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It wan a sumver's night and they = re talking,
in the blg room with the windows open to the garden, about
the uin:'pu-ul. The County Council had promined to bring
water to the village, but they hadnt,

Mra Helnes, the wife of th: gentleman farmer, a
goosefaced woman with eyes protruding es if they saw =ome~
thing to gobbl - in the putter, said affectadly: "What =
subject to talk about on & night like thiel®

Then ther: was eilence; and a cow coughed; and that
led her to say how odd it was) as a child,she had nm/
feared cows, only horses, But then as a small child
ina pnrmhulnt.urJ a great carthorse had brushed within
in an inch of he- face, Fer family, she told the old man
in the arm chair, had liwodmmx lived near Liskeard for many
centuries, Thare wore the graves in the churchyard te
prove it.

A Bird chuckled suteide, A nightingale? naked Vre
®aines. No, nightingales ddnt 'Jrf sa far north, It wan a
daylight bird, chuckling over the substance and
-ur:mlunne'r of the day, over worms, snalls, grit, even in
=leep,

The old man in the arm chair--Mr Oliver, fof the |
Indien Civil Service, retired-- said that the site they had i
chosen for the sess pool was, if he had heard aright,

on tw Homan road, Prom an meroplans, he said, you u:ﬁl:l

#till see, plainly marked, the scars made by the Britonsj
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by the Romans; by the Tlizablthan manor house; and by the
’ p].mghl when they ploughed the hill to grow wheat
in the Napoleonic wars,
"But you dont frllhtl‘...' Mre hum began,
No, mot that, Still he d4d remember--- and he was about to

tell them what, when there was a sound outside, and Isa,

hin lun_'- wife,/came in with her hair in pig talls;

ghe was wearing a dresnins gown with famix faded peacocks
on it, She ceame in 1ik & swan =widing its way; then was'
checked and stopped; was surprised to find peopls there;

and 1ights burning, She had been sitting with her little boy
who wasnt well, she apologised, What had they been saping”
"Discussing the cess pool” said Wr Oliver,
"What a subject to talk about on & night like thisl®

¥rs Jaines exclaimed again,

That had he sald about the Hn:punh or indeed about
anything? lsa wonlered, inclining het head towards the /
gentleman farmer, Buper t Haines, She had met him at a
Basaar; and at & tonnis party, He had mmmj-
cup and A racquet--trat was all, But im his ravaged face
she nlﬁl felt mystery; and in hin silence, passion. At the
tennls party she had felt this, an! at the Basaar, Now &
third time, if anything more strongly, she felt it again,

L) | ranmhr"' the old man cmmbiweosd
interrupted " my mother...." Of his mother he rg—rnru
that she was very stout; kept her tea-caddy locked; yet had
given hin 1n that very room & copy urw. It was

over sixty years ago, he told them, that his mothesr

T ———
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had given him the works of Byrom in that very room, He

paused,
"She walks in bemuty liks the n:l.ght;' he quoted.
Then again:
"So we'll g0 no more & roving by the light of the
moon, "
Iga raised her head, The words made two rings , perfect
rings, that floated them, herself and “alines, lilke two
ewans down stream, But his snow white breast was circled
with a tangle of dirty duck weed; and she too, in her
mebbed feet was entangled, by her husband, the stockbroker./
Sitting on her three cornered chair she swayed, with her
dark pigtalle hanging, and her body like a bolster
in ita faded dressing qown,
¥rs Zaines was aware of the emotion eircling them,
excluding her, She walted, as one walts for the strain
of an organ to die out before leaving church, In the car
going homk to the red villa in the cornfields
she would destroy it, pmmikchmmciksmingaraffiy as a thrush
packs the wings off a butterfly, ikiwexx Allowing ten seconds
to intervene, she rose; paused; and then, as if she had
heard the last{ strain die out, offered Mrs Giles Oliver her
et |
< 2ut Isa, though ahe sheuld Dave risem &% the| name
moment that Mrs Aalnes rose, sat on. Mrs §aines glared at
ner out of gooselike eyes, gobbling, 'Pl.nnllrlrl Gilen

uum:, do me the kindnesr to recognise my sxistence...."
which she was forced to do , riasing at last from har
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chair, in he- faded dressing gown, with the pig tails
falling over sach shoulder,
)

Pol oz Sall was seen in the light of an early summer

morning to be a middle sized house, It did not rank among

the houses that are mentioned in Guide Books, It was Lo
homely, But this whitish house wit: the grey/roof, and the
wing thrown out at right angles, lylng unfortumtely low
on the meadow with a fringe of trees on the bank above it
so that] smoke curled up to the neats of the rocks,

was & desirable house to live in, Driving past, people

sald to sach nﬂur:hl wonder if that'll ever come inte the
market? And to the chauffeurs Who lives there!

The chauffeur didnt know, T he ﬂunﬁ, who had bought
the place something over a century Iﬂl'hld no
comnection with the Warings, the Flveys, the Tannerings
or the Burnets; the old flnll.lujuhn had all intermarried,
and lay in thelr deaths hhrtﬂltﬂ'lm the ivy l'n:m»'t.l.JI
beneath the churchyard wall,

Ondy wsomething over a hundred and twenty years
had
had the mi“ruhbnnn there. Still, on golng up the

principal stalrcase--there wias another, a mere laddar

at the back for th sexxx servants=-- there was a portrait,
A length of yellow brocade was visible half way up; and,

as one reached the top, a small powdared face, a

& great head-dress slung with pearls came imo view;

an ancestress of sorts, Slx or seven bedrooms opened out of
the nﬁﬂiﬂﬂr.’h butler had been a soldier; hed married a

mx lﬁﬂji‘l-lliﬂ: and, under a glass case there was a wlid
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that had stopped a bullet on the field of ¥aterloo.

It was sapbmpmmreimggx early morning, The dew
was on the grass, The cmurch clock struck eight times,
Mrs Swithin drew the curtain in her bedroom--the faded
white chints that so agreeably from the outside tinged the
window with 1t » green lining, There with her old hands
on the hasp, Jjerking it open, she stood: old Oliver's married
sister; a widow, She always msant to set up a house of her
unll perhaps in Kensingon, perhaps at Kew, so that she
could have the bemefit of the gardens, But she stayed on
all through the summer; and when winter wept its
damp upon the panes, and chaked the gutters with dead
leaves, she sald:s "Why, Bart, did they build the house in
the hollow, facing north! Her brother said; Obviously to
escaps from mature, Wereat four horses meeded to drag the
femily coach through the mud? Then he told her the famous
story of the kreat sighteenth centiry winter; whan for # &
whole month the house had been blocked by snow, And the
trees had falien, So every year, lhmlﬂntar came,
Mrs Swithin retired to Futln‘i.

But it was summer now, She had been waked by the

birds, How they sang! attacki gz the dawn like so many
choir boys attacking an iced cake, Forced to listen, she had
stretched for her favourite reading--- an Cutline of History-

snd ha d spent the hours betwren three nniﬂh thinking

of r']bdndmdm forests in Plecadilly; when the entire

coatinent not then, she understood, divided by a channel,
was all one; populated, she understood, by elephant-bodied,

seal-necked, heaving , surging, slowly -rithhl’lﬂ.
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she supposed, barking monsters; the igaunodon, the mammoth,
ud!l]:u mastodon; from whom presumably, she thought,
Jedeing the window ooen, we descend,

It took her five seconds in actual time, in mind time
ever so much longer, to separate Grace herself, with
blue china on a tray, from the leather coversd grunting
monster who was about, as the door ofipned, to demolish a
whole tree in the green steaming undergrowth of the
primeval forest, Baturally, she Jumped;
Bs ¥race put the tray down and sald:"Good morning, Ma'am,"
"Batty’ Grace called her, as she felt on her face the divided

glance that was half meant for a beast in a swamp) half for
L T I.ﬁl": [y dis *i .I‘J,EFF‘

s maid botasiag +-& /12 the sarly morning.

"How those birds singl® sald Mrs Swithin, at
a venture, The window was open now; the birds certalnly
were singing. An obliging thrush hopped across the lawn;

& coil of pinmkish rubber twisted in its beak, Tempted by
the sight to contimue her imaginative reconstruction of the
past , Mrs Swithin paused; she was given to increasing the
bounds of the moment by flights ioto past or fature; or
gldelong down uurrldaﬂ'f and alleys; but she remembered her

mother--- her mother in that very room rabuking
har, "Dont stand gaping, Lucy, or the wind'll change,.."

——

How pften her mother had rﬂmk-ll!ur in that very room=--
"but in a very dif “erent !nrli:' ar her brother would
remind her, So she sat down %o morning tea, like any
other old 1Aay with a high nmssmxixx nose, thin cheeks,

& ring on her finger and the usual trappings of EalleRt-Sldn




Th
rather shabby but gallat old age, which indluded in her

case a crons gleaming gold om her breast,

f . {{w_;,_.-!, !;lep i >
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he m Bl srerkf et wore Smantlins the neranimlator
up #ad down the terrace: and a= th v trundled they wepe
télielng--nat =hwaping pellets of loformation or handing
idess “ram one to anather, Wt rolling|words, like sweets
gn thelr tongueag which , #= ther thinmed to transparenty,
" olak mml green sod swestnesn,
,'.w-}‘uf;l—m- tneng , This mornin: that »imsmshenx
swoetnorn want " How cofie bt teld W off whout the
sepaArasuf; woF When ahe rang I maldg haw Lt wne A swest
a
coatume with blouse to matohy"and thal wam leading to mome
thing puout m feller Ar they walked un RRd down the SerTace
-
rollin: sweete nithairtosguan, trydling the pesambulater

It war a ity that the mas who had Imdlt Fﬂﬂj

Hall hat aitewed the houee in & hollow, when bewond the

igEer Arden Bl the vepetrRblen thers Ihnfl: ir &8 retcohyol

dgh ground, Hatur T ¥ proviiled a =1t for A hinumeg
men he? udlt 'de houme Lo n hollow, Eature had profigded

e atictch of turf hal® s wils in length and lewvel, till it

suddeply dipgn-d %t the 111y wool, The terrace wa= hroad

Gre ol

engaghl to takte the entire ahadow of an- of :.'::-‘LI*HI laid

lat. There vou eauld walk un sind -'Funn’ up And rinrn;u.ndrr

-he shade of the tresz, Two or throe grew ﬁ: togrthers
veen thers ware gaps, Thelr ronte broke th- twrf, and pmong
thore hones wers green wat: J"fﬁl].ll,l:l‘ﬂ cusiions of rase

in whic violets grew iu spring or }1:1 sum er the wild

parpls orechisa,
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Amy wan maring nomething acout a fe! er when “sbel, with her
g

hand on the prm.l_tur'ﬂ-:ri iharply, her swWeet nall:rd.

.i_llﬂ off gr..lnniu.g'; ahe gaid Bharply, "Come Iiﬁl'lﬁ"h'ﬂrﬁll
Tiae litile b oy had lag.ed and was grouting in
the grass, Than the Laby, cm, thraat her fist out over
toe cover et end the furry benr war Jje'ked gwe-bonrd, Amy
hed to stanp, Genrge grubhed, The (iower blased betwosn the
enilee o the ronte, Merhrane aftsr msmbhrane e Sorn, It
plegd A =0Tt fellﬂl'ﬂ'/, a lambent light uwnder & filn of
velvet; 4t "1l1l+? the caverma bhehin? the I’IFF! with lizht,
All that inner daricness wcRme K hAll, leaf smallirs, oarth
gmllin: of wvellow 1isht, And the tree wam bevond the
Tlower; the grass, the flower and the tre  were sntire,
Down on his knees gruc-ing he held t.rtllLit complete wheade,
Ther there Was & roar and & hot bresth and a stream of coarss
gres halr prusied between hinm and the flower Up he leapt,
toppling in e Fright, sAnd sav comin; towards him a terribles
peakked cvelesms monster mavl -:.'f”f- lege, renlishin, amme,
"Good morning, Sir" a hollew volce-noomed a% him from

/

& bepk of pAper,
-r.'.q,,‘.

The ol man had sprung; opon him from im 'nidin..‘_ﬁhr'.'..l.nﬂ.

R Lt -
- L

" i) ,
"Say gool morning, eorge; say rinm'l -mrnin.gﬁﬂ-r.ﬁp;l Hﬂd

urged h.!,r:’ giving "dm & pushg towarde the man,

b

Bat “srge atood ganing. ﬂlﬂgﬁ- stood gaming,
Then Mr Uliver ar wmled the paper which he had coclked

inte A snout anl appeare! Ln persen, A very tall ald ::lp...

wish ¢lerdng eyes, wrinkl.d r':h-urkli!lmd a




O hed with no hedr on it, A fiemad
.!"”n Ao I:nﬂ‘].ad.J*hr-rl , ¥au brate}" lm*irrﬂrg- turned;
and the ma reen turned holding the furry bear; they all mrEl
to look at Bohrab the E;}m:: vind bounding and bouncling
among the flowers.
“Heall" the old man bawled as if he were comaniing a
:_,;.'u nt o It was impromsive, to the usraes, th way
& old tor of his age could atill bawl and make & brate like
that obey him, Back came the Ajhan hound, li{lm.g, apologeth
and 85 h- oringed at the old mens feet, = strin, was slipped
over hls collarj the nooee that old Oliver always carriesd
#ith Rin,
Yo wild beast,,.you bad ‘-:.n-zwt; he t,"mriltil atooplng,
George looked at the dog only. The halry Tlanke were sucked
in and! guty thore wir a Liob of fosm on it: nontrile, Es burs
sk EFvine, :
Aniyid

01d Oliver reei-d) imeelf, his veins swollen, hie checks
11.1.!'-'.-'.1-,Lfnu awry. Sie listle game with the paper 'm-‘nlt
=urh:ﬂ.. The bay wee a crmvbaby, He nodded and sruntered on,
emolfthin: out the erummled paper an! mutiering, rs e tried

o flad his line in thi ealumn, "A cry-babr--a cry-hehy®,

the breege bler the greant sheet outy Aand over the edge |

he surveryed the l.nr:.'lép pe== Tlawin "1#11#’ heath an !ﬂnd{f/}
‘TAmed, theY Decams a nictors, End he be-n a palater, he rr.n:.fi
neaye fixed his eame]l here, where the country, barred by
trieg, looked lllkks a wicture, Then the brefse fl‘il‘

—
\ "M, Dala ler® he road finding hie ploce in the colwrm,

i "
"has been succesaful in pe ing down e franc,...

e\ b B —>
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Mrs Giles Qliver drew the comd through the thick
tangl: of hair which, asft er giving the matter her best
attention , she had nevrr had shingled or bobbedja o 4
lifted the heavily smbossed silver brush that had beea a
wadding pressnt and had ita uses in impressing chamber-
maldafin hotels, She lifted 1t and stood in front of the
three-folded mirror, sc that she could ses thres ssparate
versions of her rather hulr:__rlt hand some ffm; and also,
outfgde the glass, a slip of terrace, lawn and tree tope,

Inside the glasa, in her ayes, she sav what she had
felt overnight for the ravaged, the silent , the romantic
gentleman farmer, "In love" was in her syes, But outside,
on the wash stand, on the dresasing table, secms—the
among the silver boxes and mm—m.r-. the other

love; love for her husband, the stockbroker=--"The father of

ayjehildren? she added, slipoing into the clichs’ conventients
provided by fiction. Inner lowve was in the ayes} outsr lowe
.i-l the dressing table, But what feeling was it that stirred
;.hr now when above the looking glass, out of doors,
she saw coming across the lfgm the perambulator; two mugjrses)
and her 1ittle boy ®morge, lagging behind?

She tapped on the window with har smbossed hair
brash, They were too far off to hear, The dreme of the
trees was in their ears; the chirp of birde; Lthnr indidente
of garden life inamdible, invisible to her t*luv}h the
bedroon absorbed them. Imeaddmix Isolated on a green
{sland, hedged about with smow_i%ops, laid with a counters

pane of suckared li.l.l:| the inn ocent island flgated




under her window, Only George lagged behind,

She returnad to her eyes in the looking glasas,
"Ia love® shs must be; sinee t“e pressnce of his body
in the room last might could so affect her; since the words
he said, hading her a tea’cup, hanting her a tensls racquet,
could so attach themselves to a certain spot in her; and
thus 1ie between them like a wire, timgling, tangling,
ribratiag-- she groped, {n the depths of the looking glass,
for a word to fit the infinitely quick vibrations of the

aeroplane propellsr that she ahd seen once at dasn at
Ofeydon, Faster, faster, faster, it whizsed, whirred,
'I'.l'l;l.llqd} till all the flails became one flall and up soared

the plane aw ay and away.....
"Where we know not, where we go not, mither know
nor care " she mmmed, pettiwgriessckerdemsh, “Flylng,
rushing through the ambient, incandescent, summer silent,..®
The rhyme was "air", She put down her brush,
She took up the telephona,
"Phres , four , eight, Pyecombe" she said,
"Mrg Oliver spesking.... What finh"hlﬁ you this morning?
Cod? Halibut? Sole? Plaice?
"There to lose what binds us here" she murmired,
soles ' ta) Bdennd.
"Fresh, Filleted. In time for lunch plmu'; she added,
"With a feathar, a blue feathar ....flying un‘.;lng through
the air,.. thers to lose what binds us here... " The words
werent worth writing in the book bound like an mccount book
in case ﬂtlllu suapected, 'ﬂurun: waa th o word that
expressed her, She mever came out of a shop , for exsmpls,
with the clothes she admired; nor did har figure,
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seen against the dark roll of mrﬂhllhﬂﬂﬁ
please herJ Thick of walet, large of limb, and, save for
her balr, fashionable in the tight modern way, sha nawer
looked 1ike Sappho, or ome of the beautiful young mem
whose photographa adorned the weekly papars, Tha looked
what she was: Sir “4chards daughter; and niece of the two
old ladies at Wimbledom who were so proud, being 0'Nells,
of their descent from the Fings of Ireland,

-

A foolish, flattering lady, plj‘lq on ths
threshold of wha: she once called "the heart of the house"
the threshold of the library , had once sald; "Next to the
kitchen, the library s always m{umt room in the house,"
Then she added, stepplng acroas the threshold, "Bocks ars
the mirrors of tha soul,”

In this case a ta rnished, a spotted scul, For as the
train took wver three hours to reach this remote village
in the very heart of Enfland, no one ventured so long a
Joufipey, without staving off pn“lhl:r;‘;ur, without

. I v i hed
biying & book on A bockstall, Thue the mirrer /the soul

sublima, roflacted also the soul bored, 'lu-*ndr could
pretend as they logked at the shuffles of shilling
shockers that weak enders had -.Inmd, that the lodking
nn.{um- reflected the anguish of & Quesn or the
heroism of King “arry,

- At this ear 1y hour of a June m-rning the

library was empty, Mres Giles had to wvisit the kitchen,

Mr Oliver atill tremped the tarrace. ind Mrs Seithin was of
course




at church, The light but variable bre e foretold by the
weather expert flapped the yellow curtain, tossing light,
then shadow, Tha fire grayed, then glowed, and the tartolss~
shell butterfly beat on the lower pane of the window; beat,
beat, beat; reprating that if no human belng ever coms,
never, never, never, the books would ‘34“““!’1 the fire
out anl the tortoise shell butterfly dead on the pane,
Heralded by the impetuosity of the Afghan “ound
the old man entered, Fe hal read his paper; he was drowsy;
and so sank down ints the chints covered chalr with the dog
at his feet--the Afghan hound, His nose on his paws,
his haunches drawn up, he locked a} stons dog, & crussder's
dog, guarding even in the realms of death the alsep of hia
master, But the master was not dead; only dreaming; drowsily
seeing as in a glass, its lustre spotted, himmelf, a rnru.ng’
man helmeted; and a cascade falling, Put no water; an? the
hills, like grey stuff pleated; and in the sand a hoop
of riba; a tullock maggot-satan n the sun; and in the
shado+ of the rock, savages; and in his hand a gun. The
dream handi clenched; the real hand lay on the chair amm,
the weins swollen but only with a brownish fluld now,
The door opened,
"Am I, "Isa apologindd, "inter upting!"
Of courne she was--d=satroying vouth and India, It was
his fmult, since she had pernisted in stretching his thread
of 1ife so fine, ﬂ!ﬁr. Indeed he wan grataful to her,

watching her as sahe strolled about the room, for contimuing.
Many 0l men had only thelr
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thelr India--old men in clubs, old men in roocms off Jarmyn
Street, She in har striped dress contimued him, surmuring,
in front of the book casesi "The moor is dark bemeath the
moon,rapid clouds have drunk the last pale besms of svem....
I bave ordsred tha fish" she sald @oud, turaing, "though
whether 1t'l]l be fresh or nntr
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I cant promiee, But veal is dear, nnﬂ?vnrrbn&r ia the houss
is sick of bef an dlutm. ..Sohrab® she snid, coning to
a standatill in froat of them, 'I'ht_h bean doing?®

His tail never wagged, ®e newer admitted the ties of
domesticity. Elther he cringed or he bit. Now his wild yellow
eyes gased at her, gazed at him, He omild outsatare
tham both, Then Oliver remsmbared:

Wour ekker 10tt1e bay' s a ery -hnhr'l he andd acormnfally.
"Oh!' she sighed, peged down o_ n A chalr amm (Mke a captive
hl.llu-unibr a myriad of hair-tiin ties into domesticity,
"Whats been happening®®
®I tock the newspaper, " he nxplnuﬂj' LT

He took it and crumpled it I.ntufu beak over his nose,
'Eu'j he had sprung out from behind & tree on to the
children,

"And he howled, Me's a coward, yrur boy is,"

She frowmed, Ne was not a coward, har boy
wannt, And she loathed the domestie, the possessive; the
maternal, And he knmew it and did it on purnose to tease har,
the old brute, her fathor=in-law,

She looked away.
"The library's alwaye the niceet room in th hmu:
she quoted, and ran he- eyes a ong the books, "The mirrer
of the soul" books were, The Faery Queen and "inglakes
Crimea; Iut{nn-l the :‘-'EE“" Sogata. There they wsre,
reflecting, What? Lhat nﬂ win thare for her at har age--
the age of the fhatury, thirty nine-- in books? Book=shy she

was, like the reat o her genecation; and gun-shy too. Tet™mm

Yet A= a person with a raging tooth runs her eve in a chemisd
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ghop over green bottles with gil' secrells on them lest ome

y of them may contain a cure, she considered: Keate and
Shelley; Yeats and Nonne, Or parhaps not a poem; a 1ife,
The lfe of “aribaldl, The life of Lord Palmserton, Or perhap

13
not lbarlm;l life; a countigs, The Antiquities gf Durhes:
The Proceedings of Are t

Or not a 1ife at all, but science--Rddington, Darein, or
Jeans,

None of them stopped her toothache, Por her grmoration the
Vowgoaper wan & book; and, 18 hr father-in-law had dropped
the Times, ahe took it and read; "A horse with a groen tadl.. 3
which was fantartic, Next, "The guard at Whitshall...." :
which wan romantic and then, bullding word upon word ahe
read; "The troopers tnfd her the horse hnl/n groen
tail; but she found it wan Just an ordinary horse. And they

dragged her un ta the barrack room where ahe waa thrown

upon & bed, Then one of the troopera r moved part of her

elothing, and aha ncreamed and hit him about the face...."

That was realy so real that theswgh on the mahdgany deor
panels she naw the hmdk Arch in Wnitehally through the

Arch the barrack room; in the barrack room the bed, and on
the bad the girl wan scroaming and hitting him about th-fu,ll

whon the door ( for im fact it was a ﬁm' opened and in came
Mre Swithin carrying a hammer,
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She advanced, sidling, as 1f the floor were fluid

under her shabby garden shoes, and, advancing, pursed her
lips and smiled, sid-lomg, at her brother. Not a word
passed between them as she went to the cupboard in the cor=
ner and replaced the hammer, which she had taken without

asking lesave; together--shs unclosed her fist-- with a

handful of nails,
'ﬂlnd;-—ﬂind;" he growled, as she shut the cupboard
door,

Lucy, his slater, was threse years rvi'iw than ha waas,
The name Cindy, or Sindy, for it could befspelt either way,
was short for Lucy, It was by this name tha  he had mlled
her whon they were childrem; when she had trotted after him
as ho fished, and had made the meadow flowsrs ints
tight 1ittle bunches, winding one gpummxxx long grass
stalk round and round mnd round, Once she romembered,
he had made her tak- the fish of the hook harself,

The blood had shocked hr—-‘“mﬂ ahe bad oried-- for the
gills wers full of blood, And he had growled; "Cindyl"
o ghost of that morning in the = Adow Was in her mind
as she lelﬂld,thl hammer where it belongsd on one shelf)
and the nails whare they belonged om anotherj
and shut tho cupboard about which, for he still kept his
fishing tackle there, he was still so very particualar.
"Ive been nalling the placard on the Barn® whe
sald, giving him & 1ittle pat on the shouldasr,




i
The words were like the first peal of & chime of balls,
As the first peals, you hear the sscond; as the second
peals, you h-ar the third. So when ‘sa heard Mre Swithin say:
'iﬁhuunﬂlluthoplm #mhﬂ:ﬁmlﬁ
would say mexty
"For the pageant”
And ha would asagri
Wn;r Jupiter] I'd forgottenl"®
"If 1w fine” Mrs Swithin contimued; "They'll ach
on the terrage,.."
"And if Lia wet" Bartholomes contimisd "in the Burn,"

)
“And which wilJit be?™ Mre Swithin contimaed, "Wei

or finet"

Than, for the {ﬂl'lh tima in succsssion, thay both
locked out of tha window,

Rvery summer, for seven summers now, Isa had heard the
same words; about the hammer and the mallay the pageant
and the weather, Every year ther sald would it be wed or
fine; and svery year it was--pn~ or the other,

The same chims followed the sams chimej only Vals/year
beneath the chime she heard:."The girl screamed and hit
him about the fage with a hammer,"
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. "The forecast " said Mr Oliver, turning the pages till he
found 1t, "says : Variable winds; falr average temperatureg
rain at times,."

HEy put down the paper, and thoy all looked at the

aky to see whether the aky ob-yad ths matereoligist,
Certfianly thn'ltli. was variable, It was green in the garden;
grey the naxt, Hare came the mun-- an 111imitable
rapture of Jjoy, embracing awery flower, avery leaf, Then
in compassion it withdrew covering its face, am if it
forebore tﬁ,lunt on human suffering, Thare was & feck- _
legeness, & lack of sy~ etry and order in the clouds, as they
thinned and thickened, Was it their own law, or no law,
they v obeyed! Some were wisps of white hair merely,
One, high up, very distant, hai hardenrd to golden alabastery
was made of Ei:‘-nrtll marble, Beyoni that was blus, pure blus,
black blus; T : never filtersd down; that had
escaped reghatration . It never fell ar sun shadow, or rain
upon the world, but disregarded the little coloured ba.l of
sarth sntirely, Wo fl wor falt 1t; no field; no garden,
vrs [Swi thins eves glafed as she looked at it,

Is: thought her gnge was fixed bacanss she saw Cod there,
God on his throns, But as a shadow fall naxt moment ofn the
garden Mrs Swithin loomed snd low red he- fixed look ani said [

"Its very unsettlad, It'll rain, I'm afraid, We can
only p*nri she added, and fingered her crueifix,

"And previde umirellas said her bdrother,

Lucy flushed. He had struck her falth, When she said 'pray)

he sfded "umbrallaa', Sk hal  covarsd ths cross with
her fingers, She shrank; she cowered; but n-xt moment she




¥ exclaimody
"Oh ﬂmrn:’thﬂ-y are=-the darlings!®

The permabulator was passing across the lawm,
Isa looked too, That an angel she was--the old woman!

Thus to salute the chiliren; to beat un agalsat thnse

(rrévfugns
imsensities and the old manh imdifferemees her skinny hands,

her laughing eyeal How courageous to defy Bart and ths

waather]
"o looks blooming! said -iirs “within,

"Itn astonishing how thay pleok n'p: padd lsa,

"o ate hin broskfant?” u:. Swithin asked.

"Evory scrap® said lea,

"And oaby? Neo sign of measles?"®
lga shook her hend, 'Tmnh-;;;m ndded,
tappin: the table,
"Pell me, Bart, " endd Mra Swithin tm-nn.-,[tu her brother,
“¥has the origin of that! Touch wood,., Antaeus, didnt he
touch sarth?"

She would have be n, he thought, a very clever
woman, had she fixed her gass, But this lad to thaty that
to the other, What went in at this ear, went out at that,
And all were circled, a=s hnggggg_dhr EXEREpgxx saventy,
by ome rocurrine question, Xers was, should she live at
Kensington or at Xew? But l.'.ﬁr-"ﬁ war when winter came,

sha did neither, She toock lodginges at 'utiu;u.

n

L |
I




"Touch wood; touch earth; Antasus," he muttered,

bringing the scattered dits together, Lempriers would settle/
it; or the Tnoyclopasdia, But It was not in boocks the answer
to his question--why, in Lucy's skull shaped so much like
his own, there existed a prayable being? She dfdst, he
supposed, invest 1t with hair, teeth or tosnails. It was,
=a suppossd more of a force or a radiance, conmtrelling the
thrush and the wormy the tulip and the hound; and himeelf
too, an old man with swollen veins, It got har out of bed
on & cold morning and -‘[,hr down the suddy path to worship
it, whose mouthpeice was :m;fmd. A good fellow, vho/
"\ smoked cagars in the vestry, “e needed some solace,
doling out preachments t- asthmatic eldars , parpatually
repairing the perpetually falling steeple, by means of
placards nailed to Barns, The love, he was thindelng,
that they should give to fleah and blood they give to
the church .,.when Lucy rapping her fingers on the table
saldy

"Whatithe origin--the origin--of thatt" 1

"Superstition] e said, |

Sha flushad, and the 1ittle breath too was mudible
that she drew in maewxmess as once more he struck l’hlul

at har faith, But, bwothar and sister, flesh and blood was W

not a hl.rrhrl Imql mist, Nothins thanged thelir affection
no argument; no fact; no truth, What she saw he Hﬁl;
what ho saw she didnte-- and so on, ad infinitum,

"Cindy" he growled, And the qugrrel was over,

fm;L:. i —>
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The Barn to which Lucy had nailed her placard wan a
great tullding in the farm_yard, It was an old as the
Church, and btullt of the same stome, but it had no steeples,
It wan raised on conss of grey stonsa at tha cornars to
protect it from rats and damp, Those who had bean to Presce
slways said, it R LA -'H'qx.. Thoss who had mever
been to “recse--the majority-- admired it all the same,
El roof wa- weathered nd-ﬁ-c-: and inside 1%t was &
hollow hall, sun-shafted, brown, smelling of cora, dark
when ths doors were shut, but splendidly illuminated when the

doors at the end stood open, as they did to let the waggons
in--the long low waggons, like ships of the sea, breasting
the corn, not the sea, returning in the avening
shagged with hay, 4ad TBe lanes caught tufts where the
waggons had passed,

Now benches were drawn across the ﬂn-urn.q,'hhlllth
If it rained, the actors were to mct in the Sarm; planks
had been lald together at on~ end to form a stage, Wet or
fine, the sudiece would take tea there, Young men and women
~== Jim, Iris, David, Jeasica--- ware sver now busy with
garlands of red and white p aper roses laft over from the
Coronation, The seeds and the dust from the sacks made them
sneeze, ‘ris had a handkerchief bound round her forehead;
Jessica wore breeches, The young men worked in shirt
tleeves, Fale Musks had stuck in their hair, and it was
easy qm a splinter of wood inte the fingers,

"01d Flimsy® (Mrs Swithins ncikname)
had been nailing another placard on the Barn, The firet had
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been blewn down, or the village idiet, who always tore dowm
what had been mailed up, had dome it, and was chuckling over
the placard under the shade of some hedge. The worksrs wers
lmughing too, as if old Swithin had left a wake of laughter
behind her, The old girl with a wisp of while hair flying,
knobbed shoes as if she had claws corned like a canaries,
and black stockings wrinkled over the ankles, nm-nlﬂ made
David cock his eye and Jullliun wink back as she handed
bhim & length of paper roses. Snobs they I‘l‘l‘. awevsr,
long enough atationsd that is in that ons cornar of the
world to have taken inielibly the print of some threes mundred
years of customary behaviour, So they laughréd; but

respacted, If sha wore pearls, pearls they were,

"014 Fidnsy on the hop! satd 'avid. She would be
in and out twenty times, and fimally hrln.; them leminade in a
great jug and a plate of sandwiches, $he hald the garlandg
he hamered, A hen strayed in; a file{of cows passed the
door; then a sheep dog; then the cowman, Bond, who

stopped.
Lemming sheve, f= contemplated the young people hanging
roses from one rafter to another, Ss thought very little of
anybody, simples or gentry., Leaning, silent, sardonic,
againat thi door he was liks a withersd willow, beant over a
l’g:-., all its l-aves shed, and in his eves th- whimaical
flow of the waters,

"Bi._huh]" he eried sudden'y, It was cow language
presumbly, for th parti-colour ed cow, who had thmx

thrust her head in at Nkhe door lowered her horms, lashed

her tall and ambled off, Bomd followed after,/
4 Lhi., d.h_ —




23

o
"Thate the -lru'h].n:l:' sald Mrs “within, Wali, wr Oliver

consultsd the Rncyclopasdia searching undsr Susper-
stition for the ori;in of tha ~xpreasion 'Touch Iu-ad‘_'.
she and Iesa discussed fish: whether, coming from a d:lutm.l
it would be fresh,

Tory wers so far from the sea, A undred miles away,
Mrs é-i thin mald; no, perhaps a mundred and Fifty,
"But they do say' she contimed, "one can hear the waves

on A ftill night, After A storm, th-r say, you can heaT a

wive brenk,...I like that ltur‘.l:: phe reflected , Nearing the

waven in to middle of the night he ll-ii.l'lll'ﬁb horss and rode
to the nea, Who wa= it, Hart, wha rodes to th- ssa'™

Ns wan reading,
"You eant sxpect 1t brought to your door in A padl of nur',"
said ¥ra Swithin, " an I remsanber whan we were children,
livins in & houss by the sea, lLobatara, fr sh from the
lobater pota, How th ¥ plnchlrt‘ﬁ- stirk rﬁ:‘mﬂ them]

ey o

An | salmon, You know 1F tq-l freah beomuse they have

lice in their =cales."

Bartiolomew nodied, A fact that was, e r_hﬂl}




cla

Bartholomew nodded, A fact that was, U ramambared,
thehouse by the sea, Wl Ae (idakte,

Thay were bringing up nets full of #ia the seay
but Isa was sesing--the garden, wariable as the forecast
sald, in the light breeze, Again, the children passed,
and she tapped on the window and blew them & klss,

17 the drone of the garden it went unheeded,

“Axzx Are we really] she sald turning round,

a mundred miles from the seal®




24
from the neal?®

"Thirtyfive nn.lrj" har fathar.in-law said, as if he
had shipped a tape measure from hism pocket and measursd
it exactly,
"It & seeme more! said Isa. "It seems from the Mirrace
as if the land went on for ever and ever,"
"Onece therefwas no sea’} maid Mrs Switnin, "No sea at all
between us and the continent, I was reading that in a hook
this morning, There were rhododendrons in the itrl.‘ﬂl and
mamwoths in Piceadilly."

"When we wers savages " sald Isa.
r'l.l:ntht

Then she remsembersd: her dsmmttmrxhat told har that
savages could perform very skilful operations on the
brain, Savages had false teeth, he pald, Palse teeth were
invented, sha thousht he maid, in the time o” the Enkmsiep
Pharaohs,

Lol s
"At leant mo my dent ist sald she concluded,

"Waich man d'you go to now?! Mra within asked her,

"The same o!d couple; Batty ani Sates|in Sloane Street,”
*ﬁl‘l;, Batty told you they hal false testh in the time

of the Phl.'l.‘lﬂh-‘l'!. Mrs Swithin pondered,

“Bac y' Oh not Batiy. s ll.t-n:,'_' Isa corrected her,

Batty she recalled only talked about Royalty. Batty she told

Mrs "ﬂt.h;l.n had a patient a Princess,

"So he kept me waiting wall over an %r. And you know,

when ones & child, how long that sesms,”

"Marriages with cousins’| sald Mrs Swithin " cant be good

I !
for the tl!t._h.-

Bart put hie finger inside his mouth and projectd the




the upper row outside his lips, They were false,
Tet, he mdj the O1 ivers hadnt married cousins,

The Olivers couldn: trace their descent for more than
could,

two or three nundre' years, But the Swithine wensmithens

The Swithins were there befor~ the Conguest.

meinrmcties cigngmest,

"The Swithina' Mre Swithin began, Then she atopped.

Bart would crack another jok= about suinh. 1f she gave
him the chance, And she had nn;f;-n jok-u cracked at her
alreadly; one about an umbrella; annther about superstition.

i
S0 she stopped and sald, "Mow did we begin this talk?

I~
——

She countel on her fingars, "The Pharoahs, Dentists, Fish...
Oh yes, you mere saying, Isa, you'd ordered fish; and you
were afrald it wouldnt be fresh., And I said i'!h.ul:ri the

W
problem....

T:n-rn-ﬂ: hﬂ:.:ﬁ: '__'}
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The fish had been delivered, Mitchells boy, holding them
in a crook of his arm, Jumped off his motor bike, Thers was
no feeding the pony with lumps of sugar at the kitchen door,
nor time for gossip, since his round had been 1H:rnld/
He had te deliver right over the hill at Bickley; alse go
round by Waythorn, Roddam, and Pyeminster, whose names,
liks his own, were lnmh;r Book, Put the cook---
Mrs Sands she was called, but by old freinds Trixie--
had mever bmmmxx in all her fifty years been over
the hill, nor wanted to,

He dabbed them down on the kitchen table,
the filleted soles, the semi-transparsnt bonsless fish,
And ifore lirs ands had time to peel the paper off,
he was gone, glving a slap to the very fine yellow cat
who rose majstically from ths baskst chair and ﬂ-u.d.f
superbly to the table, winding the fish,

Were they a bit whiffy? Mrs ands held them to her nose,
The cat rubbed itself this way, that way agalnat the tabls
legs , against her legs. She would save a allce
for Sunny--his drawing room name Hugu-‘- had undergons &
kitehan change ints Sunny, She took them, the cat attendant,
to the larder, and lald them on a plate in that zmmxx
seml-eccelniastical apartment, For the house before t'e
“eformation, like 8o many houses in that neighbourhood,
bad & Chapel; and the Chapel had become a larder,
chnaging, 1iks the m'.-f name, a8 religlon ¢hmaged. The
Master( his drawing room namej in the kitchen they called him

Bartle) would bring gentlemen sometimes to see the larder---

of ten .
Wen cook wmnt dressed, Not to See the hams that ‘ﬂ
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from hooks, or the butter on a blue slate
or the joint for tomorrow's dinner, out to sees the callar
that opened out of the larder and its carved srch, If you
tapped--one gentlenan hadi a hammer-- there was a hollow

sound; & r«verceration; undoubdbtedly he n:dd&rl concenled
I
YT
passage whers once momebody had hid, MpefiSdnds

%0 it might be, Sut Mrs E-hd-j-uh.d ther wouldnt come inte
ner kitehen te ing mtories I'.t.l' the girls about, It puk
idess into their gilly hends Ther heard dead =en rolling
barrels, They saw a white lady walkin wunder the trees,

No one would crose the terracs afiydark, If a cat n.nnnd,

2 Tharer the ghostl

Suniiy hat his 1ittle ‘4t of* th fillet. Then Mra Sands

took N egp

L from the brown basket full of egrag some with yellow fluff
stickin- to th shelle; then & pinch o/<flour to coat those
ﬁw.;tr-ﬂnuparlnl slins; and a crust from the great sarthen -
wire orock full of crus '.l.]' Than, retarnin; to the kltchen,
fhe made thome quick mo  menta At the oven, cinder raking,
atoiclng, damping, which sent strange echoer “hrough the
house, ®0 that in the library, the sitilng room, the dining

room, And the nursery whatever they were dol-g, thinking

| S .
suying, they knew , the- all knew, it was getting nnﬁ( fr'.ﬁc_

},., nr;!mtét. ‘1 ach, or Q dinner,
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' "The gandiwiches,..." said Mps _within, coming ints ¥y the

' kitchan, She rnfm;;d from ldrlln; "l.l,'.'ld.l.|| to {I-I-Idﬂﬁhl;.

for SBand and sadnwiches clashed, "Never plu:' 3 her mother
used to say " on Pfﬁ'plﬁll names,” And Trizdic was not a name
that sulted, as "ands did, the [thin, acid woman, red-haired

sharp and clean , who never dashed of ° macterpleces,

it wan true; but then never dropped halr pins in the
soup., "What in the name of Thunder? Bart had said, raxkx
raleing
rixxkn; & hair piin in hie spoon, ic the old days, fifte n
yoars ago, b fore Sanie came, in the time of Jemsle Pock,
Mrs Sands fetched bread; Mra Swithin fotched ham,

One cut the bread: the other the ham, It was sonthing, it
was consolidating, tthis hani work together.  The cooks
hands cut, cut, cut, Thereas Lucy, holding the loaf, hald
the knifs up, Why's -tnlufhrnd. rhe mused, sanier to cut
than freah?! And so skipped, sidelong, from ysast to alcoholj Se
to furmtntinnglh im;,[hriﬂthnfitﬂ Bacchus;
and lay under purple lamne in a vineyard in Italy,
as she had dome, often; while Sands heard the clcock tick;
gaw the cat; noted a fly buzz; and registeved, as
her lipne showed, a grudge ahe Mﬁt epedk againet people
makcdn;: work in the kitchen whil they had & high old time
hanging paper roses in the barn,

"Will it be fine? asked Mrs Swithin, her knife suspended,

L]
In the kitchen they humoured old Mother Swithins flnniu.f
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‘.‘ﬁ "Seems like 1t' said Mrs sands , giving her Ngarp lodk.out
of tha kitchen window, |

"It wasnt last ,rnnl': eadd Yra Switidn, "D'you remember what

a rush we had--whe: the rain came--getting in the chalre?®

She cut again, Then she asked about Bllly, Mras alnt‘lt'lnu-;hn.

apprengticed to the tutch .
ER's been r.'lﬁiru.g: Mrs “ande unid,“ihat bawe sho ldnt; cheeking
the |:1||'|.'r'£1'|".:'.FII

*Mat'll be all right! said Mrs Swithin, half meaning
the boy, half meening the sapdwich, ar it happened a very
neat one, trimmed, triangular,

"Mr Tiles may be lnta:: she added, larines it,
compacently, on top/of the pile,

For Isa' ® fushanl, the stockbroker, was coming from
London, And the loeal traln, which met the sxpress traina,
arrived by no means rﬂlﬂﬂtuﬂllr! , even 1f he caught the early
train which was by no mesms certain, In which case it meant--

ddd 1t mean
but what btommmat to Mrs Jni..ﬂndl. when people minned thelr
traine, and sha, whatever she mi ht want to do,
mist walt, by the oven, keeping meat hni’; il: ane
knew,

"Tharel" sald Mrs Swithin, surveyin- the saniwiches,
some meat, some not, "I'11 take Siem to the barn,®
Ads for the lemonade, she assumed, with-ut a rlickﬂrfnf doubt,

that ane the kitchen maid would follow after,

o R ey
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Survim¢ paused in the dining room to move a yellow rose,
Teliow, aspd t‘nitajud carnation red-- he placed them,
He loved flowers, and thmkex arrancing them, and placing
the green dmx sword or heart shaped leaf that came, fitly,
between them, Quesrly, he loved r.héu. coneid-ring hin maxakes
sz gambling and drinking, The yellow rose went there, Wom
all was ready--silver and white, forks and napicine, and in
the middle the splashed bowl of wariegated roses, So,
with one last lock, hr left the dining room,

Two plictures hung opposite the window, In real life thaﬂ‘
hid never met, the long lady and the man holding his horse
by the rein, The lady was a pictur., ocought by Oliver
because he liked the picturey the r'.1-|=m was an mncestor, Ne had
& name, He held the rein in =is hand, He hal sald to the
painter:

"If you waat my likeness, dmng 1t Sir, tske 1t wvhen the
leaves are on the trees," There were leaves on the trees,
He had maid: "Adnt there room for Colin as well as Buster?®
Colin was his famous hound, Itxmsecherzssswdx Put there was
orly room for Buster, It nn! he seemed to say, addressing
the company not the painter, a dammed shame to loawve out
Colin whom he wished burisd at his feet, in the asme grave,
avout 1750; but that slkunk the Seversnd Thatshisname had iwd ot
Aldne ot
rafuaed,

Ha wan a talk producer, that ancestor, But the lady
was & picture, In her yellow robe, leaning, with a pillar

to support her, a silver arrow in her hand, and a feather

in her hair she lod the eye up, down, from the curve to the
straight, througn glades of greenery and shades of ailver,




n
am dun n.nn}énufintu ailence, The room wa empty. ./

Fmpty, empty, emmty; silemt, silent, =ilent, The room
war a shell, singin; of what was before time was; a vase
stood in the heart of the house, alabaster, smooth, cold,
holding the still, distilled essence of emptlness, sllence,

ol lon U
dcross the hall a door oppned, One voice, another wolce, a
third volce came wimplin: and warbling: gruff--Bart's volceg

:umering--l.u::'a voice; middle toned--Isa's mlﬂup_ﬁnir

volces impetuously, impatiently, protesti gly came across

i »
the hall siying:"The 8 late; aﬁringflanp it hnt_;
2 ||'_

i iy i1 )
sajing; e wont, no Bertdet we wont walt,
lrmiee

Coming out from t e library they stoppedfin the
hall, They encountered an obstacle avidently; a rock,
Utterly §impossible was it, aven in the heart of the country,
to be alone? That was the shock, Aftar that, the rock was
raced round, embraced, If 1t wa= painful, it was essentialy
There mast te society., Cominz out of the 1ibrary 1t was
sainful, H—L‘ﬁrn- pleasant, to run slap into Mrs Manresa
and an unlmown youn; man with tow.coloured halr and a

twioted face, No escape was possible; meeting was
inevitable, Unlovited, unexpected, droppers inm,

; lured off the high road by the very sime inatinctthat
caused tim!sheeg and the cows to desire pruplnquit;} they

hod desmpmdxin, But they had brought a 1u:éh barket,

‘ Bere 1t was,
-, reaiet
S0 "We nouldnt reist™Wren we saw the name on

’ the algn palt." Mra H.nrnu began in her rich fluty volece.

. "And this 1s A foAYnd--¥i1lian Yodge, ¥o ware codng to sit
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all alone in a field., And I said’ Why not ask cur dear

¥ L »
fr@inds, secing the sign post, to shelter ua? A seat at the

table==thatn all we want, We have our esm grub, We have osur
emm glasres, We ask nothing bute--" society apparently,
to be with her kildJ’
And she waved her hand upen which there war a glove,
and under the glove it seemed rings, at old ¥r Oliver,

fic bowed 44ep over her hand; a century ago, he amllld
nave kis8e® 1t. In all this sound af welcome, protestation,
apology and agaln welcome, theres was an element of silenes,

m:[ppl.'lad. by Isabella, observing the unknown roung man,

He was of cogfire a gentleman; witness socks and trgpers;
brainy--tis spotted, waistcoat undone;] secrmew,

urpan, profossional, that is putty coloured, unwholesomej
very nervous, exhibiting a teltch at tols sudden introdu
tion, and fundamentally infernaily concelted, for he depre-
cated Iﬁf&m‘"ﬁ efiusion, yct was her guest,

Isa felt mtn.éu.leﬂ.. you curious, buv when Mrs panresa added,
v make il enip-saape; "Ne s an artist’ and when William
D¥ge corrected her, "I, a clerk in an office’--she thought
he said Edu I.tzi-un; or Somerset “ouse-- she had her finger
on the knot which had tied itself mo tightly, almost te
the extent of squinting, certainly of twitching, 1in his

face,
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kirs “anrega effus :ntmrfnb;m ant f::r-t
curious, Butwhen Mrs _anresa mﬁ{:ﬂnﬂ- all

's an n:--j,:l,a’t:"i nand when "illiam “odge
dﬁ/ﬁomariet House"™ she felt that

on the knot whieh-had tied iteself so
in his face,

ship shape,
cor.ected her "N

she had her finge

tig‘tf};,/i'n obvious
Men they w.nt into lunch, and Mrs Manresa huhbhlf

enjoying he own capacity fer numuuuhq{ without i

turning a hair_rthin minor social crisis---this laying of

two more places, l-"ur{ had she not complete faith in

flesh and blood} and arent we all flesh and blnnd] and he

how silly to make bones of trfiles when w ere all
flesh and blood |
brethers and sisters under the skin-- men and women toof.

But she preferred men-- obviously.

"Or what are your rings for, and your nails,

and that really adorable little straw hnt‘i:" gaid
Isabella addre¢ssing Mrs janresa i‘ilu?gl;,r and thereby mnkh,
gilence add its unminstkable migﬂ talk.,

Her hat, her rings j‘nur finger nails red as roses,
smo.th as shells, were there for &1l to see., But not her
life history. ‘hat n&afﬂnlf scraps and fragments to
all of them, excldding pe haps #illiam Yodge, uhm”ih: L
called "Bill" publicly--a sign perhpas that he knew "'
Some of the things that he knéew-- that she strolled the
gardp at midnight in silk pyJjemas, had the loud spesker
pi};:l.ng Jazz, and a cocktail bar of course they knew

also, But nothing private; no strict biographlecal facts.
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She had been born, Wt it was only gossip sadd wmo,

fn Tasmania ; her granifather had been exported for some
harky panky mid-Vietorian scandal; malversation of trusts

was 1t? But the story got no further th:{mlr time

Isabella meard it th an *lxpurt-d; for the maband of the -

communiocative lady--Mrs llw of the Grange-- ( )
took exception, pedantically, to 'exported’p

sald 'expatriated' was more like 1%, but not the right word,
-which he had on the tip of his to gu~, but couldnt get at,
ind so the story dwindled away. Somelimes rhe rnf:-rﬂ

to an !I-'I-'Ildll;l Bishop, Nt he was thought to hav: beesn a
Colonial Bishop only. They forgot and forgawve very

eaglly in the Colonles, Also it was sald her dismonda

apd rubles had besn dug out of the earth with h:l.-fu-n

hands by a 'hmsband' who was not Balph “snresa, Balph, a
Jew, got up to look the very spit and image of the

landed gentry, susplied fros, directing City companies

-=that was certaln--tons of money; and they had mo child,
But surely with [eorge the Sixth on the throme it was old
fashioned, dowdy, savoured of moth esa‘esn furs , bugles,
cameos A nd black edged notepaper to go farreting

|
into peoples pasta?
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(amduh
"All I need " said Mrs Manresa o-ling Bewdlat, as if he

were A real man, not a stuffed man, "ia a corkscrew" She
had a bottle uf}nma, but no corkscrew,

'Iﬂﬂi, 3111: she contimued, cociking her thimb--
she was opening the bottle--"at the plctures. #Didnt I tell
you you'd have a treat?”

Vulgar max she was in her gestures, in her whole

person, over-sexed, over-dreased for a  pim pleniec.
But what a desirable, at least ﬂ]na]:],e; quality it was--
for everbody felt, directly she spoke, "She s sald it,
gshe "s done it, not 1;" and could taks advanatgs of ths
breach of decorum, of thes frash air that blew in,
to follow 1lke leaping dolphins in the wake of an ice breskis
vessal, Did i.hqr'nut restors to old Barthlomew

his spice islands, his youth?

"I told hin" she went on, ogling Bart now, "hat he

wouldnt look at our th.im‘f of which they had heaps and
mountains ) after yours, And I promised him you'd dhow him
tha--the---" here the champagne fizszed up and ahe insisted
upon f111ing Barts glass first . "What is it all you learned
gentlemen rave about? An arch? Norman? Saxon? Whos the last
from school? Mrs Giles?®

She ogled Isabella now, conferring youth upon
her; but always when she spoks to women, she velled her eyes,

for thu_" buln;’ mmﬂhr:.lm through it.




So with blow after blow, with champegne and widh ogling,
she staked out h-r claim to be a wild child of mature,

blowing into this—sghe did give one secret smile-- shaltarsd
harbour; which did meke her gemile, after Londong yet it

414, too, challenge London, For on she went to offer them

& smupke of her life; a few gobbets of gossip} mere trash;
but shegave Lt for what Lt was worth; how last Tussday
she had been sitting next so and soj and she added, very
casally a Christian neme; then a nick name; and/he'd said--
for as a mere nobody they didnt mind what they =aid to her--
nd!l:";utrint muﬂd-mn-,l neednt tell m;' she told them.
And they all pricked their ears. And themn, with a gesture
of her bands as 1f tos=lng overhoard that odlous crackling-
under-the-pot London life--#so-- she exclaimed "Therel
+++dnd whats the first thing I do when * come down here?"
They had only come last night, driving through June 1-1:!!!1f
alone with Bill it was understood, leaving London suddenly
bocome dissolute and dirtr; to sit down to dinner, "What do
I do?|Can I may 1t aloud? Is it permitted, Yrs Swithinm?
Tes, everything can be said in this hmuse. I take off my
staye” ( here she progsed her hands to her sides--ghe was
stout) "aAnd roll in the grass, Holle= you'll believe that..."
She lamghed wholeheartedly, Shef had glven un dealing with
her figure and thms gained freedom,

"Thats ;mia: Isa thought, Quite gemuine, And her
love of the country too. Often when Ralph Manresa had to
stay in town she came down alone] wore an old garden hat;

taught the village women not how to pickls and preserve;
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but how [to weave frivolous backsts out of coloured

straw, Pleasurs's what they want she said, You often heard
her, if you called, yodelling among the holly hocks
"Hoity te doity te ray do.."

A thoroug” good sort she was, She made 0ld “art feel
young, Out of the corner of his eye, as he raised his
glass, he saw a flash of white in the garden; Sbme one

Tor lims L ——

The scu llery maid , befors the plates came out,

Ny

wag conling her cheeks by the lily poel.
There had always been 1ili-s there, self sowm

fwom wind dropped seed, flfpting red and whitefon the
green plates of their leaves. "ater, for mnireds of years,
had eilted down into the hollow, and lay there four or five
feet deep over a black cithion of mad, Under the thick
plate of green water, glazed in their self centred world,
fish swameegold, splashed with white, streaked with
black or silver, Silemtly they lnr'gm!rﬂl in their water world
poised in the blu- patch made by the sky, or shot silently
to the edge where the grass, trrmbling, made a fring= of
%odding shadow, On the water - pavement splders  printed
thelr delicate feot, A grain fellland spiralled down; & petal
“ll, filled and sank, At that the fleset of boat-shaped
bodies paused; polsed; equipped; mailed; then with a
waver of undulation off they flashed.

It wae in that deep centre, in that black hsart,
that the lady had drowned hergelf, Ten years since the poel

had been dredged and a thigh bone r coverad, Alas, 1t was
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a sheep's, not a la.rly". And gheep have no ghosta, for sheep
have no sould, But, the ser-vants insiated, they must have

a ghoat; the ghost must be a lﬂ‘l_;li who had drowned
herself for love, So none of them{would walk By the 1ily
pool at nl.;htj only now ehen memmm the

gentry atill sat at xkikagx table,

|'IIL-. % .h‘_"'_'_:' f-ﬁ “‘_..hij .IIE .lk-l ﬁ:ﬂ{i;
The f1 ower petal nﬁ:;iﬂlrt'hnl_w sipped his wine,
Happy he felt as a boy; yet reckless as an old men

4

wiib go-futupe; an unusual, an Agreeable sensation,
Pambling in his mind for something to say to tha adorable
lady, he chose the firet thing that came handy: the story
of the sheeps thigh, "Bet fervants® he satd "mst have
their ghost, " Kitchen-maids must have their frowned lady.
"But so mist I!" cried the wild child|of nature,
Mrs Hanresa, She became, of & suiden, solemn as an owl,
She knew thu sald, pinching a bit of bread to make this
emphatic, that Balph, when he was at the war, couldnt have
been killed without her seeing u::' wher-ver I was, whateve
* was doing’, she added, waving her hands so that the diamonds
flashed in the sun,
"I dodt feel that! sald Mrs Swithin shaking her
head,
"No" Mrs “anresa laughed, "You -nuld:it. Soe of you wonld,
Tou see I'_on & level with,.." she waited till Semddwt had
I'E'ﬂl'lﬂ.lr.thﬂ' sarvants, I'm nothing like ]'n grown up &s you
are,"
She preened, approving her adolescence, Rightly or
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werongly? A spring of fesling bubbled up through her
mad, They had lald theirs with blocks of marble,
Ehll]l}l! bohrs Were Ihﬂl'p‘lr bones to them, not the relics
of the dxWigned Lady Trmyntrude,
"And which camp” said Sarthlomew t‘n;:lug to the
unkmown guest " d'you belong to? The grown, or the ungrowm?™
Isabella opened her mouth, hoping that Dodge would
open hil, andso enable her to place him. Mt he sat staring,
b | bed your pardon, S{r?" he said, They all loocked

at him, "I was lantin.gfnt the pir:tnru:l..




The pleturs looked at n body. The picture drew the= dowm the

'u.hn- T silence,

luey broks it.
"ire H.urala, I'm woln: to u.-;'j, ou a favour--—- If 1t comes to &
ploch this afte-noon, will you sing?®

Thie afternoon? Mrs Hanress was aghast, "as it the

pegeant? = hod never dreast it was this afternoon, Zhay would
never have thrust themselves in-- had they known it was this afternosg
and of coursdyonce ore the chlie punled. loa heard the first chize;
end the segond; anl the third-- If f: was wet, 1t would se in thﬁr

Ba:‘u; 17 {1 was fine on the terrace, aisl whio: would it be, wet or fils

’] L |JI rﬁhp‘-ﬁ—‘ : Lfadl
apl they all lookud out of the window, m%h

|-|I"I|1|..J,|:-h 1
Lol scain, Wr Hles had ecomw. "r Yiles woild be down in o mounent,

o e LA 3
L{ -u'h.i come ., “e had seen the great silver= lated car at the

00~ with the initials R, K. twisted s0 a« to look at a distance

1’3_};;- = poronst, Vigpheken {sitors, he ha J'~:|::Iﬂ1'll1.ul1. as he dre= up

pehind; and had pome to hi= room to change. The ghost of comvention

rose to the lurfi-l:ll’l.ﬂ.{ﬂ blush or a tesr rises to the surface

at the pressurs of emotion ; s0 the car touched his training,

.':_'E mast change, Ani he came into tli= dinln: room lookdns llke a

cricketer in fleinele, wearin: s olus coat with brass Uuitons;

leug]ilm wee enraged, Sad he not rlad, in the wornine paper,

in the train, thst sixteen :wn hsd been shot, others ;n‘i:ﬂmd,

_ust over there, seres=—the—fsitland, across the gul? in the Tlsat

land which divided thes f ow the coatinent? .}ut he changed, H-.H'H-

aant Luay, =aving her hﬂﬁ at him as he cae l-n, n:-ﬂu nim chsngl,f
ﬂ,, h“n': lilj.ﬁ Erlﬂ"fﬂ.ﬂﬂr_ﬂ (o fu Iil-l‘.l"'

4% Ons hﬂ.tlgl- B coat gq liuulg
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instinctively, Aunt lucy , foolish, free; always, since he
bad chosen , aft: leaving college, to take & job in the city,
expressing her amazement, he - amusement, at men who spent
their lives , buyigg and melling, --phewsidx ploughs?
glass beads was it? or stocks and shares®--to savages who
wished most oddly—for wers ther not beautiful naked’--
to dress and live like the English® A frivolous, & malignant
statement her's was of a problem which, for he had no special
gift,no capital, and had been furiously ia|love with his
wife--he nodded to her acros= the table-- had afflicted him
for ten years, Given his cholce, he would have chosen to
farm, But he was not given his choice, So one thing
led to another; and the conglome ation of things pressed
you flat; held you fast, like a fish in water, So he come
for the mxikx wenk end, and changed,
"How d'you do®™ he said all round; nodded to the
unknwon guest; took against him-and ate his fillet of
sole,
He wan the very type of all that Mrs “anresa adred,
din hair curled; fuffrmn running away, as many chins did,
his was fxx firm; the nose mtraight, if short; the eyes,
of courss, with that hair, bluej and finally to make the
type complete, there was something flerce, untamed , in the
sxpression which incited her, even at forty five, to fur-

bish up her anclent batterles,

"He in my husband” Isabslla thought, A thay
: b J

nodded across the bunch of many-coloured flowers, "The
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father of my children," It worked, that old ﬁlil:h:-. nha felt
pride; and affection; then pride again in herself, whom

he had chosen. It was a shock to find, after the mornings
lock in the glase, and the arrow of desire shot thr r

last night by the Byromic man, the gentleman farmer,
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how mach she felt when he came in, not a dapper city gent,
but & cricketer, of love ; wfm, and of hate,

They had met first in Scotland, fishing--she from one
rock, he from another, Har line had got tangled; she had

glven over, and hal watched him with the stream rushing
between h.i.:r legs, casting, casting--until, like a
thick ingot of silver bent in the middle,the salmon had
leapt, had been caught, and she had loved him,

Bartho lmoew tﬂﬂhﬂﬂﬂ- him; and noted his Anger--
about what? But he remembered his guest. The family was not
a family in the presence of utrl.n.;;‘i. Hy pmust, rather
laborigusly, tell them the atory of the pictures at which the
unknown guest hal besn looking When #ilss came in,

"!'l:li."I he indicated the man with a hﬂ-l‘llfi was my ancestor

Zg had a dog, The dog was famous. The dog has his place in

history. He left it on record that he wished his dog to be
buried with him."
They looked at the pleturs,
"I always feel" Lucy broke the silence "he's ,

H

saying: ‘Pﬂ.nl my tln:-“
"But What about the horsa?" sald Mra Manresa,

"The horse”, said Mxx Hartho mew patting on his glasses.
He looked at the horse, The hind quarters wers not satls
‘actory.

But William Dodge was atill looking at the lady,
".I.h: said Bartholomew who had bought tha pleturi because
he 1iked that pictare) wam an artist

Ita LT TS
Dodge denied it, for the second time in half an hour or ®¢ =

What for did a good sort like the woman Manresa bring these

v
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half breeds in her trail? Giles asked himself, And his

gllance made its

R‘t
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contribution to ghe talk--Dodgef that is, shook hds hesd,
"I 1ike that picture" , That was all he could bring himself
to say,

"And yourn right" ssid Bartholomew, "A man--I forget his

nams-- & man connected with some Institute,

a man who goes about glving advice, gratls, to descendants
like ourselves, degenerate descendants, My sald...Be sald..."
He paused, They all looked at the lady, . But shs looked
over their haads, locking at nothing. She led them down ET®%R
glades into tha heart of silence,

"Said it was by 9ir Josuhua?" Mrs Manresa broke the
ellence abruptly.
"No, no" Tillian Didge said hastily, but undor his|breath,
"Woy's ha afrald?" Isabella asked herself, A poor specimen
e was; afraid to stick up for his nwm hpli:hj -=just ns she
was Afrald, o” her husband, I'ﬂ.rh;t she write her poetry in a
book bound like an account hook les: Giles might suspect!?
She looked at Files.

8o had finished his fishy ; he ha! caten quickly,
not to keep then walting, llow there was cherry tart, Mrs
Manresa waas counting the atonss, '_#_,e'

"Minker, tailor, soldier, sailor, apothecary,
ploughboy....thats me!" she cried delighted to have it
confirned by the cherry stones that she was a wild child
of nltu.nuf

"You believe' said the oli gentlema courtesouly chaffing
e

har J"'l. that too?"

"6f course, of course 1 do!" she cried. Now she waa

on the rails again, Now she was A thoraugh good mort again, t,}
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And they too were delightedj now they could follew in her
weke and l-ave the silver and dun shades that led to the
heart of silence, )

"I had a fathir} sald Dodge bencath :- btreath to

4gn whosat next hinr" who loved pictures.”

"Oh I tool" she exclaimed, :"1_11'1'1-&1;.
disconnectedly, she oxplained, She used tu',.u: when she was
a child, when she hmtfth! wh ooplng cough, with an u.nuhj A
clerygyman; who wore a skull cap; and never did anything;
diddt even preach; tut mAade up poema, walking in his garden,
saying them aloud,

"Pagple thought him mad! she said, "I didns,..."

She stopped.
"Moker, tallor, soldier , sallor, apothegary, ploughboy....
It appears said old Sartholmoew, laying down his epoon,
"that I am a’lr.h.t-r. Shall we take our coffes in the garden?"
24 rose,

Isn d.rﬁ her chair across the gravel, mattering:
"Tg what dark antre of the unvisited earth, or wind-brushed
foreat, shall we go now? Or =goln from star tnftlr and dance
in the mage of the moon? Or,.."

Sha hald hor deck chalr at the wrong angle, The

frame with the notches was upeide down,

"Songn -? uncle taught me?™ sald William Dodge,
h-aring he - matter, Ne unfolded the chalr and fized the bar

{nto the right notch.”

o
T T T ————
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Sghe flushad, as 4if she had spoken in an smmty room and
someons had steppel out from behind a curtain,

"Dont you, if youre doing something with your hands,

talk nonsense?” she stumbled, But what did he do with his
hands, the white, the fine, the shapely?

Tl dlk ——y

Giles went hmﬁ/ to the house and brought more chaly

and placed them in a semi-cirele, so that the view might
pbe shared, =and the shelter of the old wall., For by some
lucky chance & wall had been built contimuing the house,

it might be with the intention of adding anothar wing,

on the raised ground in the sun, But funds were lacidng;
the jlan wa= abandoned, and the wall remaimdd , nothing but
a wall, Later, another generation had planted fruit trees, wh
which in time hal sprea’ their arms widely across the red
prange cEkx weathered brick, Mra éa.nrh ealled 11'.{!1 good
::lr:rtllighn coudd mak= six pots of spricot jam from them---
the fruit w=s never sweet enough for dessert. Perhaps three
apricots were worth enclosing in muslin bags. Put they were
so beantiful, naked, with one flush'd cheek, one green,
that Mrs Swithin left them naked, and the wasps burrowed
holea,

Guide
Sk Pock, " it commanded a fine view of the surrounding

The und sloped up, so that to quote Hgghii
( :Jﬁ?’

country ...The spire of Bolney Minster, Rough Norton -

woods, and on an eminence rather to the left Hogben's

Folly , =0 called becauss,..."

Sbieccied der Sook - onrtiid - toddicthe- tmatbe olientenarx
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The Guide Book mu{ told the truth,~1H%0 was true in

19%9. ¥ house had been bullt; mo town had sprung up.
Nogbens Folly was still emiment; the very flat, fisld-
parcelled land had changed only in this-- the tractor had

to some extent superseded the plough., The horse had

gone; but the cow remained, If Migeis were here now, Figgis
would have said the mame, So they always said when in summer
t =y sat there to drink coffee, if thay had guests, When

they were alone, ope fagilyss they s:dd nothing, They locked
at the view; they looksd at what thay knew, to se- iff what
they knew might perhaps be diffsrent today. Most daye 1t

was the name,

1"-{11,"'

L 3
"Thats what makes a view/shd" sald Mra Swithin, lowsing
&
herself irto the deck chair which Giles had brought hur,w

“And so bemutiful, It'll be thura'; she nodded at the
strip of gause laid upon the dlstant fields " when we're
not."

Giles kxbhshwdchigx nicked his chair into polstion
with a jerk, Thus only could he show his irritation
eahchtaxamnkys, h ¢ rage with old fogles who sat and looked
at visws ﬂ::r coffee and cream when the whole of Furope=-
over there-- was bristling like.... llajh&rl no command of
metaphor, Only the ineffective word "hedgehog" illsutrated
his vislon of Bureps, bristling with suns,
polsed with planes, At any moment gune would rake that land

into furrows; planes splinter Eolney Minster inmto

smithereens and blast the Folly. He too loved the view,
And blamed Aunt Lucy, locking at views, instead of--dolng

what? That she had done was to marry & squire now (‘




46

dead; she hai borne two childrem, one in Canada, the
othar married,in Birminghsm, Hin father, whom he
loved, he exempted from censure; &s for himself, one
thing followed another; and so ]:u{mt., with old fogles,

Vit
looking at the mhsmyx Eeddy.

"mum; padd Mrs Manresa, "Beantiful...."
she mumbled. She was lightins a eigarette. The breese blew
out her mateh, Glles hollowed his hand and 1it another,
She too was exe pted--why, he comld not say.

"Sine: youre interested in pictures] said Barthe
lomew, turnin; to the silent guest, " why, tell me, are we,
as a race, so incurious, irresponsive and insénsitive"---
the champagnes had given him a flow of umisual three-decker
words-- " to that noble art, whereas, Mrsflanresa, if she'lll
allow me ny old mans 1iberty, han her thknrpi;'i by heartt"
“Shakespeare by[heart!" Mrs Manresa protested. She struck
an attitude, "To ba, or not to be, that is the question,
Whether 'tis nobler....® Go onl " she mdged Giles, who
sat next her,

"Pade far away ani quite forge/t what thou amongst the leaves
hast nev-r known..." Isa mapnlied the first words that came

into her head b y way o7 helping her msband out of his

difficulty.

"The weariness, the tortur , and the fret..." William Dodge

burring the end
added, bumxpimgnkhersmd of his clgarette in a grave beotween

tvo atonesn,

“Therel® BSartholomew exclaimed, cocidng his

¢

forefing r aloft, "That provea it]! What springs
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»
touched, whnt{ secrat rimur% its treasurcs, if * say
--he raised mor: fingers---" Reynolds] Constablel OP-.I' ¢

"Why called '014'7" Mra “anresa thrust in,

"We havent the -r:f:u--ln havent the words" Mrs Swithin
proteated, "Theyre j!'ehim‘l the eyes; not on the lips; t]:mi!l
all®

"Thoughta without words" lier brother mused, "Can that be?"
"Quite beyond mel® cried Mrs Hunrﬂn. shaking her head,
"Wuch too clever] May I help myself? I know ita wrong,
But I've reached the age--ani the figure-- when I do what
I 1ike,"

Reachin~ out, ihp tooz the little allver cream jug
and let the smooth fluid curl lumluunl;lf into her cofeee,
to which nhe added a whede shovel full of brown sugar candy,
Sasunouly, rhymically, she stirred the mixturs round and

roand H I ---.a : !

"Pake what you like]l Melp yourself] " Bartholomew

exclaimed, ideshrmaberemxd 8= feli the champagne withdrawing
and ha-tened, befors the last trace of geniality was with-

dramn to make the momt of it, aAs if he cant one last look

into a 1lit-up chamber before g-ing to bed,

The wild J.':hud!nﬂu-ut once more on the tide of

the old lﬂnlu huni;nkt.r: looked over hor coffa cup at 'Hlllj
with v = she felt in comspiracy, AJthrosd united them--vixil

vigible, invisible, like those threads, now seen, now not,
that unite tre#mbling grass blades in smutumn before the sunm
rises, Sha had met him once -|:|.1:||.'|.,1r_l at a cricket match,

And then had been spun between them an early morning [/C,
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twigs
thread hefore the wiigx and 1-aves of real friendship
emerge, She looked bafare she drank, Looking was part of
drinking, Why waste sensation, she seemed to ask, why wante
a single drop that chan be pressed out of this ripe, this
melting, this adorable world? Then she drank, And the air
round her became threaded with semsation) mm;.- felt
racngpoiihencleks 1t; Glles felt it, EHad he been & horse,
the thin brown skin would have twitched, as if a fly had
Hm. Isab ella twitched too, Jealousy, anger, plerced
her skin,
"And now" sald Mrs Manresa, putting down her cup,

/
"about this entertaimment--this pageant, into which we've

gone and butted"--she made it too serm ripe like the apricot
in to which the wasps were burrowing---"Tell me, whats it to ;
be?"  She turned, "Dont I hear?" skmeoasemdy She
listensd,  She heard laughter, down smong the
bushes, where the terrace W
Came—te—ar B, "'Lﬁf"} ﬁ 'm H“bﬂ

R T |

Beyond the 1ily pool t.h-fgrmnd a i u;aan and in

that dip of the ground bushes and brambles had mobbed them
solv[s tnll:.her. It was always shady; sun-flecked in summer,
dark and damp in winter, In the summer thare wers always
butterflies; fritillaries darting through; Hed Admirals

fearting and floating cab age whites, unambitiously

- flatteri . likr muslin milk " malds, mkx
¥ ket 4 Pl
\ 1] content to Hewe a 1ifo there, Mutterfly catfhing , for
} 4
generation after gen ration, began there; for Bartlomew and

[' L
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Lucy; for Gilesj for Tmumgm George 4t had begun only the dp
day befors Jntnrﬂql when, in his littla';u&u net, he had

caught a cabbage white.

It was the very place for a dressing room, Jjust as,
obvioualy, the terrace wis the wvery plase fpr a play.

"The very placel" Miss La Trobe had exclaimed the firs
time she came to call and was shown the grounda, It was a

inters day. The trees wore leafless then,

iPhats the place for a pagesnt, Mr Oliver]" she hed ex-

claimed. "Winding in and out between the trees...."

She waved har hand at the trees standing bare in the clear
1li/ht of January,.

"Thers the stage; hers the mudienced and down there among the

bushes a parfect dr ssing room for the astere.” /

A AR/ A

Fhe wan always all agof to get things up. Bat
where did she spring from? With that name she wnsnt presumaby
pure Tnglish, Prom the Channel “salnds perhaps? Only her
eyes and something about her always made Mrs Bingham suspect
that she hal Russian blood in her, "Those deep set
eyes; that very sguare jaw” reminded her Imt that she
had been t “ussis, of the Tartars, Rumour said that she had
kept & tea shop at Winchester; that had failed, She had been
an actress, Thai/had failed, She had bought a four-roomed
cottage andi shared it wit: an mgtress, They had

quarelled, Very little was actually known about her, Cut

wardly she was swarthy, sturdy and thick set; strode about
the fields in a smock frock; sometimes with a clgarette

C
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in he mouth; often with a whip in her hand; and used

L s &

L
rather strong language —-‘]Illrhplf then, she wasnt altogether

a ady? At any rate, she had a passion for getting things

4
up.
Fobadts 1 Dangrhr Aid asvie

"Are wemgnimgnix they going to act!™ Mrs Manresa asked,
The—laughter—timd-—momy,
"Acty dance; singg a 1little bit of awrﬂh‘u&; sald Glles.

IL;_ﬂuit La Trobe is a lady of wonderful inlrgr; sald Mra

4
Swithin,

"She makan very one do lwthin%' sald Isnbella,
"Our pl.rt; nadd hrthlmr::, in to be whimmwhy "Iu mudience,
And a very important part too," e

"Also, we provide the tu: aaid Mrs Swithin,
"Shadt we go and help?" saidl Mrs Manresa, "Cut up bread and

buttert®

ane Mo andiites,
"¥o, nﬁ' paid Mr Oliver, "We remain-ssated.”

"One year we had Gammer hJLﬂ'-I ﬂl_'i said Mrs Swithin,
"One year w wrote the play ofir<elves, The son of our
blacksmi th--Tony? Tommy”-- had the lovelleat volea,
And Elsie at the Crosswaysf-how she mimicked] Took us all
off, Bart; Giles; 0ld Flimey--thats me, People are gifted--
very, The question ls-= how to brimg it out? Thatn where
she's so clever--Miss La Trobe, Of course, therss the whole
of English literature to choose from, But how can one choose?
Often on a wet day I begln counting up; what I've read;
what I havent read,”

"ind leaving bodks on the rlnn:; sald her brother,

"Like the pig in the story; or was it a donkey?"
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She 1lsughed, tapping him lightly on the kuee,

"The dorkey who couldnt choose betwaen hay/ and tarnips™
starved

and so stxxes@” lsabells explained, interposing--anything--

iy
between hor Aunt and her Tﬂlhlﬂ! Raw=i hited this kind

of talk this afternoon. Books open; no conlusion come tof
and he sitting 1in the andiance,

"We remain seated"--- "Wwe are the audience”, Words thia
afternoon cemsed to lie flat in the sentence, They rose, el
became menacing andghooz their Tlsts at you, This afterncon
he wasnt Giles Oliver come to see the villagera act thelr
anual pageanty iinncla:l to a rock he was, and forced
passively to benhold indescribable horror, His face
showed 1t; and Isa, not knowing what maxt to ...—,1 abruptly,
half purposely, knocked over a coffee cup,

Tillian Uodge caught it as it fell, ¥e held 1t for a
moment, He turned it, From the falnt blue mark, a= of
crofnged ﬂ.ﬂgﬂit% in the glaza at the bottom he knew that it
was English, made pe-hape at Nottingham; diite about 1760.
His expresksion, consdering; the daggers, coming
to this conclusion, gave Clles another peg on which teo
hang his rage as one hangs a coat on a peg, conveniently,

A toady; a lick spittlej not a down_right plain man of his

senses; but a teaser and twitcher; n{f:l,ngurur of sansations;
pleiing and choosingy dillying and dallylng: not & man to
have straightforward love for a woman --his head was

close to Isaghead— but simply & —---- At this word, which

he could not speak in public, he pursed his 1ips; and the
simet-ring on his 1little finger locked redder, for the
flesh maxt 1t whitened as he gripped the arm of hia chadr,

v
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L* "h what funl cried Mrs panvesa in her fluty volcs, "A
1ittle it of evarything, A song; & dance; then a play
acted by the villagers thewselves, ﬂnlr;" here she tarned/
enthxenkx with her head on one alde to Isabella,
"I'y sure shes_ written i1t, Navent you, Mrs Giles?"
ipa flushed and denled it,
"For WIEI!;' Mrs Tanress ¢ ontimed, " speaking plainly,
I cadt put two words together, I dont know how it ise-such
a chatterbox as I am with my tomgue, once I hold a pene--"
She made a face, screwed her fingers as if she held a pen
in them, But the pen she held tlms on the 1little table
absslutely r¢fused to move,
"And my handwriting-- so hige--so clumsy--" She mads
another face and dropped the invisible pen/

Very delicately William Nodge set the cup in its samcer,
"How hg!' sald Mrs Manresa, as if referringz to the dalicacy
with which he did this, and imputing to him the same skill
in writing, " writes beautifully, “very letter perfectly
formad, "

Again they all looksd at him, Instantly he plit his hands in
his pockets.

Igabella guessed the word that Giles had not spoken,
Well, wan it wrong if he was that word? Why judge each
other? Do we know each other? Not here, not now, BPut
somwehere, this cloud, t ds crust, this deabt, thia dust---
She wad ted for n.}rh;uu‘ 1t failed her; tut somgwehere

surely one sun would shine and all , without a '

.1#11bt§ would be clear, U t/
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She started, dagin, sounis of lmughter reached her,
"1 think I hear thau; she said, "Thayhe gett.ln.é: ready,

Theyre dr-ssing up in the bushes,”

Glakle —

Miss “a Trobe was pacing to and fro between the leaning
bkreh trees, One hani wa=z deep stuck in her pmht pocket;
the other held a Toolscap sheet, She was reading what was
written there, She hald the loock of A commnader pacing his
dock, The leaning garceful tress with black bracelata
eireling tha sllwer bark lnr{-li-mnt about A -h.'lﬁ'-
length,

Wat would it be, or fine? Out came the sun; thExamEs
and, shading her eyes in the attitule proper to an Admoral
on hie quarter deck, she df1ded to risk the engmgement
out of doors, Noubts were over, All stage properties,
she commanded, maat be moved from the 'urn to the bushes,
It wan done. And the actBra, while she paced, taking all
regponal dlity and plumplng for fine not wet, dreased
amons the brambles, Hence the laughter,

The clothes were strewn on the grass, Cardboard
crowns, sworde mads of silver paper, turbams that were
sixpenny ﬂiu]fcluthn. lay on the grass or were flung on the
tushes., There were pools of red and purple in the shade;
flaghes of silver in the sun, The dresses atiracted the
butie flies, Bed and silver , blu~ and yellow gave off
warmth and {:ntnila. Red Admirals gluttonously q‘arbuq.
richness from dish cloths, cabbAge whites drank

icy coolness from silver paper, Hemphagyx Flitting, / ;
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, tasting, retumting, they sampled the colours,

Misn “a Trobe atopped her pacing and surveyed the

scens, "It has the meimgxx.." she murmured. Por another
play always lay behind the play she had just writtem,
Radong bo fiogs, 2kt lerlie s

The bubiterflies/eireling: the light changingg the childrea

leaping; the mothers laughing---"No, I dont get 11::

she mittered and fmﬂ har pacing,

"Bossy" they culled her pristely, Just as ther called
Mrs Swithin "Flimsy". ¥er abrupt manner and stocky figure;
herthick ancles and aturdy shoes; her rapid decisions
barked out in guttural sccents-- all this "got their goat",
No one liked to be ordered about singly. Bat in little troops
they appeled to her, Some one must lead, Then too they could
pat the blame on her, Suppose it poured?

"inn “a “robs 1" they hailed her now, "What§th idea
abdut this?"

She stopped, Tavid and iris each hed a hand onthe
gramophons, It mast be hiddeén; yet muat be close snough to
the sudfence to be heard, Well, haint she siven orders?
Where were the hurdles cowered in leaves? Fetch them,

Mr Streafitdd mad said he would see to it, Where was Mr
Streafield? Yo clergyman was visible., Perhaps he's

in the barn? "Tommy, cut along and fetch him,"

"Pommy's wanted in the first sceme," "Beryl then,.."

The mothara disputed, One child had be'n chosen; another
not, Falr halr was unjuatly preferred to dark, Mrs Tbury
hai forbidden Panny tofact because of the nettle-rash,
There was another name in the village for mettle rashj,
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Mrs Ball's cottage was not what vou might call ¥

clean, In the last war Mre Ball lived with another man
whil her husband was in the trenches, All this Miss
La Troba knew, but refused to be mixed up in it, She splasd -
ed 1in to the fine mesh like a great stone into the lily
pool. The criss-cross was shattered, Only the roote
bensath water ware of use to her, Vanity, for example,
made them all malleable, The boys wanted the big pnﬂ.:f
the girle wamted the fin clothes, Expenges had to be kept
down, Ten ppunds war the limit. Thus conventions were
outraged, Swathed in conventions, they couldnt mee, as she
could, that a dish clath wound rm.f} a head in the open
lockad much richar than real silk. So thay squabbled;
put she kept out of it, Walting for Mr Sureafified, she paced
tetwe n the birch trees,

The other trees were magnificently straisht. They w
were not too regular; but regular encugh to sugrest
columns in & church; in a church without a roofy in an
open-air cathedral, a place I‘.hnrnf awallows darting seemed,
by the regularity of the trees, to make a pattern, dancing,
liks the ®usaians, only not to mlt:lbut- to the usheard

rhythof their own wild hearts,

M ;:.:..L..,Tafrr hied Aty

"We sust possess our souls in pﬂttenﬂl: sald Mrs

u_mmur,mn—-q "Or could we hﬂu'

she '?unhd. rlancing over her shoulder, "with those L’hll!?
Bartiet, a gnrdnnurlrn.nd a maid wers all bringing

chaire--for the andience. Thers was nothing for ths andience

e

to do, Inl’luru suppressed a yawm, They were silent,
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They stared at the view, as if momething might happen

in nnn’o those fields to reliev: them of the

intolerable burden of sitting silent, doing nothing,

in company, Thelr minde and bodies were too close, yet not

close enough., We arent free, each one of them felt unrltﬂ]:

to feel or think separately, nor vet to fall asleep. We're

- It Aol Clire g b
too clomse; but not close enough; too close, teo distant,

R T i
The hent had incrfsed. The clouds had vanished. ALl
was sun now, The view lald bare by the sun was flattened,
silenced, atilled, The cows ware motionless; the brick wall,
no longer sheltering beat back hasdy gralns up’hut.
01d ¥r Oliver sighned profoundly . Mis hea! jorked; hin
hand fell, It fell within an inch of the dogs head on the
grass by his side, Then up he jerked it again on to his knee,
Giles glared, With his hands bound tight rounfd
his kmees he stared at the flat fields, Staring, glaring,
he sat silent.
lgaballa felt prisoned, Through the bars of the p;:-unumr
through the sleep hage that daflected r.huhhlunt ATTOWS
ruised m:; Tve , then Datie TR ST DR
she felt neither love or hate ﬂ:ﬂmm.:%:‘m;cmr
she felt--she had dmm:#mt wine at luncheon--thiset. "A<im

beakker of cold water, a beaker of cold water," she re

peated, and saw water surrouned by walls of shining glass,

Mra hnnﬂ—n longed to relax and curl in a
corner with a ¢ shion, a pleture paper, and a bag of

aweete, C ..
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BéW¥h Mre Swithin and William surveyed the view
celdgy aloofly, and with d-tachment,

Hramanrmesxr-mndded, Bow tempting, how very tempting,
to let the view tr umph; to reflect its ripple; to let
their own minde ripple to let outlines elongate and
niteh over--—-so-——- with a sudden jerk,

Mrs Manresa yielded, pitched, plumged, then/ pulled herself
ups

"What & view]" she exclaimed, p:ﬁ«u::ling; to thrmscommy
dust the ashes of her clgarette, but in truth, concealing

her yawn, Then she sighed, mtending to express not her
own dréwainess, but something connected with what she felt
about views,

Hobody answared her, The flat fields g}:fm’; green

reﬁmr. blus yellow, red yellow, then hlue again, The
repatition war mensaless, hideaous, stupefying,

Kew

"Gome" said Mrs Swithin, in & low voice, as if the
\‘ exact moment for speech had come, as if she had promised,

and 1t was tine to fulfil her premise, COMS S
YGone, and 1'11 show you thefhouse,”

She addressed no one in particuflr, But Willia~ Dodge knew
she meant him, He rose with a jerk, like a toy suddenly
palled atraight by a string,

"What energyl® Mrs Manresa half sighed, half yawned,
“Bave I the counfise to go too?" Isabella asked herself,
Thay were goingg abovp all things, she desired cold water,
8 beaker of cold water; but desire petered out suppressed

/
by the leadey duty she owed to others, e watched them go

I/
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-=Mrs Swithin tottering yet tripplng; and Dodge unfurled
and ltrllghtanudlu he strods besid- her along the blazing

tiles under the hnlf wall ; tillthey reached the shade of

the house,

A match box fell--Barthlompews. Hie fingers had

loosed 1t; he had dropped it. Be gave up the game;

he coulddt be bothired, With his head on ome sids,

L 2\ his head dangling above the d.n;"n haad he alepts ha mnd...

J
j].:m L-'H-:l E..:I-%.. = >

Mrs Swithin paused for a moment (n the hall

among the gllt-clawed tables,
"!hii}' ahe !Hlﬂ.{' iz the staircase, And now--
up we go."
Sha went up, two stalrs ahsad of her gusst, Langtha
of yellow satin unfurled themeslves on a cracked canvas
as thq;;._untad.

"Not an mmult.ren/? said Mps ﬂlithin!n they came

level with the head in the camsmsgxxxplcture, "But we
clalm her because we've known her— ﬁje!nr 80 mMARY
years® Who was she?" she gased, "Who painted her? *
She shook her head, She looked 1it upfnl if for a hq'ﬂ.lltf

with the sun pouring over her,
"But T like her best in the moonlight' Mre /
Swithin reflected, and mounted more stairs, /

39\ She panted slightly, golng up stairs, Then she ran

L - e

L ]:.u:‘hlllli:nnrt}mmm.'l:hurnltlinﬂ':nunllun';hnllnvtln.:IF

as if they were pan pipes,
"Hers are mmmx the poets from whom “fdnnnll by way of
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the mind, Mr...." she surmured. She had forgotten his name,
Yet ahe had aingled him out,

"My brother says, they tuilt the house north for
shelter, not south for sun. So theyre damp in the winter®
She paused, "And now what comes next?"

She atopped. '!h;uﬂ was a door,
"fhe morning room, " The opened the door,

"Whers my mother received her guesta”,

Two chairs faced each other on either side of a fine

fluted mantelpiece, He logked over her shoulder ,
ab—the tnvialble—puents,

She shut the door,

"Now up, now wp again," Agaijn they mounted,

"Up and up thu:f-mt: she panted, seelng , it seemed,

an invisible procession " up and up to bed."

"A bishop; a traveller; --I've forgottan even their
names, I ignore, I forget,"

She stopped at & window in the ﬁilngl and held back the
curtain, Beneath was the garden, bathed in sun, The grass
was sleek and shining, Three white pldgeons were
flirting and tiptosing as ornats Az ladies in ball dreases,
Their slagant bodies swayed as they mimced with tiny
steps on thelr 1little pink feet unon the grass. Suddenly,
up they rose in a flutter, circled, and flaw away,

'lurl',' she lu.i.ﬂ,“ far'tha bedrooms.” “he tapped
twice very Alatinctly on & door, With her head on one slde,
she listened,

"One never hnn; she surmared, "if theres somebody

there,” Then she flung o »n the doer,
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He half expected to see somebody there, naked, or half
4 dressed, or knslt in prayer, But the room wa 71‘;. The room
was tidy as pin, not slept in for months, a spare room,
Candles stood on the dressing tabls, The counterpans
was straight, Mrs Swithin stopped by the bed,
'Huru; she -a.tdjr";ru, lurl:' shs tapped the cuunturpn-"
"I was born. In this bed,"
Her rulc-EIdlnd avay, She sank down on the edge
of the bed. She was tired, no doubt, by the stairs,

by khe heat,

"But we have other lives, I think, I hope.,” she murmured,
W
'!o live in others, Mr.... We live in thikx things."

Shs spoke simply. She spoke with an effort.
She spoke as if she muat overcome her tiredness

-
AT L

out of Ml} to_wards a stranger, a guest, She had

forgotten hias name, Twice she had said "Mr" and stopped.
The furniture was mid-Tictorian, bought at Hqﬂ'“r
pﬂ't'll!; in the forties., The carpet was covered with small
purple dote, And|a white circle marksd the place where
the slop pall had stood by the wash stand,
Could he nay "I'W Wiliilam"? E- wighed to,

014 and frail she had climbed the stairs, She had spoken

her thoughts, ignorohg, not caring if he mikx thought her,

as he had, inconsequent, wsentimental, foolish., She had

lent him a hand to help him up a steep place, She had guessed
his trouble, Sitting on the bed he heard her sing,

swinging her 1ittle legs, "Come and see my dsmsmshahiay

seh Weads, come and see my sea shells, come and see my

——#
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dicky bird hop upon/its perch"--- an 014 childs murnery

rhyme to help a child, Standing by the cupboard in the cormep
he saw har reflected in the glass, Cut off from their
bodies, their syes smiled, their bodiless ayes,
at ‘their eyes in the glass,

Then she alipped off the bed,

"ﬁ:l"' she sald, 'l‘hlil:z:;ﬂ' and
patter-d down the corridor, A door stood open. Every one
was out in the garden, The room was like a ship deserted by
ite crew, The eh:ll.mn had berm pllrlfu.:- thers was a
spotted horse in the middle of the carpet. The murse had
been m.-iin;f— there was & plece of linen on the table,
The baby had beem in the cot. The cét was empty,

"The nursery” sald Mrs Swithin,

Words ralsed themsslves and becams symbolical,
“The cradle of our race” she sesmed to say,

Dodge crossed to thes fireplace and looksd at the

Newfouniland Dog in the Christmar Anmual that was
planed to the wall, The room smelt warm and sweet; of
clothes d.rzr?{ of milic; of blscults and warm water, "Good
Priends" the plcture was called, A iwahing sound came in
through the open door, He turned, The old women had
'lﬂnﬂimt into the pzax pa ssage and leant againat the

window,
He left the door open for the crew to come

come back to and Jjoinad her,

Down in the courtyard bemeath the winlow cars were
assembling, Their narrow black roofs werr lald together
1ike the blocks of a floor, C‘n.#n wers jumping downg
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here old ladies gingerly advanced black legs with sllver
buckled shoes; o0ld men striped trousers. Young men in
shorts leapt out on ome side; girls with akdn coloured
legs on the other. Thers was a purring and a churning
of the yellow gravel, The audisnce was asssmbling,
But/they, looking down from the window, were
truants, detachesd. Together they leant half out of the
window,
And then a breeze blew and all the muslin blinds

fluttered out, as if some majestic ﬂuﬂ.ﬁlll;
rising from har throne among har pum}hld tossed her
amber coloured raiment ani the other gods , seeing her
rise and go, lmughed, and thelr lmughter floated her on,

Mra Swithin put her hands to har halr, for ths
breese had ruffled it,

"r,.." she began,

"I': 11111-; he int-rrupted,

At that she smiled a ravishing girl's smile, as if the wind
had warm-d the wintry blue in her eyes to amber,

"I took m; she apologised ‘,' avay from your

friends, William, because I falt wound imle-w

tight beikt hare...." She touched her bony forshead
uepn which & blue veln wriggled 1ike a blue worm, But fher
eyes in their caves of bone wers still lambent., Es saw her
eyes only. And he wighed to kneal befors her, to kiss her
hand, and to say: "At school they hald me uni=r a tucket
of dirty water, Mrs Swithing when I looked up, the world was
dirty, Mrs Swithin; 8o I married; but my child's not my

child, Mrs Swithin/I'y, a half-man, Mrs Swithin; a
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flickering, mind-divided 1ittls snake in the grass, Mrs
Swithin: as Gilessaw; but youve hesled me.,.." So he wished
to say; but said nothing; and the breese went lolloping
along the corridors, blowing the blinds out,

Once more he 1mmm1mudnnm1m the
yellow gravel that mads a crescent round the door,
Pendant from her chain her cross swung as she leant out
and the sun struck 1t, How cyuld she weight herself down
by that sleek symbol?! How stamp herself, so ;,fvulltih.
so vagrant, with that image?/ As he looked at it, thay
were trusnts no more, The purring of the Mmeels became
vocal, "Burry, murrgg hnrrr: it seemed to say,
"or you'll be late, Burry, hurry , hurry, or the best seats ¢
11 be taken," 2

"Oh * cried Mrs Swithin, "fnerds fr Streatfieldl®
And they saw & clergman, & strapping clergyman, carrying
a hurdle, a leafy hurdle. Hs was striding through the
cars with the alr of a person of muthority, who s
avaited, expected, and now eomes,

"In 1t um; sald Mrs Swithin, " to go and joim

-==" She left th- senfifnce unfinished, as if she were of |

two minds, and they flutter-d to right and to laft,

liks phugsmxx plgeons rising from the grass,
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Onge ™age he lopked and she looked 4 onto the wellow
gravel that“gade a crescent round the/donr. Pendant from
her chaln hergross swung as rhe Jeant out and the sun
struck it, He nakel hivaelf, ®orfeould she weight he cself
pladels 30 vasn Fut yhaho hewly, Yo , o in frat
dn-n‘_t:* that sleak aymkol? As e looked at it, ther were
_ruant® fo more, The partdngs/of the wheoals hecams wocal.
"Barry , hurry, harrey ¥ 4 pemnd Lo sey, "or yma'll be late,
Horry, hurry, hurry, or/the behi seata '11 be taken,"
"0h" erifd Yre Swithdg, "Theres Mr Strefild]"
And they saw a clepfy —an, a straming clergyman,
carrying & hurdly, a lenfy hurdle, He wan striding through
the cara with £he air of & person  muthiyrlty, whols
anaited, expicted anl now comen,
Is At time" "
"L M Mrs “wsithin fluttered " véo go\and Joinn _

the skjermal An 4f she were of two minds and Yhey

fluttdred to ri ht and left , like plgeons rising . the

grghs.

The audience was ansembling., They came streaming
alons the paths anl sprending across the lawn, Some were old;
som: were in the prime of life. There were chiliren Among
them, Amon  them, as Ur Ma-is nig:?-.t have sheerved, were
representatives of q‘ our mort respected families, --the
Dyces of D ntony the Tickhams of Owlewick; and so om,
Some hod bann there for centuries, nowver ulu‘n RCTe.
On the other hand there 'rr--r-'.‘rmnnnnﬂrl. the llﬁﬂlll\lbriﬂdiﬂﬂ
the old hwusen up to date, adding bnth," rooms, Anl A sgat ar 4
adde snd ende, like Cobiat of Cobbe Corner, retired, it was

anderstood, o4y & pension from & tea plantation, Not an

-
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an asset, He did his own housework &nd dug in his garden,
The building of a car factory and of an asrodr-me

in the nelghbourhood had attracted a number of

unattached floating residenta, Also there was Mr "qnll

the .twlr-;m:u"tum-j r:prnéftlng the Lnr:.ll paper, Roughly

|p|lkin.:rhunml'hl.d. Mggin be-n there im person

L

present would hawve nni&’t_ldmi I'm here, in place of my
R

and alled a r-11 ecall half ths ladiss and gentlemsn

grandfather or |great grandfather =8 the case might le,
At this very moment, half past thres on a Junes day in
1979 they greeted sach other, and as they took thelr
sedts, f inding if possible a meat next one another,

they sald:" That hidesus new house at Pyes Corner!

What an syesore! And those bungalows! --have —ou

seen 'em?"

Again , had Piggis called the names of the villagers,

they too would have answered. Mra Sands was born Iliffe;
B #dmmgxx Candish’ = mother was one of the Perrys,
The green mounds in the churchyard had been cast up by

their molings which for centuries had[made the sarth

|
friable. Trus , thers wers abssntees when Mr Streatfield
called his roll call in the church., The motor bike, the
motor bus, and the movies--when Mr Streatfleld called
his roll uﬂ1,h| laid the blams on them,

Hows nﬁ:hl.trl. deck chairs, gilt chairs, hired cans
Ghlil'l} and indigenous garden meats had been drawn up on the
terrace, Thers were pleanty of seats for everybody, But L

prefarred to =it on the grou-d, Certainly Miss “a Trobe had
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spoken the truth when she sald: "The very place for a

pageant]!” The lawn was as flat as tlu ﬂﬁnr,-"u!' 2
theatrs, The terrace, rising, made a natural stage,

The tress barred the stage like plllars, And ths human

figure was seen to great advantage againat a background

of sy, As for ths weathsr, it was turning out, against

all expectation, a very fine day, A perfect summer afternoon.
L b "Mhat luck!” Mrs “arter was saying, "Last

year,,," Then the play began, Was 1t, or was it not,

the play? Chuff, chaff chuff sounded from the bushas,

It wan the nolse a wmchine makes whan something han gone |

wrong. Some sat down hastlily; - thers stopped talking gulltily

All looked at/the bushes, Por the stage was empty. Chaff,

chuff, chuff the machine buszed in the bushes, While they

looked apprehensively and some finished their sentenscs,

a small girl, like a rosebud in pink, advenced; toock her

stand on a mat, behind & comch , hung with leaves and

plped:

b — “antles and simples, I address you all...

So it was the play then, Or was it the prologue? T,
Come hither for otr festival (she contimied)

”"'{‘- This in & pageant, all may see
Drawn from our island history.

England am I....
[ L]
"Sha's Iﬂgllﬂ'I they whispersd, Its begun, “The

prulugu‘l' they added, looking d.n'lnjlt the programme,
"England am I: she piped again ; and stopped.

She had forgotten her lines,
"Hear ! Hear!" saidi an old man in a white waistcoat

briskly. "Bravo! Bravol"
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"Blast 'em " cursed Miss La Trnh‘hid:hn h-hhd%trn.

She looked along the front row, They glared as if they

wars axpossd to A frost that nipped them and fixed them

all at the same level, Only Bond the cowman looked fluid
and natdral.

"Musicl™ sha signalled, "Music)® But the
machine coximmmdx contimued: Chmff, chmuff, chuff,

"A child new born..." she prompted.

"A child now born ; Fhyllin Jones r::1:\~|:|.\!;.i.1:|::.||dil

r %
[ #xmx Sprung i'rm{t-h- ea
Whose billows blown by mighty storm
Cut off from farnce and “ermany

This 1nle.

———

She glanced back over her shoulder, Chuff, chuff, chuff
the machine comthomady buzzed,. A lomeg line of villagere
in shirts mads of macking began passing in and out in single
file behind her between the trees, They were singing, but
not a word reached the sudlsnce,
England am I, Phyllis Jones continued, facing the

audiences,

il [ Now weak and small
' "‘"‘L A child , a= all may =ee...
Her words peppersd the audience as with a showmr
of hard 1ittle #tones, Mre Manresa in the very centre
smiledy but she felt as if her skin cracked when she
smiled, Thers wms & vast vacancy between har, the
einging villagers and the piping child,
Cmff, chuff, cmff went the machime like & corn cutter

|
on a hot day,
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The Willagers were singing, but half their words were
blown I;If.
[~ Outting the roads.... up to the hill top...
we climbed, Town in the valley... saw wild bomm, hog,
rhinoceros, rein dser.... Dug curselves in to the hill top

e soround roots betwesn stones....Ground cora... till we

_ m " e -1-1-.3I 'ﬂ-ﬂﬂ-ll‘ E-—-l"“ =) u.-'-n-'-'dv " ®
\""‘-\_H'

The words petered away. Chuff, chuff, ""mﬂ,
te machine ticked, Then/at last the machine ground ocut a
tune,

r Armed against fate
‘he valiant Rhoderick

1{‘&{1. Arms=d and waliant
Bold and blatant
Firm elatant

\_ Ses the warriors--hers they come...
The pompous popular tuns brayed and blared, Yiss la
Trobe watched from behind the tree, Muscl-s loossned;
ice cracked, The stout lady in the middle began to beat
time with her hand on her chair, I!rﬂt‘zmrnn was husming:
My home is at Windmsor, close to the Imn,
Royal Yeprge i the name of the pub,
And ;ﬂl you'll believe me,
I dent want no asking,..
She was afloat -nn the stream/of the melody., “adiating
royalty, complacency, good hunour, the wid child was
Queen of the f-atival, The play had begun,
Put there was an interruption, 'D".r Miss La Trobe
growled behind her tn-a't.‘h. tortu-e of these interruptions]®

“Sorry I'm 2o lltl:' said Mrs Swithin, She pushed her
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way throughthe chairs to a seat beslide her brother,

"Whats it all about? I've missed the prologue. England?
That 1ittle girl? Now she s gone..."
Fhyllis had slipped off her mat,
"And who's this?" asked Mrs Swithin,
It was Hilda , the carpendérs daughter, Se now
stood where “ngland had stood,

'&Mm...' Miss La Trobe prompted her,

'ﬁﬁ Bglands grown a giil mi' Hilda sang out
— S

|
(What a lovely volcel " some one exclaimed)

-~

-—_

! With roses in her halr,
'| ¥ild romes, Ted romses,

| She roams the lanes and chooses

\ A garland for her hair,
g
"A cushion 7 Thank you so m&h'} sald Mre Swithin,

stuffing the cushion behind h- back, Then she 1 ant forward,

"Thats Sngland in the time of Cheaucer, I taks it, She's

besn mayinz, mutting, She has flowers in her hair,...But those

pas=ingz bahind hl‘.l'--: she polnted. "The Qﬁ.h-iu.t}.r pllgrima?

Look]"
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baks. Another did I tumble,

|

bl

All the time the villagers wers passing in/and out
between the treea, They were ainglng; but only a word or
two was audible "... wore ruts in the grass... Wilt the

et
house in the lane,.." The wind blew away the connecting

words of thelr chant, and then, an they reach=d the tres
at the end they nang:

"Po the shrine of the Saint,...to the tomb,,.
lovers.. believers...w come,."

They grouped themsleves together,

Then there was a rustle and an interrupti m.
Shairs were drawn back, Isa looked behind her, Mr and Vra
Bupert Zaines, detained by a breakdown o: the road, had
arrived ., Ee was aitting to|the right, several rows back,
the =an in grey.

Meanwhile the pilgrims , having done thelr hommge to the
tomb, were, it appeared, tossing hay on their rakes,

I kissed a girl and let her go,

In th straw and in the hay....

—==that was what they were singing, as they scooped and
tossed th- invisible hay, when she loocked round again.
"Scenss Trom English hl!lﬂl'lj " Mrs "anresh ex=
plained to Mrs Swithin, She spoke in a loud cheerful volce,
as if the old lady wers deaf, "Werry England,”
fhe ¢lapped energetl-wmlly,

The ningsrTn ncampersd Away into fﬂu tushes, The tune

stopped, Chuff, chuff, chuff, the machine ticked, Mre

Manrwsa looked at her programme, It would take ti11

midnight unless they skipped. Sarly Britom; Plantagenets; '
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Tuders; Stuarts--she ticked them off, but probably she had

forgotten a relgn or twe.




"Anbitlous, ain: 1t gha m:dd to Zartholomew, while
t ey walted, Chff, clmff, ehuf’ went the maghine,
Could they talk? Could thymave® Wo, far the play was gedng
o, Tet the atage was empty; onlr th- cows moved in the
meadows; only the tick of the gromophone needle was heard,
The tick, tick, tick seeemd tn hold|them tog=ther, tranced,
Nothing whatsoever anpearcd an the stage,
"I'd no notion we looked no ni:u: Mre Swithin whisper d to
Tilliam, Madnt she? The children; the pllgrima; beshind the
pllgrime the tres, and behind them the flalds--the bemuty
of the visible -cﬂLrﬂ took his breath away, Tick, tick, t‘lﬂ:

the =achine contimaed,

"Warkin: ZimﬂF said gld Oliver bemeath his breath,

"Thich dont ,‘lﬂltt for un: Lacy murured., "We've

only the present,”
- “1."1;, that anoug Y 11linm aked himself, Reau $y=-
isnt that enough? But here Isa fidgetted, Her bore brown
arms went nervously to her hesd, She half turned in her |
seat, "No, not for ua, shave the futurp" she neemed to say,

dlaturb

The futu-e shimsaimg-our present, Tho was rhe
loskdin for? Willies, turning, following he~ aves, saw only
a mén in grey,.

The ticking stopned, A dance tune was put on the
wchine, In time to it, Iss humed; “What do I ask® To fly
away, from night anl day, ani lesus where-- no partingr are--
but ey mepots aye--- "”‘*“““;" nhe cried alouds

L |
Look at rerl®
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Every one wan clapping and lsughing, From behind the bushas
fiassued Queen Elizabeth-- Eliza Clark, licensed to sell to-
bacco, Could shefbe Mrs Clark of the v 1llage shop?

She was splendidly made up, Her head, pearl-lmng, rose from

a vast ruff, Shiny satine draped her. Sizpenny brooches
glared 1ike catd syes and tigers ayes; pearls looked downg
hey" capes was made of cloth of silver--in fact I:;lhn used

to scour mmucepans, She looked the age in person.

And when she mounted the soap box in the centre, represent-
ing perhaps a rock in the ocean, her size made her appear
gigantic, She could reach a flitch of bacon

or haul & tub of oll with one sweep of her arm/

in the shop, For a moment she stood therse , eminent, dominang,
on the soap box with th blue and sailing clouds behind her.
The bresge had risen,

~>The Queen of this great land,.,

--thnlcf were the first words that could be heard above the
roar of lau hter and applamse, > L
Vistress of ships and bearded men [she bawled)
Hawkins, Probisher, Drake,

Tumbling their oranges, ingots of allwer,
Cargoes of dimmonds, ducate of gold,

| Down on the Jjetty, thers in the west land,--=

( she poi nted her fist at the blasing blue sky)
':L{ ~3 Vistress of pimnnacles, spire- and palaces--
(her arm swept towards/the house)
Aol —3 Tor me “hakespears sang---
(a cow mooed, A &j.ﬂ twl tbared) Ko,

41 I The themstkpx throstle, the mavis (she contimied)
L]
Io the gre
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Carrolled and sang praising Tngland, the Queen,
Then there was heard too

On granit- and cobble

- From Tifpsor to Oxford
j ) ——
o | Loud laughter, lo: laughter

Of warrior and lover,

The fighter, the singer,

The ashen haired babe

(she stretched out her swarthy, smecular arm)
Jtretched
Stuxthnd his arm in contentment

tal —

As home from the Isles came,.

| The sea faring men....
Here the wind gave a tug at her head dress, Loops of
pearls made it topheavy, !helh:rl to ateady the ruffls

which threatened to blo» away.
[}

lhll.ghtlr. loud lm@tnr: fidea mittered, The tune on the
gramophons Teeled from aide to side as 1f drunk with
merriment. Mrs [anresa degan  beating her foot and humming
ia time to it.

"Bravo! Bravo!" she cried, "Theres 1ife in the old dog
yet!" And she trolloped out the words of the song with an
abandonment which, if walgar, was a great help to the
Elisabethan age, For th @ ruff had become unpinned

and great Flisa hal forgotten her lines, But the mudience
laughed so loud that 1t did not matter,)
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" I fear I an not in my perfact mind)! Giles mttered to the
same tune, Tords came to the surface-- ha rememberedagpt

* a stricken deer in whome lean flank the world harsh
scorn has struck itn thorn. Bxiled from ite festiwval,

the misic turned irfeieal,.. A churchyard haunter at whom
the gwl hootes and the ivy mocks tap-tap=-tanning on the pane__

Por they are dead, and I,..I....I1 " he repeated,

!
fargetting the worda, and glaring at hir Aunt Iucy who sat
eraned forwsrd , her mouth gaping, and har bony little handas
elaming.
¥hat were they laughing Hﬂf
At Albert, the village idiot, Avrently. There was

no need to iri:: kim up, There he came, acting his mambx

L
E] wtﬁ came A-bling acromm the pgrass, mommine and mﬂ.’

1 know where the tii pests, he began

In the hedgerow, I know, I nowW--
Taat dont I know?

All your searets, ladies,

And y-urs too, gentlemen,,,

He skdnned along the front row of. the saudience, leering at

|
each In turn, Now hs was nicking apd plucking at Great Elizas
skirte, She cuffed him on the ear, He twenked her back,
E- was enjoying hims 1f immensely,
"Albert havins th {um; of his 11:‘13; Bartholomew mugfttersd
Lo Ll |
"Hope he dont have a fitl shr murjured.

"I knaixx know, ,.,I know,., " Albert tittered,
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sklpplng round thre soap bex.

/ "The village ir‘l.:i.nt-:' whisper d & atout black lady

-=jirs Elnmirate- who came from a village ten miles distant

#

12

¥ ere 1'.!I'.u=-:=*E tuﬂ! had an 1dlet, It uurft. niee, Suvmose he
sulldenly 1id mometiing dr aful? Thers he was pinnh.hi?
the %e::n picirts, She half cowrd har eyes, in case he 4id
do==some t'ing dreadful,
Hop e ty, biurﬂ, Albert resumed, B._
In at L,Ln window out at the door, |
M i That does the little bird hear? (Be whintled on hie #lngurl.l
And see! There s a MOUAS . o o
(he mad~ as if chasing it through the gracs)
;Eni'-rlnl the elnaak atrikea]
{ he stood erect , paf’ins out hie chesks as Lif he were
blowing a dandelinn clock)
lu_—ﬂnu, two, thres, four....
And off he sicipned, as if his turn was ower,
giul r.hii:n over" naid Vre Tlmhuret, uncoWeri g her face,
"Sow what comes next? Bs ﬁtnhlgm..?'
For help-ernlinnuin.g; awiftly from 1'.}'.;!.**.:n.:uuhu!mI carrving
hufdlagllhﬂ.& ancloasd the q.lrnn'u throne with screens papared
to represnt # walls. They had strewn the ground with rushes,
And t! .nt‘.l...]. 'J‘-‘z#'w.d eontimued thelr march and their [
L | -n.
um:t}‘m QchErad round tha figure of Flisa on her soap
box as if to form the sudience at a play.
Tera thﬂﬁﬁrmt A [u':n; in the presence of Quesn Elizabeth?
Imt-hiu, perhapa, the Globe thaau;ﬂ
"What does the programme aayt" Vrs .ﬂ!'hﬁ.rt YTinthrop

asked, raiaing her lodhettes,
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She mimbled through the hlurred carbon sheet, Yes; it was a
scene from a play.

"About & fatse Duke; ani a Princess disguised as a boy;
then the long loat heir turns out to be the begmr,

because of a mole on his cheek; u\dlhrdiunﬂ.n and

Larinthia--thats the Dukes dinghti;T only she's been
lost in & cave— falls in love with Perdinando who had besn
put into & basket as a baby by an aged crone. And they
MATTY s 'ﬂ:.ltjl I think what hlpplnt: she sald,

looking up from the wogramme,

'ﬂ.’-‘f_-”—“! the pll;'; great Elize commanded,

An aged crone tottered forward,
" "Mrs Otter of the End Hmll;' some ons murmared,)
She sat herself on a packing case, and made moffons,
plucking her lii:hn'r}hd locks and rocking herself from
nide to side an if sahe were an aged beldame in a :h:l.mrf

corner.
("T™he crone, who saved the rightful h-l;f' Mrs Winthrop
-tp‘;ud.}

"Twas & winter's night (she croaked out)

I mind me that, I to whom all's one now, summer or winter,
Tou say the sun shines? I belleve you, Sir,
"Oh but it's winter, and the fog's abridpd"
All's ohe to Elsbeth, summer or winter,
By the fireside, in the chimey corner, telling her beads,
I've cause to tell 'em. Aokt R
finger
Each bead [ she held a bead between thumb and finer)

A crime)




i '™was a winters nlght, before cockcrow,

bem.n. with a hood on his faee, and the bleddy hands

And the babe in tho baslkat,

[" Tet the cock did crow ere he left me=—-
\
|

“Pee hen " he mewed, as who ahoull say "I want my toy"
Poor witling!
“ Pee hee, tee I:I.na‘.ﬂl could not slay him!
For that, Mary in Heaven forgive me
The sins I've sinned before cockorow)

Down to the creck 4 “ th dawn I slipnved

There the gull haunts and the haron stands

'1 Like A atake on the edge of the marshes,...
' Whe' s herel!
{ Tiura:? yomg men awaggered on to the stage and
acconted her)
-=="Ars you come to torture me, Sira?

| Tyere|is little blood in thia arm,
( she extended her scinny ‘orearm from her ragged shift,
L — . Saints in Eeaven pressrve mel
She bawled, They bawled, All togrther they bawled, :md so

loud that it was difficult to make out what they were anying:

r—
apparently it wast Did fhe remember concealing a child in a

cradls among the m_nhun some twenty yars Wlﬂ

e .

A babe in  basket, cronel A babe i a basket? /Ly falsd

The wind howls and the bittern shrieks sha replied,

™
<>  There is little blood in my amm, *sabella repeated,

Thal'wae all she heard, Thers was such a m »dly of things

going on, what with the Beldames deafncss, the |bawling of
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ths youths, and the confusion of the plot that she conld
make nothing of 1it,

Did the plot matter? She shifted and locked over her
right shou der, The plot was only there to beget smotlon,
Thers were only two emotions; love; and hate, Thars was
no need to pusele out the plot, Perhaps Miss La Trobe meant
that when she cut this imot in the centre?

Dont bother about the plot; the plot's nothing,
But what was happening? The Prince had come.
Plucking up his sleeve, the beldame recognised
the mole; and, staggering back in her chair, slcheked
shriekedy’

My child! My childl

HBecognition followed., The young Frince (Albert Perry)
wias alwmost smothered in the withered arms of the -beldamas,
Then suddenly he stdrted apart. '

"Look whare I.hl_r':__lnl' he cried.

They all looked whare she came-- Sylvia Edwards in white
satin,

Tho came? Isa looked. The nightingales l;n{? Ths pearl
in nights black ear? Love emodied,
A1l arme were ralsed; all faces stared,
Hail gweet Carinthia! said the Frince, sweeping his
hat off. And shs to him, riising her ayes:

love !
“It was enough. Hough, Hn-:m.gh:' Isa repeated,

All else was verbiage, repetition,
The beldame/ meanwhile, because that was enough, had sunk
back on her chalr, the beads dangling from her fingers
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T
Logk to the beldame thare--old lulmth'a aick!™

e L

(They crowded round her)

Dead Sirs!

She fell back lifeless. The crowd drew away,

Peacs , let her pass, She to whom alls one now,

summer or winter,

Peace wmr the third emotion, Emkmx Love, Hate, Peacs,
Three emotions made the ply of luman 1ife, Now the priest
whose cotton wool moustache confused his uttsrance stapped
fnr%& and pronounced benedictlon.

From the distaff of lifes tangled skein, unldoss her hands
(They unloosed her hands)

of hl/ﬂ'l.iltr. let nothing now remembered be,

Call for the robin redbreast and the wrem,

And roses fall your crimson pall,

(Patale wore strewn from wicker baskets)

- Cover tha corpse, Sleep well,

(They coversd the corpse)
e Bkt R, .
On you, fair Sirs (he turned to the happy couple)

Let Heaven rain benediction!

Hacte are the envying sun

Wight's curtain hath undone, Let music sound

and the free air of Heaven waft you to your slumber!
Lead on the dancel

The gramophone blared, llhnl:l'rl‘r nriests, shephards,

pilgrims and ssrving men took hands and danced, Th ldiot

seampered in and out, ®ands joined, heads I:nnd:!.'l‘,( they
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danced round the majestic figure of the Elisabethan age
personified by Mrs Clark / licensed to sell tobacco r

on her soap box,
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It was a mellay; a medley; an entrancing spectacle [ to
William) of dappled light and sfihde on half clothed, fan-
tastically coloured, 1 aping, jerking, swinging legs and
- arms, He clapped till his palme stung.
Mrs Manresa spplauded loudly. Somehow she was the
Queen; and he ( Giles ) was the surly here,
"Bravo! Bravol® ehe cried, and har enthusaiem
mads ths surly hero n%m on his seat, Than the great
lady in thtbath chair, th lady ‘hose marriage withfthe
local peer had obliterated in his trashy title a name
that had been & nAme when there wera brambles and briars
where the Chureh now utnuy -—80 indigenous was she
that sven har body, crippled by arthritis, resembled an
wncouth, nocturnal ﬂnlml‘, now nearly extinet-- clapped and
laughed 1dtd--the suiden laughter of a startled }ur./
"Ha, ha, hal" she laughed and clutched the amms of
bhet chalr with ungloved twisted hands,
"A maying, a ﬂﬂ_ﬂl‘lﬂf' they hnl.hd,,uln and out
ani round mbout, a maying, a maying...."
It didn't matte  what the words were; or who sang -hnt/
Hount and round they wihriled, intoxieate! by the musie,
Then, &t & sign from “iss La Trobe behind the trec, the
danes stopped, A proc-asion formed, Oreat Elisa d.uindud

from her soap box, Taking her skirts in her hand striding

!
with lon. strides,surrounded by Nukes and “rinces,
followed ‘-ﬁ-:_l.r the lovers arm in arm, with Albert the idlet

playing in and uul‘:,nnd the corpse on its bler concluding the
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procesasion, the Elisabethan sge passed from the scens,

"Cursal Blast! Damn "eml® Vies “a robe in her rage
stubbed her toe u.r;::mt A ront, Iaﬂ‘; win her down fallyf
here wan the Interval. Writing thin skimble-sicamble stuff
in her cattngejﬂht had agrésd to cut the play here; 4 slave
to her andience, --to 'rs im'l.l:hi grumble--ahout tea; about
dinnery=- she hal gashed the scene here, Just ar she had
brewed smotion, she spilt it, So she signalled: Phyllis]
And, swmoned, Phyllis popped up on the mat again in the
midAle, ";i"h _
Centles and aimples, I address you all | she 'fﬂ:;.}

Cur act is done, ouwr =gens 1A Wer,
Pas! in th day of crons and lowr,

hag
tm-—' The tud has flowered; the flower ix fallen,

Fat soon will rincfn.nnt.h--r dnwming,

For time whose children rmall we be

1 Hath in his lesni i Jou =hall mes
nﬁ = L]
I' You ghall nef....

11‘\ Her voices petred out. Yo one was listening. Mends arnE'
5

they rnnflnt-*rml on the programme, And, cutting short her
‘ words, the megap one amnounced in plain Englishi- A=bemr=
“.I.n 1nte."1‘=1." xotmermbenteg half an houre interval, for tea,
Then the gramophone blared out:
] Armed agminat fate,
W — The valiant Hhoderick,

Bold mnil blatant,
Mirm, <latant &c &c

At kmikx that, th acdeineces stirred, Some rossg

briskly; othsre atosped, retrieving wallcin: eticke, hata,
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bage, And then , ms they raised themselves and turned

about the music modulated, Th-’mlc chanted: Dispersed

are wo. It moaned, D_‘l_.Lp-ﬁd ars we, 1t lamented -

NIEIE are we, as they streasmed, spotting the grass with
colour , acrose the lawns, and down the pathsg D:I.mrnd

ars we,

To e bk <—

Mrs Manresa tock up the straln, Dispersed are ws,

"Frealy, boldly, fearing no ons ='IE she pushed a deck chair
out of her way), "Touths and maldens (she glanced
hbehind her: but Giles had his back turned), "Follow, follow,
follow me. ...0h Mr Paricer, what a pleasure to see you
h-ﬂL I'm for teal®

""-’;:z:"“ are n:;' Isabella followed her , humming,
"A11 is over, The wave has 'H-ruhn.‘ihft un stranded , high
and dry, Singl , segrate on the shingle, Broken is the fwex
three=fold ply...NWow I foldw " (she pushed her chalr
m «ssThe mAn in grey was lost in the crowd

W
by the ilex.,) "that old strumpet ( she invoked Mrs “anresa's

tight flowered figare in front o” her ) " to have tea."
Dodge remained behind, "Shall I" h- m’, "go or

stay? Slip ou: some other way? Or follow . follow, follow

thé dispersing company?®

Disparsed are we, the muslc walled; dispersed are we,

Giles remained 1lik~ a stake in the tide of the flowing

ﬂml

"Pollow? " He kicked fnis chair back.
"Fhom? Where?” He atubbed his 1ight tennis shoes.
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on the wood, "Nowhere, Anywhere," Stark still he stood.

’ Her« Cobbat of Cobbs Cormer , alone under the mongigy
puszla tree, roms and mattersd; "What wan i her mind,
eh? What ldea lay behind, eh? What made her ln_ﬂur- the ?
antique «ith this glamour--this sham lure, and get 'em

climbing, climbing, climbing up the Modkey Buzzle Treetr”

Ms umdis e
Niaperand ara infmlnEruud arn we, Ne turned

and sauntersd slowly mftar the retreating company,

How Lucy, retrieving her bag from benesath the geat
r:hirmpedi to her brother:
“Bartlr' my dear, coms with me.... An you remembar,
when wa weTa chlldren, the play we acted Lin the nun-rfr'
B, remembersd, Red Indiams the game whs; A Tesd
with & note wrapped up in a pebble.
"But for us, =y old Cindy"--he plcked up his hat-
“th EFms-l over, " The plere and the stare and the beat
of the tometom, he meant, He gave her his arm, Off thay
strolled, And Mr Fage the reporter, noted, "Mrs Swithing
Hr_t;-hﬂr!" then turning, mdded further "Lady ¥ aslip, of
Raslip Yanor! as he spled that old lady whe-led in|her
chadr by her footman winding up the procession.
To the valediction of the gramophone hid in the
bushes the awlisnce departed, #Dispersed® 1t walled,
—

Disperaed are we 5

Now Miss “a Trobes stopped from her hiding.
(]
F}.l‘ln.._:, andl atreaming, on the grasa, on the gravel, still

for one moment she held them togrthere- the dispersing
company, Hadnt she, for twenty five minutes , made them

gee? A vision imparted was rellief from agony. .. for one
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moment, .. one moment, Jlhen the muslc petred out on the
last word ""Ll"‘. She heard the breese rustle in ths branches,
She saw Gilen Oliver with hhfhuh: to the audiemce,
/
Also Cobuet of Cobbs Corner, She hidn't made them see, It was
Gl J
& fallura#-:j damned fniluru.‘u usual, Her vision escaped
her, And turning, she strode to the mactors, undressing,
down in the hollow, whare buttarflies feastad unon
e
gwords of silver paper ' amd /digh cloths in the shadow made
A

pools of yellow,’

Cobbet had out his wateh, Three hours till seven,

he noted; then water the plaats, Ee turned,

/ Giles, nicking his chalr into ita notch, turned tos,

Y

in the other dirsction. Ha took the shart cut by tha
fislds to the Eam.l' This dry sumer the path was "ard as
brick across the fields, This dry summer the path was
strewn with atones, He I-d.nked-:- a flinty yeallow atons,

a sharp stonas, odpged as Lif cut by a savage for an arrow,
A barbarie !'|t1:|||'113:II & pre-hintoric =eéeme, Stone kicking was a
childs game, He rememebred the rules., By the rules of the
game , one stone, AImmgx the name stone, must be cicked to
the goal, Say a ..gnta, or a tree, He played it alone,

The gate wis a ggbl; to be reachsd in ten, The first
kick wm:mrr-u [ lust). The nmanﬂzﬁudqn ( parversion)

The third himeelf ( coward), And the fourth and the fifth and

all the nthf.h/‘ll‘"‘“ e faras «

He reached it in tem, There, couched in the grass,

curled in an olive green ring, was a snake, Dead? Wo, choked

with & tead in ite mouth, Thip snake was unable to
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W swallow; the toad war unasle to die, A #pasm made the

ribe contract; blood conzed, It was birth the wrong way
round--a monstrous inwversion. So, ralsings hia foof,

he stomped on them. The mass crushed and slithered. The
whlfe canvar on his temnie shoes was ::lur:rr'a'fﬂained. and sticky
But it was action, Action r lieved him, He atrods to the

Barn, with blood on his shoes,
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The Barn, the Woble Barn, the barn that had been
tuilt ower meven undred years ago and reminled soms people
of a Greek “emmle, others of the miifle ages,
most geup;.n of an age befores their own, scarcely anybody
of the present moment, wis ermty at—thie—wmoment,

The great doore stood open, A shaft of light

1i%c & yellow banner sloped from roof to floor, Festoons
of paner rnnea'.‘tqf t aver from the '.arnnatiun,drn_qud from
the refters. A long table, on ri:ic.'-)utuud an &rn,
plater andl cups, cakes and bLread and butter, stretched
acroas one e d, B 3‘1 Barn was ermty. Mice slid ewksol
in and aut of holes or atood upright, niouling, Seallows
were bumy with straw in pockets of earth in the rafters,
Cou tlemn heetles and inmects of various rorts turrowed
i the dry wood, A mtray pitch hed made the dark corner where
the sagks stoodl-m Llring-in groua! for her munpies, All theas
eyes , sxpanding and nnr:;:l'iinf , mome Adapted to 1light, othew
to darikness, locked rrom different angles and edges,
Yimute nibblings and ruatli-ge broke the silence, Thiffe/
of sweetnese and richpness velned the alr, A blue-bottle
hed settled op the calee and stabbed 1ta yellow rock with
ite short drill, A tutte flr smanned itselfl sensuously

on A-sanlit v llow plata,

Bul Mrs “anls was approaching, She was pzlhim: her

way thhoomgn the crowd, She h & twfe’/ths corner., She-eould

i
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She could see the great open door., But butte-flles she
never gaw; mice weres only black pelletz in kitchen drawers;
mothe she bundled in her hands and put out of the window,
i tches suggested only servant girls mis chaving, Had there
teen a cat she would have nesn it+ any cat, a starved cat
with a patch of mange on its rump opened the ﬂril gaten
of ner ahildless heart, ™at ther e was no cat, Tha Barn was
empty. And so ranning, panting, set unon r aching the Barn
end takdn: un her atation beh n® the tea urn before the
Company cmj:hn reached the Barm, And the butterfly

rose and the blus bottle,

Tnll:rin;_ her in A scud ~ame the servants and helperge--
David, Jnh:: Irene, Lois, "ater bolled, Steam issued, Cake

was eliced, Animthx snzpeaynsnmbesd, Swallowe swooped

from rafter to rafter. Amdl the company entared,

‘This fine old Barn,,," mi.‘lfl-!rn “anresa, stopping

12 the deorway, It was not for her to press ahead of the
villagers. Itwas for her, moved by the bemuty of the Barnm,
to stand still; to draw aside; to grsme; to let other people
come Firat,

"o have one, mach like it, at I.nthm: sald ¥ra
Parker, stopping, for the same reasons, "Ferhaps' she
added "not qu ite mo large.”

)
The villagers Imng back, Then, hesitating, dribbled

past,
Wpnd the decorations,.." said Mrs _anresa, lodking round for
some one to congratulate, She stood smiling, walting,

Then old Mra Swithin ceme in, She wee gasing upftuu. but
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g
et not at the decorntions, At the swallows apnarently, A

"They u-:m:nr,-‘ vear® she sadd " the wame hE::
Mrs Banresa smiled benmevolently, mumouring the old
whimgy., [t was unlikely, she thought, that the birds
were the same,

"The decorations, I surmose, are left over from the
Coronation” sald Mrs Parker, "We kept ours too, We muilt
g village EHall,"

Mrs Manresa lenghed, She rnmlm%ud.. An anecdote was
or the tip of her tongue, about a public lavatory tmilt te
celebrate the same ocoasion, and how the Mayor,...Could she
tell 17 No. The old lady, gesing at the nﬂlu:s.‘ looked too
refined, "Refeened"---Mrs Nanresa qualified the word to
her owm adﬂntagt-I thus confirming her approval of the wild
child she was, whose nature wag somohow "j'l.mr. human n.atu.ﬂ“.
Somehow ghe could span the old 1:-.-.*.‘1;5 ‘refeenement' also the
uE]""E fan--- Wierc was that nieo fellow 0iles? She couldnt
sec him nor Bill either. The villagers still hihe back.

They must have some one to start the ball rolling,

Well, I'~ dying for mr teal" she s id iu her publiec
volce; and strode forward, She lald hold of a thick china
mg, Mrs Sanis ,gi:u'inﬁ preced-nge ., of course, tofons of the
ghatry, fllled it at once, David gave her cake, She waz ths
first to drink, the first to bite. The villagers still
mng back., "Ite all my eye about :lmnlrnn;: she concluied,
So did Mrs Tarker, takins her muz too, The people locked
to them, T‘uly led; the rest foll.owed,

"hat delicious teal" emth exclaimed, Aisgusting
it wam, 1ike rust Loiled in water, ant the cake fly-bolown,
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But they had a duty to soclety.

"The - come every year" said ¥re Swithin, ignoring
lic faek & s hrts b5 [b Gty aic | .
et ww_lodies had 1ot ker, "From Africa,” As my{m
cpme, she supposed, when the Barn war & swWamp.
The Barn filled, Pu-ss rose, China clattered; volces
chattersd, Isa preassed hor way to thes tabla,
"Dispersed are we' she murmured, Ani held her cup out to be
f111ed, She took it. "Lot me turng anr:' she muirmired,
turndng, "fron the array" --sne looked desolately round her
-w= "of china faces, glazed and hard, Down the ride, that
leads under the mut tree and the map tree, away, till I come
to the wishing well, where the washerwoman's 1ittle boy---"
she dropped sugar, two lumpa, into her "‘"‘; "dropped a pln./
Ho got nie horse, no they say, But what wish should I drop

into the well?" She loaked round. She counld not see

the man in grey, the gentleman farmer; nor anyone known to
her, "That the waters should cover e, * she mlﬂ?' of the
wishing well,"

The noiee o I china and chatter dmfigned her surmar,
"Sugar for you?® they were saying, "Just a spot of milk?

iy L 3

And you?! Tea without milk or mugar, Thﬂ-tll the way I like 1Y%,

A bt too strong? Let me add wafter"

"Thats what I wished! Isa added, "hen I dropped ny pin,

Vater, Tater/,.."

T must na;;" the wvoice sail behind her, ';tn brave of the
Eing andi Queen. Tﬁy‘ra sald to be going to India, She locks
such a dear, Bme one I kno w eaid hia hair,..."

"There, " Isn mused, " would the dead leaf fall, when the

leaves fall, on th- water, “hould I mind not again to pee
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‘May trev or nut tree? Not again to hesr on the trembling
spray the thfysn sing, or to see, dippins and diving as if
ne sikimmed waves in the alr, the yellow woodpecier?

She was lnoking at the canary yellow festoons left

over from/the Coronation,
"I thought they said Canada, not Inﬂ.‘.l.n," the volce sald
hlhin»*}r her bagk, To which the othar v-lce answeredi
"D'you belisve what the papers say? For inatance, about the
Dukke of Windsor, He landed on the South Coast, Quesn Sary
met him. She'd besn buylag furniture-- thafs a fact, And
the papers say ahe met him,. " -
"Alon:, under a tree, the withered tree that kesps all day
marmurigg of the sea, and hears the Rider gallop..."
Isa filled in the phrase, Then she started, William
Dodge was by her slde,
He smiled, She smlled, Ther were conspiratorsj|each
marmuring some song my uncle taught me,

"Ity the play" she sald, "The play kurin ruaning in =y

e fned

was braod an a pillady- against an arum 1ily) or a vine,
He wished she would «

you the greenhouse, the Wz aty, or the stable,! But she

sald nothing, and they stoo§ there, holding thriil cups,

Then as he fumbled for someth

! to sagy he saw her

eves change; as if she hod zot gut of one dr es and\put
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"It.‘n the play" she =aid, "Th- play keepe running in my
head,®
"Mail ,sweet Yarintaia, My love, My 1ife] he quoted,
“Wy Lord, my liege" she bowed ironicaliy.
She wae handssme, He wanted to mes ner, not apgainst the
el Urm, oUL Wita Aer glaae green oyed And thiock pody,

nrgnad
the neck was EXERERNX A® A DiilAr, AgAANsT o Arum lily or A
i

a vine, ! “e wisned sne would says Come asong, I'11

200N FOU the greennouss, e plg suy, Or tne ataole,

Bat she s2id noting, And tney stood there mld:.:.gltm.-lr
Caps, renemuerius e play, The: he saw ner face

chauge, as ir she had got out of one arsss and pat on anotheg

A small boy battled his way throug) the erowd, atrikkdng

e

Et:ifnlt akirte and trousers &s 17 he were nrrr_nimﬂm plindly, * w
"Hare|"” she cried raiming her arm,
s made u beecline for her, Ne was her little boy,
apparently, her son, he UGeorge. She gave him cake; then a
= of milk, Then Muree came up. ‘hen a ain she changed
her dreas, This time, from the expression 1f he- eves it
was avArsntly s emthing in th-’mtnr: 8f A ntiralt walstcoat,
Hirsute, hanisome, virile, the hmuimmmmx y ung man in plue
facket and brass buttans standing in a besn of dusty light,
wa® her musapand, And she nie wife, Thelr relationa, as he
had noted at lunch were as people say in novels "sptrained.”
As he had noted at  the play, her pare arm had ralsed it=
sell nervpusly to her sho ldar when she turned--locklng
for whon' But here he was; and the muscular, the hirsute,

tae virile plunged him into emotions in which the mind

hd no share, forgot how she would have lonhdfﬁllnﬂ
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vine leaf in a greennosfe, Only at Giles he loolked; and
looked and looked. Of whom wanr he thinking as he stood

with nis fa e turned? Kot of Isals Of )rsManresa?

Mrs fanresa half way down the Barn had gulped her
cup of tea, ST WET It desa, Fow can I rid myaelfl, she
u]r.ldrn." Mra Farker? If t sy we = of her own class,
how they bored her-<her own u:l,' lat the clase below--

cooks, shop keepers, farmers' wives; nor the class above -
peeresses, Countesses; it was the women of her own class
that bored her, So she left Mrg ker, mbruptly,

"0h Mra Mogrdy she hailed the keepers wife "What did
you think of 1t? And what Aid baby think -f 1t?" Here she
piached baby. "I thought 4t ev ry bi: an good am anvthing
I'd meen in Londen, ...Hut we must it be outdons, TE'11 have

a, play of our own, In our Barn, Te'll show 'em" (here she

winked obliquely at the tablej so many bought cakes, so few
made at home)  "how we do it,"

Then crackdn: her ,*ukﬂ;ﬂhl turned; saw Giles;
caught his eye; ani swept him in, beckonins, He came, And
what--she lookedfdowne- had he done with his shoes?

They were (lood stained, Vagusly mome mense that he had
proved his walour for her nimiration flattered her, If

¥ F—-—*F.
vague 1t wan sweet, Taking him in tow, she felt:I am the

Quean, he bae h’;:;::t h-lrui, m sulky hero,
"Thats Mre Nealel® she exclaimed. "A perfect marvel
F

of a woman, aren’ you Vrs Neale! She rume our post office,

She can do sums in her head, cant o ¥ra Feale? Twenty ﬂu:--

balfpenny stamps, two packets of stamped enwelopes and a
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smdn packet of post cards--how much does that come to,

unl Healat" y
Mra Neale lamughed; Mra “anres® laughed; Giles too

fuad
m.'l,].ldrlno]dﬁ)' down at his shoes,

She drew h..'l.'n down the Barn, in and out, from ones
to another, She knew 'em all, Every one was a thorough good
sort. Mo, she wouldnt allow it, not for A momente- Fiuunt-hl
bad leg. II*'-'.'T«\:I,. no, We're n't golng ta take that for an excuss
“insent” if he couldnt bowl, he could bat, Skmx Giles
agreed, A fish on a line meant the =ame to him and Pinsent
also jays ani mag dien., Plosent stayed on the land;
Giles went to an offige, Thatfwas all. And shs was a
thorough gnod sort, makeins him feel less of an audience,
more o an acteor, going rouwd the Sarn in her whks,
i LL“.H the end br the door, they came uson the old
couple, lucy and Bariholomew, sitting on their Windsor chaire
Chaire had been regeyved for tham, Mre “ands had aent
them tea, It would have caused more bother than 1t was
lﬂl:'th--ﬂﬂﬂil‘tin{_' the democarsic :rinciple ;s standing in
the cromd at t e table,
“!ullnll‘:, sald Imey, hdding her cup, looking
at tthe birda, Excited .y the company they were flitting
from raﬂc:{ to rafter, Acrose Africa, across France they had

come to nest “ere, Year after year they came, Before there

wan & chaniel, when the earth upon which the Windsor chalr

e plawnitd
ﬁnuud?-m a rlot of rhododendrons, and lummigs birds

galvered at the mouths of mcarlet trumpete, as she had read

that mdrning in her Outline of “'““’T; they had come, ..
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Here Bart rose from his chalr,

But M s Manresn absolutely refuse! to take him seat,
"Go on sitting, go on sitting} she pressed him down again,
"I'l1l squat on the floor," She squatted, The surly lmight
revaloed in attendance,
"And wat did ro  think of the play? she asked,
Sariholomew looked at hie son, 27s son remained
silent,
“And you Mra Swithin?" Mra 'Ii:nruu pressed the old lady,

Lucy mombled, lookin; at the swallows,

"]l was hoping you'd tell me, " paid Vrs “anrs-g
"fes 1% an old play? Whe 1t a seal play?®
No one anawered,
"Lookl™ Lucy exclaimed,
"m-/hlrdﬂ*' said Mrs tl'mr“a, looidng up.
I’Ehlrn was A bird with a ntl} in its bealk; and the straw
dropped.
Iucy clapped her hands, Files turned away, She was
mocking ilm as w, laughing,
“ﬂ-nin"l‘" said “artholomew, "Time for the next act?"

And he heaved himself u- from his chair, Regardless
of Mra ﬂm-n and of Iucy, off he strolled too,

"Swallow my sister, onh aister I'I.Hllnl': he muttared,
fecling for hian clgar case, follwing his sen,

Nra &lnr ga was nettled, What for had she squatied
on the flaor then® Were her charms faling? Both were gone,
Bat, womAn u!‘/mthn ar ahe waa, deserted by the male max,

she was mt.gﬁing to suffer tortures of borrdom from the

refeensd old lady, Un she scra~bled, muttin- her hands to




93

hair an if it were high time that she went too, though it
was nothing of the kind and her halr was perfectly tidy.
mm@u his corner saw through her 1ittle game,

He had lenown human mature in the Bast, It was the same

in the West, inipcpiastxmremsaimsdx Plants remained--the
carnation, the Ilnnllflnd. the geranium, Automatically be
conmulted his watch; noted time to water at seven; and obserw /
the 1little ghme of the woman following the man to the tlhh;
in the West as in the ®ast,
William at the t-l'hl!., now attached to Mrs Parker
and Isa watched him approach, Armed and valiant, Pold and

f
blatant, firm elatant-- the popular march tune ran g in his

left L
head, And the fingers of Villiads Bat hand closed [y, |
as the hero approached,

Mrs Tarker was deploring tolInn in a low volce the
village idiot,

"Oh that idiot!" she was saring, But Isa was
immobile, watching her husband, She could fesl the
“anresa in his walke, She mmuiiex could hu-nrﬁn the dusk in
their bedroom the umual explanation, It made no dAifferancs;
his infidelitg--but her's did,

"The 1diot?" Willism sfnwered Mras Farker for her,
"“a's in the tradition "

"But surely” said Vre :lurk-r, and told Giles how
creepy the idiot---"Te have one in our village"--

hai made her feel. "Surely, Mr Nliver, we're mores clvi!isged®

"Wal" sadd Giles. "Wa?" Es looked, once ,
at Mlliam, He not his name; but +hat his left hand
was doing, It was a bit of luck--that he could despire
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him, not himself, Also Mrs Parker, But not Isa--not hll/'ifl.
She had not u-pnhh to him, not one word, Nor looked at him
ol ther,

'HII.‘I'!].J"," said Mrs “arker, lodking from one to the other
"Surely we are?”

Giles then did texchemx« what to Isa was his 1ittle
trick; shut his lips; frowned; and took up the pose of one
who bears the burden of the !nrl'd‘l woe, making money for her
to spend,

"Irui' sald Ipa, as plainly a= words could say it, "I

donT admire you " and looked, not at his face, but at

]
his feet, "Silly little boy, with blood on his bnd“-'.-a.'

Gilea shifted his faet, 'hﬁm/th-n did she admire?
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Mot Dodge. That he could take for certain, Who else? Some
man he knew, Some man, he was sure, in the Barn, Which man?
-.': looked round him,
Then N sm-";:ti:ldmf the clergyman interr pted.
Be was carrylng cups.
"So I shake hands with my heartl" he exclaimed,
nodding his Mucﬁnﬂ&em and ﬂ.’:unﬁ nis burden safely,
Mres Parker took the tribute smttr=ty to harself,
"Mr StreatTifledl" nhe exclaimed, "Dping all the
work! While we stand gomsipingl"
"Like to see th- greenhouse®” sald Isa suddenly,
turnin; to William Dodge.
% not now, he eould have cried, But hal te follow,

leawin /0dler to welcome the ammxmssiohim i tamnmnes s
approaching Manresa, who had him in thrall,

%

‘he path wa=s narrow, Isa woent ahead, And she was
orapd) she fairly filled the path, swaying slightly as she
walked, and plucking a leaf here and thare from the
nedge,

"Fly then, fullut‘: she lurmed, " $he dappled herds in the
cedar grove, who, sporting, play, the red with the Hoe,
the stag with the doe, Fly, away, [ grieving stay, Alone
I 1irger, I pluck the bitter fherb by the ruined mall,
the cmarchrar? wall, and press its sour, its sweet, its
sour, long gre- leaf , lﬂ.}'{t"‘itt/t"lﬂh apd f‘lnglr....\'\
She threw away ths shred of Old Hans Beard that she

b'd plcked in passing and kicked open the green house door,
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Dodge had lagged behind, She waited, She plcked up a knife
from the plank, He saw her standing against the green glass,
the fig tree, and the blue hydrangea, knife in hand,

i
» "She iplkl: Isa murmured. "And from her bosom #

snowy Antre dmfhn gleaming hilda,

tI“:l'mt.:ll l:lll.nhl.‘| she sald, And struck, Fhekkess
éPatthlons? she oried. Enife too! It broke.
S0 too my hl-l.rt: ahe sald,
She was smiling ironically as he came up.
"] dlh/thu play didnt run in my hl-lﬂ-F she said,
Then she sat down o+ & plank under the vine, And he sat

besids her, The little grapes above them were
gresn buds; the leaves thin and yellow as the wab
between birds claws,
"Still the play?® he asked, Sh~ nodded,
"Phat wan your Iﬂﬂr. he said "ih the Barn?"
She had a dsughter too, she told him, in the
cradle,
"And you--married?” she asked. Prom her tone he knew
she glussed, ar women Always guessed, everything,
They knew lp'ancu they had nothing to fear, nothing to
hope, l.t/ﬂﬂt they resentsd—- serving as j statuefin a
- greenhoune, Then they liked it. For thon they could say
w=iif ghe dide- whatever came into their heads, And hand
him, a= she handed him, a ﬂmr.-
"Pheres something for y-ur buttothele Mr..."
she sald, banding him a sprig of scented garllmq.
g Tillien * he sald, taking the furry leaf and

pressing it between thumb and finger,
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Dodge had lagged behind. She waited. She tock a kmife from
. & plank, He saw her standing agianst the green ;.'I.ul.

the fig trees and the hydrang-a, knifes in hand,

"She spake" Tsa murmured, "And from her bosoms -

snowy antre drew, The gleaming blade. Plunge bladsl

she sa

'*ll ]

# L | " i

i
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"I'm I“'; she answeresd, Then they talked am 1T thay had
imown each other all their lives; which was old, she said,
as they always did, consid ring she'd known him perhaps one
hour, Terent thq/ﬂmughinmpintnn, seekers bowh after
hidden facea? That confes-ed, she paused and

wondered, as they always did, why they could speak so

plainly to each other. And added:"Perhaps because we've
never met before, ani never shall again,"

“Tlu doom of sudden d-ath hanging over uas"
he said,"TTheres no retreating and advancing " --he was
thinkings of the old ld (y showing him the house--"for us

" as for them,"

The future shadowed their pressnt, like the sun
coming through the mAny-veined transparent vine leaf; a

criss=cross of lings making no pattern,

They had left the greenhouse door opem, lml/nul
music came through it. A,B.C, A.B,C, A,B,C,---s0me one
was practising scales, C.A.T. C.AT. C.AT...tmaspenshs
kethemgx Then th- separate letters made one word "Cat",

Other words followed. It was a simple tune, like a mrsery

rhyme---

The king is in his counting houss,

founting out hies money,

The Queen is in her parlour
“ating bread and honey,
They listened, Another volce, a third volce, was saying

sométhing simple, And they sat on in the greemhouss , on
the plank with the vine over them, listening to Miss

La Trobe o~ whoever it was, practising her acales,
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He could not fi:ﬁ hiq/.nn. He ha' lost him in the

erowd, S50 old Sartholomew left the Barn, and went to his
own room, holding his chergot and murmuring:

3 U]'uiu er spallow, a ginter swallow,
How gan ‘.."1'3 heart be full of the soring? ’

r
How ean my heart be full of the npring‘t, he =ald aloud,

v
standing in front of the look case, Booknj fhe treasured
1if:tlood of imortal spirits, Poets? the legislaltore of
manicind, Noubtlesn, 41t waa so, But Glles was unhammy,.

Eow ¢an my heart, how can -y h.m-.rt.r " he repeated, puliing
at bis cherpot, "Condemmed in 11:‘.?- infernal mine,
condemn.4 1-1/nnlit.ui- to pine,.. " Arme aicimbo, he sto-d
in front of s country 5;51'.:1&:45:':5 l1ibra y. Garibaldhg
Telllngtons Irrigation E‘fr"i.:tra‘ dgporta; and Tibbert on the
Diseases of the Sprse, A gsreat harvest the mind had
reaped; but for all thie, compared #ith his som, he did
not care one damn,
Thats the use, whath the 'l-'l-ll'} he sank down into his

chair mttﬂrinﬂ;.uﬁ alater swallow, ﬂ slster swallow,
of ednging wour mn;;l'“'i':m dog , who had Tollowed him,
easic down onto the floor At his feet,” Flankas su-ked in and

out, the long nome resting on is paws, tmEEeREpx
mixrdrekiaremrbiimolipner-emmdy & Tleck ufﬁum

on the nostril, there he was, his familiar spiris, his Afghan
nound,

The door trembloed and stood half open. That was
‘I.ur::r"i way of coming in--as if ahe did notv know what she
would find, Reallyl it wan her :'Jrnthrrt. And nim Mg{ She

soemad to mee them for the firat time, Tas 1t that
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The lampy of love burns high, over the dark cedar growes,
'The lamp of love shines clear, clear as A star in the sky....

-

-
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teet she had no body? Up in the clouds, like an alr ball,

he: mind touched ground now and then with a shock of
surprise, There was nothing in her to welght a man like

Glles to the earth,

She perched on the edgefof a chair 1ike a bird
atart

on & telegraph wire before whamphn: for Africa,
“Swallow my sister, O sister awallow,.." he
marmired,

From the gardef--the window was opeli=- came the

gound of someons practising scnles, A, B.C, AB.C, AB,C,
?

Thea th seaparate letters formed one -nrd." bg. Then a phrass

It was a almple tune, mnother voice spenking,

"
Haric hark, the dogs do bark
ihe peggars are comins to town,..

Then it langulshed and _nm-;;llenzd, andd becaoe a waltz,

As they listened and looked--out into the gardene-

the trees tossing and the birds swirling sesm-d4 called out
of &mir}:ri‘w-te livea , out of their separate avocations,

and ma de to take part,

old fSariholmew thoped ids flogers on ks nee in time to the.
fune,

Leave your gcasement and come, lady I love till I die,

By looked sardonieally at l#ey, perched on hor chair,

How, he wondered, hal she ~ver borne children!

I ——————

For all are dancing, retreating and advancing,

the moth and the dragon fly.... °
She was thinidng, he muoposed, fod is peace,

ad la}nﬂ. For she belonged to the unifiersj he to the
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llpll‘;lh.

Then the tune with its feet always on the same snot,

- became sugared, insipid; bored a hole with its

perpetual invoeation to perpetual adoration, Had it--
he was lgnorant of musical fterms==gone into thes minor key!
For t 4 s day and this dence an® this merry , merry May
Ti1l be over (he tapped his forefinger on his knes)

¥ith the cutting of the ¢lover this retreating ani sdvancing-

~=the awifts as thev shot past-the-window seemed tn have
ghot bevond thelr orblts--
Will b swmmmnx over, over, nrer./
And nh-P.cﬁ w1l dart ite splinter, and the winter,
ay the winter, will fill the grate with ashes,
And there'll be no glow, no glow on the log,
He kocked the ash off his cheroot and ru:i.

"So we nm.nt.;' sadd “uey; ar it he had sald

[
nloud, [ts time to go."

Tow bos 5

The audience was assembling, The rmalc was swmoning
them, Down the paths, across the lasms they were streaming

again, There was Mrs “anresa, with Gilem at her sids,

aeading; the procesrion, In taut plump curves her scoarf
plew round her shoulders, The breese was rising, She looked |
ag ghe crosse the lamm to the strains of the gramophone, :

,ﬁadd:a: «like, bDuoyant, altmndant, her cornuconis running

over, Bartholmew following jhlunn the power of the

buman body to make the earth fraltful, %iles would keep

Biswrbit se long as she wel hted him to the earth, She Hidss
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stirred the stagnant pool of his old heart even--
where bones lay buried, but the dragon flies shot and the
grass trmh}ai as Mrs flanresa advanced across the lawn to
the atrains of the gramophone,

Paet crunched the gravel, Volces chattered, The
inner volce, the other volce was saying: How.can we !

. deny that this brave msic, wafted from the bushes, is ex-

pressive of some inner hﬂmﬂ*'lhn we l'lh. some were
thinking) the day bresks us with its hard mallet blows,

The #ﬂlne‘ ( some were thlnﬂng]ﬁ compels disparity, Seattered
shattered, hither thither sumoned by the bell. fPlag-
ping-ping® thats the phome, "Forward) ‘!arﬂi;t' --thats

]
the shop. So we answer to the i femal, agelong and eternal

order issued f-om on high, And obey, ‘Working, serving,
pushing, striving , earning wages-- to be spent--hara?
oh daXkm no, Now? Yo, bye and bye, Mhen sars are

deaf and the heart is dry."

."} P I J
Hirn/ﬂnh'hl_tj,l of Cobbs corner who /sntooped,—~

= there was a flowerz was pressed on by people pushing

from behind,
For I hear mueic, they were saying, Masic wikes us,

Music makes us see the hidden, join the broken, Lock and .

listen, See the flowers, how they ray their redness,

vhitenass, silvernsss anl blue, Anl the trees with thelr

many tongusd mach ayllabling, thair green and yellow

leaves hustle us and shuffles us, and bid us, like the

starlings, and ths rooks, coms together, crowd together,

to chatter and make merry while the red cow moves forward

andi the black cul'/:tlnﬂl still,
T —




g2

The audience had reached their seats, Some sat down;
others stood a moment, turned, and locked at the view,
The stage was empty; the actors were still dresaing up among
the bushes, The audlence turned to one another and began to
talk, Scraps and fragments reached Miss “a Trobe
where she stood, script in hand, behind the tres.

|
T = 'Th-fru not ready...l hear "em laughing ( they
]
ware I-Ial'lﬁﬂ-] .« o IPessing up. ".'L’hl.tll'! the great thing,

dressing up, And ifs pleasant now, the sun s not so hot...
Thats one good the war brought us--longer daye,.. Where
did we leave uff": D'you remember? The Elizabethans,,.
Perhaps she'll reach ths present, if she skips. ...

D'you think people change? Thelir cln-ﬂ:nrnf course....but

I meant our selves...Clearing out a cupboard, I found my
i 1| :
flthll".'l old top hat....Bat out selves--do we change? /

il
Wo, I dont go by noliticians, I've a fohind who's been

to #ussia, He says,.. And my daughter, just back from
!

Homa, she says the co~on people, iln the cafes, hats

Dictators....Well, different peopls say diffarent

tﬂ@'!l LR
|'|i
Did you see it in the papers--the case about the

dog? D' you belisve dogs cant have puppm*r.}. And
ueen Mary and the Duke of Winisor on the South
Coast?,...D' you believ: whats in the papers’ I ask the
butcher or the grocer...Thats Mr Streatfield, earrying
& hyrdle....The good clergyman, ! say, does more work
for less pay than all the lot.,. Its the wives that make

(i

th tmhlnliil
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' ‘uﬂ what about the Jews® The refugees,.. the Jews,..
/ People like ourselves, beginning life againm,..But its always
been the sigs....My old mother, who's over eighty, can
remember,..Yes, she still reads without glasses....How
amazing] Vell, dont they say, after eighty...Now thayre
coming, /, NWo, thats nothing,...I'd make it pemal, %
leaving litter. But them, who a, my hasband says,
to collect the fines? ,..Ah there she is, Miss La Trobe,

]
aver thﬁ- hﬂh‘d 'l'.hll H.‘ll'---

. dE—

Over there behind the tree Vias La Trobe pemmx

i

gnashed her testh, She crushed her mamuscript, The actors
delayed. Every moment the audience slipped th"lh.ﬁllll
split up into scraps ani fragments.
"Musicl" she signalled, "Musicl®
"Fhats the origin] sald a voice, ® of the
expression 'with & flea in his earg?”
Down came her hand peremtorily, "Music, -uln;
she signalled,
And the gramgphone began 4,B,C, 4,B, C.
1 o e e
tal -3 Tha qﬁan in in her :;rlnur
pating bread and honay....

Mies La Trobe watched them sink down peacefully
into the nursery rhyme. e watched them fold their
handes and compose their faces, Then she beckoned, And at
last, with a final touch to her head dress, which had

been giving trouble, Mabel u&m strode from the




104
bushes, and took her place on the ralsed ground
facing the audience,

Eyes fed on her as fish rise to a crumb of bread

on the water, Who was she? What did sherspresent?

She was hmtlful--t:rr./lur cheeks had been powdered;

her colour glowed smooth and clear underneath, Her grey
patin robs ( & hﬂnprud..'!; pinned in stons-like f"]j’;

gave her the majesty of a status, She carried a scepire
and a 1ittle round ord, Fngland was she? Queen Amn was she?
Who was she?! She spolee too low at first; all they heard was
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ssssPannon holds away,
014 Bartholomew analasudedd,

E ear] !laﬂ' he r:zﬂr.'L.‘ Braval Bravol ¥
!lln...t-1
Tius encoursged Heason spoke lendeAnd

"‘hm. leaning on his sickle, stanis amazed, Whlle cormserce

from her Tormucopla pourn the migled tribute of her differeat

ores, In distant mines th_e/mn;-! m; and from the

reluctant earth the painted pot im shaped, At my behast,
the armed warrior laye his shield aside; the heathen leaves
the Altar steaming with unhelyr sacrifice, The violet and the
eglantine over the riven earth their flowers entwine,
#0 longer fears the unwary wanderer the pulu:fantd snake,
Ani in the helmet, yellow bees their honey make /™=
She paused, A long line of villagera in sacking
were pasaing in and out of the tree behlnd her,
H‘L —F Digeing and delving, ploughing and sowing
they were singing, but the wind plew thelr words away, M’?“
Beneath the shalter of /my flowing robe (she ru-md)
extending her arms ) ﬂu ﬂrtn arise, Muslc for me unfolds
her heavenly harmony. At my behest the miser leaves his
hord untouched; at peace the mother sees her children
play....Her childrn play ... ﬁ:r:;;nr{; mtnﬂnh_"ﬁﬁ"

e

sceatre, figures advenced from the Dushes,

Let swaine and nymphe lead on the play, while Zephyr slecps,
and the unruly tribes of Heavew confess my sway.
A merry 1little old tune wars played on the gramo-
phone, 0ld Bartholmew jolned his finger tipe; Mrs “anresa
HWM her nll'i'i'tn about her knels,
- Young Damon said fto Cynthia
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Come out now with thes dawn
And don your amure tippet

And east your eares adown

pEmx swians is, ris,
d in flowered) allics and rte and pres-hes l{

and cireled gound the sta a

1% I%‘i For peace has come to England,

dn! reason now holds sway,

That pleasure lies in dreaming

— e

Then blues mand green's the day?

——— _—

Mow cast your cares behind you,

idght paases: here i= Day,

-

niggm..-; and lnlving' the villagers sang passing in i.’mgli
||’ le._._,_,..—-— ——,

file in and out between the trees, f *nr the esarth is

s s s

always the came, sumer and winter and epringy snd spring

+ [-—- and winter againg ploughing ani sowlng, eting and growingg
_t_lm_f DABREE......
C The wind blew the words away,
The dance l stopped, (he nymphes and swalns withdrew, §
Reason held the centre of the stage alone, Her arms
extenied, her robes flowing, holding orb and sceptire,

7 Mabel Hq-:inn stood sublimely looking over the Reads of ths
audience , The audience gased at her, She lgnored the
audience, Then while she gazed, helners from the tushes
arrangsd round her what appeared to be the three sides of a

room, In th- midile they stond a table, Om the table thay
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they placed a china tes service, ™ survayed thies domestiec

scene from her 1-fty eminence ummoved. There wan a

pause,

o

=" "Another scens from mnother pln;/l I‘I:;'.IIHH.; said Mre

il

Bmmrst, referring to her programme, e read out for

*Anaze thare
the benflt of her husband, who war deaf: Tre thares

a Will theres a way™ Thaths the name of the play. And the

characters...." She read out: "Lady Harpy Barraden, in

lov: with Sir Spaniel Lilyliver. Deb, her maid, Flavinda,

her niece, in lowe with Valeatine, Sir 9@-1 Lilyliver,

in love with Falvinda, Sir Smirking Peace-be-wi th-ru!:t:a.ll

& clergman, Lord and Lady Pribbtle, Yalentine, in love with
nAme s

Flavinda, that nmmt for real peoplel Tat look---here
they comel"

Jut they came from the mmhu-} men in fl8wered
walstcoats,white winstcoate and buclkled shoesy women wearing
brocades tucked up, hooped and draped; 31;!: stars,
blur ribandes and imitation pearls mad- them look the very
image of Lords and Ladies,

"The first m:-nuj" Mrs Tlmimurst whispered into her
hugbands ear, " ia Lady Sarradenk dreasing room....Thats her,
ees” She polnted, " Mrs Otter, I think, from the Hﬁmt;
but she's wonderfully made up, And that’s Deb her maid,

Who she is, I dont know,"
"Rush, hush, fush " someone protested,
Mrs Elmhurst dropped her programme, The plgr had
- begmn,
Lady Harpy Sarraden entercd her dreasing room,
fwnund hr;’lh her maid,
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Joads, WaEb &9, |
ml'lH P.‘:j" i&;h\"} hd?l-lu..ﬂiﬁmthnmﬂhﬂmthﬂmmu
, ! .4: I‘L-Lﬁ R the mirror, girl. Seo, MNow my wig....A pox on the girl---
"E.. Gp ik sie's dreaningl
bn i
C'T' *fﬁ'.,\s&m | Deb... I was thinking my lady, what the gentlemen sald
. I when he saw you in the Park
HM.: | Bkt o B
Lady H. X, (| gazing in th: glasa ) So, so--what was it?

tushee= &t my eyes....poohl That was in milords time, tweny

years since....But noW--what'll he nay me now?

/

J Some silly trashl Cupids dart--hah, hah! 1ighting his taper—
f

/

| (She looks in the mirror) Sir Spani Lilyliver, I mean ...
|

b =Y | ( & rap at the door) Hark] Thate his chaise at the door,

Thukeh =2
Run child; Dont stand gaping.

Deb... [ zoing to the door) Say? He'll rattle his tongue as

—_—

a gambler rattles dice in a box, ln'l’fimi no words to fit

you, He'll satand like a pig in a poke.... Your serwant,

Sir Spaniel .

—

.??m-._ - —— = Jnter %r Spaniel,

[ Bir 8, L... Iai‘i!mr fadr Saint] What, out o' bed so early?

| Hetnsuqht. as I came alonz the “all the alr was something
brighter than usual, Here's the reason.... Vemus, Aphrodite,

l upon my word a very galaxy, a r:nn:tnlla.tlun.l/h I'm a sinner,

thad -

a very Aurora Borealis]

‘Rm-.. o~ (He sweeps his hat off,)

Lady X, K, Oh flatterer, flatterer]! I kmow your
ways, But come, Sit down,...A glase of Aqua Vitae, Take this
seat, Sir Spaniel, I've something very private and pawticular

to say to you,...Tou had my letter, Sir?
Sir 8, L... Pinned to my heartl
ﬁ__ N N (he strikes his breast)
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Lady N, X,.. I have a faour to ask of you Sir,

Sir 8, L... (einging) What favour could fair Chloe

ask that Jamon would not get her.,.A done with rhymes,

Huymen are lﬂlfu.-hd Lets spesk prose. That can Asphodilla
nek of her plain servant Lilyliver? Speak uutf"uﬂn.

An ape with a ring in his nose, or a strong young Jacka

napes to tell tales of us when we're np longer here to tell
truth about ouielves?

Lady X, K. (flirting her fan) lnfﬂa, Sir Spanisl.

You male me blushe=you do indeed, But come clomsr. { she shid—
ghifh her seat nearer to him ) We dont want the whole

":lrld t--: h"ﬂ‘r a8,

J,.‘-'"f 8ir 8, L (aslde ) Come closer? A pox on my life! The old hag

a ly
o

atinks 1ike A red herring t}-.ut.'u,hnm atood over hend in a
tar barrell (Aloud) Your meaning, “adam? Your were saying?
Lady N, H, I have & niece, 5ir Spaniel, Flavinda by name,
Sir §, L (aside ) Wiy thath the girl I love, to be surel
(Aloud) Tou have a niece, madam? I mcem to remember hearing W

so, An only child, left by your brother, so Ilye heard,

!

in your I-ml.jr:afup;; charge--him that perisghed at sea,

Lady H, H, Thn very same 5ir, She n of age now and

marraieaghble, I've kept her close as a weevil, Bir

Spaniel, wranped in the sere clothe of herfvirginity. Only

malds about her ( never a man to my nﬂluigziuu Clout the

serving .rmnrlh.n has a wart on his Immw nose and a face like

A nut: ar, Yot some fool har caught her famy. Some
il

gllded == Marry, dck; eall hin what you will

Wgir 8. L. (aside) Thate young Valentine, I warrant,

I caught 'em at the play together , (Aloud) Say you so,




Lady B, E. She's not so 111 favoured, Sir Spaniel--theres
beamty in our line— ut that & gentleman of taste and
breeding like yourself now, mizht take pity on hu:../
Sir 8. L. Saving your presence, Madam, Eyes that have

geen the sun are not so easily daszzled by the lesser lightaes

the Cassiopeiss, Aldebarans, Great Bears and ¢ on—— A

fig for them when th sun's upl

Lady . K, (ogling him) You praiss my hair—alresn-rﬁh.

.ﬁ“qr ear rings [ she shaices her head)

Sir 8, 1 (aside ) She jingles like a she-Ban at & falr]

She's rigged 1ike a hr et pole of a May Jlay (Aloud) Your

cormanis, “adam?

Lady K. X. Well Sir, t'wam thin war sir, Brother Bob,

for my father wan A pladn country gentleman and would have

none o the fancy names the forelgners brought with "eme-

Asphodilla I call n;-rnf.-].i'! mat my Christisn named plain Sus—-

Bro ther Eablan 1 was telling you, ran away to sea; Hﬂd,lﬁ
they sey, becam Thperor of the Inlles; where the

very stones are emeralds and the sheep-crop rubies, Which,

for a tenisrer hemrted man never lived, he would have brought

back with hinlﬂir, to meni the famll - fortunss Sir, But the

ﬁ[ﬂ, frigrte or what they call it, for I've no head for

sea terme, never crosse & ﬂt::v/rlthn::' sarFing the Lordas

Preyer backwards, struck a rock, The Whale had him},

But the cradles was by th: bo nty of Heaven l?:hﬂl ashore,
Mith the girl in it; Tlavinda here, Thats move to the
pol 4, with the M1l in it; safe and sound; wfrpped in

oarchment, Brother Bobs Will, Deb therel Deb I sayl Deb)
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(She hollas for Deb)

Sir 8, L (anida) Ah hahl I smell a ratél & will quothal
There theres a 11 theres a Yay,

Lady B. H. ( bawling) The ‘-l‘}.l.l’”nb:. The unf In the
@ony Box by the right hand of the ncrlt«uir-/ opposite the
window,...A pox on the girl] She's dreaming, Its these
romences, Sir Spaniel. €.coe romances, Cant see & candle
sutte but i1ts her heart thats melting, or smiff a wick

without reeltin; all the names in E!u.pi..‘.': “alendar,..
( Gater Yeb carryin: a parchment)

Lady E. H. So.., Give it here, The W11, Bwothor Bobe Wi11l
fghe mambl 8 over ths Till)

Lady X, H. To out the mz:t.r ahart, Sir, for these
lawyers ovan at the Antipodes are 4 long winded race---

Sir 8, L. To match thelr ears, Ma'am---

Ledy H, H, Very trus, very trus, Tu/:ut the matter ahort,
Sir, my brother Bob left all he died possessed of to his only
child Plavinda; with this proviso ¥ mark yeg, That she

marry to her Aunt' s 1iking, Her Ahnt; thate me, Otherwise,

$uark ﬂ,rl.]l--t-n wit ten Lushels of diwsondisj item or ruuiep
iieam wwo mundred egiguc males 0: fortile terrivory counding
uie fives Amason to the uur-;.ur-"u'-ﬁ; item his

sunff DoxX; lte: oon Libgcolete-- he Wam Bishys oue to love

& tu...'.-.ls-u.;. Orotae; £00) ATam SAX MNACAEWRS AL RS DRIy
Comcubdn.s ar he had with hdnm At the Cime of hisfdecenns--
all this with other trifles needlees to specify he left, @l
mATE J'n;'{ Efuln: she fall to marry to her Aunth king —

= thats me® to found n Chapel, Sir Spanisl, where six poor

Virgins should slyg hymms ia perpetuity for the repose of
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].,15 soulese which , to spesk the truth, Sir !pa}—nl. s0or Brother
Bob stands in need of, peramoulating the Gulf Stresm as e
is and consorting with $rens, But take 1t; read the
Till yourself Sir,
S8ir 8, L (reading) "Muat marry to her Aunt's liking®, Thate
plal n enough,
Lady X, E, Her mnalﬂir. Thﬂ"ill me, Thats plnin%nm@*
8ir 8, L (aslda ) She spesks the truth there! (Aloud)
You would have me 'undnra.tﬁ:_ﬂ." “adam, ...7
ady K. H, Hist Cose closer, Lat me whisper in your ear...
Tou and 1 have losg entertained a hgh opinion of one nnul:hn? o
Sir Bpandel, Flayed at ball togeiier, bound our wrists with
daisy cheins together, If I mind aright, you called me
Forr 11ttle bride--tis 7ift venrs since, We mi ht -ave
made a match of 1t, 84y Spanicl, had fortune faWoured,...
____?au talt: my meaning, Sirt
|;1j\ 8ir B. L. 8ad it be=n written in letters of gold,
fifty feet high, visiﬂ&;“nm l-"m:.lln Churehyard to the Goat A
axd Compeases at Peckham it conld have beon no plainer.... Bl
Hist, I'1) whisper it, I, Sir Spaniel Lilyliver, do hersby
olnd myeclf to take thee-- whate the name of 'l'.n-’h green girl.
that was camt up 1o a lobmter pot covared iitﬂ:5=;qﬁf
rinyindﬁﬂ ail Flavipda; s0, ==to be my wedded lifl...qﬁ
for a lawyer to have it all in writingl
Laiy HE, H, Ou condition, Sir Spaniel
Sir 8, L. Ou condition, Asphodilla '

) (both speak together)
That the money is shared bDetween us,

Lady K, ¥. We want no lawyer 1o certify thatl ’Tﬂtﬁ' hand on "h:
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Sir Spanleal!

Sir 8, L. Your lips Madam!

o —

Sir E. 1. Pah! 5he stinical

Tow b “;1&;—'""-%'

S ¢ “-%-&\—“"—1' -

"Eal Fal Ha! " lsughed the indigenour ald I::’-I.'I!'t.?
i her Bath’chair,

"Heason, be;mdl Reasonl® exslaimed ald Burthn]-umtlr
and looked at his son as if exhorting him to gzZive ower these
womknlsh vapours and be a man, Sir,

Glles mat straight as A dart , his feet tucked
under him,

Mre “anresa hai out her =irror and lipetick and
attends! to her lips and noss,

e gramophones, wiile the scens wia removed, gently
stated certain factin Ihi:h% know to be
p!rfictlr/cml. The tune sald, more nr. leems, ]'M?I,
gathering her robee about her, stands , reluctant still
ta ket her dewy mantle fall, The herded flécks, the tune
contimued, in peace repose, The poor man to his cot
returns, and, to the eager ears of wife and child , the
gimale story of his toll refates; @hat yheld the furrow
bears; and how the team the plover on the nest has
epared; wiile Wat her courses ran; and speckled egge in
the warm hwllow lay, Meanwhile the good wife on the table
spreads her mimple fare; and to the shepherds flute,
fromftoll relesned, the nymphs anl swains join hands and
foot 4t on the green, Then Bre leta down her nombre treanes

=T

1
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brown and spreads her lucent vell o'er hamlet spire and mead

& &c. And the tuns repeated 11‘.!l1+ once mare,
The wiew repeated in ilts own way what the tune was
saying, The sun was sinicddngg the colours wers mergings
and the view was saying how after toll men rest from thelr
labours; how coolness comes; reasons prevalls; and
having unharnesnasd the team from the plough, neighbours
dig in fﬂ’mrﬂ.nm an’ lean owver cottage gaten,
The cows , madw/a. atep Torward, then standing
still , were saying the same thing to perfection.
Folded in this triple meldoy, the mudisnce sat
gaging, acguisscent; dnd hehfled geatly and amsrovingy
without interropation, for it neemed inevitable,
a box tree in a green tub take the place of the lnr'llllJ
dresel 2 room; Ville on what seemed to be & wall,
was hun; a great clock face; the hands pointing to three

minutes to the houry which m%.

Mra RElmmuret roused herself from her reverie;
gnd locksd at her -rogramme,
"Scane Two, The Mall', she read uut.qﬂm: early
morning, $ter Flavindd™  Here :h-/:umell'
Bere came '1llie Lodery, ( shop assistant at
Mesers Funt and Dickaons jdraper}- I:r-_u:n:u'in:l::ﬂiJI in sprigged
““nf repressnting Flavinda,

d, and theres the glocks word

res 'alentine? Lal my hefart
t-t"."-. ﬂut ﬂr h!ﬁ “1'1;. E ]
day for I'm ofte not oefonf ths
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Flav, Seven he sald, and therea the clocks word for 1%,
But Val@asine--wheres 'alentine? Lal Mow my heart beatsl
Yet 1fs not the time o day, Tor I'm often afoot before the
sun's up in the meadown... See.~-the Tine folk pascingl
All a-tiptosin; wihkmzpoaictxhimgxx like peacocks with
spreal tailal And I in my petticoat that locked mo fine by
ey hn’c'n eracked mirror. Why, here ign a dish elout...And
they hean thelr halr up like a birthday cﬂfr/lrt.ur:]l: about
#ith camdles....Thats a dlan-nd-- thate & ruby,.. Theres
Velentine? The Orange Tree in the %all, he said, The tree
-=there. Valentine--nowhere, Thats a courtier, I'11 lnrit,.
that old fox with hie tall between hies lege. '!hntli P nrrm
wilach out without her -u‘-nt-:rln knowledge, 'I'hlt.'l a man with
a broom to sweep paths for the fine 1adies' flounces,..
La! the red in their cheeks] They never got that in the
fieldm, I warrant! Oh faithfess, crusl, hard-hearted
Valentine, Talentine! Valentinel

wrings
{ahe wemmg her hands, turnin: from aide to aide,)

—h________.-—- 1
N Mdnt I leave my bed aqtiptoe snd steal like a mouse in the

wadnacot for fenr of waking Aunt? And lard my hair from har
powder box? And scrub my cheeln to make 'em shine?

And 1lie awake watching the stars climb the chimney pote?
And give my gold gulnea that God father hid behind the
mistletoe last Uwelfth “ight to Beb so she shouldat tell on
me® And grease the ker in the lock -o that Aunt in-mldﬁt
wake and shriek Mlvvy! F lavwyl Val, I say Val.--

Thate him coming....fo, 4 could tell him a mile off the way

he strides the waves /like what d'vou eall him iz the




116
dh‘t‘ 40 4 ‘t-'E' EN&P pleture book,.. Thats not Val,... Thath a cit; thats a fops
{’L"M "~ -Rﬁ relsing hies glase, prithee, to have his fill of me...

I'11 be jhome then...Fo, I wont...Thats to play

te green girl agadn end aew sarmplers,.. I'p of age, alnt I,
come !ichelmas? Only three turns of the moon and [ inherit...
Diddt I read 1t in th-f Will the day the ball bounced on top
of the old chest where Aunt keeps her furbelows, and the

11d opened?..,."All I dlss-poxesdcx die pocssed of to my
Ypughter,.," So rar I'd read [when the old lady ceame tapping
down the passage like a Lilin! man in an alley....I'm no
cantawny, I'd have you know, Sir: no ﬂﬂh:tlihﬂ mermald

w with a robe of sea nrudllnt your merey. I'm A mate: for

any of 'eme-the chits you dally with, and bid me mect you

at the Orange Tree when }'mﬁtdrutuimf the night off spent

in their arms....Me upon you, Sir, makin, sport with a

poor girl #0....I'11 not ery, 1 swear 4 wont, I'11 not brew
e drop of the s:lt liquid for a man who's !r-'l"l'!ﬂ/t'!‘ 8o, ... et
to think on't-<how we hid in the dairy the day the cat
jumped. And read romances under the holly tree, Lal how I
eried when the Duke left poar Polly....And my Aunt found
me with eyes like red jJellies. "That stung, niece”™ says she.
And eried "Quick Deb, the blu bag." I told ye... a, to
shink 1 read 1t all in a book and cried for another]
cessHint, whate there mmons the tress? Its come--its gone,

The breese is 1t7 In the shade now--i. the sun uow,...

Valentine on my lifdl./lt:ﬁ he] Quick, I'1l hide, Let the

tree conceal mel

(Flavinde hides oehind the tree,)
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He's here...”» turns,..Be casts about...Fe's lost

the scent...®s gnzes--this way, that way,...let him feast
his eyes on toe fine faces--thste 'em, sample 'em, say;
"Thats the fine lady I danced with... that I lay with....
that I kissed unier the mistletoe..." ¥a! How he spews
‘em out! Brave Valentine! How he casts his eyes upsn the
ground! FHow hie frowmas become h.t*:!l, 'l'her:l Flavinda)"

he mighs, "She I lowe lik4 Rthe heart in my breast) " See him

wll/hia watch out! "Oh falthless wretchl™ he sl ha, See how
|

h: stamps the enrthl Now turns on e heel..., 3¢ secs
me--00, the suna in hie eyes, Tears 111 'sm...Lord, how ha
fingers hde sword! Ee'll run it M;‘r: his breast like the
Duke iu the story book] ... Rep, Sir, stopl

(ghe reveals hernelf)
Valentine.... Of Flavinda, &t
Flavinda, . Uf. Yalnetine, ﬂ/ﬂl

(They embrace)

ﬁl‘h. =4  The clocik atrikes nine,

"All that fuss abou} nothing] " & voice exclaimed,
laughed, . The ¥pice had really beliywed... The
self behind ?-.il:-"'- DrOgTANE,
“a Trobe bendnd the tree glowed

For one moment RNoe had inmosed hiv bellef--for one

ne, or she, had aden what she meant\iiin to see, It yas
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"All that fuss mbout nothingl " a voice exclaimed, Feople
leughed. The volice stopped. But the voice had seen; the
volce had heard, For a moment Miss “a Trobe behind her/tree
glowed with glory., The next, turning to the villagers
who were passing in and out between the trees, she barked:
"Louder! Louder!®
For the stage was smpty; the emotion must be contimued;
the only thing to contiue the emotion was the songg
and the words ware inaudible,
"Louder, Louder!" She threatened them with her
clanched finsta,
Digging and delving ( they sang) hedging and Aitching,
We pass...,Susmer and winter, autumh and spring retums.,.All
passes but we, all changes... but we remain for ever the

game... [ the breeze blew gaps betwean thair words.)

Rﬂ"'-- — "Louder, louder]" Miss Un Trobe vociferated, /

|

V away....Clytemnestra is no thing but... ™

fllﬂl! tu-bl % adown | they resumed) Babylen,
Hoesveh, Troy...And Clﬁ.ﬂ'.ll great house,,.all fallen they
lie...Wher the plover nests was the arch..,,through which
the Homans trod...Digglng and delving we break with the
share of the plough the clod,..Wher Clytesmestra watched
for her Lord...saw the beacons blaze on the hills...we ses

only the clod,., Digging and delving we pass,,..and the Queen

and the Yatch Tower fall,.for Agssmsmsx Agamernon has ridden
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The words dybed away, Only a few great names-- Jabylen,
Mineveh, Clytemmestra, Wsﬁn. iroy=-=loated across the
open lr::n#l/".'hin the wind rose, and in the rustle of the
leaves even the great words became insudible: and the
audience sat staring at the villagers, whome mouths

opened, but no sound came,

And the stage was empty, Miss La Trobe leant against
the tree, parslysed, Mer power had left her., Himmhemx
mdednkhedy Beads of perspiration broce on her forehead,
I1lusion had falled, "This in dmth': she 1-51.11-nru.1'||rﬂ.‘,I “M-'

Then saddenly, as the 1l!uslion petered out, the cows
took up the burdsn, One¢ had lost her calf, In the very
nick of time she 11 ted her great mooneeyed head and
bellowed, All /tie great moon-eyed heads laid themsslves
back, Thm From cow after cow came the neme yearning bellow,
The whols world was filled with dumb yearning. It was the
prime al volce sounding loud ic the ear of the present
moment, [hen the whole herjd csught the infection, lashing
their tails, blobbed like pofkrs, they tossed their
heads high, plusgsd and bellowed, as 1f Eros had planted
his dart in their flanks and poaded them to fury, The cows
anniiilated the gap; bridged the distance; filled the
emptiness and contimied the emotion,

Miss “a Trobe weved her hand ecsatically at the
unné‘ : I:'Iﬁﬁl |
§ j,:r ]
"Trate—dome-4tl" ahe ﬂﬁm
Suddenly the cows stopped; lowered thelir hfigds,

L

and began brewsing, Simultancously the sudience
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lowered their heads and read their progremmes.

"The producer) Mre Rlmmret read out for her Iusbande
benefit, " craves the indulgence of the audience, Uwing to
lagk of time a scen: has been omittedy and she begs the
sudience to imagine that in the interwal Sir Spaniel Lilyliwe
has contracted an engagement with Flavinda; who had been

! about to plight her trieth; when Valentine, hidden inside
the Grandfathers clock, steps forward: claims Flavinds as

his bride; reveals the plot to rob her of her 1nhar1tnnni;/
and, during the confusion that ensuss, the lovers fly
together, leaving ladr Harpy and Sir Spaniel alone together,"
"We're msked to imagine sll that" she said,
rameriooe 4
patting down her glasses,

"Thats vory wise of hr:r:: eald Mre Manresa,
addressiiz Mrs Swithin, "IF she'd put 4t all in, we
giiould have been here till midnight, So we've pot to
imagine, ''rg Swithin" She Mptted the nlﬂulj_ld?gﬂn the knee,

"Iaagine?" sald Mre Swithin, Wheste—all right?
Actors s .ow us too much, The Chinese, you know, jiet put a
dagger on the 'hnhllz ﬁlt! A battle, And =m0 m:le..."

"Yes, they bare une/utiff: Mre anresa interrupted,

fm:ﬂtting: culture, regentling the smb to the Jollr
haman oart "lfll'or.imr day T took my nep aw--much A Jolly
boy at Sandlmret== to Pop Goes the Weasel, Seen 1t?" She

turned to -a'.1.1e_l .

"Up and down the City Road" he lmmed by vay of
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AN ANBWeT,

"Did your Hanny sing that?" Mre fTanresa exclaimed,
"Wine did, And when she =aid '"Pop' she made a noise like &
cork belng drawn from a4 ginger beer bottle. I'Pcrpll ;

She made the noise,
"Hash, '!'unh:' someone whispered,

"How I'y being naughty and shocidng your Iu.nt; ahe
sadd,"We must/be good mnd at'end. This is Scene Three, i
Lady Harpy Barvadens Closet, The sound of norses hooves ade
heard in the distance."

5

Toe moun! o T.orses hoov m energetically repr-sented
by Albert the 1diot with A wooden spoon on a tru;r:

1led nway,

—_—

g o o ol E"‘“‘f*'
[j\n-lj-frp u-..ll'"l-

Lady X, X, Half way to Oretna Green alreadyl O} my decelt
ful niecel You that 1 rescuel from the hrin;: and stood on
the hearthston drippingl O}; that the whale had swallo-d
:.'::f Parfifiious pornolse, 'ﬂ)ﬂ Midat the Barn book teach you
Honour thy Great Aunt? Now have you misreat it and misspelt
it , learnt thleving and rheating th‘tﬁlﬂl’ﬁiﬂ;_‘ of wills
in old boxes and hiding of rascals in honest time=
pieces that have never missed A second slncs King Charlee's
dayl Of Flavindal OFf pofipolse, i
Sir §, L. (tryin: to yukl on his Jnck boots)

Old--old--old. He called me ''old" --"To your bed, old fool,
apd drink hot possetl®
Ladr H. H, And she, stopoing at the door and
piitnin: the finger of scorn at me sald "old" Sir——"women"

Sir--I that am in the prime of Rﬂ and a lady!

8ir 8, 1. (tugeing at his boots)
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But I'1l ba even ﬂt‘ﬁﬂln. I'11 have th law on "sml

I'll ran Yem tn g!m“.

(he hotbles up and lawn, one bant on, ane boot off)

Lady B, X, (layin: he hand on hie arm) Have mercy

on your gout, Sir Bpaniel. Bifhn}r ya‘ulﬂii-- lltl not run
mad, we that are on the sunmy side of rﬁy. Tuats this youth
they prate on? Nothing tut a goome feather bhlown on a narth

wind, Sif rou down, Sir Spaniel. Reat your leg-=sg=--

(ahe punhed a cushion inder hin leg)

8ir 8. L. 014" he called me,... jumping Trom the clock

ll.h/a Jacklnetheebox... Anl she, making mock of *w

pointe to my lcgEu:l eries "u"."u:ai-fn darts, 91~ Spaniel,
sids darta? OB +& I coild breise 'em in & mortar
and serve 'en up smoking hot on the altes ﬂf---ﬂ w}mt.
& my gowtl
Lady X, X, This talk, 5ir, 1ll befits a man of sense,
Bethink you, Sir, only t'othev day you were inSbicing--aheme-=
the Constellations, Casriopele ﬂdlhi;m the Aurora
Borealin,,, Its not to be denlel that one | 'sm
has left her spfhers, has shot, has eloped, to put it
plainly, with the entrafls Fr‘ a time j:-:l.-ce.,:hu mere

pendulum of & grand :‘-thr—r!a elock, But S ir Spaniel, thex

f
there arc sone stars that--ahem--- stay Fixed; that shine,
to put it in & mutshell, never ao bright as by a sen-conl
fire an a brisk morning,
8ir 8 L, @ that I were five md twenty with a Warp
maait aword at my alds)
Lady H, K, (bridling) I take your m Fujing, Sir. Te hepe-e

To be sure, I regret it as you do. Put yaut-h‘n not all.
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To let ou foto & secret, I've passed the meridian mymelf,

Am on t'other side of the “guator ton, Sleepfsound o' nights

without turning. The dog days are over....But bethink you,
8ir, Whers thert;u awill t-'-.!rtll £ WAy,
y
I L]
8ir 8, L, Gods truth Ma'am,.. &h ny foots like a bffpning

burnin: horsehoe on the devils anvil &h!l..- whate your

meanlng?

lLady X, B, My meaning, Sir? Yust I ﬂi#ﬁ my modeaty and
unquilt that which has been leid in lavender !1nﬂllqﬂ' lord,
peace bs to his neme-='tls twenty raers since-- was

lapped in lead? In plain words Sir, Flavindas flown,

The ocage is empty. But we that have bound our wrists

with n};‘llp‘l misht ,_hiu/' em with a stouter chain, To hawvs
done with fallals and figures, Hare am I, Asphodilla---
but my plain name Sud, Fo ma'ter what my name is,..
Asphindilln or S@me.. hsre am I, hale ani hearty, o
rerexmx i Ih:"-lﬂll.tl.t kaleramixheartys &6 your service,

How that the plut'n oat, Brother B-uhﬂ bountr maat g0 to the
rirgine, Thats plain, Feres “awyer Quill's word for it,
"Wirgins,..in perpetuity...sing for hia soul,”
And I warrent vou, he has need of it... Put no matter,
Though we have  thrown that to the fishes that might

have wrapped us in lmﬂnnnuli. I'm no beggar, Theren
meFUATeR] 1¢ﬂmmnt“ﬁlﬂﬂtr': eattle; my dow ry; an lmtan
I'11 show you; engrossed on parchment; enough I'll warrnat
you to Keep us ha.r;nnml;r :'ar l:-.nt'u to runof our tiﬂ_,
ae Minband mnd wife,

“ir 8, L., Pusbani and wifel So thath the
plain truth - of 1t]l Why, Madam, I'd rather lash myself

to & tar barrel, be bmuni to a thorn tree in a winter's
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| gale, Faughl"

Eyayt '

M- Lady H, H,,, A tar barrel, quotha] A thorn tree-- quothal
You that w re harping on galaxies and milky ways! You that
were swearing I outshone 'em alll A pox on you--you
faithless| Tﬂ/lhlﬂ:. you] You serpent in jack boots, youl
So you wont have ms? Hsject my hand do you?

{ She oroffers her hand; he strikes it from him,)
Sir 8. L... Hide your chalk stonss in a woolen mitl
pah! I'11 none of "em! Were they diamond, pure diamond
and half the habitable globe and all its concubines
strung in string round your throat I'd nome of it...

none of it. Ushand me, scritch owl, witch, wampirel

Let me gol
Lady H, H... S0 all your fine words wers timeel
wranped round a Christmas cracker]
Sir 8, L... Bells hung un/ln nn}- neck! Faper roses
on a barbers pull...l.'l’ l;rl foot, my fnut...t‘.hpid'l darts,
she mocked me... 0ld, old, he called me old...

(He hobbles away)

lady H, H. (left alone) All gone, Following
the wind, He & gone; she's gone: and the old clock
that the rascal made himself into a pendulum for is the
only ons of 'em all to stop. A pox on 'em-- turning an
honest womans house into & brothel, I that was Aurora
Borsalis am shrunk to & tar barrel, I that was Cassiopasia

am turned to a she- ass, My head mrn/h-ré- no trusting

man nor woman; nor fine speeches; nor fine locks, Off comes

the sheeps skin; out creeps the serpent, Get ye to “retna
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Green; couch on the wet grass and breed vipers.

My head spins,. Tar blr‘.l.'-lllj quotha
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hu.b* w - barzelegmethn, Casnicpein, ., Chalk ntones... Andromeda,..
Thorn trees.... Deb, I mny, Deb [She holloas)
Unlace me, I'y 7t to burnt... Bring: mo my groen baise
tabl, sl eet t'.s oards.... And mr far lined aliomers, Teb,
And n dish of choselats....I'll be even with 'em...I'11
outli¥e 'em nll,.. Deb, I sayl Debl A nox an the girll
Cant she h: r.rk'.' Deb, I nay, wou gipsj'n apawn that I
snatchs’ from the hedge and tmght © o sew aemmlers]| Bax
Det] Debl

( she throws open tiA door leading to the maddn closet)
: g tyl Sie's gone tool .. Hist, whats that on the dresser?
(e phides wp. & st 6F setenibARIN

"That cnre I far rour goose=feather bed® I'm off

with tae ragple taggle gipeies, et Signed; Deborznh, pees
¥our
one H.nulfmaid.' Sol She that I fed on apple parings and

crusts Trom myr own table, she that 1 taight to play cribbage |

end sew chfmines, .8he's jone too, U] ingratitude, thy nmll/
is “sborah] Mho's to wash the dishes now; whis to bring

me my ponset now, suffer my temper and unlace my ntays?. «
All gone, I'm alone then, Yans niece; sans loverj and

sane maid,

i Ani so to end the , the moral la, P '1
The God of lowe 1= full of tricks;
Into the font him dart he sticks,
But the way of the will is plain to sae;
Let lwly virgine hymn perpetuallys
"Miere theres A will theres & way'

Good peonle all, farewsll,
(dropping a curtsey, Lady R, K. withirew)
Tor low Wl — — =
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The scene andsd, Reason descendsd from her plinth,

ﬂuthurlng/har robes about her, %‘ml.;r acknowledging the

qplm- of the audience, she passed across the stage;

while Lords and Ladles in stars and garters followed after;

$ir Spalel limping escorted Lady Harraden smirking

apd Valentine and Flavinda arm in arm bowed and curteled,
"Gods truth!" cried Bartholmew catching the

\
infection of the la gauge, "Theres a moral for youl®
Ha threw himself back in his chair and laughsd,

like a horse whimwpimgz wixxg whinnying.
A moral, What? Giles supposed it was: Where there's

a W11l theres a 'l,r. The words rose and pointed a finger

girl
of scorn at him, Off to Gretna ﬂrun/tith his gpxkl;

the deed done., Jamn the comsequences,
"Likes to see tha s_rum!-n'l" he said
abmuptly, turning to Mrs anresa,
"Love tol" she exclaimed, and rose,
Was thers an interval? Yes, the programme said so,
Ths machine iy ths bushas went Chuff, chuff, chuff,
And the next scena?

"The Tictorian lp;' Mrs Elshirst read out,
Presumably there was time then for a sirell round ths
gardens, even for a look over the house, Yet somehow
th y felt-=how could one put it== a 1little not quite
hers or there, As if the play had jerked the
ball out of fthe cup; as if what I call myself was atill
floating unattached, and didnt settle, Not quite

themsslves, thay felt, Or was it simply that they felt

clothes conscious? Skimpy dﬁ date volle dresses;
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flannel trousers; panams hats; hate wreathed with

i
raspberry coloured net in the style of the Royal hnhrntl
hat at Ascot seemed flimey somehow,

"How lovely the clotheis l'ul'tf' sald someons,

casting a last look at Flarvinda disappearing, "Most
becoming. I wish,.."

Chaff, cmff, clmff went the machine in the bushes,

accurately, insistently,

Clouis were passing across the sky., The weather looked a
little unset Lled, !nghn'- /Pnll:r was for a moment ashen white,
Then the sun struck the gilt vane of Bolmey Minatar
and-made—itpittter;

"Looks a 1ittle u.uﬂtlud-.: pald some one,

"Up you get...lets stretch our legs® said another
voice, Soon the lamxmx lawns were floating with little
mmkexmadx moving lalands of coloured dresses, Tet some
of the andience remained ssated,

"Major and Mrs Hﬂh‘l} Fage the reporter noted
licking his pencil, Ae for the play, he would collar
Wiss Thatshe mame and ask for a snopsis, Put Mies

La Trobe had vanlahed,

Down among the bushes she worked like a nigger.
Flavinda was in her petticoats, Eeason had/thrown her
mantle on & holly hedge, Sir Spaniel was ':.'ngh; at his
Jack boots, Miss La Trobe ws scattering and foraging,
"The Victorian mantle with the bead fringe...

Where is the dammed thing? Chueck it hare...Now the
whiskers,.."”
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Ducking up and down she cast her quick bird's eye over the

tushes at the audience, The andience was on the move,
The sudience was strolling up and down, They kept their
distance from the dressing room; they respected the conven-
tions, But if they wandered too far, if they began axploring
the grounds, going over the houss, then,..,Chmff, m./
cuff went the mAchine, Time was passing, How long would
time hold them together? It was a gamble; a risk....
And she laid about her energetically, flinging slothes
on ths grass,

Over the tops of the bushas came stray voices,
volces without bodles, symbolical volces they sesged
to har , half hearing, seeing nothing, but still, over the
btushes, feeling invisible threads connecting the

bodilean woloces,

"It all looks very black,"
¢

No one wants it--save those damned Sermans,”

Thars was a pauss,
"1'd cut down those trees..”’
"How thay get their roses to growl"
"They say theres been & gardsn ‘hare
for five mundred years,.."

"Thy even old ¢ladstome, to do him justice,.."”

Than there was sllence, The volcea passed tha busheas,

The tress rustled, “any ayes, ¥ins La Trobe knew,

for every cell in her body was absorbent, lodked at the view,

Out of the cormer of her sye she could ses Hogbens Folly;
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then the vane flashed,
"The glass is fnlltng:' said a volce,
She could feel the- slipping through her fingers, locking
at the view,
"Where's that damned woman, Mrs Hopers T Who's seen
Mrs Hogers?" she cried snatching up a Victorian mantle,
Then, ignoring the conventions, a popped up
between the trembling sprays: Mrs Swithins.
"Oh Miss La ¥robel" she exclaimed; and stopped,
Then she began again; "0h Miss “a Trobe, I do congratulate
youl®
She hesitated, "Tou've given me,.." §he skipped,
then alighted --"Ever since I was a child I've falt..."
A film fell over her eyes, shutting of{ the present.
She tried to recall her childhood; then gawve it upg
and, with a 1ittle wave of her hand, as if asking Wies
La Trobe to help her out, contimued; "This dally round;
this going up and down stairs; this saying 'What am I
going/for? My specs? I have 'em on my nnn{..."
She gazed at Migs La "robe with a cloudless old
aged atare, Thelr sye~ met in & common effort te bring a
common meaning to birth, They failed; and Mrs Swithin,
laying hold desperately of a fraction of her meaning, sald:
"What a small part I've had to playl But youve made me
feel I could have played,,.Clesopatral® /
She nodded batwean the trembling bushes and ambled
off,

The villagers wimked, "Batty" was the word for old
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Flimey, breaking through the bushes,

"I might have been--Cleopatra” Miss “a Trobe repeated, /
"You've stirred in me my unacted part® she meant,

"Now for the skirt, Mrs Rogers" she sald,

Mrs Hogers stood grotesque inm her black stockings,
Migs 4; a Trobe pulled the voluminous flounces oEmEmxx
of the Vietorian age over her head, She tied the tapes.
"You've twitched the invisible strings " was what the old
lady meant; and revealed--of all pnpll;I Clecpatral
Glory possessed her, Ah , but she was not merely a
twitcher of individual strings; sha wns ons who sesthes
wandering bodies and floating volces in a easuldrom,
and makes rise up from its amorphous mass a re-created
world, E-r/én-nt was on her-=her glory.

"Therel® she said, tying the black ribbons
under Mra Roger's chin "Thats dome 1tl Now for the
gentleman, Hammond)"

She beckoned Bameond, Sheepihsly h~ came forward,
and submitted to the application of black side whiskesrs,
Tith his eyes half shmt, his head leant back, he locked
¥iss “a “robe thought , like Ting Ar‘hur-- noble,
knightly, thinm,

"ghere's the Major's old frock coat?® she asakd,
trusting to the effect of that to transform him,

Tick, tick, tick, the machine contimued,

Time was passing, The mudience was wandering, dispersing.
Only the tick tick of the pmphnm/haid them together,
There, sauntaring solitary far away by the flower
beds was Mrs Glles escaphng,
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"The tune! Miss La Trobe commanded? Burry up | The tunel

The next tunal Mugber Ten)®

T gy, Ll 7
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" Now mrlpluut;' Isa murmured, picking a rose, “my single
flowor. The white or the pimk! And press it so, twixt

thumb and fi%.r....'

She locked ameng the passing faces for the face
of the man in grey. Therc he was for one second;
but surrounded, inacces ible. And now vanished.§

She dropped her flower, What single, wseparate leaf
could she presa? Noms, Nor stray by the bads mlons,
She must go on; and she turned inj the direction of the
stable,

"Where do | wander?" she mused, "Down what draughty
tunnala? There the ayeless wind blows? And thers grows
nothing for the eye, No rose. To ismue where! In some
harvestles- dim field where no evening lets fall her mantle;
nor sun rises, All's equal there, Unblowsng, nqrn%
are the roses there, Change is not; nor the mutabls and
takxxx lovable; nor grestings nor parfings;
nor furtive findings and feelings , where hand seecks
hand and eye seeks shelter from the eye,”

She hadl come into the stable }'I.'I.‘ﬂ}hlﬂ the dogs
ware chalned; whare the buckets stood; whers the great
pear trae spreal its ladder of bramhes agalnst the wall,
The tree whoss roots went beneath the flags, was welghted
with hard groen pears, Fingering one of them she murmrured;
:::-Im.nauuh with what they drew from the
earth; memories; possessions, This i the burden that the
past laid on me, last littlt domkey in the long caravansaral

crossing the desert, Mnesl dm:, sald the past, P11 your
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panier from our tree. Rise up, donkey. S0 your way till your

heels blister and your hoofs umtf " /
The pear was hard as stone, She locked down
at the cracked flags bensath which the roots spread,
"That was the burden’ she msed, "laid on me in the cradle,
murmursd by waves; breathad by restless alm trees;
crooned by singing women; what we must rememberj
what we would forget,”

She looked up, The gilt hands of the stable clock
pointed inflexibly at two minutes to the hour, The clock
was about to strike,

“Now comes the ughtnu.g!' she mt“l‘ﬂj "from the stone
blue sky. The thongs are burst that the dead tied,

Loosed are our possessions, "

Volces interrupted, ?n-pl- /Lnul the stable
yard , talking,
"Iis a good day, some say, the day we are stripped
» aked, Others, its the end of the day. They ses the
Inn and the Inn s keeper. But E speaks with a single
voice, None with m volce free from the old vibratioms,
Always 1 hear corrupt marmurs; the chink of gold and metal,
Mad msic,..."
Mgz More voices sounded, The mdience
was streaming back to the serrace, She roused herself,
She encouraged harself, "Oan little donksy, patiently stumble,
Hear not the frantic cries of the leaders who in that they
seck to lead desert us, Iurfthn chatter of china faces

glased and hard, Hear rathar the shepherd, coughing by the
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farm yard wall; the withered tree that sighs whan the
Rider gallops; ths brasl in the barrack room whan thay
stripped her nlhﬁ::..' the cry which in London

when I thrust the window open some one cries..."
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‘ I-hﬂl_llt-*athplhﬁnhl'-tihﬁq-_hh

mluri-hh*nu.ﬂn_hﬂm.n-lm-.

Unseen, lsa fol lowed them across the lawms to the front rew

of seats,
mmmmummum_m/

Bad stopped. In obedience uun:‘:-m'u-—u.

another tums had besn put on the gramophome, Number Ten,

London street cries it was called. "A Pot Pourri.”

-3 "Lavender, sweet lavender, who'll buy my sweet Iﬂlﬂﬂr

the tune trilled and tiaskled, imeffectively shepherding the
mndisnce, Some ignored it. Some still wandered, Othars
stopped, but stood upright, Seme, like Colomel and Nras
Mayhew, who had mever left thelir seats, brooded over the
blurred carbon sheet which had been isened for their
information,

-n-n-t-ﬁqﬁ-mmmlqm di4 not
dispute the producers right to skip two lundred years in
leas ih.n/"lftﬂl mimtes, But the cholce of scenes
baffled him,

"Why leave out the Britisharmy™ Whats history without

Inclining
the arwy, sh?" he msed, Lesmémg hor head, Mre Naphew
protestedxhmn after all one mustat ask too mch,
Besdies, very likely there would be a %rand Thsemble,
round the Union Yack, to end with, Meanwhile , thers

was the view, l‘j i) ot M hie
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"Sweet lavendsr....swest lavendsr...." Tomming the tuns
old Mre Lynn Jones (of the Mount) pushed a chalr forward,

"Nere Btty" she sald, and plumped down, with Etty Spriagett,
with vhom, since both were widows now, she alsiemis shared

7/1.......*..

*I remember,.." she nodded in time to the tume,
"fou remember too--how they used to cry it down the streebs!
They remembered--- the curtains blowing, and the wmen erying
“All & blewing, all & groving as they came with geraniwms,

e
Sweet Filliam, in pots, down the strest,

A barp, I remember, and a hangsom and a growlesr,
So guiet the strest was then. Two for a hansom, was it?
One for a grovler? And Mllen, in cap sad apren, vhistling
llﬁliﬂﬂl‘jﬂ':-rﬂﬂ And the renmrs, my 4 ear,

vho followed, ﬂlﬁlﬂfﬂuhlhﬂﬂ/lflﬁhﬂlhﬂ
The tune changed, "Any old irea, amy old irea to sell’

h

*Iyou remember? That was what the men shouted in the feg.
Seven Dials they csme from, MNem with red handkerchiefs,

“II'II'III'IIH-I they call them! Tou couldnt l-lh--ﬂl,hﬂ .

no=-<home from the play, Regeat Street.FReadilly, Eyde Park
Cormer, The loose women,,, And everywhere loaves of bread
in the gutter, The Irish you knew rousd Covemt “ardes,.,
Coming back from a Ball, past the clock at Nyde Park
Cormer, d'you remember the fesl of whits glevesl!...

My father remembered the old in the Park, Twe fingers
1iks that--he'd touch his hat,., I've got my mothers

alvum, 4 beke and two lovers, She'd copted sut Byren, 1
H
supposs, in what was called them the Italian hasd. ...
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pagpe of a woman ln pe ptepal motion, Her children try

to et&y her ut she slins frpg thelr grasp, Bat the theatre

teslf cannot hold her,
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*  "Faate that? "aocked 'em in the 014 Kent Road)
I remember the boot boy whistled it, *rlr dear, the serwants
vess 014 Ellen,..Stntemnpuundng  Sixtesn pound a year wages
«esodnd the cans of hot water] ind the erinclines)
And the stays! D' you remember the Crystal Falace,
and ths fireworks, and how Miras slipper got lost in the
-11"

"Thate young Mre Giles... I remember Ilr/-ﬁlr.
Shs died in Inlim,.. We wore, 1 suppose, a great many
petticoats then, Unhyglenic? I dare say... Well, lock at my
dsughter. Te the right, Just behind you,. * Torty, but
alim as a wand, Bash flat has its refrigerator...It teck
my mothar balf the mraing to erdar dimner.... We ware

eleven, Coutning servants, sighteen in family....

Now they simply ring up the Stores... Thats Giles coming,
with Mrs Manresa. She's a type I dont myself fancy,

1 may be wrong,.. And Colonsl Maghew, as spruce as swer,,,
And Mr Cobbgld of Coeb s Cornar, thare, undesr the

Wonkey Pussle !n-.}L- dont see him oftem.,, Thats what
o nles--- it brings people together, These days, when
vélre all so busy, thats what ome wamts,,, The programme!

Nave you got 1t? Lets ser what comes mext...
The Rineteeath fentury. ..Lock, thares the chorus, the village
ars, coming on now, batwean tha tresss, First, thﬂtsl




136

Thesmpukaxy ‘hensasprheny A great box, draped in red baise
festooned with heavy gold tassels hed been moved mmx

into the middle of the stage. Ferrssshasdmemmiey
There was a swish of dasmx dresses, & stir of chairs,

The mudience seated themslves, hastily, guiltily,

Miss “a !‘ruhl'l eye was on them, She Fﬂ}h- ten
seconds to sattile their faces, Then she flicksd her

hand, A pompous march thne brayed, "Firm, slatant,
bold and hlltutfu vev. And once more s huge sumbolical
figure ui'ﬂll from the bushes. It was h:::n:h publican;
but so disgyfjed that even cronies who hadwdwewk with him
nihghtly failed to recognise him; and a little thhdkhemx
titter of enquiry as to his identity ran about among the
villagsrs, s wore a long h_Lpt many -caped ul#; water
proof; shiny; of the substance of a statue in Parlisment
“quare; a helmet which suggested a policeman; & row of =
medals crossed m-/w-m; and in his right hasd he held
extended & special constables baton (loaned by Mr Willert
of the Nall), It wan his voice, msky and rusty, issuing
from a thick black cotton wool beard that gave him away,
crxmimd iy vtk e ciaigs rr indgar i - Indgey o chand kg oo

TATREn iR Tl 1 :
" *Dudge, Dudge, Thats Mr Budge®, /L dud o whilimd

Budge extended his trumcheon and spoke:
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It alnt an easy job, directing the traffic at 'Tde Park
f;..L Cormer. Busses and ansom cabs, A}l a-clattar on the

cobbles. Keep to the right, cant you! Nis there, Stopl

( he waved his truncheon)

4 I There she goes, the old party with the umbreglla
L | right under th?clrul" nose"

{the truncheos pointed markedly at ‘s Wwithin)

She ralsed her skinny hand as if in truth she had fluttered

of f the pavement on the imuplse of ths moment to tha just

rage of authority, Got her, @lles thought, taking
sided with antority against his Amt)
el ';"R;h mij.ﬂ_{t_{j_t Pog or fine weather, I does my duty [ Budge contimued)
F ; At Plecadilly Circus; at F!'ydu Park Worner, directing the
traffic of ‘Br Majesties Bmpire, Black men; white mmupx men)
The shah of Persiaj Sultan of Morrocco; Or it may be Er

Majeaty in persenj or Cooks touristsy Lhnt men; whits menj

sailors, soldiers; urnnin;/ﬁl Ocean; to procflim her
Bmpire; All of '"em Obey the Rule of my truncheen,
(Ea flourished it magnificently from right to left)
Bat my Job dont end there, 1 take under my protection
and direction the murity and security of all her Majssties
minions; in all parts of her deminions; imsist that they
obey the laws of God and Man,

T™he laws of God and Man ( he repeated and made
as if to commult a Statute; engrossed on a sheet of
parcment which with great delibertaion he mow produced
from his trouscr pocket)

#Be to Cmrch on Sunday; on/Monday, nine sharp, catch the
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City Bus, On Tussday it may be, attend a meeting at the
Mansion Zouse for the redemption of the sinner; at
dinner on Wednesday attend lntha;;tnﬂh uu‘p;.
Some bother it may be in Ireland; Famine, Fenlams, What not,
On Thureday its the natiw s of Peru require protection and
correction; we give 'em whats due, But mark you, our rale
dont end there, Its a Christian country, our Empire; under
the White Queen "ictoria, Over thought and religlony
drink; dress; manners; marraige too, I mixkx wield my
truncheon, Prosperity and respectability always go, as we
know/ 'and in 'and, The ruler of an Empire must keep his
eye on the cotj spy too im the kitchen; drawing room;
library; wharever one or two, me and you, come together,
Purity our watchword; prosperity and respectability. If
not, why, let 'em fester in ....

(Il paused--no, he had not forgotten his words)
Cripplegate: St Giles s; Whitechapel: the Minories
Let 'em sweat at the mines; cough at the looms; rightly
endure their lot, Thats the price of Bmpire; thats the white
man's burden, And, I can tell you, to direct the traffic
orderly, at 'Yde Park Cormer, Plccadilly Circus, /
is & whole time, whit- man's job.
Ks psused, sminent, dominmant, glaring from his
pedestal, A very fine figure of a man he was, everyone
agreed, his truncheson sxtended; his waterproof pendant,
It only wanted a shower of rain, a flight of pigeons round

his head, and the pealing brlls of St “suls and the Abbey
to tramsform him into the very spit and image of a
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"Constable;
Tictolan Baxmsthbexx Puskur; and to transport them te

a foggy London afterncon, with the maffin bells ringing
church bells pealing
and the—sein-faltfTp at the very height of  Quees Viefrca.
HWE ‘;ﬂ»}mH'
There was a p-‘n. !h-/winu of the pllgrims
singing thmkwxx as they wound in and out between the
trees Itnld. be heard; but the words were inamdible,
The sudience sat wadting.
"It-tut-tut! Mre Lynn-Jones expostulated,

"There wwers grand men among them,,." Why she did not
know, yet somchow sha falt that a sneer had been almed at
her father ; tharefors at herself,

Etty Springett tutted too, Tet, ¢ ildren did draw
trucks in mines; there was the basement; yet ‘apa df# read

Talter hntf'jf:fhr dinner; and divorced ladies were not
recelived at Court, Now difficult to come to any
conclusion! lh-/ﬂ.lhul they would harry on with the next
scene, The liked to leave a theatre knowing sxactly what
was meant, Of course this was only a villags play....

They were setting another scems, round ths red baize box,

She read out from her programme:

" #he Picatc Party.About 1860, Scemer A Lake,
Characterg==-="
She stopped, A shest had been spr ad on the “srrace,
It was a Llh- apparsn ly. Houghly painted ripples
represented water, Those green stakes wers bulrushes,

Hgther prettily, real swallows darted across the sheet,
"Look, Minnisl" she sxleaimed, " Those are real swallows]®
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"Ruah, hllh}'lhﬂllhﬂllhl. Por/the scens had begua,

A young man in peg top troussrs and side whiskers
carrying & spiked stick appeared by the laks,

(akie Joly uurl.- (aachely w o — Bdgar 7... Lot me help you, Miss Hmu-l There!

|

(he helps ¥iss Eleanor “ardcastle, a young lady inm
erinoline and mushroom hat to the t’. They atand for a
soment panting slightly, locking at the nnj
Elesanor. KLow small the Church locks down amongz the trees)
Bdgar.. So this is Wanderers Well, the trysting place,
Elanor, .Flease Mr Thoreld, finish what you were saying
before the others come, Tou were saying, "Our aim in llf-.:‘l
Hpr..ih::uld. be tn/hlp our fellow mem,

Elanor tn;mg mpu} Kow trus--how profo ndly trus]

Bdgar,,, Why M Misn Nardcastle?-e< Tou have

nothing to reproach yo.rself withe-you whose whole 1life is
spent in the servyce of tothers, It was of myself that I

was thinking, I am no longer yo.ng. At twenty four ths

best days of life arc over, My 1ife has passed ( he throws

a pebble on to the Lake ) like a ripple in water,

Elsanor, Oh Mr Thoreld, you do not know me, I am not what
I seem, I too=--

Bdgar.., Do mot tell me, Miss “ardcastle--no,/I cannot

believe 1t--- You have doubted?

Eleanor, Thank Nsaven not that, not that,.., But safe and

sheltered an [ am, always at home, shedtwrwd; protected
e T,

as. l-am, nmmnk-.ﬁ.-ﬁ-ﬂﬁmn}lht-

I saylng?! But yes, I will speak the truth, before “sma comes,

I too have longed to convert the Nsathen)

Bdgar,..Miss .lrinutlu....lhunr... Tou tempt mel]
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['N-Lirh h'va Dars I ask you! No--so young, so fair, so seadlymurtured,
#0 innooent., T'dnk, I implore you, befor: you asnwer,
Eleanor...l have thought--on my knees]
Bdgar (taking a ring from his pocket ) Them....
My mother with hnr!lllt breath charged me to give this ring
only to one to whom a life time in the African desert
among the Nsathens would be=--
Eleanor ( :u:::‘th ring i meenimropesint) Pzt

Perfect happiness! But histl! ( She slips the
ring into her pocket) Nere's flamal ( They start asunder)

{_ Enter Nra 'lrd.ﬂﬂh. a stout lady in m ‘ﬂll:l.l-.
upon a domkey, escorted by an elderly gentleman in a deer I
stalkers cap)

Mrs X... So you stole a march upon us, young
people, There was a time, Sir Johm, when you and I were
alwags first on top. VP - - -

(Ne helpd her to alight. Children, ;:ug/-, young
women, some carrylng hampers, othars buttrfly nets,
others spy glasses, others tin botanical cases arrive, A
rug is thrown by the buke and Mrs X, and Sir John seat
themsalves on camp stools,)

Mras N... Now who'll i1l the kettles? Who'll
gather the sticks? Alfred ( to a small hnﬂ_'hnt run
about :;ig#lm butterflies or you'll maks yoursslf sick...
Bow Sir John and I will unfigck the hampers, hars where
the grass is burnt, where v had the picalc last year

(Tye young peopls scatisr off in differsnt directions)
Mrs K, and Sir John begin te unpack mwr]/
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Mrs X.... Last year poor dear Mr Beach was with us, It was a
blessed relsase ( S he takes out a black bordersd hand-
ksrchiaf and wipes har ayes ) Every ysar one of us is missing,
Thats the ham... Thats the grouse... There im that packet
are the game pasties,..( She spreads the satables on the
grass) As 1 was saying poor dear Mr Beach.... 1 do hope the
cream hasnt curdled, Mr ¥ardcastle is bringing the claret,

I always leave that to him, Only when Mr Xardcastle
getes talking with Mr Pigpott about the Eomans,..
last year they quite cams to l-lﬂ-./..ht 1€s nice for a frklmsa

W5 to have a hobbm, though they dxgbmxmithemfrx do

gathar ths dust--those skulls and things.... But I was
saying---- poor dear Mr Beach.... I waated to ask you

( she drops har voice) as a friend of the family, about the
new clergyman---they can't hear us , can they? No, theyre
picking up sticks.... last year, such a disappointment,

Just got the thigs out ,..dowm came the rain, But I wanted 4

to ask you, about the mew clergyman , the ome whos -Aslsea

come in place of dear Mr Beach, I'm told the names Sibthorp.
To be/wure, I hope I'm right, for I had a cousin who
married a girl of that name, ﬂ“l.;ﬂﬂ of the

family, we dont stand on ceremony,.. S4#il when ones has
dsughters--I'm sure I quite envy you, with only one dsughtar,
Sir John, and I have four! So I was asking you to tell me

in confidence , about this m:i.f thats-his- -
Sibthorp, for I must tell you the day before yestderay
m!ﬂl’iﬂuwm say, as she passed the Bectory,
bringlng cur lsundry, they were unpacking the furnitare;
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-u-h-tmm/n.mupufmemmuuw:
But of course shs might be mistaksn... But it occurred to
do = mat ask you, as & friend of the family, in confidence,
| Nas Mr Sibthorp o wife!

chorus
Lare & chumes composed of villagers in Victorian

mantles , side whiskers and top hats sang in conwert:
Op has Mr Sibthorp a wife! Of has Mr Sidthorp a wife!
That is the hormet, the bes in the bonnet, the scmew
in the cork and the drill; that whirling and twirling are
l for sver unfurling the folds of the motherly heart; for a
I -thur/-ut ask, 1f daughters she has, begot in the
£ [ =T feathery billowy fourposter family bed, OF did he umpack,
with his prayer book and bands; his xkiks gown and his canej
his rod and his line; and the family album and gunj -
did he also display the connubial respectabls tea table
t*llrl cosy with honeysuckle embossed. Nas Mr Sibthorp
a wife? u} has Mr Sibtherp a wife?
While the chorus was sung, the plcknickers
ascembled, Corks popped., Grouse, ham, chickens were sliced,
Lips mmcjhed, Glasses were drained, Thspmmhmstwoams
Nothing wan heard but the chump ﬂf‘lrrlnd the chink of
glasses,
;!‘har/dld ut. Mrs Lyn Jones whispered to Mrs !prhlﬂli
Thats trus, More than was good for them, Illnrnlw'f
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e
| | Mr Nardeastle.., (brushing flskes of meat from his whiskers)
<y bl —
F e Nov...
- ANow what! whispered Mrs Springett, anticipating further
| | Py
travesty) .

Now that we have gratified the imner man, let us gratify
the desire of the spirit, I ocall upm one of the young ladies

. for a song,
, 3 | Chorus of young lsdies.. Oh not me,. not me.. I really
I matHEEs T
el emldnt,... No, you eruel thing, you kmow I've loat my volce,.
e T = = il

I cant sing without the instrument,..he &e
Chdus of young men, O boshl ht,’hﬂ The last Bose of
| Summer, Letls .Bn I never loved l}n.r ilulh.
Mrs K, ( authoritatively) Eleanor and Mildred will nou sing
1 be a butterfly”
(nnnur and ¥ildred rise obediently and sing a dwat!
"11d be -"Huttnﬂ;'l)
Mm X, Thank you very ﬂﬂﬁjq dears, And now gentlemen,
¥ our Eauntrr'.
L.l.rthm' and Bdgar sing Eule I:il-u.\
Mrs X,., Thank you very much, Mr “ardcastle--—-!
Mr Bapdeastle ( rising to his feet, clasping his fossil)
L-t us pray, AlmbghiySod-

{th- whole company rise to their feet)

{ - ]
Ren. . m- is too mach, teo -nh, Mra Springett protested

] ﬂ'lu- muﬁd ﬂﬂrﬂfﬂlﬂdthinll we thank
Thee; for our food and drink; for the b suties of Nature;

Wl | for the understanding with which Thou hast enlighgted us ¥

Chn fumbl =4 l'lthll ‘fossil) And for thy great gift of Peace,
ﬁﬂmtuhhmumtlnnﬂmgmtuum i

4—_

"'r’"
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:t'lj_ -—j = I'PHH. th- l‘lﬂlt of wiii
(Here the hindquarters of the donkey, represented

by Albart the idiot, became active. Intentional was it, or
. i’ 3 aceidental? "Look at the domkey] Look at the domkey]
:-"f' A tihtawddmrs titter drowned Mr Harcastkes prayesr; and then
| he was heard saying:)

*vvs & happy home coming um}'d.m refreshed by thy
bounty, and minds inspired by Thy wisom. Amen.™

il e

Tolding his fossil in front of him, Mr HBardeastls
marched off. The donkey was captured; hampers were
loaded; and forming into a procession, the plcnickers
began to disappear over the hill,

Rgx
] Bdgar ( winding up the procession with Eleanor)

To convert the haathen)

— . “ . "J,Ellfs
ikl E'-“-"’L'% 2o hl1 Elsanor. To help our fellow menl
! disappeared
| (ﬁa actors dimsppnmad into the lmhl,)
} Pudge... Its time, gentlemen, time ladies, time to pack up
and be gone, From where I stand, truncheom in hand,

d guarding respectability, and prepperity, and the purity of
- Lﬂ_} i
1

" Tictorids land, I ses bafore /me---( he pointed: thare was

Points Hall; the rooks cawing; the smoke rising)

‘lhliﬂ'lfﬂt 'Ome,

] "he gramophons took up the straim; Through
pleasures ani palages &c, Therea no place like Home,

i
| Budge... Hm‘pntl-ln; h:unrlliil-l. its time to
o /

"“J-- ,.s-m-_J.q.l."n i1t'-~.h pack up and go home, Dont I see the fire ( he pointed:
one window blased red ) blasing ever higher? In kitchen; and

|
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\ Mursery; drawlng room and library! Thats the fire of
_. "Ome. And see! Our “ane has brought the tea, Now children
wheres the toys? Mama, your I:nitt:u.g quick, Por here
’ ( he swept his truchson at Cobbet of ﬁﬂhh Corner) /

A

i{!j. " ‘Ellﬁ-‘:kLJT (Yool

comes the bread winner, home from the city, hom® from the
counter, home from the shop, "Mama, a cup o' tea," "Childrep
|  gather round my knee, I will read aloud, Wnich shall 1t be?
Sindbai the sailor? Or some simple tale fm;f!:ﬂphrn?

) And show you the plctures? What none of 'em! Then out

with the bricks, Lets kim build:s A conservatory,

A Laboratory? A Mechanies Institute'? Or shall it be a

Tower; with our FAlg on top; where our widowed Queen, after
tea, calls the Royal orphans round her knees?
Bhxktarx For its 'ﬂmrlmliu'. 'Ome gentlemen, , Be it never

ble, thares mo place like 'Ome,"

The gramophone warbled Eutrﬂﬂlt Fome
and Budge, swaylng sl ghtly, descended from his box
and followed the procession off the stage,

d—1:—-’.‘ Ll‘ " ".:-1 ]E _h___‘___,_.—._'—_--—-—-?

There was an interval,
"Oh but it was hamufu]!' Mrs Lync Jones protested,
Home she meant; the lamplit room; the ruby curtalns;
and Papa reading aloud,

They were rolling ypp the ko and uprooting the
bulrushes, Real swallows were skimming over real grass,
But she still saw the home,

"It was,.." she repeated, r ferring to the Home,
"Cheap and nasty, I call ”f;' snapped Etty

I —
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Springstt, n{:ﬂl‘ to the play, and shot -/dmm glance
at %Jl green trousers, yellow spotted Hlflﬂ
unbuttoned waistcoat, 5

But Mre Lynn Jones still saw the home. "as there,
she msed, as Buie's red baise pediment was rolled off,
something--not impure, that wasat the word-- but
perhaps 'unhyglenic' about the Home?! Like a bit of meat
gone sour, with llll.'n:l.ll:.lrl-lIlI as the servants called it?
Or why had it perished? Time went on and on like the hands
of the kitchen clock. (The mfahine chuffed in the bushes,)
If they had met with no resistance , she mused, nothing
wrong, they'd still be goimg round and m.nﬂ./lnﬂ round,
The Home would have remained Hiqh beard, sha thought,
would have grown and grown; and Mamss kenitting--what did she
do with all her knmitting?-- Change had to come, she said to
herself, or there'd have besn yards and yards of Fapas
beard, of “amals knitting, Nowadays her son-in-law was clean
shaven, Yer daughter had a refrigerator. ...Dear, how my
mind wanders, she checked herself, What she meant was,
change had to come, unless thmgx things were perfect;
in which case she supposed they resisted Time, Heaven was
changeless,

"Were they like that!" Isa asked nhmﬂr/

She looked at Mre Swithin as if she had been a dinossur or
a very dinfutive mamoth, Extinct she mist be, since she
had lived in the reign of Quesn Victoria,

Tick, tick, tick, want the machine in ths bushass,.

"The Hﬂnrl.lnl: Mrs Swithin mused, "I dont
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believe" she s 44 with her odd little smile, "fhat there
ever were such people, Buly you and me and William dressed
di fferently,”

"You dont belleve in hilturr:' said Willism,

The stage remained empty. The cows moved in the
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ﬂlld*!hani.un were desper under ths tress,

Mre Swithin crasssirhessxssxy caressed her
ml.ﬂhpnd/mlrltthﬂn. She was off, they
guessed, on a clreular tour of the imaginatisn--ons-malcing,
Sheep, cows, grass, trmamsmxx trees, oursslves--all are ome,
It discordant, producing harmony---if mot to wus,
;nlnmu:mltunhrl to a glgantic head, And thms--
she was smiling benignly as—sbe-togleed=the—view--- the
agony of the particualr sheep, Cow oT human being is
necessary; and so--she was beaming seraphically at the gilt
vans in the diltance--we reach the nu-.'l'.I:hl that all
is barsony, could we hear it, And we shall, Ner eyes now
rested on the white summit of a ¢l Well, if the thought
gave har comfort, William and ‘sa smiled across Bar,
ket her think it,

Tick tich tick the machins re-itarated,
*D'you get her meaning?® said Mrs “within alighting

suddenly, "Mise “a Trobes? "
IIII-' whose eyes had been wandering, shook he’ head,

"But you might say the same of Shakespeare"
said Mre Swithin,

"Shakespears and the musical glasses!" Mrs Manresa
intervened, "Dear, what baxx a barbarian you all make me
feell”

She turned to Glles . She inwoked his help against
this attack upen the Jolly luman heart.,
"hlh: Giles muttered,
Nothing whatever appearsd on the stage,
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Darts of /fred and gresn light flashed from the rings on Mre
Manresa's fingers, He looked from them at Aunt Lucy,
From her to William “odge., From him to Isa, She refused
to meet his eyes, An 4 he looked down &t his blood staimed
tennis shoes,

Hy said \without words) "I'_  damnably unhappy."

"So am I.u" " Dodge echoed,

"And I t-uul" Isa thought,

They were all caught and c*ﬂ: prisonsrs; watching a
spectacle, Nothing happned, The tick of the machine was
mad lening,
'ﬂnlllittla donkey" Isa murmured, "crossing the desert,..
bearing vour burden...”
She felt Dodges eye upon her as her 11pu/mnd.
Always some cold ayr crawlad gver the surface like a
winter blue bottlel She flicked him off,
"What ap time they takel" she sxclaimed irritably,
"Another ints rull' Dodge read out, looking at the
Programme.
"And after that, what?" asked Luty,
"Present time, Ourselves,” he read,
"Lets hope to God thats the end? said Oiles gruffly,
"Now youre being nﬁn.g’ht;r; Mrs Manresa reproved her

little dayhx boy, har sarly hero,

No one moved, There they sat, facing the empty lt.l{l.
tha cows, the meadows and the view, while ths machine

tdeiced in the bushes,
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"Thats th ﬁh}mti' said Barthlomew, suddenly mlingﬁ.luﬂ!}

"of this mhrmmﬂ'
"The prnﬂh'j' Isa read out from her blurred carbon copy,

"are to go to a fund for installing electric light in the

Church, "

"All our village f-“tl'ﬂil: Mr Oliver snorted
turning to Mrs Manresa "end with a demand for money, "

0f courssa, of course, she mirnured, deprecating his
severity, and the coime in her bead bag jingled,

"Nothings dons for nothing in Ingllnri: the old man
continued, Mrs )Ilnrnt proteated, It might be true, perhaps,
of the Victorians; but surely mot of ouraslves' Did she
really belisve that we wers disinterssted? Mr Oliver demanded

"On you/dont know my musband]® the wild child
exclaimed, striking an attitude,

Adniradle woman.d) You could trust her
to crow when the hour struck like an dlarm clock; to stop
like an old bus horse when the bell rang, Oliver said
nothing. Mrs [lanresa had out her mirror and attend~d to her
face,

All their nsrves were on edge, They sat exposed,
The machine ticked, There was no wusic, The horns of
cars on the high road were heard, And the swish of trees,
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.
They wers nsither one thing p¢ thes other; nelther Tictoriass

nor themselves. Thay wers suspendsd, without beling,/in
b ——— T s T PSP | WA 1 W i S
limbo, Tick, tick, tick went the machine,

Isa ﬁ:&tﬂ: glancing to right and to lefto over her
shoulder,
" Jour and tweaty black birds, streng wpon a string, she
muttersd,
. Down coame an ﬂ-tﬂ:L an sagle, an exscutiomer,
"¥nich of you is ripe, he said , to bake in my ple?
Mﬁfrﬁnis ripe, vhich of you is ready,
Come my protty mt‘-;-l::,
Come my protty lady....
How long was she golng to keep them walting?
"The present time, Ourselves,” Thay read it on the programme,
Then they read what came naxt: "The profits are to go
to -fru for installing electric light in the Chureh",
There was the Clmrch? Over there, ‘ou could see ths spire
among the trees,
"Ourslves,,.." They returnsd to the programme,
But what could she know about curselves? The Elisabedilns
yes; the mﬁim. perhaps; ht curselves; sitting here
on & June day in 1979--4t was Hdiculous, "Myself"--it was
impossible, Other people, pshape,.., Cobbett of Cobbs Cornery
the Major; old Barthowew; Mrs Swwithine.e them perhaps,
But she wont get me--- Il,lut me, The sudience fidftwd
fidgeted. BSounds of lsughter ceme from the bushes. But nuﬂln?
whatssever appeared on the stage,
"Thats lhi/tuplu us walting for?® "Colamel Iq!"r
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asked irritably, "They dont need to dress up if its preseat
time, "

Mrs Nayhew agrreed. Unless of course she was golng to
end with a Grand Ensemble, Army; Savy; Union Jack; and

behind tham perbaps——-lMrs Mayhsw sketched what she w culd
have don~ had it been har pageant--ths Chmreh, Ilughlﬂ..
One window, looking sast, brilliantly illuminated %o

sysbilise-- she could work that out when the time came,

"There she is, bohind the tree’ she whispered,
pelating at Miss la Trobe,

Viss La Trobe stood thers with her aye on har seript.
‘.I.ﬂ-?/ﬂu.‘ she had written, "try tea mins, of preseat time,
hlli;!l'l. cows &c."  She wanted te exposs them . as it
vere to douche them, with hetat tiaa:/ et sensthing ves

going wrong with the sxperimemnt, "Esality too -trn.:;' she
mttered, "Curse 'eml® She felt everything they felt,

Mudi noes 'I‘ the devil, OF to write a play without an

! _ﬁplq. Bat here she was froating her

sudience, Every second they wers slipping the nooss,

Ner little game had gone wrong, If only she'd a back cloth
to bhang betwe n the trees-- to shmt out cows, swallews,
present timel ht-_.r!lhn bad nothing, She had ferbldden msie,
érating her f!lﬂlumhﬂt:hlmnlth-ﬂlﬂl.
fuatc saised hor. Mu—ﬂhhfr—hrm.

This is death, dsath, death, she noted in the margin of her

Unable to 1ift her hﬂ;lh stood
mind; when {llusion faile, Semipimx facing the sndience,

And than the shower fell, suddan, profuss,
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Bo one bad seen the cloud coming, Thare it was, blask,
swollen, on top of them, Down it poured like all ths peopls
in the world weeping. Tears. Tears. Tears,

" Of that our buman pain could here have ending)
I.{-I'-.'H'IL Looking up she received twe great blots of
rain full in he face. Thay trickled down her chesks as
if they were har own tears, But thay wore all peoples
tears, weeping for all people, Hamds wore raised, Nere and
thare a parasel opensd, The rain was sudden and usiversal.
T™hen it stopped, From the grass rose a fresh sarthy smell,

*Thats done it" sighefd Miss “a Trobe wiplng awsy the
wllhlﬂhﬁl..ﬁ.hhﬂlﬂﬂlﬂ taken her part,
The risk sh-had rum acting in the open alr was Justified,
She braniished her script. hie/-p*-l.l,ﬁ-l-l?. The
tune was as simple as could be, Mt mow that the showsr had
fallen, it was the other voice speaking, the volce that was
no ena's velce, And the volce that wept for Imman pain
unl.'luﬂlfl
The King is in his counting house,

Coutjing out his momey,
The Queen is in her parlour,..

‘OJl that my 1ife could hers have eading, Isa surmred

(tskcing care not to move her lips,) Esadily would shs sndew

this voice with all har trea usre if so bs tears could be

ended, The little twiet of sound could have the o of har,
ill v oyl

m&-{imn--mmm laid down her sacrifice....

"0h lock] " she cried aloud,
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That was a ladder, And that ( & cloth roughly painted)

was a wall, And that & man with a hod on his back,
Mr Page ths reporter Jum his pencil, notedsy
"With the very limited means at her disposal, Miss la
Trobe comveyed to the sadience Civilisation ( the wall)
in ruine; rebuilt ( witmess man with hed) by
human effort; witness also woman handing bricks. Aay foel
could grasp that, Now issusd black man in fussy wig; coffee-
coloured ditto I.n/nunr tarban; ﬂﬁllpﬂ: presumably
the League of...."

A turst of applanse greetedthis flattering triute
to ourselves, Crude of course, But then she had to keep
expanses down, A painted cloth sust comvey --what the '!:I.____-l_ln_l
.u!_-_l_qg_qnnmma in their leaders that very sorning,

The tufpn hummed:
| The kiag is in his counting house,

I Coutjing out his money,
'I.J‘l..i.

The Queen is in her parlour
||, “ating. ...
Suddsnly the tune stopped, The tune changed, A walts
was 1t? Something half kmown , half mot, The swallows

danced it, Round and round, in mnd out they skimmed,

4

Heal swallows, Hetreating aad H‘!‘Hﬂll‘/ﬂlﬂ the trees,

&l the trees, how gravely and sedately 1ike senators ia
council, or the spaced pillars of seme cathedral church..,.
Tes, thay barred the music, and massed and hofaded; and pre-
vented what was fluld from overflowing The swallows—-or
martins were thay?-- The temple-haunting marpinswho coms,
have always come... Tes, parched on the nlll'thr seemad

to foretell what after all the Times was saying
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thaterarprasnsingxx yestderay. Homes will be bullt,
Bach flat with its rofrigerator, in the mmxxx cramnied
wall, &ch of us & free manj plates washed by machineryj
not an ssroplans to vex usj ;u/m-md. made whole,....
The tume changed; lﬂnlﬂiﬂllm-mnﬂ

was 1t? Yass? Anyhow tha rhyths kicked, reared,

- snapped short. What a jangle and a jinglel Well, with the
means At har disposal, you cant ask too much, What a cackls,

a cacophony! Nothing ended. 8o abiirpt. And corrupt. Such an
outrage; such an imsult; And net plian. Very up to date,

all the same, What is her game? To disrupt? Jog and tret?
Jerk and smirk? Put the finger to the nose? Squint and
pry? Pesk and spy? O} the irreverence of the gencration
vhich is only -I_ilﬂlr%m be=- 'the young',

The young, who camt make, but only break; shiver into
splinters the old vision; smash to atoms what was whole,

What & cackle, what a xfis ﬂ‘ﬂl.k;ht a yaffle--
as they call the woodpecker, the langhing bird that f1its
from tree to tree,

Lock] Out they come, from the bushes--the riff raff,
Chiliren! Imps--slves--demons, Holding what? Tin cans?
Bed room candlesticks? 014 jars? My dear, thats the cieigl
cheval glass from the Rectery] And the mirror--that I lemt
her, My mother's, Cracked, Whels the notion? Anything thath
bright smough to reflect, presumably, 'i:‘trnltuf/
n‘.'hr:lulml our_selves)

Out they 1uqrt{ Jericed skipped. Flashing, dassling, dencing,

f
Ju mping, Now old “art,,. he was csught, Now Manresa,

Here a nose,,. There a skirt,,. Then trousers emly,.,
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Now perhaps a face.,.,Oursclves? But thats crule, To snap us
as wa lrn]hhre wa've had time to asgume,.. And ml.ll.l.]l'lr1=:||rul||‘r
in parts,...Thats whats so distorting and upsetting and
utterly unfair,

Mopping , mowing, whisking, frisking, the looking
glasses darted, ﬂ;hd.. exposed. People in the back rows
stood up to mee the fun, Down thay sat, caught themselves...
What an awful show up! Even for the old who , unlight/
supposs, hld.ﬂt any longer any care about their faces ....-
And Lord! th- jangle and the dinl The very cows joimed in,
VWalloping, tail lashing IF't.ll.l reticence of nature was undons,

and the barriers which should divide Man the Master from

the Brute were dissolved, Then th- doge Joined in, Exelted

by the uproar , scurrying and worrying, hers they camsl

Look at them| And the hound, mumm...[rﬁ"*‘{*'“f
Then once more, in the (proar which by this time

had passed quite beyond control, behold Miss Whatshername

behind the tree summoned from the bushes=-or was 1t they /

who broke away--- Quesn Bess; Queen Ann; and the girl in the

Mall; and the Age of Beason; and Budge the policeman;

Here they cape. And the Pilgrims, And the lovers, Anl the

gr-:u‘nh-r'- clock, And the old man with a beard,

They all appeared, 'lhnt!l more, sach declaimed some phrase

or fragment f om their parts...] *I am net ([ sild ome)
in my perfect mind,,.Another, Mioason am I... And I7 I'm the

old w T 1 T Home is the 1'““1'. home from the Bill ...
Home? Where the miner sweats, and malden falth is mdtlr

strumpeted. ., .Sweet and lowl awest uﬂﬁu. wind of the
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Now perhaps a face....Ours-lves? But thate crule. To SRDAD us
as we ars bafore we've had time to asgume... And nl;!m

|
in parts... .Thats whats so distorting and upsetting and

/

utterly unfair,

Mopping , mowing, whisking, frisking, the looking
glasses darted, ﬂihl. exposed, People in the back rews
stood up to see the fun, Down thay sat, caught themselves..,
What an awful show upl Even for the old who , ulligln/
suppose, hu.dﬁt any longer any care about thelr faces ....
And Lord] th- jJangle and the dial The very cows Joinmed ia,
Walloping, tail luun.:fthu reticence of nature was undone,
and the barriers which should divide Man the Master from
the Brute were diesolved, Then th- doge Joimed in, Excited
by the uproar , scurrying ani worrying, here they ceme)

Lodk at then And the heuwsd, the Agha heand, ., Lo b Lim {
Than once more, in the (proar which by this time

had passed quite beyond comtrol, behold Miss Whatshername

behind the tree summoned from the bushes--or was it they /

who broke away--- Queen Bess; Queen Aan; and the girl in the

Mall; and the Age of Heanon; and Budge the policeman;

Here they cape, And the Pilgrims, And the lovers., And the

gund:l‘lthﬂ'- clock, And the old man with a beard,

They all appeared. Whats more, sach declaimed some phrase

or fragment £ om their parts...I I am not ( sald one)

in my perfect mind...Another, Reason am I... And It I'm the

old top hat,... Home is the unter, home from the M1l ...
I.Lq,!' Home? Where the miner sweats, and maiden faith is rudely
v strumpeted,...Bweet and lowl sweet lﬂ/lﬂ'. wind of the
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western sea...ls that a dagger that I ses before me?,...

The owl hoots and the ivy mocks tap-tap-tappinz on the pans..
Lady I love t111 I die, leave thy chamber and come...

Wher- the worm weaves its winding sheet...I'd be a butterfly.

I'd bs a butterfly,...In thy will is our peacs....Hers,

Papa, taikce your book and read aloud.,...Hark, hark, the dogs
do bark and the beggars....
It was the cheval zlass that proved too heavy.

Young Bontfhop for all his mmsele couldnt lug the demmed
thing about any lunﬁlr/'ﬂl ptopped, So did they all-—
hand glasses, tin cans, scraps of scullery glass, harness
room glass, and heavily embossed silver mirrors--all
stopped, And the audience saw thuu-lnu,mt whole by any
means but at any rate stadhemsmysr sitting still,

The hands of the clock had stopped at the present
moment, It was now, Ourselves,

So that was her little game! To show us up, as we are,
here and now, All Eﬂft!ﬂ‘ primd.rdmm&; hands were raised,
legs shifted, Even Bart, even Lucy, turned away. LL‘!,Lﬂdd.
or shaded themslves--save Mrs Hanresa who , facin: herself
in the glass,/used it as a glass; had out her mirror;
powder ed h:: ' nose; and moved one mrl}diutnrb-.t by the

brﬂIth its plage,

"Megnificent]" cried old Bartholomew. Alone she

preserved unashamed her ldentity, and faced without
reddensd

blidking herself, Calmly she smddwdmywicm her lips,

The mirror bearers squatted; malicious; obeervant;

sxpectant; expository,
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"Pn e 1.*-11||l'J the back rows were Hhteriu.hlhnt we
submit passively to this mmbhgaxtxx malignant j.::digm:l.tar'!'III
the fromt row deménded. “ach turned ostensidly to say--
& ﬁ whatever came handy-- to his neighbour,
Each tried to shift an inch or two beyoni the inquisitive
insulting eye, Some made as if to gu./

"The play's over, I talke 1t] mittersd Colonel Mayhew,

retrieving his hat., "Its time..."

Bat before they ha! come to any common conclusion, a
volece asserted itsalf, Those volee it was no 4ne knew, It camé
from ﬂujhﬂlhll--l megashontic, anomymous, loud speaking
affirmation, The wvolce said;

ABefore we part, ladies and gentlemen, before we go..."
(Those who had risen sat down.)"...lets talk in words of ons
syllable, without larding, stuffing or cant, Leth break the
rhythm and forget tha rhyre, And calmly consider ourselwes,
Qurselves, Some bony. Some fli':lf'fhl glasses confirmed this.)
Liars most of u.-u./'miﬂﬂn too. (*he glasses made no
comment on that) e poor are as bad as the rich are,
Perhaps worse, Dont hide among rags. Or let our cloth
protect us, Or for the mat er of that bock learning,: or
skiful practise on plancs; or laying on of paint, Or presume
there's innofiency in childhood. Conslder the sheep, Or faith
in love, Consider the dogs. Or virtue in those that have gxmm
grown whi e hairs. Consider the gun slayers, bomk droppers,
--here or there, They do openly what we do slyly, Take for
example ( her: the prasswhewex megaphone adopted a
colloquial, conversational tone) {'r M's bungalow, A view
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sEaXttx spoilt for ever, Thats murder...Or Mre B'S lipstick

and blood red nalls....A tyrant , remember, "s half a slawe,

Item the wvanity of Mr H. the writer, sxms scraping

in the dumg hill for sixpenny fame,,.Then thers's the

amiable condescengion of the lady of the manor--

the upper class manner, And buylng shares in the market to

sell "em....Of we're all the same. Take myself now,

Do I escape my own reprobation, simulating indignationm,

in the bush, among the leaves? There's a rhyme, to suggest,

i dysplte of protestation and the desire for/immolation,

I too have had some whats called education...Look at our
selves, ladies and gentlemen! Then at the wall;

and ask how's this wall, the great wall, which we call,

perhaps miscall, civilisation, to be built by (here the

mirrors flicked and flashed ) orts, scraps and fragments

like ourslves?

All the same here I change | by way of the rhyme
mark ye) to a loftier straing-- there's something to be
said; for our kindess to the eat; note too in '.’.ﬂdlj!l pADer
"Dearly loved by his wife"; and the impulse which leads us--
mark r:mr when no one's locking--to the window at mlidnight
to =mell the b-an, Or the resoluts refusal of som= pimpled

dirty 1ittle scrub in sandals to sell his soul, There is such
& thing--vou cant deny it. That? You c=nt descry it? All
you can see of your selves i& scraps orts and fragments?

Well then listen to the gramephone affirming....™

[Tow. ————=5A hitch occurred hers, The records had been
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mized, Fox trot, Sweet lavendsr, Fome Sweet Home,
Bule Britannia ---sweating pufln‘l;fl;w who had charge

II
of the msic, threw them alsde and fitted the right onme--

was it Bach, Handel, Beethoven, Mozart or nobedy /"-nl.

but merely a traditional tune? ll;!ﬂr thani mfl.t "al S0
somebody speaking | mmsmmberehcbensrafresize after the
anonymous bray of the infernal megaphone,

Like quicksilver sliding, filings magnetised, the
distracted united, The tune begam: the first note meant a
second; the second a third, Then down bensath a force was
born in o ppoeition; them anpther, Om differsnt levels th-r'
diverged, On different levels our selves went forward;
flower gathering some on the durface; others descending te
wrestle with the meaning; tut all comprehfieding; all snlistad.
The whole population of the minds immessurable profundlty
mmix came flocking; from the unprotected, the unsicinned;
lﬂhﬂfﬂl%‘llﬂl‘l: from chaos and cacophony measursg
but not the meledy of surface sound alone comtrolled 1%
but alse the warring battle-plumed warriors straining
asuniers o part? No. Compelled from the ends of the
horison; recalled from the edge of appalling crevasses;
they crashed; selved; united, And some relaxed their
fingers; and others uncrossed thelr lege,

"as that voice our melves’ Smmpx Scraps, orts and
fragments, are we, also, that?! The voice died away.

As waves withdrawing uncover; as mist uplifting
reveals; so, ralsing thelr ey-s (Mrs ':Ilﬂu'l Ware
wet; for an instant tears ravaged her powdsr) they saw,
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as waters/withirawing leave visible a tramp's old boot,
a man in A clergman's collar surreptitously moumting a soap
box,

"The Eev, G, I, Stmtfhld; the reporter licked his
pencil and noted "then spoke,."

All gazed, What an intols ablas ﬂﬂhntrlﬂﬂﬂr
contraction and reduction to simplified absurdity he was to
be surel Of all incongruous sights a clergyman in the livery
of his servitude to the summing up was the most groteque
anl entire. ®e opened his mouth, Emxapmmsd Of Zord,
protect and preserve us from words the defilers, from words

the impure! ™hat need have we of words to remind us? Yust I/

be Thomas, you Yans?

As 17 & rook had hopped unseen to a prominent
bald branch , he touched his collar and hemmed his preliminay
croak, One fact mitigated the horror; his forefinger,
raised in the customary manner, was stalned with tobacco
juice, He wasnt such a bad fellow; the Rev, G, W, Streat-
fisld; & plece of traditional church furniturs]; a corner
cupboard; or the top beam of & gate, fashioned by gensrations
of villaze carpenbére aft r some lost-in-the-mists-of-
antiquity model. /

He locked at the audience; then up at the aky,
The whol-lot of them, grntlla;nl glmples, felt smbarrassed,
for him, for themselves, There he stood téheir representatiwe
spokkesman; their swmbol; themselves; & butt, A clod, laughed
at by locking glasses; lgnored by the cows, cond-mned by the

clowds which continued their ma) stic re-arrangement
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of the celestial landscape; an irrelevant forked stake in the
flow and majesty of the summer silent world,

His first words ( the breesze had risen; the leaves

[ ] v
[ were rustling) were lost. Then he was heard saying: 'lhll:..l
To that word he added another "Message" ; and at last a whole

sentence emerged; not comprehensible; say rather sudible.

"What mun.gl:’ it F'-I.I!d.;!he was uﬂn.g, "was our papmmmix
pageant meant to convey?"
They folded thelr hands in the traditional
manner as if they wers seated in church,
"I have been asking myself"——the words wers repeated--
“what meaning, or message, this pagrant was meant to convey?!®
If he didnt lmow, callins himself Zsversnd, also
M.A,, who after all could?
= "ie one of the mlihm::-; " he contimed (words now put
on meaning) "I will offer , very mmbly, for I am not a
critic”--and he touched the whit gate that enclosed his
neck with a yellow fﬁnfiu.glr;" my interpretation, Mo, that
is too/bold & word, The gifted lady..." He locked round,
La Trobe was invisible, 2 continned: "Speaking merely
as gne of the andience, I confess I was puzsled, Tor what

reason, 1 asked, wers we shown these scenes? Briefly, it is

true, The means at our disposal this afternoon were limited,

Still wo wepe shom different groups, We were showm, unless




I mistake, the affort renswed, A few were chosen; the many
passed in the ackground, That surely we ware showm, But
again, were we not given to understand--am I too presump-
tuous? Am I treading , like angels, where as a/fool

I should absent myself’ To me at least 1t was indicated
that we ars members one of mnothsr, Each is part of the
whole, Yes, that occurred to me, sitting among you in the
sudinece. Mid I not perceive Yr Zaricastle here ’

(he pulntad]}lt one time a Tiking? And in Lady
Harridan--excuse me, if I get the nomes wronge---

a Canterbury pilgrim? We act different parts; but are the
same, That ! leave to you, Then again, as the play or
pageant proceeded, my a° ention was distracted,

Parhaps that too was part of the producers intention?

I/thnu.ght 1 perceived that nature talkkes her part,

Dare we, | asked myself, limit 1ife to ourselves?
May we not hold that there is a spirit that inspires,
p-lmdn..l,{ the swallows war= aweeping round him,
They seemed cognisant of his meaning, Then thay swept out of
ﬂght.llnl leave that to you., I am not here to explain,
That role has not been assigned me, I speak only as one
of the sudience, on- of our selv s, I caught mydelf too
reflected, as it happened in my o u-.irrnr..:l. (Langhter)
Scrape, orts and fragments! Surely, we should unite? i

: mt“thlbm'*-:tad/n new paragre ph) I spesk also
in another capacity, As Treasurer of the Tuhd, In which

X "
capacity (he consulted & sheet of paper) I am glad to be
able to tell you that a wum of thirty-six pounds ten
shillings and eightpence has been rasied by this aft rnoon's
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antertainment towards our object: the i{llumination of ocur
dear ald Chureh."

"'al;l-;ullﬂcm»'r the reportsr reported,
Mr Streafield paused. He 1istensd. Did he hear some
distant musiec?

He continued, "But there is still a deficit" (he consul
ted his ptpur]ﬂnf one hundred and seventy five pounds odd,
S¢ that each of /us who has enjoyed this pageant has still
B0 OPP..««" The word was cut in two, A scom severed
1t.Twelve aeroplanes 1iesnamtbigivbrnfmrkidciesieee in
perfect formation like a flight of wild duck came over head,
That was the music, The audience gaped; the audience gased,

Then soom becams drone, The planes had passed,

'pnrmitrr" Mr Streafield cﬂntlmﬂj' to make
s comtribution, ® H- signalled, Instantly collecting
boxes wars in operation, Hidden behind glasses thay airpl.
Coppers rattled. Silver /ingled. But & what a pityes
how creepy it mads one foell Here came umhm
1diot, jingling hie collecting hn:;:_:n alusinium smucepan
ﬂﬂm% 144, You couldnt very well deny him, poor fellow,
Shillings were dropped. He rattled and sniggered; chattered
and Jibber-d, As VWrs Yarker made her contribution-- half a
crown as it happensd-- she appleasd to Mr Streatfisld te
ﬂnrtlja this evil, 3 to extend the protection of his cloth,

The good man contemplated the idiot benificly. His falth

b
had room, he indicated, for him as-mell, fe too, Mr Streat-

fleld appeared to be saying, is part of ourselves., But not a

part we like to recognise, Mrs Springett added silently,
M dropping hameser her sizpence.




Contemplating the idiot, Mr Streafiddd had lost the thread
of his discourse, His comand over words seemed gone,

He twiddled the cross on his watch chein, Then his hand
sought his trouser pocket. Sumzeptimxmky Surreptltiously

he extracted & small silver box, It was plain to all that the
natirel desire of the natural man was ovecoming him,

'.-' had no further use for worda,

"And MI? he resumed, cuddling the nipe lighter in the
palm of his hand, "for the pleasantest part of my duty,

To propose & vote of thanks to the gifted lady..." “s looked
round for an obJject corresponding to this description. Nons
such was visible, ".., who winhes [it seems to remain
anonymous” B¢ paused, "And so..." He paused again,

It wan an awkward moment, How to make an end? Whom
to thank? Every sound in naturs was painfully sudible;
4he swish of the trees; the gulp of A cow; even the skim of
the awallows over the grass could be hoard, But no one spoke,
Whom could they malkes responsible? Whom co.ld they thank for
their entertninment? Was there no ons,?

Then there was a scuffle behind the bush; a preliminary,
premond tory scratching, A needls scraped a dise; chuff ,
cshuff chuff ldesemt; then having found the mt, thlrr!m a
roll and a flutter which portended #God....# ( they all rose

to their fest) #Bave the Fing, ™

Standing the andience faced the actors; who also

stood with their collectinz boxes quisscent, their
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locking glasses hidden, and the robes of thelr wvarious

parts hanging stiff,
Happy and glorious,
Long to reign over us
God save the Xing
“he notes died away,
Was timt the and? The actors wers reluctant to go.
They lingered; they Iiglm There was Budge the policeman
talkcing to old Queen ﬂt. And the age of “eason hobnobbed
with the foreparts of the donkey. And Mras lrd.ﬂuthf
patted out the folds of her erinoline, And 1ittle “ngland ?
I‘H.II,L child sucked a peppermint dr op out of a bag.
Tach still acted the unactedpart conferred on them by their
clothes, Beauty was on them, Beauty revealed them,
"as it the light that did it?=- the tender, the fading, the
uninquisitive exmmhwgrbigishxr but searcching light of
of evening that reveals depths in water and makes even the
red brick bun 1fw raliant?
"Look! the mudience whispered! & 100k, ook , lock.-"
And once more t'ey applauded; and the acrors joinsd
hands and bowed,
0ld Mrs Lymn Junﬂrfnnhling for her bag IIM/
"What a pﬂr--nun they change?"
But it was tlms to pack up and be off.
'Hnu&_ gentlemsn; home ladies; itsn time to pack ur
and be un"; the reporter whistled, snapping the band round

his note book, And Mrs far-er was stooping.

"I'm afiirid I've dropped my glove. I'm so sorry to

troubls you, Down there, betw san the seats,..."
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The gromophons was affirmins i1 tones there was no danying,

trimmphant yet valedictory: Dispersed are we; who hl__!g_qgg_-
together. But, the gramophons asssrted, let us retain
—-— i

e ey,

mm!_:;_ mads that harmony,

ﬂr lat us, the audience echoed [ stoopling,

pearing, fum'hling]lkup togethar, Por there is Joy, swet
Joy, in compeny.
ﬂi;llp._irurl are we, the gramophons repeated.
And the m&.’l—:nuf turning saw the flaming windows,
[

each dsubed with golden sun; and murmured ' Home gentlemen,
[]

sWeat,.. yet dimpedx delayed a moment, seeins through the
golden glory perhaps a crack in the boiler; perhaps a hole

in the carpet; and l!:l.«nrll'i.:l:l..f_:j pl-'hnplfth daily drop of the
daily bill,

Dispersed are we, the gru';thn informed tham, And

dismissed them, So, straightening themselves for the last
time, each grasping, 1t might be a hat, or & stick or a palr
of susde gloves,for the last/time thay applauded Pudge and
Queen Bess; the trees: the u;hite road; Boliney Yinster;

and the Folly. On-~ halled another, and they dilplﬂldf

across lamns, down paths, past the house to the gravel-st ewn
crescent where cars, push bikes and cycles were crowded

/
together.
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Friinde haled each other in passing,

"I do think"  Some ome Was urln:lr "Miss Thatehername should
have come forward and not left it to the rector...ifter ap}l,
she wrote it....I thought it brilliantly clmr...ﬂﬁ my dear,
I thought it utter bosh, Did you understand the meaning?
Well, he said she meant we ll]#t all parts....ge said,
too, if I caught his m-aning, Hature takes part....
Then there was the idiot....Also, why leave out the Army,
as my husband was saying, 1f 1ts history? And if one spirit
animates the whole, what about the msroplansa?....Ah, but
youre being too exacting, After all, remember, it was only
a village play. ...For my part, I think they should have
passed & voigof thanks to the owners. Yhea we had our
pageant, the grass diddt recover till sutumn,..Then we had

tents,...Thats the man, Cobbett of Cobbs Corner, who
wins lllfthl prizes at all the shows, I dont myself admire

h
prize flowers, nor y=t prize doge...

Dispereed are we, the gramophone tti':qi:ld)

yet lamanted, Dispersed are we....

E i
But you must remember, the old croniss chatted, they

had to do it on the cheap, You cant g-t people, at this time
o' year, to rehearse, 'ﬂur-‘u the hay, let alone the movies,
«.«Maat we need iz & centre. Somsthing to bring us all
together...The Brookes have gone to Italy, in spite of
everything. Rather rash?..,If the worst should come--lets
hope it wont--thay'd hire an asroplans, so thq;ni....
What amused me was old Streatfield, feelingz for his

pouch, I 1ike a man to be natural, not always on a perch,..
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Then those volces from the bushes..,.Oracles? You'be ni%rln;
to the Oreeks? Were the oracles, 1f I'm not being irreversnt,
a foretaste of i{ our own religion? Which is what?....

Crepe sokes? That® so sensible...They last much longer and
protect the feet....But I was saying: can the Christian faith
adapt itself? In times like these...At Larjing mno one
goes to church...Theres the dogs, ther's the plctures....

Its odd that sclence, so they tell me,/is making things ( so
to speak) more spiritual,...The very latest notion, so I'g
told is, nothings =o0lid...There, you can get a glimpee of the

church through the trees, ..

“H‘r Umphelby] How nice to see youl Do come and dine...
Mo, alas, we're golng back to town, The House is sitting...
I was telling them, the Brookss have gone to=lta 1y,
'!hi}'!l'l seen the volecano, Moet impressive, so they say--
they ware lucky--in eruption, I agree---thing= look worse
than ever on th- comtinebt. And whats the channel, come
to think of it, 1f they mean to inwvade/us? The msroplanes,
I dddnt like to say it, made one think....¥o, I thought it
mich too scrappy. ake the idiot, Did she mean, so to
spedk, something hidden, the unconscious a= they ecall
it ? But why always drag in sex,...Its true, thersh a nense
in which we all, I admit, are u'rll" still, Those ommsmx
women with red nalls. And dressing up-ﬂm!t that? The old
savage, | suppose, .. Thats the bell, Ding dong. Ding...
“ather & cracked old bell...And the mirrors! Heflecting us...

I called that cruel. One looks such a fool, caught unprotectd
.o Theres Hrfr‘trntﬂllﬂ. going, I suppose to take the
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evening service, Ha'll have to trry, or he wont have time
to change....5e sald she meant we all act, Yes, but

whose play? Ah, thath the question! And 1f we're left asking
quentions, isdt it a failure, as a play? I must say I like
to feel sure, if 1 go to the theatre, that I've grasped

the meaning...Or was that, perhaps, what she meant?

ce.Oing dong. Ding....that if we dont jump to conclusionms,
if you think, and I think, perhaps Gne day, thinking
differently, we shall think the same? /

" Theres dear old ¥r Carfax,.,Cant we give you a 1ift,
Af you dont mind playing bodkin T We were asking questions,
¥Mr Carfax, about the play. The lodking glas=es now--2id they
mean the reflection is the dream; and the tuns--was it
Bach, Handel, or no one in particualr--is the truth?

Or was it t'other way about?

" Fless my soul, what & dlther! Nobody seems to know
ome car from another, Thats vhy I have a mascot, R monkay...
But I cant seg it...Thile we're walting, tell me, 4id you
feel when the shower fell, some one/wept for us all? Theres

s posm, Tears tears ﬁnrt. it begine. And goes on

E.I_thtn the w”mt I cant remember the
rest.

ILM when Mr Streafield sald: One spirit animates the
whole=-the aeroplancs interrupted, Thats the worst of playing
out of doors....Unless of course she meant that very '.'.hh;...
Dear me, the parking arrangements are not what you might call

adsquate...l shouldn’t have expected slther so many
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ﬂlpmu-ﬁu.'l_.tlﬂ..mn a folls...Thats a Hentley...

Thats the new type of Pord....Tdreturn to the m-aning—
Are machines the devil, or de th-r/intrudm a discord...
Ding dong, ding....by means of +hich we reach the final....
Ding dong....Here's the car with the momkey...Hop in...
And good bye rllrs Parker...Ring us up. Next time l:'l'l down
dont forget...Next time.. nimtmthms Next time...

The wheelr scrurred on the gravel, ‘he cars dzsm

drove off.

The ‘ gramophone gfpgled Und ty--NMaspereity. It gurgled
Un...ddes... And ceased.

"En Il:-n t:I.:Ei- ——

The 1ittle cdvpany who had come together at
luncheon were left staniing on the terrace, The pllgrims
had brufijed a lane on the grass, Also, the lawn would need
& deal of clearing up. Tomorrow the tuhphm-/ﬂuld ring:
"Did I leabe my handbag? ....A pair of spectacles in a red
leather case?.,..A 1little o0ld brooch of no wvalue to anyone

but me? " Tomorrow the telephons would ring,

Now Mr Oliver sald:"Dear ladlr: and, taking Mrs

“anresa's gloved hand in his, pressed it, as if to say
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i
say,; You have given me what you now take from me, Nemth. . .

l:l:a would have liked to hold on for a moment lo ger to the
emeralds and rubles dug up, so people said, by thin ®alph
®anresa in his ragamffin days, But ,alas, sunset
1light was unsympathetic to huj make tp}' ; plated it locked,
not deeply interfused. And he Iﬂ.rnrmd her hand; and she gave
hin an arch rogulsh twinkle, as if to say--- but the end
of that senetnce was cut short. For she turned, and Giles
stepped forward; and the light brecge which the lnhrlulu;uf
had foretold flittered her skirts; and she went, like a
Joddess, buoyant, abundant, with flower-chained captives
:'ﬁllulring in her wake,

All were retreating, withifirwing and dispersing;
and he was left with the ash grown cold and no glow, no

glow on the og. What word expressed the sag at hi%hurl.
the effusion in his velns, a= the retreating "-nr-u..
with Giles attendant, admirable woman, all sensation,
ripped the rag doll and let the sawlust stream from his
heart?
The old man made & guttual sound, and turned to the

right, On with the hobble, on with the limp .,Iiﬂﬂﬂ the

l.Jj:rlill'vl
dance was over, He imlld:gnt the trees., It was
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hers, wearly that very morning, that he had destroyed the
1ittle boys world, He had popped out with his newspaper;
the child had cried,

Down in the dell , past the lily poel,
the actors were undressing. He could/see them among the
brambles, In vests and trousers; unhooking; battoming upg
on all fours; stuffing clothes i mo cheap nmhf chimen;
with silver awords, beards ani emeralds on the grass.
Miss “a Trobe in coat and skirt--too short for her 1-gs

!
were stout-- battled with ths billows of A crinoline.

He must respect the conventions, So he stopped, by the pool.
The watar was opaque over the mud,

Then, coming up b »ind h.'lnf "Oughtnt we to thadk hl!‘?
Lucy asked him, She gave him a light pat on the amm,

i

How imperceptive her r ligion made her!
The fumes uf/ that incese obscured the human heart., Tkim-dng
the mﬂu-: she ignored the battle in the mud, After
La Trobe had besn excruciated by the Hector's 'I.:lut-.uu:1:|ur|-'l:.l.’t..“uzul-l
by the maulnes and the manglings of the actors..."She dont
want our thabics, I.w:r'; he waid p-urn:r.‘lqur. nhe wanted,
like that enrpm;wthing moved in the nhrm darkness
in the mud; a whiskey and soda at the pub; and coarse words
descending like maggots through th \{:I'lhl'l.

"Thank the ligrl. not the luﬂ'.;ar:' he said, "Or surselves
the mudience."

He looked over his shoulder, The old lady, the indi

genoun, the prehistoric, wu}hnig whealed amay by &

footman, He rolled her through the arch. Now the




173

lamm was empty. The line of the roof, the upright chimneys,
rose hard and red againet the blue of the evening,

The houne smerged; the house thu*h-d been obliterated,

He was damned glad it was gver-- the scurry and the scuffle,
the rouge and the rings, He stooped and raised lﬂ that
had shed its petals, Solitude had come again. And

reason and the lamplit paper, ...But where was his dog?
Chained in a kennel? The little veins -welled with rege

on his tmph:/ﬂt whistled. And hers, releas=ed by

“andish, racing across the lawn with a fleck of foam

on the nostril, came his dog.

Lucy still gased at the lily pool. "All gun-:' ehe
uumu'ldg "under the leaves," Sfgcred by shadows passing,
the fish had withdramn, She gaged at the water, Perfunctorily
she caressed her crosss, But her eyes went water searching,
looking for fish, The 1lilies were shutting; thes red 1li}y,
the white 1lily, each on 1ts plate of leaf, Above, the air

ruthed; bansath was water, She stood between two flulditles,

careasing her cross, Faith required hours of kneeling in /

the early morning. Oftsn the dalight of the roaming

eye seduced her--a sunbeam, a shadow, Now the jagged
leaf at the corner suggented by its contours, Rirope,
Thare ware other leaves, The flutters! her eys over the
surfacs, naming leaves India, Africa, America, Inlandas

of security, glossy and thick.

"Bart..." The spoke to him, Bet-teedasi-gonetate-the
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e, e MAsd meant to ask him about the dragof-fly--
couldnt the blue thread settle, 1f we deatroyed it herljlﬂ
there? But he bad gone inte the house,

Then solething moved in the water; her favourite

fantail, The golden orf followed. Than ahe had/a glimpee
of silver-- the great carp himself, who came to the surface
80 very seldom, Ther alid on, in and out betwesn the stalks,
ellver; pink; gold; splashed; s%ﬂt«l; pled.

"'""Ll‘.rl].'!li; sl murnured, And retrieving some glint of
folth from the grey waters, hopefully, without much halp
from reason, she followed the fish; th- speckled, streaked
apd blotched; seeing in that vislon beauty mmt powev
and glory in oursslves,

Fish had faith, she reasoned., They trust us hecause
we{ve never caught 'em., But her brother would reply:
"Thats greed." "Their beautyl" she protested, Simxix

"Iu: he would say. ‘;‘_h-ku nex ﬁ\llﬂpltlhll to beanty?"
she would argue, He shrugged who! Thy! Silenced she retunred
to her private visionjof beauty which is goodness; the sea
on which we float, Mostly impervious, but surely e i‘.i-'l‘.7
boat sometimes qu{T

Ha would carry the torch of reason till it went

out in the darkness of the cave, For harself , every moralng,
kneeling, she protected her vislon. Every night she
opened the window and locked at leaves against the sky,
The~ slapt. Then the randem ribbons of hird.:} volces
wokce her,

The fish had come to the surface, She had

nothing to glve them-- not nﬁruuh of bread, "Walt, my
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dlrli.ng-.li" the adiressed them, She would trot into the

house and ask Mre Sands for a biscuit. Then a shadow
fell, Off they flashed, How vexatious! Who was it? Dgar me,
the young man whose name she had forgotten; not Jones; mor #
Hodge...

' Dodge had left Mrs Hanresa abruptly, A1l over the
garden h- had been searching for Mrs Swithin, Now he found
her; and she had forgotten his name,

"I'm 11111-; he said. At that she revived,

1ike a girl in a garden in white, among roses, who came
running t) meet hime-an unacted/part,

"I was going to get A blscult--no, to thank the
u:tnﬂ; she stumbled, virginal, blushing, Then she remembered
ber brother, "My brother' she added "says on mstnt thank
the author ,1.111!.; La Trobe,"

It was always "my brother..My brother" who rose

from the depths of her lily pool.

As for the actors, Harmend hat detached
his whiskers and was mow buttoning up hin coat. When the
chain was inserted between the buttons he was off,
Only “iss La Trobe remained, bending over momething

in the grass,
"The plays n-ur{" he sald, "The actors have

departed,”
"And we mtn:t.,{m brother says, thank the

suthor® Mre Swithin repeated, lodking in the direction of

Yiss La Troba,




176
'!‘-nIthnl:mu':humd.. He took her hand and
pressed 1t. Putting one thing with another, it was
unlikely that they would ever meet again,

“Ten s -.F-I}i -'___'__:?

The church bells always stopped, leaving you to
ask; Wont thers be mnother nots? lsa, half way acrosa ths
lawn, listened....Ding, dong, ding... Ther  wa= not going
to be another note, The congregation was maxx assembled,
on their knces, in the church, The servicZ was beginning.
The play was over; swallows skirmed the grass that

hﬂerlnn the atage,

There was Dodge, the lip reader, her semblable,
her conspirator, a seeker like her after hidden faces.

He was hurrying to rejoin Mrs Qanresa who had gone

in front with Giles-=" the father of my nhildr-n':, she
mittered., The flesh poured over her, the hot, nerve wired,
now 11t up, mow dark as the grave physical body. By way of
healing the rusty fester of the poisoned dart she sought the
face that all day long she had been sesking. Presnlng and

peering, between backs, over shoulders, she had sought the

man in grey. r.- had ﬂi‘l'll/h'.‘r a cup of tea at a tennis

party; handed her, once, & racquet, That was all, But, sha
was crying,hed we met b=fore the salmon lesapt like a bar of
silver...had we nt’nht was crying., And when her little

boy came battling through the bodies in the Barn "Hed 'he
bhesn his lﬂ-l; she had muttered,..In pas=ing she stripped

the bitter leaf that grew, as 1t happened, cuteids the
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the mursery window, 01d Manh Beard, Shrivelling the

ehreds 1 limsx lieu off words,for no words grow thare,
nor roses either, she swept past her mupinmi her sem-
blavile, the seeker after vanished faces "like Vemus" he
thought, making a rough translation, " to her prey..."
and followed after,

Turning the corner, there was Olles attached to
Mrs Manresa, She was standing at the door of her car,
Giles had his foot on the edge of the running board, Did
thay pexmmx percalve the arrows about to atriks them?

"Jump in, l;'l.ll: Mre Manresa chaffed him,

And the wheels scurred on the gravel, and the car drove

off .
A b il —

At last, Misn La Trobe could raise herself from
her atooplng position, It had been prologed to avodd
attention, The hhlll/{md stopped; the audience had
gone; also the actors, She could straighten her back, She
could open he~ arms, She could say to the world , You have
taken my gift! Glory possessed her--for one moment,

But what had she given? A cloud that melted into the

othar clouds on the horison, It was in the giving that the
triumph was, And the triumph faded, Her gift meant

nothing. If th-y had understood hermmamimg meaning; 1T
they had known their parta; 1 the pearls had been real

and the funds illimitable--it would have besn a better gléts;

Now 1t/had gone to joln the uthlr::.

"A fnilu.r-: she groaned, and stooped to put ~_
N

B
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away the records,

Then suddenly the $tarlings attacked the tree behind
which she had hidden., In ons flokk thay pelted 1t like mo
many winged atones. The whole tree ummed with the whiss
they made, an if sach bird plucked a wire, A whize, a buss
rose from the bird-tuzzing, bird-vibrant, bird-blackened
tres. The tree became a rhapsody, a quivering cassplmapx
cacophony, & whizz and vibramt rapture , branches, lsaves,
birds syllabling diecordantly 1life , 1ife, 1life, without

measure, without stop devouring the tree., Then upl/Then
of ]
What interrupted? It was old Mra Chalmers, creepify

throug - the grass with a bunch of flowers---pldcs

apparently-- to fi11 the vass that stood on her husbands
grave, In winter it was holly, or ivy. In summer, a flower.
A= ( 1t was she who hal scared the atarlings, Now she passed,
Miss La Trobe nicked the lock and holsted the
heavy case of gramophons records to her shoulder, She crossed
the terrace and stopped by the tree where the starlinge had
gatherred, It was here that she had suffered triumph,
humiliation, ulu'mr. despalr--for notnhng, Her heels had
£ A hole in the grass,
It was growing dark, Since there were no clouds
to trouble the sky the blue was bluer, the green gresnsr,
Thare was no longesr a view-- no Folly, no spire of Belney r
“inster, It was land merely, no land in particuldr,

She put down her ca=e and stood locking at the land,
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Then something rose to the surface,

"I should group thu;' the mrmured " here.” It would
be midnight; there would be two figures, half concealed by

a rock, The curtain would rise, Wien rwowhim thngx
sapfiodiha t would the first words be? The words escaped her.

Again she llfm/the heavy sult cams to her shoulder,

She strode off across the lawn, The house was dormant;
one thread of smoke thickensd against t's tress. It was
stranges that the earth , with allthose flowers incandsscent—-
the lilies, the roses, and clumps of white flowers and
bushes of turning green-- should still be hard, From the
earth green waters sesmed to rise over hear, She took her
voyage away Trom the shore, and, raising her hand,
fazhiadx fumbled for the latch of the iron sntrance gatas,
She would drop her it case ia at the

kltchen window, and then gojon up to the Inn, Since the row
with the actress who had shars! her bed and her purse
the neld of drink had grown on her., And the horror and the
terror of belng alone, One of these days she would breskee
which of the village laws? Sobriety? Chastity® Or take
l:-gtlu'. that did not properly Dbelons to her?

At the corner she ran into old Mre Chalmers
returning from the grave., The old woman loocked down at
the dead flowers she was carrylng and cut her, The women
in the cottages with the red geranlums always did t'hl.'l-./
She was an outeast. Nature had somehow =et her apart

from her kind, Yet nhe had scribbled in the margin of her
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pamuscript: "I am th- slave of my audience,"

She thhrust he - sult case in at the scullery
window and walked on, till at the corner she saw the
shelter
red curtain at the bar window, There would be shiwtsr:
voices; oblivion, She turned the handle of the public house
door, The acrid smell of stale beer saluted her; and voices
talking, They etopped, They hal bean talking about
Bossy as thq;r_ called her--it didnt matter, She tock her /
chair and looked through the smoke at & crude glass pal nting
of a cow in a stable; aleo at & cock and a hen, She rained
her glass to her lips, And drank, And lintanesd, Words of
one syllable san+ down into the mod, She Arowsed; she nodded
The mai became fertile, Words rose above the. imbebswisiysx
intolerably laden dumb oxen ploddings through the mud, Words
without meaning-- wonderful words,
The cheap clock ticked; smoke obscured the
pletures, Smoke becames tart on the roof of h-r mouth.
Smolkcr obscured the earth coloured jackets. She no longer
saw them, yet they 'I-'I;ﬂll/hll". sitting arms aldmbo with her
glass before her, There wa= the high ground at midnight;
ther the rock; and two scarcely perceptibl. figures,
Suddenly the tree was pelted with starlings. She set down
her glass, She heard the first words,

FHE Irt,.q Eﬁf 3

Down in the hollow, at Pointz Hall, bensath the

trees , the table wa= cleared in the dining room. Candish,
with his curved brush had swept the crumbs; had spared the
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pethle and finally 1 ft the family to demsert. The play was

over , the strangers gon-, and they were alone-- the family.
Still the play ung in the sky E/ﬂ“‘ mipde-

moving, diminishing, but still there, Dipping her raspberry
in sugar, Mrs Swithin looked at the play. She sald,

poppdng the berry into her mouth, "What did it mean?® and
added ;"The peasants; the i!.n;t: the fool I-IH“E she swallowed)
"ourselves?"”

Th-y all looked at ths play; Isa, Giles and Mr
Oliver. Each of course sam som Lhing different. In another
moment it would be beneath the horiszon, gone to join the
other plays. Mr Oliver , holdijg out his chercot said."Toeo
ambitious" . And, lighting his cheroot he addsd "Considering
her means," /
It was drifting away to Joln the nther/zlnud‘.u.*

dhalas becoming invisible, Through the smoke Ise saw not

the play but the madience dispersing, Some drowe; others
cycled, A gate swung opan, A car swept un th- drive to the
red villa in the cornfi~lds, Low hangin~ boughs of acacia
brushed the roof, Acacia petalled the car arrived,

"The looking glasses and the volces in the hulhn"

the murmured, "What did theymessstixx she Inn,,lr-h‘r'
"When Mr Streatfil-d asked her to explain, she wouldnft

eaid Mra Swithin,

Hore with its sheaf sliced in four exposing a

whi te cone (iles offered hia wifes a banana, She refused it,

He stubbed his match un/the plate, Out it went with a 1ittle

]
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fizz in the raspberry juice,
"We should be ':-hlnh:t‘ll.l; said Mrs Swithin, folling
her napkin, " for the wasther, '!'1"’.11‘.'1'1:!'; ne fect, save for
one shower,"
Hare she ross, Isa followed her across the hall to the

big room,

They never pulled the curtains till it was too
dark to ses, nor shmt the windows till it was too cold,
Wy shut out the day before it was over? The flgwars wers
still bright; the birds chirped. You could see more in the
evening often when nothing interrupted, when thare was no
ﬂlh/t-n order, no telephons to Afgwer, Mrs Swithin stopped
by the great picture of Venlce--school of “analetto.
Posaibly in the hood of the gondola thers was & little
flgure--a woman , velled; or a man?

I[l-liti sveeplng her sewing Trom the t-nhhlr sank,
her knee doubled, into the chair by the window, Within the
shell of the room ;!-rluohd the surmer night, Locy
retyfired from her voyage ioto the pleturs and atood ellent,
The sun made each pans of her glasses shine red, Silver
sparkled on her blakk shawl, For a moment she looked
1like a tragic ﬂgu.ru/f‘fm ano ther play,

Then she spake in her usual volce, "Weo made more
then

this year than last, he sald, But thm last year it rained,”
3 Thi= year, last yeat, mext year, never,.. lsa murrured,
Her han! burnt in the sun on the window sill, Mrs Swithin

took her kmitting from the table,
"Md you f"lg' ahe asked "what he said;
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we act different parts but are the same??
"‘!’n:' Ise answered. "H"'r ehe added, It was Yes,
No. Yes, yer, yes, the tide rushed out embracing. ¥o, no
ng, 1t contracted, The old boot appearsd on the shingle,
"Orts, scarpsfand i'rn.;mnts‘: she quoted what mmmx

she remembered of the vanishing play .

Lucy hed just opened her lips to reply, and had laid
her hand on her cross caressingly, when the gentlemen
came in, She mads her little chirruping sound of
welcome, She shuffled her feet to akmmxx clear & spacs,
Byt in fact ther: was more space than was needsd,
and great hooded chairs,

They sat down, snngbled hoth of thsm by the setting
sun, Both @hd changed. Ciles now wore the black coat
and white tie of the professional classes, which needed---
Isa looked down at his feet-- patent loather/pumps, "Our
representative, our npntl.-mF she snesred, Yot he was
extraordinarily handsome, "The father of my children,
whom I love and hate" Love and hate-- how thay tore her
asunier] Surely it was time someone invented a new plot,
or that the author came out from the bushes,..

Here Candish came in, He brought th u}n& post on a
eilver malver, Theare weres latters; bille; and the
morning paper--the paper that obliterated the day
before. Like a fish rlsing to & crumb of biscult, Barthlomew
snapped at the paper, Giles alit the flap of an apparently
hisiness sammbapa, document, I.im:;/nld B griss cross from
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an old fraind at Scarborough, Isa had only bills,

The usual sounds r-verberated through the shellj
Sands making up the fire; Candish stoking the boiler,
Isa had done with her bills, Si‘ting in the shell of the
room she watched the pageant fade, The flowars flashed
before they faded. She watched them flash,

The paper crackled, The secomd hand jericed on,
M. Daladier had pegged dnm}i‘ttd l:ﬂTﬂ_dm. girl had gone
akylariking with the trovmpers./§he had hit him....What then?
When Iea locked at the flowers again, the flowers
faded,

Bartholomew Ylicked on the reading lasm, The circle
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The-clrcl® of the readers, attached to white papers was

: 1it up, There in that hollow of ths sun baked fleld were
conggregated the grasshopper, the ant, and the bestls,
rolling pebbles of sun-baked sarth through the glistaning
stubble, In that rosy cornar of the sun-baked fiaeld
Bartholomew, Giles and Lucy polished and nibbled and
broke off cr mbs, Isa watched them,
Then the newspaper dropped.

"Pinished?" sald Giles, taking 1t from his father,

The old man relinquished his paper, He basked,
One hand caressing the dog rippled folds of skin t.u-lrd.l/thl
collar,

The clock ticked, The house gave little cracks as if

it were very brittls, very dry. Isa's hand on the window
felt suddenly cold., Shadow had oblitarated the garden,

Hoses had withiramn for the night.

Mrs Swithin folding her lstter musmured to lsa:

"I looked in and saw the babies, sound aslegp, unler the
paper roses,"

"Left over from the nnrnutun: Barthomew mittered,

balf asleep,

"But we neednt have been to all that trouble with the

dﬂnrlt.’l.nu;' Lucy added }' for it didnt rain this year,"

""his year, last year, mext jyear, nmr; Isa
mumrared,

"Finker, tailor, soldier, “"1“', / Bar thlomew

echoed, He was talicing in his sleep,

~
e

Lucy slipped her letter into its enwelope,

K~ L —A
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It was time to read now, h'r Outline of History. But she had .
lost her place. Te turned the pages locking at pictures=--
mammoths, mastodons, prehistoric birds, Then she found the
page whers she had ntnppnd.-lij'g.

The darkness increased, The bre-ze swept round the
room, With a little shiver Mra Seithin drew her sequin
shaw]l about her shoulders, She was too deep in the story
to ask for the window to be almt, "?.ngluﬂ.: she was
I'I:lli.l.l:l.gJr "was then a swamp, Thick forests covered th/llml.
On the top of their matted branches birds sang..."

The great square of the open window showed oanly

sky now, It was dralned of light, severe, stone cold,

' Sendows fell, Shadows crept over Bartholomew's high fﬁr'.huda!::"( :
over his great nose, He locked leafless, spectral, and his h
chair monumental, As a dog shudders 1ts akin , his skin
shuddered, He rose, shook himself, glared at nothing,
and stalked from the room. Thay heard the dng.l pawa padding

on ths carpst bebind him,

lucy turned the »age, quickly, guiltily, like a
child who will be told to go to bed before the end of the
nmt.rl \
"Pre-historic man " she read "half-human, half. ape, 1
roused / / '
mumxmd himself from hisjemi-crouching position and whamed

raieed great stones.”

1

She slipped the letter from Searborough |

between the pages to mark the end of the chapter, rose, 1
emiled, and tiptoed silently out of the room. ]

PRI T ————
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The old people bad gone up to bed, Giles crumpled the
newspaper and turned out the light, h*-t alone together
for the first time that day , they were silemt. Alone,
enmity was bared; aleo love, Before they slept, they suwt
fight; after they had fought, they would smbrace,
From that mhmu}nnthﬂr 1ife might be born. But first
they must fight, as the dog fox fights with the vizen,
in the heart of darkmess, in the flelds of night.

Isa let her sewing drop., The great hooded chairs

had become enormous, And Giles too, And Isa too

against the window, The window was all sky without
colour. The house had lost ite shalter, It was night before

roads were made, or houses, It was the night that
dwellers in caves had watched from some high place

among rocks,
Then the curtain rose., They spoke,
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