,” Artois said.
There was reluctance in his voice. Hermione noticed it 

and knew what he was feeling.
“ You must come up again very soon,” she said.
“ Yes, monsieur, come to-morrow, won’t you? ” Maurice 

seconded her.
The thought of what was going to happen before to-morrow 

made it seem to him a very long way off.
Hermione looked pleased.
“ I must not be a bore,” Artois answered. “ I must not 

remind you and myself of limpets. There are rocks in your 
garden which might suggest the comparison. I think to
morrow I ought to stay quietly in Marechiaro.”

“No, no,” said Maurice. “ Do come to-morrow.”
“ Thank you very much. I can’t pretend that I do not 

wish to come. And now that donkey-boy—has he climbed 
up, I wonder? ”

“ I’ll go and see,” said Maurice.
He was feverishly impatient to get rid of Artois. He 

hurried to the arch. A long way off, near the path that led 
up from the ravine, he saw a figure with a gun. He was not 
sure, but he was almost sure that it was Gaspare. It must be 
he. The gun made him look, indeed, a sentinel. If Salvatore 
came the boy would stop him, stop him, if need be, at the cost 
of his own life. Maurice felt sure of that, and realised the 
danger of setting such faithfulness and violence to be sentinel. 
He stood for a moment looking at the figure. Yes, be knew 
it now for Gaspare. The boy had forgotten tea-time, had 
forgotten everything, in his desire to carry out his padrone’s 
instructions. The signora was not to know. She was never 
to know. And Salvatore might come Very well, then, he 
was there in the sun—ready.

“ We’ll never part from Gaspare,” Maurice thought, as 
he looked and understood.

He saw no other figure. The donkey-boy had perhaps 
forgotten his mission or had started late. Maurice chafed 
bitterly at the delay. But he could not well leave his guest 
on this first day of his coming to Monte Amato, more especially 
after the events of the preceding day. To do so would seem 
discourteous He returned to the terrace ill at ease, but 
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strove to disguise his restlessness. It was nearly six o’clock 
when the boy at last appeared. Artois at once bade Her
mione and Maurice good-bye and mounted his donkey.

“You will come to-morrow, then? ” Maurice said to him 
at parting.

“ I haven’t the courage to refuse,” Artois replied. “ Good
bye.”

He had already shaken Maurice’s hand, but now he ex
tended his hand again.

“ It is good of you to make me so welcome,” he said.
He paused, holding Maurice’s hand in his. Both Her

mione and Maurice thought he was going to say something 
more, but he glanced at her, dropped his host’s hand, lifted 
his soft hat, and signed to the boy to lead the donkey away.

Hermione and Maurice followed to the arch, and from 
there watched him riding slowly down till he was out of sight. 
Maurice looked for Gaspare, but did not see him. He must 
have moved into the shadow of the ravine.

“ Dear old Emile! ” Hermione said. “ He’s been happy 
to-day. You’ve made him very happy, Maurice. Bless you 
for it! ”

Maurice said nothing. Now the moment had arrived 
when he could go he felt a strange reluctance to say good-bye 
to Hermione, even for a short time. So much might—must 
—happen before he saw her again that evening.

“ And you? ” she said, at last, as he was silent. “ Are you 
really going down to bathe? Isn’t it too late? ”

“ Oh, no. I must have a dip. It will do me all the good 
in the world.” He tried to speak buoyantly, but the words 
seemed to himself to come heavily from his tongue.

“ Will you take Tito? ”
“ I—no, I think I’ll walk. I shall get down quicker, and 

I like going into the sea when I’m hot. I’ll just fetch my 
bathing things.”

They walked back together to the house. Maurice won
dered what had suddenly come to him. He felt horribly sad 
now—yet he wished to get the scene that awaited him over. 
He weis longing to have it over. He went into the house, got 
his bathing-dress and towels, and came out again on to the 
terrace.
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“ I shall be a little late back, I suppose,” he said.
“ Yes. It’s six o’clock now. Shall we dine at half-past 

eight—or better say nine? That will give you plenty of time 
to come up quietly.”

“ Yes. Let’s say nine.”
Still he did not move to go.
“ Have you been happy to-day, Hermione? ” he asked.
“Yes, very—since this morning.”
“ Since? ”
“ Yes. This morning I—”
She stopped.
“ I was a little puzzled,” she said, after a minute, with her 

usual frankness. “ Tell me, Maurice—you weren’t made 
unhappy by—by what I told you? ”

“ About—about the child? ”
“ Yes.”
He did not answer with words, but he put his arms about 

her and kissed her, as he had not kissed her since she went 
away to Africa. She shut her eyes. Presently she felt the 
pressure of his arms relax.

“ I’m perfectly happy now,” she said. “ Perfectly 
happy.”

He moved away a step or two. His face was flushed, and 
she thought that he looked younger, that the boyish expres
sion she loved had come back to him.

“ Good-bye, Hermione,” he said.
Still he did not go. She thought that he had something 

more to say but did not know how to say it. She felt so 
certain of this that she said,—

“ What is it, Maurice? ”
“ We shall come back to Sicily, I suppose, sha’n’t we, some 

time or other? ”
“ Surely. Many times, I hope.”
“ Suppose—one can never tell what will happen—suppose 

one of us were to die here? ”
“ Yes,” she said, soberly.
“ Don’t you think it would be good to lie there where we 

lay this afternoon, under the oak trees, in sight of Etna and 
the sea? I think it would. Good-bye, Hermione.”

He swung the bathing-dress and the towels up over his 
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shoulder and went away through the arch. She followed and 
watched him springing down the mountain-side. Just 
before he reached the ravine he turned and waved his hand to 
her. His movements, that last gesture, were brimful of 
energy and of life. He acted better then than he had that 
day upon the terrace. But the sense of progress, the feeling 
that he was going to meet Fate in the person of Salvatore, 
quickened the blood within him. At last the suspense would 
be over. At last he would be obliged to play not the actor 
but the man. He longed to be down by the sea. The youth 
in him rose up at the thought of action, and his last farewell to 
Hermione looking down to him from the arch was bold and 
almost careless.

Scarcely had he got into the ravine before he met Gaspare. 
He stopped. The boy’s face was aflame with expression as 
he stood, holding his gun, in front of his padrone.

“ Gaspare! ” Maurice said to him.
He held out his hand and grasped the boy’s hot hand.
“ I sha’n’t forget your faithful service,” he said. “ Thank 

you, Gaspare.”
He wanted to say more, to find other and far different 

words. But he could not.
“ Let me come with you, signorino.”
The boy’s voice was intensely, almost savagely earnest.
“ No. You must stay with the signora.”
“ I want to come with you.”
His great eyes were fastened on his padrone’s face.
“ I have always been with you.”
“ But you were with the signora first. You were her ser

vant. You must stay with her now. Remember one thing, 
Gaspare—the signora is never to know.”

The boy nodded. His eyes still held Maurice. They 
glittered as if with leaping fires. That deep and passionate 
spirit of Sicilian loyalty, which is almost savage in its intensity 
and heedless of danger, which is ready to go to hell with, or 
for, a friend or a master who is beloved and believed in, was 
awake in Gaspare, illuminated him at this moment. The 
peasant boy looked noble.

“ Mayn’t I come with you, signorino? ”
“ Gaspare,” Maurice said, “ I must leave someone with 
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the padrona. Salvatore might come still. I may miss him 
going down. Whom can 1 trust to stop Salvatore, if he comes, 
but you? You see? ”

“ Va bene, signorino.”
The boy seemed convinced, but he suffered and did not try 

to conceal it.
“ Now I must go,” Maurice said.
He shook Gaspare’s hand.
“ Have you got the revolver, signorino? ” said the boy.
“ No. I am not going to fight with Salvatore.”
“ How do you know what Salvatore will do? ”
Maurice looked down upon the stones that lay on the 

narrow path.
“ My revolver can have nothing to do with Maddalena’s 

father,” he said.
He sighed.
“ That’s how it is, Gaspare. Addio! ”
“ Addio, signorino.”
Maurice went on down the path into the shadow of the 

trees. Presently he turned. Gaspare stood quite still, look
ing after him.

“ Signorino! ” he called. “ May I not come? I want to 
come with you.”

Maurice waved his hand towards the mountain-side.
“ Go to the signora,” he called back. “ And look out for 

me to-night. Addio, Gaspare! ”
The boy’s “Addio!” came to him sadly through the 

gathering shadows of the evening.
Presently Hermione, who was sitting alone on the terrace 

with a book in her lap which she was not reading, saw Gaspare 
walking listlessly through the archway holding his gun. He 
came slowly towards her, lifted his hat, and was going on 
without a word, but she stopped him.

“ Why, Gaspare,” she said, lightly, “ you forgot us to
day. How was that? ”

" Signora? ”
Again she saw the curious, almost ugly, look of obstinacy 

which she had already noticed, come into his face.
“ You didn’t remember about tea-time! ”
“ Signora,” he answered, “ I am sorry.”
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He looked at her fixedly while he spoke.
“ I am sorry,” he said again.
“ Never mind,” Hermione said, unable to blame him on 

this first day of her return. “ I dare say you have got out of 
regular habits while I’ve been away. What have you been 
doing all the time? ”

He shrugged his shoulders.
“ Niente.”
Again she wondered what was the matter with the boy to

day. Where were his life and gaiety? Where was his sense 
of fun? He used to be always joking, singing. But now he 
was serious, almost heavy in demeanour.

“ Gaspare,” she said, jokingly, “ I think you’ve all become 
very solemn without me. I am the old person of the party, 
but I begin to believe that it is I who keep you lively. I 
mustn’t go away again.”

“ No, signora,” he answered, earnestly; “ you must never 
go away from us again. You should never have gone away 
from us.”

The deep solemnity of his great eyes startled her. He 
put on his hat and went away round the angle of the 
cottage.

“ What can be the matter with him? ” she thought.
She remained sitting there on the terrace, wondering. 

Now she thought over things quietly, it struck her as strange 
the fact that she had left behind her in the priest’s house three 
light-hearted people, and had come back to find Lucrezia 
drowned in sorrow, Gaspare solemn, even mysterious in his 
manner, and her husband—but here her thoughts paused, not 
labelling Maurice. At first he had puzzled her the most. 
But she thought she had found reasons for the change—a 
passing one, she felt sure—in him. He had secretly resented 
her absence, and, though utterly free from any ignoble suspi
cion of her, he had felt boyishly jealous of her friendship with 
Emile. That was very natural. For this was their honey
moon. She considered it their honeymoon prolonged, delight
fully prolonged, beyond any fashionable limit. Lucrezia’s 
depression was easily comprehensible. The change in her 
husband she accounted for; but now here was Gaspare look
ing dismal!
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“ I must cheer them all up,” she thought to herself. 

“ This beautiful time mustn’t end dismally.”
And then she thought of the inevitable departure. Was 

Maurice looking forward to it, desiring it? He had spoken 
that day as if he wished to be off. In London she had been 
able to imagine him in the South, in the highway of the sun. 
But now that she was here in Sicily she could not imagine him 
in London.

“ He is not in his right place there,” she thought.
Yet they must go, and soon. She knew that they were 

going, and yet could not feel that they were going. What 
she had said under the oak-trees was true. In the spring her 
tender imagination had played softly with the idea of Sicily’s 
joy in the possession of her son, of Maurice. Would Sicily 
part from him without an effort to retain him? Would Sicily 
let him go? She smiled to herself at her fancies. But if 
Sicily kept him, how would she keep him ? The smile left her 
lips and her eyes as she thought of Maurice’s suggestion. 
That would be too horrible. God would not allow that. And 
yet what tragedies He allowed to come into the lives of others. 
She faced certain facts, as she sat there, facts permitted, or 
deliberately brought about by the Divine Will. The scourge 
of war—that sowed sorrows over a land as the sower in the 
field scatters seeds. She, like others, had sat at home and 
read of battles in which thousands of men had been killed, and 
she had grieved—or had she really grieved, grieved with her 
heart? She began to wonder, thinking of Maurice’s veiled 
allusion to the possibility of his death. He was the spirit of 
youth to her. And all the boys slain in battle! Had not each 
one of them represented the spirit of youth to someone, to 
some woman—mother, sister, wife, lover?

What were those women’s feelings towards God?
She wondered. She wondered exceedingly. And pres

ently a terrible thought came into her mind. It was this. 
How can one forgive God if He snatches away the spirit of 
youth that one loves?

Under the shadow of the oak-trees she had lain that day 
and looked out upon the shining world—upon the waters, 
upon the plains, upon the mountains, upon the calling coast
line and the deep passion of the blue. And she had felt the 
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infinite love of God. When she had thought of God, she had 
thought of Him as the great Provider of happiness, as One 
who desired, with a heart too large and generous for the mere 
accurate conception of man, the joy of man.

But Maurice was beside her then.
Those whose lives had been ruined by great tragedies, when 

they looked out upon the shining world what must they think, 
feel?

She strove to imagine. Their conception of God must 
surely be very different from hers.

Once she had been almost unable to believe that God could 
choose her to be the recipient of a supreme happiness. But 
we accustom ourselves with a wonderful readiness to a happy 
fate. She had come back—she had been allowed to return to 
the Garden of Paradise. And this fact had given to her a 
confidence in life which was almost audacious. So now, even 
while she imagined the sorrows of dthers, half strove to 
imagine what her own sorrows might be, her inner feeling was 
still one of confidence. She looked out on the shining world, 
and in her heart was the shining world. She looked out on 
the glory of the blue, and in her heart was the glory of the blue. 
The world shone for her because she had Maurice. She knew 
that. But there was light in it. There would always be light 
whatever happened to any human creature. There would 
always be the sun, the great symbol of joy. It rose even upon 
the battlefield where the heaps of the dead were lying.

She could not realise sorrow to-day. She must see the 
sunlight even in the deliberate visions conjured up by her 
imagination.

Gaspare did not reappear. For a long time she was alone. 
She watched the changing of the light, the softening of the 
great landscape as the evening approached. Sometimes she 
thought of Maurice’s last words about being laid to rest some 
day in the shadows of the oak-trees, in sight of Etna and the 
sea. When the years had gone, perhaps they would lie to
gether in Sicily, wrapped in the final siesta of the body. 
Perhaps the unborn child, of whose beginning she was mystic
ally conscious, would lay them to rest there.

“ Buon riposo.” She loved the Sicilian good-night. 
Better than any text she would love to have those simple 
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words written above her sleeping-place and his. “ Buon 
riposo! ”—she murmured the words to herself as she looked 
at the quiet of the hills, at the quiet of the sea. The glory of 
the world was inspiring, but the peace of the world was almost 
more uplifting, she thought. Far off, in the plain, she dis
cerned tiny trails of smoke from Sicilian houses among the 
orange-trees beside the sea. The gold was fading. The 
colour of the waters was growing paler, gentler, the colour of 
the sky less passionate. The last point of the coast-line was 
only a shadow now, scarcely that. Somewhere was the sun
set, its wonder unseen by her, but realised because of this 
growing tenderness, that was like a benediction falling upon 
her from a distant love, intent to shield her and her little home 
from sorrow and from danger. Nature was whispering her 
“ Buon riposo! ” Her hushed voice spoke withdrawn among 
the mountains, withdrawn upon the spaces of the sea. The 
heat of the golden day was blessed, but after it how blessed 
was the cool of the dim night !

Again she thought that the God who had placed man in 
the magnificent scheme of the world must have intended and 
wished him to be always happy there. Nature seemed to be 
telling her this, and her heart was convinced by Nature, though 
the story of the Old Testament had sometimes left her smiling, 
or left her wondering. Men had written a Bible. God had 
written a Bible, too. And here she read its pages and was 
made strong by it.

“ Signora! ”
Hermione started and turned her head
“Lucrezia! What is it? ”
“ What time is it, signora? ” 
Hermione looked at her watch.
“ Nearly eight o’clock. An hour still before supper.” 
“I’ve got everything ready.”
“ To-night we’ve only cold things, haven’t we? You made 

us a very nice collazione. The French signore praised your 
cooking, and he’s very particular, as French people generally 
are. So you ought to be proud of yourself.”

Lucrezia smiled, but only for an instant. Then she stood 
with an anxious face, twisting her apron.

“ Signora! ”
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“ Yes? What is it? ”
“ Would you mind—may I—"
She stopped.
“ Why, Lucrezia, are you afraid of me? I’ve certainly 

been away too long! ”
“No, no, signora, but—” Tears hung in her eyes. “Will 

you let me go away if I promise to be back by nine? ”
“ But you can’t go to Marechiaro in—”
“ No, signora. I only want to go to the mountain over 

there under Castel Vecchio. I want to go to the Madonna.”
Hermione took one of the girl’s hands.
“ To the Madonna della Rocca? ”
“ Si, signora.”
“ I understand.”
“ I have a candle to burn to the Madonna. If I go now I 

can be back before nine.”
She stood gazing pathetically, like a big child, at her 

padrona.
“ Lucrezia,” Hermione said, moved to a great pity by her 

own great happiness, “ would you mind if I came, too? I 
think I should like to say a prayer for you to-night. I am not 
a Catholic, but my prayer cannot hurt you.”

Lucrezia suddenly forgot distinctions, threw her arms 
round Hermione, and began to sob.

“ Hush, you must be brave! ”
She smoothed the girl’s dark hair gently.
“ Have you got your candle? ”
“ Si.”
She showed it.
“ Let us go quickly, then. Where’s Gaspare? ”
“ Close to the house, signora, on the mountain. One 

cannot speak with him to-day.”
“ Why not? ”
“ Non lo so. But he is terrible to-day! ”
So Lucrezia had noticed Gaspare’s strangeness, too, even 

in the midst of her sorrow!
“ Gaspare ! ” Hermione called.
There was no answer.
“ Gaspare ! ”
She called louder.
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“ Si, signora ! “
The voice came from somewhere behind the house.
“ I am going for a walk with Lucrezia. We shall be back 

at nine. Tell the padrone if he comes.”
“Si, signora.”
The two women set out without seeing Gaspare. They 

walked in silence down the mountain-path. Lucrezia held 
her candle carefully, like one in a procession. She was not 
sobbing now. There were no tears in her eyes. The com
panionship and the sympathy of her padrona had given her 
some courage, some hope, had taken away from her the 
desolate feeling, the sensation of abandonment which had been 
torturing her. And then she had an almost blind faith in the 
Madonna della Rocca. And the padrona was going to pray, 
too. She was not a Catholic, but she was a lady and she was 
good. The Madonna della Rocca must surely be influenced 
by her petition.

So Lucrezia plucked up a little courage. The activity of 
the walk helped her. She knew the solace of movement. 
And, perhaps, without being conscious of it, she was 
influenced by the soft beauty of the evening, by the peace 
of the hills. But as they crossed the ravine they heard the 
tinkle of bells, and a procession of goats tripped by them, 
following a boy who was twittering upon a flute. He was 
playing the tune of the tarantella, that tune which Hermione 
associated with careless joy in the sun. He passed down into 
the shadows of the trees, and gradually the airy rapture of his 
fluting and the tinkle of the goat-bells died away towards 
Marechiaro. Then Hermione saw tears rolling down over 
Lucrezia’s brown cheeks.

“ He can’t play it like Sebastiano, signora! ” she said.
The little tune had brought back all her sorrow.
“ Perhaps we shall soon hear Sebastiano play it again,” 

said Hermione.
They began to climb upward on the far side of the ravine 

towards the fierce silhouette of the Saracenic castle on the 
height. Beneath the great crag on which it was perched was 
the shrine of the Madonna della Rocca. Night was coming 
now, and the little lamp before the shrine shone gently, throw
ing a ray of light upon the stones of the path. When they 
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reached it, Lucrezia crossed herself, and they stood together 
for a moment looking at the faded painting of the Madonna, 
almost effaced against its rocky background. Within the 
glass that sheltered it stood vases of artificial flowers, and on 
the ledge outside the glass were two or three bunches of real 
flowers, placed there by peasants returning to their homes in 
Castel Vecchio from their labours in the vineyards and the 
orchards. There were also two branches with clustering, red- 
gold oranges lying among the flowers. It was a strange, wild 
place. The precipice of rock, which the castello dominated, 
leaned slightly forward above the head of the Madonna, as if 
it meditated overwhelming her. But she smiled gently, as if 
she had no fear of it, bending down her pale eyes to the child 
who lay upon her girlish knees. Among the boulders, the 
wild cactus showed its spiked leaves, and in the day-time the 
long black snakes sunned themselves upon the stones.

To Hermione this lonely and faded Madonna, smiling 
calmly beneath the savagely frowning rock upon which dead 
men had built long years ago a barbarous fastness, was touch
ing in her solitude. There was something appealing in her 
frailness, in her thin, anaemic calm. How long had she been 
here? How long would she remain? She was fading away, 
as things fade in the night. Yet she had probably endured 
for years, would still be here for years to come, would be here 
to receive the wild flowers of peasant children, the prayers of 
peasant lovers, the adoration of the poor, who, having very 
little here, put their faith in far-off worlds, where they will 
have harvests surely without reaping in the heat of the sun, 
where they will have good wine without labouring in the 
vineyards, where they will be able to rest without the thought 
coming to them, “ If to-day I rest, to-morrow I shall starve.”

As Hermione looked at the painting lit by the little lamp, 
at the gifts of the flowers and the fruit, she began to feel as if 
indeed a woman dwelt there, in that niche of the crag, as if a 
heart were there, a soul to pity, an ear to listen.

Lucrezia knelt down quietly, Ut her candle, turned it up
side down till the hot wax dripped on to the rock and made 
a foundation for it, then stuck it upright, crossed herself 
silently, and began to pray. Her lips moved quickly. The 
candle-flame flickered for a moment, then burned steadily. 
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sending its thin fire up towards the evening star. After a 
moment Hermione knelt down beside her.

She had never before prayed at a shrine. It was curious 
to be kneeling under this savage wall of rock above which the 
evening star showed itself in the clear heaven of night. She 
looked at the star and at the Madonna, then at the little 
bunches of flowers, and at Lucrezia’s candle. These gifts of 
the poor moved her heart. Poverty giving is beautiful. She 
thought that, and was almost ashamed of the comfort of her 
life. She wished she had brought a candle, too. Then she 
bent her head and began to pray that Sebastiano might remem
ber Lucrezia and return to her. To make her prayer more 
earnest, she tried to realise Lucrezia’s sorrow by putting her
self in Lucrezia’s place, and Maurice in Sebastiano’s. It was 
such a natural effort as people make every day, every hour. 
If Maurice had forgotten her in absence, had given his love to 
another, had not cared to return to her! If she were alone 
now in Sicily while he was somewhere else, happy with some
one else !

Suddenly the wildness of this place where she knelt became 
terrible to her. She felt the horror of solitude, of approaching 
darkness. The outlines of the rocks and of the ruined castle 
looked threatening, alarming. The pale light of the lamp 
before the shrine and of Lucrezia’s votive candle drew to them 
not only the fluttering night-moths, but the spirits of desola
tion and of hollow grief that dwell among the waste places and 
among the hills. Night seemed no more beneficent, but 
dreary as a spectre that came to rob the world of all that made 
it beautiful. The loneliness of deserted women encompassed 
her. Was there any other loneliness comparable to it?

She felt sure that there was not, and she found herself 
praying not only for Lucrezia, but for all women who were sad 
because they loved, for all women who were deserted by those 
whom they loved, or who had lost those whom they loved.

At first she believed that she was addressing her prayer 
to the Madonna della Rocca, the Blessed Virgin of the Rocks, 
whose pale image was before her. But presently she knew 
that her words, the Words of her lips and the more passionate 
words of her heart, were going out to a Being before whom the 
sun burned as a lamp and the moon as a votive taper. She 
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was thinking of women, she was praying for women, but she 
was no longer praying to a woman. It seemed to her as if she 
was so ardent a suitor that she pushed past the Holy Mother 
of God into the presence of God Himself. He had created 
women. He had created the love of women. To Him she 
would, she must, appeal.

Often she had prayed before, but never as now, never with 
such passion, with such a sensation of personally pleading. 
The effort of her heart was like the effort of womanhood. It 
seemed to her—and she had no feeling that this was blasphem
ous—as if God knew, understood, everything of the world He 
had created except perhaps this—the inmost agony some 
women suffer, as if she, perhaps, could make Him understand 
this by her prayer. And she strove to recount this agony, to 
make it clear to God.

Was it a presumptuous effort? She did not feel that it 
was. And now she felt selfless. She'was no more thinking 
of herself, was no longer obliged to concentrate her thoughts 
and her imagination upon herself and the one she loved best. 
She had passed beyond that, as she had passed beyond the 
Madonna della Rocca. She was the voice and the heart not 
of a woman, but of woman praying in the night to the God who 
had made woman and the night.

From behind a rock Gaspare watched the two praying 
women. He had not forgotten his padrone’s words, and when 
Hermione and Lucrezia set off from the cottage he had 
followed them, faithful to his trust. Intent upon their errand, 
they had not seen him. His step was light among the stones, 
and he had kept at a distance. Now he stood still, gazing at 
them as they prayed.

Gaspare did not believe in priests. Very few Sicilians do. 
An uncle of his was a priest’s son, and he had other reasons, 
quite sufficient to his mind, for being incredulous of the 
sanctity of those who celebrated the mass to which he seldom 
went. But he believed in God, and he believed superstitiously 
in the efficacy of the Madonna and in the powers of the saints. 
Once his little brother had fallen dangerously ill on the festa 
of San Giorgio, the santo patrono of Castel Vecchio. He had 
gone to the festa, and had given all his money, five lire, to the 
saint to heal his brother. Next day the child was well. In 
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misfortune he would probably utter a prayer, or burn a candle 
himself. That Lucrezia might think that she had reason to 
pray he understood, though he doubted whether the Madonna 
and all the saints could do much for the reclamation of his 
friend Sebastiano. But why should the padrona kneel there 
out-of-doors sending up such earnest petitions? She was not 
a Catholic. He had never seen her pray before. He looked 
on with wonder, presently with discomfort, almost with anger. 
To-night he was what he would himself have called “ nervoso,” 
and anything that irritated his already strung-up nerves 
roused his temper. He was in anxiety about his padrone, and 
he wanted to be back at the priest’s house, he wanted to see 
his padrone again at the earliest possible moment. The sight 
of his padrona committing an unusual action alarmed him. 
Was she, then, afraid as he was afraid? Did she know, sus
pect anything? His experience of women was that whenever 
they were in trouble they went for comfort and advice to the 
Madonna and the saints.

He grew more and more uneasy. Presently he drew 
softly a little nearer. It was getting late. Night had fallen. 
He must know the result of the padrone’s interview with 
Salvatore, and he could not leave the padrona. Well then—! 
He crept nearer and nearer till at last he was close to the shrine 
and could see the Madonna smiling. Then he crossed himself 
and said softly,—

“ Signora! ”
Hermione did not hear him. She was wrapped in the 

passion of her prayer.
“ Signora! ”
He bent forward and touched her on the shoulder. She 

started, turned her head, and rose to her feet.
“ Gaspare! ”
She looked startled. This abrupt recall to the world con

fused her for a moment.
“Gaspare! What is it? The padrone!” 
He took off his cap.
“ Signora, do you know how late it is? ”
“ Has the padrone come back? ”
Lucrezia was on her feet, too. The tears were in her eyes. 

* Scusi, signora ! ” said Gaspare.
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Hermione began to look more natural.
“ Has the padrone come back and sent you for us? ”
“ He did not send me, signora. It was getting dark. I 

thought it best to come. But I expect he is back. I expect 
he is waiting for us now.”

“ You came to guard me? ”
She smiled. She liked his watchfulness.
“ What’s the time? ”
She looked at her watch.
“ Why, it is nine already! We must hurry. Come, 

Lucrezia! ”
They went quickly down the path.
They did not talk as they went. Gaspare led the way. 

It was obvious that he was in great haste. Sometimes he 
forgot that the padrona was not so light-footed as he was, and 
sprang on so swiftly that she called to him to wait. When at 
last they came in sight of the arch Hermione and Lucrezia 
were panting.

“ The padrone will—forgive us—when—he—sees how we 
have—hurried,” said Hermione, laughing at her own fatigue. 
“ Go on, Gaspare ! ”

She stood for a moment leaning against the arch.
“ And you go quickly, Lucrezia, and get the supper. The 

padrone—will be—hungry after his bath.”
“ Si, signora.”
Lucrezia went off to the back of the house. Then Her

mione drew a long breath, recovered herself, and walked to 
the terrace.

Gaspare met her with flaming eyes.
“ The padrone is not here, signora. The padrone has not 

come back ! ”
He stood and stared at her.
It was not yet very dark. They stood in a sort of soft 

obscurity in which all objects could be seen, not with sharp 
clearness, but distinctly.

“ Are you sure, Gaspare ? ”
“Si, signora! The padrone has not come back He is 

not here.”
The boy s voice sounded angry, Hermione thought. It 

startled her. And the way he looked at her startled her, too.
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" You have looked in the house? Maurice! " she called. 

“ Maurice! "
“ I say the padrone is not here, signora! "
Never before had Gaspare spoken to Hermione like this, 

in a tone almost that she ought to have resented. She did 
not resent it, but it filled her with a creeping uneasiness.

“ What time is it? Nearly half-past nine. He ought to 
be here by now."

The boy nodded, keeping his flaming eyes on her.
“ I said nine to give him lots of time to get cool, and change 

his clothes, and—it’s very odd."
“ I will go down to the sea, signora. A rivederci."
He swung round to go, but Hermione caught his arm.
“ No; don’t go. Wait a moment, Gaspare. Don’t leave 

me like this ! "
She detained him.
“ Why, what’s the matter? What—what are you afraid 

of? ”
Instantly there came into his face the ugly, obstinate look 

she had already noticed, and wondered at, that day.
“ What are you afraid of, Gaspare? ’’ she repeated.
Her voice vibrated with a strength of feeling that as yet 

she herself scarcely understood.
“ Niente! ’’ the boy replied, doggedly.
“ Well, but then ’’—she laughed—“ why shouldn’t the 

padrone be a few minutes late? It would be absurd to go 
down. You might miss him on the way."

Gaspare said nothing. He stood there with his arms hang
ing and the ugly look still on his face.

“ Mightn’t you? Mightn’t you, Gaspare, if he came up 
by Marechiaro? ’’

“ Si, signora."
“ Well, then—”
They stood there in silence for a minute Hermione 

broke it.
“ He—you know how splendidly the padrone swims," she 

said. “ Don’t you, Gaspare? "
The boy said nothing.
“ Gaspare, why don’t you answer when I speak to you? ” 
“ Because I’ve got nothing to say, signora.”
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His tone was almost rude. At that moment he nearly 

hated Hermione for holding him by the arm. If she had been 
a man he would have struck her off and gone.

Gaspare! ” she said, but not angrily.
Her instinct told her that he was obliged to be utterly 

natural just then under the spell of some violent feeling. She 
knew he loved his padrone. The feeling must be one of 
anxiety. But it was absurd to be so anxious. It was ridicul
ous, hysterical. She said to herself that it was Gaspare’s 
excitement that was affecting her. She was catching his 
mood.

“ My dear Gaspare,” she said, “ we must just wait. The 
padrone will be here in a minute. Perhaps he has come up by 
Marechiaro. Very likely he has looked in at the hotel to see 
how the sick signore is after his day up here. That is it, I feel 
sure.”

She looked at him for agreement and met his stern and 
flaming eyes, utterly unmoved by wbfat she had said, utterly 
unconvinced. At this moment she could not deny that this 
untrained, untutored nature had power over hers. She let 
go his arm and sat down by the wall.

“ Let us wait out here for a minute,” she said.
“ Va bene, signora.”
He stood there quite still, but she felt as if in this un

natural stillness there was violent movement, and she looked 
away from him. It was fully night now. She gazed down 
at the ravine. By that way Maurice would come, unless he 
really had gone to Marechiaro to see Artois. She had sug
gested to Gaspare that this might be the reason of Maurice’s 
delay, but she knew that she did not think it was. Yet what 
other reason could there be? He swam splendidly. She 
said that to herself. She kept on saying it. Why?

Slowly the minutes crept by. The silence around them 
was intense, yet she felt no calm, no peace in it. Like the 
stillness of Gaspare it seemed to be violent. It began to 
frighten her. She began to wish for movement, for sound. 
Presently a light shone in the cottage.

“Signora! Signora!”
Lucrezia’s voice was calling.
“ What is it? ” she said.
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“ Supper is quite ready, signora.”
“ The signore has not come back yet. He is a little 

late.”
Lucrezia came to the top of the steps.
“ Where can the signore be, signora? ” she said. “ It only 

takes—”
Her voice died suddenly away. Hermione looked quickly 

at Gaspare, and saw that he was gazing ferociously at Lucrezia 
as if to bid her be silent.

“ Gaspare! ” Hermione said, suddenly getting up.
“ Signora? ”
“ I—it’s odd the signore’s not coming.”
The boy answered nothing.
“ Perhaps—perhaps there really has been an—an acci

dent.”
She tried to speak lightly.
“ I don’t think he would keep me waiting like this if—”
“ I will go down to the sea,” the boy said. “ Signora, let 

me go down to the sea! ”
There was a fury of pleading in his voice. Hermione 

hesitated, but only for a moment. Then she answered,—
“ Yes, you shall go. Stop, Gaspare! ”
He had moved towards the arch.
“ I’m coming with you.”
“ You, signora? ”
“ Yes.”
“ You cannot come! You are not to come! ”
He was actually commanding her—his padrona.
“ You are not to come, signora! ” he repeated violently.
“ But I am coming,” she said.
They stood facing each other. It was like a battle. 

Gaspare’s manner, his words, the tone in which they were 
spoken—all made her understand that there was some sinister 
terror in his soul. She did not ask what it was. She did not 
dare to ask. But she said again,—

“ I am coming with you, Gaspare.”
He stared at her and knew that from that decision there 

was no appeal. If he went she would accompany him.
“ Let us wait here, signora,” he said. “ The padrone will 

be coming presently. We had better wait here.”



348 THE CALL OF THE BLOOD
But now she was as determined on activity as before she 

had been—or seemed—anxious for patience.
“ I am going,” she answered. “ If you like to let me go 

alone you can.”
She spoke very quietly, but there was a thrill in her voice. 

The boy saw it was useless just then to pit his will against hers. 
He dropped his head, and the ugly look came back to his face, 
but he made no reply.

“ We shall be back very soon, Lucrezia. We are going a 
little way down to meet the padrone. Come, Gaspare! ”

She spoke to him gently, kindly, almost pleadingly. He 
made an odd sound. It was not a word, nor was it a sob. 
She had never heard anything like it before. It seemed to her 
to be like a smothered outcry of a heart torn by some acute 
emotion.

“Gaspare! ” she said. “ We shall meet him. We shall 
meet him in the ravine! ”

Then they set out. As she was going, Hermione cast a 
look down towards the sea. Always at this hour, when night 
had come, a light shone there, the light in the sirens’ house. 
To-night that little spark was not kindled. She saw only the 
darkness. She stopped.

“ Why,” she said, “ there’s no light! ’*
“ Signora? ”
She pointed over the wall.
“ There’s no light ! ” she repeated.
This little fact—she did not know why—frightened her.
“ Signora, I am going! ”
“ Gaspare! ” she said. “ Give me your hand to help me 

down the path. It’s so dark. Isn’t it?”
She put out her hand. The boy’s hand was cold.
They set out towards the sea.
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jpHEY did not talk as they went down the steep mountain
side, but when they reached the entrance of the ravine 

Gaspare stopped abruptly and took his cold hand away from 
his padrona’s hand.

“ Signora," he said, almost in a whisper. “ Let me go 
alone! "

They were under the shade of the trees here and it was 
much darker than upon the mountain-side. Hermione could 
not see the boy’s face plainly. She came close up to him.

“ Why do you want to go alone? " she asked.
Without knowing it, she, too, spoke in an under-voice.
“ What is it you are afraid of? " she added.
“ I am not afraid."
“ Yes," she said, “ you are. Your hand is quite cold."
“ Let me go alone, signora."
“ No, Gaspare. There is nothing to be afraid of, I believe. 

But if—if there should have been an accident, 1 ought to be 
there. The padrone is my husband, remember."

She went on, and he followed her.
Hermione had spoken firmly, even almost cheerfully, to 

comfort the boy, whose uneasiness was surely greater than 
the occasion called for. So many little things may happen to 
delay a man. And Marnice might really have made the 
détour to Marechiaro on his way home. If he had, then they 
would miss him by taking this path through the ravine. 
Hermione knew that, but she did not hesitate to take it. She 
could not remain inactive to-night. Patience was out of her 
reach. It was only by making a strong effort that she had 
succeeded in waiting that short time on the terrace. Now she 
could wait no longer. She was driven. Although she had 
not yet sincerely acknowledged it to herself, fear was gradually 
taking possession of her, a fear such as she had never yet 
known or even imagined.

She had never yet known or imagined such a fear. That 
she felt. But she had another feeling, contradictory, surely.

349
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It began to seem to her as if this fear, which was now coming 
upon her, had been near her for a long time, ever since the 
night when she knew that she was going to Africa. Had she 
not even expressed it to Maurice?

Those beautiful days and nights of perfect happiness—can 
they ever come again? Had she not thought that many 
times ? Was it not the voice of this fear which had whispered 
those words, and others like them, to her mind? And had 
there not been omens? Had there not been omens?

She heard Gaspare’s feet behind her in the ravine, and it 
seemed to her that she could tell by the sound of them upon the 
many little loose stones that he was wild with impatience, 
that he was secretly cursing her for obliging him to go so 
slowly. Had he been alone he would have sped down with a 
rapidity almost like that of travelling light. She was strong, 
active. She was going fast. Instinctively she went fast. 
But she was a woman, not a boy.

“ I can’t help it, Gaspare! ”
She was saying that mentally, saying it again and again, as 

she hurried onward.
Had there not been omens?
That last letter of hers, whose loss had prevented Maurice 

from meeting her on her return, from welcoming her! When 
she had reached the station of Cattaro, and had not seen him 
upon the platform, she had felt “ I have lost him.” After
wards, directly almost, she had- laughed at the feeling as 
absurd. But she had had it. And then, when at last he had 
come, she had been moved to suggest that he might like to 
sleep outside upon the terrace. And he had agreed to the 
suggestion. They had not resumed their old, sweet relation 
of husband and wife.

Had there not been omens ?
And only an hour ago, scarcely that, not that, she had 

knelt before the Madonna della Rocca and she had prayed, 
she had prayed passionately for deserted women, for women 
who loved and who had lost those whom they loved.

The fear was upon her fully now, and she fully knew that 
it was. Why had she prayed for lonely, deserted women? 
What had moved her to such a prayer ?

“ Was I praying for myself? ”
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At that thought a physical weakness came to her, and she 

felt as if she could not go on. By the side of the path, growing 
among pointed rocks, there was a gnarled olive-tree, whose 
branches projected towards her. Before she knew what she 
was doing she had caught hold of one and stood still. So 
suddenly she had stopped that Gaspare, unprepared, came up 
against her in the dark.

“ Signora! What is the matter? "
His voice was surely angry. For a moment she thought 

of telling him to go on alone, quickly.
“ What is it, signora? "
“ Nothing—only—I’ve walked so fast. Wait one minute! " 
She felt the agony of his impatience, and it seemed to her 

that she was treating him very cruelly to-night.
“You know, Gaspare," she said, “ it’s not easy for women 

—this rough walking, I mean. We’ve got our skirts."
She laughed. How unnatural, how horrible her laugh 

sounded in the darkness! He did not say any more. She 
knew he was wondering why she had laughed like that. After 
a moment she let go the branch. But her legs were trembling, 
and she stumbled when she began to walk on.

“ Signora, you are tired already. You had better let me 
go alone."

For the first time she told him a lie.
“ I should be afraid to wait here all by myself in the night,” 

she said. “ I couldn’t do that."
“ Who would come? "
“ I should be frightened."
She thought she saw him look at her incredulously in the 

dark, but was not sure.
“ Be kind to me to-night, Gaspare! " she said.
She felt a sudden passionate need of gentleness, of support, 

a woman’s need of sympathy.
“ Won’t you? " she added.
“ Signora! " he said.
His voice sounded shocked, she thought ; but in a moment, 

when they came to an awkward bit of the path, he put his 
hand under her arm, and very carefully, almost tenderly, 
helped her over it. Tears rushed into her eyes. For such a 
small thing she was crying! She turned her head so that 
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Gaspare should not see, and tried to control her emotion 
That terrible question kept on returning to her heart.

“Was I praying for myself when I prayed at the shrine of 
the Madonna della Rocca ? ”

Hermione was gifted, or cursed, with imagination, and as 
she never made use of her imaginative faculty in any of the 
arts, it was, perhaps, too much at the service of her own life. 
In happiness it was a beautiful handmaid, helping her to 
greater joy, but in unhappy, or in only anxious moments, it 
was, as it usually is, a cursed thing. It stood at her elbow, 
then, like a demon full of suggestions that were terrible. With 
an inventiveness that was diabolic it brought vividly before 
her scenes to shake the stoutest courage. It painted the 
future black. It showed her the world as a void. And in that 
void she was as something falling, falling, yet reaching nothing.

Now it was with her in the ravine, and as she asked ques
tions, terrible questions, it gave her. terrible answers. And 
it reminded her of other omens—it told her these facts were 
really omens—which till now she had not thought of.

Why had both she and Maurice been led to think and to 
speak of death to-day?

Upon the mountain-top the thought of death had come to 
her when she looked at the glory of the dawn. She had said 
to Maurice, “‘The mountains will endure’—but we!” Of 
course it was a truism, such a thing as she might say at any 
time when she was confronted by the profound stability of 
nature. Thousands of people had said much the same thing 
on thousands of occasions. Yet now the demon at her elbow 
whispered to her that the remark had had a peculiar signifi
cance. She had even said, “ What is it makes one think most 
of death when—when life, new life, is very near? ”

Existence is made up of loss and gain. New beings rush 
into fife day by day and hour by hour. Birth is about us, but 
death is about us, too. And when we are given something, 
how often is something also taken from us! Was that to be 
her fate?

And Maurice—he had been led to speak of death, after
wards, just as he was going away to the sea. She recalled his 
words, or the demon whispered them over to her,—

“ ‘ One can never tell what will happen—suppose one of 
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us were to die here? Don’t you think it would be good to lie 
there where we lay this afternoon, under the oak-trees, in 
sight of Etna and the sea ? I think it would.’ ”

They were his very last words, his who was so full of life, 
who scarcely ever seemed to realise the possibility of death. 
All through the day death had surely been in the air about 
them. She remembered her dream, or quasi-dream. In it 
she had spoken. She had muttered an appeal, “ Don’t leave 
me alone! ” and at another time she had tried to realise 
Maurice in England and had failed. She had felt as if Sicily 
would never let him go. And when she had spoken her 
thought he had hinted that Sicily could only keep him by 
holding him in arms of earth, holding him in those arms that 
keep the body of man forever.

Perhaps it was ordained that her Sicilian should never 
leave the island that he loved. In all their Sicilian days how 
seldom had she thought of their future Ufe together in Eng
land ! Always she had seen herself with Maurice in the south. 
He had seemed to belong to the south, and she had brought 
him to the south. And now—would the south let him go? 
The thought of the sirens of legend flitted through her mind. 
They called men to destruction. She imagined them sitting 
among the rocks near the Casa deUa Sirene, calling—calling 
to her Sicilian.

Long ago, when she first knew him well and loved his 
beauty, she had sometimes thought of him as a being of legend. 
She had let her fancy play about him tenderly, happily. He 
had been Mercury, Endymion, a dancing faun, Cupid vanish
ing from Psyche as the dawn came. And now she let a cruel 
fancy have its will for a moment. She imagined the sirens 
calling among the rocks, and Maurice listening to their sum
mons, and going to his destruction. The darkness of the 
ravine helped the demon who hurried with her down the 
narrow path, whispering in her ears. But though she yielded 
for a time to the nightmare spell, common-sense had not 
utterly deserted her, and presently it made its voice heard. 
She began to say to herself that in giving way to such fantastic 
fears she was being unworthy of herself, almost contemptible. 
In former times she had never been a foolish woman or weak. 
She had, on the contrary, been strong and sensible, although 

z
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unconventional and enthusiastic. Many people had leaned 
upon her, even strong people. Artois was one. And she had 
never yet failed anyone.

“ I must not fail myself,” she suddenly thought. “ I must 
not be a fool because I love.”

She loved very much, and she had been separated from her 
lover very soon. Her eagerness to return to him had been so 
intense that it had made her afraid. Yet she had returned, 
been with him again. Her fear in Africa that they would 
perhaps never be together again in their Sicilian home had been 
groundless. She remembered how it had often tormented 
her, especially at night in the dark. She had passed agonising 
hours, for no reason. Her imagination had persecuted her. 
Now it was trying to persecute her more cruelly. Suddenly 
she resolved not to let it have its way. Why was she so 
frightened at a delay that might be explained in a moment 
and in the simplest manner? Why was she frightened at all?

Gaspare’s foot struck a stone aqd sent it flying down the 
path past her.

Ah! it had been Gaspare. His face, his manner, had 
startled her, had first inclined her to fear.

“ Gaspare! ” she said.
“ Si, signora? ”
“ Come up beside me. There’s room now.”
The boy joined her.
“ Gaspare,” she continued, “ do you know that when we 

meet the padrone, you and I, we shall look like two fools? ”
“ Meet the padrone? ” he repeated, sullenly.
“ Yes. He’ll laugh at us for rushing down like this. He’ll 

think we’ve gone quite mad.”
Silence was the only response she had.
“ Won’t he? ” she asked.
“ Non lo so.”
“Oh, Gaspare!” she exclaimed. “Don’t—don’t be like 

this to-night. Do you know that you are frightening me? ”
He did not answer.
“ What is the matter with you? What has been the 

matter with you all day? ”
“ Niente.”
His voice was hard, and he fell behind again.
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Hermione knew that he was concealing something from 

her. She wondered what it was. It must be something 
surely in connection with his anxiety. Her mind worked 
rapidly. Maurice — the sea — bathing — Gaspare’s fear — 
Maurice and Gaspare had bathed together often while she had 
been in Africa.

“ Gaspare,” she said. “ Walk beside me—I wish it.”
He came up reluctantly.
“ You’ve bathed with the padrone lately? ”
“ Si, signora.”
“ Many times? ”
“ Si, signora.”
“ Have you ever noticed that he was tired in the sea, or 

afterwards, or that bathing seemed to make him ill in any 
way? ”

“ Tired, signora? ”
“ You know there’s a thing, in English we call it cramp. 

Sometimes it seizes the best swimmers. It’s a dreadful pain, 
I believe, and the limbs refuse to move. You’ve never— 
when he’s been swimming with you, the padrone has never 
had anything of that kind, has he? It wasn’t that which 
made you frightened this evening when he didn’t come? ”

She had unwittingly given the boy the chance to save her 
from any worse suspicion. With Sicilian sharpness he seized 
it. Till now he had been in a dilemma, and it was that which 
had made him sullen, almost rude. His position was a diffi
cult one. He had to keep his padrone’s confidence. Yet he 
could not—physically he could not—stay on the mountain 
when he knew that some tragedy was probably being enacted, 
or had already been enacted by the sea. He was devoured by 
an anxiety which he could not share and ought not to show 
because it was caused by the knowledge which he was solemnly 
pledged to conceal. This remark of Hermione gave him a 
chance of shifting it from the shoulders of the truth to the 
shoulders of a lie. He remembered the morning of sirocco, 
his fear, his passion of tears in the boat. The memory seemed 
almost to make the He he was going to tell the truth.

“ Si, signora. It was that.”
His voice was no longer sullen.
“ The padrone had an attack like that? ”



356 THE CALL OF THE BLOOD
Again the terrible fear came back to her.
“ Signora, it was one morning."
“ Used you to bathe in the morning? "

A hot flush came in Gaspare’s face, but Hermione did not see 
it in the darkness.

“ Once we did, signora. We had been fishing."
“Goon. Telíme!"
Then Gaspare related the incident of his padrone’s sinking 

in the sea. Only he made Maurice’s travesty appear a real 
catastrophe. Hermione listened with painful attention. So 
Maurice had nearly died, had been into the jaws of death, 
while she had been in Africa! Her fears there had been less 
ill-founded than she had thought. A horror came upon her 
as she heard Gaspare’s story.

“ And then, signora, I cried," he ended. “ I cried.’
“ You cried? ”
“ I thought I never could stop crying again.”
How different from an English boy’s reticence was this 

frank confession! and yet what English boy was ever more 
manly than this mountain lad?

“Why—but then you saved the padrone’s life! God 
bless you ! ”

Hermione had stopped, and she now put her hand on 
Gaspare’s arm.

“ Oh, signora, there were two of us. We had the boat."
“ But "—another thought came to her—“ but, Gaspare, 

after such a thing as that, how could you let the padrone go 
down to bathe alone? "

Gaspare, a moment before credited with a faithful action, 
was now to be blamed for a faithless one. For neither was he 
responsible, if strict truth were to be regarded. But he had 
insisted on saving his padrone from the sea when it was not 
necessary. And he knew his own faithfulness and was 
secretly proud of it, as a good woman knows and is proud of 
her honour. He had borne the praise therefore. But one 
thing he could not bear, and that was an imputation of faith
lessness in his stewardship.

“ It was not my fault, signora ! " he cried, hotly. ' “ I 
wanted to go. I begged to go, but the padrone would not let 
me."
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“ Why not? ”
Hermione, peering in the darkness, thought she saw the 

ugly look come again into the boy’s face.
“ Why not, signora? ”
“ "Yes, why not? ”
“ He wished me to stay with you. He said, * Stay with 

the padrona, Gaspare. She will be all alone.’ ”
“ Did he? Well, Gaspare, it is not your fault. But I 

never thought it was. You know that.”
She had heard in his voice that he was hurt.
“Come! We must go on!”
Her fear was now tangible. It had a definite form, and 

with every moment it grew greater in the night, towering over 
her, encompassing her about. For she had hoped to meet 
Maurice coming up the ravine, and, with each moment that 
went by, her hope of hearing his footstep decreased, her con
viction that something untoward must have occurred grew 
more solid. Only once was her terror abated. When they 
were not far from the mouth of the ravine Gaspare suddenly 
seized her arm from behind.

“ Gaspare ! What is it ? ” she said, startled.
He held up one hand.
“ Zitta! ” he whispered.
Hermione listened, holding her breath. It was a silent 

night, windless and calm. The trees had no voices, the water
course was dry, no longer musical with the falling stream. 
Even the sea was dumb, or, if it were not, murmured so softly 
that these two could not hear it where they stood. And now, 
in this dark silence, they heard a faint sound. It was surely a 
footfall upon stones. Yes, it was.

By the fierce joy that burst up in her heart Hermione 
measured her previous fear.

“ It’s he! It’s the padrone! ”
She put her face close to Gaspare’s and whispered the 

words. He nodded. His eyes were shining.
“ Andiamo! ” he whispered back.
With a boy’s impetuosity he wished to rush on and meet 

the truant pilgrim from the sea, but Hermione held him back. 
She could not bear to lose that sweet sound, the footfall on 
the stones, coming nearer every moment.
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“No. Let’s wait for him here! Let’s give him a sur

prise.”
“ Va bene! ” .
His body was quivering with suppressed movement. But 

they waited. The step was slow, or so it seemed to Hermione 
as she listened again, like the step of a tired man. Maurice 
seldom walked like that, she thought. He was light-footed, 
swift. His actions were ardent as were his eyes. But it 
must be he! Of course it was he! He was languid after a 
long swim, and was walking slowly for fear of getting hot. 
That must be it. The walker drew nearer, the crunch of the 
stones was louder under his feet.

“ It isn’t the padrone! ”
Gaspare had spoken. All the light had gone out of his 

eyes.
“Si! Si! It is he! ”
Hermione contradicted him.
“ No, signora. It is a contadino.”
Her joy was failing. Although she contradicted Gaspare, 

she began to feel that he was right. This step was heavy, 
weary, an old man’s step. It could not be her Mercury coming 
up to his home on the mountain. But still she waited. Pre
sently there detached itself from the darkness a faint figure, 
bent, crowned with a long Sicilian cap.

“ Andiamo! ”
This time she did not keep Gaspare back. Without a 

word they went on. As they came to the figure it stopped. 
She did not even glance at it, but as she went by it she heard 
an old, croaky voice say,—

“ Benedicite! ”
Never before had the Sicilian greeting sounded horrible in 

her ears. She did not reply to it. She could not. And 
Gaspare said nothing. They hastened on in silence till they 
reached the high road by Isola Bella, the road where Maurice 
had met Maddalena on the morning of the fair.

It was deserted. The thick white dust upon it looked 
ghastly at their feet. Now they could hear the faint and 
regular murmur of the oily sea by which the fishermen’s boats 
were drawn up, and discern, far away on the right, the ser
pentine lights of Cattaro.
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“ Where do you go to bathe? " Hermione asked, always 

speaking in a hushed voice. “ Here, by Isola Bella? ”
She looked down at the rocks of the tiny island, at the dim

ness of the spreading sea. Till now she had always gloried 
in its beauty, but to-night it looked to her mysterious and 
cruel.

“No, signora."
“ Where then? "
“ Farther on—a little. I will go.”
His voice was full of hesitation. He did not know what 

to do.
“ Please, signora, stay here. Sit on the bank by the line. 

I will go and be back in a moment. I can run. It is better. 
If you come we shall take much longer."

“Go, Gaspare!" she said. “But—stop—where do you 
bathe exactly? "

“ Quite near, signora."
“ In that little bay underneath the promontory where the 

Casa delle Sirene is? "
“ Sometimes there and sometimes farther on by the caves. 

A rivederla! "
The white dust flew up from the road as he disappeared. 

Hermione did not sit down on the bank. She had never 
meant to wait by Isola Bella, but she let him go because what 
he had said was true, and she did not wish to delay him. If 
anything serious had occurred every moment might be valu
able. After a short pause she followed him. As she walked 
she looked continually at the sea. Presently the road mounted 
and she came in sight of the sheltered bay in which Maurice 
had heard Maddalena’s cry when he was fishing. A stone wall 
skirted the road here. Some twenty feet below was the rail
way line laid on a bank which sloped abruptly to the curving 
beach. She leaned her hands upon the wall and looked down, 
thinking she might see Gaspare. But he was not there. The 
dark, still sea, protected by the two promontories, and by an 
islet of rock in the middle of the bay, made no sound here. It 
lay motionless as a pool in a forest under the stars. To the 
left the jutting land, with its turmoil of jagged rocks, was a 
black mystery. As she stood by the wall, Hermione felt 
horribly lonely, horribly deserted. She wished she had not 
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let Gaspare go. Yet she dreaded his return. What might 
he have to tell her? Now that she was here by the sea she 
felt how impossible it was for Maurice to have been delayed 
upon the shore. For there was no one here. The fishermen 
were up in the village. The contadini had long since left their 
work. No one passed upon the road. There was nothing, 
there could have been nothing to keep a man here. She felt 
as if it were already midnight, the deepest hour of darkness and 
of silence.

As she took her hands from the wall, and turned to go on 
up the hill to the point which commanded the open sea and 
the beginning of the Straits of Messina, she was terrified. 
Suspicion was hardening into certainty. Something dreadful 
must have happened to Maurice.

Her legs had begun to tremble again. All her body felt 
weak and incapable, like the body of an old person whose life 
was drawing to an end. The hill, not very steep, faced her 
like a precipice, and it seemed to her that she would not be 
able to mount it. In the road the deep dust surely clung to 
her feet, refusing to let her lift them. And she felt sick and 
contemptible, no longer her own mistress either physically or 
mentally. The voices within her that strove to whisper 
commonplaces of consolation, saying that Maurice had gone 
to Marechiaro, or that he had taken another path home, not 
the path from Isola Bella, brought her no comfort. The 
thing within her soul that knew what she, the human being 
containing it, did not know, told her that her terror had its 
reason, that she was not suffering in this way without cause. 
It said, “ Your terror is justified.”

At last she was at the top of the hill, and could see vaguely 
the shore by the caves where the fishermen had slept in the 
dawn. To her right was the path which led to the wall of rock 
connecting the Sirens’ Isle with the mainland. She glanced 
at it, but did not think of following it. Gaspare must have 
followed the descending road. He must be down there on 
that beach searching, calling his padrone’s name, perhaps. 
She began to descend slowly, still physically distressed. True 
to her fixed idea that if there had been a disaster it must be 
connected with the sea, she walked always close to the wall, 
and looked always down to the sea. Within a short time, two 
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or three minutes, she came in sight of the lake-like inlet, a 
miniature fiord, which lay at the feet of the woods where hid 
the Casa delle Sirene. The water here looked black like 
ebony. She stared down at it and saw a boat lying on the 
shore. Then she gazed for a moment at the trees opposite from 
which always, till to-night, had shone the lamp which she and 
Maurice had seen from the terrace. All was dark. The 
thickly-growing trees did not move. Secret and impene
trable seemed to her the hiding-place they made. She could 
scarcely imagine that anyone lived among them. Yet doubt
less the inhabitants of the Casa delle Sirene were sleeping 
quietly there while she wandered on the white road accom
panied by her terror.

She had stopped for a minute, and was just going to walk 
on, when she heard a sound that, though faint and distant, 
was sharp and imperative. It seemed to her to be a violent 
beating on wood, and it was followed by the calling of a voice. 
She waited. The sound died away. She listened, straining 
her ears. In this absolutely still night sound travelled far. 
At first she had no idea from what direction came this noise 
which had startled her. But almost immediately it was 
repeated, and she knew that it must be someone striking 
violently and repeatedly upon wood—probably a wooden door. 
Then again the call rang out. This time she recognised, or 
thought she recognised, Gaspare’s voice raised angrily, fiercely 
in a summons to someone. She looked across the ebon water 
at the ebon mass of the trees on its further side, and realised 
swiftly that Gaspare must be there. He had gone to the only 
house between the two bathing-places to ask if its inhabitants 
had seen anything of the padrone.

This seemed to her to be a very natural and intelligent 
action, and she waited eagerly and watched, hoping to see a 
light shine out as Salvatore—yes, that had been the name told 
to her by Gaspare—as Salvatore got up from sleep and came 
to open. He might know something, know at least at what 
hour Maurice had left the sea.

Again came the knocking and the call, again—four, five 
times. Then there was a long silence. Always the darkness 
reigned, unbroken by the earth-bound star, the light she 
looked for. The silence began to seem to her interminable. 
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At first she thought that perhaps Gaspare was having a colloquy 
with the owner of the house, was learning something of Maurice. 
But presently she began to believe that there could be no one 
in the house, and that he had realised this. If so, he would 
have to return either to the road or the beach. She could see 
no boat moored to the shore opposite. He would come by 
the wall of rock then, unless he swam the inlet. She went 
back a little way to a point from which dimly she saw the wall, 
and waited there a few minutes. Surely it would be dangerous 
to traverse that wall on such a dark night! Now, to her other 
fear was added fear for Gaspare. If an accident were to 
happen to him! Suddenly she hastened back to the path 
which led from the high road along the spit of cultivated land 
to the wall, turned from the road, traversed the spit, and went 
down till she stood at the edge of the wall. She looked at the 
black rock, the black sea that lay motionless far down on 
either side of it. Surely Gaspare would not venture to come 
this way. It seemed to her that to do so would mean death, 
or, if not that, a dangerous fall into the sea—and probably 
there were rocks below hidden under the surface of the water. 
But Gaspare was daring. She knew that. He was as active 
as a cat and did not know the meaning of fear for his own 
safety. He might—

Out of the darkness on the land beyond the wall, some
thing came, the form of someone hurrying.

“ Gaspare! ”
The form stopped.
“ Gaspare! ”
“Signora! What are you doing here? Madonna!” 
“Gaspare, don’t come this way! You are not to come 

this way.”
“ Why are you here, signora? I told you to wait for me 

by Isola Bella.”
The startled voice was hard.
“You are not to cross the wall. I won’t have it.”
“ The wall—it is nothing, signora. I have crossed it many 

times. It is nothing for a man.”
“ In the day, perhaps, but at night—don’t, Gaspare— 

d’you hear me?—you are not—”
She stopped, holding her breath, for she saw him coming 
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lightly, poised on bare feet, straight as an arrow, and balanc
ing himself with his outstretched arms.

“Ah! ”
She had shrieked out. Just as he was midway Gaspare 

had looked down at the sea—the open sea on the far side of 
the wall. Instantly his foot slipped, he lost his balance and 
fell. She thought he had gone, but he caught the wall with 
his hands, hung for a moment suspended above the sea, then 
raised himself as a gymnast does on a parallel bar, slowly till 
his body was above the wall. Then—Hermione did not know 
how—he was beside her.

She caught hold of him with both hands. She felt furi
ously angry.

“ How dare you disobey me? ” she said, panting and 
trembling. “ How dare you—”

But his eyes silenced her. She broke off, staring at him. 
All the healthy colour had left his face. There was a leaden 
hue upon it.

“ Gaspare—are you—you aren’t hurt—you—”
“ Let me go, signora! Let me go! ”
She let him go instantly.
“ What is it? Where are you going? ”
He pointed to the beach.
“ To the boat. There’s—down there in the water— 

there’s something in the water.”
“ Something? ” she said.
"Wait in the road.”
He rushed away from her, and she heard him saying, 

' Madonna! Madonna ! Madonna! ” crying it out as he ran.
Something in the water ! She felt as if her heart stood still 

for a century, then at last beat again somewhere up in her 
throat, choking her. Something—could Gaspare have seen 
what? She moved on a step. One of her feet was on the 
wall, the other still on the firm earth. She leaned down and 
tried to look over into the sea beyond, the sea close to the wall. 
But her head swam. Had she not moved back hastily, 
obedient to an imperious instinct of self-preservation, she 
Would have fallen. She sat down, there where she had been 
standing, and dropped her face into her hands close to her 
knees, and kept quite still. She felt as if she were in a train 
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going through a tunnel. Her ears were full of a roaring 
clamour. How long she sat and heard tumult she did not 
know. When she looked up the night seemed to her to be 
much darker than before, intensely dark. Yet all the stars 
were there in the sky. No clouds had come to hide them. 
She tried to get up quickly, but there was surely something 
wrong with her body. It would not obey her will at first. 
Presently she lay down, turned over on her side, put both 
hands on the ground, and with an effort, awkward as that of 
a cripple, hoisted herself up and stood on her feet. Gaspare 
had said, “ Wait in the road.” She must find the road. That 
was what she must do.

“ Wait in the road—wait in the road.” She kept on say
ing that to herself. But she could not remember for a moment 
where the road was. She could only think of rock, of water 
black like ebony. The road was white. She must look for 
something white. And when she found it she must wait. 
Presently, while she thought she was looking, she found that 
she was walking in the dust. It flew up into her nostrils, dry 
and acrid. Then she began to recover herself and to realise 
more clearly what she was doing.

She did not know yet. She knew nothing yet. The night 
was dark, the sea was dark. Gaspare had only cast one swift 
glance down before his foot had slipped. It was impossible 
that he could have seen what it was that was there in the 
water. And she was always inclined to let her imagination 
run riot. God isn’t cruel. She had said that under the oak- 
trees, and it was true. It must be true.

“ I’ve never done God any harm,” she was saying to her
self now. “ I’ve never meant to. I’ve always tried to do 
the right thing. God knows that! God wouldn’t be cruel 
to me.”

In this moment all the subtlety of her mind deserted her, 
all that in her might have been called “ cleverness.” She 
was reduced to an extraordinary simplicity like that of a child, 
or a very instinctive, uneducated person.

“ I don’t think I’m bad,” she thought. “ And God—He 
isn’t bad. He wouldn’t wish to hurt me. He wouldn’t wish 
to kill me.”

She was walking on mechanically while she thought this, 
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but presently she remembered again that Gaspare had told her 
to wait in the road. She looked over the wall down to the 
narrow strip of beach that edged the inlet between the main
land and the Sirens’ Isle. The boat which she had seen there 
was gone. Gaspare had taken it. She stood staring at the 
place where the boat had been. Then she sought a means of 
descending to that strip of beach. She would wait there. A 
little lower down the road some of the masonry of the wall had 
been broken away, perhaps by a winter flood, and at this 
point there was a faint track trodden by fishermen’s feet, lead
ing down to the line. Hermione got over the wall at this 
point and was soon on the beach, standing almost on the spot 
where Maurice had stripped off his clothes in the night to seek 
the voice that had cried out to him in the darkness. She 
waited here. Gaspare would presently come back. His arms 
were strong. He could row fast. She would only have to 
wait a few minutes. In a few minutes she would know. She 
strained her eyes to catch sight of the boat rounding the pro
montory as it returned from the open sea. At first she stood, 
but presently as the minutes went by and the boat did not 
come, her sense of physical weakness returned and she sat 
down on the stones with her feet almost touching the 
water.

“ Gaspare knows now,” she thought. “ I don’t know, 
but Gaspare knows.”

That seemed to her strange, that anyone should know the 
truth of this thing before she did. For what did it matter to 
anyone but her? Maurice was hers; was so absolutely hers 
that she felt as if no one else had any concern in him. He 
was Gaspare’s padrone. Gaspare loved him as a Sicilian may 
love his padrone. Others in England, too, loved him—his 
mother, his father. But what was any love compared with 
the love of the one woman to whom he belonged? His mother 
had her husband. Gaspare—he was a boy. He would love 
some girl presently; he would marry. No, she was right. 
The truth about that “ something in the water ” only con
cerned her. God’s dealing with this creature of His to-night 
only really mattered to her.

As she waited, pressing her hands on the stones and looking 
always at the point of the dark land round which the boat 
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must come, a strange and terrible feeling came to her, a feeling 
that she knew she ought to drive out of her soul, but that she 
was powerless to expel.

She felt as if at this moment God were on His trial before 
her—before a poor woman who loved.

“ If God has taken Maurice from me,” she thought, “ He 
is cruel ; frightfully cruel, and I cannot love Him. If He has 
not taken Maurice from me, He is the God who is love, the God 
I can, I must, worship! ”

Which God was He?
The vast scheme of the world narrowed ; the wide horizons 

vanished. There was nothing beyond the limit of her heart. 
She felt, as almost all believing human beings feel in such 
moments, that God’s attention was entirely concentrated upon 
her life, that no other claimed His care, begged for His 
pity, demanded His tenderness because hers was so 
intense.

Did God wish to lose her love? Surely not! Then He 
could not commit this frightful act which she feared. He 
had not committed it.

A sort of relief crept through her as she thought this. Her 
agony of apprehension was suddenly lessened, was almost 
driven out.

God wants to be loved by the beings He has created. 
Then He would not deliberately, arbitrarily destroy a love 
already existing in the heart of one of them; a love thankful 
to Him, enthusiastically grateful for happiness bestowed by 
Him.

Beyond the darkness of the point there came out of the 
dimness of the night that brooded above the open sea a moving 
darkness, and Hermione heard the splash of oars in the calm 
water. She got up quickly. Now her body was trembling 
again. She stared at the boat as if she would force it to yield 
its secret to her eyes. But that was only for an instant. 
Then her ears seemed to be seeking the truth, seeking it from 
the sound of the oars in the water !

There was no rhythmic regularity in the music they made, 
no steadiness, no—no—

She listened passionately, instinctively bending down her 
head sideways. It seemed to her that she was listening to a 
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drunken man rowing. Now there was a quick beating of the 
oars in the water, then silence, then a heavy splash as if one 
of the oars had escaped from an uncertain hand, then some 
uneven strokes, one oar striking the water after the 
other.

“ But Gaspare is a contadino,” she said to herself, “ not a 
fisherman. Gaspare is a contadino and—”

“ Gaspare! ” she called out. “ Gaspare! ”
The boat stopped midway in the mouth of the inlet.
“ Gaspare! Is it you? ”
She saw a dark figure standing up in the boat.
“ Gaspare, is it you? ” she cried, more loudly.
“ Si.”
Was it Gaspare’s voice? She did not recognise it. Yet 

the voice had answered “ Yes.” The boat still remained 
motionless on the water midway between shore and shore. 
She did not speak again ; she was afraid to speak. She stood 
and stared at the boat and at the motionless figure standing up 
in it. Why did not he row in to land? What was he doing 
there? She stared at the boat and at the figure standing in it 
till she could see nothing. Then she shut her eyes.

“Gaspare!” she called, keeping her eyes shut. “What 
are you doing? Gaspare? ”

There was no reply.
She opened her eyes, and now she could see the boat again 

and the rower.
“ Gaspare! ” she cried, with all her strength to the black 

figure. “ Why don’t you row to the shore? Why don’t you 
come to me? ”

“ Vengo! ”
Loudly the word came to her, loudly and sullenly as if the 

boy were angry with her, almost hated her. It was followed 
by a fierce splash of oars. The boat shot forward, coming 
straight towards her. Then suddenly the oars ceased from 
moving, the dark figure of the rower fell down in a heap, and 
she beard cries, like cries of despair, and broken exclamations, 
and then a long sound of furious weeping.

Gaspare ! Gaspare ! ’ ’
Her voice was strangled in her throat and died away.
“ And then, signora, I cried—I cried! ”
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When had Gaspare said that to her? And why had he 

cried?
“ Gaspare! ”
It came from her lips in a whisper almost inaudible to 

herself.
Then she rushed forward into the dark water.



XXII

ATE that night Dr Marini, the doctor of the commune of 
Marechiaro, was roused from sleep in his house in the 

Corso by a violent knocking on his street door. He turned 
over in his bed, muttered a curse, then lay still for a moment 
and listened. The knocking was renewed more violently. 
Evidently the person who stood without was determined to 
gain admission. There was no help for it. The good doctor, 
who was no longer young, dropped his weary legs to the floor, 
walked across to the open window, and thrust his head out of 
it. A man was standing below.

“ What is it? What do you want? ” said the doctor, in 
a grumbling voice. “ Is it another baby? Upon my word 
these—”

“ Signor Dottore, come down, come down instantly! The 
signore of Monte Amato, the signore of the Casa del Prete has 
had an accident. You must come at once. I will go to fetch 
a donkey.”

The doctor leaned farther out of the window.
“An accident! What—?”
But the man, a fisherman of Marechiaro, was already gone, 

and the doctor saw only the narrow, deserted street, black 
with the shadows of the tall houses.

He drew in quickly and began to dress himself with some 
expedition. Ar accident, and to a forestiere! There would 
be money in this case. He regretted his lost sleep less now 
and cursed no more, though he thought of the ride up into the 
mountains with a good deal of self pity. It was no joke to be 
a badly paid Sicilian doctor, he thought, as he tugged at his 
trouser buttons, and fastened the white front that covered the 
breast of his flannel shirt, and adjusted the cuffs which he took 
out of a small drawer. Without fighting a candle he went 
downstairs, fumbled about and found his case of instruments. 
Then he opened the street door and waited, yawning on the 
stone pavement. In two or three minutes he heard the trip-
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ping tip-tap of a donkey’s hoofs, and the fisherman came up 
leading a donkey apparently as disinclined for a nocturnal 
flitting as the doctor.

“ Ah, Giuseppe, it’s you, is it ? “
“ Si, Signor Dottore! ”
“ What’s this accident ? ”
The fisherman looked grave and crossed himself.
“Oh, signore, it is terrible! They say the poor signore 

is dead ! ”
“Dead!” exclaimed the doctor, startled. “You said it 

was an accident ? Dead you say now ? ”
“ Signore, he is dead beyond a doubt. I was going to the 

fishing when I heard dreadful cries in the water by the inlet— 
you know, by Salvatore’s terreno ! ”

“ In the water? ”
“ Si, signore. I went down quickly, and I found Gaspare, 

the signore’s—”
“ I know—I know ! ”
“ Gaspare in a boat with the padrone lying at the bottom, 

and the signora standing up to her middle in the sea.”
“Z’t! z’t! ” exclaimed the doctor, “the signora in the 

sea! Is she mad?”
“ Signor Dottore, how do I know? I brought the boat to 

shore. Gaspare was like one crazed. Then we lifted the 
signore out upon the stones. Oh, he is dead, Signor Dottore; 
dead beyond a doubt. They had found him in the 
sea—”

“ They? ”
“ Gaspare—under the rocks between Salvatore’s terreno 

and the mainland. He had all his clothes on. He must have 
been there in the dark—”

“ Why should he go in the dark? ”
“ How do I know, Signor Dottore?—and have fallen, and 

struck his head against the rocks. For there was a wound 
and—”

“ The body should not have been moved from where it lay 
till the Pretore had seen it. Gaspare should have left the 
body.”

“ But perhaps the povero signore is not really dead, after 
all! Madonna! How—”
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° Come! come! we must not delay! One minute! I 

will get some lint and—”
He disappeared into the house. Almost directly he came 

out again with a package under his arm and a long, black 
cigar lighted in his mouth.

“Take these, Giuseppe! Carry them carefully. Now 
then ! ”

He hoisted himself on to the donkey.
“А-ah! A-ah!”
They set off, the fisherman walking on naked feet beside 

the donkey.
“ Then we have to go down to the sea? ”
“No, Signor Dottore. There were others on the road, 

Antonio and—”
“ The rest of you going to the boats—I know. Well? ”
“ And the signora would have him carried up to Monte 

Amato.”
“ She could give directions? ”
“ Si, signore. She ordered everything. When she came 

out of the sea she was all wet, the poor signora, but she was 
calm. I called the others. When they saw the signore they 
all cried out. They knew him. Some of them had been to 
the fishing with him. Oh, they were sorry! They all began 
to speak and to try to—”

“Diavolo! They could only make things worse! If the 
breath of life was in the signore’s body they would drive it 
out. Per Dio! ”

“ But the signora stopped them. She told them to be 
silent and to carry the signore up to the Casa del Prete. 
Signore, she—the povera signora—she took his head in her 
hands. She held his head and she never cried, not a tear! ”

The man brushed his hand across his eyes.
“Povera signora! Povera signora!” murmured the 

doctor.
“And she comforted Gaspare, too!” Giuseppe added. 

1 She put her arm round him and told him to be brave and 
help her. She made him walk by her and put his hand under 
the padrone’s shoulder. Madonna! ”

They turned away from the village into a narrow path that 
led into the hills.
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“ And I came to fetch you, Signor Dottore. Perhaps the 

povero signore is not really dead. Perhaps you can save him, 
Signor Dottore! ”

“ Chi lo sa? ” replied the doctor.
He had let his cigar go out and did not know it.
“ Chi lo sa? ” he repeated, mechanically.
Then they went on in silence—till they reached the 

shoulder of the mountain under Castel Vecchio. From here 
they could see across the ravine to the steep slope of Monte 
Amato. Upon it, high up, a light shone, and presently a 
second light detached itself from the first, moved a little way, 
and then was stationary.

Giuseppe pointed.
“Ecco, Signor Dottore! They have carried the poor 

signore up.”
The second light moved waveringly back towards the first.
“ They are carrying him into the house, Signor Dottore. 

Madonna! And all this to happen in the night! ”
The doctor nodded without speaking. He was watching 

the lights up there in that lonely place. He was not a man of 
strong imagination, and was accustomed to look on misery, 
the misery of the poor. But to-night he felt a certain solem
nity descend upon him as he rode by these dark by-paths up 
into the bosom of the hills. Perhaps part of this feeling came 
from the fact that his mission had to do with strangers, with 
rich people from a distant country who had come to his island 
for pleasure, and who were now suddenly involved in tragedy 
in the midst of their amusement. But also he had a certain 
sense of personal sympathy. He had known Hermione on 
her former visit to Sicily and had liked her; and though this 
time he had seen scarcely anything of her he had seen enough 
to be aware that she was very happy with her young husband. 
Maurice, too, he had seen, full of the joy of youth and of 
bounding health. And now all that was put out, if Giuseppe’s 
account were true. It was a pity, a sad pity.

The donkey crossed the mouth of the ravine, and picked 
its way upward carefully amid the loose stones. In the 
ravine a little owl hooted twice.

“ Giuseppe! ” said the doctor.
** Signore? ”
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“ The signora has been away, hasn’t she? ”
“ Si, signore. In Africa.”
“ Nursing that sick stranger. And now directly she comes 

back here’s this happening to her! Per Dio! ”
He shook his head.
“ Somebody must have looked on the povera signora with 

the evil-eye, Signor Dottore.”
Giuseppe crossed himself.
“ It seems so,” the doctor replied, gravely.
He was almost as superstitious as the contadini among 

whom he laboured,
“ Ecco, Signor Dottore! ”
The doctor looked up. At the arch stood a figure holding 

a little lamp. Almost immediately, two more figures ap
peared behind it.

“Il dottore! Ecco il dottore ! ”
There was a murmur of voices in the dark. As the donkey 

came up the excited fishermen crowded round, all speaking at 
once.

“ He is dead, Signor Dottore. The povero signore is dead ! ”
” Let the Signor Dottore come to him, Beppe ! What do 

you know? Let the—”
“Sure enough he is dead! Why, he must have been in 

the water a good hour. He is all swollen with the water 
and—”

“ It is his head, Signor Dottore! If it had not been for 
his coming against the rocks he would not have been hurt. 
Per Dio, he can swim like a fish, the povero signorino. I have 
seen him swim. Why, even Peppino—”

“ The signora wants us all to go away, Signor Dottore. 
She begs us to go and leave her alone with the povero signore ! ”

“ Gaspare is in such a state! You would not know him. 
And the povera signora, she is all dripping wet. She has been 
into the sea, and now she has carried the head of the povero 
signore all the way up the mountain. She would not let any
one—”

A succession of cries came out of the darkness, hysterical 
cries that ended in prolonged sobbing.

“That is Lucrezia!” cried one of the fishermen. 
“ Madonna! That is Lucrezia! ”
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“ Mamma mia! Mamma mia! "
Their voices were loud in the night. The doctor pushed 

his way between the men and came on to the terrace in front 
of the steps that led into the sitting-room.

Gaspare was standing there alone. His face was almost 
unrecognisable. It looked battered, puffy, and inflamed, as 
if he had been drinking and fighting. There were no tears in 
his eyes now, but long, violent sobs shook his body from time 
to time, and his blistered lips opened and shut mechanically 
with each sob. He stared dully at the doctor, but did not say 
a word, or move to get out of the way.

“ Gaspare! ” said the doctor. “ Where is the padrona? "
The boy sobbed and sobbed, always in the same dry and 

terribly mechanical way.
“Gaspare!" repeated the doctor, touching him. “Gas

pare! " e
“ E’ morto ! " the boy suddenly cried out, in a loud voice.
And he flung himself down on the ground.
The doctor felt a thrill of cold in his veins. He went up 

the steps into the little sitting-room. As he did so Hermione 
came to the door of the bedroom. Her dripping skirts clung 
about her. She looked quite calm. Without greeting the 
doctor she said, quietly,—

“ You heard what Gaspare said? "
“ Si, signora, ma—"
The doctor stopped, staring at her. He began to feel 

almost dazed. The fishermen had followed him and stood 
crowding together on the steps and staring into the 
room.

“ He is dead. I am sorry you came all this way."
They stood there facing one another. From the kitchen 

came the sound of Lucrezia’s cries. Hermione put her hands 
up to her ears.

“ Please—please—oh, there should be a little silence here 
now! " she said.

For the first time there was a sound of something like 
despair in her voice.

“Let me come in, signora!" stammered the doctor.
“ Let me come in and examine him."

“ He is dead."
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“ Well, but let me. I must ! ”
“ Please come in,” she said.
The doctor turned round to the fishermen.
“ Go, one of you, and make that girl keep quiet,” he said, 

angrily. “Take her away out of the house—directly ! Do 
you hear? And the rest of you stay outside, and don’t make 
a sound.”

The fishermen slunk a little way back into the darkness 
while Giuseppe, walking on the toes of his bare feet, and glanc
ing nervously at the furniture and the pictures upon the walls, 
crossed the room and disappeared into the kitchen. Then the 
doctor laid down his cigar on a table and went into the bed
room, whither Hermione had preceded him.

There was a lighted candle on the white chest of drawers. 
The window and the shutters of the room were closed against 
the glances of the fishermen. On one of the two beds—Her
mione’s—lay the body of a man dripping with water. The 
doctor took the candle in his hand, went to this bed and 
leaned down, then set down the candle at the bedhead and 
made a brief examination. He found at once that Gaspare 
had spoken the truth. This man had been dead for some time. 
Nevertheless, something—he scarcely knew what—kept the 
doctor there by the bed for some moments before he pro
nounced his verdict. Never before had he felt so great a 
reluctance to speak the simple words that would convey a 
great truth. He fingered his shirt-front uneasily, and stared 
at the body on the bed and at the wet sheets and pillows. 
Meanwhile Hermione had sat down on a chair near the door 
that opened into what had been Maurice’s dressing-room, and 
folded her hands in her lap. The doctor did not look towards 
her, but he felt her presence painfully. Lucrezia’s cries had 
died away, and there was complete silence for a brief space of 
time.

The body on the bed was swollen, but not very much, the 
face was sodden, the hair plastered to the head, and on the 
left temple there was a large wound, evidently, as the doctor 
had seen, caused by the forehead striking violently against a 
hard, resisting substance. It was not the sea alone which had 
killed this man. It was the sea and the rock in the sea. He 
had fallen, been stunned and then drowned. The doctor
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knew the place where he had been found. The explanation of 
the tragedy was very simple—very simple.

While the doctor was thinking this, and fingering his 
shirt-front mechanically, and bracing himself to turn towards 
the quiet woman in the chair, he heard a loud, dry noise in the 
sitting-room, then in the bedroom Gaspare had come in, 
and was standing at the foot of the bed, sobbing and staring 
at the doctor with hopeless eyes, that yet asked a last question, 
begged desperately for a lie.

“ Gaspare! ”
The woman in the chair whispered to him. He took no 

notice.
“ Gaspare! ”
She got up and crossed over to the boy, and took one of his 

hands.
“ It’s no use,” she said. “ Perhaps he is happy.”
Then the boy began to cry passionately. Tears poured 

out of his eyes while he held his padrona’s hand. The doctor 
got up.

“ He is dead, signora,” he said.
“ We knew it,” Hermione replied.
She looked at the doctor for a minute. Then she said.—
“ Hush, Gaspare! ”
The doctor stood by the bed.
“ Scusi, signora,” he said, “ but—but will you take him 

into the next room.”
He pointed to Gaspare, who shivered as he wept.
“ I must make a further examination.”
“ Why? You see that he is dead.”
“ Yes, but—there are certain formalities.”
He stopped.
" Formalities ! ” she said. “ He is dead.”
“ Yes. But—but the authorities will have to be informed. 

I am very sorry. I should wish to leave everything undis
turbed.”

“ What do you mean? Gaspare! Gaspare!”
“ But—according to the law, our law, the body should 

never have been moved. It should have been left where it 
was found until—”

“ We could not leave him in the sea.”
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She still spoke quite quietly, but the doctor felt as if he 

could not go on.
“ Since it is done—” he began.
He pulled himself together with an effort.
“ There will have to be an inquiry, signora—the cause of 

death will have to be ascertained.”
“You see it. He was coming from the island. He fell, 

and was drowned. It is very simple.”
“ Yes, no doubt. Still, there must be an inquiry. Gas

pare will have to explain—”
He looked at the weeping boy, then at the woman who 

stood there holding the boy’s hand in hers.
“ But that will be for to-morrow,” he muttered, fingering 

his shirt-front and looking down. “ That will be for to
morrow.”

As he went out he added,—
“ Signora, do not remain in your wet clothes.”
“ I—oh, thank you. They do not matter.”
She did not follow him into the next room. As he went 

down the steps to the terrace the sound of Gaspare’s passionate 
weeping followed him into the night.

When the doctor was on the donkey and was riding out 
through the arch, after a brief colloquy with the fishermen and 
with Giuseppe, whom he had told to remain at the cottage for 
the rest of the night, he suddenly remembered the cigar which 
he had left upon the table and he pulled up.

“ What is it, Signor Dottore? ” said one of the fishermen.
“ I’ve left something, but—never mind. It does not 

matter.”
He rode on again.
“ It does not matter,” he repeated.
He was thinking of the English signora standing beside 

the bed in her wet skirts and holding the hand of the weeping 
boy.

It was the first time in his life that he had ever sacrificed 
a good cigar.

He wondered why he did so now, but he did not care to 
return just then to the Casa del Prete.
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LJ ERMIONE longed for quiet, for absolute silence.
A A It seemed strange to her that she still longed for 
anything, strange and almost horrible, almost inhuman. But 
she did long for that, to be able to sit beside her dead husband 
and to be undisturbed, to hear no voice speaking, no human 
movement, to see no one. If it had been possible she would 
have closed the cottage against everyone, even against Gas
pare and Lucrezia. But it was not possible. Destiny did 
not choose that she should have this calm, this silence. It 
had seemed to her, when fear first came upon her, as if no one 
but herself had any real concern with Maurice, as if her love 
conferred upon her a monopoly. This monopoly had been 
one of joy. Now it should be one of sorrow. But now it did 
not exist. She was not weeping for Maurice. But others 
were. She had no one to go to. But others came to her, 
clung to her. She could not rid herself of the human 
burden.

She might have been selfish, determined, she might have 
driven the mourners out. But—and that was strange, too— 
she found herself pitying them, trying to use her intellect to 
soothe them.

Lucrezia was terrified, almost like one assailed suddenly 
by robbers, terrified and half-incredulous. When her hysteria 
subsided she was at first unbelieving.

“ He cannot be really dead, signora! ° she sobbed to Her
mione. “The povero signorino. He was so gay! He was 
so—"

She talked and talked, as Sicilians do when face to face 
with tragedy.

She recalled Maurice’s characteristics, his kindness, his 
love of climbing, fishing, bathing, his love of the sun—all Ids 
love of life.

Hermione had to listen to the story with that body lying 
on her bed.

378



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD 379
Gaspare’s grief was speechless, but needed comfort more. 

There was an element in it of fury which Hermione realised 
without rightly understanding. She supposed it was the fury 
of a boy from whom something is taken by one whom he 
cannot attack.

For God is beyond our reach.
She could not understand the conflict going on in the boy’s 

heart and mind.
He knew that this death was probably no natural death 

but a murder.
Neither Maddalena nor her father had been in the Casa 

delle Sirene when he knocked upon the door in the night. 
Salvatore had sent Maddalena to spend the night with relations 
in Marechiaro, on the pretext that he was going to sail to 
Messina on some business. And he had actually sailed before 
Gaspare’s arrival on the island. But Gaspare knew that 
there had been a meeting, and he knew what the Sicilian is 
when he is wronged. The words “ vengeance is mine! ” are 
taken in Sicily by each wronged man into his own mouth, and 
Salvatore was notoriously savage and passionate.

As the first shock of horror and despair passed away from 
Gaspare he was devoured, as by teeth, devoured by the desire 
to spring upon Salvatore and revenge the death of his padrone. 
But the padrone had laid a solemn injunction upon him. 
Solemn indeed it seemed to the boy now that the lips which 
had spoken were sealed forever. The padrona was never to 
know. If he obeyed his impulse, if he declared the vendetta 
against Salvatore, the padrona would know. The knife that 
spilt the murderer’s blood would give the secret to the world 
—and to the padrona.

Tremendous that night was the conflict in the boy’s soul. 
He would not leave Hermione. He was like the dog that 
creeps to lie at the feet of his sorrowing mistress. But he was 
more than that. For he had his own sorrow and his own 
fury. And he had the battle with his own instincts.

What was he going to do?
As he began to think, really to think, and to realise things, 

he knew that after such a death the authorities of Marechiaro, 
the Pretore and the Cancelliere, would proceed to hold a care
ful examination into the causes of death. He would be ques-
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tioned. That was certain. The opportunity would be given 
him to denounce Salvatore.

And was he to keep silence ? Was he to act for Salvatore, 
to save Salvatore from justice? He would not have minded 
doing that, he would have wished to do it, if afterwards he 
could have sprung upon Salvatore and buried his knife in the 
murderer of his padrone.

But—the padrona? She was not to know. She was 
never to know. And she had been the first in his life. She 
had found him, a poor, ragged little boy working among the 
vines, and she had given him new clothes and had taken him 
into her home and into her confidence. She had trusted him. 
She had remembered him in England. She had written to 
him from far away, telling him to prepare everything for her 
and the padrone when they were coming.

He began to sob violently again, thinking of it all, of how 
he had ordered the donkeys to fetch the luggage from the 
station, of how—

“ Hush, Gaspare ! **
Hermione again put her hand on his. She was sitting 

near the bed on which the body was lying between dry sheets. 
For she had changed them with Gaspare’s assistance. 
Maurice still wore the clothes which had been on him in the 
sea. Giuseppe, the fisherman, had explained to Hermione 
that she must not interfere with the body till it had been 
visited by the authorities, and she had obeyed him. But she 
had changed the sheets. She scarcely knew why. Now the 
clothes had almost dried on the body, and she did not see any 
more the stains of water. One sheet was drawn up over the 
body, to the chin. The matted dark hair was visible against 
the pillow, and had made her think several times vaguely of 
that day after the fishing when she had watched Maurice 
taking his siesta. She had longed for him to wake then, for 
she had known that she was going to Africa, that they had 
only a few hours together before she started. It had seemed 
almost terrible to her, his sleeping through any of those hours. 
And now he was sleeping forever. She was sitting there wait
ing for nothing, but she could not realise that yet. She felt as 
if she must be waiting for something, that something must pre
sently occur, a movement in the bed, a—shescarcely knew what.
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Presently the clock Gaspare had brought from the fair 

chimed, then played the “ Tre Colori.” Lucrezia had set it to 
play that evening when she was waiting for the padrone to 
return from the sea.

When he heard the tinkling tune Gaspare lifted his head 
and listened till it was over. It recalled to him all the glories 
of the fair. He saw his padrone before him. He remem
bered how he had decorated Maurice with flowers, and he felt 
as if his heart would break.

“ The povero signorino! the povero signorino! " he cried, 
in a choked voice. “ And I put roses above his ears ! Si, 
signora, I did! I said he should be a real Siciliano! ”

He began to rock himself to and fro. His whole body 
shook, and his face had a frantic expression that suggested 
violence.

“ I put roses above his ears! ” he repeated. “ That day 
he was a real Siciliano! ”

“Gaspare—Gaspare—hush! Don’t! Don’t!”
She held his hand and went on speaking softly.
“ We must be quiet in here. We must remember to be 

quiet. It isn’t our fault, Gaspare. We did all we could to 
make him happy. We ought to be glad of that. You did 
everything you could, and he loved you for it. He was happy 
with us. I think he was. I think he was happy till the very 
end. And that is something to be glad of. Don’t you think 
he was very happy here? ”

“ Si, signora! ” the boy whispered, with twitching lips.
“ I’m glad I came back in time,” Hermione said, looking 

at the dark hair on the pillow. “ It might have happened 
before, while I was away. I’m glad we had one more day 
together.”

Suddenly, as she said that, something in the mere sound of 
the words seemed to reveal more clearly to her heart what had 
befallen her, and for the first time she began to cry and to 
remember. She remembered all Maurice’s tenderness for her, 
all his little acts of kindness. They seemed to pass rapidly in 
procession through her mind on their way to her heart. Not 
one surely was absent. How kind to her he had always been ! 
And he could never be kind to her again. And she could 
never be kind to him—never again.
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Her tears went on falling quietly. She did not sob like 
Gaspare. But she felt that now she had begun to cry she 
would never be able to stop again; that she would go on cry
ing till she, too, died.

Gaspare looked up at her.
“ Signora! ” he said. “ Signora! ”
Suddenly he got up, as if to go out of the room, out of the 

house. The sight of his padrona’s tears had driven him 
nearly mad with the desire to wreak vengeance upon Salvatore. 
For a moment his body seemed to get beyond his control. 
His eyes saw blood, and his hand darted down to his belt, and 
caught at the knife that was there, and drew it out. When 
Hermione saw the knife she thought the boy was going to kill 
himself with it. She sprang up, went swiftly to Gaspare, and 
put her hand on it over his hand.

“ Gaspare, what are you doing ? ” she said.
For a moment his face was horrible in its savagery. He 

opened his mouth, still keeping his grasp on the knife, which 
she tried to wrest from him.

“ Lasci andare ! Lasci andare ! ” he said, beginning to 
struggle with her.

“ No, Gaspare.”
“ Allora—”
He paused with his mouth open.
At that moment he was on the very verge of a revelation 

of the truth. He was on the point of telling Hermione that 
he was sure that the padrone had been murdered, and that he 
meant to avenge the murder. Hermione believed that for 
the moment he was mad, and was determined to destroy him
self in her presence. It was useless to pit her strength against 
his. In a physical struggle she must be overcome. Her only 
chance was to subdue him by other means.

“ Gaspare,” she said, quickly, breathlessly, pointing to 
the bed. “ Don’t you think the padrone would have wished 
you to take care of me now? He trusted you. I think he 
would. I think he would rather you were with me than any
one else in the whole world. You must take care of me. You 
must take care of me. You must never leave me! ”

The boy looked at her. His face changed, grew softer.
“ I’ve got nobody now,” she added. “ Nobody, but you."



THE CALL OF THE BLOOD 383
The knife fell on the floor.
In that moment Gaspare’s resolve was taken. The battle 

within him was over. He must protect the padrona. The 
padrone would have wished it. Then he must let Salvatore go.

He bent down and kissed Hermione’s hand.
“ Lei non piange! ” he muttered. “ Forse Dio la aiuterà.”
In the morning, early, Hermione left the body for the first 

time, went into the dressing-room, changed her clothes, then 
came back and said to Gaspare,—

“ I am going a little way up the mountain, Gaspare. I 
shall not be long. No, don’t come with me. Stay with him. 
Are you dreadfully tired? ”

“ No, signora.”
“ We shall be able to rest presently,” she said.
She was thinking of the time when they would take 

Maurice from her. She left Gaspare sitting near the bed, and 
went out onto the terrace. Lucrezia and Giuseppe, both 
thoroughly tired out, were sleeping soundly. She was thank
ful for that. Soon, she knew, she would have to be with people, 
to talk, to make arrangements. But now she had a short 
spell of solitude.

She went slowly up the mountain-side till she was near the 
top. Then she sat down on a rock and looked out towards the 
sea.

The world was not awake yet, although the sun was com
ing. Etna was like a great phantom, the waters at its foot 
were pale in their tranquillity. The air was fresh, but there 
was no wind to rustle the leaves of the oak-trees, upon whose 
crested heads Hermione gazed down with quiet, tearless eyes.

She had a strange feeling of being out of the world, as if 
she had left it, but still had the power to see it. She wondered 
if Maurice felt like that.

He had said it would be good to lie beneath those oak- 
trees in sight of Etna and the sea. How she wished that she 
could lay his body there, alone, away from all other dead. 
But that was impossible, she supposed. She remembered 
the doctor’s words. What were they going to do? She did 
not know anything about Italian procedure in such an event. 
Would they take him away? She had no intention of trying 
to resist anything, of offering any opposition. It would be 
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useless, and besides he had gone away. Already he was far 
off. She did not feel, as many women do, that so long as they 
are with the body of their dead they are also with the soul. 
She would like to keep the dear body, to have it always near 
to her, to live close to the spot where it was committed to the 
earth. But Maurice was gone. Her Mercury had winged his 
way from her, obedient to a summons that she had not heard. 
Always she had thought of him as swift, and swiftly, without 
warning, he had left her. He had died young. Was that 
wonderful? She thought not. No; age could have nothing 
to say to him, could hold no commerce with him. He had 
been bom to be young and never to be anything else. It 
seemed to her now strange that she had not felt this, foreseen 
that it must be so. And yet, only yesterday, she had imagined 
a far future, and their child laying them in the ground of Sicily, 
side by side, and murmuring “ Buon riposo ” above their 
mutual sleep.

Their child! A life had been taken from her. Soon a life 
would be given to her. Was that what is called compensa
tion? Perhaps so. Many strange thoughts, come she could 
not tell why, were passing through her mind as she sat upon 
this height in the dawn. The thought of compensation re
called to her the Book of Job. Everything was taken from 
Job! not only his flocks and his herds, but his sons and his 
daughters. And then at the last he was compensated. He 
was given new flocks and herds and new sons and daughters. 
And it was supposed to be well with J ob. If it was well with 
Job, then Job had been a man without a heart

Never could she be compensated for this loss, which she 
was trying to realise, but which she would not be able to realise 
until the days went by, and the nights, the days and the nights 
of the ordinary life, when tragedy was supposed to be over and 
done with, and people would say, and no doubt sincerely 
believe, that she was “ getting accustomed ” to her loss.

Thinking of Job led her on to think of God’s dealings with 
His creatures.

Hermione was a woman who clung to no special religion, 
but she had always, all her life, had a very strong personal 
consciousness of a directing Power in the world, had always 
had an innate conviction that this directing Power followed 
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with deep interest the life of each individual in the scheme of 
His creation. She had always felt, she felt now, that God 
knew everything about her and her life, was aware of all her 
feelings, was constantly intent upon her.

He was intent. But was He kindly or was He cruelly 
intent?

Surely He had been dreadfully cruel to her !
Only yesterday she had been wondering what bereaved 

women felt about God. Now she was one of these 
women.

“ Was Maurice dead? " she thought—“ was he already 
dead when I was praying before the shrine of the Madonna 
della Rocca? "

She longed to know. Yet she scarcely knew why she 
longed. It was like a strange, almost unnatural curiosity 
which she could not at first explain to herself. But presently 
her mind grew clearer and she connected this question with 
that other question—of God and what He really was, what He 
really felt towards His creatures, towards her.

Had God allowed her to pray like that, with all her heart 
and soul, and then immediately afterwards deliberately 
delivered her over to the fate of desolate women, or had 
Maurice been already dead? If that were so, and it must 
surely have been so, for when she prayed it was already night, 
she had been led to pray for herself ignorantly, and God had 
taken away her joy before He had heard her prayer. If He 
had heard it first He surely could not have dealt so cruelly 
with her—so cruelly! No human being could have, she 
thought, even the most hard-hearted.

But perhaps God was not all-powerful.
She remembered that once in London she had asked a 

clever and good clergyman if, looking around upon the state 
of things in the world, he was able to believe without diffi
culty that the world was governed by an all-wise, all-powerful, 
and all-merciful God. And his reply to her had been, “ I 
sometimes wonder whether God is all-powerful—yet." She 
had not pursued the subject, but she had not forgotten this 
answer; and she thought of it now.

Was there a conflict in the regions beyond the world which 
was the only one she knew? Had an enemy done this thing,

2B



386 THE CALL OF THE BLOOD
an enemy not only of hers, but of God’s, an enemy who had 
power over God?

That thought was almost more terrible than the thought 
that God had been cruel to her.

She sat for a long time wondering, thinking, but not pray
ing. She did not feel as if she could ever pray any more. The 
world was lighted up by the sun. The sea began to gleam, 
the coast-line to grow more distinct, the outlines of the moun
tains and of the Saracenic Castle on the height opposite to her 
more hard and more barbaric against the deepening blue. 
She saw smoke coming from the mouth of Etna, sideways, as 
if blown towards the sea. A shepherd boy piped somewhere 
below her. And still the tune was the tarantella. She 
listened to it—the tarantella. So short a time ago Maurice 
had danced with the boys upon the terrace! How can such 
life be so easily extinguished? How can such joy be not 
merely clouded but utterly destroyed? A moment, and from 
the body everything is expelled; light from the eyes, speech 
from the lips, movement from the limbs, joy, passion from the 
heart. How can such a thing be?

The little shepherd boy played on and on. He was nearer 
now. He was ascending the slope of the mountain, coming up 
towards Heaven with his little happy tune. She heard him 
presently among the oak-trees immediately below her, passing 
almost at her feet.

To Hermione the thin sound of the reed flute always had 
suggested Arcady. Even now it suggested Arcady—the 
Arcady of the imagination ! wide soft airs, blue skies and seas, 
eternal sunshine and delicious shade, and happiness where is a 
sweet noise of waters and of birds, a sweet and deep breathing 
of kind and bounteous Nature.

And that little boy with the flute would die. His foot 
might slip now as he came upward, and no more could he play 
souls into Arcady!

The tune wound away to her left, like a gay and careless 
living thing that was travelling ever upward, then once more 
came towards her. But now it was above her. She turned 
her head and she saw the little player against the blue. He 
was on a rock, and for a moment he stood still. On his head 
was a long woollen cap, hanging over at one side. It made 
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Hermione think of the woollen cap she had seen come out of 
the darkness of the ravine as she waited with Gaspare for the 
padrone. Against the blue, standing on the grey and sunlit 
rock, with the flute at his lips, and his tiny, deep-brown fingers 
moving swiftly, he looked at one with the mountain and yet 
almost unearthly, almost as if the blue had given birth to him 
for a moment, and in a moment would draw him back again 
into the womb of its wonder. His goats were all around him, 
treading delicately among the rocks. As Hermione watched 
he turned and went away into the blue, and the tarantella 
went away into the blue with him.

Her Sicilian and his tarantella, the tarantella of his joy in 
Sicily—they had gone away into the blue.

She looked at it, deep, quivering, passionate, intense; 
thousands and thousands of miles of blue! And she listened 
as she looked; listened for some far-off tarantella, for some 
echo of a fainting tarantella, that might be a message to her, 
a message left on the sweet air of the enchanted island, telling 
her where the winged feet of her beloved one mounted towards 
the sun.



XXIV
IUSEPPE came to fetch Hermione from the mountain. 

v-* He had a note in his hand and also a message to give. 
The authorities were already at the cottage; the Pretore of 
Marechiaro with his Cancelliere, Dr Marini and the Maresciallo 
of the Carabinieri.

“ They have come already? ” Hermione said. “ So 
soon! ”

She took the note. It was from Artois.
“ There is a boy waiting, signora,” said Giuseppe. “ Gas

pare is with the Signor Pretore.”
She opened Emile’s note.
“ I cannot write anything except this—do you wish me to 

come?—E.”
“ Do I wish him to come? ” she thought.
She repeated the words mentally several times, while the 

fisherman stood by her, staring at her with sympathy. Then 
she went down to the cottage.

Dr Marini met her on the terrace. He looked embarrassed. 
He was expecting a terrible scene.

“ Signora,” he said, “ I am very sorry, but—but I am 
obliged to perform my duty.”

“Yes,” she said. “Of course. What is it?”
“ As there is a hospital in Marechiaro—”
He stopped.
“ Yes? ” she said.
“ The autopsy of the body must take place there. Other

wise I could have—”
“You have come to take him away,” she said. “ I under

stand. Very well.”
But they could not take him away these people. For he 

was gone; he had gone away into the blue.
The doctor looked relieved, though surprised, at her 

apparent nonchalance.
388
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“ I am very sorry, signora/' he said—“ very sorry.”
“ Must I see the Pretore? ” she said.
“ I am afraid so, signora. They will want to ask you a few 

questions. The body ought not to have been moved from 
the place where—”

“We could not leave him in the sea,” she said, as she had 
said in the night.

“ No, no. You will only just have to say—”
“ I will tell them what I know. He went down to bathe.” 
“Yes. But the Pretore will want to know why he went 

to Salvatore’s terreno.”
“ I suppose he bathed from there. He knew the people in 

the Casa delle Sirene, I believe.”
She spoke indifferently. It seemed to her so utterly use

less, this inquiry by strangers into the cause of her sorrow.
“ I must just write something,” she added.
She went up the steps into the sitting-room. Gaspare 

was there with three men—the Pretore, the Cancelliere and 
the Maresciallo. As she came in the strangers turned and 
saluted her with grave politeness, all looking earnestly at her 
with their dark eyes. But Gaspare did not look at her. He 
had the ugly expression on his face that Hermione had noticed 
the day before.

“Will you please allow me to write a line to a friend? ” 
Hermione said. “ Then I shall be ready to answer your 
questions.”

“ Certainly, signora,” said the Pretore; “ we are very 
sorry to disturb you, but it is our duty.”

He had grey hair and a dark moustache, and his black eyes 
looked as if they had been varnished.

Hermione went to the writing-table, while the men stood 
in silence filling up the little room.

“ What shall I say? ” she thought.
She heard the boots of the Cancelliere creak as he shifted 

his feet upon the floor. The Maresciallo cleared his throat. 
There was a moment of hesitation. Then he went to the steps 
and spat upon the terrace.

“ Don’t come yet,” she wrote, slowly.
Then she turned round.
“ How long will your inquiry take, do you think, signore? ” 
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she asked of the Pretore. “ When will—when can the funeral 
take place? ”

“ Signora, I trust to-morrow. I hope—I do not suppose 
there will be any reason to suspect, after what Dr Marini has 
told us and we have seen, that the death was anything but an 
accident—an accident which we all most deeply grieve for.”

“ It was an accident.”
She stood by the table with the pen in her hand.
“ I suppose—I suppose he must be buried in the Campo 

Santo? ” she said.
“ Do you wish to convey the body to England, signora? ”
“ Oh, no. He loved Sicily. He wished to stay always 

here, I think, although—”
She broke off.
“ I could never take him away from Sicily. But there is a 

place here—under the oak-trees. He was very fond of it.”
Gaspare began to sob, then controlled himself with a 

desperate effort, turned round and stood with his face to the 
wall.

“ I suppose if I could buy a piece of land there it could not 
be permitted—? ”

She looked at the Pretore.
“ I am very sorry, signora, such a thing could not possibly 

be allowed. If the body is buried here it must be in the 
Campo Santo.”

“ Thank you.”
She turned to the table and wrote after “ Don’t come 

yet,”—
“ They are taking him away now to the hospital in the village. 

I shall come down. I think the funeral will be to-morrow. They 
tell me he must be buried in the Campo Santo. I should have 
liked him to lie here under the oak-trees. Hermione.”

When Artois read this note tears came into his eyes.
No event in his life had shocked him so much as the death 

of Delarey.
It had shocked both his intellect and his heart. And yet 

his intellect could hardly accept it as a fact. When, early 
that morning, one of the servants of the Hotel Regina Mar
gherita had rushed into his room to tell him, he had refused to 
believe it. But then he had seen the fishermen, and finally 
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Dr Marini. And he had been obliged to believe. His natural 
impulse was to go to his friend in her trouble as she had come 
to him in his. But he checked it. His agony had been phy
sical. Hers was of the affections, and how far greater than 
his had ever been! He could not bear to think of it. A 
great and generous indignation seized him, an indignation 
against the catastrophes of life. That this should be Her
mione’s reward for her noble unselfishness roused in him some
thing that was like fury; and then there followed a more tor
turing fury against himself.

He had deprived her of days and weeks of happiness. 
Such a short span of joy had been allotted to her, and he had 
not allowed her to have even that. He had called her away. 
He dared not trust himself to write any word of sympathy. 
It seemed to him that to do so would be a hideous irony, and 
he sent the line in pencil which she had received. And then 
he walked up and down in his little sitting-room, raging 
against himself, hating himself.

In his now bitterly acute consideration of his friendship 
with Hermione he realised that he had always been selfish, 
always the egoist claiming rather than the generous donor. 
He had taken his burdens to her, not weakly, for he was not 
a weak man, but with a desire to be eased of some of their 
weight. He had always been calling upon her for sympathy, 
and she had always been lavishly responding, scattering upon 
him the wealth of her great heart.

And now he had deprived her of nearly all the golden time 
that had been stored up for her by the decree of the Gods, of 
God, of Fate, of—whatever it was that ruled, that gave and 
that deprived.

A bitterness of shame gripped him. He felt like a 
criminal. He said to himself that the selfish man is a 
criminal.

“ She will hate me,” he said to himself. “ She must. She 
can’t help it.”

Again the egoist was awake and speaking within him. He 
realised that immediately and felt almost a fear of this per
sistence of character. What is the use of cleverness, of clear 
sight into others, even of genius, when the self of a man de
clines to change, declines to be what is not despicable?
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“ Mon Dien! ” he thought, passionately. “ And even now 

I must be thinking of my cursed self ! ’
He was beset by an intensity of desire to do something foi 

Hermione. For once in his Ufe his heart, the heart she be
lieved in and he was inclined to doubt or to despise, drove him 
as it might have driven a boy, even such an one as Maurice. It 
seemed to him that unless he could do something to make 
atonement he could never be with Hermione again, could never 
bear to be with her again. But what could he do?

“ At least,” he thought, “ I may be able to spare her 
something to-day. I may be able to arrange with these 
people about the funeral, about all the practical things that are 
so frightful a burden to the living who have loved the dead, 
in the last moments before the dead are given to the custody 
of the earth.”

And then he thought of the inquiry, of the autopsy. Could 
he not help her, spare her perhaps, in connection with them?

Despite his weakness of body he felt feverishly active, 
feverishly desirous to be of practical use. If he could do 
something he would think less, too ! and there were thoughts 
which seemed furtively trying to press themselves forward in 
the chambers of his mind, but which, as yet, he was, also 
furtively, pushing back, striving to keep in the dark place 
from which they desired to emerge.

Artois knew Sicily well, and he knew that such a death as 
this would demand an inquiry, might raise suspicions in the 
minds of the authorities of Marechiaro. And in his own 
mind?

He was a mentally courageous man, but he longed now to 
leave Marechiaro, to leave Sicily at once, carrying Hermione 
with him. A great dread was not actually with him, but was 
very near to him.

Presently something, he did not know what, drew him to 
the window of his bedroom which looked out towards the main 
street of the village. As he came to it he heard a dull murmur 
of voices, and saw the Sicilians crowding to their doors and 
windows, and coming out upon their balconies.

The body of Maurice was being borne to the hospital which 
was at the far end of the town. As soon as he realised that, 
Artois closed his window. He could not look with the curious 
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on that procession. He went back into his sitting-room, 
which faced the sea. But he felt the procession going past, 
and was enveloped in the black wonder of death.

That he should be alive and Delarey dead! How extra
ordinary that was. For he had been close to death, so close 
that it would have seemed quite natural to him to die. Had 
not Hermione come to him, he thought, he would almost, at 
the crucial stage in his illness, have preferred to die. It 
would have been a far easier, far simpler act than the return 
to health and his former powers. And now he stood here 
alive, looking at the sea, and Delarey’s dead body was being 
carried to the hospital.

Was the fact that he was alive the cause of the fact that 
Delarey was dead? Abruptly one of those furtive thoughts 
had leaped forward out of its dark place and challenged him 
boldly, even with a horrible brutality. Too late now to try 
to force it back. It must be faced, be dealt with.

Again, and much more strongly than on the previous day, 
Artois felt that in Hermione’s absence the Sicilian life of the 
dead man had not run smoothly, that there had been some 
episode of which she knew nothing, that he, Artois, had been 
right in his suspicions at the cottage. Delarey had been in 
fear of something, had been on the watch. When he had sat 
by the wall he had been tortured by some tremendous anxiety.

He had gone down to the sea to bathe. That was natural 
enough. And he had been found dead under a precipice of 
rock in the sea. The place was a dangerous one, they said. 
A man might easily fall from the rock in the night. Yes; 
but why should he be there?

That thought now recurred again and again to the mind 
of Artois. Why had Delarey been at the place where he had 
met his death? The authorities of Marechiaro were going to 
inquire into that, were probably down at the sea now. Sup
pose there had been some tragic episode? Suppose they 
should find out what it was?

He saw Hermione in the midst of her grief the central 
figure of some dreadful scandal, and his heart sickened.

But then he told himself that perhaps he was being led by 
his imagination. He had thought that possible yesterday. 
To-day, after what had occurred, he thought it less likely.
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This sudden death seemed to tell him that his mind had been 
walking in the right track. Left alone in Sicily, Delarey 
might have run wild. He might have gone too far. This 
death might be a vengeance.

Artois was deeply interested in all human happenings, but 
he was not a vulgarly curious man. He was not curious now, 
he was only afraid for Hermione. He longed to protect her 
from any further grief. If there were a dreadful truth to 
know, and if, by knowing it, he could guard her more effi
ciently, he wished to know it. But his instinct was to get her 
away from Sicily at once, directly the funeral was over and the 
necessary arrangements could be made. For himself, he 
would rather go in ignorance. He did not wish to add to the 
heavy burden of his remorse.

There came at this moment a knock at his door.
“ Avanti! " he said.
The waiter of the hotel came in.
“ Signore," he said. “ The poor signora is here.”
“ In the hotel? ”
“ Si, signore. They have taken the body of the signore to 

the hospital. Everybody was in the street to see it pass. 
And now the poor signora has come here. She has taken the 
rooms above you on the little terrace."

“ The signora is going to stay here? ”
“ Si, signore. They say, if the Signor Pretore allows after 

the inquiry is over, the funeral will be to-morrow."
Artois looked at the man closely. He was a young fellow, 

handsome and gentler-looking than are most Sicilians. Artois 
wondered what the people of Marechiaro were saying. He 
knew how they must be gossiping on such an occasion. And 
then it was summer, when they have little, or nothing to do, no 
forestieri to divide their attentions and to call their ever
ready suspicions in various directions. The minds of the 
whole community must undoubtedly be fixed upon this tragic 
episode and its cause.

“ If the Pretore allows? " Artois said. “ But surely there 
can be no difficulty? The poor signore fell from the rock and 
was drowned."

“ Si, signore.”
The man stood there. Evidently he was anxious to talk.
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“ The Signor Pretore has gone down to the place now, 

signore, with the Cancelliere and the Maresciallo. They have 
taken Gaspare with them."

“ Gaspare! "
Artois thought of this boy, Maurice’s companion during 

Hermione’s absence.
“ Si, signore. Gaspare has to show them the exact place 

where he found the poor signore."
“ I suppose the inquiry will soon be over? "
” Chi lo sa? "
“ Well, but what is there to do? Whom can they inquire 

°f? It was a lonely place, wasn’t it? No one was there."
“ Chi lo sa? "
“ If there had been anyone, surely the signore would have 

been rescued at once? Did not everyone here love the 
signore? He was like one of you, wasn’t he, one of the 
Sicilians? "

“ Si, signore. Maddalena has been crying about the 
signore."

“ Maddalena? "
“ Si, signore, the daughter of Salvatore, the fisherman, 

who fives at the Casa delle Sirene."
“ Oh! "
Artois paused; then he said,—
“ Were she and her—Salvatore is her father, you say? "
“ Her father, signore."
“Were they at the Casa delle Sirene yesterday? "
Artois spoke quietly, almost carelessly, as if merely to say 

something, but without special intention.
“ Maddalena was here in the town with her relations. 

And they say Salvatore is at Messina. This morning Madda
lena went home. She was crying. Everyone saw her crying 
for the signore."

“ That is very natural if she knew him."
“ Oh, yes, signore, she knew him. Why, they were all at 

the fair of San Felice together only the day before.”
“ Then, of course, she would cry."
“ Si, signore."
The man put his hand on the door.
“ If the signora wishes to see me at any time I am here," 
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said Artois. “ But, of course, I shall not disturb her. But 
if I can do anything to help her—about the funeral, for 
instance—”

“ The signora is giving all the directions now. The poor 
signore is to be buried in the high part of the Campo Santo by 
the wall. Those who are not Catholics are buried there, and 
the poor signore was not a Catholic. What a pity! ”

“ Thank you, Ferdinando.”
The man went out slowly, as if he were reluctant to stop 

the conversation.
So the villagers were beginning to gossip already ! Ferdin

ando had not said so, but Artois knew his Sicily well enough 
to read the silences that had made significant his words. 
Maddalena had been crying for the signore. Everybody had 
seen Maddalena crying for the signore. That was enough. 
By this time the village would be in a ferment, every woman 
at her door talking it over with her next-door neighbour, 
every man in the Piazza, or in one of the wine 
shops.

Maddalena—a Sicilian girl—weeping, and Delarey’s body 
found among the rocks at night in a lonely place close to her 
cottage. Artois divined something of the truth and hated 
himself the more. The blood, the Sicilian blood in Delarey, 
had called to him in the sunshine when he was left alone, and 
he had, no doubt, obeyed the call. How far had he gone? 
How strongly had he been governed? Probably Artois would 
never know. Long ago he had prophesied, vaguely perhaps, 
still he had prophesied. And now had he not engineered 
perhaps the fulfilment of his own prophecy?

But at all costs Hermione must be spared any knowledge 
of that fulfilment.

He longed to go to her and to guard her door against the 
Sicilians. But surely in such a moment they would not speak 
to her of any suspicions, of any certainties, even if they had 
them. She would surely be the last person to hear anything, 
unless—he thought of the “ authorities ”—of the Pretore, the 
Cancelliere, the Maresciallo, and suddenly it occurred to him 
to ride down to the sea. If the inquiry had yielded any terrible 
result he might do something to protect Hermione. If not, 
he might be able to prepare her. She must not receive any 
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coarse shock from these strangers in the midst of her 
agony.

He got his hat, opened his door and went quietly down
stairs. He did not wish to see Hermione before he went. 
Perhaps he would return with his mind relieved of its heaviest 
burden, and then at least he could meet her eyes without a 
furtive guilt in his.

At the foot of the stairs he met Ferdinando.
“ Can you get me a donkey, Ferdinando? ” he said.
“ Si, signore.”
‘ I don’t want a boy. Just get me a donkey, and I shall 

go for a short ride. You say the signora has not asked for 
me? ”

“No, signore.”
“ If she does, explain to her that I have gone out, as I did 

not like to disturb her.”
Hermione might think him heartless to go out riding at 

such a time. He would risk that. He would risk anything 
to spare her the last, the nameless agony that would be hers if 
what he suspected were true, and she were to learn of it, to 
know that all these people round her knew it.

That Hermione should be outraged, that the sacredness 
of her despair should be profaned, and the holiness of her 
memories utterly polluted—Artois felt he would give his life 
willingly to prevent that.

When the donkey came he set off at once. He had drawn 
his broad-brimmed hat down low over his pale face, and he 
looked neither to right nor left, as he was carried down the long 
and narrow street, followed by the searching glances of the 
inhabitants, who, as he had surmised, were all out, engaged in 
eager conversation, and anxiously waiting for the return of 
the Pretore and his assistants, and the announcement of the 
result of the autopsy. His appearance gave them a fresh 
topic to discuss. They fell upon it like starveling dogs on a 
piece of offal found in the gutter.

Once out of the village, Artois felt a little safer, a little 
easier; but he longed to be in the train with Hermione, carry
ing her far from the chance of that most cruel fate in life—the 
fate of disillusion, of the loss of holy belief in the truth of one 
beloved.
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When presently he reached the high road by Isola Bella 

he encountered the fisherman, Giuseppe, who had spent the 
night at the Casa del Prete.

“ Are you going to see the place where the poor signore 
was found, signore? ” asked the man.

“ Si,” said Artois. “ I was his friend. I wish to see the 
Pretore, to hear how it happened. Can I? Are they there, 
he and the others ? ”

“ They are in the Casa delle Sirene, signore. They are 
waiting to see if Salvatore comes back this morning from 
Messina.”

“ And his daughter? Is she there? ”
“ Si, signore. But she knows nothing. She was in the 

village. She can only cry. She is crying for the poor 
signore.”

Again that statement. It was becoming a refrain in the 
ears of Artois.

“ Gaspare is angry with her,” added the fisherman. “ I 
believe he would like to kill her.”

“ It makes him sad to see her crying, perhaps,” said Artois. 
“ Gaspare loved the signore.”

He saluted the fisherman and rode on. But the man 
followed and kept by his side.

“ I will take you across in a boat, signore,” he said.
“ Grazie.”
Artois struck the donkey and made it trot on in the dust.
Giuseppe rowed him across the inlet and to the far side 

of the Sirens’ Isle, from which the little path wound upward 
to the cottage. Here, among the rocks, a boat was moored.

“Ecco, signore!” cried Giuseppe. “Salvatore has come 
back from Messina! Here is his boat! ”

Artois felt a pang of anxiety, of regret. He wished he had 
been there before the fisherman had returned. As he got out 
of the boat he said,—

“ Did Salvatore know the signore well? ”
“ Si, signore. The poor signore used to go out fishing 

with Salvatore. They say in the village that he gave Salva
tore much money.”

“ The signore was generous to every one.”
“ Si, signore. But he did not give donkeys to everyone.”
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“ Donkeys? What do you mean, Giuseppe? "
“ He gave Salvatore a donkey, a fine donkey. He bought 

it at the fair of San Felice."
Artois said no more. Slowly, for he was still very weak, 

and the heat was becoming fierce as the morning wore on, he 
walked up the steep path and came to the plateau before the 
Casa delle Sirene.

A group of people stood there: the Pretore, the Cancel
liere, the Maresciallo, Gaspare, and Salvatore. They seemed 
to be in strong conversation, but directly Artois appeared 
there was a silence, and they all turned and stared at him as if 
Ш wonder. Then Gaspare came forward and took off his hat.

The boy looked haggard with grief, and angry and obstinate, 
desperately obstinate.

“Signore,” he said. “You know my padrone! Tell 
them—”

But the Pretore interrupted him with an air of importance.
“It is my duty to make an inquiry,” he said. “ Who is 

this signore? ”
Artois explained that he was an intimate friend of the 

S1gnora and had known her husband before his marriage.
“ I have come to hear if you are satisfied, as no doubt you 

are, Signor Pretore,” he said, “ that this terrible death was 
caused by an accident. The poor signora naturally wishes that 
this necessary business should be finished as soon as possible. 
It is unavoidable, I know, but it can only add to her un
happiness. I am sure, signore, that you will do your best to 
conclude the inquiry without delay. Forgive me for saying 
this. But I know Sicily, and know that I can always rely on 
the chivalry of Sicilian gentlemen where an unhappy lady is 
concerned.”

He spoke intentionally with a certain pomp, and held his 
hat in his hand while he was speaking.

The Pretore looked pleased and flattered.
“ Certainly, Signor Barone,” he said. “ Certainly. We 

aU grieve for the poor signora.”
“ You will allow me to stay? ” said Artois.
“ I see no objection,” said the Pretore.
He glanced at the Cancelliere, a small, pale man, with 

restless eyes and a pointed chin that looked like a weapon.
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“ Niente, niente! ” said the Cancelliere, obsequiously.
He was reading Artois with intense sharpness. The 

Maresciallo, a broad, heavily built man, with an enormous 
moustache, uttered a deep “ Buon giorno, Signor Barone,” 
and stood calmly staring. He looked like a magnificent bull, 
with his short, strong brown neck, and low-growing hair that 
seemed to have been freshly crimped. Gaspare stood close to 
Artois, as if he felt that they were allies and must keep to
gether. Salvatore was a few paces off.

Artois glanced at him now with a carefully-concealed 
curiosity. Instantly the fisherman said,—

“ Povero signorino! Povero signorino! Mamma mia! 
and only two days ago we were all at the fair together ! And 
he was so generous, Signor Barone.” He moved a little 
nearer, but Artois saw him glance swiftly at Gaspare, like a 
man fearful of violence and ready to repel it. “ He paid for 
everything. We could all keep our soldi in our pockets. And 
he gave Maddalena a beautiful blue dress, and he gave me a 
donkey. Dio mio! We have lost a benefactor. If the poor 
signorino had lived he would have given me a new boat. He 
had promised me a boat. For he would come fishing with me 
nearly every day. He was like a compare—”

Salvatore stopped abruptly. His eyes were again on 
Gaspare.

“ And you say,” began the Pretore, with a certain heavy 
pomposity, “ that you did not see the signore at all yester
day? ”

“No, signore. I suppose he came down after I had started 
for Messina.”

“ What did you go to Messina for? ”
“ Signore, I went to see my nephew, Guido, who is in the 

hospital. He has—”
“Non fa niente! non fa niente!” interrupted the Can

celliere.
“Non fa niente! What time did you start?” said the 

Pretore.
The Maresciallo cleared his throat with great elaboration, 

and spat with power twice.
“ Signor Pretore, I do not know. I did not look at the 

clock. But it was before sunset, it was well before sunset.”
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“ And the signore only came down from the Casa del Prete 

ѴегУ late,” interposed Artois, quietly. “ I was there and 
kept him. It was quite evening before he started.”

An expression of surprise went over Salvatore’s face and 
vanished. He had realised that for some reason this stranger 
Was his ally.

“ Had you any reason to suppose the signore was coming 
to fish with you yesterday? ” asked the Pretore of Salvatore.

“No, signore. I thought as the signora was back the 
Poor signore would stay with her at the house.”

“ Naturally, naturally! ” said the Cancelliere.
“ Naturally ! It seems the signore had several times passed 

across the rocks, from which he appears to have fallen, without 
any difficulty,” remarked the Pretore.

“ Si, signore,” said Gaspare.
He looked at Salvatore, seemed to make a great effort, then 

added,—
“ But never when it was dark, signore. And I was always 

with him. He used to take my hand.”
His chest began to heave.
“ Coraggio, Gaspare! ” said Artois to him in a low voice.
His strong intuition enabled him to understand something 

°f the conflict that was raging in the boy. He had seen his 
glances at Salvatore, and felt that he was longing to fly at the 
fisherman, that he only restrained himself with agony from 
some ferocious violence.

The Pretore remained silent for a moment. It was 
evident that he was at a loss. He wished to appear acute, 
but the inquiry yielded nothing for the exercise of his 
talents.

At last he said,—
“ Did anyone see you going to Messina? Is there any 

corroboration of your statement that you started before the 
S1gnore came down here! ”

“ Do you think I am not speaking the truth, Signor 
Pretore? ” said Salvatore, proudly. “ Why should I lie? 
The poor signore was my benefactor. If I had known he was 
coming I should have been here to receive him. Why, he has 
eaten in my house ! He has slept in my house. I tell you we 
Were as brothers.”

20
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“ Si, si,” said the Cancelliere.
Gaspare set his teeth, walked away to the edge of the 

plateau, and stood looking out to sea.
“ Then no one saw you? ” persisted the Pretore.
“Non lo so,” said Salvatore. “ I did not think of such 

things. I wanted to go to Messina, so I sent Maddalena to 
pass the night in the village, and I took the boat. What 
else should I do? ”

“ Va bene! Va bene! ” said the Cancelliere.
The Maresciallo cleared his throat again. That, and the 

ceremony which invariably followed, were his only contribu
tions to this official proceeding.

The Pretore, receiving no assistance from his colleagues, 
seemed doubtful what more to do. It was evident to Artois 
that he was faintly suspicious, that he was not thoroughly 
satisfied about the cause of this death.

“ Your daughter seems very upset about all this,” he said 
to Salvatore.

“ Mamma mia! And how should she not? Why, Signoi 
Pretore, we loved the poor signore. We would have thrown 
ourselves into the sea for him. When we saw him coming 
down from the mountain to us it was as if we saw God coming 
down from Heaven.”

“ Certo! Certo! ” said the Cancelliere.
“ I think everyone who knew the signore at all grew to be 

very fond of him,” said Artois, quietly. “ He was greatly 
beloved here by everyone.”

His manner to the Pretore was very civil, even respectful- 
Evidently it had its effect upon that personage. Everyone 
here seemed to be assured that this death was merely afl 
accident, could only have been an accident. He did not 
know what more to do.

“ Va bene! ” he said, at last, with some reluctance. “ W6 
shall see what the doctors say when the autopsy is concluded- 
Let us hope that nothing will be discovered. I do not wish to 
distress the poor signora. At the same time, I must do тУ 
duty. That is evident."

" It seems to me you have done it with admirable thorough- 
ness,” said Artois.

“ Grazie, Signor Barone, grazie! ”
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“ Grazie, grazie, Signor Barone! ” added the Cancelliere.
" Grazie, Signor Barone! ” said the deep voice of the 

Maresciallo.
The authorities now slowly prepared to take their depar

ture.
"You are coming with us, Signor Barone? ” said the 

Pretore.
Artois was about to say yes, when he saw pass across the 

aperture of the doorway of the cottage the figure of a girl, 
with bent head. It disappeared immediately.

" That must be Maddalena! ” he thought.
" Scusi, signore,” he said, “ but I have been seriously ill. 

The ride down here has tired me, and I should be glad to rest 
for a few minutes longer, if—” He looked at Salvatore.

" I will fetch a chair for the signore! ” said the fisherman, 
quickly.

He did not know what this stranger wanted, but he felt 
instinctively that it was nothing that would be harmful to 
him.

The Pretore and his companions, after polite inquiries as 
to the illness of Artois, took their leave with many salutations. 
Only Gaspare remained on the edge of the plateau staring at 
the sea. As Salvatore went to fetch the chair Artois went 
over to the boy.

“ Gaspare! ” he said.
"Si! ” said the boy.
" I want you to go up with the Pretore. Go to the signora. 

Tell her the inquiry is finished. It will relieve her to know.”
"You will come with me, signore? ”
“ No.”
The boy turned and looked him full in the face.
" Why do you stay? ”

For a moment Artois did not speak. He was considering 
rapidly what to say, how to treat Gaspare. He was now sure 
that there had been a tragedy, with which the people of the 
sirens’ house were, somehow, connected. He was sure that 
Gaspare either knew or suspected what had happened, yet 
meant to conceal his knowledge despite his obvious hatred for 
the fisherman. Was the boy’s reason for this strange caution, 
this strange secretiveness, akin to his—Artois’s—desire?
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Was the boy trying to protect his padrona or the memory of 
his padrone? Artois wondered. Then he said,—

“ Gaspare, I shall only stay a few minutes. We must have 
no gossip that can get to the padrona’s ears. We understand 
each other, I think, you and I. We want the same thing. 
Men can keep silence, but girls talk. I wish to see Maddalena 
for a minute.”

“ Ma—”
Gaspare stared at him almost fiercely. But something in 

the face of Artois inspired him with confidence. Suddenly 
his reserve disappeared. He put his hand on Artois’s arm.

“ Tell Maddalena to be silent and not to go on crying, 
signore,” he said, violently. “ Tell her that if she does not 
stop crying I will come down here in the night and kill her.”

“ Go, Gaspare! The Pretore is wondering—go! ”
Gaspare went down over the edge of the land and dis

appeared towards the sea.
“ Ecco, signore! ”
Salvatore reappeared from the cottage carrying a chair 

which he set down under an olive-tree, the same tree by which 
Maddalena had stood when Maurice first saw her in the dawn.

“ Grazie.”
Artois sat down. He was very tired, but he scarcely knew 

it. The fisherman stood by him, looking at him with a sort 
of shifty expectation, and Artois, as he noticed the hard Arab 
type of the man’s face, the glitter of the small, cunning eyes, 
the nervous alertness of the thin, sensitive hands, understood 
a great deal about Salvatore. He knew Arabs well. He had 
slept under their tents, had seen them in joy and in anger, 
had witnessed scenes displaying fully their innate carelessness 
of human life. This fisherman was almost as much Arab as 
Sicilian. The blend scarcely made for gentleness. If such a 
man were wronged, he would be quick and subtle in revenge. 
Nothing would stay him. But had Maurice wronged him? 
Artois meant to assume knowledge and to act upon his assump
tion. His instinct advised him that in doing so he would be 
doing the best thing possible for the protection of Hermione.

“ Can you make much money here? ” he said, sharply yet 
carelessly.

The fisherman moved as if startled.
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“ Signore! ”
“ They tell me Sicily’s a poor land for the poor. Isn’t 

that so? ”
Salvatore recovered himself.
“ Si, signore, si, signore, one earns nothing. It is a hard 

life, Per Dio! ”
He stopped and stared hard at the stranger with his hands 

on his hips. His eyes, his whole expression and attitude said, 
What are you up to? ”

“ America is the country for a sharp-witted man to make 
his fortune in,” said Artois, returning his gaze.

“ Si, signore. Many go from here. I know many who are 
working in America. But one must have money to pay the 
ticket.”

“ Yes. This terreno belongs to you? ”
“ Only the bit where the house stands, signore. And it is 

all rocks. It is no use to anyone. And in winter the winds 
come over it. Why, it would take years of work to turn it 
mto anything. And I am not a contadino. Once I had a 
wine-shop, but I am a man of the sea.”

“ But you are a man with sharp wits. I should think 
you would do well in America. Others do, and why not you? ”

They looked at each other hard for a full minute. Then 
Salvatore said, slowly,—

“ Signore, I will tell you the truth. It is the truth. I 
Would swear it with sea-water on my lips. If I had the money 
I would go to America. I would take the first ship.”

“ And your daughter, Maddalena? You couldn’t leave 
her behind you? ”

“ Signore, if I were ever to go to America you may be sure 
I should take Maddalena with me.”

“ I think you would,” Artois said, still looking at the man 
full in the eyes. “ I think it would be wiser to take Madda
lena with you.”

Salvatore looked away.
“HI had the money, signore, I would buy the tickets to

morrow. Here I can make nothing, and it is a hard life, always 
on the sea. And in America you get good pay. A man can 
earn eight lire a day there, they tell me.”

" I have not seen your daughter yet,” Artois said, abruptly.
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“No, signore, she is not well to-day. And the Signor 

Pretore frightened her. She will stay in the house to-day.”
“ But I should like to see her for a moment.”
“ Signore, I am very sorry, but—”
Artois turned round in the chair and looked towards the 

house. The door, which had been open, was now shut.
“ Maddalena is praying, signore. She is praying to the 

Madonna for the soul of the dead signore.”
For the first time Artois noticed in the hard, bird-like face 

of the fisherman a sign of emotion, almost of softness.
* We must not disturb her, signore.”

Artois got up, and went a few steps nearer to the cottage.
“ Can one see the place where the signore’s body was 

found? ” he asked.
“ Si, signore, from the other side, among the trees.”
“ I will come back in a moment,” said Artois.
He walked away from the fisherman and entered the wood, 

circling the cottage. The fisherman did not come with him. 
Artois’s instinct had told him that the man would not care to 
come on such an errand. As Artois passed at the back of the 
cottage he noticed an open window, and paused near it in the 
long grass. From within there came the sound of a woman’s 
voice, murmuring. It was frequently interrupted by sobs. 
After a moment Artois went close to the window, and said, 
but without showing himself,—

“ Maddalena! ”
The murmuring voice stopped.
‘ Maddalena! ”

There was silence.
“ Maddalena! ” Artois said. “ Are you listening? ”
He heard a faint movement as if the woman within came 

nearer to the casement.
“ If you loved the dead signore, if you care for his memory, 

do not talk of your grief for him to others. Pray for him and 
be silent for him. If you are silent the Holy Mother will hear 
your prayers.”

As he said the last words Artois made his deep voice sound 
mysterious, mystical.

Then he went away softly among the thickly-growing 
trees.
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When he saw Salvatore again, still standing upon the 

plateau, he beckoned to him without coming into the open.
“ Bring the boat round to the inlet,” he said. “ I will 

cross from there.”
“ Si, signore.”
“ And as we cross we can speak a little more about 

America.”
The fisherman stared at him, with a faint smile that 

showed a gleam of sharp, white teeth.
“ Si, signore—a little more about America.”
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Д NIGHT and a day had passed, and still Artois had not 
1 k seen Hermione. The autopsy had been finished, and 
had revealed nothing to change the theory of Dr Marini as to 
the determining cause of death. The English stranger had 
been crossing the dangerous wall of rock, probably in dark
ness, had fallen, been stunned upon the rocks in the sea 
beneath, and drowned before he recovered consciousness.

Gaspare said nothing. Salvatore held his peace and began 
his preparations for America. And Maddalena, if she wept, 
wept now in secret; if she prayed, prayed in the lonely house 
of the sirens, near the window which had so often given a star 
to the eyes that looked down from the terrace of the Casa del 
Prete.

There was gossip in Marechiaro, and the Pretore still pre
served his air of faint suspicion. But that would probably 
soon vanish under the influence of the Cancelliere, with whom 
Artois had had some private conversation. The burial had 
been allowed, and very early in the morning of the day follow
ing that of Hermione's arrival at the hotel it took place from 
the hospital.

Few people knew the hour, and most were still asleep when 
the coffin was carried down the street, followed only by Her
mione, and by Gaspare in a black, ready-made suit that had 
been bought in the village of Cattaro. Hermione would not 
allow anyone else to follow her dead, and as Maurice had been 
a Protestant there was no service. This shocked Gaspare, 
and added to his grief, till Hermione explained that her hus
band had been of a different religion from that of Sicily, a 
religion with different rites.

“ But we can pray for him, Gaspare,” she said. “ He 
loved us, and perhaps he will know what we are doing.”

The thought seemed to soothe the boy. He kneeled down 
by his padrona under the wall of the Campo Santo by which 
Protestants were buried, and whispered a petition for the 

408
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repose of the soul of his padrone. Into the gap of earth, where 
now the coffin lay, he had thrown roses from his father’s little 
terreno near the village. His tears fell fast, and his prayer 
was scarcely more than a broken murmur of “ Povero signor
ino—povero signorino—Dio ci mandi buon riposo in Paradiso.” 
Hermione could not pray although she was in the attitude of 
supplication; but when she heard the words of Gaspare she 
murmured them too. “Buon riposo!” The sweet Sicilian 
good-night—she said it now in the stillness of the lonely dawn. 
And her tears fell fast with those of the boy who had loved 
and served his master.

When the funeral was over she walked up the mountain 
with Gaspare to the Casa del Prete, and from there, on the 
following day, she sent a message to Artois, asking him if he 
Would come to see her.

“ I don’t ask vou to forgive me for not seeing you before,” she 
wrote. “ We understand each other and do not need ex
planations. I wanted to see nobody. Come at any hour when 
you feel that you would like to. Hermione.”

Artois rode up in the cool of the day towards evening.
He was met upon the terrace by Gaspare.
“ The signora is on the mountain, signore,” he said. “ If 

you go up you will find her, the povera signora. She is all 
alone upon the mountain.”

“ I will go, Gaspare. I have told Maddalena. I think 
she will be silent.”

The boy dropped his eyes. His unreserve of the island 
had not endured. It had been a momentary impulse, and 
now the impulse had died away.

“Va bene, signore,” he muttered.
He had evidently nothing more to say, yet Artois did not 

leave him immediately.
“ Gaspare, he said, “ the signora will not stay here through 

the great heat, will she? ”
“ Non lo so, signore.”
“ She ought to go away. It will be better if she goes 

away.”
“ Si, signore. But perhaps she will not like to leave the 

povero signorino.”
Tears came into the boy’s eyes. He turned away and 
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went to the wall, and looked over into the ravine, and thought 
of many things ; of readings under the oak-trees, of the taran
tella, of how he and the padrone had come up from the fishing 
singing in the sunshine. His heart was full, and he felt dazed. 
He was so accustomed to being always with his padrone that 
he did not know how he was to go on without him. He did 
not remember his former life, before the padrone came. 
Everything seemed to have begun for him on that morning 
when the train with the padrone and the padrona in it ran 
into the station of Cattaro. And now everything seemed to 
have finished.

Artois did not say any more to him, but walked slowly up 
the mountain leaning on his stick. Close to the top, by a 
heap of stones that was something like a cairn, he saw pre
sently a woman sitting. As he came nearer she turned her 
head and saw him. She did not move. The soft rays of the 
evening sun fell on her, and showed him that her square and 
rugged face was pale and grave, and he thought, empty- 
looking, as if something had deprived it of its former posses
sion, the ardent vitality, the generous enthusiasm, the look of 
swiftness he had loved.

When he came up to her he could only say,—
“ Hermione, my friend—”
The loneliness of this mountain summit was a fit setting 

for her loneliness, and these two solitudes, of nature and of 
this woman’s soul, took hold of Artois and made him feel as if 
he were infinitely small, as if he could not matter to either. 
He loved nature, and he loved this woman. And of what use 
were he and his love to them?

She stretched up her hand to him, and he bent down and 
took it and held it.

“You said some day I should leave my Garden of 
Paradise, Emile.”

“ Don’t hurt me with my own words,” he said.
“ Sit by me.”
He sat down on the warm ground close to the heap of 

stones.
“ You said I should leave the garden, but I don’t think 

you meant like this. Did you? ”
“ No,” he said.
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“ I think you thought we should be unhappy together. 

Well, we were never that. We were always very happy. I 
like to think of that. I come up here to think of that, of our 
happiness, and that we were always kind and tender to each 
other. Emile, if we hadn’t been, if we had ever had even one 
quarrel, even once said cruel things to each other, I don’t 
think I could bear it now. But we never did. God did 
watch us then, I think. God was with me so long as Maurice 
was with me. But I feel as if God had gone away from me 
with Maurice, as if they had gone together. Do you think 
any other woman has ever felt like that? ”

“ I don’t think I am worthy to know how some women 
feel,” he said, almost falteringly.

“ I thought perhaps God would have stayed with me to 
help me, but I feel as if He hadn’t. I feel as if He had only 
been able to love me so long as Maurice was with me.”

“ That feeling will pass away.”
“ Perhaps when my child comes,” she said, very simply.
Artois had not known about the coming of the child, but 

Hermione did not remember that now.
“ Your child! ” he said.
“ I am glad I came back in time to tell him about the 

child,” she said. “ I think at first he was almost frightened. 
He was such a boy, you see. He was the very spirit of youth, 
wasn’t he? And perhaps that—but at the end he seemed 
happy. He kissed me as if he loved not only me. Do you 
understand, Emile? He seemed to kiss me the last time—for 
us both. Some day I shall tell my baby that.”

She was silent for a little while. She looked out over the 
great view, now falling into a strange repose. This was the 
land he had loved, the land he had belonged to.

“ I should like to hear the pastorale now,” she said, pre
sently. “ But Sebastiano ”—a new thought seemed to strike 
her. “ I wonder how some women can bear their sorrows,” 
she said. “ Don’t you, Emile? ”

“ What sorrows do you mean? ” he asked.
“ Such a sorrow as poor Lucrezia has to bear. Maurice 

always loved me. Lucrezia knows that Sebastiano loves 
someone else. I ought to be trying to comfort Lucrezia. I 
did try. I did go to pray with her. But that was before. I 
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can’t pray now, because I can’t feel sure of almost anything. 
I sometimes think that this happened without God’s meaning 
it to happen.”

“ God ! ” Artois said, moved by an irresistible impulse. 
“ And the Gods, the old pagan Gods? ”

“Ah!” she said, understanding. “We called him Mer
cury. Yes, it is as if he had gone to them, as if they had re
called their messenger. In the spring, before I went to Africa, 
I often used to think of legends, and put him—my Sicilian—”

She did not go on. Yet her voice had not faltered. There 
was no contortion of sorrow in her face. There was a sort of 
soft calmness about her almost akin to the calmness of the 
evening. It was the more remarkable in her because she was 
not usually a tranquil woman. Artois had never known her 
before in deep grief. But he had known her in joy, and then 
she had been rather enthusiastic than serene. Something of 
her eager humanity had left her now. She made upon him a 
strange impression, almost as of someone he had never pre
viously had any intercourse with. And yet she was being 
wonderfully natural with him, as natural as if she were 
alone.

“ What are you going to do, my friend? ” he said, after a 
long silence.

“ Nothing. I have no wish to do anything. I shall just 
wait—for our child.”

“ But where will you wait? You cannot wait here. The 
heat would weaken you. In your condition it would be 
dangerous.”

“ He spoke of going. It hurt me for a moment, I re
member. I had a wish to stay here forever then. It seemed 
to me that this little bit of earth and rock was the happiest 
place in all the world. Yes, I will go, Emile, but I shall come 
back. I shall bring our child here.”

He did not combat this intention then, for he was too 
thankful to have gained her assent to the departure for which 
he longed. The farther future must take care of itself.

“ I will take you to Italy, to Switzerland, wherever you 
wish to go.”

" I have no wish for any other place. But I will go some
where in Italy. Wherever it is cool and silent will do. But
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I must be far away from people; and when you have taken 
me there, dear Emile, you must leave me there.”

“ Quite alone? ”
“ Gaspare will be with me. I shall always keep Gaspare. 

Maurice and he were like two brothers in their happiness, 
know they loved each other, and I know Gaspare loves me.”

Artois only said,—
“ I trust the boy.”
The word “ trust ” seemed to wake Hermione into a 

stronger life.
“ Ah, Emile,” she said, “ once you distrusted the south. 

I remember your very words. You said, ‘ I love the south, 
but I distrust what I love, and I see the south in him.’ I want 
to tell you, I want you to know, how perfect he was always to 
me. He loved joy, but his joy was always innocent. There 
was always something of the child in him. He was uncon
scious of himself. He never understood his own beauty. He 
never realised that he was worthy of worship. His thought 
was to reverence and to worship others! He loved life and 
the sun—oh, how he loved them! I don’t think anyone can 
ever have loved life and the sun as he did, ever will love them 
as he did. But he was never selfish. He was just quite 
natural. He was the deathless boy. Emile, have you 
noticed anything about me—since? ”

“ What, Hermione? ”
“ How much older I look now. He was like my youth, 

and my youth has gone with him.” .
/* Will it not revive—when—? ”
“ No, never. I don’t wish it to. Gaspare gathered roses, 

all the best roses from his father’s little bit of land, to throw 
mto the grave. And I want my youth to lie there with my 
Sicilian under Gaspare’s roses. I feel as if that would be a 
tender companionship. I gave everything to him when he 
was alive, and I don’t want to keep anything back now. I 
Would like the sun to be with him under Gaspare’s roses. And 
yet I know he’s elsewhere. I can’t explain. But two days 
ago at dawn I heard a child playing the tarantella, and it 
seemed to me as if my Sicilian had been taken away by the 
blue, by the blue of Sicily. I shall often come back to the blue. 
I shall often sit here again. For it was here that I heard the 
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beating of the heart of youth. And there’s no other music 
like that. Is there, Emile? ”

“ No,” he said.
Had the music been wild! He suspected that the har

mony she worshipped had passed on into the hideous crash of 
discords. And whose had been the fault? Who creates 
human nature as it is ? In what workshop, of what brain, are 
forged the mad impulses of the wild heart of youth, are mixed 
together subtly the divine aspirations which leap like the 
winged Mercury to the heights, and the powerful appetites 
which lead the body into the dark places of the earth? And 
why is the Giver of the divine the permitter of those tremend
ous passions, which are not without their glory, but which 
wreck so many human lives?

Perhaps a reason may be found in the sacredness of pity. 
Evil and agony are the manure, from which spring some of 
the whitest lilies that have ever bloomed beneath that enig
matic blue which roofs the terror and the triumph of the 
world. And while human beings know how to pity, human 
beings will always believe in a merciful God.

A strange thought to come into such a mind as Artois’s! 
Yet it came in the twilight, and with it a sense of tears such 
as he had never felt before.

With the twilight had come a little wind from Etna. It 
made something near him flutter, something white, a morsel 
of paper among the stones by which he was sitting. He 
looked down and saw writing, and bent to pick the paper up.

“ Emile may leave at once, 
the tenth. We shall take that.

But there is no good boat till

Hermione’s writing!
Artois understood at once. Maurice had had Hermione’s 

letter. He had known they were coming from Africa, and he 
had gone to the fair despite that knowledge. He had gone 
with the girl who wept and prayed beside the sea.

His hand closed over the paper.
“ What is it, Emile? What have you picked up? ”
“ Only a little bit of paper.”
He spoke quietly, tore it into tiny fragments and let them 

go upon the wind.
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“ When will you come with me, Hermione? When shall 
we go to Italy? ”

“ I am saying ‘ a rivederci ’ now ”—she dropped her voice 
—“ and buon riposo.”

The white fragments blew away into the gathering night, 
separated from one another by the careful wind.

Three days later Hermione and Artois left Sicily, and 
Gaspare, leaning out of the window of the train, looked his 
last on the Isle of the Sirens. A fisherman on the beach by 
the inlet, not Salvatore, recognised the boy and waved a 
friendly hand. But Gaspare did not see him.

There they had fished! There they had bathed! There 
they had drunk the good red wine of Amato and called for 
brindisi ! There they had lain on the warm sand of the caves ! 
There they had raced together to Madre Carmela and her 
frying-pan! There they had shouted “ О sole mio! ”

There—there they had been young together !
The shining sea was blotted out from the boy’s eyes by 

tears.
“Povero signorino!” he whispered. “Povero signor

ino! ”
And then, as his “ Paese ” vanished, he added for the last 

time the words which he had whispered in the dawn by the 
grave of his padrone,—

“ Dio ci mandi buon riposo in Paradiso.”

THE END
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SHIRE. With go Illustrations of which 
i4are in colour by T.C.Gotch. Second Ed. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Bradley (J. W.). See Little Books on Art.
Braid (James) and Others. GREAT 

GOLFERS IN THE MAKING. By 
Thirty-Four Famous Players. Edited, with 
an Introduction, by Henry Leach. With 
34 Portraits. Demy 8vo. ys. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
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Brailsford (H. N.). MACEDONIA: 

ITS RACES AND ITS FUTURE. 
Illustrated. Demy ivo. 12s. 6d. net.

Brodrick (Mary) and Alorton (Anderson). 
A CONCISE HANDBOOK OF EGYP
TIAN ARCHÆOLOGV. Illustrated. Cr. 
S?'». 3J. 6d.

Brooks (E. E.), B.Sc. See Textbooks of 
Technology.

Brooks (E. W.). See Byzantine Texts.
Brown (P. H.), LL.D., Fraser Professor of 

Ancient (Scottish) History at the University 1 
of Edinburgh. SCOTLAND IN THE 
TIME OF QUEEN MARY. Demy Ivo. 
is. 6d. net.

Brown (S. E.), M.A., Camb., B.A.. B.Sc., ! 
London ; Senior Science Master at Upping- I 
ham School. A PRACTICAL CHEMIS- , 
TRY NOTE-BOOK FOR MATRICULA- 
TION AND ARMY CANDIDATES: 
Easier Experiments on the Commoner I 
Substances. Cr. s,to. is. 6d. net.

Browne (Sir Thomas). See Standard 
Library.

Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF 
JAPAN. Illustrated. Third Edition. 1 
Cr. ivo. 6x. ; also Demy ivo. 6d.

Browning (Robert). See Little Library.
Buckland (Francis T.). CURIOSITIES 

OF NATURAL HISTORY. Illustrated 
by H. B. Neilson. Cr. ivo. 3s. 6d.

Buckton (A. M.) THE BURDEN OF 
ENGELA : a Ballad-Epic. Second Edition.

. Cr. ivo. 6d. net.
KINGS IN BABYLON. A Drama. Crown 

8tw. u. net.
EAGER HEART : A Mystery Play. Fi/th I 

Edition. Cr. ivo. is. net.
Budge (E. A. Wallis). THE GODS OF 

THE EGYPTIANS. With over 100 
Coloured Plates and many Illustrations. 
Two Volumes. Royal ivo. ¿3, 3s. net.

Buist(H. Massac). THE MOTOR YEAR 
BOOK AND AUTOMOBILISTS’ 
ANNUAL FOR 1906. Demy ivo. 7s. 6d.

Bull (Paul), Army Chaplain. GOD AND ■ 
OUR SOLDIERS. Second Edition. , 
Cr. ivo. 6s.

Bulley (Miss). See Lady Dilke.
Bunyan (John). THE PILGRIM’S PRO

GRESS. Edited, with an Introduction, 
by C. H. Firth, M. A. With 39 Illustra
tions by R. Anning Bell. Cr. ivo. 6s.

See also Library of Devotion and 
Standard Library.

Burch (G. J.), M.A., F.R.S. A MANUAL 
OF ELECTRICAL SCIENCE. Ulus- 
trated. Cr. ivo. 3s.

Burgess (Gelett). GOOPS AND HOW TO 
BE THEM. Illustrated. Smallato. 6s.

Burke (Edmund). See Standard Library. 
Burn (A. E.), D.D., Rector of Handsworth 

and Prebendary of Lichfield.
See Handbooks of Theology.

Burn (J. H.), B.D. THE CHURCH
MAN’S TREASURY OF SONG. 
Selected and Edited by. Reap ivo. 3л 6d. 
net. See also Library of Devotion.

Burnand (Sir F. C.). RECORDS AND 
REMINISCENCES. With a Portrait by 
H. v. Herkomer. Cr. ivo. Fourth and 
Cheaper Edition. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Burns (Robert), THE POEMS OF. Edited 

by Andrew LANGand W. A. Craigie. With 
Portrait. Third Edition. Demy 8z/», gilt 
top. 6s.

Burnside (W. F.), M.A. OLD TESTA
MENT HISTORY FOR USE IN 
SCHOOLS. Second Edition. Cr. ivo.

Burton (Alfred). See I.P.L.
Bussell (F. W.), D.D., Fellow and Vice 

Principal of Brasenose College, Oxford. 
CHRISTIAN THEOLOGY AND SO
CIAL PROGRESS : The Bampton 
Lectures for 1905. Demy ivo 10s.6d.net.

Butler (Joseph). See Standard Library.
Caldecott (Alfred), D.D. See Handbooks 

of Theology.
Calderwood (D. S.), Headmaster of the Nor

mal School, Edinburgh. TEST CARDS 
IN EUCLID AND ALGEBRA. In three 
packets of 40, with Answers, ir. each. Or 
in three Books, price 2d., 2d., and 3d.

Cambridge (Ada) [Mrs. Cross], THIRTY 
YEARS IN AUSTRALIA. Demy ivo.

Canning (George). Sec Little Library.
Capey (E. F. H.). See Oxford Biographies.
Careless (John). See I.P.L.
Carlyle (Thomas). THE FRENCH 

REVOLUTION. Edited by C. R. L. 
Fletcher, Fellow of Magdalen College, 
Oxford. Three Volumes. Cr. ivo. r8r.

THE LIFE AND LETTERS OF OLIVER 
CROMWELL. With an Introduction 
by С. H. Firth, M.A., and Notes and 
Appendices by Mrs. S. C. Lomas. Three 
Volumes. Demy ivo. i8r. net.

CarIyle(R. M. and A. J.), M.A. See Leaders 
of Religion.

Channer (С. C.) and Roberts (M. E.). 
LACEMAKING IN THE MIDLANDS, 
PAST AND PRESENT. With 16 full
page Illustrations. Cr. ivo. 2s. 6d.

Chapman (S. J.). See Books on Business.
Chatterton (Thomas). See Standard 

Library.
Chesterfield (Lord), THE LETTERS OF, 

TO HIS SON. Edited, with an Introduc
tion by C. Strachey, and Notes by A. 
Calthrop. Two Volumes. Cr.ivo. 12s.

Chesterton(G.K.). CHARLES DICKENS. 
With two Portraits in photogravure. Fourth 
Edition. Demy ivo. 7$. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Childe (Charles P.), B.A., F.R.C.S. THE 

CONTROL OF A SCOURGE : Ok, 
How Cancer is Curable. Demy ivo. 
7s. 6d. net.
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Christian (F. W.). THE CAROLINE 
ISLANDS. With many Illustrations and 
Maps. Demy 8z/». 12 s. 6d. net.

Cicero. See Classical Translations.
Clarke(F. A.), M.A. See Leaders of Religion.
Clausen (George), A.R.A., R.W.S. AIMS 

AND IDEALS IN ART : Eight Lectures 
delivered to the Students of the Royal 
Academy of Arts. With 32 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Large Post 8®o. 5г. net.

SIX LECTURES ON PAINTING. First 
Series. With 19 Illustrations. Third 
Edition, Large Post 8rw. 3г. 6<Z. net.

Cleather (A. L.). See Wagner.
Clinch (G.). See Little Guides.
Clough (W. T.). See Junior School Books 

and Textbooks of Science.
Clouston (T. S.), M.D., C.C.D., F.R.S.E., 

Lecturer on Mental Diseases in the Uni
versity of Edinburgh. THE HYGIENE 
OF MIND. With 10 Illustrations. Fourth 
Edition. Demy8vo. 7s. 6d. net.

Coast (W. G.), B.A. EXAMINATION 
PAPERS IN VERGIL. Cr. 8vo. 2s.

Cobb (W. F.), M.A. THE BOOK OF 
PSALMS: with a Commentary. Demy8vo. 
10s. 6d. net.

Coleridge (S. T.). POEMS OF. Selected 
and Arranged by Arthur Symons. With 
a photogravure Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo. 
2S. 6d. net.

Collingwood (W. G.), M.A. THE LIFE 
OF JOHN RUSKIN. With Portraits. 
Sixth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.

Collins (W. E.), M.A. See Churchman’s 
Library.

Colonna. HYPNEROTOMACHIA POLI- 
PH1LI UBI HUMANA OMNIA NON 
NISI SOMNIUM ESSE DOCET 
ATQUE OBITER PLURIMA SCITU 
SANE QUAM DIGNA COMMEMO
RAT. An edition limited to 350 copies on 
handmade paper. Folio. ¿3, 3s. net.

Combe (William). See I.P.L.
Conrad (Joseph). THE MIRROR OF 

THE SEA: Memories and Impressions. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8-ю- 65.

Cook (A. M.), M.A., and Marchant (C. E.), 
MA. PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Selected from Greek 
and Latin Literature. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. -is. 6d.

LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Third Edition. Cr.Svo.

Cooke-Taylor (R. W.). THE FACTORY 
SYSTEM. Cr. 8vo. M. 6d.

Corelli (Marie). THE PASSING OF THE 
GREATQUEEN. Second Ed. Fcap. tfo. ir.

A CHRISTMAS GREETING. Cr. 4to. is. 
Corkran (Alice). See Little Books on Art.
Cotes (Everard). SIGNS AND POR

TENTS IN THE FAR EAST. With 24 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy 8vo. 
7s. 6d. net.

Cotes (Rosemary). DANTE'S GARDEN. 
With a Frontispiece. Second Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo. 2$. 6d.; leather, 3г. 6d. net.

BIBLE FLOWERS. With a Frontispiece 
and Plan. Fcap. 8vo. 2S. 6d. net.

Cowley (Abraham). See Little Library.
Cowper (William), THE POEMS Ob 

Edited withan Introduction and Notes.by 
J. C. Bailey, M.A. Illustrated, including 
two unpublished designs by William 
Blake. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. net.

Cox (J. Charles), LL.D., F.S.A. See Utile 
Guides, The Antiquary's Books, and Ancient

Cox '(Harold), B.A., M.P. LAND 

NATIONALISATION AND LAND 
TAXATION. Second Edition revised. 
Cr. 8rn. 3s. 6d. net.

Crabbe (George). See T.ittle Library.
Craigie(W. A.). A PRIMER OF BURNS.

Cr. 8vo. 2S. 6d.
Craik (Mrs.). See Little Library.
Crane (Capi. C. P.). See Little Guides. 
Crashaw (Richard). See Little Library. 
Crawford (F. Ü.). See Mary C. Danson.
Crofts (T. R. N.), M.A. See Simplified 

French Texts.
Cross (J. A.), M.A. THE FAITH OF 

THE BIBLE. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. net.
Cruikshank (G.). THE LOVING BAL

LAD OF LORD BATEMAN. With и 
Plates. Cr. i6»to. is. 6d. net.

Crump (B.). See Wagner.
Cunliffe (Sir F. H. E.), Fellow of All Souls' 

College, Oxford. THE HISTORY OF 
THE BOER WAR. With many Illus
trations, Plans, and Portraits. In 2 vols. 
Quarto. 15s. each.

Cunynghame (H. H.), C.B. See Connois
seur’s Library7.

Cutts(E. L.), D.D. See Leaders of Religion.
Daniell (G. W.), M.A. See Leaders of 

Religion.
Danson (Mary C.) and Crawford (F. GO- 

FATHERS IN THE FAITH. Fcap. 
8vo. is. 6d.

Dante. LA COMMEDIA DI DANTE. 
The Italian Textedited by Paget Toynbee, 
M.A.. 1 >. Litt. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. 
Translated into Spenserian Prose by C. 
Gordon Wright. With the Italian text. 
Fcap. 8vo. 2S. 6d. net.

See also Paget Toynbee, Little Library, 
Standard Library, and Warren-Vernon.

Darley (George). See Little Library.
D'Arcy (R. F.), M.A. A NEW TRIGON

OMETRY FOR BEGINNERS. With 
numerous diagrams. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d.

Davenport (Cyril). See Connoisseur's 
Library and Little Books on Art.

Davey (Richard). THE PAGEANT OF 
LONDON With 40 Illustrations in 
Colour by John Fulleylove, R. I. InTwo 
Volumes. Demy 8vo. isr. net.

Davis (H. W. С.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor 
of Balliol College, Author of ‘ Charlemagne.' 
ENGLAND UNDER THE NORMANS 
AND ANGEVINS: 1066-1272. With Maps 
and Illustrations. Demy 8vo. 10s. 6d. net.

Dawson (Nelson). See Connoisseur’s Library.
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Dawson (Mrs. N.). Sec Little Books on 
Art.

Deane (A. C.). See Little Library.
Dearmer (Mabel). A CHILD'S LIFE OF 

CHRIST. With 8 Illustrations in Colour 
by E. Fortescue-Bkickdale. Lew-ge Cr. 
Bvo. 6s.

Delbos(Leon). THE METRIC SYSTEM. 
Cr. Bvo. 2Г.

Demosthenes. AGAINST CONON AND 
GALLICI.ES. Edited by F. Darwin 
Swift, M.A. Second Edition. Ecap. 
Bvo. 2S.

Dickens (Charles). See Little Library, 
I.P.L., and Chesterton.

Dickinson (Emily). POEMS. Cr. Bvo. 
is. 6d. net.

Dickinson (G. L.), M.A, Fellow of King’s 
College, Cambridge. THE GREEK 
VIEW OF LIFE. Sixth Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 2S. 6d.

Dilke(Lady), Bulley (Miss), and Whitley 
(Miss). WOMEN’S WORK. Cr. Bvo.

Dillon (Edward). See Connoisseur’s Library 
anti Little Books on Art.

Ditchfield (P. H.), M.A., F.S.A. THE 
STORY OF OUR ENGLISH TOWNS. 
With an Introduction by Augustus 
Jessopp, D.D. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.

OLD ENGLISH CUSTOMS: Extant at 
the Present Time. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

ENGLISH VILLAGES. Illustrated. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. as. 6d. net.

THE PARISH CLERK. With 31 
Illustrations. Third Edition. Demy Bvo. 
1$. 6d. net.

Dixon (W. M.), M.A. A PRIMER OF 
TENNYSON. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo.

ENGLISH POETRY FROM BLAKE TO 
BROWNING. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo.

Doney (May). SONGS OF THE REAL.
Cr. Bvo. y. 6d. net.

A volume of poems.
Douglas (James). THE MAN IN THE 

PULPIT. Cr. Bvo. 2s. 6d. net.
Dowden (J.), D.D., Lord Bishop of Edin

burgh. See Churchman’s Library.
Drage (G.). See Books on Business.
Driver(S. R.),D.D.jD.C.L., CanonofChrist 

Church, Regius Professor of Hebrew in the 
University of Oxford. SERMONS ON 
SUBJECTS CONNECTED WITH THE 
OLD TESTAMENT. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

See also Westminster Commentaries.
Dry (Wakeling). See Little Guides.
Dryhurst (A. R.). See Little Books on Art.
Du Buisson (J. C.), M.A. See Churchman’s 

Bible.
Duguid (Charles). See Books on Business.
Dumas (Alexander). MY MEMOIRS.

Translated by E. M. Waller. With Por
traits. In Six Volumes. Cr. Bvo. 6s. each. 
Volume I.

Dunn (J. T)., D.Sc.. and Mundclla(V. A.). 
GENERAL ELEMENTARY SCIENCE. 
With 114 Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d.

Dunstan (A. E.), B.Sc. See Junior School 
Books and Textbooks of Science.

Durham (The Earl of). A REPORT ON 
CANADA. With an Introductory Note. 
Demy Bvo. 4s. 6d. net.

Dutt(W. A.). THE NORFOLK BROADS. 
With coloured Illustrations by Frank 
Southgate. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

WILD LIFE IN EAST ANGLIA. With 
16 Illustrations in colour by Frank South- 
gate, R. B.A. Second Edition. Demy 
Bvo. 7s. 6d. net.

See also Little Guides.
Earle(John), Bishop of Salisbury. MICRO- 

COSMOGRAPHIE, ок A PIECE OF 
THE WORLD DISCOVERED. Post 
16»IO. 2S net.

Edmonds (Major J. E.). See W. B. Wood.
Edwards (Clement), M.P. RAILWAY 

NATIONALIZATION. Second Edition 
Revised. Crown Bvo. 2$. 6d. net.

Edwards (W. Douglas). See Commercial 
Series.

Egan (Pierce). See I.P.L.
Egerton (H. E.), M.A. A HISTORY OF 

BRITISH COLONIAL POLICY. New 
and Cheaper Issue. Demy Bvo. ?ƒ. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Ellaby (C. G.). See Little Guides.
Ellerton (F. G.). Sec S. J. Stone.
Ellwood (Thomas), THE HISTORY OF 

THE LIFE OF. Edited by C. G. Crump, 
M.A. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Epictetus. See Aurelius.
Erasmus. A Book called in Latin EN

CHIRIDION MILITIS CHRISTIANI, 
and in English the Manual of the Christian 
Knight.

From the edition printed by Wynken de 
Worde, 1533. Reap. Bvo. jr. 6d. net.

Fairbrother(W. H.), M.A. THE PHILO
SOPHY OF T. H. GREEN. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 3$. 6d.

Farrer (Reginald). THE GARDEN OF 
ASIA. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Fea (Allan). SOME BEAUTIES OF THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. With 
82 Illustrations. Second Edition. Demy 
Bvo. 12s. 6d. net.

Ferrier (Susan). See Little Library.
Fidler (T. Claxton), M.Inst. C.E. See 

Books on Business.
Fielding (Henry). See Standard Library.
Finn(S. W.), M.A. See Junior Examination 

Senes.
Firth (J. B.). See Little Guides.
Firth (C. H.), M.A. CROMWELL’S 

ARMY: A History of the English Soldier 
during the Civil Wars, the Commonwealth, 
and the Protectorate. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
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Fisher (G. W.), M.A. ANNALS OF 
SHREWSBURY SCHOOL. Illustrated. 
¡lemy Bvo. lo». 6d.

FitzGerald (Edward). THE RUBÁIYAT 
OF OMAR KHAYYAM. Printed from 
the Fifth and last Edition. With a Com
mentary by Mrs. Stephen Batson, and a 
Biography of Omar by E. D. Ross. Cr. 
Вго. 6s. See also Miniature Library.

FitzGerald(H. P ). A CONCISE HAND
BOOK OF CLIMBERS, TWINERS, 
AND WALL SHRUBS. Illustrated. 
Fcap. 8г’с. у. 6<Z. net.

Fitzpatrick (S. A. O.). See Ancient Cities.
Flecker (W. H.), M.A., D.C.L., Headmaster 

of the Dean Close School, Cheltenham. 
THE STUDENTS PRAYER BOOK. 
The Text ok Morning and Evening 
Prayer and Litany. With an Introduc
tion and Notes. Cr. Bvo. 2S. 6d.

Flux (A. W.), M.A., William Dow Professor 
of Political Economy in M'Gill University, 
Montreal. ECONOMIC PRINCIPLES^ 
Dony Bvo. 7«. 6d. net.

Fortescue (Mrs. G.). See Little Books on Art.
Fraser (David). A MODERN CAM

PAIGN: OR, WAR AND WIRELESS 
TELEGRAPHY IN THE FAR EAST. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. fir.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Fraser (J. F.). ROUND THE WORLD 

ON A WHEEL. With roo Illustrations. 
Fifth Edition Cr. Bvo. 6s.

French (W.), M.A. See Textbooks of 
Science.

Freudenreich (Ed. von). DAIRY BAC
TERIOLOGY. A Short Manual for the 
Use of Students. Translated by J. R. 
Ainsworth Davis, M.A. Second Edition. 
Revised. Cr. 8г>л 2S. 6d.

Fulford (H. W.), M.A. See Churchman's 
Bible.

Gallaher (D.)and Stead (W. J.). THE 
COMPLETE RUGBY FOOTBALLER, 
ON THE NEW ZEALAND SYSTEM. 
With an Account of the Tour of the New 
Zealanders in England. With 35 Illustra
tions. Demy Bvo. ios. 6d. net.

Gallichan (W. M.). See Little Guides.
Gambado (Geoffrey, Esq.). Seel.P.L.
Gaskell (Mrs.). See Little Library and 

Standard Library.
Gasquet, the Right Rev. Abbot, O.S.B. See 

Antiquary's Books.
George(H. В.), M.A., Fellow of New College, 

Oxford. BATTLES OF ENGLISH HIS
TORY. With numerous Plans. Fourth 
Edition. Revised, with a new Chapter 
including the South African War. Cr. Bvo.

a Historical geography of the 
BRITISH EMPIRE. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. з$. 6d.

Gibbins (H. de B.), Litt.D., M.A. IN- 
DUSTRY IN ENGLAND : HISTORI- 
CAI, OUTLINES. With 5 Maps. Fourth 
Edition. Demy Bvo. ios. 6d.

THE INDUSTRIAL HISTORY OF 
ENGLAND. Thirteenth Edition. Re
vised. With Maps and Plans. Cr. Bvo. 3$- 

ENGLISH SOCIAL REFORMERS.
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 2$. 6d.

See also Commercial Series and R. A. 
Hadfield.

Gibbon (Edward). THE DECLINE AND 
FALL OF THE ROMAN EMPIRE- 
Edited with Notes, Appendices, and Map-, 
by J. B. Bury, M.A., Litt.D., Regius Pro
fessor of Greek at Cambridge. In Seven 
Volumes. Demy Bvo. Gilt top, 8s.6d. each. 
Also, Cr. Bvo. 6s. each.

MEMOIRS OF MY LIFE AND WRIT
INGS. Edited by G. Birkbeck Hill, 
LL.D Cr. Bvo. 6s.

See also Standard Library.
Gibson (E. C. S.), D.D., Lord Bishop, of 

Gloucester. See Westminster Commentarie:-, 
Handbooks of Theology, and Oxford Bio
graphies.

Gilbert (A. R.). See Little Books on Art.
Gloag (M. R.) and Wyatt (Kate M.). A 

BOOK OF ENGLISH GARDENS. 
With 24 Illustrations in Colour. Demy 
8r-». 10T. 6d. net.

Godfrey (Elizabeth). A BOOK OF RE
MEMBRANCE. Edited by. Fcap. Bvo. 
2S. 6d. net.

Godley (A. D.), M.A., Fellow of Magdalen 
College, Oxford. LYRA FRIVOLA. 
Third Edition. F cap. Bvo. 2s. 6d.

VERSES TO ORDER. Second Edition. 
Fcap. Bvo. 2S. 6d.

SECOND STRINGS. Fcap. 8w. «. fid. 
Goldsmith (Oliver). THE VICAR OF 

WAKEFIELD. Fcap. 321110. With 10 
Plates in Photogravure by Tony Johannot. 
Leather, 2S. 6d. net.

See also I.P.L. and Standard Library.
Goodrich-Freer (A.). IN A SYRIAN 

SADDLE. Demy Bvo. 7$. 6d. net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Gorst (Rt. Hon. Sir John). THE CHIL
DREN OF THE NATION. Second 
Edition. Demy Bvo. ?s. 6d. net.

Goudge (H. L.), M.A., Principal of Well- 
Theological College. See Westminster Com
mentaries.

Graham (P. Anderson). THE RURAL 
EXODUS. Cr. Bvo. 2S. 6d.

Granger (F. S.), M.A., Litt.D. PSYCH
OLOGY. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 2$. ód.

THESOULOF A CHRISTIAN. Cr.Bio. 6».
Gray(E. M'Queen). GERMAN PASSACI 

FOR UNSEEN TRANSLATION. Cr. 
Bvo. 2S. 6d.

Gray(P. LA B.Sc. THE PRINCIPI ESO1 
MAGNETISM AND ELECTRICITY: 
an Elementary Text-Book. With 181 
Diagrams. Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d.

Green (G. Buckland), M.A., late Fellow 
of St. John's College, Oxon. NOTES ON 
GREEK AND LATIN SYNTAX. 
Second Edition. Crown Bvo. 3s. 6d.
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Oreen (E. T.), M.A. See Churchmans 

Library.
Greenidgc(A. H. J.), M.A. A HISTORY 

OF ROME: From 133-104 B.c. Demy 
Bvo. юл. 6<Z. net.

• і reen well (Dora). See Miniature Library.
Gregory (R. A.). THE VAULT OF 

HEAVEN. A Popular Introduction to 
Astronom}’. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 2s. 6d.

Gregory (Miss E. C.). See Library of 
Devotion.

Grubb (H. C.). See Textbooks of Technology.
Gwynn (M. L.). A BIRTHDAY BOOK.

New and cheaper issue. Royal Bvo. 5$. net.
Haddon (A. C.), Sc.D., F.R.S. HEAD

HUNTERS BLACK, WHITE. AND 
RROWN. With many Illustrations and a 
Map. Demy Bvo. 15г.

Hadfield (R. A.) and Gibbins (H. de B.). 
A SHORTER WORKING DAY. Cr. 
Bvo. 2S. бе/.

Hall (R. N.) and Neal (NV. G.). THE 
ANCIENT RUINS OF RHODESIA. 
Illustrated. Second Edition, revised. 
Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. net.

Hall (R. N.). GREAT ZIMBABWE. 
With numerous Plans and Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Royal Bvo. 10s. 6d. net.

Hamilton (F. J.), D-D. See Byzantine Texts. ■ 
Hammond (J. L.). CHARLES JAMES 

i' OX. DemyBvo. xos.6d.
Hannay (D.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 

THE ROYAL NAVY, 1200-1688. Illus
trated. Demy Bvo. 7s. 6d. each.

Hannay (James O.), M.A. THE SPIRI1 
AND ORIGIN OF CHRISTIAN 
MONASTICISM. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE WISDOM OFTHEDESERT. Reap. 
Bvo. 3s. 6d. net.

Hardie(Martin). See Connoisseur’s Library.
Hare (A. T.), M.A. THE CONSTRUC

TION OF LARGE INDUCTION COILS. 
With numerous Diagrams. Demy Bvo. 6s.

Harrison (Clifford). READING AND 
READERS. Fcap. Bvo. 2s. 6d.

Harvey (Alfred), M.B. See Ancient Cities.
Hawthorne(Nathaniel). See Liti le Library. I 
HEALTH, WEALTH AND WISDOM.

Cr. Bvo. is. net.
Heath (Frank R.). See Little Guides.
Heath (Dudley). See Connoisseur's Library.
Hello (Ernest). STUDIES IN SAINT- 

SHIP. Translated from the French by 
V. M. Crawford. Fcap Bvo. y. 6d.

Henderson (B. W.), Fellow of Exeter 
College, Oxford. THE LIFE AND 
PRINCIPÁTE OF THE EMPEROR 
NERO. Illustrated. New and cheaper

, issue. Demy Bvo. 7s. 6d. net.
A I INTERVALS. RcapBvo. vs. 6d. net.
Henderson (T. F.). See Little Library and 

Oxford Biographies.

Henley (NV. B.). ENGLISH IA RICS. 
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 2s. 6d. net.

Henley (NV. E.)and NVhibley (C.) A BOOK 
OF ENGLISH PROSE. Cr. Bvo. 2s. 6d. 
net.

Henson (H. H.), B.D.. Canon of NVestminster.
APOSTOLICCHR1STIANITY: Aslllus- 
trated by the Epistles of St. Paul to the 
Corinthians. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

LIGHT AND LEAVEN: Historical and 
Social Sermons. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Herbert (George). See Library of Devotion.
Herbert of Cherbury (Lord). See Minia

ture Library.
Hewins (NV. A. S.), B.A. ENGLISH 

TRADE AND FINANCE IN THE 
SEVENTEENTH CENTURY. Cr.Bvo.

Hewitt (Ethel M.) A GOLDEN DIAL. 
A Day Book of Prose and Verse. Reap. 
Bvo. 2S. 6d. net.

Heywood (NV.). PALIO AND PONTE : 
A Book of Tuscan Games. Illustrated. 
Royal Bvo. 21 r net.

See also St. Francis of Assisi.
Hill (Clare). See Textbooks of Technology.
Hill (Henry), B.A., Headmaster of the Boy s 

High School, Worcester, Cape Colony. A 
SOUTH AFRICAN ARITHMETIC. 
Cr. Bvo. з». 6d.

Hind(C. Lewis). DAYS IN CORNWALL. 
With 16 Illustrations in Colour byNViLLlAM 
Pascoe, and 20 Photographs. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Hirst (F. NV.) See Books on Business. 
HoarefJ. Douglas). ARCTIC EXPLORA- 

TION. Witli 18 Illustrations and Maps. 
Demy Bvo, 7$. 6d. net.

Hobhouse (L. T.), Fellow of C.C.C., Oxford. 
ГНЕ THEORY OF KNOWLEDGE. 
Demy Bvo. xos. 6d. net.

Hobson(J. A.), M.A. INTERNATIONAL 
TRADE : A Study of Economic Principles. 
Cr. Bvo. 2S. 6d. net.

PROBLEMS OF POVERTY. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 2s. 6d.

THE PROBLEM OF THE UNEM
PLOYED. Third Edition. Cr.Bvo. 2s.6d.

Hodgkin (T.), D.C.L. See Leaders of 
Religion.

Hodgson (Mrs. NV.) HONY TO IDENTIFY 
OLD CHINESE PORCELAIN. Second 
Edition. Post Bvo. 6s.

Hogg (Thomas Jefferson). SHELLEY 
AT OXFORD. With an Introduction by 
R. A. Streatfeild. Reap. Bvo. 2s. net.

Holden-Stone (G. de). See Books on 
Business.

Holdich (Sir T. H.), K.C.l.E. THE 
INDIAN BORDERLAND: being a 
Personal Recorrí of Twenty Years. Illus
trated. Demy Bvo. ios. 6<t. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
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FLORENCE AND NORTHERN TUS- 
CANY. With Coloured Illustrations by 
William Parkinson. Cr. Bvo., 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
ENGLISH LOVE POEMS. Edited with 

an Introduction. Fcap. Bvo. 3s. 6d. net.
Hutton (R. H.). See Leaders of Religion.
Hutton (W. H.), M.A. THE LIFE OF 

SIR THOMAS MORE. With Portraits. 
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. y.

See also Leaders of Religion.
Hyde(A. G.) GEORGE HERBERT AND 

HIS TIMES. With 32 Illustrations. 
Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. net.

Hyett (F. A.). A SHORT HISTORY OF 
FLORENCE. Demy Bvo. ys.6d.net.

Ibsen (Henrik). BRAND. A Drama. 
Translated by William Wilson. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. з#. 6d.

Inge (W. R.), M.A., Fellow and Tutor of 
Hertford College, Oxford. CHRISTIAN 
MYSTICISM. The Bampton Lectures for 
1899. Demy Bvo. 12s. 6d. net. See also 
Library of Devotion.

lnnes(A. D.), M.A. X HISTORY OF THE 
BRITISH IN INDIA. With Maps and 
Plans. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

ENGLAND UNDER THE TUDORS. 
With Maps. Demy Bvo. tar. 6d. net.

Jackson (C. E.), B.A. See Textbooks of 
Science.

Jackson (S.), M.A. See Commercial Series.
Jackson (F. Hamilton). See Little Guides.
Jacob (F.), M.A. See Junior Examination 

Series.
James (W. H. N.), A.R.C.S., A.I.E.E. See 

Textbooks of Technology.
Jeans (J. Stephen). TRUSTS, POOLS, 

AND CORNERS. Cr. Bvo. as. 6d.
See also Books on Business.

Jeffreys(D. Gwyn). DOLLY’S THEATRI
CALS. Described and Illustrated with 24 
Coloured Pictures. SuperRoyal 16mo.2s.6d.

Jenks (E.), M.A., Reader of Law in the 
University of Oxford. ENGLISH LOCAL 
GOVERNMENT. Second Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. is. 6d.

Jenner (Mrs. H.). See Little Books on Art.
Jennings (Oscar), M.D., Member of the 

Bibliographical Society. EARLY WOOD- 
CUT INITIALS, containing over thirteen 
hundred Reproductions of Pictorial Letters 
of the Fifteenth and Sixteenth Centuries. 
Demy eto. 21s. net.

Jessopp (Augustus), D.D. See Leaders of 
Religion.

Jevons (F. В.), M.A., Litt. 1 J., Principal of 
Bishop Hatfield’s Hall, Durham. RE
LIGION IN EVOLUTION. Cr. Bvo. 
3$. 6d. net.

See also Churchman's Library and Hand- 
1 >ooks of Theology.

Johnson(Mrs. Barham). WILLIAM BOD
HAM DONNE AND HIS FRIENDb. 
Illustrated. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. net.

Holdsworth (W. S.). M.A. A HISTORY 
OF ENGLISH LAW. In Tu-о Volumes. 
Vol. I. Demy Bvo. xos. 6ď. net.

Holland (H. Scott), Canon of St. Paul’s 
Sec Library of Devotion.

Holt (Emily). THE SECRET OF POPU
LARITY : How to Achieve Social Success. 
Cr. Bvo. 3$. 6d. net., 

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Holyoake(G. J.). THE CO-OPERATIVE 

MOVEMENT TO-DAY. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 2S. 6d.

Hone (Nathaniel J.). See Antiquary’s Books.
Hoppner. See Little Galleries.
Horace. See Classical Translations.
Horsburgh(E. L. S.), M.A. WATERLOO : 

A Narrative and Criticism. With Plans. 
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. $s.

See also Oxford Biographies.
Horth (A. C.). See Textbooks of Technology. 
Horton(R. F.),D.D. See Leaders of Religion. 
Hosie (Alexander). MANCHURIA. With 

Illustrations and a Map. Second Edition. 
Demy Bvo. ys. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
How (F. D.). SIX GREAT SCHOOL

MASTERS. With Portraits and Illustra- I 
lions. Second Edition. Demy Bvo. ys. 6d.

Howell (A. G. Ferrers). FRANCISCAN 
DAYS. Translated and arranged by. Cr. 
Bvo. зі. 6d. net.

Howell (G.). TRADE UNIONISM—New 
and Old. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo.

Hudson (Robert). MEMORIALS OF A 
WARWICKSHIRE PARISH. Illustrated. 
Demy Bvo. 15.1. net.

Huggins (Sir William), K.C.B., O.M., 
D.C.L., F.R.S. THE ROYAL SOCIETY ; 
ok, Science in the State and in the 
Schools. With 25 Illustrations. Wide 
Royal Bvo. 44. fid. net.

Hughes (С. E.). THE PRAISE OF 
SHAKESPEARE. An English Antho
logy. With a Preface by Sidney Lee. , 
Demy 8у». гг. fid. net.

Hughes (Thomas). TOM BROWN’S 
SCHOOLDAYS. With an Introduction I 
and Notes by Vernon Rendall. Leather. 
Royal 321110. is. fid. net.

Hutchinson (Horace G.) THE NEW 
FOREST. Illustrated in colour with 
50 Pictures by Walter Tyndale and 4 
by Lucy Kemp-Welch. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Hutton (A. W.), M.A. See Leaders of 
Religion and Library of Devotion.

Hutton (Edward). THE CITIES OF 
UMBRIA. With many Illustrations, of 
which 20 are in Colour, by A. Pisa. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE CITIES OF SPAIN. Second Edition. I 

With many Illustrations, of which 24 are in 
Colour, by A. W. Remington. Demy Bvo. 
ys. (id. net.



General Literature i i

Johnston (Sir H. H.), K.C.B. BRITISH 
CENTRAL AFRICA. With nearly 200 
I (lustrations and Six Maps. Third Edition. 
Cr. Ąto. 18J. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Jones (R. Crompton), M.A. POEMS 

OF THE INNER LIFE. Selected by. 
Thirteenth Edition. Fcap.8vo. 2s.6d.net.

Jones (H.). See Commercial Series.
Jones (H. F.). See Textbooks of Science.
Jones (L. A. Atherley), K.C., M.P. THE 

MINERS’ GUIDE TO THE COAL 
MINES REGULATION ACTS. Cr. 8z-y. 
2i. 6d. net.

COMMERCE IN WAR. Royal8vo. 21s.net.
Jonson (Ben). See Standard Library.
Juliana (Lady) of Norwich. REVELA

TIONS OF DIVINE LOVE. Ed.byGKACi 
Wakkack. Second Edit. Cr. 8vo. 34. 6d.

Juvenal. See Classical Translations.
‘Kappa.’ LET YOUTH BUT KNOW: 

A Plea for Reason in Education. Cr. 8vo. 
35. 6d. net.

Kaufmann (M.). SOCIALISM AND 
MODERN THOUGHT. Second Edition. 
Cr. 81)0. 2S. 6d. net.

Keating (J. F.), D.D. THE AGAPE AND 
THE EUCHARIST. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

Keats (John). THE POEMS OF. Edited 
with Introduction and Notes by E. de Selin- 
court, M.A. Second Edition. Demy 8vo. 
7i. 6d. net.

REALMS OF GOLD. Selections from the ! 
Works of. Fcap. 8i'o. 3$. 6d. net.

See also Little Library and Standard ' 
Library.

Keble(John). THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. 
With an Introduction and Notes by W. Lock, 
D.D., Warden of Keblc College. Illustrated : 
byR. AnningBell. Third Edition. Fcap. 
8vo. 3J. 6d. ; padded morocco, 5s.

See also Library of Devotion.
Kelynack (T. N.), M.D., M.R.C.P., Hon. 

Secretary of the Society for the Study of 
Inebriety. THE DRINK PROBLEM 
IN ITS MEDICO-SOCIOLOGICAL 
ASPECT. Edited by. With 2 Diagrams. 
Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net.

Kempfs (Thomas à). THE IMITATION 
OF CHRIST. With an Introduction by 
Dean Fakkak. Illustrated by С. M. Gere.
Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d.; padded 
morocco. 5X.

Also Translated by C. Bigg, D.D. Cr. 
8vo. 3s. 6d. See also Library of Devotion 
and Standard Library.

Kennedy (Bart.). THE GREEN 
SPHINX. Cr. 8i'o. 35. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Kennedy (James Houghton), D.D., Assist

ant Lecturer in Divinity in the University of 
Dublin. ST. PAUL’S SECOND AND 
THIRD EPISTLES TO THE CORIN
THIANS. With Introduction, Dissertations 
and Notes. Cr. 8i)o. 6s.

Kimmins (C. W.), M.A. THE CHEMIS
TRY OF LIFE AND HEALTH. Ulus- 
trated. Cr. 8'Jo. as. 6d.

i Kinglake (A. W.). See Little Library.
Kipling (Rudyard). BARRACK-ROOM

BALLADS. 80/Л Thousand. Twenty’ 
second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
THE SEVEN SEAS. 63 г,/ Thousand.

Eleventh Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

I THE FIVE NATIONS. 414# Thousand.
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
DEPARTMENTAL DITTIES. Sixteenth

Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Knight (Albert E.). THE COMPLETE 
CRICKETER. Ulus. DemyZvo. 7s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Knight (H. J. C.), M.A. See Churchman's 

Bible.
Knowling (R. J.), M.A., Professor of New 

Testament Exegesis at King’s College, 
London. See Westminster Commentaries.

Lamb (Charles and Mary), THE WORKS 
OF. Edited by E. V. Lucas. Illustrated 
In Seven Volumes. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. each.

See also Little Library and E. V. Lucas.
Lambert (F. A. H.). See Little Guides. 
Lambros (Professor). See Byzantine Texts. 
Lane-Poole (Stanley). A HISTORY OF

EGYPT IN THE MIDDLE AGES. Fully 
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Langbridge(F.),M. A. BALLADSOFTHE 
BRAVE : Poems of Chivalry, Enterprise, 
Courage, and Constancy. Third Edition. 
Cr. 81Ю. 2S. 6d.

Law (William). See Library of Devotion 
and Standard Library.

Leach (Henry). THE DUKE OF DEVON
SHIRE. A Biography. With 12 Illustra
tions. Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d. net.

See also James Braid.
GREAT GOLFERS IN THE MAKING.

With 34 Portraits. Demy8vo. 7s.6d.net.
Le Braz (Anatole). THE LAND OF 

PARDONS. Translated by Frances M. 
Gostling. Illustrated in colour. Second 
Edition. Demy 8vo. 7s. 6d. net.

Lee (Captain L. Melville). AHISTORY 
OF POLICE IN ENGLAND. Cr. 8vo.
3s. 6d. net.

Leigh (Percival). THECOMIC ENGLISH 
GRAMMAR. Embellished with upwards 
of 50 characteristic Illustrations by John
Leech. Posti6mo. 2s. 6d. net.

Lewes (V. B.), M.A. AIR AND WATER.
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. as. 6d.

Lewis (Mrs. Gwyn). A CONCISE 
HANDBOOK OF GARDEN SHRUBS.
Illustrated. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. net.

Lisle (Fortunéede). See Little Bookson Art. 
LittlehaIes(H.). See Antiquary’s Books.
Lock (Walter), D.D., Warden of Keblc

College. ST. PAUL, THE MASTER- 
BUILDER. Second Ed. Cr. 8vo. 3». 6d. 

THE BIBLE AND CHRISTIAN LIFE.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

See also Leaders of Religion and Library 
of Devotion.
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Locker (F.). See Little Library.
Lodge (Sir Oliver), F.R.S. THE SUB

STANCE OF FAITH ALLIED WITH 
SCIENCE: A Catechism for Parents 
and Teachers. Seventh Ed. Cr.Svo. 2s.net.

Lofthouse (W. F.), M.A. ETHICS AND 
ATONEMENT. With a Frontispiece. 
Demy 8vo. ss. net.

Longfellow (H. W.). See Little Library.
Lorimer (George Horace). LETTERS

FROM A SELF-MADE MERCHANT 
TO HIS SON. Sixteenth Edition. Cr.8vo. 
3$.6d.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
OLD GORGON GRAHAM. Second Edition. ¡ 

Cr. 8z'o. 6s.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Lover (Samuel). See I. P. L.
E. V. L. and C. L. Ü. ENGLAND DAY BY 

DAY : Or, The Englishman's Handbook to 
Efficiency. Illustrated by Geokgb Morrow. 
Fourth Edition. Fcap. sto, is. net.

Lucas(E. V.). THE LIFE OF CHARLES 
LAMB. With 35 Illustrations. Third 
Edition. Demy 8vo. , 7s. 6d. net.

X Colonial Edition is also published.
A WANDERER IN HOLLAND. With 

many Illustrations, of which 20 are in Colour 
by Herbert Marshall. Seventh Edition. 
Cr. 8:'o. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
A WANDERER IN LONDON. With 16 

Illustrations in Colour by Nelson Dawson, 
and 36 other Illustrations. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6r.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
FIRESIDE AND SUNSHINE. Third 

Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 52.
THE OPEN ROAD : a Little Book for Way- ; 

farers. Eleventh Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. ; 
India Paper, 7s. 6d.

THE FRIENDLY TOWN : a Little Book 
for the Urbane. Third Edition, heap. I 
8vo. 52. ; India Paper, 7*. 6d.

Lucian. See Classical Translations.
Lyde(L. W.), M.A. See Commercial Series. 
Lydon (Noel S.). Seejunior School Books . 
Lyttelton (Hon. Mrs. A.). WOMEN AND 

THEIR WORK. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d.
Macaulay (Lord). CRITICAL AND HIS

TORICAL ESSAYS. Edited by F. C. Mon
tague, M.A. Three Volumes. Cr.8vo. 18s.

The only edition of this book completely 
annotated.

M‘Allen(J. E B.), M.A. See Commercial 
Series.

MacCulloch (J. A.). See Churchman - 
Library.

MacCunn (Florence A.). MARY 
STUART. With over 60 Illustrations, in
cluding a Frontispiece in Photogravure. 
Second and Cheaper Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

See also Leaders of Religion.
McDermott (E. R.). See Books on Business. 
M‘Dowali(A. S.). See Oxford Biographies. 
Mackay (A. M.). See Churchman’s Library. 
Macklin (Herbert W.), M.A. See Anti

quary’s Books.

Mackenzie (W. Leslie), M.A., M D- 
D.P.H., etc. THE HEALTH OF THE 
SCHOOLCHILD. Cr.Svo. 2s. od.

Mdlle Mori (Author of). ST. CATHER
INE OF SIENA AND HER TIMES.
With 28 Illustrations. Demy 8-го. 7s.6d.net. 

Magnus (Laurie), M.A. A PRIMER OF 
WORDSWORTH. Cr. 8г-о. 2s. 6d. 

Muhaffy (J. P.), Litt.D. A HISTORY OF 
THE EGYPT OF THE PTOLEMIES.
Fully Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Maitland(F.W.)j LL.D., Downing Professor 
of the Laws of England in the University of 
Cambridge. CAÑON LAW IN ENG
LAND. Еоуаівт'о. 7*. 6d.

Malden (H. E.), M.A. ENGLISH RE
CORDS. A Companion to the History of 
England. Cr. 87’0. 3#. 6d.

THE ENGLISH CITIZEN : HIS RIGHTS 
AND DUTIES. Seventh Edition. Cr. 
8vo. is. 6d.

See also School Histories.
Marchant (E. С.), M.A., Fellow of Peter- 

house, Cambridge. A GREEK ANTHO
LOGY Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

See also Л. M. Cook.
Marr(J. E.), F.R.S., Fellow of St John's Col

lege, Cambridge. THE SCIENTIFIC 
STUDY OF SCENERY. Second Edition.
Illustrated... Cr. 870. 6s.

AGRICULTURAL GEOLOGY. Illustrated.
Cr. Vt»o. 6s.

Marriott (J. A. R.). FALKLAND AND 
HIS TIMES. With 20 Illustrations. 
Second Ed. Demy 8vo. 7$. 6d. »iet.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Marvell (Andrew). See Little Library.
Masefield (John). SEA LIFE IN NEL

SON’S TIME. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 
32. 6d. net.

ON THE SPANISH MAIN. With 22 
Illustrations and a Map. Demy 8vo. 
10s. 6d. net.

A SAILOR'S GARLAND. Edited and 
Selected by. Cr. 87)0. y. 6d. net.

Maskell (A.). See Connoisseur’s Library.
Mason(A. J.), D.D. See LeadersofReligion.
Massee(George). THE EVOLUTION OF 

PLANT LIFE : Lower Forms. Illustrated. 
Cr. 8vo. 2S. 6d.

Masterman (C. F. G.), M.A.. MI’. 
TENNYSON AS A RELIGIOUS 
TEACHER. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Matheson (Mrs. E. F.). COUNSELS OF 
LIFE. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d. net.

May (Phil). THE PHIL MAY ALBUM- 
Second Edition. s,to. is. net.

Mellows (Emma S.). ASH0R1 STOR) 
OF ENGLISH LITERATURE. Cr. 
8z’O. 32. 6d.

Methuen (A. M. S.). THE TRAGEDY 
OF SOUTH AFRICA. Cr. 8vo. 22. net. 
Also Cr. 8vo. 3d, net.

A revised and enlarged edition of the 
author’s ‘ Peace ur War in South
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ENGLAND’S RUIN : Discussed in Six.

the Right Hon.teen Letters to the muht nun. 
Joseph Chamberlain, М-Р. Seventh Edi- 

Cr. Bvo. 3d. net.
"“•es (Eustace), M.A. UFE AFTER 

THE THEORY OF REIN- 
„ CARNATION. Cr. Bvo. 2S. 6d. net.

tvuo(J- °-)* THE LIFE AND LET- 
OF SIR JOHN EVERETT 

XV" i ^IS, Presidente!the Royal Academy.
Vitn many Illustrations, of which 2 are in 

1 hotogravure. New Edition. Dewy Bvo. 
71. 6d. net.

$ee also Little Galleries.
(G- F.). PICTORIAL GARDEN- 

G. Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d. net. 
Millis (С. T.), M.I.M.K. See Textbooks of 
Mii ech,1°logy.
m»"® (J- G.), M.A. A HISTORY OF 

ROMAN EGYPT. Fully Ulus. Cr. 8vo. 6$. 
Milton (John). A DAY BOOK OF. 

Edited by R. F. Towndrow. Fcafr. Bvo. 
3s. 6d. net.

See, also Little Library and Standard 
M. Library.
M'nchin (H. C.),M. A. See R. Peel.
Mitchell(P. Chalmers), M.A. OUTLINES 

ƒ F BIOLOGY. Illustrated. Second Edi- 
ЛЛ îl°M* <~T‘ Bt’O- 6r.
M*tton (G. E.). JANE AUSTEN AND 

her TIMES. With many Portraits and 
^lustrations. Second and Cheaper Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Moffat (Mary M.). QUEEN LOUISA OF 

PRUSSIA. With 20 Illustrations. Fourth 
, Edition. Dewy 8f<t. 7$. 6d. net.
Moil (A.).• See Books on Busiaess.

Molr(ü. M .). See Little Library.
Molinos (Dr. Michael de). See Library of 

Devotion.
Money (L. G. Chiozza), M.P. RICHES 

AND POVERTY. Third Edition. Dewy 
^"’o. 5#. net.

Montagu (Henry), Earl of Manchester. See 
Library ofDevotion.

Montaigne. A DAY BOOK OF. Edited 
by C. F. Pond. Fcap. Bvo. 31. 6d. net.

Montmorency (J. E. G. de), B.A., LL.B. 
THOMAS A KEMPIS, HIS AGE AND 
BOOK. With 22 Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Dewy Bvo. 7*. 6d. net.

Moore (H.E.). BACK TO THE LAND. 
An Inquiry into Rural Depopulation. Cr. 
Bvo. as. 6d.

Moorhouse (E. Hallam). NELSON'S 
lady Hamilton, with 5i Portraits. 
Second Edition. Demy Bvo. 7$. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published. 
Moran(ClarenceG.). See Bookson Business. 
More (Sir Thomas). See Standard Library. 
Mortili (W. R.), Oriel College, Oxford. A 

HISTORY OF RUSSIA FROM PETER 
THE GREAT TO ALEXANDER II. 
With Mapsand Plans. Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d.

Morich (R. J.)e late of Clifton College. See 
School Examination Series,

Morris (J.). THE MAKERS OF JAPAN. 
With 24 Illustrations. Dewy Bvo. 12s. 6d.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Morris (J. É.). See Little Guides.
Morton (Miss Anderson). See Miss Brod-

Moule (H. C. O.), D.D.. Lord Bishop of Dur- 
ham. See Leaders of Religion.

Muir (M. M. Pattison), M.A. THE 
CHEMISTRY OF FIRE. illustrated. 
Cr. Bvo. as. 6d.

Mundella (V. A.), M.A. See J. T. Dunn.
Munro (R.), LL.D. See Antiquary’s Books.
Naval Officer (A). See 1. P. L.
Neal(W. G.). See R. N. Hall.
Newman (Ernest). HUGO WOLF.

Demy Bvo. 6s.
Newman (George), M.D.,D.P.H.,F.R.S.F. , 

Lecturer on Public Health at St. Bartholo
mew’s Hospital, and Medical Officer of 
Health of the Metropolitan Borough of 
Finsbury. INFANT MORTALITY, A 
Social Problem. With 16 Diagrams. 
Demy Bvo. 7s. 6d. net.

Newman (J. H.) and others. See Library 
of Devotion.

Nichols (J. B. B.). See Little Library.
Nicklin (T.), M.A. EXAMINATION 

PAPERS IN THUCYDIDES. Cr. Bvo. as.
Nimrod. See I. P. L.
Norgate (G. Le Grys). THE LIFE OF 

SIR WALTER SCOTT. Illustrated. 
Demy Bvo. 7$. 6d. net.

Norregaard (B. W.). THE GREAT 
SIEGE : The Investment and Fall of Port 
Arthur. Illustrated. DemyBvo. ios.6d.net.

Norway (A. H.). NAPLES. With 25 Col
oured Illustrations by Maurice Grkifffn- 
hagen. Second Edition Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Novalis. THE DISCIPLES AT SAIS AND 
OTHER FRAGMENTS. Edited by Miss 
Una Birch. Fcap. Bvo. 3$. 6d.

Oldfield (W. J.), M.A., Prebendary of 
Lincoln. A PRIMER OF RELIGION. 
Based on the Catechism of the Church 
of England. Fcap. Bvo. as. 6d.

Oldham (F. M.), B.A. See Textbooks of 
Science.

Oliphant (Mrs.). See Leaders of Religion.
Oman(C. W. C.), M.A., Fellow of All Souls’, 

Oxford. A HISTORY OF THE ART 
OF WAR. The Middle Ages, from the 
Fourth to the Fourteenth Century. Illus
trated. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. net.

Ottley (R. L.),D.D. See Handbooks of 
Theolog)" and Leaders of Religion.

Overton (J. H.). See Leaders of Religion. 
Owen (Douglas). See Books on Business. 
Oxford(M. N.), ofGuy’s Hospital. A HAND

BOOK OF NURSING. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d.

Pakes (W. C. C.). THE SCIENCE OF 
HYGIENE. Illustrated. Demy Bvo. 15s.

Palmer(Frederick). WITH KUROKI IN 
MANCHURIA. 1 Hustrated. Third 
Edition. Demy Bvo. 7s. 6d. net.
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Parker (Gilbert). A LOVER’S DIARY.
Fca#>. 8vo. 5s.

Parkes (A. К.). SMALL LESSONS ON 
GREAT TRUTHS. Fcaý. 8vo. is. 6d.

Parkinson (John). PARADISI IN SOLE 
PARADISUS TERRESTRIS, OR A 
GARDEN OF ALL SORTS OF PLEA
SANT FLOWERS. Folio. £3, 3s. net.

Parmenter (John). HELIO-TROPES, OR 
NEW POSIES FOR SUNDIALS, 1625. 
Edited by Percival Landon. Quarto. 
3i. 6rf. net.

Parmentier (Prof. Leon). See Byzantine 
Texts.

Parsons (Mrs. Clement). GARRICK 
AND HIS CIRCLE. With 36 Illustra- 
trations. Second Edition. Demy 8vo. 
I2S. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Pascal. See Library of Devotion.
Paston (George). SOCIAL CARICzX- 

TURE IN THE EIGHTEENTH 
CENTURY. With over 200 Illustrations. 
Imperial Quarte, £2, 12s. 6d. pet.

See also Little Bookson Art and I.P.L.
LADY MARY WORTLEY MONTAGU. 

With 24 Portraits and Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Demy 8vo. 15s.net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Paterson(W. R.)(Benjamin Swift). LIFE'S 

QUESTIONINGS. Cr. 87-0. 3s. 6d. net.
Patterson (A. H.). NOTES OF AN EAST 

COAST NATURALIST. Illustrated in 
Colour by F. Southgate. Second Edition. 
Cr. St'O. 6s.

NATURE IN EASTERN NORFOLK. 
A series of observations on the Birds, 
Fishes, Mammals, Reptiles, and Stalk
eyed Crustaceans found in that neigh
bourhood, with a list of the species. With 
12 Illustrations in colour, by Frank 
Southgate. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
6s.

Peacock (N.). See Little Books on Art.
Peake (С. M. A.), F.R.H.S. A CON- 

CISE HANDBOOK OF GARDEN 
ANNUAL AND BIENNIAL PLANTS. 
With 24 Illustrations. Fcap. 8г'л 3г. 6d. net.

Peel (Robert), and Minchin (H. С.), M.A. 
OXFORD. With too Illustrations in 
Colour. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Peel (Sidney), late Fellow of Trinity College, 
Oxford, and Secretary to the Royal Com
mission on the Licensing Laws. PRACTI
CAL LICENSING REFORM. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bro. is. 6d.

Petrie (W. M. Flinders), D. C. L., LL. D., Pro- 
fessor of Egyptology at University College. 
A HISTORY OF EGYPT, from the 
Earliest Times to the Present Dav. 
Fully Illustra' d. In six volumes. Cr. 
8и>. 6s. each.

Vol. i. Prehistoric Times to XVIth 
Dynasty. Sixth Edition.

Vol. it. The XVIIth and XVIIIt” 
Dynasties. Fourth Edition.

Vol. hi. XIXth to XXXth Dynasties.
Vol. tv. The Egypt of the Ptolemies.

J. P. Mahaffy, Litt.D.
Vol. v. Roman Egypt. J. G. Milne, M.A- 
Vol. vi. Egypt in the Middle Ages.

Stanley Lane-Poole, M.A. .
RELIGION AND CONSCIENCE I> 

ANCIENT EGYPT. Illustrated. Cr- 
8vo. as. 6d. ,

SYRIA AND EGYPT, FROM THE TELL 
EL AMARNA TABLETS. Cr.8vo. 2S.6d-

EGYPTIAN TALES. Illustrated by Tris
tram Ellis. In Two Volumes. Cr. 8»#- 
u. 6d. each. . .

EGYPTIAN DECORATIVE ART. With 
120 Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

Phillips (W. A.). See Oxford Biographies-
Phillpotts (Eden). MY DEVON YEAR- 

With 38 Illustrations by J. Ley Pf.thY- 
bridge. Second and Cheaper Edition- 
Larre Cr. 8vo. 6s.

UP ALONG AND DOWN ALONG- 
Illustrated by Claude ShkppersoK- 
Cr. ^to. 5s. net.

A volume of poems.
Plarr (Victor G.). See School Histories.
Plato. See Standard Library.
Plautus. THE CAPTIVI. Edited, with 

an Introduction, Textual Notes, and a Com
mentary, by W. M. Lindsay, Fellow of 
Jesus College,Oxford. Demyivo. 10s.6d.net-

Plowden-Wardlaw (J. T.), B.A., King’s 
College, Cambridge. See School Examina
tion Series.

Podmore (Frank). MODERN SPIRI
TUALISM. Two Volumes. Demy 8»o. 
21S. net.

A History and a Criticism.
Poer (J. Patrick Le). A MODERN 

LEGIONARY. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
Pollard (Alice). See Little Books on Art.
Pollard (A. W.). OLD PICTURE BOOKS. 

Illustrated. Demy 8vo. TS.6d.net.
PoIlard(ElizaF.). See Little Books on Art.
Pollock (David), M.I.N.A. See Books on 

Business.
Potter (M. С.), M.A., F.L.S. A TEXT- 

I BOOK OF AGRICULTURAL BOTANY.
Illustrated. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 
ąs. 6d.

Power (J. O’Connor). THE MAKING 
OF AN ORATOR. Cr.8vo. 6s.

Prance (G.). See R. Wyon.
Prescott (O. L.). ABOUT MUSIC, AND 

WHAT IT IS MADE OF. Cr. 8-.-o. 
3s. 6d. net.

Price (L. L.), M.A.. Fellow of Oriel College. 
Oxon. A HISTORY OF ENGLISH 
POLITICAL ECONOMY. Fourth Edi
tion. Cr. 8-го. 2S. 6d.

Primrose (Deborah). A MODERN 
BŒOTIA. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Protheroe (Ernest). THE DOMINION 
OF MzXN. Geography in its Human- 
Aspect. With 32 full-page Illustrations. 
Cr. 8vo. as.
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Pugin and Rowlandson. THE MICRO- 1 Robinson (A. W.), M.A.
COSM OF LONDON, or London in ’ 
Miniature. With 104 Illustrations in 
colour. In Three Volumes. Small 

і л 3| 3i’ net- 
ч(А. T. Quiller Couch). THE 
GOLDEN POMP. A Procession of 
English Lyrics. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo.
2.T. 6d. net.

Vuevedo Villegas. See Miniature Library.
U.R. and E.S. THE WOODHOUSE COR

RESPONDENCE. Сг.Зтю. 6s.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Rackham (R. В.), M.A. See Westminster 
Commentaries.

Ragg (Laura M.). THE WOMEN-ART- 
ISTS OF BOLOGNA. With 20 Ulus- 

trations. Demy 8»r>. 7s. 6d. net.
Ragg (Lonsdale). B.D., Oxon. DANTE 

AND HIS ITALY. With 32 Illustra
tions largely from contemporary Frescoes 
and Documents. Demy 8vo. 12s. 6d. net.

Rahtz (F. J.), M.A B.Sc., Lecturer in 
English at Merchant Venturers’ Technical 
College, Bristol. HIGHER ENGLISH.

, Cr. 3s. 6d.
Randolph (B. W.), D.D. See Library of 

Devotion.
Rannie (D. W.), M.A. A STUDENT’S 

HISTORY OF SCOTLAND. Cr. ivo. 
3$. 6d.

Rashdall (Hastings), M.A., Fellow and 
Tutor of New College, Oxford. DOC
TRINE AND DEVELOPMENT. Cr. 
Svo. 6s.

Raven (J. J.), D.D. See Antiquary’s Books. | 
Rawstorne(Lawrence, Esq.). See I.P.L. 
Raymond (Walter). See School Histories.
A Real Paddy. See I.P.L.
Reason (W.), M.A. UNIVERSITY AND 

SOCIAL SETTLEMENTS. Cr. 8vo. 
os. 6d.

Redpath (H. A.), M.A. See Westminster 
Commentaries.

Reynolds. See Little Galleries.
Rhoades (J. F.). See Simplified French Texts. 
Rhodes (W. E .). See School Histories.
Rieu (H.), M.A. See Simplified French

Roberts (M. E.). See С. C. Channer.
Robertson (A.), D.D., Lord Bishop of 

Exeter. REGNUM DEI. The Bampton 
Lectures of rpor. Demy 8t’o. is. 6d. net.

Robertson (C. Orant). M.A., Fellow of All 
Souls’ College, Oxford, Examiner in the 
Honours School of Modern History, Oxford, 
1901-1904. SELECT STATUTES, CASES, 
AND CONSTITUTIONAL DOCU
MENTS, 1660-1832. Demy 8vo. tos. 6d. j 
net.

Robertson (C. Grant) and Bartholomew 
(J. G.), F.R.S.E., F.R.G.S. A HIS- 
TORICAL AND MODERN ATLAS OF 1 
THE BRITISH EMPIRE. DemyQuarto. I 

6d. net.
Robertson(SirG.S.),K.C.S.I. CHITRAL: I 

Тик Story of a Minor Siege. Third ' 
Edition. Illustrated. Cr. 8?-o. os. 6d. net. !

See Churchman’s

Robinson (Cecilia). THE MINISTRA 
OF DEACONESSES. With an Introduc- 
tion by the late Archbishop of Canterbury. 
Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. ,

Robinson (F. S.). See Connoisseur s Library.
Rochefoucauld (La). See Little Library.
Rodwell (G.), B.A. NEW TESI AMENI 

GREEK. A Course for Beginners. With 
a Preface by Walter Lock, D.D., Warden 
of Keble College. FcaJ>. %vo. .6«.

Roe(Fred). OLD OAK FURNITURE. With 
many Illustrations by the Author, including 
a frontispiece in colour. Demyivo. ios.6d.

Rogers (A. G. L.), M.A. See Books on 
Business.

Romney. See Little Galleries.
Roscoe (E. S.). See Little Guides.
Rose (Edward). THE ROSE READER. 

Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. os. 6d. Also in 4 
Parts. Parts I. and II. 6d. each ; Part 
III. 8d. ; Part IV. sod.

Rowntree (Joshua). THE IMPERIAL 
DRUG TRADE. A Re-Statement of 
the Opium Question. Second and 
Cheaper Edition. Cr. 8vo. 2s. net.

Royde-Smith (N. G.). THE PILLOW 
BOOK : A Garnek of Many Moons. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 4г. 6d. net.

See Junior School

THE LIFE OF 
COLLINGWOOD.

Rubie (A. E.), D.D.
Books.

Russell (W. Clark).
ADMIRAL LORD
With Illustrations by F. Brangwyn. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Sainsbury (Harrington), M.D., F.R.C.P. 
PRINCIPI A THERAPEUTICA. 
Demy 8ve. os. 6d. net.

St. Anselm. See Library of Devotion.
St. Augustine. See Library of Devotion.
St. Bernard. See Library of Devotion.
Sales (St. Francis de). See Library of 

Devotion.
St. Cyres (Viscount). See Oxford Bio

graphies.
St. Francis of Assisi. THE LITTLE 

FLOWERS OF THE GLORIOUS 
MESSER ST. FRANCIS AND HIS 
FRIARS. Newly translated by William 
Heywood. With an Introduction by A. 
G. F. Howell, and 40 Illustrations from 
Italian Painters. Demy 8vo. ss.net.

See also Standart! Library and Library of 
Devotion.

•Saki’ (H. Munro). REGINALD. Second 
Edition. leap. 8vo. os. 6d. net.

Salmon (A. L.). See Little Guides.
Sargeaunt (J.). M.A. ANNALS OF 

WESTMINSTER SCHOOL. Illustrated. 
Demy 8r’i>. 1$. 6d.

Sathas (C.). See Byzantine Texts.
Schmitt (John). See Byzantine Texts.
Scott (A. M.). WINSTON SPENCER 

CHURCHILL. With Portraits and Illus
trations. Cr. 8t o. 3s. 6d.

Scudamore (Cyril). See Little Guides.
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Sells (V. P.), M.A. THE MECHANICS 
OF DAILY LIFE. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo.

Selous (Edmund). TOMMY SMITH’S 
ANIMALS. Illustrated by G. W. Ord. 
Eighth Edition. Fcaf. 8г/». я». 6d.

School Edition, is. 6d.
TOMMY SMITH’S OTHER ANIMALS. 

With ia Illustrations by Augusta Guest. 
Second Edition. Fcał.8vo. 2s.6d.

Settle (J. H.). ANECDOTES OF 
SOLDIERS. Cr. 8г/». 3-r. 6d. net.

Shakespeare (William).
THE FOUR FOLIOS, 1623; 1632; 1664;

1685. Each ¿4, 4s- ‘»tii or a complete set, 
Z12, ns. net.

Folios 3 and 4 are ready.
Folio 2 is nearly ready.
See also Arden, Standard Library and 

Little Quarto Shakespeare.
Sharp (A.). VICTORIAN POETS. Cr. 

8г/». 2S. 6d.
Sharp (Cecil). See S. Baring-Gould.
Sharp (Mrs. E. A.). See Little Books on 

Art.
Shedlock (J. S.) THE PIANOFORTE 

SONATA. Cr. 8г/». gs.
Shelley (Percy B.). ADONAIS; an Elegy 

on the death of John Keats, Author of 
‘ Endymion,’ etc. Pisa. From the types of 
Didot, 1821. es. net.

Sheppard (H. F.), M.A. See S. Baring- 
Gould.

Sherwell (Arthur), M A. LIFE IN WEST 
LONDON. Third Edition. Ст. 8vo.

Shipley (Mary E.). AN ENGLISH 
CHURCH HISTORY FOR CHILD. 
REN. A.D. 597-1066. With a Preface by 
the Bishop of Gibraltar. With Maps and 
Illustrations. Cr. 8г/». es. 6d. net.

Sime (J.). See Little Books on Art.
Simonson (Q. A.). FRANCESCO 

GUARDI. With 4г Plates. Imperial 
ĄtO. í,2, 2S. mt.

Sketchley (R. E. D.). See Little Books on 
Art.

Skipton (H. P. K.). See Little Books on 
Art.

Sladen (Douglas). SICILY : The New 
Winter Resort. With over 200 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Cr. 8r’o. 5.Г. net.

Small (Evan), M.A. THE EARTH. An 
Introduction to Physiography. Illustrated. 
Cr. 8r/». es. 6d.

Smallwood (M. G.). See Little Books on 
Art.

Smedley(F. E.). Seel.P.L.
Smith (Adam). THE WEALTH OF 

NATIONS. Edited with an Introduction 
and numerous Notes by Edwin Cannan, 
M.A. Two voluntes. DemyBvo. 21s.net.

Smith (Horace and James). See Little 
Library.

I Smith (H. Bompas), M.A. A NEW 
JUNIOR ARITHMETIC. Crown 8г/». 
2j. With Answers, es. 6d.

Smith (R. Mudie). THOUGHTS FOR 
THE DAY. Edited by. Fea fi. Bvo. 
ЗГ. 6d. net.

Smith (Nowell C.). See W. Wordsworth.
Smith (John Thomas). A BOOK FOR 

A RAINY DAY : Or, Recollections of the 
Events of the Years 1766-1833. Edited by 
Wilfred Whitten. Illustrated, Hide 
Demy 8г/». 121. 6<Z. net.

Snell (F. J.). A BOOK OF EXMOOR. 
Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Snowden(C. E.). A HANDY DIGEST OF 
BRITISH HISTORY. Demy 8г'». 4s. 6d.

Sophocles. See Classical Translations.
Sornet (L. A.). See Junior School Books.
South (E. Wilton), M.A. See Junior School 

Books.
Southey (R.). ENGLISH SEAMEN. 

Edited by David Hannay.
Vol. I. (Howard, Clifford, Hawkins, 

Drake, Cavendish). Second Edition. Cr. 
BVO. 6s.

Vol. II. (Richard Hawkins, Grenville, 
Essex, and Raleigh). Cr. 8vo. 6s.

See also Standard Library.
Spence (С. H.), M.A. See School Examina

tion Series.
Spicer (A. D.). THE PAPER TRADE. 

With Maps and Diagrams. Demy 8г». 
12s. 6d. net.

Spooner (W. A.), M.A. See Leaders of
I Religion.

Staley (Edgcumbe). THE GUILDS OF 
FLORENCE. Illustrated. Second Edition. 
RoyalBvo. 16s. net.

Stanbridge (J. W.), B.D. See Library of 
Devotion.
‘Stancliffe.’ GOLF DO’S AN D DON I 'S.

Second Edition. Fcafi. 8г'». is.
Stead (W. J.). See D. Gallaher.
Stedman (A. M. M.), M.A.
INITIA LATINA : Easy Lessons on Elemen

tary Accidence. Ninth Edition. Fea fi. 
8г/». is.

FIRST LATIN LESSONS. Tenth Edi- 
tion. Cr. 8г/». es.

FIRST LATIN READER. With Notes 
adapted to the Shorter Latin Primer and 
Vocabulary. Seventh Ed. revised. 18m о.

EASY SELECTIONS FROM CÆSAR. 
The Helvetian War. Third Edition. 
18 mo. is.

EASY SELECTIONS FROM LIVY. The 
Kings of Rome. 1S///0. Third Edition.

EASY LATIN PASSAGES FOR UNSEEN 
TRANSLATION. Eleventh Ed. Fcafi. 
Bvo. is. 6d.

EXEMPLA LATINA. First Exercises 
in Latin Accidence. With Vocabulary, 
Third Edition. Cr. Bvo, is.
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Easy LATIN EXERCISES ON THE 
SYNTAX OF THE SHORTER AND 
REVISED LATIN PRIMER. With 
Vocabulary. Eleventh anil Cheaper Edition, 
re-written. Cr. 8vo. is. 6d. Original 
Edition, as. 6d. Kev, 3s. net.

THE LATIN COMPOUND SENTENCE : 
Rules and Exercises. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. is. 6d. With Vocabulary, as.

NOTANDA QUAEDAM : Miscellaneous 
Latin Exercises on Common Rules and 
Idioms. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 87'0. 
is. 6d. With Vocabulary, as. Key, as.

latín vocabularies for repe
tition : Arranged according to Subjects. 
Fourteenth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d.

A VOCABULARY OF LATIN IDIOMS. 
i8wo. Fourth Edition, is.

STEPS TO GREEK. Third Edition, re
vised. iSwo. IS.

X SHORTER GREEK PRIMER. Second | 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

easy g reek passages for unseen 
TRANSLATION. Fourth Edition, re
vised. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d.

GREEK VOCABULARIES FOR RE- 
PETITION. Arranged according to Sub
jects. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. is 6d.

GREEK TESTAMENT SELECTIONS. 
For the use of Schools. With Introduc
tion, Notes, and Vocabulary. Fourth 
Edition. Fcap. 8vo. as. 6d.

STEPS TO FRENCH. Eighth Edition. 
1imo. 8d.

first FRENCH LESSONS. Seventh Edi- 
tion, revised. Cr. 8г'л is.

easy french passages for un- 
SEEN TRANSLATION. Fifth Edi
tion, revised. Fcap. 8vo. is. 6d.

easy french exercises on ele
mentary SYNTAX. With Vocabu
lary. Fourth Edition. Cr. 87'0. as. 6d. 
Key. 3s. net.

FRENCH VOCABULARIES FOR RE
PETITION : Arranged according to Sub
jects. Thirteenth Edition. Fcap. 8vo. is.

See also School Examination Series.
Steel (R. Elliott), М.А., F.C.S. THE 

WORLD OF SCIENCE. With 147 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 2S.6d.

See also School Examination Series.
Stephenson (C.), of the Technical College, 

Bradford, and Suddards (F.) of the 
Yorkshire College, Leeds. ORNAMEN
TAL DESIGN FOR WOVEN FABRICS. 
Illustrated. Demy 8t'O. Third Edition.

Stephenson (J.), M.A. THE CHIEF 
TRUTHS OF THE CHRISTIAN 
FAITH. Cr. 8vo. 3ł. 6d.

Sterne (Laurence). See Little Library.
Sterry (W.). M.A. ANNALS OF ETON 

COLLEGE. Illustrated. Demy8vo. 7s.6d.
Steuart (Katherine). BY ALLAN 

WATER. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. I

A3

Stevenson (R. L.) THE LETTERS OF 
ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON TO 
HIS FAMILY AND FRIENDS. 
Selected and Edited by Sidney Colvin. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 12s.

Library Edition. De»iy8vo. 2 vols. 25s.net. 
A Colonial Edition is also published.

VAI LIMA LETTERS. With an Etched 
Portrait by William Strang. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. Buckram. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE LIFE OF R. L. STEVENSON. See 

G. Balfour.
Stevenson (M. 1.). FROM SARANAC 

TO THE MARQUESAS. Being Letters 
written by Mrs. AL I. Stevenson during 
1887-8. Cr. 87'0. 6$. net.

LETTERS FROM SAMOA, 1891-95. Edited 
and arranged by M. C. Balfour. With 
many Illustrations. Second Edition Cr. 
8vo. 6s. net.

Stoddart (Anna M.). See Oxford Bio
graphies.

Stokes (F. Q.), B.A. HOURS WITH 
RABELAIS. From the translation of Sir 
T. Urquhart and P. A. Motteux. With 
a Portrait in Photogravure. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
net.

Stone (6. J.). POEMS AND HYMNS. 
With a Memoir by F. G. Ellerton, 
M.A. With Portrait. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Storr (Vernon F.), M.A., Lecturer in 
the Philosophy of Religion in Cambridge 
University ; Examining Chaplain to the 
Archbishop of Canterbury ; formerly Fellow 
of University College, Oxford. DEVELOP
MENT AND DIVINE PURPOSE Cr. 
8vo. 5s. net.

Straker (F.). See Books on Business.
Streane (A. W.), D. D. See Churchman’s 

Bible.
Streatfeild (R. A.). MODERN MUSIC 

AND MUSICIANS. With 24 Illustra- 
lions. Second Edition. Demy 8vo. 7$. 6d.

Stroud (H.), D.Sc., M.A. PRACTICAL 
PHYSICS. With many Diagrams. Second 
Edition. 3г. net.

Strutt (Joseph). THE SPORTS AND 
PASTIMES OF THE PEOPLE OF 
ENGLAND. Illustrated by many Engrav
ings. Revised by J. Charles Cox, LL.D., 
F.S.A. Quarto. 2ir. net.

Stuart (Capt. Donald). THE STRUGGLE 
FOR PERSIA. With a Map. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Sturch (F.)., Staff Instructor to the Surrey 
County Council. MANUAL TRAINING 
DRAWING (WOODWORK). Its Prin
ciples and Application, with Solutions to 
Examination Questions, 1892-1905, Ortho
graphic, Isometric and Oblique Projection. 
With 50 Plates and 140 Figures. Foolscap.

Suddards (F.). See C. Stephenson.
Surtees (R. S.). Seel.P.L.
Symes (.1. E.), M.A. THE FRENCH 

REVOLUTION. Second Edition. Cr.Svo.
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Sympson(E. M.), M.A., M.D. SeeAncient

Tacitus. AGRICOLA. With Introduction 
Notes, Map, etc., by R. F. Davis, M.A., 
Fcat>. 8?'». as.

GERMANIA. By the same Editor. Fcap. 
8z/<?. as. See also Classical Translations.

Tallack(W.). HOWARD LETTERS AND 
MEMORIES. Demy 8z>». 10s. 6d. net.

TauleriJ.). See Library of Devotion.
Taylor (A. E.). THE ELEMENTS OF 

METAPHYSICS. Demy ivo. ios.6d.net.
Taylor (F. (1.), M.A. See Commercial Series. 
Taylor (I. A.). See Oxford Biographies.
Taylor (John W.). THE COMING OF 

THE SAINTS : Imagination and Studies 
in Early Church History and Tradition. 
With 26 Illustrations. Demy ivo. Ts.6d.net.

Taylor (T. M.), M.A., Fellow of Gonville 
and Caius College, Cambridge. A CON
STITUTIONAL AND POLITICAL 
HISTORY OF ROME. Cr.8vo. 7s. 6d.

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF. Edited, with Notes and 
an Introduction, by J. Churton Collins, 
M.A. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

IN MEMORIAM, MAUD, AND THE 
PRINCESS. Edited by J. Churton 
Collins, M.A. Cr. Bvo. 6s. See also 
Little Library.

Terry (C. S.). See Oxford Biographies. 
Thackeray (VV. M.). See Little Library. 
Theobald (F. V.), M.A. INSECT LIFE.

Illustrated. Second Edition Revised. Cr. 
8vo. as. 6d.

Thompson (A. H.). See Little Guides.
Tileston(Mary W.). DAILY STRENGTH 

FOR DAILY NEEDS. Thirteenth Edi
tion. Medium i6mo. as. 6d. net. Also an 
edition in superior binding, 6r.

Tompkins (H. W.), F.R.H.S. See Little 
Guides.

Townley (Lady Susan). MY CHINESE 
NOTE-BOOK With 16 Illustrations and 
2 Maps. Third Edition. Demy 8vo. юг. 
6d. net.

Toynbee (Paget), M.A., D.Litt. See 
Oxford Biographies.

Trench (Herbert). DEIRDRE WEDDED 
AND OTHER POEMS. Cr. Bvo. =>s.

An episode of Thirty hours delivered by 
the three voices. It deals with the love of 
Deirdre for Naris and is founded on a Gaelic 
Version of the Tragical Tale of the Sons of 
Usnach.

Trevelyan(O. M.), Fellow of Trinity College, 
Cambridge. ENGLAND UNDER THE 
STUARTS. With Maps and Plans. Second 
Edition. Demy 8vo. ros. 6d. net.

Troutbeck (G. E.). See Little Guides.
Tyler (E. A.), B.A., F.C.S. See Junior 

School Books.
Tyrrell-Gill (Frances). See Little Books

Vardon (Harry). THE COMPLETE 
GOLFER. Illustrated. Eighth Edition. 
Demy 8vo. ios. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Vaughan (Henry). See Little Library.
Vaughan (Herbert M.), B.A. (Oxon.). THE 

LAST OF THE ROYAL STUARTS, 
HENRY STUART, CARDINAL, 
DUKE OF YORK. With 20 Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d. net.

THE NAPLES RIVERIA. With 25 Illus
trations in Colour by Maurice Greiffen- 
hagen. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Voegelin (A.), M.A. See Junior Examina

tion Series.
Waddell(Col. L. A.), LL.D..C.B. LHASA 

AND ITS MYSTERIES. With a Record 
of the Expedition of 1903-1904. With 155 
Illustrations and Maps. Third and 
Cheaper Edition. Demy Bvo. 7s. 6d. net.

Wade(O. W.), D.D, OLD TESTAMENT 
HISTORY. With Maps. Fourth Edition.

Cr. 8w. 6s.
Wagner (Richard). MUSIC DRAMAS: 

Interpretations, embodying Wagner’s own 
explanations. By A. L. Clfathf.r and 
В. Crump. In Four Volumes. Fcap 8r>o. 
as. 6d. each.

Vol. 1.—The Ring of the Nibelung.
Third Edition.

Vol. il—Parsifal, Lohengrin, and 
The Holy Grail.

Vol. hi.—Tristan and Isolde.
Wall (J. C.). DEVILS. Illustrated by the 

Author and from photographs. Demy Bvo. 
4J. 6d. net. See also Antiquary's Books.

Walters (H. B.). See Little Books on Art 
and Classics of Art.

Walton (F. W.). See School Histories.
Walton (Izaac) and Cotton (Charles).

See I.P.L., Standard Library, and Little 
Library.

Warren-Vernon (Hon. William), M.A. 
READINGS ON THE INFERNO OF 
DANTE, based on the Commentary of 
Benvenuto da Imola and otherauthonties. 
With an Introduction by the Rev. Dr. 
Moore. In Two Volumes. Second Edi
tion, entirely re-written. Cr.Bvo. 15s.net.

Waterhouse (Mrs. Alfred). WITH THE 
SIMPLE-HEARTED : Little Homilies to 
Women in Country Places. Second Edition. 
Small Pott Bvo. as. net.

See also Little Library.
Weatherhead (T. С.), M.A. EXAMINA

TION PAPERS IN HORACE. Cr. Bvo. 
as. See also Junior Examination Series.

Webber (F. C.). See Textlrooks of Techno
logy.

Weir (Archibald), M.A. AN INTRO- 
DUCTION TO THE HISTORY OF 
MODERN EUROPE. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Wells (Sidney H.) See Textbooks of Science. 
Wells(J.),M.A., Fello wand Tutor ofWadham 

College. OXFORD AND OXFORD 
LIFE. Third Edition. Cr.Bvo. 3г. 6d.

A SHORT HISTORY OF ROME. Seventh 
Edition. With 3 Maps. Cr. 8vo. ;s. 6d.

See also Little Guides.
Wheldon(F. W.). A LITTLE BROTHER 

TO THE BIRDS. With 15 Illustrations,
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7 of which are by A. H. Buckland. Large 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Whibley (C). See W. E. Henley.
Whibley (L.), М.Л., Fellow of Pembroke 

College, Cambridge. GREEK OLIGAR
CHIES : THEIR ORGANISATION 
AND CHARACTER. Cr. 8»t>. 65.

Whitaker (G. H.), M.A. See Churchman’s 
Bible.

White (Gilbert). THE NATURAL 
HISTORY OF SELBORNE. Edited by 
L. C. MiAi.L, F.R.S., assisted by W. Warde 
Fowler, M.A. Cr. too. 6s.

See also Standard Library.
Whitfield (E. E.). See Commercial Series.
Whitehead (A. W.). GASPARD DE 

COL I GN V. Illustrated. Demy 8vo. 
125. 6d. net.

Whiteley (R. Lloyd), F.I.C., Principal of 
the Municipal Science School, West Brom
wich. AN ELEMENTARY TEXT- 
BOOK OF I NORGANIC CHEMISTRY.

Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d.
Whitley (Miss). See Lady Dilke.
Whitten (W.). Sec John Thomas Smith.
Whyte(A. G.), B.Sc. See Books on Business.
Wilberforce (Wilfrid). See Little Books 

on Art.
Wilde (Oscar). DE PROFUNDIS. Ninth 

Edition. Cr. too. 5s. net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

THE DUCHESS OF PADUA. Demy too. 
125. 6d. ПСІ.

POEMS. Demy too. 12s. 6d. net.
INTENTIONS. Demy too. 12s.6d.net.
SALOME, AND OTHER PLAYS. Demy 

too. ns. 6d. net.
LADY WINDERMERE’S FAN. Demy 

too. 125. 6d. net.
A WOMAN OF NO IMPORTANCE.

Demy too. 125. 6d. net.
AN IDEAL HUSBAND. Demy too. 

125. 6d. net.
THE IMPORTANCE OF BEING EAR- 

NEST. Demy too. 12s.6d.net.
A HOUSE OF POMEGRANATES and 

THE HAPPY PRINCE. Demy too. 
125. 6d. net.

LORD ARTHUR SAVILE’S CRIME and 
OTHER PROSE PIECES. Demy too.
125. 6d. net.

Wilkins (W. H.), B.A. THE ALIEN 
INVASION. Cr. too. 25. 6d.

Williams (A.). PETROL PETER: or 
Pretty Stories and Funny Pictures. Illus
trated in Colour by A. W. Mills. Demy 
sto. 35. 6d. net.

Williamson (M. O.). See Ancient Citics.
Williamson (W.). THE BRITISH 

GARDENER. Illustrated. Demy too.

Williamson (W.), B.A. See Junior Ex
amination Series, Junior School Books, and 
Beginner’s Books.

Willson (Beckies). LORD STRATH
CONA : the Story of his Life. Illustrated. 
Demy too. 7$. 6d.

A Colonial Edition is also published.

Wilmot-Buxton (E. M.). MAKERS OF 
EUROPE. Cr. 8vo. Seventh Ed. 35. 6d.

A Text-book of European History for 
Middle Forms.

TH E ANÇI ENT WORLD. With Maps and 
Illustrations. Cr. too. 3s. 6d.

See also Beginner’s Books.
Wilson( Bishop.). See Library of Devotion.
Wilson (A. J.). See Books on Business.
Wilson (H. A.). See Books on Business.
Wilson (J. A.). See Simplified French 

Texts.
Wilton (Richard), M.A. LYRA PAS

TORALIS: Songs of Nature, Church, and 
Home. Pott too. 2S. 6d.

Winbolt (S. E.), M.A. EXERCISES IN 
LATIN ACCIDENCE. Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

LATIN HEXAMETER VERSE: An Aid 
to Composition. Cr. 8vo. 3$. 6d. Kev, 
55. net.

Windle (B. C. A.), F.R.S., F.S.A. See Anti- 
quary’s Books, Little Guides, Ancient 
Cities, and School Histories.

Winterbotham 'Canon), M.A., B.Sc., 
LL.B. See Churchman’s Library.

Wood (Sir Evelyn), F.M., V.C., G.C.B., 
G.C.M.G. FROM MIDSHIPMAN TO 
FIELD-MARSHAL. With 24 Illustra
tions and Maps. T-tuo Volumes. Fourth 
Edition. Demy 8vo. 25s. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Wood (J. A. E.). See Textbooks of 

Technology.
Wood (J. Hickory). DAN LENO. Illus

trated. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
A Colonial Edition is also published.

Wood (W. Birkbeck), M. A., late Scholar of 
Worcester College, Oxford, and Edmonds 
(Maior J. E.), R.E., D.A.Q.-M.G. A 
HISTORY OF THE CIVIL WAR IN 
THE UNITED STATES. With an 
Introduction by H. Spenser Wilkinson. 
With 24 Maps and Plans. Demy 87'0. 
125. 6d. net.

Wordsworth (Christopher). See Anti
quary’s Books.

Wordsworth (W.). POEMS BY. Selected 
by Stopford A. Brooke. With 40 Illus
trations by Edmund H. New. With a 
Frontispiece in Photogravure. Demy 8vo. 
7s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.). 

See Little Library.
Wright (Arthur), D.D., Fellow of Queen’s 

College, Cambridge. See Churchman’s 
Library.

Wright (C. Gordon). Sec Dante.
Wright (J. C.). TO-DAY. Demy ібто. 

is. 6d. net.
Wright (Sophie). GERMAN VOCABU

LARIES FOR REPETITION. Fca/>. Bvo. 
is. 6d.

Wrong (George M.), Professor of History 
in the University of Toronto. THE 
EARL OF ELGIN. Illustrated. Demy 

Bvo. 75. 6d. net.
A Colonial Edition is also published.
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Revised and Enlarged Edition. Cr. 8vo.

Young (Fllson). THE COMPLETE 
MOTORIST. With 138 Illustrations. 
Sixth Edition. Demy %vo. 12s. 6d. net.

A Colonial Edition is also published.
THE JOY OF THE ROAD: An Apprecia

tion of the Motor Car. Small Demy 8vo.

Young (T. M.). THE AMERICAN
1 COTTON INDUSTRY: A Study of 

Work and Workers. Cr. 8vo. Cloth, 2S.6d. ; 
paper boards, 1». 6<Z.

Zimmern (Antonia). WHAT DO WE 
KNOW CONCERNING ELECTRI
CITY? Fcap. Svo. ss.td.net.

Wyatt (Kate NL). See M. R. Gloag.
Wylde (A. B.). MODERN ABYSSINIA.

With a Map and a Portrait. Demy 8ѵо. |

A Colonial Edition is also published.
Wyndham (Rt. Hon. George). M.P. THE 

POEMS OF WILLIAM SHAKE- 
SPEARE. With an Introduction and 
Notes. Demy 8z/». Buckram, gilt top. 
ios 6d.

Wyon (R.) and Prance (G.). THE L/XND 
OF THE BLACK MOUNTAIN. Being 
a Description of Montenegro. With 40 
Illustrations. Cr. 8vo. 2s. 6d. net. 1

Yeats (W. B.). X ROOK OF IRISH 
VERSE. Selected from Modern Writers.

Ancient Cities
General Editor, B. C. A. WINDLE, D.Sc., F.R.S.

Cr. 8vo. 45. 6d. net.
Chester. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc. F.R.S. 

Illustrated by E. H. New.
Shrewsbury. By T. Auden, M.A., F.S.A. 

Illustrated.
Canterbury. By J- C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. 

Illustrated.
Edinburgh. By M. G. Williamson, M.A. 

Illustrated by Herbert Railton.

Lincoln. By E. Mansel Sympson, M.A., 
M.D. Illustrated by E. H. New.

Bristol. By Alfred Harvey. Illustrated 
by E. H. New.

Dublin. By S. A. O. Fitzpatrick. Illustrated 
by W. C. Green.

The Antiquary’s Books
General Editor, J. CHARLES COX, LL.D., F.S.A.

Demy 8'oo.
English Monastic Life. By the Right 

Rev. Abbot Gasquet, O.S.B. Illustrated. 
Third Edition.

Remains or the Prehistoric Age in 
England. By B. C. A. Windle, D.Sc., 
F.R.S. With numerous Illustrations and 
Plans.

Old Service Books of the English 
Church. By Christopher Wordsworth, 
M.A., and Henry Little hales. With 
Coloured and other Illustrations.

Celtic Art. By J. Romilly Allen, F.S.A. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans.

Archaíology and False Antiquities.
By R. Munro, LL.D. Illustrated.

Shrines of British Saints. ByJ.C. Wall. 
With numerous Illustrations and Plans.

7 J. 6d. net.
The Rovai. Forests of England. By J. 

C. Cox, LL.D., F.S.A. Illustrated.
The Manor and Manorial Records.

By Nathaniel J. Hone. Illustrated.
English Seals. By J. Harvey Bloom. 

Illustrated.
The Domesday Inquest. By Adolphus 

Ballard, B.A., LL.B. With 27 Illustrations.
The Brasses of England. By Herbert 

W. Macklin, M.A. With many Illustrations. 
Second Edition.

Parish Like in Mediäval England By 
the Right Rev. Abbott Gasquet, O.S.B. 
With many Illustrations. Second Edition.

The Bells ok England. By Canon J. J. 
Raven, D.D., F.S.A. With Illustrations. 
Second Edition.

The Arden Shakespeare
Demy 8vo. 25. 6d. net eack volume. 

General Editor, W. J. CRAIG. 
An edition of Shakespeare in single Plays. Edited with a full Introduction, Textual 

Notes, and a Commentary at the foot of the page.
Hamlet Edited by Edward Dowden. I King Lear. Edited by W. J. Craig.
Romeo and Juliet. Edited by Edward Julius Caesar. Edited by M. Macmillan. 

Dowden. I The Tempest. Edited by Moreton Luce.

^Continued.
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Arden Shakespeare—continued.
Othello. Edited by H. C. Hart.
■I tjus Andronicus. Edited by H. B. Bail-

Çym beline. Edited by Edward Dowden.
1 he Merry Wives ok Windsor. Edited by 

H. C. Hart.
A Midsummer Night’s Dream. Edited by 

H. Cuningham.
King Henry V. Edited by H. A. Evans.
All’s Well That Ends Well. Edited by 

W. O. Brigstocke.
■Ihk Taming of the Shrew. Edited by 

R. Warwick Bond.
Timon of Athens. Edited by K. Deighton.
Measure for Measure. Edited by H. C. 

Hart.
Twelfth Night. Edited by Moreton Luce.

The Merchant of Venice. Edited by 
C. Knox Pooler.

Troilus and Cressida. Edited by K. 
Deighton.

Antony and Cleopatra. Edited by R. H. 
Case.

Love’s Labour’s Lost. Edited by H. C. 
Hart.

The Two Gentleman of Verona. R, 
Warwick Bond.

Pericles. Edited by K. Deighton.
The Comedy of Errors. Edited by H. 

Cuningham.
King Richard hi. Edited by A. H. 

Thompson.
King John. Edited by Ivor B. John.

The Beginner’s Books
Edited by W. WILLIAMSON, B.A.

Easy French Rhymes. By Henri Blouet. 
Second Edition. Illustrated. Fcap. 8»o. ií.

Easy Stories from English History. By 
Е. M. Wilmot-Buxton, Author of * Makers 
of Europe. ’ Third Edition. Cr.%DO. ir.

Easy Exercises in Arithmetic. Arranged 
by W. S. Beard. Second Edition. Fcap.

Zvo. Without Answers, lí. With Answer.-..

Easy ^Dictation and Spelling. By W.
Williamson, B.A. Fifth Ed. Fcap. Svo. is.

An Easy Poetry Book. Selected and 
arranged by W. Williamson, В.А., Author 
of ‘Dictation Passages.' Second Edition. 
Cr. 8z/<?. lí.

Books on Business
Cr. 8vo.

Torts and Docks. By Douglas Owen.
Railways. By E. R. McDermott.
The Stock Exchange. By Chas. Duguid.

Second Edition.
The Business ok Insurance. By A. J. 

Wilson.
The Electrical Industry : Lighting, 

Traction, and Power. By A. G. Whyte, 
B.Sc.

The Shipbuilding Industry: Ils History, 
Science, Practice, and Finance. By David

,. Pollock. M.I.N.A.
The Money Market. By F. Straker.
The Business Side ok Agriculture. By 

A. G. L. Rogers, М.А.
Law in Business. By H. A. Wilson.
The Brewing Industry. By Julian L.

Baker, F.I.C., F.C.S.

25. 6d. net.
The Automobile Industry. By G. de H. 

Stone.
Mining and Mining Investments. By 

‘A. Moil."
The Business of Advertising. By Clarence 

G. Moran. Barrister-at-Law. Illustrated.
Trade Unions. By G. Drage.
Civil Engineering. By T. Claxton Fidler, 

M.Inst. C.E. Illustrated.
The Iron Trade of Great Britain. By 

J. Stephen J cans. Illustrated.
Monopolies, Trusts, and Kartells. By 

F. W Hirst.
The Cotton Industry and Trade. Ry 

Prof. S. J. Chapman, Dean of the Faculty 
of Commerce in the University of Man
chester. Illustrated.

Byzantine Texts
Edited by J. B. BURY, M.A., Litt.D.

, edited by English and foreign scholars.
The History of Psellus. Edited by C. 

Sathas. DemyZvo. 15s.net.
Ecthesis Chronica. Edited by Professor 

Lambros. Demy %-oo. ns. 6d. net.
The Chronicle ok Morea. Edited by John 

Schmitt. Demy Чио. 151. net.

A series of texts of Byzantine Historians,
Zachariah of Mitylene. Translated by F.

J. Hamilton, D.D., and E. W. Brooks.
Demy ivo. I2i. 6d. net.

Evagrius. Edited by Léon Parmentier and
M. Bidez. Demy ivo. ios. 6d. net.
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The Churchman’s Bible
General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E.

Fcap. 8vo. 15. 6iZ. net each..
A series of Expositions on the Books of the Bible, which will be of service to the 

general reader in the practical and devotional study of the Sacred Text.
Each Book is provided with a full and clear Introductory Section, in which is 

stated what is known or conjectured respecting the date and occasion of the com
position of the Book, and any other particulars that may help to elucidate its meaning 
as a whole. The Exposition is divided into sections of a convenient length, corre
sponding as far as possible with the divisions of the Church Lectionary. The 
Translation of the Authorised Version is printed in full, such corrections as are 
deemed necessary being placed in footnotes.
The Epistle of St. Paul the Apostle to 

the Galatians. Edited by A. W. Robin
son, M. A. Second. Edition.

Ecclesiastes. Edited by A. W. Streane, 
D.D.

The Epistle of St. Paul the Apostle to 
the Philippians. Edited by C. R. D. 
Biggs, D.D. Second Edition.

The Epistle of St. James. Edited by 
H. W. Fulford M.A.

Isaiah. Edited by W. E. Barnes, D.D. Two 
Volumes. With Map. 25. net each.

The Epistle of St. Paul the Apostle to 
the Ephesians. Edited by G. H. Whitaker, 
M.A.

The Gospel According to St. Mark 
Edited by J. G. Du Buisson, M.A. 25. 6d.

St. Paul’s Epistles to the Colossians 
and Philemon. Edited by H. J.C. Knight, 
M.A. is.net.

The Churchman’s Library
General Editor, J. H. BURN, B.D., F.R.S.E.

Croton 8z>o.
The Beginnings of English Christianity. 

By W. E. Collins, M.A. With Map.

The Kingdom of Heaven Here and Here
after. By Canon Winterbotham, M.A.,
B. Sc., LL.B.

The Workmanship of the Prayer Book : 
Its Literary and Liturgical Aspects. By J. 
Dowden, D.D. Second Edition.

Evolution. By F. B. Jevons, M.A., Litt.D.

35. 6d. each.
Some New Testament Problems. By 

Arthur Wright, D.D. 6s.
The Churchman's Introduction to the 

Old Testament. By A. M. Mackay, B.A.

The Church of Christ. By E. T. Green, 
M.A. 65.

Comparative Theology. By J. A. Mac-
Culloch. 6s.

Classical Translations
Edited by H. F. FOX, M.A., Fellow and Tutor of Brasenose College, Oxford.

Croton 8z>o.
A series of Translations from the Greek and Latin Classics, distinguished by literary 

excellence as well as by scholarly accuracy.
Æschylus —Agamemnon Choephoroe, Eu

ménides. Translated by Lewis Campbell, 
LL.D. y.

Cicero—De Oratore I. Translated by E. N.
I'. Moor, M.A. 3*. 6d.

Cicero—Select Orations (Pro Milone, Pro 
Mureno, Philippic и., in Catilinam). Trans
lated by H. E. D. Blakiston, M.A. 55.

Cu ero—De Natura Deorum. Translated by 
F. Brooks, M.A. 35. 6d.

Cicero—De Officiis. Translated by G. B.
Gardiner, M.A. is. 6d.

Horace—The Odes and Epodes. Translated 
by A. D. Godley, M.A. is.

Lucian—Six Dialogues (Nigrinus, Icaro-Mc- 
nippus, The Cock, The Ship, The Parasite, 
The Lover of Falsehood) Translated by S. 
T. Irwin, M.A. 35. 6d.

Sophocles—Electra and Ajax. Translated by 
E. D. A. Morshead, M.A. is. 6d.

Tacitus—Agricola and Germania. Trans
lated by R. B. Townshend, is. 6d.

The Satires of Juvenal. Translated by 
S. G. Owen. is. 6d.
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Classics of Art
Edited by Dr. J. H. W. LAING

The Art of the Greeks. By H. B. Walters. I Velazquez. By A. de Beruete. With 94 
With 112 Plates and 18 Illustrations in the Plates. Wide Royal Boo. 10s. 6d. net. 
Text. Wide Royal Bro. 12s. 6d. net.

Commercial Series
Edited by H. DF. B. GIBBINS, Litt.D., M.A.

Crown 8vo.
Commercial Education in Theory and 

Practice. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. 5т.
An introduction to Methuen’s Commercial 

Series treating the question of Commercial 
Education fully from both the point of view 
of the teacher and of the parent.

British Commerce and Colonies from 
Elizabeth to Victoria. By H. de B. 
Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Third. Edition. os.

Commercial Examination Papers. By H. 
de B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. ił. 6d.

The Economics of Commerce, By H. de 
B. Gibbins, Litt.D., M.A. Second Edition, 
it. 6d.

A German Commercial Reader. By S. E. 
Bally. With Vocabulary, os.

Л Commercial Geography of the British 
Empire. By L. W. Lyde, M.A. Sixth 
Edition, os.

A Commercial Geography of Foreign 
Nations. By F. C. Boon, B.A. os.

A Primer of Business. By S. Jackson, 
M.A. Third Edition, is. 6d.

Commercial Arithmetic. By F. G. Taylor, 
M.A. Fourth Edition, is. 6d.

French Commercial Correspondence. By
S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Third 
Edition, os.

German Commercial Correspondence. By
S. E. Bally. With Vocabulary. Second 
Edition, os. 6d.

A French Commercial Reader. By S. E.
Bally. With Vocabulary. Second Edition, os.

Precis Writing and Office Correspond
ence. By E. E. Whitfield, M.A. Second 
Edition, os.

A Guide to Professions and Business.
By H. Jones, it. bd.

The Principlesof Book-keeping by Double
Entry. By J. E. B. M'Allen, M.A. os.

Commercial Law. By W. Douglas Edwards.
Second Edition, os.

The Connoisseur s Library
Wide Royal %do. 25s. net.

A sumptuous series of 20 books on art, 
illustrated in photogravure, collotype, anc 
duly treated. The first volumes are— 
Mezzotints. By Cyril Davenport. With 40

Plates in Photogravure.
Porcelain. By Edward Dillon. With 19

Plates in Colour, 20 in Collotype, and 5 in 
Photogravure.

Miniatures. By Dudley Heath. With 9 
Plates in Colour, 15 in Collotype, and 15 in 
Photogravure.

Ivories. By A. Maskell. With 80 Plates in 
Collotype and Photogravure.

English Furniture. By F. S. Robinson. 
With 160 Plates in Collotype and one in 
Photogravure. Second Edition. 

written by experts for collectors, superbly 
1 colour. The technical side of the art is

! European Enamels. By Henry H. Cunyng- 
hame, С. B. With 54 Plates in Collotype 
and Half-tone and 4 Plates in Colour.

Goldsmiths'and Silversmiths’Work. By 
Nelson Dawson. With many Plates in 
Collotype and a Frontispiece in Photo
gravure.

English Coloured Books. By Martin 
Hardie. With 28 Illustrations in Colour 
and Collotype.

Glass. By Edward Dillon. With 37 Illus
trations in Collotype and 12 in Colour.

The Library of Devotion
With Introductions and (where necessary) Notes.
Small Pott 8уо, cloth, 2s. ; leather, 2s. 6<£ net.

The Confessions of St. Augustine. Edited 
by C. Bigg, D.D. Fifth Edition.

The Christian Year. Edited by Walter 
Lock, D. D. Third Edition.

The Imitation of Christ. Edited by C. 
Bigg, D.D. Fourth Edition.

A Book of Devotions. Edited by J. W. 
Stanbridge. B.D. Second Edition.

^Continued.
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The Library of Devotion—continued.
Lyra Innocentium. Edited by Walter 

Lock, D.D.
A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy 

Life. Edited by C. Bigg, D.D. Fourth 
Edition.

The Temple. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. Second Edition.

A Guide to Eternity. Edited by J. W. 
Stanbridge, B.D.

The Psalms of David. Edited by B. W. 
Randolph, D.D.

Lyra Apostolica. By Cardinal Newman 
and others. Edited by Canon Scott Holland 
and Canon H. C. Beeching. M.A.

The Inner Way. By J. Tattler. Edited by 
A. W. Hutton, M.A.

The Thoughts of Pascal. Edited by C.
S. Jerram, M.A.

On the Love of God. By St. Francis de 
Sales. Edited by W. J. Knox-Little, M.A.

A Manual of Consolation from the 
Saints and Fathers. Edited by J. H. 
Burn, B.D.

The Song of Songs. Edited by B. Blaxland, 
M.A.

The Devotions of St. Anselm. Edited by 
C. C. J. Webb, M.A.

Grace Abounding. By John Bunyan. Edited 
by S. C. Freer, M.A.

Bishop Wilson’s Sacra Privata. Edited 
by A. E. Burn, B.D.

Lyra Sacra : A Book of Sacred Verse. 
Edited by H. C. Beeching, M.A., Canon of 
Westminster.

A DayBook fromtheSaintsand Fathers. 
Edited by J. H. Burn, B.D.

Heavenly Wisdom. A Selection from the 
English Mystics. Edited by E. C. Gregory.

Light, Life, and Love. A Selection from the 
German Mystics. Edited by W. R. I nge, M.A.

An Introduction to The Devout Life. 
By St. Francis de Sales. Translated and 
Edited by T. Barns, M.A.

Manchester al Mondo: a Contemplation 
of Death and Immortality. By Henry 
Montagu, Earl of Manchester. With an 
Introduction by Elizabeth Waterhouse, 
Editor of * A Little Book of Life and Death.' 

The Little Flowers of the Glorious 
Messer St. Francis and of his 
Friars. Done into English by W. Hey
wood. With an Introduction by A. G. 
Ferrers Howell.

The Spiritual Guide, which Disentangles 
the Soul and brings it by the Inward Way 
to the Fruition of Perfect Contemplation, 
and the Rich Treasure of Internal Peace. 
Written by Dr. Michael de Molinos, Priest. 
Translated from the Italian copy, printed at 
Venice, 1685. Edited with an Introduction 
by Kathleen Lyttelton. With a Preface by 
Canon Scott Holland.

The Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books
Fcap %vo. gj. Gd. net each, volume.

A series, in small form, of some of the famous illustrated books of fiction and 
general literature. These are faithfully reprinted from the first or best editions 
without introduction or notes. The Illustrations are chiefly in colour.

COLOURED BOOKS
Old Coloured Books. By George Paston. 

With 16 Coloured Plates. Fcaf>. 8y». is.net. 
The Life and Death of John Mytton, Esq.

By Nimrod. With 18 Coloured Plates by 
Henry Aiken and T. J. Rawlins. Fourth 
Edition.

The Life of a Sportsman. By Nimrod. 
With 35 Coloured Plates by Henry Aiken.

Handley Cross. By R. S. Surtees. With 
17 Coloured Plates and too Woodcuts in the 
Text by John Leech. Second Edition.

Mr. Sponge's Sporting Tour. By R. S. 
Surtees. With 13 Coloured Plates and 90 
Woodcuts in the Text by John Leech.

Jorrocks" Jaunts and Jollities. By R. S. 
Surtees. With 15 Coloured Plates by H. 
Aiken. Second Edition.

This volume is reprinted from the ex
tremely rare and costly edition of 1843, which 
contains Aiken’s very fine illustrations 
instead of the usual ones by Phiz.

Ask Mamma. By R. S. Surtees. With 13 
Coloured Plates and 70 Woodcuts in the 
Text by John Leech.

The Analysis of the Hunting Field. By 
R. S. Surtees. With 7 Coloured Plates by 
Henry Aiken, and 43 Illustrations on Wood.

The Tour of Dr. Syntax in Search of 
the Picturesque. By William Combe. 
With 30 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson.

The Tour of Doctor Syntax in Search 
of Consolation. By William Combe. 
With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson.

The Third Tour of Doctor Syntax in 
Search of a Wife. By William Combe. 
With24 Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson.

The History of Johnny Quae Genus : the 
Little Foundling of the late Dr. Syntax. 
By the Author of ‘ The Three Tours." W ith 
24 Coloured Plates by Rowlandson.

The English Dance of Death, from the 
Designs of T. Rowlandson, with Metrical 
Illustrations by the Author of ‘Doctor 
Syntax.' Two Voiunies.

This book contains 76 Coloured Plates.
The Dance of Life : A Poem. By the Author 

of ‘Doctor Syntax.' Illustrated with 26 
Coloured Engravings by T. Rowlandson.

^Continued.
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Illustrated Pocket Library of Plain and Coloured Books—continued.
Life in London: or, the Day and Night 

Scenes of Jerry Hawthorn, Esq., and his 
Elegant Friend, Corinthian Tom. By 
Pierce Egan. With 36 Coloured Plates by 
I. R. and G. Cruikshank. With numerous 

, Designs on Wood.
Real Life in London : or, the Rambles 

and Adventures of Bob Tallyho, Esq., and 
his Cousin, The Hon. Tom Dashall. By an 
Amateur (Pierce Egan). With 3т Coloured 
Plates by Aiken and Rowlandson, etc. 
Tivo Vo turnes.

I HF. Life of an Actor. By Pierce Egan. 
With 27 Coloured Plates by Theodore Lane, 
and several Designs on Wood.

1 he Vicar of Wakefield. By Oliver Gold
smith. With 24 Coloured Plates by T. Row- 
landson.

The Military Adventures of Johnny 
Nf.wcome. By an Officer. With 15 Coloured 
Plates by T. Rowlandson.

The National Sports of Great Britain. 
With Descriptions and 5t Coloured Plates 
by Henry Aiken.

This book is completely different from the 
large folio edition of ‘National Sports' by 
the same artist, and none of the plates are 
similar.

The Adventures of a Post Captain. By 
A Naval Officer. With 24 Coloured Plates 
by Mr. Williams.

Gamonia : or, the Art of Preserving Game ; 
and an Improved Method of making Planta
tions and Covers, explained and illustrated 
by Lawrence Rawstorne, Esq. With 15 
Coloured Plates by T. Rawlins.

An Academy for Grown Horsemen : Con
taining the compietesi Instructions for 
Walking, Trotting, Cantering, Galloping, 
Stumbling, and Tumbling. Illustrated with 
27 Coloured Plates, and adorned with a 
Portrait of the Author. By Geoffrey 
Gambado, Esq.

Real Life in Ireland, or, the Day and 
Night Scenes of Brian Boru, Esq., and his 
Elegant Friend, Sir Shawn O’Dogherty. 
By a Real Paddy. With 19 Coloured Plates 
by Heath, Marks, etc.

The Adventures of Johnny Newcomk in 
the Navy. By Alfred Burton. With 16 
Coloured Plates by T. Rowlandson.

The Old English Squire: A Poem. By 
John Careless, Esq. With 20 Coloured 
Plates after the style of T. Rowlandson.

PLAIN
The Grave : A Poem. By Robert Blair. 

1 llustrated by 12 Etchings executed by Louis 
.Schiavonetti from the original Inventions of 
William Blake. With an Engraved Title Page 
and a Portrait of Blake by T. Phillips, R.A.

The illustrations are reproduced in photo
gravure.

Illustrations of the Book of Jon. In
vented and engraved by William Blake.

These famous Illustrations—21 in number 
—are reproduced in photogravure.

Av.op’s Fables. With 380 Woodcuts by 
Thomas Bewick.

Windsor Castle. ByW. Harrison Ainsworth. 
With 22 Plates and 87 Woodcuts in the Text 
by George Cruikshank.

BOOKS
The Tower of London. By W. Harrison 

Ainsworth. With 40 Plates and 58 Woodcuts 
in the Text by George Cruikshank.

Frank Fairlegh. By F. E. Smedley. With 
30 Plates by George Cruikshank.

Handy Andy. By Samuel Lover. With 24 
Illustrations by the Author.

The Compleat Angler. By Izaak Walton 
and Charles Cotton. With 14 Plates and 77 
Woodcuts in the Text.

This volume is reproduced from the beauti
ful edition of John Major of 1824.

The Pickwick Papers. By Charles Dickens. 
With the 43 Illustrations by Seymour and 
Phiz, the two Buss Plates, and the 32 Con
temporary Onwhyn Plates.

Junior Examination Series
Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Fcap. %vo. u.

Junior French Examination Papers. By 
F. Jacob, M.A. Second Edition.

Junior Latin Examination Papers. ByC.
G. Bolting, B.A. Fourth Edition.

Junior English Examination Papers. By 
W. Williamson, B.A.

Junior Arithmetic Examination Papers.
By W. S. Beard. Third Edition.

Junior Algebra Examination Papers. By 
S. W. Finn, M.A.

Junior Greek Examination Papers. By Т. 
C. Weatherhead, M.A.

Junior General Information Examina- 
TioN Papers. By W. S. Beard.

A Key to the above, y. 6d. net.
Junior Geography Examination Papers. 

By W. G. Baker, M.A.
Junior German Examination Papers. By 

A. Voegelin, M.A
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Junior School-Books
Edited by O. D. INSKIP, LL.D., and W. WILLIAMSON, B.A.

A Class-Book of Dictation Passages. By 
W. Williamson, B.A. Twelfth Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. is. 6d.

The Gospel According to St. Matthew. 
Edited by E. Wilton South, M.A. With 
Three Maps. Cr. Svo. is. 6d.

The Gospel Accordingto St. Mark. Edited 
by Л. E. Rubie, D.D. With Three Maps. 
Cr. ivo. is. 6d.

A Junior English Grammar. By W. William
son, B.A. With numerous passages for parsing 
and analysis, and a chapter on Essay Writing. 
Third Edition. Cr. ivo. 2S.

A Junior Chemistry. ByE. A. Tyler, B.A., 
F.C.S. With 78 Illustrations. Third Edi
tion. Cr. ivo. as. 6d.

The Acts of the Apostles. Edited by 
A. E. Rubie, D.D. Cr. 8t'o. as.

A Junior French Grammar. By L. A. 
Sornet and M. J. Acatos. Cr. 8t'S. 2s.

Elementary Experimental Science. Phy
sics by W. T. Clough, A.R.C.S. Chemistry 
by A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With 2 Plates and 
154 Diagrams. Fourth Edition. Cr. ivo.

A Junior Geometry. By Noel S. Lydon. 
With 276 Diagrams. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
ivo. 2S.

Elementary Experimental Chemistry.
By A. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. With4 Platesand 
109 Diagrams. Second Edition. Cr. 8t'O. as. 

A Junior French Prose. By R. R. N.
Baron, M.A. Second Edition. Cr.ivo. as. 

The Gospel According to St. Luke. With 
an Introduction and Notes by William 
Williamson, B.A. With Three Maps. Cr. 
87'0. 2.Г.

The First Book of Kings. Edited by 
A. E. Rubie, D.D. With Maps. Cr. ivo.

Leaders of Religion
Edited by H. C. BEECHING, M.A., Canon of Westminster. With Portraits.

Cr. 8vo. 2s. net.
Cardinal Newman. By R. H. Hutton. 
John Wesley. By J. II. Overton, M.A. 
Bishop Wilberforce. By G. W. Daniell, 

M.A.
Cardinal Manning. By A. W. Hutton, M.A.
Charles Simeon. By H. C. G. Moule, D.D.
John Kf.ble. By Walter Lock. D.D.
Thomas Chalmers. By Mrs. Oliphant.
Lancelot Andrf.wes. By R. L. Ottley, 

D.D. Second Edition.
Augustine of Canterbury. By E. !.. 

Cutts, D.D.

William Laud. By W. H. Hutton, M.A.
Third Edition.

John Knox. By F. MacCunn. Second Edition.
John Howe. By R. F. Horton, D.D.
Bishop Ken. By F. A. Clarke, M.A.
George Fox, the Quaker. ByT. Hodgkin, 

D.C. L. Third Edition.
John Donne. By Augustus Jessopp, D. D.
Thomas Cranmer. By A. J. Mason, D.D.
Bishop Latimer. By R. M. Carlyle and A. 

J. Carlyle, M.A.
Bishop Butler. By W. A. Spooner, M.A.

Little Books on Art
With many Illustrations. Demy ібто. 2s. 61. net.

A series of monographs in miniature, containing the complete outline of the 
subject under treatment and rejecting minute details. These books are produced 
with the greatest care. Each volume consists of about 200 pages, and contains from 
30 to 40 illustrations, including a frontispiece in photogravure.
Greek Art. H. B. Walters. Third Edition. 
Bookplates. E. Almack.
Reynolds. J. Sime. Second Edition.
Romney. George Paston.
Greuze and Boucher. Eliza F. Pollard.
Vandyck. M. G. Smallwood.
Turner. Frances Tyrrell-Gill.
Dürer. Jessie Allen.
Hoppner. H. P. K. Skipton.
Holbein. Mrs. G. Fortescue.

Watts. R. E. D. Sketchley.
Leighton. Alice Corkran.
Velasquez. Wilfrid Wilberforce and A. R. 

Gilbert.
Corot. Alice Pollard and Ethel Birnstingl.
Raphael. A. R. Dryhurst.
Millet. Netta Peacock.
Illuminated MSS. J. W. Bradley.
Christ in Art. Mrs. Henry Jenner.
Jewellery. Cyril Davenport.

\Continued.
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Little Books on Art—continued.
Burne-Jones. Fortunée de Lisle.

Edition.
Rembrandt. Mrs. E. A. Sharp.

Second I Claude. Edward Dillon.
The Arts of Japan. Edward Dillon. 

I Enamels. Mrs. Nelson Dawson.

The Little Galleries
Demy 16mo. 2s. 6d. net.

A series of little books containing examples of the best work of the great painters. 
Each volume contains 20 plates in photogravure, together with a short outline of the 
life and work of the master to whom the book is devoted.
A Little Gallery of Reynolds. I A Little Gali.exv of Millais.
A Little Gallery of Romney. A Little Gallery of English Poets.
A Little Gallery of Hoppner.

The Little Guides
With many Illustrations by E. H. New and other artists, and from photographs.

Small Pott ѣѵо, cloth, 2s. 6d. net.; leather, 35. 6<Z. net.
Messrs. Methuen are publishing a small series of books under the general title 

of The Little Guides. The main features of these books are (1) a handy and 
charming form, (2) artistic Illustrations by E. H. New and others, (3) good plans 
and maps, (4) an adequate but compact presentation of everything that is interest
ing in the natural features, history, archaeology, and architecture of the town or 
district treated.
Cambridge and its Colleges. Ry A. 

Hamilton Thompson. Second Edition.
Oxford and ris Colleges. By J. Wells, 

M.A. Seventh Edition.
St. Paul’s Cathedral. By George Clinch.
Westminster Abbey. By G. E. Troutbeck.

The English Lakes. By F. G. Brabant, M.A.
The Malvern Country. By B. C. A.

Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S.
Shakespeare’s Country. By B. C. A.

Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S. Second Edition.

Buckinghamshire. By E. S. Roscoe.
Cheshire. By W. M. Gallichan.
Cornwall. By A. L. Salmon. ,
Derbyshire. By J. Charles Cox, LL.D., j 

F.S.A.
Devon. By S. Baring-Gould.
Dorset. By Frank R. Heath.
Hampshire. By J. Charles Cox, LL.D., 

F.S.A.

Hertfordshire. By H. W. Tompkins, 
F.R.H.S.

The Isle of Wight. By G. Clinch.
Kent. By G. Clinch.
Kerry. By C. P. Crane.
Middlesex. By John B. Firth.
Northamptonshire. By Wakeling Dry.
Norfolk. By W. A. Dutt.
Oxfordshire. By F. G. Brabant, M.A.
Suffolk. By W. A. Dutt.
Surrey. By F. Л. Н. Lambert.
Sussex. By F. G. Brabant, M.A. Second 

Edition.
The East Riding of Yorkshire. By J. E. 

Morris.
The North Riding of Yorkshire. By J. E. 

Morris.

Brittany. By S. Baring-Gould.
Normandy. By C. Scudamore. 
Rome By C. G. Ellaby.
Sicily. By F. Hamilton Jackson.

The Little Library
With Introductions, Notes, and Photogravure Frontispieces.

Small Pott Svo. Each Volume, cloth, is. 6d. net ; leather, 2s. 6ci. net.
Anon. ENGLISH LYRICS, A LITTLE NORTHANGER ABBEY. Edited by F. V. 

BOOK OF. ! Lucas.
Austen (Jane). PRIDE AND PREJU- Bacon (Francis). THE ESSAYS OF LORD 

DICE. Edited by E.V. Lucas. Two Vols. I BACON. Edited by Edward Wright.

^Continued.
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The Little Library—continued.
Barham (R. H.). THE INGOLDSBY 

LEGENDS. Edited by J. B. Atlay. 
Two Volumes.

Barnett (Mrs. P. A.). A LITTLE BOOK 
OF ENGLISH PROSE.

Beckford (William). THE HISTORY 
OF THE CALIPH VATHEK. Edited 
by E. Denison Ross.

Blake (William). SELECTIONS FROM 
WILLIAM BLAK E. Edited by M. 
Perugini.

Borrow (George). LAVENGRO. Edited 
by F. Hindes Groome. Two I olumes.

THE ROMANY RYE. Edited by John- 
Sampson.

Browning (Robert). SELECTIONS 
FROM THE EARLY POEMS OF 
ROBERT BROWNING. Edited by W. 
Hall Griffin, M.A.

Canning (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
THE ANTI-JACOBIN : with George 
Canning’s additional Poems. Edited by 
Lloyd Sanders.

Cowley (Abraham). THE ESSAYS OF 
ABRAHAM COWLEY. Edited by H. C. 
Minchin.

Crabbe (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
GEORGE CRABBE. Edited by A. C. 
Deane.

Craik (Mrs.). JOHN HALIFAX, 
G E N T L E M A N. Edited by Anne 
Matheson. Two Volumes.

Crashaw (Richard). THE ENGLISH 
POEMS OF RICHARD CRASHAW. 
Edited by Edward Hutton.

Dante (Alighieri). THE INFERNO OF 
DANTE. Translated by H. F. Cary. 
Edited by Paget Toynbee, M.A., D.Litt.

THE PURGATORIO OF DANTE. Trans, 
lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Paget 
Toynbee, M.A., D.Litt.

THE PARADISO OF DANTE. Trans
lated by H. F. Cary. Edited by Paget 
Toynbee, M.A., D.Litt.

Darley (George). SELECTIONS FROM 
1 HE POEMS OF GEORGE DARLEY. 
Edited by R. A. Streatfeild.

Deane (A. C.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
LIGHT VERSE.

Dickens (Charles). CHRISTMAS BOOKS.
Two Volumes.

Perrier (Susan). MARRIAGE. Edited 
by A. Goodrich - Freer and I,ord 
Iddesleigh. Two Volumes.

THE INHERITANCE. Two Volumes.
Gaskell (Mrs.). CRANFORD. Edited by 

E. V. Lucas. Second Edition.
Hawthorne (Nathaniel). THE SCARLET 

LETTER. Edited by Percy Dearmer.
Henderson (T. F.). A LITTLE BOOK 

OF SCOT TISH VERSE.

Keats (John). POEMS. With an Intro 
duction by L. Binyon, and Notes by J. 
Masefield.

Kinglake (A. W.). EOTHEN. With an 
Introduction and Notes. Second Edition.

Lamb (Charles). ELIA, AND THE 
LAST ESSAYS OF ELIA. dited by 
E. V. Lucas.

Locker (F.). LONDON LYRICS Edited 
by A. D. Godley, M.A. A reprint of the 
First Edition.

Longfellow (H. W.). SELECTIONS 
FROM LONGFELLOW. Edited by 
L. M. Faithfull.

Marvell (Andrew). THE POEMS OF 
ANDREW MARVELL. Edited by E.

Milton (John). THE MINOR POEMS 
OF JOHN MILTON. Edited by H. C. 
Beeching, M.A., Canon of Westminster.

Moir(D. M.). MANSIE WAUCH. Edited 
by T. F. Henderson.

Nichols (J. B. B.). A LITTLE BOOK OF 
ENGLISH SONNETS.

Rochefoucauld (La). THE MAXIMS OF 
LA ROCHEFOUCAULD. Translated 
by Dean Stanhope. Edited by G. H. 
Powell.

Smith (Horace and James). REJECTED 
ADDRESSES. Edited by A. D. Godley, 
M.A.

Sterne (Laurence). A SENTIMENTAL 
JOURNEY. Edited by H. W. Paul.

Tennyson (Alfred, Lord). THE EARLY 
POEMS OF ALFRED, LORD TENNY- 
SON. Edited by J. Churton Collins, 
M.A.

IN MEMORIAM. Edited by H. C. 
Beeching, M.A.

THE PRINCESS. Edited by Elizabeth 
Wordsworth.

MAUD. Edited by Elizabeth Wordsworth.
Thackeray(W. M.). VANITY FAIR.

Edited by S. Gwynn. Three Volumes.
PENDENNIS. Edited by S. Gwynn.

Three Volumes.
ESMOND. Edited by S. Gwynn.
CHRISTMAS BOOKS. Edited by S. Gwynn.
Vaughan (Henry). THE POEMS OF

HENRY VAUGHAN. Edited by Edward 
Hutton.

Walton (Izaak). THE COMPLEAT 
ANGLER. Edited by J. Buchan.

Waterhouse (Mrs. Alfred). A LITTLE 
BOOK OF LIFE AND DEATH. Edited 
by. Tenth Edition.

Also on Japanese Paper. Leather. 5s.

Wordsworth(W.). SELECTIONS FROM 
WORDSWORTH. Edited by Nowell 
C. Smith.

Wordsworth (W.) and Coleridge (S. T.). 
LYRICAL BALLADS. Edited by George 
Sampson.
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The Little Quarto Shakespeare
Edited by W. J. CRAIG. With Introductions and Notes

Pott ібто. In 40 Volumes. Leather, pria b. net each volume. 
Mahogany Revolving Book Case. 105. net.

Miniature Library
Reprints in miniature of a few interesting books which have qualities of 

humanity, devotion, or literary genius.
Euphranor : A Dialogue on Youth. By 

Edward FitzGerald. From the edition pub
lished by W. Pickering in 1851. Demy 
313110. Leather, is. net.

Polonius: or Wise Saws and Modern In
stances. By Edward FitzGerald. From 
the edition published by W, Pickering in 
1852. Demy 31П10. Leather, is. net.

The Rubäivät of Omar KhayyAm. By 
Edward FitzGerald. From the ist edition 
of 1859, Third Edition. Leather, xs. net.

The Life of Edward, Lok» Herbert or 
Cherbury. Written by himself. From the 
edition printed at Strawberry Hill in the 
year 1764. Demy 31010. Leather, is. net.

The Visions of Dom Francisco Quevedo 
Villegas, Knight of the Order of St. 
Jatnes. Made English by K. L. From the 
edition printed for H. tierringman, 1668. 
Leather, is. net.

Poems. By Dora Greenwell. From the edi
tion of 1848. Leather, is. net.

Oxford Biographies
Fcap. Svo. Each volitine, cloth,

Dante Alighieri. By Paget Toynbee, M.A., 
D. Litt. With 12 Illustrations. Second 
Edition.

Savonarola. By E. L. S. Horsburgh, М.А. 
With 12 Illustrations. Second Edition.

John Howard. By E. C. S. Gibson, D. D., 
Bishop of Gloucester. With 12 Illustrations.

Tennyson. By А. C. Benson, M.A. With 
9 Illustrations.

Walter Raleigh. By I. A. Taylor. With 
12 Illustrations.

Erasmus. By E. F. H. Capey. With 12 
Illustrations.

The Young Pretender. By C. S. Terry.
With 12 Illustrations.

25. 6г/. net ; leather, 35. 6г/. net.
Robert Burns. By T. F. Henderson. 

With 12 Illustrations.
Chatham. By A. S. M‘Dowali. With 12 

Illustrations.
St. Francis of Assist. By Anna M. Stod

dart. With 16 Illustrations.
Canning. By W. Alison Phillips. With 12 

Illustrations.
Beaconsfield. By Walter Sichel. With 12 

Illustrations.
Goethe. By H. G. Atkins. With 12 Illus

trations.
Fenelon. By Viscount St Cyres. With 

12 Illustrations.

School Examination Series
Edited by A. M. M. STEDMAN, M.A. Cr. Bvo. 2s. 6d.

French Examination Parers. By A. M. 
M. Stedman, M.A. Fourteenth Edition.

A Key, issued to Tutors and Private 
Students only to be had on application 
to the Publishers. Fifth Edition.
Crown %no. 6s. net.

Latin Examination Papers. By A. M. M.
Stedman, M.A. Thirteenth Edition.

Key (Sixth Edition) issued as above.
6s. net.

Greek Examination Papers. By A. M. M.
Stedman, M.A. Ninth Edition.

Key {Fourth Edition) issued as above.

German Examination Papers. By R. J. 
Morich, Sixth Edition.

Key {Third Edition) issued as above

History and Geography Examination 
Papers. By C. H. Spence, M.A. Third 
Edition.

Physics Examination Papers. By R. E. 
Steel, M.A., F.C.S.

General Knowledge Examination 
Papers. By A. M. M. Stedman, M.A. 
Sixth Edition.

Key {Fourth. Edition) issued as above.

Examination Papers in English History.
By J. Tait Plowden-Wardlaw, В.Л.
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School Histories
Illustrated. Crown Sto. u. 6d.

A School History of Warwickshire. By 
R. С. A. Windle, D.Sc., F.R.S.

A School History of Somerset. By 
Walter Raymond.

A School History of Lancashire, by 
W. E. Rhodes.

A School History or Surrey. By Н. E. 
Malden, M.A.

A School History of Middlesex. By V. 
G. Plarr and V. W. Walton.

Textbooks of Science
Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, M. A., B.Sc., and G. R. MILLS, M.A.

Practical Mechanics. By Sidney H. Wells.
Third Edition. Cr. 8-uo. 3s. fed.

Practical Chemistry. Part 1. By W. 
French, M.A. Cr. Bt'o. Fourth Edition. 
1$. fed. Part li. By W. French, M.A., and 
T. H. Boardman, M.A. Cr. Boo. is. fed.

Technical Arithmetic and Geometry. 
By C. T. Millis, M.I.M.E. Cr. Boo.

Examples in Physics. By C. E. Jackson, 
B.A. Cr. В-jo. 2s. fed.

Plant Life, Studies in Garden and School. 
By Horace F. Jones, F.C.S. With 320 
Diagrams. Cr. Bvo. 35. fed.

The Complete School Chemistry. By F.
M. Oldham, B.A. With 126 Illustrations.
Cr. 8z/o.

An Organic Chemistry for Schools and 
Technical Institutes. ByA. E. Dunstan, 
B.Sc. (Lond.), F.C.S. Illustrated. 
Cr. Bvo.

Elementary Science for Pupil Teachers. 
Physics Section. By W. T. Clough, 
A.R.C.S. (Lond.), F.C.S. Chemistry 
Section. ByA. E. Dunstan, B.Sc. (Lond.), 
F.C.S. With 2 Plates and 10 Diagrams. 
Cr. Вгіо. 25.

Methuen’s Simplified French Texts
Edited by T. R. N. CROFTS, M.A.

One Shilling each.
L'Histoire d’une Tulipe. Adapted by T. R. 1 La Chanson de Roland. Adapted by H.

N.Crofts, M.A. Rieu, M.A.
Abdallah. Adapted by J. A. Wilson. Mémoires de Cadichon. Adapted by J. F.

! Rhoades.

Methuen’s Standard Library
In Sixpenny Volumes.

The Standard Library is a new series of volumes containing the great classics of the 
world, and particularly the finest works of English literature. All the great masters will be 
represented, either in complete works or in selections. It is the ambition of the publishers to 
place the best books of the Anglo-Saxon race within the reach of every reader, so that the 
series may represent something of the diversity and splendour of our English tongue. The 
characteristics of Тни Standard Library are four 1. Soundness of 'Гехт. 2. Cheapness. 
3. Clearness of Type. 4. Simplicity. The books are well printed on good paper at a 
price which on the whole is without parallel in the history of publishing. Each volume con
tains from 100 to 250 pages, and is issued in paper covers, Crown 8vo, at Sixpence net, or in 
cloth gilt at One Shilling net. In a few cases long books are issued as Double Volumes 
or as Treble Volumes.

The Meditations of Marcus Aurelius. 
The translation is by R. Graves.

Sense and Sensibility. By Jane Austen.
Essays and Counsels and The New 

Atlantis. By Francis Bacon, Lord 
Verulauu

Religio Medici and Urn Burial. By 
Sir Thomas Browne. The text has been 
collated by A. R. Waller.

The Pilgrim’s Progress. By John Bunyan. 
Reflections on the French Revolution.

By Edmund Burke.
The Poems and Songs of Robert Burns.

Double Volume.
The Analogy of Religion, Natural and 

Revealed. By Joseph Butler, D.D.
The Poems of Thomas Chatterton. In 2 

volume?.
Vol. 1.—Miscellaneous Poems.

\Cont anted.
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Methuen’s Standard Library—continued.
Vol. її.—The Rowley Poems.

The New Life and Sonnets. Ry Dante. 
Translated into English by D, G. Rossetti.

Том Jones. By Henry Fielding. Treble Vol.
Cranford. By Mrs. Gaskell.
The History of the Decline and Fall of 

the Roman Empire. By Edward Gibbon. 
In 7 double volumes.

The Text and Notes have been revised by
J. B. Bury, Litt.D., but the Appendices of 
the more expensive edition are not given.

The Vicar of Wakefield. By Oliver 
Goldsmith.

The PoemsandPlaysofOlivek Goldsmith.
The Works or Ben Jonson.

Vol. l— The Case is Altered. Every Man 
in His Humour. Every Man out of His 
Humour.

Vol. II.—Cynthia's Revels; The Poetaster.
Thetext has been collated by H. C. Hart.

The Poems of John Keats. Double volume.
The Text has been collated by E. de 
Selincourt.

On the Imitation of Christ. By Thomas 
à Kempis.

The translation is by С. Bigg, DD., 
Canon of Christ Church.

A Serious Call to a Devout and Holy , 
Life. By William Law.

Paradise Lost. By John Milton.
Eikonoklastes and the Tenure of Kings 

and Magistrates. By John Milton.
Utopia and Poems. By Sir Thomas More.
The Republic of Plato. Translated by

Sydenham and Taylor. Double Volume. 
The translation has been revised by 
W. H. D. Rouse.

The Little Flowers of St. Francis. 
Translated by W. Heywood.

The Works or William Shakespeare. In 
10 volumes.

Vol. I.—The Tempest; The Two Gentlemen 
of Verona ; The Merry Wives of Windsor ; 
Measure for Measure ; The Comedy of 
Errors.

Vol. 11.—Much Ado About Nothing ; Love's 
Labour’s Lost; A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream ; The Merchant of Venice ; As You 
Like It.

Vol. in.—The Taming of the Shrew ; All's 
Well that Ends Well; Twelfth Night ; The 
Winter’s Tale.

Vol. IV.—The Life and Death of King John ; 
The Tragedy of King Richard the Second ; 
The First Part of King Henry IV. ; The 
Second Part of King Henry iv.

Vol. v.—The Life of King Henry v. ; The 
First Part of К ing Henry vi. ; The Second 
Part of King Henry vi.

Vol. vi.—The Third Part of King Henry 
vi. ; The Tragedy of King Richard HI. ; 
The Famous History of the Life of King 
Henry VIII.

The Poems of Percy Bysshe Shelley. In 4 
volumes.
Vol. I.—Alastor ; The Dæmon of the World ; 

The Revolt of Islam, etc.
The Text has been revised byC. D. Locock. 

The Life of Nelson. By Robert Southey. 
The Natural History and Antiquities of

Selbokne. By Gilbert White.

Textbooks of Technology
Edited by G. F. GOODCHILD, M.A., B.Sc., and G. R. MILLS, M.A.

Fully Illustrated.
How to Make a Dress. By J. A. E. Wood. 

Fourth Edition. Cr. 8y<r. ir. 6d.
Carpentry and Joinery. By F. C. Webber.

Fifth Edition. Cr. %vo. y. 6<Z.
Millinery, Theoretical and Practical.

By Clare Hill. Third Edition. Cr. %tjo.

An Introduction to the Study of Tex
tile Design. By Aldred F. Barker. Deiny 
%vo. 7$. 6d.

Builders’ Quantities. By H. C. Grubb.
Cr. Bvo. 4s. 6d.

Répoussé Metal Work. By A. C. Horth.
Cr. йѵо. 2S. 6d.

Electric Lu.ht and Power: An Intro
duction to the Study of Electrical Engineer
ing. By E. E. Brooks, B.Sc. (Lond.) 
Second Master and Instructor of Physics 
and Electrical Engineering, Leicester 
Technical School, and W. H. N. James, 
A.R.C.S.,. A.I.E.E., Assistant Instructor 
of Electrical Engineering, Manchester 
Municipal Technical School. Cr. 3vo. 4s. 6d.

Engineering Workshop Practice. By 
C. C. Allen, Lecturer on Engineering, 
Municipal Technical Institute, Coventry. 
With many Diagrams. Cr. Svo. as.

Handbooks of Theology
Edited by R. L. OTTLEY, D.D., Professor of Pastoral Theology at Oxford, 

and Canon of Christ Church, Oxford.
The series is intended, in part, to furnish the clergy and teachers or students of 

Theology with trustworthy Textbooks, adequately representing the present position
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of the questions dealt with ; in part, to make accessible to the reading public an 
accurate and concise statement of facts and principles in all questions bearing on 
Theology and Religion.
Тни XXXIX. Articles of the Church of 

England. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, 
D.D. Fifth and. Cheaper Edition in one 
Volume. Demy Bvo. 12s. 6d.

An Introduction to the History of 
Religion. By F. B. Jevons. M.A., 
Litt.D. Third Edition. Demy Bvo. ios.6d.

The Doctrine of the Incarnation. By R. 
L. Ottley, D.D. Second and Cheaper 
Edition. Demy Bvo. 12s. 6d.

An Introduction to the History of the 
Creeds. By A. E. Burn. D.D. Demy 
Bvo. ios. 6iZ

The Philosophy of Religion in Engi and 
and America. By Alfred Caldecott, D.D. 
Demy Bvo. ios. 6d.

A History of Early Christian Doctrine.
By J. F. Bethune-Baker, M. A. Demy Bvo.

The Westminster Commentaries
General Editor, WALTER LOCK, D.D., Warden of Keble College, 

Dean Ireland’s Professor of Exegesis in the University of Oxford.
The object of each commentary is primarily exegetical, to interpret the author’s 

meaning to the present generation. The editors will not deal, except very suboi - 
dinately, with questions of textual criticism or philology ; but, taking the English 
text in the Revised Version as their basis, they will try to combine a hearty accept
ance of critical principles with loyalty to the Catholic Faith.
The Book of Genesis.

duction and Notes by S. R. Driver, D.D.
Sixth Edition Demy Bvo. tos. 6d.

The Book of Job. Edited by E. C. S. Gibson, 
D. D. Second Edition. Demy Bvo. 6s.

The Acts of the Apostles. Edited by R.
B. Rackham, М.А. Demy Bvo. Third 
Edition. 10s. 6d.

Edited with Intro- The First Epistle of Paul the Apostle
to the Corinthians. Edited by H. L.
Goudge, M.A. Demy Bvo. 6$.

The Epistle of St. James. Edited with In
troduction and Notes by R. J. Knowling, 
D.D. Demy Bvo. 6s.

The Book of Ezekiel. Edited H. A. Red- 
path, M.A., D. Litt. Demy Bvo. 10s. 6d.

Part II.—Fiction
Adderley (Hon. and Rev. James), Author 

of ‘Stephen Remarx.’ BEHOLD THE 
DAYS COME. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
•xs. 6d.

Albanesi (E. Maria). SUSANNAH AND 
ONE OTHER. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s.

THE BLUNDER OF AN INNOCENT. 
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

CAPRICIOUS CAROLINE. Second Edi- 
tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

LOVE AND LOUISA. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

PETER, A PARASITE. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE BROWN EYES OF MARY. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
I KNOW A MAIDEN. Third Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Anstey (F.). Author of ‘Vice Versa.’ A 

BAYARD FROM BENGAL. Illustrated 
by Bernard Partridge. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d.

Bagot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY. 
Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE PASSPORT. Fourth Edition. Cr. 
Bvo 6s.

TEMPTATION. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
6s.

CASTING OF NETS. Twelfth Edition. Cr.
Bvo. 6s.

DONNA DIANA. A New Edition. Cr.
Bvo. 6s.

LOVE’S PROXY. A New Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
6s.

Baring-Gould (S.). ARMINELL. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

URITH. Fifth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA. Seventh 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
CHEAP JACK ZITA. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
MARGERY OF QUETHER. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE QUEEN OF LOVE. Fifth Edition.

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
JACQUETTA. Third Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.
KITTY ALONE. Fifth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.
NOÉMI. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. Cr.

Bvo. 6s.
THE BROOM-SQUIRE. Illustrated.

Fifth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE PENNYCOMEQUICKS. Third

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
GUAVAS THE TINNER. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
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BLADYS OF ТНК STEWPONEY. Ilius- 

(rated. Second Edition. Cr. Zvo. 6s.
PABO THE PRIEST. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
WINEFRED. Illustrated. Second Edition.

Cr. 8vo. 6s.
ROYAL GEORGIE. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
MISS QUILLET. Illustrated. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
IN DEWISLAND. Second Edition. Cr. 

8vo. 6s.
LITTLE TU’PENNY. A New Edition. 6d.

See also Shilling Novels.
Barnett (Edith A.). A WILDERNESS 

WINNER. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
Barr (James). LAUGH ING THROUGH 

A WILDERNESS. Cr. 8vo. 6r.
Barr (Robert). IN THE MIDST OF

ALARMS. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s. - 
THE STRONG ARM. Second Edition. ' 

Cr. 8vo. 6s.
THE MUTABLE MANY. Third Edition. 

Cr. 8vo. 6s.
THE COUNTESS TEKLA. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
THE LADY ELECTRA. Second Edition. 

Cr. 8vo. 6s.
THE TEMPESTUOUS PETTICOAT. 

Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6*.
See also Shilling Novels and S. Crane. 

Begbie (Harold). THE ADVENTURES 
OF SIR JOHN SPARROW. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 

Belloc(Hilaire). EM MANUEL BURDEN, 
MERCHANT. With 36 Illustrations by 
G. K. Chesterton. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Benson (E.F.) DODO. Fifteenth Edition.
Cr. 8vo. 6s.

See also Shilling Novels.
ГНЕ CAPSINA. Second Edit. Cr.8vo. 6s.
Benson (Margaret). SUBJECT TO 

VANITY. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.
Bretherton (Ralph). THE MILL. Cr. ' 

8vo. 6s.
Burton (J. Bloundelle). THE FATE 

OF VALSEC. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
See also Shilling Novels.

Capes (Bernard), Author of ‘The Lake of 
Wine.’ THE EXTRAORDINARY CON- 
FESSIONSOF DIANA PLEASE. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A JAY OF ITALY. Fourth Ed. Cr.8vo. 6s. 
LOAVES AND FISHES. Second Edition.

Cr. 8vo. 6s.
A ROGUE'S TRAGEDY. Second Edition. 

Cr. 8vo. 6s.
THE GREAT SKENE MYSTERY.

Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
Charlton (Randall). MAVE. Second Edi

tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
Chesney (Weatherby). THE TRAGET*Y 

OF THE GREAT EMERALD. Cr. 
8i)o. 6s.

THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW.
Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

See also Shilling Novels.
Corelli (Marie). A ROMANCE OF TWO 1 

WORLDS. Twenty-Seventh Edition. Cr. ¡ 
Svo. 6s.

VENDETTA. Twenty-Fifth Edition. Cr. 
8vo. 6s.

THELMA. Thirty-Sacnth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 
6s.

ARDATH: THE STORY OF A DEAD 
SELF. Seventeenth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE SOUL OF LILITH. Fourteenth Edi
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

WORMWOOD. Fifteenth Ed. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
BARABBAS: A DREAM OF THE 

WORLD’S TRAGEDY. Forty-second 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE SORROWS OF SATAN. Fifty-second 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE MASTER CHRISTIAN. Tenth 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

TEMPORAL POWER: A STUDY IN- 
SUPREMACY. 150M Thousand. Cr. 
8vo. 6s.

GOD’S GOOD MAN : A SIMPLE LOVE 
STORY. Eleventh Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s

THE MIGHTY ATOM. Twenty-sixth Edi
tion. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

BOY : a Sketch. Ninth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
CAMEOS Twelfth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Cotes (Mrs. Everard). See Sara Jeannette 

Duncan.
Cotterell (Constance). THE VIRGIN 

AND THE SCALES. Illustrated. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Crane (Stephen) and Barr (Robert).
THE O’RUDDY. Cr Bvo 6s.

Crockett (S. R.), Author of‘The Raiders,’ 
etc. LOCH INVAR. Illustrated. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE STANDARD BEARER. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Croker (B. M.). THE OLD CANTON

MENT. Cr. 8vo. 60’.
JOHANNA. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.
THE HAPPY VALLEY. Third Edition.

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
A NINE DAYS’ WONDER. Third

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
PEGGY OF THE BARTONS. Sixth

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
ANGEL. Fourth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.
A STATE SECRET. Third Edition. Cr.

Bvo. 3г. 6d.
Crosbie (Mary). DISCIPLES. Second Ed. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Dawson (A. J). DANIEL WHYTE.

Cr. Bvo. 3г. 6d.
Deane (Mary). THE OTHER PAWN. 

Cr. 8vo. 6s.
Doyle (A. Conan), Author of ‘Sherlock 

Holmes,' ‘The While Company,’ etc. 
ROUND THE RED LAMP. Tenth 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Duncan (Sara Jeannette) (Mrs. Everard 
Cotes). THOSE DELIGHTFUL 
AMERICANS. Illustrated. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s. See also Shilling Novels.

Findlater(J. H.). THE GREEN GRAVES 
OF BALGOWRIE. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE LADDER TO THE STARS. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

See also Shilling Novels.
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Eindlater (Mary). A NARROW WAY. 
Third. Edition. Cr. Bvo.. 6s.

THE ROSE OF JOY. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

A BLIND BIRD’S NEST. Wilh 8 Ulus- 
trations. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

See also Shilling Novels.
Fitzpatrick (K.) THE WEANS AT 

ROWALLAN. Illustrated. Second Edi
tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Francis (M. E.). STEPPING WEST- 
WARD. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Fraser (Mrs. Hugh), Author of ‘ The Stolen 
Emperor.' THE SLAKING OF THE 
SWORD. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

IN THE SHADOW OF THE LORD.
Third Edition. Crown Bvo. 6s.

Fuller-Maitland (Ella), Author of 1 The 
Day Book of Bethia Hardacre.’ BLANCH E 
ESMEAD. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Gates (Eleanor), Author of‘The Biography 
of a Prairie Girl.’ THE PLOW-WOMAN. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Gerard (Dorothea), Author of ‘ Lady Baby.’
HOLY MATRIMONY. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
MADE OF MONEY. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE BRIDGE OF LIFE. Cr. Зуо. 6s.
THE IMPROBABLE IDYL. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
See also Shilling Novels.

Gissing (George), Author of ‘Demos,’ ‘In 
the Year of Jubilee,’ etc. THE TOWN 
TRAVELLER. Second Ed. Cr. Bvo. Os.

THE CROWN OF LIFE. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Gleig (Charles). BUNTER’S CRUISE.

Illustrated. Cr. Bvo. з$. 6d.
Hamilton (M.), Author of ‘Cut Laurels.’ 

THE FIRST CLAIM. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Harraden (Beatrice). IN VARYING 
MOODS. Fourteenth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.

HILDA STRAFFORD and THE REMIT
TANCE MAN. Twelfth Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s.

THE SCHOLAR’S DAUGHTER. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Harrod (F.) (Frances Forbes Robertson).
THE TAMING OF THE BRUTE. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s.

Herbertson (Agnes G.). PATIENCE 
DEAN. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Hichens (Robert). THE PROPHET OF 
В E R KELEY SQUARE. Second Edition. 
Cr. Зуо. 6s.

TONGUES OF CONSCIENCE. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

FELIX. Fifth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE WOMAN WITH THE FAN. Sixth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
BYEWAYS. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE GARDEN OF ALLAH. Fifteenth 

Edition. Cr. Зуо. 6s.
THE BLACK SPANIEL. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE CALL OF THE BLOOD. Seventh 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Hope (Anthony). THE GOD IN THE 
CAR. Tenth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

A CHANGE OF AIR. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

A MAN OF MARK. Fifth Ed. Cr. Зуо. 6s.
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT AN

TONIO. Sixth Edition. Сг.Зуо. 6s.
PHROSO. Illustrated by H. R. Millar. 

Sixth Edition. Cr. Зуо. 6s.
SIMON DALE. Illustrated. Seyenth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE KING’S MIRROR. Fourth Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
QUI SANTE. Fourth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s. 
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES. Cr. Bvo. 6s. 
A SERVANT OF THE PUBLIC. Illus

trated. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Hope (Graham), Author of ‘ A Cardinal and 

his Conscience,’ etc., etc. THE LADY 
OF LYTE. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Housman (Clemence). THE LIFE OF 
SIR AGLO VALE DE GALIS. Cr. 3-го. 6s.

Hyne (C. J. Cutcliffe), Author of‘Captain 
Kettle.’ MR. HORROCKS, PURSER. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

PRINCE RUPERT, THE BUCCANEER. 
Illustrated. Third Edition. С». Bvo. 6s.

Jacobs (W. W.). MANY CARGOES. 
Twenty-Ninth Edition. Cr. Bvo. gs. 6d.

SEA URCHINS. Fourteenth Edition.. Cr.
Bvo. gr. 6d.

A MASTER OF CRAFT. Illustrated. 
Seventh Edition. Cr. Зуо. gs. 6d.

LIGHT FREIGHTS. Illustrated. Sixth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. "xs. 6d.

THE SKIPPER’S WOOING. Eighth Edi- 
tién. Cr. Зуо. з». 6d.

DIALSTONE LANE. Illustrated. Seyenth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d.

ODD CRAFT. Illustrated. Seventh Edi
tion. Cr. Bvo. gr. 6d.

AT SUN WICH PORT. Illustrated. 
Seventh Edition. Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d.

James (Henry). THE SOFT SIDE. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE BETTER SORT. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE AMBASSADORS. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE GOLDEN BOWL. Third Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Keays (H. A. Mitchell). HE THAT 

EATETH BREAD WITH ME. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s.

Kester (Vaughan). THE FORTUNES 
OF THE LANDRAYS. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Lawless (Hon. Emily). WITH ESSEX 
IN IRELAND. Cr. 3vo. 6s.

See also Shilling Novels.
Le Queux (W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 

WESTMINSTER. Third Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s.

THE, CLOSED BOOK. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.
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THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW. 
Illustrated. Third. Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6$. 

BEHIND THE THRONE. Third Edition.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Levett-Yeats (S.). ORRAIN. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

London (Jack), Author of 1 The Call of the 
Wild,' ‘The Sea Wolf,’ etc. WHITE 
FANG. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Lucas(E.V.). LISTENER'S LURE: An 
Oblique Narration. Crown Bvo. Fourth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN, 
NOVELIST. Thousand. Cr. Bvo.

M ‘Carthy (Justin H.), Author of ‘ If I were
King.' THE LADY OF LOYALTY 
HOUSE. Illustrated. Third Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s.

THE DRYAD. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.
Macdonald (Ronald). THE SEA MAID.

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
A HUMAN TRINITY. Second Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Macnaughtan (S.). THE FORTUNE OF 

CHRISTIN A MACNAB. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Malet (Lucas). COLONEL ENDERBY’S 
WIFE. 1'ourth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.

A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION. New 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE WAGES OF SIN. Fifteenth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE CARISSIMA. Fifth Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 6r.

THE GATELESS BARRIER. Fourth Edi
tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE HISTORY OF SIR RICHARD
CALM ADY. Seventh Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.

See also Books for Boys and Girls.
Mann (Mrs. M. E.). OLIVIA’S SUMMER.

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
A LOST ESTATE. A New Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE PARISH OF HILBY. A New Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE PARISH NURSE. Fourth Edition.

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
GRAN’MA’S JANE. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
MRS. PETER HOWARD. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
A WINTER’S TALE. A New Edition. 

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
ONE ANOTHER’S BURDENS. A New 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
ROSE AT HONEYPOT. Third Ed. Cr.

Bvo. 6s. See also Books for Boys and Girls.
THE MEMORIES OF RONALD LOVE.

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE EGLAMORE PORTRAITS. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Marriott (Charles), Author of 1 The 

Column.' GENEVRA. Second Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Marsh (Richard). THE TWICKENHAM 
PEERAGE. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.

THE MARQUIS OF PUTNEY. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

I A DUEL. Cr Bvo. 6s.
IN THE SERVICE Oř’ LOVE. Third 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
See also Shilling Novels.

Mason (A. E. W.), Author of ‘The Four 
Feathers,’ etc. CLEMENTINA. Illus
trated. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. , 6s.

Mathers (Helen), Author of ‘Cornin’ thro’ 
the Rye.’ HONEY. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT. Cr. Bvo. 
6s.

THE FERRYMAN. Second Edition. Cr.
Bvo. 6s.

TALLY-HO! Fourth Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.
Maxwell (W. B.), Author of ‘The Ragged 

Messenger.’ VIVIEN. Eighth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE RAGGED MESSENGER. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

FABULOUS FANCIES. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE GUARDED FLAME. Seventh Edi- 

tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE COUNTESS OF MAYBURY. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
ODD LENGTHS. Second Ed. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Meade (L.T.). DRIFT. Second Edition.

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
RESURGAM. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
VICTORY. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

See also Books for Boys and Girls.
Melton (R.). CÆSAR’S WIFE. Second 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Meredith (Ellis). HEART OF MY 

HEART. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Miller (Esther). LIVING LIES. Third 

Edition. Cr. 87>o. 6s.
•Miss Molly’ (The Author of). THE 

GREAT RECONCILER. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 3J. 6d.

IN THE WHIRL OF THE RISING.
Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE RED DERELICT. Second Edition.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Montresor (F. F.), Author of ‘Into the 
Highways and Hedges.' THE ALIEN. 
Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Morrison (Arthur). TALES OF MEAN 
STREETS. Seventh Edition. Cr. Bsio. 6s.

A CHILD OF THE JAGO. Fifth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

TO LONDON TOWN. Second Edition.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

CUNNING MURRELL. Cr. Brno. 6s.
THE HOLE IN THE WALL. Fourth Edi

tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
DIVERS VANITIES. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Nesbit (E.). (Mrs. E. Bland). THE RED 

HOUSE. Illustrated. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

See also Shilling Novels.
Norris (W. E.). HARRY AND URSULA.

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Ollivant (Alfred). OWD BOB, THE 

GREY DOG OF KENMUIR. Ninth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
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Oppenheim (E. Phillips). MASTER OF I 

MEN. Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
Oxenham (John), Author of ‘ Barbe of 

Grand Bayou.' A WEAVER OF WEBS. ; 
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE GATE OF THE DESERT. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

PROFIT AND LOSS. With a Frontispiece 
in photogravure by Harold Copping. 
Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE LONG ROAD. With a Frontispiece 
by Harold Copping. Third Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Pain (Barry). LINDLEY KAYS. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Parker (Gilbert). PIERRE AND HIS .
PEOPLE. Sixth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s. ¡ 

MRS. FALCHION. Fifth Edition. Cr.Bvo. . 
6s.

THE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8z/o. 6s.

THE TRAIL OF THE SWORD. Ulus- 
trated. Ninth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

WHEN VALMOND CAME TO PONTIAC : і 
The Story of a Lost Napoleon. Sixth ! 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

AN ADVENTURER OF THE NORTH. 
The Last Adventures of ‘Pretty Pierre.’ 
Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Illus
trated. Fifteenth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE BATTLE OF THE STRONG: a 
Romance of Two Kingdoms. Illustrated. 
Fifth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE POMP OF THE LAVILETTES.
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. gs. 6d.

Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 
OF A THRONE. Illustrated. Third 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

I CROWN THEE KING. With Illustra
tions by Frank Dadd and A. Forrestier. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Phlllpotts (Eden). LYING PROPHETS.
Third Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.

CHILDREN OF THE MIST. Fifth Edi
tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE HUMAN BOY. With a Frontispiece.
Fourth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

SONS OF THE MORNING. Second
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE RIVER. Third Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.
THE AMERICAN PRISONER. Fourth 

Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE SECRET WOMAN. Fourth Edition.

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
KNOCK AT A VENTURE. With a Frontis

piece. Third Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE PORTREEVE. Fourth Edition. Cr.

Bvo. 6s.
THE POACHER’S WIFE. Second Edition.

Cr. Bvo. 6s.
See also Shilling Novels.

Pickthall (Marmaduke). SAID THE 
FISHERMAN. Sixth Edition. Cr. Bvo. 
6s.

BRENDLE. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
THE HOUSE OF ISLAM. Third Edi

tion. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

1Q,* Author of ‘Dead Man’s Rock.' THE 
WHITE WOLF. Second Edition. Cr. 
Bvo. 6s,

THE MAYOR OF TROY. Fourth Edition.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

MERRY GARDEN AND OTHER 
STORIES. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Rawson (Maud Stepney), Author of ‘A 
Lady of the Regency.' ‘The Labourer's 
Comedy,’ etc. THE ENCHANTED 
GARDEN. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Rhys (Grace). THE WOOING OF 
SHEILA. Second Edition. Cr.Bvo. 6s.

Ridge (W. Pett). LOST PROPERTY.
Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

ERB. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
A SON OF THE STATE. Second Edition.

Cr. Bvo. gs. 6d.
A BREAKER OF LAWS. A New Edition.

Cr. Bvo. gs. 6d.
MRS. GALER'S BUSINESS. Illustrated.

Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
SECRETARY TO BAYNE, M.P. Cr. Bvo.

THE WICKHAMSES. Fourth Edition. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Roberts (C. G. D.). THE HEART OF 
THE ANCIENT WOOD. Cr. Bvo. gs. 6d.

Russell (W. Clark). MY DANISH 
SWEETHEART. Illustrated. Fifth 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

HIS ISLAND PRINCESS. Illustrated.
Second Edition. Cr. 6vo. 6s.

ABANDONED. Second Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
See also Books for Boys and Girls.

Sergeant (Adeline). BARBARA’S 
MONEY. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE PROGRESS OF RACHAEL. Cr.
Bvo. 6s.

THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT. Second 
Edition. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

THE COMING OF THE RANDOLPHS.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

See also Shilling Novels.
Shannon. (W.F. THE MESS DECK.

Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d.
See also Shilling Novels.

Shelley(Bertha). ENDERBY. Third Ed.
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Sidgwick (Mrs. Alfred), Author of ‘ Cyn
thia’s Way.’ THE KINSMAN. With 8 
Illustrations by С. E. Brock. Third Ed. 
Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Sonnichsen (Albert). DEEP-SEA VAGA
BONDS. Cr. Bvo. 6s.

Sunbury (George). THE HA’PENNY 
MILLIONAIRE. Cr. Bvo. 3s. 6d.

Urquhart (M.), A TRAGEDY IN COM- 
MONPLACE. Second Ed. Cr.Bvo. 6s.

Waineman (Paul). THE SONG OF THE 
FOREST. Cr. Bvo. 6s.
See also Shilling Novels.

Waltz (E.C.). THE ANCIENT LAND. 
MARK : A Kentucky Romance. Cr. Bvo.

I 6s.



Fiction 37
Watson (H. B. Marriott). ALARUMS 

AND EXCURSIONS. Cr. 8™. 6s.
CAPTAIN FORTUNE. Third Edition. 

Cr. 8r’o. 6r.
TWISTED EGLANTINE. With 8 Ulus- 

trations by Frank Craig. Third Edition. 
Cr. 8tjo. 6s.

THE HIGH TOBY. With a Frontispiece. 
Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

A MIDSUMMER DAY’S DREAM.
Third Edition. Crown 8г'о. 6s.

See also Shilling Novels.
Wells (H. G.). THE SEA LADY. Cr. 

8г>о. 6s.
Weyman(Stanley), Author of ‘ A Gentleman 

of France.' UNDER THE RED ROBE. 
With Illustrations by R. C. Woodville. 
TvLintieth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

White (Stewart E.), Author of ‘ The Blazed 
Trail.' CONJUROR’S HOUSE. A 
Romance of the Free Trail. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8t'o. 6s.

White (Percy). THE SYSTEM. Third 
Edition. Cr. 8w. 6r.

THE PATIENT MAN. Second Edition. 
Cr. 8t’o. 6s.

Williams (Margery). THE BAR. Cr. 
8vo. 6s.

Williamson (Mrs. C. N.), Author of ‘ The 
Barnstormers.' THE ADVENTURE 
OF PRINCESS SYLVIA. Second Edi- 
tian. Cr. 8s>o. 6s.

THE WOMAN WHO DARED. Cr. 8vo. 6s. 
: THE SEA COULD TELL. Second Edition. 

Cr. 8z'». 6s.
THE CASTLE OF THE SHADOWS.

Third Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
PAPA. Cr. 8vo. 6s.
Williamsen (C. N. and A. M.). THE 

LIGHTNING CONDUCTOR : Being the 
Romance of a Motor Car. Illustrated. 
Sixteenth Edition. Cr. 8ro. 6s.

THE PRINCESS PASSES. Illustrated. 
Eighth Edition. Cr. 8r-». 6s.

MY FRIEND THE CHAUFFEUR. With 
16 Illustrations. Eighth Edit. Cr.8vo. 6s.

THE CAR OF DESTINY AND ITS 
ERRAND IN SPAIN. Fourth Edition. 
Illustrated.

LADY BETTY ACROSS THE WATER.
Ninth Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

THE BOTOR CHAPERON. Third Ed. 
Cr. 8-uo. 6s.

Wyllarde (Dolf), Author of ‘ Uriah the 
Hittite.' THE PATHWAY OF THE 
PIONEER (Nous Autres). Fourth 
Edition. Cr. 8vo. 6s.

Methuen’s Shilling Novels 
Cr. Svo. Cloth, u. net.

Author of * Miss Molly.* THE GREAT I Capes (Bernard). AT A WINTER'S 
RECONCILER. FIRE.

Balfour (Andrew). VENGEANCE IS Chesney (Weatherby). THF) BAPTIST
MINE. 1 RING.

TO ARMS. THE BRANDED PRINCE.
Baring-Gould (S.). MRS. CURGENVEN THE FOUNDERED GALLEON.

OF CTTRGFNVFN I JOHN TOPP.
DOMITIA ' THE MYSTERY OF A BUNGALOW.
THE FROBISHERS. Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF
CHRIS OF ALL SORTS. | SUMMER.
DARTMOOR IDYLLS. Cobb, Thomas. A CHANGE OF FACE.
Barlow (Jane), Author of ‘Irish Idylls.’ ! Collingwood (Harry). THE DOCTOR 
FROM THF. EAST UNTO THE OF THE ‘ JULIET.'

WEST. Cornford (L. Cope). SONS OF ADVER-
A CREEL OF IRISH STORIES. SITY.
THE FOUNDING OF FORTUNES. Cotterell (Constance). THE VIRGIN
THE LAND OF THE SHAMROCK. AND THE SCALES.
Barr (Robert). THE VICTORS. Crane (Stephen). WOUNDS IN THE
Bartram (George). THIRTEEN EVEN- RAIN.

INGS. Denny (C. E.). THE ROMANCE OF
Benson (E. F.), Author of ‘Dodo.’ THE UPFOLD MANOR.

CAPSINA. Dickinson (Evelyn). THE SIN OF
Bowles (Q. Stewart). A STRETCH OFF ANGELS.

THE LAND. Dickson (Harris). THE BLACK WOLF’S
Brooke (Emma). THE POET’S CHILD. BREED.
Bullock (Shan F.). THE BARRYS. Duncan (Sara J.). THE POOL IN THE
THE CHARMER. 1 DESERT.
THE SQUIREEN. | A VOYAGE OF CONSOLATION, Illus-
THE RED LEAGUERS. trated.
Burton (J. Bloundelle). THE CLASH ; Embree (C. F.). A HEART OF FLAME.

OF ARMS. Illustrated.
DENOUNCED. Fenn (G. Manville). AN ELECTRIC
FORTUNE ’S MY FOE. I SPARK.
A BRANDED NAME. - A DOUBLE KNOT.



38 Messrs. Methuen's Catalogue

Eindlater (Jane H.). A DAUGHTER OF 
STRIFE.

Fltzstephen (G.). MORE KIN THAN 
KIND.

Fletcher (J. S.). DAVID MARCH.
LUCIAN THE DREAMER.
Forrest (R. E.). THE SWORD OF 

AZRAEL.
Francis (M. E.). MISSERIN.
Gallon (Tom). RICKERBY’S FOLLY.
Gerard (Dorothea). THINGS THAT 

HAVE HAPPENED.
THE CONQUEST OF LONDON.
THE SUPREME CRIME.
Gilchrist(R. Murray). WILLOWBRAKE.
Glanville (Ernest). THE DESPATCH 

RIDER.
THE KLOOF BRIDE.
THE INCA’S TREASURE.
Gordon (Julien). MRS. CLYDE.
WORLD'S PEOPLE.
Goss (C. F.). THE REDEMPTION OF 

DAVID CORSON.
Gray (E. M'Queen). MY STEWARD

SHIP.
Hales (A. G.). JAIR THE APOSTATE.
Hamilton (Lord Ernest). MARY HAMIL

TON.
Harrison (Mrs. Burton). A PRINCESS 

OF THE HILLS. Illustrated.
Hooper (I.). THE SINGER OF MARLY.
Hough (Emerson). THE MISSISSIPPI 

BUBBLE.
‘lota’ (Mrs. Caffyn). ANNE MAULE- 

VERER.
Jepson (Edgar). THE KEEPERS OF 

THE PEOPLE.
Keary (C. F.). THE JOURNALIST.
Kelly (Florence Finch). WITH HOOPS 

OF STEEL.
Langbridge (V.) and Bourne (C. H-).

THE VALLEY OF INHERITANCE.
Linden (Annie). A WOMAN OF SENTI- 

MENT.
Lorimer (Norma). JOSIAH’S WIFE.
Lush (Charles K.). THE AUTOCRATS.
Macdonell (Anne). THE STORY OF 

TERESA.
Macgrath (Harold). THE PUPPET 

CROWN.
Mackie (Pauline Bradford). THE VOICE 

IN THE DESERT.
Marsh (Richard). THE SEEN AND 

THE UNSEEN.
GARNERED.
A METAMORPHOSIS.
MARVELS AND MYSTERIES.
BOTH SIDES OF THE VEIL.
Mayall (J. W.). THE CYNIC AND THE 

SYREN.
Meade (L. T.). RESURGAM.
Monkhouse (Allan). LOVE IN A LIFE.
Moore (Arthur). THE KNIGHT PUNC

TILIOUS.

Nesbit, E. (Mrs. Bland). THE LITER.
ARY SENSE.

Norris (W. E.). AN OCTAVE.
MATTHEW AUSTIN.
THE DESPOTIC LADY.
Oliphant (Mrs.). THE LADY’S WALK.
SIR ROBERT’S FORTUNE.
THE TWO MARY’S.
Rendered (M. LD. AN ENGLISHMAN.
Penny (Mrs. Frank). A MIXED MAR- 

AGE.
Phillpotts (Eden). THE STRIKING

HOURS.
FANCY FREE.
Pryce (Richard). TIME AND THE 

WOMAN.
Randall (John). AUNT BETHIA’S 

BUTTON.
Raymond (Walter). FORTUNE’S DAR- 

LING.
Rayner (Olive Pratt). ROSALBA.
Rhys (Grace). THE DIVERTED VIL

LAGE.
Rickert (Edith). OUT OF THE CYPRESS 

SWAMP.
RobertonIM. H.). AGALLANTQUAKER.
Russell, (W. Clark). ABANDONED.
Saunders (Marshall). ROSE À CHAR- 

LITTE.
Sergeant (Adeline). ACCUSED AND 

ACCUSER.
BARBARA’S MONEY.
THE ENTHUSIAST.
A GREAT LADY.
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME.
THE MASTER OF BEECHWOOD.
UNDER SUSPICION.
THE YELLOW DIAMOND.
THE MYSTERY OF THE MOAT.
THE PROGRESS OF RACHAEL.
Shannon (W. F.). JIM TWELVES.
Stephens (R. N.). AN ENEMY OF THE 

KING.
Strain (E. H.). ELMSLIE'S DRAG NET.
Stringer (Arthur). THE SILVER POPPY.
Stuart (Esmé). CHRISTALLA.
A WOMAN OF FORTY.
Sutherland (Duchess of). ONE HOUR

AND THE NEXT.
Swan (Annie). LOVE GROWN COLD.
Swift (Benjamin). SORDON.
SIREN CITY.
Tanquerav (Mrs. B. M.). THE ROYAL 

QUAKER.
Thompson (Vance). SPINNERS OF 

LIFE.
Trafford-Taunton (Mrs.E.W.). SILENT 

DOMINION.
Upward (Allen). ATHELSTANE FORD.
Waineman (Paul). A HEROINE FROM 

FINLAND.
BY A FINNISH LAKE.
Watson (H. B. Marriott). THE SKIRTS

OF HAPPY CHANCE.
•Zack.* TALES OF DUNSTABLE WEIR.
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Books for Boys and Girls
Crown %do. 31. 6d.Illustrated.

The Getting Well of Dorothy. By Mrs. 
W. K. Clifford. Second Edition.

Only a Guard-Room Dog. By Edith E. 
Cuthell.

The Doctor of the Juliet. By Harry 
Collingwood.

Little Peter. By Lucas Malet. Second 
Edition.

Master Rockafellar’s Voyage. By W. 
Clark Russell. Third Edition.

The Secret of Madame de Monluc. By 
the Author of “ Mdlle. Mori.

The Novels of Alexandre Dumas
Price 6d. Double Volumes, xs.

The Adventures of Captain Pamphile.
Amaury.
Tue Bird of Fate.
The Black Tulip.
'The Castle of Eppstein.
Catherine Blum.

The Chevalier D’Harmf.ntal. Double 
volume.

Chicot the Jester. Being the first part of 
The Lady of Monsoreau.

Conscience.
The Convict’s Son.
The Corsican Brothers ; and Otho the 

Archer.
Crop-Eared Jacquot.
The Fencing Master.
Fernande.
Gabriel Lambert.
Georges.
The Great Massacre. Being the first part of 

Queen Margot.
Henri de Navarre. Being the second part 

of Queen Margot.

Methuen’s Sixpenny Books
LOVE AND LOUISA.
PRIDE AND PRE-

Albanesi (E. M.).
Austen (Jane).

JUDICE.
Bagot (Richard). A ROMAN MYSTERY.
Balfour (Andrew). BY STROKE OF 

SWORD.
Baring-Gould (S.). FURZE BLOOM.
CHEAP JACK ZITA.
KITTY ALONE.
URITH.
THE BROOM SQUIRE.
IN THE ROAR OF THE SEA.
NOÉMI.
A BOOK OF FAIRY TALES. Illustrated.
LITTLE TU’PENNY.
THE FROBISHERS.
WINEFRED.
Barr (Robert). JENNIE BAXTER, 

JOURNALIST.
IN THE MIDST OF ALARMS.
THE COUNTESS TEKLA.

Syd Belton : Or, the Boy who would not go 
to Sea. By G. Manville Fenn.

The Red Grange:. By Mrs. Molesworth.
A Girl of the People. By L. T. Meade.

Second Edition.
Hepsy Gipsy. By L. T. Meade. 2s. 6d.
The Honourable Miss. By L. T. Meade.

Second Edition.
There was once a Prince. By Mrs. M. E. 

Mann.
When Arnold comes Home. By Mrs. M. E. 

Mann.

I Hélène de Chaverny. Being the first part 
of the Regent’s Daughter.

Louise de la Vallière. Being the first 
part of The Vicomte de Bragelonne. 
Double Volume.

Maître Adam.
The Man in the Iron Mask. Being 

the second part of The Vicomte dk 
Bragelonne. Double volume.

The Mouth of- Hell.
Nanon. Double volume.
Pauline ; Pascal Bruno ; and Bontekok.
Père La Ruine.
The Prince of Thieves.
The Reminiscences of Antony.
Robin Hood.
The Snowball and Sultanetta.
Sylva ndire.
Tales of the Supernatural.
The Three Musketeers. With a long 

Introduction by Andrew Lang. Double 
volume.

Twenty Years After. Double volume.
The Wild Duck Shooter.
The Wolf-Leader.

I THE MUTABLE MANY.
Benson (E. F.). DODO.
Bronte (Charlotte). SHIRLEY.
Brownell (C. L.). THE HEART OF 

JAPAN.
Burton (J. Bloundelle). ACROSS THE 

SALT SEAS.
Caffyn (Mrs)., (‘Iota’). ANNE MAULE- 

VERER.
Capes (Bernard). THE LAKE OF 

WINE.
Clifford (Mrs. W. K.). A FLASH OF 

SUMMER.
MRS. KEITH’S CRIME.
Connell (F. Norreys). THE NIGGER 

KNIGHTS.
Corbett (Julian). A BUSINESS IN 

GREAT WATERS.
Croker (Mrs. B. M.). PEGGY OF THE 

BARTONS.
A STATE SECRET.
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ANGEL.
JOHANNA.
Dante (Alighieri). THE VISION OF 

DANTE (Cary).
Doyle (A. Conan). ROUND THE RED 

LAMP.
Duncan (Sara Jeannette). A VOYAGE 

OF CONSOLATION.
THOSE DELIGHTFUL AMERICANS.
Eliot (George). THE MILL ON THE . 

FLOSS.
Eindlater (Jane H.). THE GREEN

GRAVES OF BALGOWRIE.
Gallon (Tom). RICKERBY’S FOLLY.
Gaskell (Mrs.). CRANFORD.
MARY BARTON.
NORTH AND SOUTH.
Gerard (Dorothea). HOLY MATRI

MONY.
THE CONQUEST OF LONDON.
MADE OF MONEY.
Gissing (George). THE TOWN TRAVEL

LER.
THE CROWN OF LIFE.
Glanville (Ernest). THE INCA'S 

TREASURE.
THE KLOOF BRIDE.
Gleig (Charles). BUNTER’S CRUISE.
Grimm (The Brothers). GRIMM’S

FAIRY TALES. Illustrated.
Hope (Anthony). A MAN OF MARK.
A CHANGE OF AIK.
THE CHRONICLES OF COUNT 

ANTONIO.
PHROSO.
THE DOLLY DIALOGUES.
Hornung (E. W.). DEAD MEN TELL 

NO TALES.
Ingraham (J. H.). THE THRONE OF Í 

DAVID.
Le Queux (W.). THE HUNCHBACK OF 

WESTMINSTER.
Levett-Yeats (S. K.). THE TRAITOR’S 

WAY.
Linton (E. Lynn). THE TRUE HIS- 

TORY OF JOSHUA DAVIDSON.
Lyall (Edna). DERRICK VAUGHAN.
Malet (Lucas). THE CARISSIMA.
A COUNSEL OF PERFECTION.
Mann (Mrs. M. E.). MRS. PETER 

HOWARD.
A LOST ESTATE.
THE CEDAR STAR.
ONE ANOTHER’S BURDENS.
Marchmont (A. W.). MISER HOAD-

LEY’S SECRET.
A MOMENT’S ERROR.
Marryat (Captain). PETER SIMPLE.
JACOB FAITHFUL.
Marsh (Richard). THE TWICKENHAM 

PEERAGE.
THE GODDESS.
THE JOSS.
A METAMORPHOSIS.

Mason (A. E. W.). CLEMENTINA.
Mathers (Helen). HONEA".
GRIFF OF GRIFFITHSCOURT.
SAM’S SWEETHEART.
Meade (Mrs. L. T.). DRIFT.
Mitford (Bertram). THE SIGN OF THE 

SPIDER.
Montresor(F. F.). THE ALIEN.
Moore( Arthur). THEGAY DECEIVERS.
Morrison (Arthur). THE HOLE IN 

THE WALL.
Nesbit (E.). THE RED HOUSE.
Norris (W. E.). HIS GRACE.
GILES INGILBY.
THE CREDIT OF THE COUNTY.
LORD LEONARD.
MATTHEW AUSTIN.
CLARISSA FURIOSA.
Oliphant (Mrs.). THE LADY’S WALK.
SIR ROBERT'S FORTUNE.
THE PRODIGALS.
Oppenheim (E. Phillips). MASTER OF 

MEN.
Parker (Gilbert). THE POMP OF THE 

LAVILETTES.
WHEN VALMONDCAMETO PONTIAC.
"I HE TRAIL OF THE SWORD.
Pemberton (Max). THE FOOTSTEPS 

OF A THRONE.
I CROWN THEE KING.
Phillpotts (Eden). THE HUMAN BOY.
CHILDREN OF THE MIST.
‘Q.’ THE WHITE WOLF.
Ridge(W. Pett). A SON OF THE STATE.
LOST PROPERTY.
GEORGE AND THE GENERAL.
Russell (W. Clark). A MARRIAGE AT

SEA.
ABANDONED.
MY DANISH SWEETHEART.
HIS ISLAND PRINCESS.
Sergeant (Adeline). THE MASTER OF 

BEECHWOOD.
BARBARA’S MONEY.
THE YELLOW DIAMOND.
THE LOVE THAT OVERCAME.
Surtees (R. S.). HANDLEY CROSS. 

Illustrated.
MR. SPONGE’S SPORTING TOUR.

Illustrated.
ASK MAMMA. Illustrated.
Valentine (Major E. S.). VELDT AND 

LAAGER.
Walford (Mrs. L. B.). MR. SMITH.
COUSINS.
THE BABY’S GRANDMOTHER.
Wallace (General Lew). BEN-HUR.
THE FAIR GOD.
Watson(H. B. Marriot). THE ADVEN- 

TURERS
Weekes (A. BJ. PRISONERS OF WAR.
Wells (H. G.). THE STOLEN BACILLUS.
White (Percy). A PASSIONATE 

PILGRIM.
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