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THE TAROT DECK

“You are in desperate danger,” intoned the strange, one-
eyed gypsy, peering darkly at the tarot cards. “Your
wheel of fortune is turning. You have stayed too long in
one place. You must leave your house immediately. It is
accursed.”

Then the gypsy pointed to another card. A knight in
blue and golden armor was riding a lively charger and
holding his drawn sword in his hand.

“There he is?”’ the gypsy screamed. “The Chevalier of
the Sword. Look! Look! The swords are pointing downward
and the moon is dark. He is leading you into darkness!
He throws himself against powers about which he knows
nothing: powers that he has not the sense nor the knowl-
edge to measure. Keep far from his path.”

Juliet's heart began to pound. Suddenly she felt chill all
over. The knight on the card could only be one man. It
was Michael, the man she loved . . .
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Author’s Foreword

Although set among well-known mountains, the village of
St. Jacques is imaginary, and the people of this story are equally
fictional. Some of the incidents, nevertheless, had their origin
in actual events, while the curious beliefs recorded survived
in remoter parts of those mountains at no very distant time,



1 The Dark Woman

Zig-zagging up from the coast, swerving at high speed
round dizzying bends, pausing at bridges and crossroads to
let burdened, perspiring women descend, the ’bus climbed
in less than an hour from parched August to fresh September,
leaving the pavements and shops of the Riviera for the
vines and olive orchards of the Maritime Alps.

A sharp turn, and St. Jacques appeared, crowning a mass
of rock high up on the right—a pile of stone-built houses
and towers hugged by an ancient wall,

Juliet turned to her father with an excited, “Look!”,
then gazed up again, half incredulous to see a five-year-old
dream come true. It looked scarcely real, hanging there in
the golden air. She thought of all the times her childish
wish to spend a whole day in one of those mountain villages
had been almost granted, then disappointed. To do it now,
and with him, would be the supreme delight of this unimag-
ined, astonishing holiday.

Frith’s response to his daughter’s elation was a grimace.

“They call that a village?”

“A village perché,” she explained.

“ ‘Perched’ is the word.”

For another ten minutes the vision was gone and trees
lined the road, then the planes on the right gave place to a
towering wall, the ’bus came to a halt, and passengers for
St. Jacques cumbrously hoisted themselves, their baskets and
one another down. Only a few excursionists kept their seats,
bound for the high pine-woods and the Gorge du Cheval
Mort.

Did the ’bus, then, not enter the village? Frith demanded
of the conductor in his utility French, and Juliet translated
the reply which was poured forth in the patois of the frontier
with Italian vowels all over the place,
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“The gate is too narrow. One walks by an easy gradient
up to the right or one takes a short cut through the wall.”

The ’bus grunted, lurched and went boisterously off again
by the tarred motor-route on the left while the local people
proceeded towards the village at a steady, accustomed
pace. Juliet and her father stood looking about them, taking
deep breaths of the pure mountain air, glad to be free of
the stifling heat and the crowd.

“T saw steps,” Frith said and began to walk back by the
way they had come.

Juliet chuckled.

“You and your short cuts!”

His experiment with a raccourci from Castellar down to
Menton, yesterday, had brought them out at the wrong
end of the town. This narrow passage, however, looked
promising. Cut in the thickness of the fortifications, it rose
by a flight of steps to a little platform and turned to the
right.

“It must come out on the ramparts,” Frith surmised.

“A wide walk,” Juliet suggested eagerly,” “and a breeze
and a gorgeous view . . . But-I'm afraid,” she added in a
small voice. Her father did not hear, and she did not per-
sist. Saying, “Well, it's a gamble, but here goes,” he ad-
dressed himself with energy to the climb.

Frith Cunningham, after ten days of strolling, swimming
and sight-seeing, was in good walking form. He was in good
spirits, too. Forty-eight years old and feeling it, in London,
he had dropped a year or two, he told himself, in Paris; sunk
a few in the Mediterranean and, next week, in Corsica, in the
best of company, making this crazy film and earning money,
he would back himself to shed ten more. Life might get under
way again after years in the doldrums—if he only could think
what the devil to do with the girl.

The girl was hoping he would not look round. She had
done a stupid thing, attempting this short cut. Her heart was
behaving like a battering-ram. Each step was too high; the
only way was to stand for a moment on one before taking
the next. Pretending to be interested in the small flowers
that grew in chinks in the wall, she advanced slowly, thank-
ful to see her father’s long legs striding ahead and re-
lieved when he reached the top. He stood there, like Hamlet
on the battlements, staring around him. Juliet, the last step
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achieved, sat down on it and kept still until the breathless-
ness passed. She was pleased with herself. A week ago she
could not have done that. The station steps at Marseilles
had defeated her. In another week she would be perfectly
fit. And then? She shook her head, dismissing all problems
and speculations that might dim the radiance of today;
pulled her hat off, adjusted the scarf so that it would hang
over the brim and protect her neck from the midday sun,
put the hat on again and stood up.

“Well, 'm certainly jiggered,” her father said. “You'd
think some child of a giant had spilled a box of toys on a
heap of rocks. I suppose the place is a thousand years old.”

It was. Juliet had read about it, and marvelled at all that
the small, remote village had survived, but she kept her
information to herself. Her father detested what he called
“guide-book stuff,” as she had learnt during this wander-
ing holiday.

“] dare say youre used to these crazy places?” he said.

“Only to seeing them up in the air and longing to ex-
plore them,” she answered. “Several times we drove to St.
Paul and Vence, but only had tea and poked into antique
shops. Mother didn’t like steep hills. I want to explore every
inch of it.”

“Well, that could be done in half an hour, I imagine, and
we've got all day—but it’s going to be hot.”

“It’s cooler than Menton: there’s even a breeze.”

They turned their backs on the village and gazed south-
eastward, along the valley through which they had come.

“Not a glimpse of the sea,” Frith complamed.

Juliet laughed.

“You want everything all at once.”

She sat down on the parched grass that edged the wide
rampart; the landscape, saturated with summer, radiating
heat and light, flickered like an image in water. She wished
a cloud would draw over the sun, but there wasn’t a cloud
to be seen in the sky. Now her father was frowning down
at her, tall and lean, handsome and aquiline, his skin bronzed
by the south. She gave him a mischievous grin.

“Well, Mephistopheles?”
h‘ﬂ‘l‘sDidn’t that doctor say something about not climbing

i11s?”

“I-didn’t. I only walked upstairs.”
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“You’ve gone whey-faced.”

“I'm not. I managed it. 'm a hundred times better. I'm
just not the person the doctor said that to.”

He continued to glower out of his brown eyes.

“Why didn’t we go round by the road?” he demanded,
vexed. “You can’t expect me to keep thinking of these
things. You're twenty: you've got to look after yourself, you
know. I can’t be a mother to you.”

Juliet flushed.

“I do. You don’t have to! Nobody has.” She heard the
hurt in her own voice and said lightly, “‘Every day in
every way I'm getting better and better.’”

“Are you?”

He took a seat on the crest of the wall, facmg her, more
than willing to be convinced.

A little teasing smiled curled her mouth.

“If you fuss about me I'll call you ‘Daddy,”” she threat-
ened.

“I'll drop you over the battlements if you do.”

She became serious, meeting his eyes with a blue, candid
regard.

“Look, Frith: forget Dr. du Bois. My heart’s perfectly
sound: he said so. What's a little anaemia? I'm sure more
than half the children have it. How could they not?”

His nostrils pinched at the recollection of that stuffy school
in Rouen.

“How, indeed? . . . But he definitely told you . . »

“He said,” Juliet broke in, “‘sun and air—and aren't
you sunning me and airing me all day and every day? I
bet you, in three days I'll be completely well.”

Every crease on her father’s expressive face was reversed
by his sudden smile. He crinkled his eyes at her, saying,
with approbation, “Quick work.”

Juliet pursued her advantage.

“Besides, Frith, you can’t take that doctor literally. He
had to say that something was wrong. To give Madame
Regnier a pretext, don’t you see?”

The blush that was such a trouble to her; that her pupils
had loved to provoke and that made her feel like a Miss out
of Jane Austen, rushed to her cheeks again.

“That is why Madame sent for him,” she went on, break-
ing into the painful topic that must, some time, be dis-
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cussed. “She had to get rid of me and she didn’t want to
give the real reason, and besides . . .”

Frith silenced her with a jerk of his head. v

“Oh, I know. They were obviously saving faces all round.”

“That was just it. I wasn’t ill really. Not enough to
justify her in writing to you like that.”

“I'm glad she did. It has worked out very well. It’s fun,
having a run-around with you like this, and tomorrow is
another day.”

His tone, easy and light, brought complete assuagement,
His daughter returned his smile with a glowing look. He
rose, stretched himself and glanced right and left, seeking
shade. There was none to be found. Away to the west,
where the village escaped the wall, there were orange gar-
dens and olive fields, the country rising in terraces up
the hill, but the gardens just under the ramparts were
parched strips and belonged to the tall, narrow houses that
stood looking out, with other houses peering over their roofs
and buildings towering over those again.

“I’d get claustrophobia in this place,” Frith said.

He badly wanted a drink but it would presently be
time to go prowling amongst those streets looking for
lunch. He supposed he’d better let Juliet rest. He sat down
and lit a cigarette.

Juliet rested, surveying the world below. It was a quiet
world, wide and serene. Up on the right, rocks cut into the
sky: the jagged crests of the Alpes Maritimes. From a gap
between them the long valley ran down, widening out and
winding away to the left, the river that had made it seeking
the sea. The shadowed slopes on the far side of the valley
were terraced with beautiful symmetry right up to the forest
belt. Lovely, the dim coolness must be, under those pines

with their resinous scent . . . Somewhere up there, to the
west, where the motor road disappeared in the woods,

must be the mysterious gorge where the river raced through

a ravine and where, in legendary times, a rider and his

horse had beéen lost. The scene with its soft greens and tawny

browns, so smoothly composed under the blue dome, made

her think of les trés riches heures du Duc de Berry. ‘And,’

she thought, ‘this is a very rich hour of Juliet Cunningham.’
5



Contemplating his daughter’s clear profile, watching her
smile deepen, Frith wondered what was going on in her
head. The child had no right to look as she did at this
minute, almost translucent with happiness. What did  she
imagine? That this interlude could go on and on? That an
endless holiday had begun? Didn’t she realize she was on
a spot?

A pity, in a way, that he couldn’t support her. She was a
pretty thing—graceful and quick and companionable. If he
had happened to require a daughter Juliet would do. But
he didn’t. On the contrary.

And one thing was certain: Neither of them would
ever see her mother again. As surely and finally as last
year’s snow, Lydia had gone out of their lives. Forzelli and
the Argentine had her now. After six years tangled into
snarls by Lydia’s delicate fingers, he and the girl had to
make new beginnings, and, after one week from tomorrow,
their ways would part again. Oh, well, no use getting tense
about it. Millions of girls were in the same kind of fix. She’d
be all right when her health recovered. The thing, now, was
to give her a good week with plenty of food and wine—
red wine.

Wine was the answer, also, to his own gloomy mood. He
stood up.

“Come along: let’s hunt lunch.”

Frith quickly found another short cut. From within the
ramparts the chemin des Arquebusiers ran straight up-hill,
cramped between houses that would surely have toppled
together from decrepitude had not earthquake arches high
up held them apart. Down the middle, among big cobbles, a
gutter ran. Smells of cooking issued from dark doorways
but otherwise the street seemed asleep, given over to som-
nolent cats and dogs. Heat beat up from the cobbles and
out from the walls. A great clock somewhere struck twelve
and then, echoed among the little streets, they heard the
clanging angelus bell. As they came out on the level place
they could see the bell swinging in one of the two towers
that rose up beyond the roofs.

While Frith wandered about Juliet rested, leaning against
a palm. The scene, with its odd perspectives, its sharp con-
trasts and charming harmonies, held her entranced. She
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stood gazing at ridged roofs and stairways, arcades and
wrought-iron balconies until two chattering, black-clad
women bumped into her with their bulging reticules. Smiles
and apologies were exchanged and they crossed the square.
On the far side, in a green triangle, grew three fine chest-
nuts. A troop of children came running from a road be-
hind the trees, school-bags on their backs. They dashed away
on all sides, racing and chasing, little ones borne on the
shoulders of tall boys, greeted and smiled upon by the
passersby. A few of them stopped in their tracks to say a
polite bonjour to the foreign lady. One eyed her cheekily
and said “Good morning, Mees,” with a grin. Quickly Juliet
asked him, in English, where she could find a hotel. Not to
betray lack of language, he replied in gestures, pointing to
a sign just behind her which displayed a gilded cock. Her
father joined her while she was reading the promises of
the Coq d’Or: its menu of four hundred francs; its good
wine; its dining-room of the tenth century and its court-
yard with an ancient tree. It was to be found in the market
place.

“Right-about-turn,” Frith commanded, but halted in his
stride, stood back and motioned Juliet to wait.

The woman who had caught his attention was not well
dressed: her long, full skirt was threadbare and patched. She
had come from the chemin behind them and was crossing
the square with such freedom and vigour and grace in her
walk, such poise, so airy a tilt of her head, that Juliet at
once understood her father’s interest. He was seeing her
in a play or in a film. Frith was always declaring that not
one woman in fifty knew how to walk. This was a peasant
woman—TItalian, perhaps; her bare arms and ankles were
tanned by sun; the narrow scarf tied round her head re-
vealed glossy black hair and gold ear-rings dangled from
her ears.

Frith jerked his head, his eyes narrowed and bright.

“Come on. I want to see if her face comes up to that
magnificent walk.” '

Close in pursuit of the tall woman, they crossed the
place turned left by the chestnuts and walked up-hill along
the rue de la Pompe. This was a pleasant road with few
houses, where the air flowed scented and fresh. The path
they were on ran under high garden walls and on the
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other side of the road were little modern villas and a school.
It seemed, however, an unlikely place in which to find a
restaurant and Juliet began to hang back. She had climbed
a good deal and walked much too fast. Frith’s long legs kept
pace with his quarry and when he stopped it was because
the woman had vanished, turning in through a small iron
gate that stood open in a garden wall. Juliet burst out
laughing at his disconcerted stare and enquired, “Well, did
you see her face?”

“About one-third of it,” he replied ruefully, “and there
was no satisfaction in that. She has a bandage or some-
thing over one eye.”

“You have been spared another disillusionment,” his
daughter said solemnly, making him grin. “And now, please,
may we eat?”

“We may, I hope, and drink, also; but where?”

They looked ahead. The road opened fanwise about a
fountain, to divide on either side of a low wall with washing
troughs and water spouts under it and send branches away
into the olive-clad hills, Facing the fountain, above crescent-
shaped steps that rose from the path on which they hesi-
tated, stood a doorway in the gable end of a house—the
house, it seemed, to which the garden belonged, and a sign
hung over the door. Hopefully, they walked on.

It was only the side of the house that gave on the road:
a stone wall; small windows; an old, heavy, wide-open door.
Above hung a picture of two birds in profile bowing to one
another, with a scroll on which was inscribed Auberge des
Colémbes.

“Nothing much to look at,” Frith commented, “but I, for
one, am too droughty to wait. Let’s risk it.” '

So they climbed the steps and eantered the Inn of the
Doves.



2 The Inn of the Doves

Juliet, half awake, kept her eyes shut, playing a childish
game She knew where she was—in a pet of a room, in
the nicest, friendliest inn one could imagine, on the edge of
a village out of a fairy-tale. She pretended that she was
still at the school.

Eyes shut, breathing uneven and every muscle tense, she
awaited the hateful clang of the bell. It would peal and
clamour, wresting the girls from their beds.

“Elise, Elise, must you always lose your hair-ribbon? . . .
Ask for a slide nicely and don’t squeal! Oh, Annette, your
stocking laddered again! . . . No you can’t! Get out an-
other pair.” Not one of them would wash properly. They
were all cross and headachy from sleeping with the win-
dows closed and so was she . . . Hurry, hurry, hurry! The
breakfast belll Weak coffee and bread in the basement.
Pained glances from Madame Regnier because collars were
rumpled or stockings twisted or hair untidy. And all the
faults of all the eleven were Juliet’s fault.

The game stopped there. Imagination, seduced by the low,
throaty gurgle of doves canoodling on the roofs, let in the
present, with its full, sweet astonishment. Juliet opened her
eyes.

There it was, the small white and yellow room; the open
window; far off, the wooded mountain behind which, yester-
day, lying in bed, she had watched the sun going down like
a golden wheel. A breeze was blowing the muslin curtains
inward. The hands of her big watch were at twenty past
seven. It was usually slow. She had slept enormously and
all tiredness was gone.

Never again, Juliet vowed, would she let any fraction of
her mind consent when people declared that all men were
selfish and called her father “a charming egoist.” An egoist
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would have been furious with her. To make him come all
this way and then to flop in a faint over the table and have
to spend the day lying down! Even his “I warned you, didn’t
I?” had been not really cross, and he’d uttered not another
reproachful word. Instead, he had made terms with the
Loubiers, booked rooms here for the rest of their holiday,
and gone all the way to Menton to return with their suit-
cases. Not a word about the expense.

Now, down below, doors were opened; buckets clat-
tered on cobbles and water gushed. A quavering bleat rose,
piteously repeated, and a girl’'s voice mimicked it—*Mireille]
Mireille!”

A step brought Juliet to her open window. She pulled her
coolie coat on and stood unnoticed looking down. Young
Madame Loubier was at work in a setting that Pieter de
Hooch might have painted—everything was so trim and
the colours were so soft and pure in the early light. The
house and the wing built out from it on the south shadowed
most of the yard, but the olive orchard beyond it, on the
far side of a low wall and a lane, was flooded with sun-
light. A higher wall separated the yard from the street and
in the far corner between the walls stood the dove-cote
where grey doves were fussing in and out. The goat had her
stable in a wired-in cell that, with two others, composed
the ground floor of the wing. Over them was an attic with
curtained windows and a door from which an outside stair-
case ran down.

The young woman let the goat out, called to her to be
milked, and sat waiting on the base of the pump., One could
see that Mireille, with her silky, snow-white coat, was a
spoilt and conceited pet. She greeted her mistress with a
playful buttings and curvettings and, during the milking,
rested her head on the girl’s shoulder with a comical look
of patience on her sentimental face. Juliet watched, en-
joying the comedy. When the goat, protesting, was shut in
again, Madame Loubier placed a bucket under the spout
and began to work the handle of the pump. From the attic a
voice, low but imperious, ordered her to stop. Her husband,
in shirt and trousers, his black hair touselled, came dashing
down the staircase, like a bird of prey on a song-bird,
Juliet thought. His wife laughed, pretending to disobey, and
he seized the handle, scolding her. Juliet listened, amused
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by the vehemence of his gesture, the urgency of his tirade.
Never, never, must Martine attempt it! How could she for-
get? Was he a peasant that his wife should be permitted to
injure herself with such heavy work?

He seized the handle and pumped with excessive energy,
showing off, so that the bucket immediately overflowed.
His wife, to tease him, made as if to lift it; he caught her
by both elbows, held her firmly and began to rebuke her
and plead with her in tones so earnest and tender that Juliet
turned away. Here was something nobody ought to spy
on: something she had never before seen.

“Le ciel est, par-dessus le toit, si bleu, si calme——"
Juliet sang to herself in her deep, luxurious bath. Since
childhood, her heart had not been so light. She made her
bed, spread the white muslin cover over the yellow quilt,
and then unpacked the two suitcases which contained every
single thing that she possessed. Now, with her books on the
window-sill, her phetngraphs and the postcards from the
Louvre on the shelf, her hand-glass and brushes set out on
the chest, the room was her own domain. She put on a white
and green cotton frock and was whitening her sandals
when there was a tap on the door and her hostess came
in with frothing chocolate, rolls and butter on a tray. She
wore a rose-coloured apron over her brown dress and looked,
Juliet thought, like a robin, with her bright, dark eyes. Her
brown hair was worn like a little girl’s in a thick plait round
her head. She looked three or four years older than Juliet,
not more, but could put on a managing, matronly little air.

“Up and dressed already, Mademoiselle? You slept well
then? You find it not too bad, this little room? All the others
look out on the terrace and receive the morning sun. It is a
pity that only these two were free.”

Juliet reassured her.

“I like better to look out over the yard. The mountain is
beautiful and so is your goat.”

“Ah, Mireille! She plays the coquette, that one! My hus-
band she will not suffer to milk her, and every day she must
graze in a new place, and in summer, when the grass is
burnt . . .” Her voice changed. “But, Mademoiselle, you
should not have deranged yourself to make your bed!”

“I have the habit, and yesterday I gave you so much
trouble. You were very kind.”
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“But naturally!”

She rested large, dark eyes on Juliet’s face.

“It is not rouge? No! You have a colour! Already it works,
our fine, pure air. Here you will regain your health rapidly.
You will see!”

Juliet sat on her bed, the tray before her on a stool.
The chocolate was delicious; so were the bread and fresh
butter. She was hungry.

“I think I have regained it already,” she said.

The other did not respond to her gay mood. A little re-
proachfully, she shook her head.

“One does not recover in a night. You are a little anaemic,
I think. I, too, when I lived in Toulon. Please, Mademoiselle,
do not make too much haste. Do not try to climb our steep
streets. Always there are easier ways round. You will re-
member, will you not, to repose yourself?” Juliet could not
help smiling when the girl added, “I know it is not easy
when one is young.”

She promised to take the roundabout roads. It was impos-
sible not to respond. No one had talked to her in just that
way before, with an almost sisterly, wise concern. She would
have liked to detain this girl and talk with her about all
sorts of things—tell her what a new and joyous experience
this week at the inn was going to be; but she said, only, that
the room was mignonne and the bed the softest she had slept
in for years.

“Ah, yes! René will buy only the finest,” his wife de-
clared proudly. “He says . . .” Her laughter gurgled like the
chuckling of her doves. “He says that he will have nothing
but the best in the things that are important: a dog, a gun
and a wife.”

She reddened, bent her head and made for the door.

“I bring Monsieur Cunningham his tea.”

She was gone, running downstairs. How busy she must be,
with a houseful of guests to wait on, Juliet thought, yet
she was light-hearted.

Oh, what waste they had been, those years in Rouen! And
even, yes, the years on the Riviera, with their tensions, their
anxieties about money and parties and people who didn’t
really matter at all. If only, she thought, her mother had
known how to be simple, and kind, and serene! But she hadn’t,
and everything had gone wrong.
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Well, it was over. Probably she was happy now. Alberto
had money and property out there and she would be pop-
ular.

No more tears. There had been tears enough. She and
Frith were going to have seven perfect days.

And next week? Next year? Going out to work every morns=
ing? But, from where? Not a London flat. It was too late for
Frith to hope for West End engagements now. They had la-
belled him “unreliable” and that, as she’d heard him say, was
“sentence of exile.,” But perhaps, with a daughter to come
hometo...?

Vexed with herself, she checked that train of thought. For
years she had tried to teach herself not to dream. It was
weakening. That wouldn’t happen. There had never been the
least, minutest reason for imagining that it would.

So violently Juliet shook her head in the effort to shake
wish-thoughts out of it, that her light, short hair became a
wild mop and she had to brush and comb it over again.

It would be another hour before Frith was down. She de-
cided to take herself for a walk,

Frith rose early and breakfasted on the terrace. He had the
place to himself; the air was exhilarating; the clear sky
promised a brilliant day and in the distance glimmered the
sea. He was uneasy, nevertheless. His problem teased him,
more difficult than ever to solve. A girl who fainted for noth-
ing would not, for quite some time, be able to hold down a
job. There wasn’t a soul he could send her to, as things were.
What a mess Lydia had made—not only of her own life, but
of his, too, and the child’s! Well, all her misfortunes had
flowed from her own temperament: certainly se hadn’t been
to blame,

Frith smoked his pipe while his memory unreeled the
whole wretched sequence in detail, and nowhere did he see
that he could reasonably have been expected to do anything
other than what he had done.

It was the war. How many actors had found their ca-
reers in pieces when it was over? How many wives, returning
to London, had found themselves reduced to domestic bond-
age in dilapidated flats? Most of them had stuck it, but Lydia
couldn’t: she had been a sky-lark in a cage. He’d have been
selfish to ask her to.
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So when, in the November of *forty-six, her aunt Isabel,
rich and widowed and lonely in her villa at Nice, had begged
for a long visit, he had quite properly let Lydia go, on condi-
tion that the child went too. He couldn’t afford a decent
boarding school, and it was a thrill for Juliet, at fourteen.

And how, when they’d settled down there so happily,
costing him nothing, could he insist on dragging them back?
Besides, Aunt Isabel was ill—dying, as it turned out, and it
wouldn’t have done for Lydia to desert her—from any point
of view. Then, he had let the flat. He wasn’t in a position to
keep up a home.

But it hadn’t turned out well for Lydia—inheriting the
villa without enough money to run it. As a gambler she was
always unlucky, and the sharks had gathered, of course. It
was then that Forzelli had got his hold on her: acting as
friendly adviser; persuading her to become officially resident
in France; involving her in his black-market racket and his
jugglings with foreign exchange.

How old was Juliet—about seventeen—when Lydia began to
ask for a divorce? One couldn’t refuse, there’d have been no
point. Nothing would have brought Lydia home. All Frith had
worried about was extricating Juliet, and that he had managed
to do.

That had been the one stroke of luck, the way the solu-
tion fell out of the blue. The letter, he remembered, had fol-
lowed him from theatre to theatre and caught up with him at
last in Bath. Damned impertinent, though damned oppor-
tune, too. He recalled its suave phrases with distaste. The
good lady, Madame Regnier, appeared to have scraped ac-
quaintance with Juliet in a Monte Carlo hotel and had some-
how secured an address which would find him. She ventured
to suggest to him that his daughter, so amiable and intelli-
gent, was not receiving an education conformable to her ap-
titudes, and she had a proposal to put before him. With her
sister, she directed, at Rouen, a school for young ladies whose
parents were abroad. They were prepared to offer Miss Cun-
ningham the post of English assistant. She would receive a
small salary and would be enabled to attend courses and qual-
ify for the profession of teaching in her free time. They had
not thought it right to open the question with the young girl
until they had ascertained his views, as he might, naturally,
have other projects concerning her.
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School-teaching! It hadn’t seemed the likeliest future for
a child of himself and Lydia. He had thrust the letter into his
dressing-gown pocket, intending to think it over, though hop-
ing something better might turn up. It had been there still
when Juliet’s sober little letter came.

“Oughtn’t I to be doing something about earning my liv-
ing?” she had written. She was “an awful problem” for her
mother and was learning nothing practical. Might she come
back to England and train as a hospital nurse? Would the
training cost more than he could afford?

There had obviously been plenty behind that letter that
the child preferred to keep to herself. What a relief to find
she had that much sense! But pursing wasn’t the answer: she
was too young and, although he would continue to give her
occasional presents, he couldn’t, as things were, do more.
All the same, he had used no pressure whatever—not by a
single word. Simply, he had pulled out Madame Regnier’s
letter, scrawled across it “What do you think of this?” and
posted it to Juliet. Next thing he heard, she was on her
way to Rouen.

He had supposed she would go to her mother for holidays
but, after the first year, that hadn’t happened. She’d stayed
on at the school. It had seemed too bad. He'd felt sorry for
the girl and had given her sprees in Paris two or three
times.

0Odd, he reflected, what a wash-out those meetings had
been! Disappointing. Juliet had changed. Her grooming and
clothes were all right—Lydia sent her dresses and so on
from time to time, but she was gauche, The loving, impul-
sive child had become a prickly, inhibited adolescent; too
self-effacing, over-anxious to please, nervously afraid of
being in the way. They had made no real contact at all.

It was astounding, what this final rescue had done for
her: how she had responded, revived, expanded, like a butter-
fly breaking out of the chrysalis. He had a notion that Lydia’s
final escapade—her flight to South America with Forzelli,
had snapped the last link that bound the girl emotionally to
her mother and set her affections free to return to him. Any-
way, it had brought them together again.

The school mistresses hadn’t behaved badly, on the whole,
when Forzelli’s racket blew open, for the scandal-mongers
hadn’t missed their opportunity and the well-publicized story
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of the absconding racketeer and the elegant divorcée must
have been embarrassing for the school. They had kept her all
through the summer until a decent pretext presented itself
and then Madame Regnier had written him a silky letter ex-
pressing concern about Juliet’s health and doubts whether
teaching was the girl’s true vocation, after all.

He had fitted everything in rather neatly: the two and a
half weeks left before work was to begin in Corsica could
very well be spent in the south of France, giving his daugh-
ter a break and fixing her up in some sort of post there. If
necessary, he’d collect her when he returned in November;
but, by then, something regular might have turned up for
her.

Promptitude paid: he had wired to Juliet—*“What is wrong
write fully”—and, for the first time, had received an unre-
served letter from her. She told him she was a failure at the
school and not very well and Mesdames clearly wished to get
rid of her, “and,” she had concluded, “if I've got to be a bur-
den on somebody for a bit, I suppose you are the unfor-
tunate somebody.”

“I am definitely somebody prepare travel south next week,”
had been his telegraphed reply.

Well, when he’d seen the place, he had understood the
girl’s becoming anaemic. Those putty-coloured women and
their putty-coloured rooms! The stink of petrol; the clang of
rails carted past on the cobbled street.

All the same, there had been tears, leaving it. Juliet apolo-
gised for them in the train.

“It’s heaven to escape. I just can’t tell you how glad and
grateful I am. It is only that some of the children are dar-
lings, and rather lonely, poor little things. It really is a
stone-cold place.”

“Why on earth,” he demanded, impatiently, “did you stick
it for three years?”’

“I wouldn’t have, much longer,” she replied and proceeded
to inform him that she had been secretly answering advertise-
ments—advertisements for kitchen hands, of all things, with
the notion of learning to be a cook. When he exclaimed,
“Shade of my grandmother Cunningham!” Juliet retorted,
cheekily, “The one who made the famous mince-pies?”

That had been about the first sign of a remarkably sudden,
rapid and complete thaw,
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Yes, Frith told himself: from first to last, no one could
say he had been to blame, and Juliet, he believed, appreciated
that fact. Affection shone out of her. She was all right; but the
question remained: next Wednesday, when he would be on
his way to Calvi, where, in the name of all that was problem~
atical, would Juliet be?

At the moment she was crossing the terrace, hatless, her
cap of light-brown hair bright in the sun. That razor-
cut he’d treated her to at Nice was definitely a success—
showed the good shape of her head. She was flushed with sun-
shine and pleasure. She looked well, Moreover, she had
bought him a newspaper and cigarettes.

“Good girl! Feeling all right?”

“Tipsy with the air; aren’t you? And there’s your eternal
seal Are you pleased, Frith? Are you really going to like it,
up here?”

“Fine. It's an uncommonly good little inn.”

She chattered, telling him about the yard, the goat, the
dove-cote and the garden that belonged to the inn. That
small gate below on the road led into it; then you walked
up-hill inside the wall and a short flight of steps brought you
up to the terrace. Below the orange trees there were beds of
herbs and vegetables; no lawn; very few flowers. The tall
hedge of tamarisk that gave shade on the south of the terrace
ran all the way down, separating the garden from the back
lane. There was a garage at the end of the lane.

“I have been orienting us,” Juliet said. “Here we are really
outside the village beyond where the wall stops. The rock
sticks out of the mountain like a clenched fist and we are
on the back of the wrist. The village is just two streets and
little passages squiggling about. It is sort of built up on the
knuckles with the church like a thumb sticking up.”

Frith, who was more interested in people than in places,
was observing with amusement the fussy exodus from the inn
of a family party slung round with picnic baskets, flasks
and cameras. They were followed by a lanky, bearded French-
man laden with easel, canvas and box. The long front of the
two-storey house looked over the terrace and they came out
by a deep, recessed porch with a rounded arch; crossed the
terrace, the painter bowing politely to Juliet and Frith as he
went by, and descended the steps and went down by the
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garden path. A little old woman who was slowly and me-
thodically dusting tables and setting out cane chairs greeted
one and all with a toothless smile. René Loubier, who was
busy in the dining-room, came to one of the windows and
whistled.

“All are out now, Marie. Go up and help Madame,” he
called, but the old woman failed to hear. Looking round
when a pebble, neatly aimed by Frith, struck the table she
was wiping, she observed her young master’s eloquent ges-
tures, gathered up her cloths, and went in. Presently the inn-
keeper came out, lithe and swift, like an athletic boy. At
closer range one saw that experience and authority had given
a resolute set to his lips and jaw. A man close on thirty,
Frith conjectured, who had seen military service or had been
active in the maquis. His French had only a slight trace of
the local accent—Iless than his wife’s. One was able to follow
him,
“I thank you, Monsieur. Old Marie grows more deaf every
day; also more slow. If there is anything you desire it be-
comes necessary to ring the bell in the porch.” He turned
to Juliet with an expression of satisfaction on his dark, in-
telligent face.

“I do not need to enquiré for the health of Mademoiselle!
She has slept like an angel, one can see! . . . The sun is not
yet too strong? Presently I will pull down the awning . . .
Something to drink a little later? A Pernod, and, perhaps,
an ice? Then if you should wish to walk in our olive or-
chard, one can enter it by crossing our yard.”

“You seem to leave all doors open to the world,” Frith
remarked. “Is everybody virtuous in St. Jacques?”

“Oh, yes, here we are honest,” was the boastful answer.
“We do not -even need police. One man, the Garde Cham-
pétre, is sufficient, and he has an easy life. Only five times
in two years has it been necessary for him to telephone to
Menton for help.”

Frith observed that he hadn’t seen a dog about and Juliet
asked, laughing, “Does the beautiful Mireille guard the
house?”

René Loubier was delighted.

“Is she not a beauty, Mireille? She is a princess among
goats—so delicate, so fastidious! . . . No, Monsieur, I do not
keep my dog here. He is a gun-dog of the first class and I
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leave him with my uncle up in the forest. Hotel life
ruins a good dog: his sense of smell becomes confused and
weak; also, with so many strangers making a friend of him
he ceases to know who is his master or at whom he should
bark, or else he barks at everyone, and they complain. My
father took his old sheep-dog with him, three years ago, when
he handed the inn over to me, and we are better without
one, I find.” He turned to Juliet, asking, “You like the ter-
race? Is not the view magnificent?”

Juliet spoke with admiration of the view, the air and the
village. He was clearly a young man who thought well of his
surroundings and liked to hear them praised.

“You will find,” he assured them both, “that although St.
Jacques is small it contains more of interest than all the other
hill-villages. It has an older history than Eze; finer views
than Cagnes; better restaurants and shops than Roquebrune.
Vence is too high and St. Paul too expensive. Here, there is
pleasure without cost. On Sunday, if the fine weather contin-
ues, there will be dancing in the market place—the old dances
in costume: some of our young people have studied in
Cannes at the Académie Provengale; and on Monday the
September market will be held. Very soon St. Jacques will be
famous. For that, we work hard. When my son is grown this
inn will be a valuable property for him.”

“I haven’t seen your son,” Juliet said, with interest.

René Loubier’s smile flashed wide and his black eyes
twinkled.

“Nobody has seen him yet,” he replied and then, afraid
that he had committed an indelicacy, turned and hurried
indoors, leaving Frith convulsed.

“Gosh,” said Juliet, somewhat abashed, “ought I to have
noticed?”

Frith was half inarticulate with laughter at his daughter’s
faux pas.

“You don’t mean to tell me you didn’t?”

Juliet blushed furiously, partly from resentment: her
father’s ridicule seemed to her unfair.

“Where would I have learnt to?” she retorted.

“True enough! Well, it sure was time you were let out of
school.”

Frith was amazed. He thought of girls of twenty in Lon-
don, in films, on the stage, of girls who were in the forces
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in the war years, younger than that. Juliet was unbelievably
immature. What was to be done about her? He looked at her
searchingly.

Juliet swallowed and tried to call all her wits together.
Now it was coming and she wasn’t prepared: she hadn’t the
ghost of a plan. Her father spoke in a casual tone.

“I suppose you won’t want to take up teaching again?™

“Not in a school.”

“Or nursing? You’re scarcely hefty enough.”

“I don’t want to be in a hospital—or in any shut-away sort
of place.”

“Any idea what you do want to do?”

She looked into her own mind and replied thoughtfully:

“I don’t think I care much what I do as long as I am out
in the grown-up world. I just want to see the wheels go
round.”

Frith chuckled.

“These Cunningham women! They are all alike: anything
for experience. If you start out in that spirit, my girl, you
may find the wheels going round a good deal too fast for you.
Don’t run about getting involved. The world is a whirligig.”

“Is it? Good! I adore merry-go-rounds. You feel you are
in control of the fiery steeds.”

“Yes—but you are not, you know . . . Look here; let’s talk
sense. Just how much money have you?”

“Eight thousand three hundred francs.”

“About eight guineas? Is that really all?”

“Yes: you see, I had things to buy; but I have all the
clothes I shall need for months.”

“I'll be able to leave you five thousand or so when I go
and to send you a bit now and then while the filming lasts;
but it can only be a stop-gap, you realise, Juliet.”

She said calmly, “Oh, the gap won’t be that big.”

Desperately she was hoping that he wouldn’t worry; would
get even the shade of a shadow of a notion that she might
become dependent on him. That would spoil everything, as
it had spoilt everything between her and her mother. She
spoke with all the assurance she could muster: “I'll be no
time finding something to do.”

“How are you going to set about it?”

“Well, when I've seen you off, I'll go to the agents in
Nice. Aunt Isabel used to try them for maids. And I'll an-
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swer advertisements, My Italian is all right and, with English
and French . . . There are always people wanting com-
panions or interpreters or someone to mind their children
or push their wheel-chairs or do house-work. And if you
could send me a little money regularly I could save it and
give it back to you and, meanwhile, that would make it easy
to get a permit.”

He frowned.

“Agents! Strangers! People we can’t know a thing about
« « « Your mother spent six years on this coast and do you
mean to say you have no friends?”

“Friends!”

Hot colour flooded her face and a most unyouthful bit-
terness edged her tone.

“Those people Mummie called her ‘friends’ were mean,
treacherous worms. Nearly every one of them played those
tricks with Swiss and French and Italian exchange; and they
smuggled and gambled and everything. They never seemed
to talk about anything else. Only they managed not to be
found out, and when Mummie was in trouble . . . Oh, well,
you know about it. Never, never, would I appeal to them.”

Frith nodded.

“I see; and now there isn’t a soul in England to turn to; and
I don’t see where you'd fit in, in Donegal.”

“Glorianal!” Juliet exclaimed, laughing. “Wouldn’t they be
startled if I walked in? Would I say I had come to be a
farmer’s girl?”

“We'll try it on, if you like.”

Juliet attempted the brogue that Frith sometimes employed
to lighten a reprimand or get his own way.

“Is it go beg to your uncles? And they after black-sheep-
ing you the way they did? Begorrah, I'd sooner break stones
on the road!”

He chuckled.

“Stage-Irish] I'm ashamed of you.”

“Some day I want to go.”

Frith said nothing to that; if he ever went back to Car-
rowmodre it must be as a successful man.

René Loubier appeared with a Neapolitan ice and a Per-
nod. He lowered a saffron awning outside the dining-room
and moved their table and chairs into the shade. A tired-
looking lady wearing a limp hat came out from the house;
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hovered and fluttered and then pulled the bell. An alarming
clangour rang out. René hastened to attend to her, putting
up a huge umbrella and placing a chair and table for her at
a distance from theirs. He was busy, quick and precise, los-
ing no time. '

“This ice is thrilling,” Juliet told her father. She felt
pleased. She thought she had sounded well able to take care
of herself, but he was sipping his Pernod with a brooding
look.

“Stravaguing alone all over the Riviera? I don’t think a
whole lot of your notion,” he said.

“Among the dope-fiends and white-slave traffickers?” Ju-
liet suggested, trying to make him smile.

“Drunken sailors,” he added, “and racketeers. But, no,”
he declared seriously, “it won’t do.”

Juliet sighed. “All right,” she said, with deliberation. “We
must simply sacrifice a whole day; go down to Nice together
on Tuesday and fix me up in respectable lodgings and regis-
ter me with a respectable agency before you go. Then you
will leave with an easy mind . . . Daddy!” she added, and
was rewarded with a grin.

He tweaked ber hair as he rose, but was still preoccupied,
as he walked, hands in pockets, towards the garden steps.

“Well,” he said, “we could do that, of course.”

Juliet walked with him down the garden towards the gate.
He gave her the crooked grin with a cocked eyebrow which
had been effective in several of his favourite parts.

“And afterwards?” he enquired. “When I am through in
Corsica? Will you want to try your luck in England, or
what?” Juliet waited. Her heart raced. He added, casually,
“You would find it a bit chilly, I imagine.”

Juliet did not reply for a moment; her throat had closed
up; but before they reached the gate she gave Frith a good
imitation of his own one-sided smile and quoted, in his own
airy tone, “ ‘Tomorrow is another day.’”
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3 Under the Sun

Above the dazzling landscape with its rich tints of ochre
and burnt sienna, hot orange and rust, the forests spread
pavilions of shadowy green. A restless longing grew in Juliet.
Something—perhaps the fairy-tales of her childhood or,
perhaps, a single blissful day, her seventh birthday, spent in
the New Forest, had left in her a nostalgia for the silence
and mystery of deep woods. Exploring alone, she found on
the road lined by olives that ran past the inn a sign-post
that pointed to the Gorge, nine kilometres away. She walked
on, leaving the inn and the olive orchard on her left, up-hill,
then down again by a long slope that led to the old stone
bridge. On the other side of the river was la route—the fine,
metalled motor road. On Tuesdays and Thursdays the ’bus
went up to the Gorge. Juliet wanted to take it but Frith re-
fused.

“Is it waste weather like this in a stuffy, stinking, jolting,
rowdy, rickety ’bus? Not on your life! You are here to spend
your time in the open air.”

That was true and the weather was perfect. Every morning
the sun rose in a cloudless sky, shone for more than twelve
hours with a glorious warmth that rarely became oppressive
and went down in a golden splendour behind the mountains.
Nevertheless, Frith could not be persuaded to follow those
alluring roads into open country. Nature bored him. * ‘The
proper study of Mankind is Man,’” he quoted, and spent
fascinated hours strolling about the streets.

Juliet enjoyed every minute of it. Nobody could be better
company than Frith when he was in this amused, idle mood.
He entertained her and himself by casting individuals as
types. Of the couple who sat at the table beside them in a
café, the husband was an extrovert and the wife an intro-
vert, he declared; the German family at the inn were
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pachyderms, one and all; the mother and daughter from Dijon
were the she-Moloch and the sacrificial virgin of all time;
Martine Loubier was passive and René dynamic, and so on.

“And you?” Juliet demanded, and supplied the answer:
“Hamlet?”

Frith grinned. “Every second actor thinks himself that.”

“Whatever I am,” she declared, “I am certainly not a Juliet
—little goose!”

“ ‘We know what we are, but we know not what we may
be,’ ” Frith quoted in hollow tones.

Exploring the streets, they dodged into as many of the dark
little shops as they could invent pretexts to visit, relishing
their smells of wine and tobacco, spices and onions, and
listening to the excited exchange of family news, congratula-
tions and condolences that were endlessly retailed. Frith's
curiosity was boundless and irrepressible, Catching a phrase,
he would make some sympathetic comment and elicit a drama-
tic story, his face registering solicitude, amazement, dismay,
approbation so.convincingly that no one would have guessed
that he understood not one word in ten of the tale, Juliet
would relay it to him afterwards and enjoy his sardonic
comments. He had an extraordinary insight into roguery of
all sorts.

“Life seems to be eventful in St. Jacques,” he remarked.

Juliet agreed.

“I suppose it’s because they live one another’s lives as well
as their own. I am sure if a woman finds that which was lost
she calls her neighbours in to rejoice with her.”

.“Terrible, to live in a small, close, isolated community!™

“But why? They seem so friendly and peaceable.”

“The village is probably a seething cauldron of gossip and
malice and censoriousness. Just look under the smiling sur-
face,” Frith went on, in melodramatic tones, “and you'd find
all the superstition and cruelty of the Dark Ages.”

“You wouldn’t. It is clean and honest and gay.”

The village delighted her, every comner of it. It rose in
three tiers, like a wedding-cake, with its church and belfry
at the top. The buildings, though they had been erected at
haphazard over centuries, were grouped and proportioned
as if with a flawless instinct for harmony, and everywhere
there was something to charm the eye. The place de la
Pompe had its fountain and stone trough shaded by pepper
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trees; the place Centrale, its old archways and buildings rich
with wrought iron and carved stone, its vines and "chestnut
trees; the place du Marché, its cool arcades, its square
marked out with plane trees, and trim cafés with plants
grown in great earthenware jars. She would sit there at a
table outside the Coq d’Or, drinking orange juice and watch-
ing a game of bowls, while her father visited a tavern under
the arcades where they had a local wine that he liked. It was
not until Friday that they decided the time had come to at-
tempt the climb to the church. Taking a narrow street cut into
steps at intervals they came to the place Jeanne d’Arc.

This was the oldest and highest part of the village. The
church and the two square towers were backed by rock and
flanked by houses crooked from age. Opposite the church
stood the war-memorial, a four-sided column that recorded
the names of sons of St. Jacques fallen in three wars. One
name was repeated seven times, another five, and many three
or four times; Juliet turned from it, half sick at the thought
of those families, and followed her father into the dark
church,

The stained-glass was modern; there were the usual
statues and pictures, in no way out of the common. They
admired the fine chandelier, but it was not until they had
turned to leave that something else attracted their attention.
In a dark corner was what looked like a rough model of a
mountain town.

“Put five francs in the slot and it will light up,” Juliet, who
had found a notice, read.

The francs were put in and, in the agglomeration of paste-
board houses set up on a terraced rockery, lights appeared.
Windows and lanterns shone. On the summit was an empty
stable under an unlit star. Here and -there, figures could be
discerned—men and women in Provengal costume, with
camels, donkeys and lambs, moulded in clay and painted;
there were soldiers, a fiddler, a fisherman with fish in a net,
women carrying fruit and a Negro king. Juliet gazed at it,
smiling.

“Had your money’s worth?” her father asked, drily, as the
light went out. He sounded irritable. “I suppose it amuses the
congregation: mental age eight,” he said.

“Is that my great-grandmother talking?” Juliet enquired.

“Maybe; she’d bave called this a Papish absurdity,” her
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father answered, and then was silent—too late, for the priest
who had just risen from his knees in an obscure corner must
undoubtedly have heard. It was to be hoped that he knew no
English. He moved towards them with a courteous salute.

“You like our Bethlehem, Mademoiselle? Monsieur?” He
spoke in careful English, with the accent of the Midi.

“At Christmas,” he said, “it is very pretty: one sees the
Holy Family, the ox and the ass, the shepherds, the Kings of
the East and many angels with golden wings, and the star
shines bright.”

“I should like to see it,” Juliet responded, unhappily. Frith
was mute, for once.

The priest opened the church door and the three moved out
into the glare of the day, The curé was an elderly man,
small-boned and of less than medium height; he had a thin,
pale face and grey eyes set wide apart under a furrowed
brow. His lips were long and thin and he would have given
an impression of austerity but for the lines that wreathed his
face when he smiled. He turned a quizzical regard on Frith,

“Often we have English visitors here,” he said, “and some
of them do not like our Bethlehem. They find it infantile; and
yet, do you know, Monsieur, I believe they would greatly like
to play with their own children at such a toy. There is in
everyone a secret child who needs sometimes to play.”

Juliet was relieved: the curé was used to sceptics and his
feelings had not been hurt. She was also amused: had her
father ever allowed her to manage her toy theatre on her
own? He and the priest were looking with a sort of friendly
challenge into one another’s faces. Frith said, with his most
disarming smile, “And it is not on their childish side that you
like to approach people, is it not?”

The curé shook his head up and down slowly. “A very
Protestant question,” he commented and then said, quietly,
“But you are right. It is not, so much, to reason that we appeal
as to inborn feeling and love, and these, perhaps, belong to our
childish part.”

“I suppose, in these villages, marooned in the mountains,
people remain simpler than on the coast?” Frith suggested,
and the priest sighed.

“I do not think simplicity remains anywhere in Europe. But,
perhaps . . .” He gave Frith a questioning look. “In your coun-
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try, Monsieur? Ireland, is it not? I had Irish friends in Rome
and I know the voice.”

“I have not been home to Ireland for years. I doubt if the
Irish people are simple now—they are making too good a hand
of politics. There were some who believed in fairies when I
was young.”

“But they keep their religious faith?”

It was evident that the curé desired conversation. He was
probably a lonely man. “You walk this way?” he enquired,
moving towards the passage that led down to the chestnut
trees. “I, also: I like to meet the children when they come out
of school.”

This alley, he told them, was one of the Roman streets. The
belfry had been a Roman watch tower. He spoke of a time
when St. Jacques had been depopulated by plague and re-
populated by order of the over-lord; of the terrible religious
wars that had raged within and around its wall; of revolution
and cession and restoration; enemy occupation and the
Resistance—a stormy history that had passed now, and left
the place a haven of sweet peace. He seemed to know and
love every stone.

School was out. There was a bench under the chestnuts and
Juliet and her father rested there, grateful for shade, while
the priest spoke with eager children who ran to him happily,
each with something to tell him or some request.

“A new little brother?’ they heard him exclaim with in-
terest after a girl had whispered excitedly in his ear. “Tell
your mother that I will visit her in a day or two.”

Juliet watched the lively, slender, quick-moving youngsters
with pleasure but her father’s eyes were elsewhere.

“Ha!” he exclaimed in a stage-whisper. “See who comes!”

She was turning up the rue de la Pompe, dragging after her
a sort of rough sledge on wheels such as children use in their
play; it was piled with old kettles and pans. In spite of the
load, her movements were as easy and vigorous as when she
had walked unburdened and free. The fringed shawl over her
shoulders was of silk; its colours, faded now, had been rich
and her worn-out shoes had once possessed high heels. She
still wore the black scarf round her head. Its corner concealed
her left eye and part of the cheek but the chiselled beauty of
the woman’s lips and long throat made Juliet turn to her
father to share her surprise.
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“Egypt’s queen!” Frith exclaimed under his breath.

A rope in either hand, she faced the hill and walked on as
though alone in the world, heedless of the children who, as
she passed, drew back, silent, some of them clustering close
to the priest. Even when the ascent rose sharply and she had
to stoop and labour to draw her load no one went to her
help. Frith had moved into the road and was looking after
her. The curé spoke to him. .

“She lives in the high woods and must drag that truck the
whole way. Her mule died last month,” he said, quietly.

“A tinker?” Frith asked, astonished.

“Among other things. A Romany. An unfortunate. They
cast her out of the tribe.”

“She has the air of an empress,” Frith declared.

The priest’s face saddened as he answered, “Yes, she is
proud.”

Julie knew just what would happen now. Bidding the priest
a hasty farewell, her father went striding up the hill after the
woman and took hold of one of the ropes. She turned her head
with a movement so gracious that Juliet felt his chivalry was
deserved. The priest said quickly, “Avoid her, Mademoiselle,”
and she glanced at him in surprise. He bowed to her gravely
and walked away with a group of children and she went on up
the hill, slowly, troubled by what he had said. Near the
garden gate of the inn Frith relinquished the rope, received
the woman’s thanks courteously, -and went in. Juliet saw the
gipsy hesitate as though tempted to follow him into the gar-
den. While she stood there René came out. He came so
suddenly and with such a harsh exclamation that the woman
recoiled. He spoke to her. His voice was low and Juliet did
not hear his words but she saw the woman shrink from them
as from blows. As suddenly as be had come he was gone and
she stood erect again, facing the hill. Juliet saw her slowly,
rigidly, lift her head and stretch her arms out, each hand
grasping a corner of the shawl, and then fling the shawl across
her breast and over one shoulder in a gesture expressing at
once defiance and wild despair. She stooped to her ropes, took
them up and went toiling to the crest of the hill, drag-
ging her load again.

Frith was in the gateway, watching. “My word! Cleopatra
in person! Cleopatra when she hears about Fulvia,” he said.
“What a morning! It has given me an appetite. Is it nearly

28



time for lunch? That priest is a fanatic, though you
tn’t think it; young Loubier is & menace and that woman
is—well, ‘tis pity she’s a . . . Well, never mind!”

2

The long, hot day brought drowsiness early and after
dinner Juliet was content to sit on the terrace with her father,
watching the light change. He smoked a cigar and a scent of
richness and leisure and luxury hung in the soft air. From the
streets below there came, now and then, phrases of tunes
played on a flageolet. Most of the guests were playing cards
in the dining-room and others were out. Their only com-
panion on the terrace was the Professor, who was deep in talk
with Frith about gipsies and their traditions and the curious
cards some of the Romany tribes used in their fortune-telling.
Their Tarot cards, he was saying, had a strange and ancient
history.

“The gipsies claim that their race is the repository of occult
knowledge which has been denounced as heretical and stamped
out everywhere else. Rékéczi, in his book, declares he has
heard them claim that the secret knowledge of the Chaldeans
and the Egyptian priests, of the northern Druids and
oriental Yogis have been handed down to gipsies, and to them
only, and are all embodied in that set of symbols.”

Frith, who was fascinated by superstition, and delighted in
making its absurdities manifest, was well entertained. Juliet
listened with half her mind and pursued reflections of . her
own with the other half until Professor Goyet said “Good-
night” and went in.

Colour had ebbed from the air and the light of the moon
grew potent. Far off, along the crescent of coast, chains and
clusters of lamps twinkled, while lonely lights appeared here
and there among the half-invisible hills.

Juliet sighed. She had relinquished a dream; yet it was
from contentment that she sighed, marvelling because the loss
of it cost her so little pain.

Was it the sun that had given her courage? No, she told
herself—for the sun had shone just as brightly those other
'summers, when she had walked up and down by the sea in
torment because of the way things were changing, forced,
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sometimes, to go into the dark of a cinema in order to hide
her tears. No, it wasn’t the sun. Was there, then, some magic
in this village, in this inn, that made happiness seem a
natural thing? Whatever the reason, she had begun to believe
that she would be able to make her way and that all would
be well. She would have to ask her father for very little and
so would keep his affection. He had worried about her. She
had been a weight on his mind. He had never expressed this
in angry, stabbing words, as her mother had done, but Juliet
knew. And now that she had managed to reassure him he
liked their relationship; he would think about her with
pleasure when they were apart. She had gained something
real and had lost only a dream.

People came back from their walks, paused to say a few
words, yawned, observed how soon one grew sleepy up here
in the mounfains, said “Good-night,” or “Bonne nuit,” and
went indoors to bed. The dining-room windows were dark
now, although it was only half past ten.

Frith asked lazily, “Oughtn’t you to go to bed?” and Juliet
‘answered, sleepily, “It’s such waste of time to sleep.”

He turned his head and smiled at her,

“You are liking all this?”

“I am loving it, Frith.”

“You have great powers of enjoyment, haven’t you?” he
said, reflectively. “I dare say it’s because, for six years, you
have had a rather thin time. You're a plucky child.”

His praise so elated Juliet that she stood up. She moved
along the balustrade, looking out, looking around, thinking,
‘I will always remember this.’

She saw, then, that they were no longer alone. Somebody
had come out through the dark house and was standing on
the terrace close to the porch. It was a stranger: a man;
probably somebody wanting a room. The street door must be
open still. People wandered in that way and came out to the
terrace or went down to the bar. Finding no one to serve him,
he turned as though to leave again; it seemed he had not
noticed the bell. That was fortunate, for when you rang it it
sounded all over the house and would waken people who had
gone to sleep. The inn mustn’t lose a client, all the same . . .

Juliet would never quite understand the impulse that
seized her then; she must, she thought afterwards, have been
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a little intoxicated with the heady wine of her father’s praise,
Demure as a well-trained waitress, she advanced to the visitor
and said primly, “Monsieur désire?”

She knew he was English as soon as he spoke French.
Diffidently he enquired whether it was too late to ask for
something to eat. She told him that she would see and, main-
taining her impersonation, went into the house.

What next? The front door stood open and the lamps in
the hall were alight still, but not a soul was about. Both the
Loubiers must be downstairs.

The house dropped at the back to a lower level and the bar
and back door and kitchen were down there. She went down
and called quietly from the stairs and was invited by voices
behind the door on her left to come in, She entered the
kitchen.- The husband and wife were there, sitting at ease by
the open window under the light of a lamp with a red, frilly
shade. They sprang to their feet, eagerly busy, as soon as she
reported a customer. Chicken and salami, cheese, bread and
wine were quickly assembled and René ran upstairs with the
tray.

Juliet lingered. The big room, with its air of being both a
cosy home and an orderly work-shop, charmed her. Some
white knitting lay on the table but Madame Loubier was
occupying herself at the stove. Juliet thought that the smell of
hot chocolate would for ever make her think of this inn. She
hoped intensely that her father, who was, doubtless, by this
time, deep in conversation with the young man, would not
give her away. She flushed to think of what she had done.

“Would you not like a cup of chocolate, Mademoiselle? It
will help you to sleep,” her hostess said. She looked pleased as
she filled the cup for Juliet, who sat down at the table, and
another for herself.

“You were kind, Mademoiselle. And it might be important.
You see, a little thing such as this—a meal served without
complaint at a late hour—can make a new friend for an inn.
Besides,” she said wisely, “I have noticed it: a late caller
often brings good luck, and one must not turn one’s luck
away.”

Juliet gulped her chocolate, not knowing how to reply to
this funny mixture of childish credulity and mercenary
good sense. The eyes looking across the table at her were
large and serious.
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“Yes,” Martine Loubier repeated. “You will see. A man
came just at this time one stormy night and next day
René won five thousand francs in the lottery. Once—last
April—it was only a beggar who came but I gave him bread
and meat for charity and, do you know, Mademoiselle”—
her brown eyes widened and her dimples appeared—*It was
the very next day I knew for the first time that I was at last
enciente!”

Juliet contrived to suppress a smile at this odd sequence of
cause and effect. She responded, with sincerity, “I would love
to bring you luck because your inn has been lucky to me.”

“You go next to Corsica, do you not?”

So easy it was to talk to this girl, with her assured, happy,
natural place in life; her friendly, gentle eyes and smile, that
Juliet, before René returned, had told her a good deal.
Martine was interested: she gave her the address of a hotel in
Nice, cheap and clean and pleasant, for working girls.

René’s vivacious face was full of mischief when he came
down.

“That is an agreeable young man,” he said, standing by the
table, “and a hungry one. He is staying up on the mountain, at
my uncle’s, and has an hour and a half of climbing before
him. He and Monsieur Cunningham entertain one another.”

He had more to say but his wife shook her head at him,
warning him not to tease. Juliet thought with dismay that he
knew what had happened; her father had given her away to
the stranger and Monsieur Loubier had overheard.

“As for me,” she said, rising hastily, “the chocolate has
made me sleepy all of a sudden. Thank you so much, Ma-
dame: it was delicious. I will go to my room now. Good-
night.”

Presently she was lying, relaxed and drowsy, between cool
sheets, taking a last look at the sea-green of the afterglow
that lingered still in the western sky; telling herself that the
day which was ending was the happiest since her childhood
and, for some reason she was too sleepy to understand, one
of the most important in all her life,
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4 Pipes and Tambourins

Sunday was not a day of peace at the inn and Madame
Loubier apologised for scamping the upstairs work. A ’bus
load of excursionists would invade the village at noon and, as
well as strangers, regular clients—relatives of people on the
farms, hill-climbers and “Sunday painters” would come here
for their midday meal.

An auxiliary appeared in the person of Madame Bonin, a
local matron with a commanding presence, who accompanied
Madame Loubier when she returned from early Mass and
who proceeded to take charge in the dining-room, instructing
Marie with a resonant voice and large gestures, while René
turned chef, leaving young Gatti in sole charge of the bar.
Tables were set on the terrace and extra tables crammed into
the dining-room. It reminded Juliet of visitors’ day at school
but with the difference that, there, strain and agitation and
short tempers made the occasion odious, while, here, every-
one was in high spirits and the team-work went like a dance.
The rush signified growing reputation; ambitions being ful-
filled.

Frith fidgeted. While he often sought crowds, he did not
like them thrust upon him. The delays at lunch were end-
less and the noise of chatter, of jocular greetings flung from
table to table, irritated him. The scene at dinner was equally
lively and he declared he wasn’t young enough to enjoy it. “A
week is just enough in this place.”

“Not for me,” his daughter retorted, then looked at him
with an anxious smile, for from the streets below was rising,
over all the chatter, a thin music of pipes and tapping of
drums, as if of a marching band, and her feet were almost
out of control.

“I do hope you’re not feeling too venerable to come out and
dance with me?”
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“What!” he exclaimed indignantly. “In the street?”

“Yes; that paved square in the market place, where they
play bowls.”

He and her mother had gone to so many dances when she
was little. Those exquisite, gauzy dresses! How adorable
Mummie had looked!

“When I dance,” he said tartly, “I like a good floor.”

“Oh, Frith!”

“You want me to shuffie about on pavements and elbow
and shove and be shoved in a sweaty crowd?’ Then he
relented, unable to resist the appeal in Juliet’s face. In spite of
all the corruption that had surrounded her in her early girl-
hood, his daughter had essential innocence and her joys and
desires had the wholeness, the freshness and intensity of a
child’s. He said, “If you like, we’ll go and look on. I believe
some of them do the traditional stuff.”

She beamed at him.

“Frith, I am beginning to find you out. Your bark is formi«
dable, but you don’t bite.”

Progress was easy at first because the throng was all moving
one way, but nearer to the market place and the music it de-
veloped currents and eddies and Juliet and her father were
pulled apart. He was so tall, however, and she so easy to see,
in her white jacket and buttercup dress, that they soon
reached one another again. Friendly voices said, “4h, la
jeune Anglaise!” Stalwart men cleared a way for her and
presently she found herself hoisted up on a bench from which
the dancing place was in full view.

It was a gay scene. Dressed in the regional costume—
striped skirt, black bodice, gaudy neckerchief, with flat straw
hats slung on their back, girls were dancing with girls.

“It is rather like an Irish long dance,” Frith remarked. He
stood by the bench, peering over heads. On a raised dais six
young men dressed in white shirts and trousers and scarlet
sashes made shrill, strongly rhythmic music. Each played two
instruments, drumming on a long, narrow, barrel-shaped tam-
bourin while he blew on his flageolet. Frith, looking up, said
with amusement, “They enjoy themselves under ecclesiastical
auspices.”

From the tall posts at the corners of the platform wires had
been stretched diagonally and lamps were suspended from
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them. Over the centre a gaudy lantern hung. It was an
elaborate affair of fret-work and coloured transparencies: a
model of the village church, stained-glass windows and all.

While strangers and old folks watched the Provencal
dances younger people were dancing in couples in the square
and streets. Juliet, islanded on her bench, turned and looked
at them a little enviously and her father’s glance followed
hers. “They are romping, not dancing,” he said.

“Just one romp?” she pleaded and he groaned.

Suddenly his face changed. “Hi there! Faulkner!” she heard
him shout.

He was signalling violently and Juliet was too late with her
“Oh, please, no!” It was the young man who had come to the
inn on Friday night; with whom she had made such a giddy
fool of herself, and she was pilloried up there with not one
inch of space into which to descend. Hot with dismay and
with anger against her father, she had to stand there and
accept the introduction.

“I am saved by a miracle. This is Mr. Michael Faulkner.
My daughter.” From that unseemly perch she had to look
down into his face and say, “How do you do?” like a well-
brought-up English girl. The young man was preoccupied
with the effort of holding his place in the shifting crowd.

“I would awfully like to dance, Miss Cunningham,” he
said, “but I doubt if it’s fair to ask you to come down from
your pedestal and face the scrum.” He looked serious, even
worried about it; it would be quite easy to refuse; but Juliet
wanted to dance even more than she wanted to escape. She
accepted; he contrived a gap for her and she stepped down.

“All right, Sir?” He shot an enquiring glance at her father
and said to him, “If we lose you, I'll steer her back to your
mn.” .

He was an adept at working a way through a crowd. With
gentle wangles, soft apologies and calculated dashes, he soon
bad her through the press and out into the comparatively
clear place Centrale. There they paused, gasping and laugh-
ing and looking round. From a balcony over the pottery
works came light music played by four men with fiddles
and pipes and people were dancing a sort of two-step, with
improvised variations, in the paved space under it. Juliet
found herself being guided and swung in and out among
other smiling couples, lightly and easily, as irresponsible as
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if this were some Christmas party and she was a child. Soon,
however, another influx of dancers made movement a battle
and they stopped.

“I say, thanks a lot! That was better than I'd hoped for,”
Michael said. “I thought I'd be partnering farm-girls the
whole evening. What luck, meeting you and your father!”

That remark broke the spell. All Juliet’s confusion flowed
back. In a moment of painfully vivid recollection her mad
bit of play-acting was gone through again. She saw herself
advance on the young man, raise a pert face to him, ask her
pert question, as if seeking to make his acquaintance at
any price. What a cheap little pick-up she must have seemed!
No amount of composure and dignity would counteract the
awful opinion he must have formed of her.

“Thank you: I, also, enjoyed it,” she responded stiffly.

“I am afraid,” he said, “we would have to choose between
being crushed and dancing on cobbles if we danced now.
Let’s walk, shall we?’ They turned down the rue des Arque-
busiers. Juliet found nothing to say.

“Do you know,” Michael said, “when I saw your father
first, I had that odd feeling of having met him before, but it
wasn’t until he said something about Oxford that I recogs
nised him. We hadn’t met but I’'d seen him acting there; it
was in that thing, Ambrose K.C. You saw it, I suppose?”

“No, I didn’t.”

She hadn’t seen her father act since she was twelve, but
she couldn’t tell him that. She just couldn’t talk to Michael
Faulkner, though he had the friendliest voice she had ever
heard. He was long and agile and sunburnt. She was bitterly
sorry that they had not met tonight, like this, for the first
time. He was talking about his mother now.

“She really knows a great deal about acting and she
thought he was much too good for the play.”

“That’s very nice.”

They walked on. He was looking a bit frustrated, and no
wonder. To make conversation she asked, “Where are you
staying?” although she knew.

“In the Loubier farm up in the forest. The people are
relatives of the fellow who owns your inn.”

By the steps leading up to the ramparts there was a lamp.
As they passed up under it he looked into her face. His
own, by its light, showed hollows under the cheek bones and
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deep-set eyes. It was rather a stern face, but she saw in it,
now, the slow beginning of a smile.

They came out on the ramparts and turned to the right.
He spoke casually.

“Jolly well he must run it, too,” he said. “On Friday night,
somewhere around eleven, I turned up starving. I'd been in
Menton, and, although I thumbed a ride up part of the way,
I had walked for an hour and had eight miles or so more to
do. You can’t do the short cuts through the woods after dark.
Well, would you believe it, people were still on duty and
they gave me a slap-up meal? Was I thankful! I was as
hungry as a cormorant.”

Juliet laughed. She was laughing at herself, at her gauche-
rie, her ridiculous shyness and stiffness. What a goose she
had been to suppose he had noticed and remembered and
recognised her! He'd been thinking about food, not about the
waitress; and anyhow, on the terrace, it had been half dark.
All her confusion had been for nothing. For him, this meet-
ing was their first.

She said happily, “It’s a dream of an inn.”

She was garrulous in her relief and chattered.

“It was such a lucky chance that we went there instead of
to the Coq d’Or. She relayed René’s comment about Madame
Tissier’s cuisine. “Give her a lamb and she’ll turn it into an
old sheep in the cooking; whereas buy Martine the cheapest
piece of meat in the market and she’ll serve a dish fit for a
cardinal.”

Michael laughed. “I've just had a good dinner at the Coq
« « « Camille Loubier and his girls,” he told her, “are for
ever talking about René, Is he such a fine fellow as they
make out?”

“His wife thinks so.”

“René shoots up there in the winter, it seems, and there
isn’t a gun to equal him, nor was there a man to compare
with him in the Resistance, and so on. I think the girls
madly envy his wife. They say he ought to have married a
woman with brains.”

“He has married a woman with a heart,” Juliet said,
warmly, and Michael looked a little surprised. Why should
he be? Probably he just didn’t know how rare Martine’s
sort of goodness and kindness was. Probably his mother
adored him and spoiled him—he was so good-looking; he
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bhad such an amused, understanding smile—as if he knew
something about you that you didn’t know, and liked it. Sud-
denly Juliet knew what he knew. He had recognised her. He
had known at once but had guessed that she didn’t want him
to. And it was all of no importance at all. He had simply
put it out of his mind, spun his little yarn, and begun all
over again. Not many people, she thought, would have had
the wit and gentleness to do that.

They paused at a place where the crest of the wall jutted
out, making a little embrasure, and looked around. There was
a pale half-moon in the sky and in the wide valley lay
silvery wisps of mist. The air, flowing inland, had in it a
breath of the sea.

“It is up there I am staying,” Michael told her, “on the
far side of the ravine.” He was looking up at the mountains,
south-westward, where the road disappeared. “It’s a great
place.” He turned to her and asked, a little diffidently, “Would
you come up by the ’bus on Tuesday and let me show you
some of the forest tracks?” She told him that they were
leaving on that day.

“Oh, that’s too bad,” he said, and asked, “Where will you
be?”

“I don’t know. Somewhere, I hope, in a job.”

“] see.”

He seemed to become lost in thought, as though he had
forgotten that she was with him. They walked on to where
the great gateway opened below them and the rue de la
Porte ran out of the village into the motor road. A wall of
rock faced them and they turned back. It was easy for them
to be quiet together and they did not talk much while they
returned by the chemin to the place Centrale. They paused
there, at the crossroads, standing just at the spot where
Juliet and her father, when they first entered the village, had
stopped, undecided which way to go.

“What would you like to do?” Michael asked her. “Dance
some more? Or look for your father? Or come to a bxstro
and have a vin blanc?”

The crowd had grown noisy and merry and she didn’t
want to dance again; nor did she want to go into a café
or bistro or to look for her father. By this time Frith would
have found someone to drink with; he was in one of those
places; he might be in any of them and he might have drunk
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a good deal. He had been so good, so careful, nearly all the
time they had been together, but this evening she had left
him alone. She said, “I think I would like to go back to the
m”

“Good: that’s my way home, too.”

. The chestnuts stood like a dark mosque flecked with silver
under the moonlit sky. Michael looked up at them.

“Those are well-tended trees . . . It is a pity you have to
go without seeing the forest,” he said.

Yes, it was a pity, Juliet thought. It was the pity of the
world she had not remained quiet, sitting by her father,
on Friday night. There would have been time to make
friends. Michael Faulkner would be a friend to trust.

“Goodbye,” he said, when they stood by the front-door
steps. “I have enjoyed this. Thanks a lot.”

Should she . . . ? Could one . . . ? No, of course, a girl
couldn’t invite a man, and order a drink for him, and pay
« . » Perhaps he would suggest coming in? But he wouldn’t,
of course, when her father wasn’t there. If he wanted any-
thing he would wait until she had gone, and then come in
and go down to the bar.

“Good-night, Mr. Faulkner: I enjoyed it, too. Thank you
so much. I'm sorry I can’t come and see the forest.”

“I'm sorry, too. Good-night.”

“Goodbye.”

He didn’t wait; he turned and walked away, topped the
hill and went down without looking back; down and round
the bend, out of sight. It wasn’t likely—it was altogether
improbable—that they would ever meet again.

‘It is a pity,” Juliet thought.
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5 Feathers and Brooms

So early that she had the world to herself, Juliet was up
and dressed and out on the terrace. This was their last whole
day in St. Jacques and she didn’t want to waste a minute of
it; besides, there was a good deal to think about,

As if by magic, strength had come back to her—and what
was she to do with it? How was she to spend all this spring-
ing energy that was rising in her like sap in a tree? In trees
it made leaves and flowers and fruit. There must be some-
thing life meant to use her for—surely, surely, she wasn’t
destined to waste herself in some worthless, meaningless oc«
cupation with no purpose in it except to earn money. What
was she to do?

The terrace hadn’t been swept yet: that meant that Marie
badn’t arrived.

How enchanting everything looked gilded by the early
light! Below the glossy green of orange bushes, one looked
down over the acacias, poplars and tamarisks of the lower
gardens and the domes of the chestnuts—those well-tended
trees—and then over the roofs, huddled at all angles, ridged
with shadow, their rounded tiles glowing red, struck by the
sun, and, beyond, the valley and hills and sea.

The gates would be locked still and the old front door
always groaned when it was opened; Juliet stole through the
house, down the stairs, and opened the little door to the
yard. She could easily get over the low wall that separated it
from the lane. The doves were sunning themselves; preening
their cloud-grey feathers and putting their heads together
with soft, secretive chucklings and murmurings.

What on earth had been happening in the yard? There
were feathers scattered all over the place. Did doves quarrel?
But these feathers were white. Had someone been plucking
geese, and so carelessly?
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She was over the three-foot wall in a moment, watched in
sleepy surprise by Mireille, across the lane, over the stile and
among the olives. They were old trees, their thick trunks
writhen from withstanding the tramontana, but still they pro-
duced their delicate foliage and their fruit. René, with two
neighbours, owned this field, which was not terraced but
formed a saucer-shaped hollow tilted to the south. It was
well fenced, but there was another stile at the far side and
then a path over pasture where goats grazed which led out to
the road near the bridge. In the field one could always find
quietness, shade and air. Michael Faulkner would like it, she
thought.

There he was—intruding into her mind. She wouldn’t have
that. She would return to her room and find something to do.
The dress she had worn last night was all rumpled and
needed laundering. She could wash it herself in her basin, but
then Martine would take it to dry and iron and already
Martine had too much to do.

The gate was unlocked. René was vigorously at work in
the yard. He had a broom and was sweeping the feathers up
as if his life depended on it. He saw her, exclaimed with
relief and, in an urgent undertone, implored her, “Help me!
I beg you to help me, Mademoiselle!”

The broom was in her hands; he had another, and she was
working with concentration like his own before she had time
to think. René’s anxious glances up at the attic window,
the tension in his sinewy face, the silence and swiftness with
which he packed feathers into a sack infected her with a
sense of urgency; but it was not quick work. Damp feathers
had to be scraped from the ground; downy feathers chased.
Feathers lodged in her hair and attached themselves to her
clothes. It was not until no feather remained visible anywhere
that she handed back her broom and asked herself whether
she had wandered into some Hans Andersen tale.

René hid the sack in the tool-shed and locked the door.
He came and stood over her then and she stiffened herself
against the fury that burned in his eyes, although she knew
that his anger was not against her. His voice had a note
in it that would have made it difficult to argue or disobey—
not that Juliet wanted to.

“My wife must not hear about this: promise me you won’t
tell her.”
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“I promise.”

“I thank you. I cannot thank you sufficiently. You do not
know what harm you have prevented. And now, please, go
m'”

He held the door of the kitchen open for her; she went
through the room, which was so tidy that it, too, might have
belonged to a fairy-tale, and up two flights of stairs to her
own room. There she sewed and meditated, in deep puzzle-
ment, until her chocolate was brought by Martine—Martine,
with her sweet air of peace and security, who must not know
that white feathers had lain about in her yard.

Laundresses were already at the rinsing-trough when Ju-
liet peered out through the little window beside the front
door. She ran up for her dress and carried it over to them.
It was seized by a stout, laughing woman with muscular arms
who shook it out and promised that it should be returned, in
all its perfection, early next day. There were many exclama-
tions over its heart-shaped neck-line and small cap sleeves.

Frith was on the terrace. She joined him before his temper
had mellowed. He preferred to breakfast alone. He had a
headache and had sent his tea away and asked for a large pot
of coffee, strong and black.

“Well,” he said, drily, “I suppose you enjoyed yourself?”

“I did: very much.”

“Was your escort attentive?”

“very.”

“Good-looking chap. A bit like his mother.”

“Goodness, Frith, do you know her?”

This was wonderful. He wasn’t just someone who came
and went, never to be heard of again. He had an anchorage.

“Oh, no: not personally, but she’s always a hostess at gar-
den parties for the theatre orphanage: Dame Alison Faulk«
ner. I've handed round the tea she poured out.”

“Dame Alison?”

For some reason, Juliet’s spirits sank.

“Her husband was a surgeon. Died of some infection he
caught in Germany just after the war. It's lucky for her
she’s got an upstanding son. She probably thinks nobody’s
good enough to walk in the same street with him.”

“Very probably,” Juliet agreed. Dame Alison Faulkner: a
well-known person; a hostess at big public functions; a widow
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with an only son. “I suppose he’s an only son?” she said to
her father.

“Why should you?”

“I can’t imagine why.”

“He said,” she remembered to tell him, “that she saw you
in Ambrose K.C. and thought you were too good for the

lay.”
P %"hat pleased him. He grinned and said, “So did I.”

The odd thing was, Juliet reflected, that she had asked
Frith nothing about him. Now she wanted to know every-
thing—everything Frith knew.

It wasn’t much. Michael was going abroad in the Colonial
Forestry Service and was taking a ’bus-man’s holiday up in
the woods pursuing, among other things, some caterpillar that
damaged pines. “Queer job for a hefty young man, grubbing
up grubs,” Frith remarked.

Juliet didn’t want his comments; didn’t want to hear his
withering wit playing about with Michael and his career. To
change the subject she said, “A queer thing happened this
morning. Will you swear not to mention it, even side-ways,
if I tell you?”?

“Tell away.”

“But do you swear?”

“Ay, by St. Patrick! Okay, I'll be mute.”

She told him and he was interested. “I bet it’s some local
superstition,” he said.

That was a startling notion.

“How could it be?”

“Oh, like turning the stones in Ireland. If you want to put
a curse on a man you go and turn the stones on his land.
There are all sorts of ways; that’s just one.”

“Cursing? How horrible!”

“Or it could be an animal sacrifice,” Frith went on. “Pro-
fessor Goyet told me that some of these mountain places are
saturated with pagan beliefs and even pagan practices. He
says that at Gorbio, not long ago, they slit the throat of a
black cock once a year. I asked him what the Church did
about it and he said he thought they had incorporated it into
some Easter celebration—like St. Patrick with the Beltaine
fires. They are wiser in their generation than the children of
Luther . . . White feathers?” he went on reflectively. “To
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give them is an insult, in England. There may be some con-
nection.” .

“But that would be frightful,” Juliet exclaimed, with so
much earnestness that her father laughed.

“It’s not your headache! My dear child, do learn not to get
all het up about other people’s affairs! What’s Hecuba to
you?”

Juliet regretted having told him. One ought to remember
that everything interested Frith but mighty few people con-
cerned him.

“Here’s Hecuba bringing your coffee,” she said.

Martine glanced with solicitude from Juliet to her father
as she set down the enormous coffee-pot and a jug of cream.

“You go to the market, Monsieur?” she asked and prom-
ised him, “There you will see all the animation of the
region.” She warned him to go early before all the best
things were sold. “You will like some of the pottery, I think.
Much of it is modern and ugly, but there is one man who
uses a beautiful black glaze and, Mademoiselle, you will find
ribbons. Your hat, if you will excuse me, should have a smart
new ribbon for Nice. I go myself to buy something good for
your dinner, but I will not tell you what it is. Your last din-
ner with us: it shall be one to remember, Monsieur.. You
will see!”

Frith gave her his charming smile, with a keen glance
from narrowed eyes, and answered, “But all your dinners
are memorable, Madame.”

2

“It is like a market in Italy,” Juliet commented, pleased by
the colour and movement and noise. Swarthy vendors had
started a mock war and were shouting eloquent abuse of one
another and fantastic recommendations of their own wares
while laughing, voluble customers egged them on. Trade was
proceeding merrily but finding out friends and joking and
gossiping seemed to be the real business of the day. Sweets
and cakes and highly-coloured syrops sold rapidly and so
did stuffs and garments of all kinds., The pottery was neg-
lected, waiting for tourists to arrive, and so were the flowers.
There were pyramids of them—roses, carnations, gladoli and
huge dahlias—shaded by umbrellas and watered with sprays.
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Stalls of fruit and vegetables, set out with a nice sense of
colour-contrast, made brilliant pictures in reds and yellows,
orange and green.

Drawn up on the shady side of the place, beside tilted
carts, were the mules and donkeys who had hauled produce
up from the valleys and down from the nursery gardens and
mountain farms.

Frith bought plums from a stall kept by a small, wiry,
grey-haired man and two girls who looked with the liveliest
interest at Juliet. One of the girls was short and pink-cheeked
and had bright, black eyes; the other, tall and graceful, had
melancholy grey eyes in a regular, oval face. As Juliet and
her father turned away the three were greeting Martine and
enquiring anxiously whether René meant to come. They
were his uncle and cousins, Juliet guessed. Animated chatter
and consultation over the fruit and vegetables selected to fill
Martine’s basket went on until a shrill woman’s voice inter-
rupted it,

“If you would have the goodness not to obstruct the whole
stall, Madame! Other people, also, might wish to obtain a
few provisions, even if they do not get them, below the price.”

“Oh, pardon, Madame Tissier,” Martine said quietly and
turned to move on, but too late: a lanky youth who had
come in the wake of her adversary—a lad with abnormally
long arms which hung from his shoulders loosely, like a pup-
pet's—had thrust out an elbow, tilted her basket, and sent
her purchases rolling in the dust.

Then it was bedlam. Martine, almost in tears, was helped
and upheld by vociferous champions while the aggressor
and his disconcerted mother wriggled and shoved their way
out of the hostile crowd. Words of detestation were hissed
after them: “It is Ignace!l Always this Ignace! This com-
mences to be too much!”

So the Loubiers have an enemy, not only a rival, Juliet
thought. Had the horrid trick with the white feathers been
theirs? She and Frith would have offered to go home with
Martine, who was pale and distressed, had not her friend
Madame Bonin borne down upon her, relieved her of her
basket and led her away.

Now the fortune-teller caught Juliet’s eye, smiling and
beckoning and spinning her wheel. Juliet joined the circle
surrounding her and listened to the woman’s patter that
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flowed in a breathless gush. The “Wheel of Fortune” which
lay on the table before her was decorated with the signs of
the zodiac. Amulets bearing similar emblems were displayed
on cards. Customers were confiding their birth-dates to the
vendor and buying appropriate charms together with printed
sheets on which fortunes and characters were described. Her
own sign, for the ninth of October, was the constellation of
the Scales—a pretty pendant—but Juliet hadn’t the money
for such frivolities. .

“The malady that you must beware of is rheumatism,” a
stout woman was being told, from a reading of her horoscope.
“Take good care of your feet.” The advice produced hilarious
shouts from her three companions.

“Oh, so it’s the stars, is it, not those high-heeled shoes?”

Frith was listening. “Well, well,” he remarked. “The bread
of the wise is the folly of fools.”

“What great sage said that?” Juliet enquired. “Confucius?”

“No. Cunningham.”

Making their escape from the ubiquitous Algerian pedlar
with his carpets and leather pouffes, they collided with a
grinning youngster who carried a tray of miniature dogs, wire-
jointed, tremulous, too lively and expressive to be resisted.
Frith bought one and began, by manipulating the base, to
make the thing writhe and waggle from head to tail. The boy
held out another and, with grave faces, the two made their
dogs advance, inspect one another, cringe, retreat, wag and
wriggle and nod until Juliet was aching from silent laughter
and bystanders were shouting with uproarious mirth.

“I say you are an expert,” a young English voice said, ad-
miringly. Juliet, instantly sobered, looked up into the amused
face of Michael Faulkner. She dropped her hand-bag,
stooped, groping, and had recovered her composure before
she retrieved it and met his regard again. He was buying a
couple of dogs. The boy’s tray was almost cleared.

Inviting him to come and have a drink, Frith began to lead
the way towards the tavern under the arcades but before they
reached it Michael paused at a stall.

“I think wine would make me sleepy,” he said. “I want one
of those poison-coloured syrop,” and he asked Juliet, “What
about you?”’

“I'd like a vermilion one, or that yellowy-green,” she re=
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plied. Frith muttered, “Debased tastes—well, I'll leave you to
it,” and went on his way.

Michael seemed thoughtful. “I suppose,” he suggested,
when the tumblers were in their hands, “I couldn’t persuade
you to buy a broom?” ,

“What sort of a broom?”

“The sort that witches ride on.”

“I'm not a witch and it wouldn’t fit in my luggage. Are
you selling them?”

“It’s that poor woman over there. Nobody buys from her
and it goes to my heart.”

“Where?”

Juliet expected to see some darzling young girl, but the
broom-seller, standing beside her pile of baskets and twigs in
the shadow of an arcade, was the wyoman with the bandaged
eye.

“You know her?” Juliet asked with vivid interest. “My
father and I have been no end intrigued by her. Do tell me
her story,” she begged.

It was fine to have something objective to talk about; it
helped her to keep her voice light; her manner cool. He
mustn’t guess how happy it made her to meet him again.
Today, in good grey flannels, he looked so very English, so
assured and relaxed, with his easy stride. This meeting was
mere chance; that must be remembered; she must seem
casual, too. But it was natural to be interested in this gipsy
with her tragic history.

_“Do you know her name?”

“It is a queer name: Terka.”

“Hungarian?” ]

“I don’t know. I only know she’s a Romany. Her tribe
wanders all over southern Europe, it seems.” He hesitated.
“It is a grim story, if the people up in the farm have it right.
They say she was a sort of Helen of Troy. Men forgot their
wives for her. And gipsies bhave no tolerance for that par-
ticular sin.”

“I thought they lived anyhow and loved anyhow!”

“So did I, but, it seems, that was a mistake. They have
stringent laws and ‘a court and trials and all and their final
punishment is expulsion from the tribe.”

“And Terka broke the law?”
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“Yes: she committed the unforgivable sin.”

Their drinks finished, they withdrew from the crowd and
began to circle the market place while Michael continued the
story in low tones.

“Some feast they were having—on Midsummer eve, prob-
ably, with bonfires and torches, and she disappeared, and so
did a married man. There was a furious hunt and the two
were seen. They were chased. The man’s wife and her bud-
dies were savage. They attacked Terka with torches. The men
saved her life but she was badly disfigured, they say.”

“Was the eye injured?”

“Nobody seems to know. The cold-blooded part of it is
that afterwards, in that condition, the poor wretch was cast
out of the tribe.”

“When did all that happen?”’

“I gather, about three years ago.”

“So she came here? And here, people won’t buy her
brooms. Is it because they are intolerant, too, of that partic-
ular sin? René Loubier, even, was brutal to her.”

“I don't know why it is. Up in the forest—her hut is
there not far from where I'm staying—they are for ever
whispering about her, not talking openly, and the women
more than the men., I can’t make head nor tail of their
attitude. I guess a lot of them trade with her secretly but
nobody will speak to her in public. Look at her now: it is
to outsiders she’s selling, isn’t it? The locals just don’t look
her way. And yet they say she helped in the magquis and
did really brave and dangerous things.”

“That doesn’t surprise me a bit. I think her right pro-
file is beautiful—heroic and Greek, like a statue, don’t you?”

“Beautiful, yes; but not Greek.”

Juliet was puzzling over the strange story.

“I can’t understand it,” she said. “These village people
seem friendly and kind.”

“Are they? I'd be surprised—all cramped together and
shut in by the wall. They must hear one another talking in
their sleep. 1 bet every rumour and whisper goes round and
round.”

They had arrived close to Terka’s stall. Juliet said, “Bon-
jour, Madame,” politely and looked for something cheap
enough to buy. The only small things for sale were bunches
of sun-dried herbs and she paid a few francs for rosemary,

48



thyme and wild mint to give to Martine. The gipsy, while
she counted the change into Juliet’s hand, stared into the
palm. “Mademoiselle,” she murmured, “is going away.”

“I am: tomorrow.”

Terka raised her head and looked into Juliet’s face as if
seeing more and comprehending more than time had yet
written there. She held the girl’s hand lightly with her fin-
gers and said impressively, “Do not go too far. Your luck
is here: do not hide from it.”

She dropped the hand, but Juliet stood and gazed as if
mesmerised into her face. The fine, long nose with wide,
sensitive nostrils, the lovely sweeping curve of the eyebrow
and lips, the dark lashes fringing the large, lustrous eye,
perfectly set in its arched cavity, might have been engraved
on an ancient coin; might have been the features of a
queen. But she saw, too, lines and planes that marred their
beauty. Suffering, knowledge and experience, as well as
harsh weather, had left their marks. ‘She must surely be
wise,” Juliet thought.

“Do not remain ignorant of your fortune; do not walk
blindly and lose it,” Terka went on. Her accent was curious;
her voice deep and strong but kept very low. “Visit me in
my camp in the forest and I will advise you. I will tell you
what your stars'command.”

Michael Faulkner broke in abruptly.

“You heard her say she is leaving tomorrow.”

His bhand, compelling, was on Juliet's arm.

“Merci, Madame,” Juliet said to the gipsy and let him
draw her away.

In a tone of disgust, he said, “I suppose they fall for that
crude gipsy patter up in the farms,”

Juliet nodded.

“I dare say they do. My father would want to hear her
doing her stuff. He sort of collects superstitions and gnaws
at them.”

“Superstition is what keeps millions of human beings de-
graded and cringing and miserable,” Michael said hotly, and
then excused himself. “Sorry! I've got a ‘thing’ about super-
stition,” he said. “But I say—there’s something I want -to
buy but I don’t know the name of it either in English or
French: stuff you tack across a window to keep out in-
sects.”
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“Muslin? Mousseline?” .

They went about looking for it.

“I like moths,” Michael explained. “I'd go miles for a
Painted Lady or A. Eupenoides, but I do not want them
flying in by the score when I am trying to work at night
and sizzling themselves to death against my lamp.”

“Are you studying up there in the forest?” Juliet asked.

Sometimes he looked young enough to be a student, at
others, too mature.

“Yes,” he replied, “but not for exams. I'm through with
exams, thanks be; but I'm collecting local stuff for myself
about conifers—just these Mediterranean species with their
diseases, fungi, insect enemies, and so on. We were given a
course in les Maures last July and I wangled permission to
hang on. I had a notion, then, I'd be going to Cyprus.”

Michael stopped with a one-sided grin and began to ask
Juliet something about herself, but the word “Cyprus” was
raising a mirage of strange beauty in her imagination and,
instead of answering, she said, “And you are not?”

“No,” he replied. “I'm for the Gold Coast now.”

It sounded deserts and acons away.

“when?”

“End of October. I'm to have a couple of weeks with my
mother first.”

He closed that topic very deliberately, giving Juliet a
quizzical look that crinkled the corners of his eyes.

“And you, Miss Cunningham? Actress on holiday? Art
student? Professional daughter? I can’t guess.”

Juliet chuckled. “None of them, so far. I'm nothing. I'm
on the lap of the gods.”

“Which of them?” Michael asked and then gave her a
slightly apologetic glance. The grin widened across his face.
He seemed to think her remark much funnier than she had
meant it to be. Presently he asked, soberly, “Is it true that
you’ve no notion where you'll be?”

“It’s perfectly true. Exciting, isn’t it?” She tried to sound
pleased and thrilled by the prospect. “I present myself at
agencies in Nice tomorrow and in a day or two I may be
anywhere.” » .

“While your father goes to Corsica?”

He had hazel eyes with a great deal of force in them,
a rather square jaw-line and long, mobile lips, His mood
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showed with no concealment at all. Juliet knew instantly
that he was thinking she should have been better provided
for and she felt humiliated. Her voice was chilly as she
replied:

“My father arranged for me to become a teacher. I tried
for three years and I was not a success at it.,”

His reply did not improve matters.

“Lord—you must have begun in your infancy!”

“I was seventeen.”

“I say, I am being inquisitive: I am sorry.”

“It's all right, There’s no secret about me.”

“Isn’t there?” .

Again his slow smile lighted his face.

“] am being cross and there’s no reason,” Juliet said,
candidly. “I’'m sorry, too.”

“Well, let's both stop being sorry and find my muslin.
The stalls are beginning to pack up.”

He found what he wanted. While it was being cut for
him Juliet looked round for her father and saw him, some
distance off, weaving a course in her direction rather aim-
lessly. He saw her and waggled a hand and began to move
towards the stall. Her heart warned her, beating rapidly.
She was alarmed. It had happened before, one evening at
Marseilles, and he had become foolishly garrulous, crudely
jocular, dreadfully indiscreet. Anything would have been
better than this, She ran to meet him, stood between him
and Michael so that Michael should not hear or see. Frith
greeted her with reproaches, but smiled.

“Hello, so there you are, my one fair daughter. You got
rid of me nicely, didn’t you, you two? Well, it’s natural;
perfectly natural; I'm very pleased, as a matter of fact.
He’s a charming fellow, your Romeo. Don’t you want to
invite him to lunch? . . . ‘Romeo, Romeo, wherefore art
thou Romeo? ”

Rudeness, abruptness, couldn’t be helped. She hustled her
father away from the market place, out into the rue Cen-
trale. She was afraid to look round for fear Michael should
be following them—having noticed; thinking he ought to
help. On the seat under the chestnuts Frith sat down. Juliet
left him there and turned back. She had no notion what
she was going to say.

It was ages before she saw Michael and, when she did,
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be was busy, preoccupied, as if he had forgotten her. He
was helping Camille Loubier to harness his mule to the
cart. When it was done he looked up and came striding
towards her.

“I say,” he said gently, “do forgive me for sprinting off
without you like that. I'd forgotten I'd promised to help
Camille. That mule of his is a beauty but it is a bit of a
mule at times. Are you all right?”

“Yes, I'm all right.”

He stood looking down at her. He had seen. He wasn't
trying, this time, to deceive her but only to give her a way
out. She knew by the stern, concerned look in his eyes that
he knew and was anxious for her but couldn’t think of any
way to help. And she had hoped . . . she had hoped
that, perhaps, he would come to the Inn of the Doves for
lunch.

“Goodbye, Mr. Faulkner,” she said.

Michael glanced back at the Loubiers’ stall.

“I've got to help them load up now; there are some heavy
crates.”

He pulled some papers out of his pocket and harided her
an envelope. It was one addressed to himself at the Ferme
Loubier. His voice was as grave as his face.

“Juliet, please keep my address and let me hear from
you,” he said. “I'll be there for a while and after I've left
my letters will be sent on. I don’t sail till the end of
October. If, ever, there’s anything I .could do youlll re-
member, won’t you?”

“Yes, Michael, I'll remember,” she said.

He smiled.

“‘I'll always be sorry I couldn’t show you the forest.”

“I’ll always be sorry, too.” )

He took her hand. Even his smile was serious. He said,
“Bon voyage; bonne chance; bon courage!” Then he turned,
went back to the cart and began to help the farmer to
load it with crates. Juliet returned to her father where he
sat, brooding and wretched, under the chestnut tree.

3

Stripping her room and packing her things did not take
very long: it was just a bad quarter of an hour. Julief
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looked in the glass, pulling a comb through her hair, brushing
the ends up, then trying what a touch of powder would do
for her tell-tale face. She didn’t want Frith to know she had
been crying. She felt sorry for him. He had been so proud
of all he had done for her, and now he was angry and
wretched and mortified. However, they still had twenty-
four hours, and among all the distractions of Nice. She
believed that if she could keep up her own spirits, and if
he approved of her lodgings and the agency he would cheer
up again and go away satisfied.

She put her brush and comb in her case, powder com-
pact in her shabby hand-bag. Was there anything else? Some-~
one tapped on the door and in floated her buttercup dress
“in all its perfection” suspended from a hanger, Martine
carrying it like a banner before her. Martine arranged it
tenderly on top of everything else in the case. She had
brought tissue paper to lay in the folds. “They charge too
much—two hundred francs,” she said. “I have put it on
Monsieur’s bill.”

“Oh, please, no! I pay these things myself.”

“But it is so expensivel Why did you not let me do it
for you?”

“You do so much.”

Martine was pale and without her dimples, quite without
her radiance, today, and Juliet missed her sweet humour
acutely.

“It becomes a little difficult,” Martine confessed. She
turned to Juliet’s hat which lay on the bed.

“Still the old scarf?” she exclaimed, dismayed.

“I forgot to buy a ribbon.”

“What could make you forget a thing so important? For
Nice, that is not possible. Let me think! . . . Wait, please.”
She went downstairs and returned very soon bringing a

needle-case, a thimble and a roll of white satin ribbon. It
had been intended, no doubt, for a baby’s sash. Sitting on

the bed, she worked with absorption and presently presented
a transformed hat to Juliet; the ribbon was set round the
crown at an angle and short ends hung just over the brim.
It was more stylish, as Juliet told her, than it had ever been
in its long life. René was calling his wife urgently but she
waited to cut fish-tail ends on the ribbon before hurrying
down.
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Juliet was ready now: all ship-shape for Nice in green
and white. She lifted her two suitcases out to the landing
and went along the corridor looking for Marie. Marie
emerged from a bath-room, received her pourboire with a
quick “But it is too much,” and an equally quick thrust of
her hand with the money into the pocket of her skirt.

“Mademoiselle is sad to leave St. Jacques?”

Juliet nodded, turned away, took one more look into her
little room and then went downstairs, wondering whether
when she was much older changes and partings would bring
less pain,

A conclave was going on in René’s office. It was a little
room off the hall—the only room on the ground floor with a
window on the street. She supposed that her father was
paying the bill and went in to contribute her two hundred
francs, The three stopped talking when they saw her. Frith
seized her arm, steered her across the hall and shut him-
self up with her in the dining-room.

“Look here: you like these people, don’t you? You trust
them?”

“Of course I do.”

“Madame Loubier is a good little sort, don’t you think?”

“She is as good as bread.”

“And René—in his way, he’s a gentleman. I mean, he
wouldn’t exploit you.”

“Frith, what in the world ... ?”

“A half-time job and a nominal salary. You’d keep your
room. I'd have to send you enough money regularly to
make it legal—‘Visible means of support'—and you could
save most of it for your return fare . . . No time for
dithering: the chap with the luggage truck’s waiting and
it’s time to sprint for the ‘bus.”

“I'm not dithering, Frith!” Juliet laughed.

“You could see me off and come back tomorrow and
start, You want to take it on, do you? Sure you’ll feel equal
to it? You wouldn’t let them overwork you?”

Juliet laughed again,

“Oh, I will,” she said, “I won’t.”

“Good!”

Frith’s spirits had soared. Delight was on every face,
warmth and pleasure were in every gesture as goodbyes
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were said on the steps. Frith whistled and chanted non-
sense as he and Juliet strode down the hill.

“Will you, won’t you, won't you, will you, will you join
the dance?”

Juliet chuckled and said, but secretly, to herself only, ‘I
will; I'll do that, too.’
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6 The Bubble

The muslin was too narrow but Claudette joined and
hemmed until she had a piece to fit over the window of the
hut. She even fetched a hammer and tacked it in place.
These girls had the admirable idea that a man ought not to
have to do such things for himself. Since their mother’s
death, the two had looked after their father and their bed-
ridden grandmother, seeing little of the world outside, and
to Michael they seemed ignorant, credulous children one
minute and responsible young women the next.

Michael liked them. He liked everything about this place
except the meals. He liked Camille Loubier, who was as
honest as he was shrewd, and his malicious, garrulous
“Maman”—eighty if she was a day—and Rouge, the setter
bitch who belonged to René and was cherished for his
sake. He liked the warm, dark, farm-house kitchen with its
antique furniture and garlicky smells. And he liked, after
supper, to get out into the air, walk through the vine-
yard to his own timber hut, light the oil-lamp, and work in
absolute peace. There was a quality in that profound silence,
the breathing silence of multitudinous trees, that energised
one’s mind and set imagination to work. One caught the
relations between seemingly unrelated effects and some-
times began to suspect a common cause: guesses wWeré con-
firmed or eliminated and new roads of speculation opened
up. It was more than he had hoped for. His intention had
been merely to inform himself a bit more about the effect on
conifers of long, hot summers, sea-winds and dry, shallow
soil. His notebooks, specimens and photographs were in-
tended only for himself, In these quiet nights and solitary
days, however, a larger ambition had spread roots in his
mind: there were lines it would be worth while following
up—the natural regeneration, for instance, of the Aleppo
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pine and certain methods of nourishing young trees; then
this material could be worked into reports and monographs.
Meanwhile, after years of working under direction—vacations
and travel, even, under direction—to be a free-lance was
fun.

The Gold Coast! By no means the pearl of colonies. Still,
Africa had always fascinated him and trees were trees every-
where. But if his mother’s prayers had worked it would have
been Cyprus. Old Sir Hughenden would have died of his
stroke and Hughie would have had to take over at home,.
Michael wondered, chuckling to himself, whether she’d had
the nerve to pray for the old boy’s death. He wouldn’t put
it past her,

About midnight, sleep began to weigh on his brain. This
was—what day?—Tuesday? And, he realised with remorse,
he hadn’t written to his mother this week. Better do it now.

He dated his letter “Sep. 16th—~17th” and wrote on the
paper at hand.

DEAREST MUFF,

Sorry about squared paper again and not having written on
-Sunday. There was a féte in the village and, obeying your
orders not to go native, I took myself down there to dance.
The farm-girls, who were my only acquaintances, were a bit
weighty as partners but then I had a stroke of luck. Do you
remember the actor, Frith Cunningham, who, you said, had let
you down as a prophet? (I see why: romantic-looking and lively
and clever, but looks upon the wine when it is red.) He was
down there with his daughter and she is as light and airy as
spun glass—but, I imagine, as brittle, too. You remember the
Bird of Paradise you used to put on the top of the Christmas
tree and how I pestered you to let me play with it and how,
when you gave it to me, I just stared and stared at it, afraid
to touch? One feels a bit like that with her.

Don’t worry! They’ve both gone off into the blue and nothing
got cracked.

Grand that you fixed your escape from the mag., but why do
section-editors only get one month? I bet your chief takes three
a year.

About plans. Paris on Oct. 13th will suit me fine and I
don’t expect to sail till the 30th. Yes, I'd certainly like the
west coast and swimming, after getting dehydrated here. Of
course, your mark for your furniture-snooping is the Rhéne
Valley, and you can go back that way and have a week in your
adored Arles and Avignon. By the way, I tried to take the
bread-cupboard and kneading-trough but couldn’t get good light.
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I brought no flash-lamp, like an idiot. If you think you could
use them I'll haul them out of doors.

Gorgeous weather. I'm tramping from dawn to dusk and
sleeping out and am as fit as Samson. My only complaint is
that I'm sometimes wakened by the nightingales. I don’t like to
think of you stuck in London. Cheers for the 13th! I'm looking
forward ravenously to our spree.

Bless youl

Your loving,
" MONKEY.

P. S. Do get Our Liz decarbonized. Driving her as she is now
is too much like work.

2

Number one, two coffees and rolls; two, two teas; three,
two coffees; four, chocolate and croissants; five, orange-juice
and toast Melba; six, chocolate; me, chocolate . . .

It was all written up on the slate in René’s clear
writing; the times too, except the blessed old lady in number
five who had said, “Dear child, what a rush you must havel
Bring mine any time you like after eight o’clock.”

Breakfasts, from first to last, took nearly an hour. René
carried up the double-room trays and the Professor’s. He
bhad strict notions of what it was comme il faut for Juliet
to do. Martine didn’t have to be down, now, until it was time
for the rooms to be done.

Helping her was a pleasure and also an education. Mar-
tine, who had helped to bring up her step-mother’s six chil-
dren, treated Juliet as if she were a younger sister learning to
keep house. Herself, she seemed a born housewife. She
worked as if it were her hands, not her brain, that reacted,
but, confronted with any situation that was new or com-
plex, she would pause, her head on one side, and then go to
it with precision; no muddle; no lingering. She made one
think of a bird building its nest. At times she would philos-
ophise about an inn-keeper’s problems—the art of keeping
clients contented; of being generous yet never extravagant,
indulgent without upsetting routine.

“You sometimes talk as if you were fifty,” Juliet com-
mented, amused.
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“It is René who taught me. He is experienced. - You
know, he is thirty years old.”

“And you?”

“Twenty-four last March.”

“Only three and a half years older than me, and you
know a thousand things I haven’t even begun to learn.”

“You learn quickly; there are brains in your fingers; all
that you do is nice. When you have your own home it will
go easily: you will see.”

Juliet would have liked to spend more time in the kitchen.
The low-ceilinged room fascinated her with its cleanliness
and completeness, its families of canisters and coffee-pots,
its hierarchy of shining saucepans, its gadgets and contriv-
ances. She liked to watch while René and Martine concocted
delicious dishes, working with such perfect co-ordination
that they scarcely needed to exchange a word, but Juliet
had some of the marketing to do and the tables to lay,
and she helped René with the waiting. She had a free
hour or two after lunch when she lay down on her bed and
then, when teas were over, she could go for a walk. Martine
sent her to her room, firmly, at nine every night. When
René observed, conscientiously, that she was supposed to
'do only a half-day’s work, she told him that she preferred
to be busy. That was true. Besides, Martine really needed
help.

“You dont know, Juliette,” René said on Saturday
morning when he had checked her purchases and approved
them. “You cannot imagine what good fortune it seems to
us to have a little assistant like you. I would have been
forced, this week, to find somebody, but, you see, our young
people—the intelligent ones—go for the season to the hotels
on the coast and it will be mid-October before they come
home. To instruct the stupid sends the blood to my head,
and for Martine, who is as quick as a squirrel, it is misery
to work with one who is slow. Do not leave us, please,
until our son is born—it is less than two months now. You
save Martine’s peace of mind.”

He spoke earnestly and the words were balm to her heart.

Juliet admired René but was not -entirely at ease with
him. One felt he had fierce energies held in leash. Except
with Martine, with whom he was invariably gentle, he
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showed himself somewhat moody and unpredictable. Good-
humoured and kind when he had his way, he was capable,
when vexed, of explosions of temper, abrupt behaviour and
terribly scathing remarks. Young André Gatti, who helped
in the bar, was afraid of him and Marie would redouble her
elbow work, scrubbing, washing and polishing, when he was
near. With Juliet he had two manners: in public he gave her
his orders politely and addressed her as “Mademoiselle,” but
in the yard and the kitchen he would tease her, scold her
mockingly, call her “Juliette” or “Giulietta” or—a word that
baffled her for a moment—*“Bellop.”

She tried very hard not to be a “bell-hop” but, uncon-
trollably, whenever the terrace bell rang, her feet carried
her fleetly upstairs. She would pull herself together in
time to walk sedately across the hall—to find some per-
spiring and thirsty excursionist in need of a drink.

Her father, over their last meal in Nice, had given her
bits of advice. If things had been just a little different she
might have followed them.

“Don’t go putting so much imagination into everything:
nothing ever woks out the way one imagines it will, so it’s
waste of time, and it only breeds disillusionment.” And then,
“Send a post-card to young Faulkner. He’d come down on
Sunday evening and take you dancing.” And then, “Don’t
be such a blighted crustacean! Where’s the danger in coming
out of your shell? A girl has to, you know. Nobody’s going
to bother to winkle you out.”

‘And if I did come out of my shell, she reflected. ‘If I
did send Michael a post-card, imagining he would want to
come for me, and if he didn’t come—how should I feel
then?

When she was not occupied, thoughts that were very
painful, memories full of bitterness and mortification, would
often well up into her mind.

. . . Girls without any position or any dot whose chatter
the whole day long was about how to attract young men!
She had known them. Her mother and aunt had joked about
them, naming them “man-hunters” and “man-eaters.” Some-
times the two had abetted such girls, enjoying the comedy,
and sometimes tried to protect a male friend. It had frozen
her to listen to them . . . That ghastly afternoon in the
Hotel Victoria, when Madame Beuque burst into their salon,
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red-faced, railing against her own daughter because she had
let Paul Groute “escape.” Germaine had come in, weeping
tempestuously, and Aunt Isabel had said to her, “The fact
is, my girl, you over-played your hand.” Juliet thought she
would rather die than be taken, by anybody she cared
about, for a girl like that.

If things had been different—if she could have met Michael
on his own level, as a girl of his own secure, privileged
world whom his mother and friends would have welcomed
as a friend, she would have written to him. But she couldn’t,
because he knew. He knew, now, that she had no home and
no training and that her. father wanted to be rid of re-
sponsibility for her . . . To force Michael to dance with
her! And then to talk in that awful way in the market place
« « « Michael hadn’t heard: she was almost perfectly certain
he hadn’t. And if he had, he wouldn’t misunderstand her.
But just—well, as things were, it would be a thousand times
happier if their meeting should come about by chance. It
was a thing to wait for and pray for, but one that she could
do nothing to bring to pass.

‘Do your job,” she commanded herself severely. ‘Look
after Martine. That is important. Only eight weeks now
before her baby should be born, and nothing must go wrong.’

It was over their bed-making that Martine confided to
Juliet the story of her long anxiety: how two years of mar-
ried life had gone by without promise of a child; of René’s
gradual loss of spirits and her own desperate distress.

“He made me go to the doctor, but the poor old man
was ill and despondent. He gave us no comfort at all. So
then”—Martine smiled and her eyes brightened—*“then,
René went up to the forest and brought down Henri
Bonavera who, you know, is a marcou.”

“A healer?” Juliet was not sure what the word meant,
“Is he a guérisseur?” ’

“Oh, yes, he is, but so much more! A guérisseur like
César, you know, can only cure this or that and has to
use herbs. Henri is a panseur de secret, more powerful even
than the famous woman who lived near Draguignan and
whom they called la Médecine. He has only to touch. He is
a true marcou, although, I have heard, he is not a seventh
son.”

Juliet listened, baffled, as always, but rather touched by
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Martine’s childish credulity which so oddly accompanied her
mature, wise ways.

“And what,” she asked, “did Henri advise?”

“He made me go on a long, long journey. We made a
pilgrimage to the shrine of the Black Virgin, Notre Dame
de Bonne-garde. It was too far for me to go alone so René
came too. It was Christmas and his father could not come
to replace him, so we had to close the inn for three days.”

“And the pilgrimage helped?”

Juliet wished she had not sounded like her father when
she said that. Not for the world would she hurt Martine’s
feelings. But Martine was not hurt, Her face was lit up,
sparkling with thankfulness.

“Is not our son to be born in two months?”

“Does the Black Virgin always send boys?”

Martine laughed.

“How busy she would be if she would do that! No: but
the moon was waxing when he was conceived.”

In spite of herself Juliet would not have been able to
help laughing at Martine’s logic had not a look of the utmost
gravity come over the girl’s face. In a low voice Martine
said, “So you understand, don’t you, Juliet, how terrible it
would be for René if anything went wrong now.”

Yes: even though it seemed a mere routine of shopping,
and serving meals, and tidying rooms, Juliet knew that her
work was important. It was the only important thing she
had ever had to do, and she intended to do it well.

The night after that conversation Juliet had a curious
dream. All the morning, although its images eluded her,
its strange tensions remained, but it was not until the hour
of the siesta while she was lying down, half asleep, that
she caught the bubble again. .

It was a most exquisite bubble, with all the colours of
life reflected in it, and it rested between her hands. There
it swelled and grew until it was so fine, so fragile, that at
every second she thought it must burst. It was in danger from
the feathers, white feathers that were falling all around like
a snow-storm. One of them would touch it and break it,
or her hands would contract . . . In her fear for it she
woke herself up and then she lay wondering drowsily what
it could be—the frail, beautiful, menaced thing that the
bubble symbolised.
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Martine, who, during the first days of Juliet’s companion-
ship had recovered her spirits, seemed to lose them again
before the end of the week. It was on Tuesday that Juliet
began to feel worried about her. There was more than de-
pression in her friend’s manner: there was tension, nervous-
ness, strain, Martine was watching René anxiously and
when, as he usually did on Tuesdays and Fridays, he took
possession of the kitchen, she went a little furtively out of
the house. Juliet saw her cross the terrace clasping a sack
to her breast—a small sack in which something struggled;
go down the garden and come back without it, bringing
lettuces. Later, when lunches were just over and Juliet was
clearing away in the dining-room, she saw Martine come
up by the path, rarely used, that ran under the tamarisk
hedge, and busy herself on the terrace with one of the
umbrellas that needed no attention at all. She looked so
white that Juliet went out and spoke to her quietly.

“Martine, are you not feeling well?”

“Where’s René?’ The question was whispered. The
empty bag was crammed into her apron pocket. She glanced
nervously at a pigeon which had perched on the balustrade
and was busily grooming his ruffled feathers.

“He’s with André in the bar.”

The brown eyes that looked into Juliet’s were doubtful
for a moment. Juliet said, “Can’t I do something to help?”
Martine nodded.

“Yes; yes, Juliet, I believe you can.”

Martine looked round uneasily and then seemed to take
courage again.

“You haven’t seen our room yet; come and let me show
it to you,” she said..

Juliet followed Martine up the wooden stair-case from
the yard into a room like the inside of an ark. The ceiling
sloped steeply .on both the longer sides and the little win«
dows, which looked over the yard, were set low in the wall.
The ventilation might have been better, Juliet felt, but the
room was pretty.

“It is like a room in a picture,” she said.

“And look!” Martine opened a door at the gable end and
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displayed a water-closet and shower. “American plumbing!
René is very proud of it,” she declared. “We are fortunate,
you see, because, as well as piped water, we have our pump.”

Surveying the bedroom, Juliet wondered how the great
bed with its carved posts had ever been carried in. Under
one window was a fine old chest decorated with carving
and under the other a wooden cradle that surely ought to
have been in a museum. In spite of her uneasiness, Juliet
could not help smiling at the contrasted characters repre-
sented on the walls. Between the windows was a rack
which supported an important-looking, double-barrelled gun,
while over the bed hung a holy-water font and reproductions
of sacred pictures, and there was a bracket in a corner on
which, before a statue of the Blessed Virgin, burned a small
red lamp.

As if these surroundings soothed her, Martine relaxed,
and Juliet sat down on the chest.

“Tell me,” she asked, “what is worrying you? What is it
you would like me to do?”

“Juliet!” The response came breathlessly. “If you would
take a message for me: a little gift and a letter?”

“But of course I will, Martine. Where to?”

“To the forest,”

“The forest!”

“Yes. You will like the forest, Juhet, and up there the
air is so pure; it will do you good. One day a week you
must be quite free. It was René who said it, and Thursday
will do. On Thursday, at a quarter past eleven, there is a
*bus to the Gorge. I will give you a picnic. Oh, Juliet, if you
will please, please go for me!”

“I would love to go to the forest, Martine.”

“Oh, thank you! I Will make a little map for you. You
must take the road on the far side of the Gorge, pass the
farms and then . . . But I do not know how to tell you,
for 1, myself, have not been. You will see a little rise, all
pines, and go round it and on the far side is the hut.”

Then the message was not-to the Loubiers’ farm.

“It is the camp of a gipsy,” Martine said.

“Of Terka!”

“Yes: Terka, from whom you bought those herbs . .
Juliet, it is a dreadful thing but I am afraid ., . .” She
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seemed scarcely able to get out the words. “I know that
René has offended her.”

Juliet knew how true that was. The woman’s gestures of
humiliation and despair recurred vividly to her mind.

“Does that matter so much?” she asked.

Martine was sitting in a low chair by the cradle, twisting
her hands. “You see,” she went on, deeply agitated, “every
week, usually on Tuesday, I give her something. I leave it
for her at the foot of the garden, in that broken, dusty
frame that is not used. She likes a pigeon best, or a chicken,
but sometimes it is only a piece of stuff or an old pair of
shoes; but something, always. I leave it in the morning and
in the afternoon it is gone. But for two weeks now she
has not taken it, and that means—it can only mean—that
René has stopped her . . . He doesn’t understand; doesn’t
believe . . .”

Martine was stammering, half incoherent.

“It is because of her I persuaded him not to keep a dog.
He doesn’t know why. A strange dog bit Mireille, and I
pretend that I am afraid . . . I have been told—Madame
Bonin told me—that some of the men have made a con-
spiracy to drive Terka out of the district and that René
is the leader of it. He is afraid of nothing and he would
despise me if he knew how I am afraid.”

Bewildered, Juliet asked, “But why? Why is Terka to be
driven out, and insulted, and feared—that poor, helpless,
mutilated creature?”

Martine was silent a moment then shook her head.

“Do not ask me to speak of it, Juliet. Even thoughts can
harm an unborn child.”

Juliet hesitated. She was tempted. She wanted to go to
the forest and she wanted to console Martine, but stronger,
even, than this double temptation was her sick revulsion
from deceit and her longing to rely on the integrity of these
two and of their relationship.

“How can you bear to deceive René? Oh, Martine, you
must tell René and trust him,” she implored. She added,
gently, “I can’t help you to deceive him, you know.”

Martine’s disappointment was pitiable. She pleaded but
Juliet would not give way. At last Martine bowed her head
on her hands and spoke chokingly.
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“Go, go,” she said. “He will miss you and ask questions.
And now you will betray me! You will tell him! And I thought
you were my friend.”

“I won’t tell him. I won’t betray you. It is because I am
your friend that I can’t help you to spoil your own happi-
ness—to break your lovely marriage, Martine.”

She was herself half incoherent with distress. She had to
go and leave Martine weeping there,

4

“We are tiring you, Juliet,” René said. “You are quite
pale. It will not do to make you faint again, like the first
day."

Martine, confessing only to fatigue, had stayed in her
own room; the guests moved about between the bar, the
terrace and the porch where, at the hour of the apréitif,
some of them liked to sit, and Juliet was helping René to
lay . the tables for dinner. Compassion and perplexity dragged
at her mind and her efforts to seem light-hearted had failed.

“I have quite, quite recovered; there will be no more
fainting,” she assured him,

“Please sit down a moment, There is something that I wish
to say to you,” he said, and she obeyed. )

Working rapidly, carrying stacked plates and setting each
in its place with a movement of the wrist, neat as a juggler’s,
René completed his job, then stood over her.

“I think you worry a little about Martine?”

“A little, sometimes.”

“I think you are her friend, and mine also.”

“Yes; yes, I am.”

“What I ask you to do for us is not an order: it is no
part of your duty. I ask because it is for her peace of mind
and because you are discreet. About the feathers, you kept
your promise, and, about this, you will be secret, t00.”

Juliet frowned and protested.

“But I don’t like keeping secrets. I don’t want to know
secrets.”

“But this is important.”

With an air of urgency he lowered his voice, pulled a chair
close to hers and sat down. .

“There is a person who comes here secretly, when I am
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occupied elsewhere,” he said. “She comes, and she frightens
Martine. So much Martine is afraid of her that she disobeys
me and speaks to her, even gives her money or gifts. I have
threatened the woman, but still she comes.”

Juliet’s heart sank; what impossible request was coming
now?

René, fixing his eyes on hers, said, “I want you to watch
for this woman. You will know her: she is a Romany and
wears a scarf covering one eye. Tell me at once, or, if I am
out, watch what she does. On Tuesdays and Fridays, while I
am in the kitchen, please watch Martine,”

Juliet laughed. She heard the bitterness of her laugh, and
detested it. Wheels within wheels! This was like a comedy
by Moliére, yet it might easily turn to tragedy. She tried
hard not to let the force of her anger show. She spoke, after
a moment, quietly.

“I know Terka,” she said, “that unfortunate woman! How
can anyone be afraid of her, René? What harm can she
do?”’

His jaw tightened; she did not like the expression on his
face. :

“She will indeed be unfortunate,” he said tersely, “if I find
her here again.”

“I have heard her story and I know she was sinful, but
so many people . . . I think it is wicked to be so hard on
her,” Juliet declared, and added, “Surely, she has been pun-
ished enough?”

René’s eyes opened wide so that all round the dark,
large iris white showed. He could make one feel foolish
when he looked at one like that. He said quietly, “You
know very little about her, I think, and it is not necessary
that you should know . . . What I wish you to do is this: If
you see her in the garden or the yard—if you see her any-
where speaking to Martine, I want you to find me and tell
me at once.”

Tears of anger stung Juliet’s eyes.

“You have no right to ask me to do that!” she exclaimed.
“I think you ought to be ashamed, René. You are asking me
to spy on your wife.”

To her immense relief René’s face changed; his smile
flashed, he shook his head and laughed.

“You English! The things you will never understand! he
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things you will not even believe! . . . All right,” he said with
a shrug, “I will see to it myself.” The look he turned on
Juliet, now, was friendly and kind. He rose to put finishing
touches to the tables and spoke lightly while she busied her-
self, helping him.

“Something much nicer, I will ask you to do. On Thursday,
you may spend the day in the forest. That will put colour
again in your face. I will ask you to take a letter for me to
my uncle at his farm. They will be charmed to make your
acquaintance, and they will give you supper.” He laughed.
“It will not be a good supper. You shall have another, how-
ever late you return . . . Will you, perhaps, do this for me?”

“Yes, René,” she answered, “I will.”
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7 Into the Forest

Her toes curled every time the ’bus swung round one of
the hair-pin bends with rocks above and the ravine below.
The edge looked as if it was not an inch from the wheel,
but these drivers knew exactly what they were doing and the
roads were kept in perfect repair. The illusion of risk added
to the exhilaration of the adventure on which she was
bound. Before she returned in the evening, walking, prob-
ably, by short cuts that Michael knew, so many things
would have happened. She smiled to herself, recalling her fa-
ther’s warning against imagining things, and the English cou-
ple from the inn who had the seat next to hers smiled at her
in return. Like most of the guests they were friendly and
nice to her but just a little inquisitive. That ‘was because of
her. dresses, she supposed. This green and white was too
dainty, really, for country walking, but her plain ones were
four years old and she had spent too much on her shoes to
be able to buy anything else. They were nice: good shoes to
walk in, both on stones and on grass.

The ’bus stopped with a jolt at the Relais du Cheval Mort.

There was nothing romantic about the Relais except its
name. Juliet saw an old stone house around which had been
built a petrol station and a big timber shack that served as
restaurant, shop, and Bar Américain. In an open shed stood
an old car with a placard on the wind-screen proclaiming that
it was for hire. The Langs decided to take it for the after-
noon and invited Juliet to drive with them. Her explana-
tion that she had an appointment at the farm widened their
smiles. Truly the village was a whispering gallery, as Michael
had guessed.

To her relief, when she had crossed the bridge and turned
left, along the road on the south side of the Gorge, Juliet
found herself alone. A man who overtook her on a bicycle to
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which were tied a new rake and hoe soon vanished round a
bend. A sign nailed to a tree gave warning that there was
no road here for automobiles and, indeed, this farm-track
would not have been safe for them. A precipice covered with
scrub and brambles fell straight to the river, while the forest,
marching down the mountains, seemed scarcely to have
checked itself at the brink. Trees overhung the path and
roots had heaved up the soil on one side, making the surface
slant towards the edge and raising ridges to trap one’s feet.
One understood why the farmers used mules. However, when
she heard hooves behind her and stood aside, it wasn’t a
mule that came trotting, briskly and carefully, drawing a
light, trim cart; it was Eldorado, the Tissiers’ little mare,
and that was young Tissier sitting beside Dr. Gompert. The
lad grinned and waved as they passed her, proud to be
perched up there on his father’s charrette. Ahead, where the
road turned sharp to the right round a bluff of rock, the
doctor pulled up and Ignace dismounted and led the mare
round the bend. Those small mountain carts took the sharp
turns easily, as Frith had observed, because the front wheels
were small. By the time Juliet had rounded the rock they
were driving away again.

Now the road left the Gorge and turned south, climbing a
little, with old trees on both sides. Nearly all the trees in
sight were pines or firs without weeds at their roots or birds
in their branches; upright, aspiring, majestic, but much less
alluring, Juliet thought, than a imixed English wood. Of all
the varieties to be seen, she knew only one by name: the
stone-pine which the French call pin parasol. Four beauties
grew out of the bank on her right, leaning over the road,
and a solitary giant, a little farther on, made a great arch
over the path, shading it with so thick and heavy a canopy
that the high sun was quite shut out. Seen through that tunnel,
cleared spaces beyond shone like a pictured page illuminat-
ed in gold. She saw fields, won from the forest and cultivated,
with fences, vineyards, one immense round water tank and
a house. She was close to the three farms.

Juliet paused there, in the shade. She felt like Red Riding-
hood, with a basket of goodies for Grandmother Loubier on
one arm and her own lunch in its wire carrier dangling from
the other hand. She decided to eat here and found for her-
self a fine chair framed by roots and cushioned in mast.

70



Her strategic plans were exact. She would not present Ler-
self at the farm at dinner time, when Michael would be there,
as if coming to take him from his work and be entertained on
her free afternoon. He should find her there when he re-
turned for supper, surrounded by the family, whose amuse-
ment at his astonishment would help her to keep her poise
«+. And in between?

The cold coffee was a good thirst-quencher and the sand-
wiches were delicious. It was like Martine to insist on making
them herself and to put in a mixture of minced chicken and
salad and mayonnaise which the richest client would not
have despised, as if anxious to console Juliet for the pain
of being forced to refuse to help. Tired and subdued, Martine
was all kindness, still.

Well, there was one thing Juliet could do. It had been no
more than a notion when she started, and a rather alarming
one; but up on this height, where the air and light and the
scent of the trees had the very essence of courage and
strength in them, she had no more fear. She was free. She
was free of dull, heavy, down-dragging memories. They were
memories now, nothing else: they belonged to the past. The
thing she could and would do was visit Terka. She would
make her acquaintance, get some understanding of the in-
explicable dread that she seemed to create. Probably intol-
erance, mixed with superstition, accounted for it. One could
not imagine that Martine had in her life anything that any-
body could blackmail her about, or see Terka as a blackmail-
er, either. Very likely, all the trouble was the shadow of a
shadow and had no real cause at all. To make sure of that
and prove it to Martine would be a useful and sensible thing
to do.

In the white purse slung from her shoulder Juliet had half
her week’s wages—five hundred francs. As a pretext, she
would go and ask Terka to tell her fortune. That would be
amusing, and something lively to write to her father about.
Her problem, since she didn’t want any Loubiers to know
what she was doing, would be to find the way.

That solved itself. Today she was lucky. She passed the first
farm where three men, working among the vines, paused to
follow her with black-eyed, embarrassing stares and then
she came to the second—the Granerols’: a place fit only to be
burnt down. René had called it. A starved-looking dog,
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chained to a post, barked at her and was answered by the
shrill whinnying of animals somewhere behind the house.
A vile smell of manure hung in the air. The vegetable beds
before the house were invaded by grass and weeds and the
house-front lacked plaster as well as paint. Waiting at the
gate was young Tissier in charge of the mare. She had heard
that Ignace spent half his days idling in the forest; he would
tell her the way. He told her so eagerly and with so many
repetitions that she wondered whether she would become con-
fused, but she repeated his directions about the hill, the
felled trees, the juniper and the heather and rock. While
they talked there, a woman came out of the house followed
by the doctor, who scolded her ruthlessly. She looked as if
she deserved it. She was dirty; her face was bruised and
blotched and unsightly and she wore broken shoes. '

“Empty that filthy stock-pot,” he growled at her. “It’s a
breeding-pot for germs. Scour it with sand and boil water in
it. Boil—do you understand? You have no one to blame but
yourself for your husband’s condition and bringing me
up here is an outrage.”

The woman began to blubber and Juliet fled.

A tall wind-break of cypress separated that farm from the
Loubiers’, and, at the Loubiers’, one was in a very different
place. Their vineyards and tilled fields stretched to the edge
of the forest. The home-stead was an old house with shallow
roofs on different levels, deep eaves and a cave-like entrance.
It looked solid, homely and secure. Juliet walked between
lines of washing hung where the breeze flowed, entered the
porch and tugged on a bell. She smiled when an old, cracked
voice croaked, “Step in, child: push the door and step in,”
and again directed her to a room door, calling, “This way,
this way!”

The old lady was sitting up in bed, close to the window,
where she had a fine view of everyone who approached.
Her long nose, alert little eyes in a brown face, framed by a
white cap with goffered frill, were so very appropriate that
Juliet failed to repress a laugh. The grandmother laughed in
response and held out claw-like hands for the basket, which
was loaded with Martine’s gifts. These were pulled out and
examined with cackles and grins of approbation. The old
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woman broke off a piece of pdté de campagne and munched
it then and there. Juliet arranged the packages on the great
table in the order dictated from the bed. This was the liv-
ing-room of the home and generations had enriched it; it
was filled with massive pieces of furniture, noble in form
and decorated with carving, on which commonplace pottery
and cheap utensils were incongruously set out.

Juliet was striving to make sense of a vehement discourse
when a beautiful red setter came in, and then Camille Loubier
entered and welcomed her.

The sturdy little man received René’s letter with thanks
and interest and, while he searched the place for his spec-
tacles, told Juliet what his old mother was talking about. His
eyes twinkled under shaggy eyebrows while he interpreted.

“She demands that you should tell Father Pascale it is
time he came up and heard her confession!” The man
shrugged. “What sin she can commit, lying there, one cannot
imagine, but she desires him to come. I think she invents
sins in order to have a gossip with him.”

He was smiling but his countenance changed when the old
woman, after much groping among boxes on the table be-
side her, produced a small article sewn up in a soiled
chamois-leather bag. Her excited mumblings were translated
with sceptical grimaces by Camille as she pressed the object
into Juliet’s hand. It was a blood-stone, she said. Because
Martine had been born under the sign of the fishes it would
bring her good luck and an. easy delivery. When Camille
asked his mother, suspiciously, where she had obtained the
stone she stubbornly refused to reply. Instead, she began to
gabble about “Monsieur Michel,” with such wicked glee on
her crinkled old face that Juliet was thankful that she did not
understand and that Camille did not translate.

Did she mean to take the 'bus down at four o’clock, he
wished to know. Juliet told him that she wanted to spend a
long afternoon in the forest and walk down.

“Then come back and eat with us,” he said cordially. “My
daughters will be here then. We have supper at six o’clock.”

While he read the letter he compressed his lips and nod-
ded emphatically.

“You may tell René,” he said, looking up at her over
the rims of his spectacles, “that he is perfectly right. I am in
accord with him, and I will do whatever I can.”
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As Juliet left the house she could hear the old woman
complaining that René would make trouble for everyone.

2

The smooth floor of the forest monotonously strewn with
mast, the evergreen canopy that diffused the light, the reiter-
ated symmetries of the pines, conspired to prevent one from
finding the way. Very soon, Juliet realised that she had lost the
north. In what quarter was the sun? Under these thick inter-
woven boughs it was hard to guess. However, one had only
to climb a knoll and look for the farms. But there, a little
way off, were the felled trees. Yes; four of them; and there,
too, was a pile of sawn logs. You left those on your right. A
noise surprised her—a loud noise that had just started up:
she heard a drone and a thudding, as if an engine of some
kind were at work. Walking towards it, she found the
ground sloping down and trees becoming scarce. There in a
cleared, sun-lit hollow was a saw-mill; a little open-air work-
shop with a lorry-engine driving the belt. The piles of saw-
dust and the newly cut planks shone yellow and the men
who were working, stripped to the waist, were as brown as
statues of bronze. Beyond, up on the hillside, two men were
cutting down a small pine, swinging their hatchets in turn;
the sun glinted on a lifted blade while the other bit into the
trunk, The picture was an idyllic one in its setting of ever=
greens. Juliet sat on a log at the brink of the hollow to watch.
She saw a shudder run through the tree and caught her
breath, afraid for the men; then saw them stop and skip quick=«
ly aside. The tree toppled and groaned aloud and flung it-
self, as if in despair, on the ground.

Out of the shadows, now, came a horse. He moved to where
a couple of trunks, stript already, were lying, and stood there
while the men attached one of them to his harness with
iron bars. They rested while the horse, without their guid-
ance, followed the easiest path down to the saw and stood
beside the men who were working it. The trunk was uncoupled
and hoisted on to the slide that lay between two circular
saws. One man started the engine, the other set the wheels,
and the trunk, passing between these, was stript of its bark
and its curved surface along two sides. It was brought back,
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turned and stript on the other sides and then, changed to a
square column of timber, was lifted on to the criss-cross
pile. '

There was something in the simplicity of the equipment
and the strong, easy rhythm of the action; in the fragrance
of the air and the rich colours, that brought Juliet one of
those moments in which one longs for time to stand still.

She watched the two men by the saw wiping their fore-
heads and stretching their arms and backs. The smaller one
moved like a boy but had white hair. The other was tall,
finely built, and not burnt such an Indian-brown. He looked
around and her heart gave a startled throb. It couldn’t,
couldn’t be Michael? But it was. He stared at her, drew a
hand in bewilderment over his forehead, stood still and
gazed again, He started to run, then turned back, pulled on
a shirt and, in a moment, was standing below her, laughing
incredulously.

“I don’t think I believe it,” he said.

“I didn’t know you were you. Why didn’t you tell me
you were a wood-cutter?”

“I’m not: I'm a silviculturist.” )

“Are you a hungry silviculturist, by any chance?”

“Hungry? When am I not?” _

“P've got two marvelous sandwiches left from my lunch.”

Michael ate with enthusiasm, sitting at her feet.

“Tell me about you,” he demanded between mouthfuls. “I
imagine you on the Promenade Anglaise pushing some old
chap’s bath-chair, and you appear before me suddenly, like
a dryad, all mixed up with the trees. Are there two of you
or what?”

Juliet explained and the story delighted him.

“You appear to be one of the people fantastic things hap-
pen to,” he commented and added, “But Juliet, this is fun!”

He lay, completely relaxed, on the ground and she asked
whether he was supposed to be working. No, he told her; he
gave Henri a hand now and then because Henri was valuable
to him. ‘

“He knows things you’d not find in any book: things
about plants and insects and trees.”

“Is he Henri Bonavera?”’

He was, and she told Michael about the strange powers
Martine believed him to possess. Michael laughed.
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“‘A white witch,’ in fact! Honest Henri! He’s a dowser,
all right: finds water. I've known others. But he never told
me nonsense like that. He wouldn’t. He is full of sense.”
He added, meditatively, “All the same, the Loubiers, par-
ticularly Marie-Louise, have a sort of veneration for him.”

He drank water from a flask that he drew from a pocket
of his workman’s jeans and asked whether he should go to
the spring and get water for her. Juliet told him she wasn’t
thirsty except for sensible talk.

“There are things I would like to consult you about—ex-
tremely confidential things.”

“You look serious! Not trouble, I hope?” He was sitting up.

“I don’t know, and that is the trouble,” she replied.

She told him about René’s harshness to Terka and he lis-
tened. His listening was different from her father’s, and the
little air of flippancy she had tried to assume, because it
was what one produced for Frith, was quickly dropped. When
she described Martine’s uneasiness, her frightened plea and
her weeping, he said vehemently, “It’s damnable, this sort of
thing.” When she spoke, a little distressed, of how she had
refused that plea and René’s request, also, Michael said
firmly, “There was nothing else you could do.”

“I thought of going to visit Terka,” she told him. “In fact,
I was on the way.”

“Were you, indeed?”

He looked at her and that gradual smile, as though some-
thing he saw in her pleased and amused him, came into his
face.

“In order to scotch the nonsense?”

“I ... I suppose so. To try to understand her; first.”

“You know she is supposed to possess the evil eye?”

“Is that it? Gosh, I am stupid I never guessed!”

“That, and a whole crazy jig-saw of other things of the
sort. Colette and old Emma have been solemnly warning
me.” He looked at her quizzically. “Do you still want to go?”

“There is all the more reason to.”

“I think that’s an awfully sound idea.”

He didn’t much like her notion about the fortune-telling
but she told him how it would amuse her father and how
perfectly immunised she herself was from any danger of
being impressed, and how hard it would be to find any other
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excuse for seeking Terka out in her camp—since she definitely
did not wish to buy brooms.

“So that is who you were looking for?”

His voice sounded flat and sulky, like that of a small, dis-
appointed boy.

“Yes. I just turned off because the noise made me curious.
I never thought of there being a saw-mill.”

“Nobody told you you’d find me here?”

“Well, you see,” Juliet responded gently, “I dida’t happen to
ask.” And, to her dismay, she blushed.

Michael chuckled: “I certainly asked for that.”

He heaved himself up, helped Juliet to her feet and de-
tached a long burr from her skirt. “Seems this is my lucky
day,” he said lightly.

“Mine, too.” Juliet gave him a candid smile.

“I hope I won’t be crossing our luck, leading you into the
witch’s den.”

“‘We defy augury,”” Juliet replied, as she followed Mi-
chael down the narrow path, among the entangling briars
and weeds, .
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8 The Tree of Life

Juliet had not been so foolish as to expect to see a gay
garden and a painted caravan, but never would she have
imagined this. It was a slum. How could Terka, with her fine
air of pride, live in such ugliness?

The hut was no more than a derelict timber shack; its
roof, a piece of corrugated iron, patched with an old carpet.
There was no glass in the windows and no chimney. The
ground all over the clearing was scarred by fires. Under an
iron tripod, on which a cooking-pot hung, was a pile of ash.
Skinny cats were prowling around a refuse pit. A cart stood
with its shafts in the air; bundles of bamboo and willow rods
were stacked in it and under it. Wooden boxes and tubs
lay about everywhere. Some scraggy hens were squawking
and scratching in a cage made crudely with wire netting
and in another a huddle of rabbits crouched. A yellow dog
lay asleep, looking as if he was dead. Terka was not to be
seen.

“What horrible, sordid poverty!” Juliet exclaimed.

“It has got worse since her mule died, of course,” Mi-
chael said. “She used to go trading all over the place—
across to Roquebrune and over to St. Agnés and Gorbio,
Henri told me, and she did better in those villages than in
St. Jacques. I can’t imagine how she carries on now.”

“Couldn’t she buy an animal and pay for it gradually?”

“She wants to. She has been pestering Camille and Gran-
erol, who have both got old mules they’d be glad to get rid
of, but they won't sell to her.”

“That seems cruel, doesn’t it?” Juliet said.

“Superstition can be hideously cruel,” was Michael’s reply.

They said no more; Terka was coming, a bundle of kin-
dling poised on her head. She still wore the black bandage,
but no shawl, no ear-rings, and her feet were bare. When
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she saw them she laid down her load, stood erect and still, as
if a little incredulous, then gave Juliet a radiant smile. If
the girl’s visit had been a longed-for event, an honour, ex-
pected and well-timed, her welcome could not have been more
warm. For Michael Terka had only a formal bow but she
took Juliet by the hand and gazed into her face.

“So you have come to Terka, my sweet English demoi-
selle!” she said, in a satisfied tone. “Ah, you are wise! So
much good fortune awaits you, so much happiness; but
where? That is the question: where? Here for a little while;
there for a little while; never, I think, for long in one place.
Perhaps you must stay or maybe you ought to go. The
cards will tell.”

Terka had taken control of the situation and Juliet could
only pick up her cue. She said diffidently, “I could spare two
hundred francs; will that be enough?”

Terka shook her head regretfully but then, again, came
that brilliant smile.

“I cannot refuse you. It is too important. Yes! . .. I will
even, for you, do what I do rarely; I will read the Tarot.”

She disappeared into the hut and Michael came over to
Juliet. His distaste for the business was unconcealed.
“Look,” he said, “I'll go back a bit the way we came and
wait for you. Don’t stay too long. This is a filthy place. The
whole thing is a bit nauseating.”

Juliet promised and he took himself away out of sight. She
felt a moment’s nervousness when he had gone.

Terka returned, transformed. She had brushed her hair,
put on ear-rings and fringed scarf and even a pair of red
high-heeled shoes. She set a long board between two boxes
and a piece of green baize over it, and on that laid a thick
pack of cards. Boxes placed on either side of the improvised
table made seats for Juliet and herself. Sitting there, in the
shade of a tree, obedient, Juliet shuffied the pack. The cards
were unlike any that she had ever seen.

“The Tarot will not spare you,” Terka warned her. “It re-
veals everything. You will see your past and something of
your future; what is good for you and what is dangerous;
what you must seek, and what you must avoid . . . Now cut
the pack in three with your left hand, to your left.”

Juliet did this. The mood in which she had approached the
reading was a little rebuked by the gravity and dignity that
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the woman brought to it. As Terka set the cards out in three
long columns, her finely shaped head was bent over them.
Her long fingers turned them face upwards, one by one, and
she stood looking down at them. Wavering light, sifting down
through the boughs, made the pictures seem to move.

Juliet wondered at the richness and art of the coloured
designs that every card displayed. There were men and wom-
en, horses and monkeys and skeletons, wheels and towers;
a woman driving a chariot; the Throne of Judgment; a-bludg-
eon and discs and cups; sun and moon and stars and flames
of fires—a bewildering medley of emblems and stylised fig-
ures cunningly interwound.

“Now,” Terka said, “I have set out your Tree of Life.”

She stood brooding over the curious images as though they
could speak to her. When she spoke, it was in a low voice
which took on, now and then, strong modulations; her gaze,
even when she lifted it to Juliet, seemed oblivious of every-
thing but her mystery, as if no listening girl sat there.

Her finger hovered over the picture of a throned woman.,

“Look! There she is, the Impératrice, sceptred and
crowned! The woman who ruled your heart. She was close to
you.”

Juliet’s heart missed a beat . . . ‘She was close to you.’ Yes,
yes, when she was little, truly her mother had ruled her
heart. Indeed, indeed, they had been close. They had been
close until Aunt Isabel, who didn’t like children, who hadn’t
invited her, began to find fault...

Terka’s gaze was resting on her, waiting, patient. Juliet
nodded. This, of course, was mere coincidence.

Now the voice flowed evenly on.

“Ah, she had the world under her feet! There was money
and company; much company.”

‘Too much company,’ Juliet reflected with a sigh. ‘Parties
for dinner at Monte Carlo; parties for lunch at Beaulieu;
dances at Cap Ferrat. Mummie was so pretty, so popular. One
couldn’t ever see her alone . . . But how—how in the world
did the gipsy know?’

Terka’s finger rested now on the gaudy figure of a man
with a golden disc at his feet and another lifted up on his
hand.

“There he is—the Valet de Deniers—the Knave of the
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Discs. Gold! He commands much gold. You are separated
from her. There are tears.”

Gold! Money! Yes: it was about money, always, that Signor
Frozelli had talked to her: about “systems”—Every evening
they were at the Casino; and about how you could wangle
with exchange—All those visits to San Remo. And she needed
money, often quite desperately. Frith couldn’t have helped,
even if he had wanted to. He was touring and not earning
much...

Terka glanced at her and then looked down, her hand
moving over two other cards.

“Opposite to her, see, the Strolling Player, with his staff
and his bag and the dog tearing his clothes, and, above him,
the King of Cups. I think those two are one. He is both. With
him, money comes and goes; cups overflow but love is given
to him. You must not give him too much love.”

With a lurch of her brain, as if the direction of the earth’s
revolution had been reversed, Juliet felt that she had been
wrong. Nobody, no stranger, in this remote place, could pos-
sibly know so much by natural means. There were unnatural
powers and this woman did possess them. Dizzily, Juliet lis-
tened, while the monologue went on and on. Every emblem,
every combination of emblems, touched a live nerve or con-
jured up memories. It was true—the school had been a pris-
on; and it was true—someone she loved had gone over the
sea . . . Now, much more deliberately, in a voice so low that
Terka appeared to be thinking aloud, talking only to herself,
forecasts of the future began. There were a crowned wom-
an and many bent staves.

“You see, she comes between you and him: the Queen of
Wands. The wands are crossed between you already; but nev-
er mind; you are under the Sun.” She turned a glowing smile
on Juliet and pointed to a card, lavishly coloured, in which
were depicted a great sun shedding his beams on two little
figures who stood, side by side, against a low wall.

“Le soleill It shines on you,” Terka said happily. “You
bave friends.”

‘Yes, I have friends,” Juliet thought. She was tired.

Terka was erect, now, staring, recoiling a little.

“But, see, the Wheel, your Wheel of Destiny! It is turning!
The fates turn it; friends become enemies; safety turns into
danger. You have stayed too long in one placel”
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Two odious little figures, dressed-up monkeys, were spin-
ning the wheel, while a crowned monkey sat above. Juliet
wished Terka would end, but the voice went on.

“You are in danger there.”

A tower, not a house, it was, in the picture. Its summit was
toppling; figures were tumbling out of it, while flakes of fire
fell on it from the sky. Terka’s voice was urgent and stern
as she said, “Leave it! That house is accursed!”

Now her eye was fixed on the second column where, about
the centre, lay a dreadful picture representing death. A skele-
ton held a scythe and was mowing; around him lay severed
feet and hands. Terka’s fingers circled this card and moved
to one near it which showed a hermit carrying a lantern in
his hand. As if she scarcely wanted to be heard, she mut-
tered, “He, too, brings danger. The priest has to do with
death.”

Juliet’s heart was pounding; she didn’t think she could
stand much more, but it was at a gay picture that Terka was
pointing now. A knight in blue and golden armour was rid-
ing a lively charger and holding his drawn sword in his
hand. .

“There he is!” she said: “The Chevalier of the Sword.”

The fiery sword? That was St. Michael . . . Michael . . .
The Chevalier.

“Ah! Take care!” As if danger were imminent, Terka jerked
out the warning and followed it with vehement words: “Look
look! The swords are pointing downwards and the moon is
dark! He is leading you into darkness! He throws himself
against Powers about which he knows nothing; Powers that
he has not the sense nor the knowledge to measure. Keep far
from his path.”

Juliet had not recoveted her breath before the cards had
been swept up and packed together and Terka was standing
still. Her large eye had a wild light in it. She said, harshly,
“I have told you too much; Give me my money and go.”

Bungling, with clumsy fingers, Juliet groped in her purse
and put the notes down on the table.

Terka took up the cards and the money and turned away.
She went into her hut and shut the door. Juliet moved away
from the dreadful place, slowly, her heart beating out of
time, her thoughts in confusion, to the sun-lit track where
Michael was waiting for her.
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Michael had been court-martialling himself. This wasn’t
fair, Juliet wasn’t, apparently, engaged to be married or taken
up specially with anybody and she had no one to look after
her. He had felt a bit too pleased at meeting her again and,
what was worse, had shown it. In less than four weeks he
would be leaving. This would be just the briéfest holiday
comradeship and he would be a lout if he let her think, or
wish, for a minute, that it could be anything more. He’d got
to keep himself in hand and be a bit more casual, that
was all.

So, when he saw her coming, he called out, cheerily,
“Well? Did you get your money’s worth? Are you all armed
to lay the bogey?” Then he saw Juliet’s face. It had gone
small and white and her eyes looked enormous, and her
breathing was all out of control.

“My dear girl, what has happened? Come here and sit
down!”

She refused. She shook her head and walked on, staring
in front of her.

“What in the world has happened? You're all upset.”

“I’m all right. Give me time.”

He steered a course for the farm. She walked quickly, as
if eager to get away from that place. Terka had frightened
her.

“Damn and blast all fortune-tellers!” Michael exclaimed,
only half under his breath.

“No; she isn’t wicked; she means well.”

Juliet spoke as if her mind were focussed on something
far off. He couldn’t stand it. He caught her wrist.

“What is all this? I’ve got to know.”

" He could see she was having & struggle—wanting to tell
yet afraid of saying something that she thought she ought
to keep to herself,

He pleaded. “You know you can trust me, Juliet.”

“Yes, Michael, I know that,” she replied. Slowly, she said,
then, “I think I know why people are afraid of her; but it
isn’t her fault; she can’t help it; she shouldn’t be blamed.”

“What do I care whether she should or shouldn’t? The
question is, what has she done to you?” ;
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“It is just that she knows things,” Juliet answered, still
walking on and not looking at him. “She told me things no-
body knows.”

“But, Juliet, you can’t possibly . . .”

She looked up at him, shaking her head.

“It is no good, Michael. No good telling me it is nonsense.
1 know you won’t believe it, but Terka has some supernatural
powers.”

“And you swore to me you were prefectly immunised.”

“I know I did.”

“She has impressed you, the charlatan.”

Juliet’s high spirits were gone. To recall the eager pleasure,
candid as a child’s with which she had greeted him, and
now to see her like this, made Michael hot with anger.
This racket ought to be forbidden by law. He said, “She fore-
told catastrophe, I suppose?”

GGYeS.’)

“To you?”

“Yes ... No...Isuppose I could escape.”

“This is insufferable! But, Juliet, you don’t, you can’t take
her seriously? You can’t believe that she, or anybody, sees
into the future? It’s against nature and reason, isn’t it?
Haven’t we free will?”

She rested her eyes on his, longing for reassurance.

“How can I be certain? I mean, when it’s proved that she
knows my past, and by some supernatural means?”

“Supernatural my hat! That’s an old trick.”

He was scoffing; he couldn’t help it; but scoffing, he real-
ised, wouldn’t console Juliet. He must try another tack.

“Juliet—if you understood just by what means Terka knew
things about your past would that ease your mind about all
the rest?”

“You mean, if I knew it was just a trick? Oh, how I wish
I could think it was!” ‘

He said deliberately, “Remember, your father is a rather
well-known man.”

“Not in St. Jacques.”

“St. Jacques brews gossip.”

“Nobody here could possibly know the things she told me.”

Michael made his decision. Surgery was necessary. This
would hurt her, but she had got to be hurt. This poisonous
root of superstition had got to be cut out,
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“Come and sit down—here on this hummock,” he said.

Juliet obeyed.

“Will you tell me what she told you?”

“I can’t, Michael.”

“Why can’t you? Aren’t we friends?”

“Yes, yes, we are. But, still, there are things I can’t talk
about to anyone.”

“Listen, Juliet; and do understand that I wouldn’t tell you
this if it didn’t seem important for you.”

Her eyes were on his face and he reddened, but forced
himself to go on.

“During the last couple of weeks I’'ve spent two or three
evenings in the Coq d’Or. What do you suppose they gossip
about in the bar? When they’ve exhausted the prospects of
the vintage and prices and politics and local feuds they start
on the visitors. Every shred of gossip is scraped up. Young
Ignace is an expert at it. It seems to be his function—to at-
tract custom by picking up bits. He’s not half such a fool as
he looks. Well, I heard, there, just where your father was
going to and for what purpose. I heard what kind of reputa-
tion he had in England, and . . . and so on. I heard where
you had spent the last three years and about your fainting
the day you arrived at the inn. It’s a marvel I didn’t hear
you had stayed on. And I saw them handing round a cutting
from a magazine.”

Juliet flushed. “About my mother?”

“Yes . . . Are you angry with me for having heard?”

“I don’t like secrets, Michael. I'm glad you know.”

“I told you,” he said gently, “only because I want you to
realize that Terka could easily have learnt a great deal.”

Juliet was frowning, still unconvinced.

“I see that she could, yet I can’t believe, somehow, that it
was trickery. I feel sure she thought she was reading it all in
the cards. She seemed to be feeling it.”

“You ought to know acting when you meet it.”

“But she knew even what I had minded; how I had felt.”

Smiling, he asked her. “Have you never been told you have
a transparent face? And Terka watched you, I bet, out of the
corner of her eye. She saw .every shadow, every contraction
of a muscle, and heard every little change in the rhythm of
your breathing. They are clever, these gentry, They have
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their technique. It’s hereditary. But it is not supernatural.”

Juliet bent her head, reflected, then relaxed wtih a sigh and
gave him a look of measureless gratitude. “You are a friend,
Michael,” she said. _ )

They walked on and Michael talked about himself—about
his mother and his sisters and childhood memories.

“There was one rotten time when I was six,” he said. “I'd
like to tell you about it, Juliet, because I suppose it explains
why superstition is a thing I'm apt to go out of bounds about.

“My mother was very ill and I was at my grandmother’s in
Yorkshire for months. She had this Highland lassie to look
after me and her idea of keeping me under control was to
talk about ghosts and bogies who’d carry me off if I didn’t
obey her, all mixed up with the flames of hell waiting for
bad little boys. She nearly drove me off my nut. Fortunately
for me, my father cared more about intellectual honesty
than anything else. He made me take science at school and
that quashes superstition double-quick. You’ve just got to
learn what is and what is not proved and to recognise the
laws of cause and effect. And when you do that, life begins
to make sense.”

Juliet was listening in a way that was, he thought, more a
boy’s than a girl’s way—oblivious of herself and of him, ab-
sorbing new ideas as a plant absorbs sunshine and rain.

“And that’s why,” he told her, “when I see a girl like you,
with your fine, honest mind, getting yourself all messed up
in these myths and superstitions, I just can’t take it . . . Will
you give me a promise?” he asked.

“I will if I can.”

“Promise to put that fortune-telling clean out of your
head.”

She walked by his side for a while without answering and
then looked up, troubled and serious.

“I couldn’t keep that promise,” she said, “but I will prom-
ise this: I won’t let Terka’s forecasts change anything; I'll
behave as if it was all nonsense, even when I'm not sure
that it was. Will that do?”

He responded with gravity equal to hers, “I think that is a
very brave promise, Juliet: it will do fine . . . And now, after
all that, aren’t you beginning to feel hungry? I am, in spite
of your sandwiches,”
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Juliet laughed, “Next time I'll bring a picnic for two.”

“Goody! And, do you know, we'll just be in time for sup-
per if we hurry. You'll see what Marie-Louise’s onion soup can
do for body and soul.”
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9 The Goat

DEAREST FRITH,

Thanks for the gaudy post-card. It’s nice that you are having
“pastime and good company.” So am I. It will be a thrill to
see you as a double-crossing Secret Agent. Don’t work your
eyebrows too hard.

Sorry to have sent only scraps but the days go skeltering
by. Yes: were full. Two in all the doubles except three Poles
in one who make litter enough for a dozen. They have a card
pinned up with a white eagle on a red shield. “My soul for my
God; my sword for my country; my heart for women.” Nice
of them to warn one, especially as they think waitresses are
there to be flirted with. René, who is all propriety and con-
sideration, has taken over their table himself.

Most of the clients are nice, but one, Miss Clements—she is
all nerves, upset the whole place by losing a ring. Finally, she
called me into her room, closed the door and, with tears in her
eyes, implored me to give it back! You wouldn’t have believed
it was me, saying in a smooth, cool voice, that she must repeat
‘that in front of Madame! (Would it be Grandmother Cun-
ningham popping out?) And you’d never have believed Martine
could be so formidable!

Miss C. I demand that this young person’s room be searched.

Martine (gently) And mine, no doubt? And those of the
other guests?

Miss C. (shakily) It was my mother’s: the only thing of
hers that I possess!

Martine (firmly) You may recollect, Mademoiselle, that you
twice left your bag in the dining-reom all night, and nothing,
I think, was missing? And did you not leave a parasol in the
*bus? I suggest one should commence by searching your own
room.

The ring was in the drainer of the wash-basin! But suppose
it hadn’t been found. Never, never, will I accuse a hotel servant
of theft.

Later. Sorry! There is more to do every day but every day
Pm able for more. I feel as if I were living on champagne.
Can you imagine, after the squabbles and sulks and fault-find-
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ing and artificialities of that school, how lovely it is to be doing
real things and making people enjoy themselves, and to see them
smiling and pleased? I do bless you for fixing this.

No: m not overworked. Yesterday René gave me a free
half-day and sent me up to his uncle’s by ’bus. The Camille
Loubiers invited me to supper and I walked in the forest.
Michael was there. And I called on Terka and had my fortune
told. It was a good two hundred francs worth:—strolling player,
and the house under the sun, and fire that’s to fall from heaven
and all. Michael says it is a mixture of spy-work and guess-
work and watching my face. Isn’t that beautifully rational? I'm
becoming a rationalist. Do you like the creatures?

Time to go and do the beds for the night, “with the sheet
turned down so bravely, O!” I do think that is the limit of
luxury, don’t you?

Good-night and happy dreams,

Your loving and happy
JULIET.

P.S. The money has come. The postman came upstairs while I
was lying down and spilled it out all over my bed. Thousand
thank-yous.

Juliet fell asleep pleased with her letter; in the light of
morning, however, she knew that it was far from being the
spontaneous out-pouring it seemed; in fact, it was camouflage.
She had written like that to conceal from her father, and,
perhaps, from herself, the change that had taken place in her.
Those episodes of inn-keeping that, a week ago, would have
filled the foreground of her world mattered not a bit to her
now; but by recounting them in detail while writing in so
casual a way about Michael she had been telling her own
unbelieving soul that Michael’s reassuring, protective friendli-
ness was just that, and no more. For the glitter and tremor
that filled those hours with him in her memory, the hush in
her heart when she glanced at the future, were not permissible,
not to be confessed to, even in her inmost mind.

She had tried, also, in that disingenuous letter, to exorcise
a small, haunting dread; to diminish the shadow that the
figure of Terka was casting over these radiant days. She was
ashamed of her own preoccupation with Terka. Even on this
busy Saturday morning in the crowded streets, with an im-
mense basket slung from her arm and a long list of commis-
sions to do, she found herself looking here and there for the
tall form, the black bandage and the swinging purple skirt.
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In and out of the shops Juliet passed, exchanging greetings,
explaining about the special lunch that had to be prepared
for tomorrow and collecting the carefully chosen vegetables,
the spices and herbs and flavourings it required. All this was
sweet and enlivening to her spirits; here she was no school-
miss but a responsible woman with a woman’s proper share of
the world’s work. It was queer, how every action, everything
she thought and saw, had new and far-reaching significance
to her now. She found herself looking at children with an
interest that they had never stirred in her before and she
knew that the smile with which she returned their greetings
was a grown-up’s smile.

The rue de la Pompe, when she returned to it, was loud
with excited laughter and cries and she crossed the road to
look through the railings of the school play-ground to see
what game was producing so much noise. Was it blind man’s
buff? No; it seemed to be something new. The big, black-
haired girl in the middle kept a hand over her left eye;
whenever she twirled round and removed the hand the child
she glared at would fall with a shriek. The dark girl was ugly
and rough. She found a hair-ribbon trampled into the dust,
snatched it up and tied it over her eye amid yells and cheers
from the rest. Ignace Tissier dashed down from his
favourite post near the washing-trough, ran to the railings and
began scolding angrily:

“P’ll tell her! I'll tell her you made a mock of her! Cécile
Proux, you devil, you will be sorry for this!”

Cécile’s answer was to snatch up a handful of dirt and
fling it at Ignace shouting, “Tell-tale! Spy!” and a fine variety
of words of abuse. Juliet hurried on, disgusted. These
were polite and civilised children as a rule. What had come
over them? Was fear of Terka infecting them, too?

‘I won’t let it infect me, whatever happens,’ Juliet vowed to
herself.

This was a matter, now, of-loyalty to her promise to Mi-
chael; of coming up to his standard and deserving his friend-
ship. She was resolved that, although moods would certainly
come in which Terka’s warnings would seem portentous,
would frighten her, she would act as though she had never
heard them. Tomorrow she would visit the priest and give him
Grand’mére Loubier’s message. '

“The priest has to do with death.” How silly to have been
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impressed by that! Naturally, he had. He read burial services
and administered the Last Sacrament. She would stay at least
two months longer at this house under the sun and the sun’s
rays would be all the fire that would fall on it from heaven.
As for the Chevalier of the Sword . . . Well, she couldn’t
very well warn Michael that he was the knightly horseman
and that he must not go out against occult powers!

“Forget about the gipsy,” had been Michael’s parting ad-
vice. It would have been easier to follow if other people had
not seemed obsessed with her. She could not forget Camille
Loubier’s angry growl when he heard about the fortune-tell-
ing, nor his mother’s excited, voluble questioning, nor the
nervous glances and silences of the girls. “René will not be
pleased,” the serious Marie-Louise had said. There wasn’t
much hope that René would not hear of it.

Claudette’s story, told in a low voice while she walked to
the forest’s edge with Juliet and Michael, clung to one’s
memory, too.

“René loathes Terka now, but once he defended her,”
Claudette had said. “You see, when she first appeared in the
forest—it was in Autumn, three years ago—she seemed to
forget her misfortune sometimes. She was so full of life. She
would come up to the door to sell things or exchange them
for eggs and milk, and sometimes, walking about, she would
laugh and sing. It made you shudder when she laughed and
smiled and glanced coquettishly out of her one eye. It made
you shrink from her. The Vial boys were at home then. They
were not very civilised, those boys, and they made a sport of
chasing Terka: they would screech at her and hunt her and
throw stones. Well, René, you know, often came up here to
shoot; he would be all day out in the forest with the
Domenicos; and René is such a magnificient shot that we
girls would often follow to watch, and Terka would creep
after them, watching too. Somebody—I forgot who, said,
once, that she and René—that they had known one another
in the maquis, but I don’t know if that is true. Well, one day
those Vial lads saw her behind a bush, watching, and they
started to have some fun. It was only fir-cones they were
throwing, but they cornered her and she couldn’t escape. She
began to shriek wildly, as if she would go mad, and René
ran up. He caught Jules and gave him a beating there and
then and the two made off and Terka flew at René and
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kissed his hand. Have you ever seen René in a fury? He can
be terrible. I don’t know what he said to her. She flung her-
self on the ground and we left her there, and that was the
end of her singing and her laughing looks.”

One couldn’t forget a story like that,

Airless and hot though it was in the kitchen, it was good
to spend the afternoon there, doing practical things. Maitre
Philippe Daniel, who had commanded, for Sunday, a déjeuner
a quatre fourchettes, was a person whom it was important
to please. Not only had he and René gone to school together
but he was not the most promising young advocate in Menton
and a highly popular fellow. It was chiefly in order to adver-
tise René’s inn that he sometimes invited friends to eat
there. The luncheon of four forks would cost him a good
deal and it must leave nothing to be desired. The puff pastry
must be made and the stuffings prepared this afternoon.

Martine, immersed in her craft, became her tranquil self
again. With light, precise fingers and lips compressed, she
chopped veal, pork, beef, garlic, sausage, parsley and onions
and mixed them in the traditional quantities, proper for the
stuffing of the courgertes, baby marrows, golden as custard.
By rising early tomorrow she would have everything ready
in good time. Eagerly she instructed Juliet, showing her the
wrong and the right way to do this and that, “For I know,”
she said, smiling “that your Romeo likes good food.”

“Please, please, Martine, never call him that!” Juliet
begged. “If you knew what confusion I suffer because of my
name! And we are friends, no more.”

Martine gave Juliet her wise, elder-sisterly smile and
pinched her cheek.

“Never mind! We tease you only when we are alone . . . Do
you not want, now, to iron your yellow dress with the little
pleats? I am sure you will go dancing tomorrow night.”

Juliet shook her head.

“No, he is not coming tomorrow.”

Martine was obviously disappointed. She asked, tentatively,
“Is it not true that in England a man and a young girl may
enjoy themselves together as friends even if they are not
affianced?”

“Yes, oh, yes; they can; they do.”

“Why, then, will he not come?”
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Michael hadn’t said why, but he had been disconcertingly
decided about it. If she would come by the 'bus on Thursday,
he would meet her, he had promised; he would wait for her by
the stone-pine that arched the road. About Sunday, he had

said not a word.

Martine looked quite troubled about it and Juliet smded as
she answered her question.

“Perhaps because we are not in England,” she said.

2

Juliet wanted to laze a little next morning but remembered
that it was Sunday and that Martine and Marie both had to
go to Mass. She had just risen from her bed when she was
startled by a cry from the yard. It was repeated—a long,
grieved, “Ah-ah!” Then she heard René shout and saw him
bounding, half dressed, down the outside stairs. Martine was
fumbling at the padlock of Mireille’s stable and failing to
open it, By the time Juliet reached her, René had the key and
was unlocking the door. Inside, the white goat was lying
stretched out and stiff on the straw. René lifted her head.

Martine, her fists against her mouth, struggled not to cry
out but Marie, running out from the kitchen, flung up her
hands with loud exclamations, asking whether Mireille was
dead.

“She’s dead; dead as a stone,” René answered brusquely
as he came out of the stable. Something black ran out after
him from among the straw; Marie uttered a shrick and René
kicked at the creature which darted away, limping, leaped the
wall and was gone. It was a black cat. Martine stared after it
and her face became so white that Juliet caught her arm.

“She’s been dead for hours,” René declared, “and there
wasn’t a thing wrong with her yesterday evening when I locked
her in. I don’t know how to account for this.”

Martine was asking in a shaky whisper, “How did it get
in? Oh, René, how did that cat get in?”

He did not answer; he was testing the padlock and key and
his jaws were clenched. Marie and Martine gazed into one
another’s frightened eyes.

“The Devil knows how,” Marie said, and repeated, “Yes,
the Devil knows.”

Women were calling down from the bath-room windows,
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asking what was wrong, and Marie stood shouting answers
to them until René ordered her roughly to hold her tongue.
Martine went with Juliet into the kitchen and sank down, lay-
ing her head on the table, sobbing convulsively, When René
came in she looked up at him in despair.

“What will happen next? This is a warning—only a warn-
ing. Oh, René, what have you done?”

He stood holding her, trying to soothe her with protective
murmurs and gestures, but black anger was in his face.

Juliet wanted to escape to her room. She had only a coat
on over pyjamas; her feet were in mules and her hair was
tousled, but a bunch of agitated women in bath-wraps and
dressing-gowns waylaid her in the hall. What was wrong?
Marie had been incomprehensible. Ought one to telephone
for the doctor, or the sage-femme?

Juliet heard herself answering calmly. “It is nothing of im-
portance: a small misfortune: Madame’s goat ate something
that disagreed with it and had died in the night, . . . I will
bring the breakfasts in a few minutes. On the terrace,
Mesdames? And yours? Certainly; perfectly; yes, at once.”

She hurried upstairs. It was twenty minutes to eight and
the church bell was ringing for early Mass.
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16 The Dog

It was only just possible to keep pace. The news of the
mysterious death of the goat seemed a magnet to draw people
to the inn. The bar, which did little business as a rule, was
so popular that the gabble of talk from it penetrated to the
kitchen. Every table on the terrace was occupied, soon after
the last Mass, by people who came for apéritifs and lunch.
Martine worked in silent concentration while René advised
her, carried trays, gave orders to Marie and Gatti and Juliet
and kept the wheels turning smoothly. If he had been con-
ducting a military operation his discipline could not have
been more strict. This quiet efficiency was shattered for a
while, however, when Madame Bonin, fussing and bustling,
her full, good-natured face set in a solemn expression of
solicitude, arrived to assist. She had been an employeé of
René’s father; had met at the inn the wealthy client who
afterwards married her, and now, a well-to-do widow, lacked
scope for her energies except when she was called upon by
her married daughter at Antibes. She loved to reign for an
afternoon where once she had served, patronising and in-
structing Martine.

If a close relative had died 'suddenly the good lady could
not have been more full of exclamations, questions, and
condolence. Martine’s self-control began to break. The olive
oil that she was pouring, drop by drop, into the wooden
bowl, was nearly spilt.

René and Juliet had a ratatouille to prepare: bacon,
onions, tomatoes, red and yellow peppers, aubergines and
courgettes had all to be cut en paillette, fine as straws, and
simmered together. The work demanded concentration.

“Listen, Madame,” René said firmly, “Mireille is dead.
She is also buried. A good neighbour has seen to that for me.
She was a nice goat and gave good milk. Naturally Martine is
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upset. That is normal. I shall buy another goat, less delicate in
the stomach. That is all.”

But Martine broke in, her voice tremulous.

“Mireille always knew what not to eat, and René himself
examined the patch where she grazed and pulled the greens
for her supper. Besides there was the .. .”

Martine stopped, checked by a glance from her husband,
but Madame Bonin, who was filling the water-jugs at the
sink, completed her sentence.

“There was the cat.” .

“We will not speak about this,” René ordered. “One must
not think about other things while one prepares food. In less
than an hour Philippe’s party will arrive . . . Juliet, the round
table in the corner, for five.”

Juliet, for her part, tried to shut out thoughts about goats
and cats and go quietly about her duties. An inn, she per-
ceived, was like a theatre: the customers’ pleasure must not be
shadowed by anything that happens behind the scenes. The
show must go on.

The show went without a flaw. Maitre Daniel and his
guests, at their corner table, seemed wholly taken up with
themselves; they were hilarious and either knew nothing of
the Loubiers’ loss or were deliberately ignoring it. The poulet
au vin was cooked to perfection and extravagant compliments
were sent to Martine. René was summoned to sit and drink
toasts with them and did so with apparent enjoyment. When
it was all successfully over Juliet felt exhilarated as well as
very tired.

“You were magnificent, Juliette,” René said, making her
feel like a trooper praised by his officer. “And now,” he went
on, “as soon as you have had a little siesta I will ask you to
take a message for me. I want Gaston Brocard to come; and
please do not tell Martine.”

“Id like to go out,” Juliet responded. “I'll do it at once, be-
fore the rain comes.”

A storm threatened and the over-cast sky diffused an
oppressive heat. There would be thunder sooner or later, she
thought. It was as well that Michael hadn’t planned to come.
She went to her room for her rain-coat and when she came
down again met Martine coming up to look for her.
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“Oh, you are going out, Juliet?”

“Yes, just for a little, before the rain starts. Can’t you lie
down for a while, Martine?”

Martine’s face was drawn and a hand was pressed to her
side.

“Yes, yes, I will . . . Please be very kind and take a message
for me. It is to Father Pascale.” She caught Juliet’s hands in
hers, intertwining their fingers nervously. “Tell him I implore
him to come. Ask him to remember something I told him
once that a good priest did in Flanders. Just say that.”

Juliet sighed with relief.

“Certainly I will tell him and surely he will come. He is
the right person. He will make you see, Martine, that what
you think is all foolishness, all a nightmare. The curé will
convince you, even if nobody else can.”

Juliet knew the Garde Chimpetre, who had been helpful
in the matter of her permit to work. Red-cheeked, double-
chinned and portly, in his dark-blue uniform, wearing, as a
rule, a small beret on his large round head, Gaston had been
a popular figure in the neighbourhood for years. His home
was outside the village—a minute villa set back from the
road that led from the place de la Pompe to the old, high
bridge which was called “The Bridge of the Sheep.” It was on
that bridge that Michael, having brought her down from the
forest by the woodmen’s path, had turmed back and left her
to go home by herself. Gaston Brocard’s round-eyed stare
from the bench by his little gate where he sat, smoking, had
made their goodbyes rather abrupt.

Gaston was not at home, nor was his dog, a famous fellow
whose acquaintance Juliet had desired to make. The guard
had trained him from puppyhood to assist him and boasted
that he was the first police-dog in the Alpes Maritimes—a
hero and a pioneer. René’s message had to be entrusted to
Madame Brocard, a wisp of a woman, who tried every wile
to engage Juliet in conversation and educe the whole story
from her. Juliet replied in accordance with René’s instruc-
tions and made her escape.

She did not like this weather. The village was not a good
place to-day. The close little streets shut the air out while
cloud made a leaden lid over the roofs. Even the children
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seemed listless and nervous, sitting about, whispering, huddled
in groups. Ignace Tissier was lounging with other youths at
the corner of the chemin Jeanne d’Arc. When he saw Juliet
he grinned, limped a few steps, and miaowed like a cat. The
raucous laughter of his companions resounded in-the narrow
street. An old woman sitting at the foot of a flight of steps
plucked at Juliet’s skirt and mumbled some question, while
others leaned-out of upstairs windows listening for the reply.
Juliet repeated the formula and passed on, feeling scores of
eyes fixed on her back. The vﬂlage which had so charmed her
had grown sinister.

The priest’s house was a minute and very ancient one
squeezed in behind the church. His supicious-looking,
squint-eyed housekeeper left her to wait in a small parlour
whose only window looked out on to a mass of rock. The
dark room smelled of damp and mildew and the ceiling was
stained. She heard the priest come down the creaking stair-
case. He knocked on the door and waited before entering his
own room,

“Ah, it is you, Mademoiselle! How are you? And how is
Monsieur Cunningham?”

His welcome was cordial. He sat opposite her at the narrow
table, facing the window, and waited for her to speak.

First of all, lest she should forget it, Juliet delivered old
Madame Loubier’s request for a visit. A smile wove a mesh of
wrinkles over the priest’s face.

“Old Bmma,” he said, “leads me into temptation. She
knows well how I delight in a drive into the woods behind
Monsieur Tissier’s mare. Well, well, she is old. I must go to
her before long . . . And the young Madame Loubier? Good
little Martine? She was not at Mass. I am sorry to hear of her
loss. Is she well?”

“No, Monsieur le curé: she is much distressed.” Juliet re-
peated Martine’s message carefully.

The priest nodded. “I remember very well. Tell her I will
do as she desires.”

He bent his head, brooding as if in perplexity, then raised
troubled eyes to Juliet's and asked, “Does Martine blame the
gipsy for this?”

“Yes: she thinks it is sorcery,” Juliet replied.
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“There is a rumour about a cat: something their Marie told
my Thérése.”

“Unfortunately it is true.”

“Terka comes here to Mass, sometimes, for her own irreli-
gious purposes, although the forest chapel is nearer to her hut.
This morning she did not come.” He paused, reflecting.

Juliet asked, diffidently, “Do you think, Monsieur le Curé,
that someone can have been playing a trick? Some mis-
chievous boy, perhaps, like Ignace Tissier?”

The priest shook his head. “Poor Ignace is a gossip and a
mischief-maker; he loves to spread rumours, start squabbles,
and so on and, out of mere contrariety, he has made a friend
of the Romany. They call him her ‘Familiar’—a monstrous
term. But he would not have the intelligence to play an
elaborate prank and I do not think he would poison an ani-
mal.”

“I see . . . The worst of it is that Martine looks on the
death of the goat as a warning and is frightened,” Juliet
explained. .

The priest sighed deeply and moved his shoulders as though
some accustomed burden were beginning to grow too heavy
to bear. Juliet thought that she understood and her own
distress and perplexity overflowed suddenly into words.

“All this superstition,” she exclaimed, “making a happy
girl like Martine sick with fear; driving kindly people into
acting like brutes! And that poor Terka, who has been so
dreadfully punished already—making people persecute her! I
should think they will end by driving her out of her mind . ..
Isn’t it cruel and wrong and . . . and . . . and absurd?”

Juliet’s vehemence faded away—Father Pascale had fixed on
her such an astonished gaze.

“‘Poor Terka’,” he repeated. “You pity the woman?”’

“Why, yes!” And Juliet added, forcing her courage a little,
“Don’t you?”’

His voice was quiet as he asked, “How much do you know
of her?”

Hesitantly, Juliet confided to him the story of her enter-
prise in the forest. She thought he would understand her
motive but would tell her that she had been childish, and she
wanted nothing more than to have the clinging shreds of her
own superstitious dread torn away. She was dismayed by the
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shocked look that stretched the priest’s eyes when he under-
stood what she had done.

“I know it was foolish of me;” she confessed.

“It was much worse than foolish, Mademoiselle.”

“Do you mean,” she asked, “because one may become im-
pressed?”

He leaned across the table towards her and spoke with in-
tensity: “I mean because those cards are accursed.”

Juliet was astounded. The priest’s face was that of a
fanatic.

“My daughter!” He checked himself. “Pardon me, Made-
moiselle,” he said. “You are not of the Faith, but I cannot,
for that reason, refrain from warning you. Listen! Not only do
those cards perpetuate the emblems of odious heresies—they
are, I am convinced, the cards that Father Bernardine of
Clairvaux denounced—but they contain, also, the symbols of
occultism in a most base and dangerous form. There is no
fathoming the harm that may come of meddling with them—
the evil that may be evoked.”

Juliet heard herself protesting in a faint voice.

“But surely, surely, it is mere superstition? How can any-
one foretell the future? Are we not to believe in free will? It
isn’t rational, is it? You can’t, surely you can’t believe . . .”

“You are an educated Protestant. Have you not read the
Bible, Mademoiselle?”

- “Yes, but those Bible prophecies, that witchcraft, belonged
to past ages.” .

“And are you so sure that the spiritual laws governing us
have changed? Beware of over-rating the power of our pitiful
human intellect, Mademoiselle. The limits of what we can
know by means of reason are narrow. What is to be ‘rational’?
Is it not, with the presumption and arrogance of the sceptic,
to despise wisdom garnered through centuries?”

His grave, clear eyes held hers; his pale face was illumined
by the ardour of his convictions.

“Believe me,” he insisted, “the forces of evil are potent,
and we cannot know whom they may use as their instrument
when they are seeking the perdition of souls.”

“Do you mean,” Juliet asked weakly, “that you believe
that Terka’s prophecies will come true?”

“As to that, I can say nothing, because I know nothing,”
he replied.
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“And do you believe,” she asked with a sinking heart,
“that she has the evil eye?”

The priest sighed and leaned back in his chair. She could
see that the whole question lacerated his sensitive tempera-
ment but she had no impulse to spare him. He was a man of
learning and experience who had given deep thought to these
obscure regions of belief and she could not go without an
answer from him.

For a time he sat silent, his eyes half closed, his lips com-
pressed but twitching a little at the corners, and when he
spoke he was answering some question in his own mind, not
Juliet’s.

“They say she casts the jettatura—the evil glance; there are
some who would swear to it. Whether they are right or mis-
taken, the belief does infinite harm. In countless ways, the
evil sinks in.”

He looked towards Juliet and spoke half to her, half to
himself. -

“This was a sound Christian community only three years
ago. Families were united; young people respected their
parents; all, except very few, attended to their religious
duties faithfully and obeyed their priest. Now, our young
girls sneak away to Terka, purchasing her love-philtres and
amulets and paying her to foretell the future. Wives placate
her with gifts, furtively, deceiving their good husbands. They
suffer secret fears and a burden of guilt, shrinking from
confession , . . And, in the men—in some who believe that
she is a sorceress and also in those who refuse to believe it,
a smouldering fire of anger begins to burn. To cause that to
burst into flame would be wrong . . . yet what could be
weaker than to allow this dark, creeping evil to go on in-
creasing with impunity?”

There was a long silence. The troubled man brooded, his
forehead on his hand, forgetting the girl who sat opposite
him in the darkening room.

“Father,” Juliet murmured at last and he stood up.

“Do you pray, my daughter?” he asked gently.

“Sometimes,” she answered with honesty.

“Pray for faith, Against such forces as these, the Church
is the only refuge,” he said and added, looking at her com-
passionately, “I will pray for you.”

“Thank you, Father.”
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She was out in the street; out in the failing light and the
falling rain, her doubts like a sodden garment about her, her
courage lost, and her longing for Michael grown so intense
that Thursday seemed an unbearable age away.

2

Hillocks of dishes lay about the kitchen; an armoury of
cutlery; caterpillars of cups. Madame Bonin was wiping and
talking, asking rhetorical questions, awaiting no answers,
while Marie pattered about in enormous felt slippers, mum-
bling and nodding and putting things away on the shelves.
Outside, in the rain, René was examining the wire-mesh
door of the stable with Gaston Brocard whose big German
sheep-dog, black and shaggy, nosed about in the yard.
Martine, sitting at the table, polished knives with mechanical
movements, watching her husband and listening unhappily
to her neighbour’s monologue. Her taut face relaxed when
Juliet came in. She lifted cloths from the chair beside her;
Juliet sat there and began polishing spoons and forks. The
low room was half in darkness and the rain drove straight
on the window panes. She saw René bring Gaston indoors
and heard the two go in to the bar.

“What is an occasional pigeon or chicken,” Madame Bonin
demanded, “if it will buy you peace of mind? She never asks
very much—an old pair of shoes, or a bag of flour, or even a
stale cake. I have never refused her—why should I? To do so
would be false economy. As you know, Martine, there is
scarcely a street in the village in which you will not hear of
some misfortune falling on those who have crossed her—
yes, and up in the farms, too. What, I ask you, happened to
Antoinette Castelli, who threw a jug of water in her face?
Her daughter and her son-in-law both drowned! And the Vial
boys, who stoned her there in the forest? Jules killed by the
land-slide, and Jean crippled. While all St. Jacques,” the
widow boasted, “knows that I have fabulous luck.”

Juliet tried to interrupt. She wanted to stop this out-
ragious tirade which was agitating Martine, but Madame
Bonin swept her protests aside.

“And do you know what I hear now?” She approached
them and leaned over the table. “You remember how André
Leclerc went to Menton, to complain about her to the po-
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lice? He swore she was trapping rabbits on his land. Fool
that he was! The police could do nothing and told him so.
Terka pays rent for that cabin and has her rights. And what
are a few rabbits beside the health of a beautiful young
girl? That daughter of his—although he’s on his knees for
her night and day and spends a fortune in lighting candles,
the doctor declares she’ll never walk again. They say Terka
followed her, called her, lifted that scarf and looked at her,
and the muscles began to wither from that hour. And now
little Cécile Proux! The girl will probably lose the sight of
that eye.”

Juliet, whose temper was rising beyond control, recognised
that name. She broke in. “What is this about Cécile Proux?”

“Yesterday,” Madame Bonin answered, heavily, “Cécile
made a mockery, in her play, of Terka’s affliction and to-day
the girl’s left eye is a hideous sight—sore and swollen and
oozing pus.”

“So it should be! That is easily explained.”

Over-riding all interruptions, Juliet told the story of the
trampled rag and the handful of dirt. Anger and bijtterness
edged her voice. It was with ignorance like this, such lunatic
talk, that these women had worked up the whole witch’s
brew of terror and hatred, to persecute an unfortunate out-
cast and torment gentle souls like Martine. At the moment
she loathed Madame Bonin. In her need to refute the curé
and his warning she was rude to the woman. Martine looked
at her in surprise.

“Don’t you see, Martine?” she said, pleadingly. “Can’t you
understand that all those stories have no more sense or mean-
ing in them than this one? That this is the sort of thing that
started them all?”

“Ah, Juliet, not all.”

Madame Bonin seemed in no way put out. She shrugged
her large shoulders and remarked, “That is very interesting.
But it was not dirt that paralysed poor Angele Leclerc.”

“Paralysed?” Martine echoed the word, appalled. Her
hands lay still among her knives and cloths. Suddenly com-
passionate, Madame Bonin sat down and began to advise her
to leave the village, to have her baby in Menton, in the
Maternity Hospital. She, herself, would come and sleep at the
inn; would take charge. Martine, however, shook her head in
helplessness.
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“How can I leave René?” she said.

Juliet rose, crossed the passage, and stood in the doorway
of the bar—a thing she had not done before. René, seeing
her, gave a sideways nod of his head to Gaston and the two
men joined her, the dog at their heels.

“Get rid of Madame Bonin,” Juliet said, “she is upsetting
Martine.”

The dog’s entry, dripping and muddy and with a laughing
expression on his hairy visage, entirely changed the atmos-
phere of the kitchen. He was exclaimed over, scolded, wiped
down, given tit-bits to eat and then took his place on the
hearth-rug, definitely centre stage. The grandfather chair
groaned under Gaston’s bulk and the smell of Gaston’s Sun-
day cigar added its savour to those already permeating the
air.

“Madame,” René said, “it rains. Upstairs there are eight
guests who doubtless bore themselves. Will you have the
goodness to engage them in games of cards?”

Juliet rejoiced to see -that even that dominating personage
had to obey René when he asserted himself as master of the
house. Madame Bonin left the room with a good-humoured
smile and a stately inclination of her head. There was still-
ness in the kitchen when she had gone. At length René
spoke: “There is nothing wrong with the lock.”

“Or with the wire mesh,” Gaston said.

“A corner could have been lifted and fixed down again,
couldn’t it?” Juliet suggested and René nodded.

“In any case,” Gaston said cheerfully, “we are going to pay
a visit to the gipsy; myself and Scoot.”

“Scoot?” Juliet repeated. That was how the name had
sounded to her. Then illumination came and she exclaimed,
delighted, “Oh, he is a Boy Scout!”

“] present my distinguished colleague to you, Mademoi-
selle.”

He waved his cigar; the dog raised a floppy pa.w in a sort of
salute and Juliet laughed.

“Yes, we are colleagues, almost equals I may say,” the
proud owner boasted. “Scoot has never known whip nor
chain.”

Martine’s eyes were fixed on her husband’s. In a low, im-
ploring voice, she asked him, “René, what are you planning
to do?”
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“We are planning,” René replied, “to give Terka a whole-
some fright.”

“The rain has destroyed scents; nevertheless, the dog will
know if she’s been up to mischief; and if she has he’ll bark to
shake the soul out of her body, if she has a soul,” Gaston
declared. “A bad conscience, you see, has a bad smell. Scoot
always knows. . . . But, we will need a witness,” he added.

René was looking out of the window.

“The rain is stopping. If it isn’t too heavy up at the farms it
will swell the grapes nicely,” he said. “I'll borrow a motor-
cycle and go with you to-morrow if you’ll leave it till three
o’clock.”

He swung round at Martine’s cry: “Oh, no! Not you,
René! Not you!”

René was standing beside her in an instant, his hand on
her shoulder.

“Don’t cry, Martine,” he implored. “It is so bad for you.”
He hesitated, but not for long. His tone was conclusive when
he said to Gaston, “Get someone from my uncle’s to ac-
company you. Thank you, Gaston. You are very good.”

Gaston heaved himself out of the chair, accepting dis-
missal, and murmured words of consolation to Martine. The
dog was reluctant to leave; he looked into René’s face, wag-
ging his tail; raised sympathetic eyes to Martine, nuzzled her
skirt and licked her hand, but, finding her unresponsive, fol-
lowed his master out and across the yard.

“Martine, listen to me,” René insisted, then. “There are
two ways of dealing with Terka: your way has turned _you
into her slave. Now we are going to try mine.”

His wife was in tears.

“You don’t know what you are fighting against, René. You
can’t know what powers are protecting her .. .”

As Juliet went upstairs she was thinking that if Michael
were asked which of the two ways of dealing with Terka he
would prefer his choice would not be appeasement: it would
be war.

It was past nine o’clock, and René had made his wife go
to her bed, before Father Pascale came. When he left, nearly
half an hour later, René accompanied him down the street
and Juliet went up to Martine.

In the attic two candles were burning and Martine, with
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her hair in plaits over her shoulders, looked, in the flickering
light, like a sick little girl.

“Oh, Julet,” she said, thankfully, “you are good to come,
Look, there is something I want you to do.”

She put her hand under her pillow, drew out a clean
handkerchief, and, opening it, showed Juliet a ball of melted
tallow or wax.

“Do you know what this is? It is a thing I talked about
long ago to the curé and he remembered all this time, My
step-mother told me about it. In her village in Flanders there
was a witch. If she entered the kitchen when they were
churning the butter wouldn’t come, but nothing would keep
her from coming in. They were educated people, however,
and knew what to do. They got blest wax from the priest.
One day, when the witch was in the kitchen, they put a piece
over the door and she wasn’t able to go out; when she tried
to, she cried out and cursed and went frantic, like a bird
beating against a pane of glass. At last they took it away,
and she ran out, screaming, and she never returned. This is
wax from the Easter candle. I am going to put a bit -over
every door. Put it up on the lintel for me, Juliet; put it
where René won’t see.” -

So that was what the priest had done for Martine. Now the
poor girl was confirmed in her dreadful belief that diabolical
powers were threatening her. Juliet wanted to refuse but she
looked at Martine’s exhausted face and thought, ‘She must
sleep.” She pulled a chair to the doorway, stood oa it, and
pressed a bit of the wax into the lintel, far back, where it
would not be seen, then returned the chair to its place,

“Good-night: sleep well, Martinel”

“Juliet, Juliet!”

Martine’s hand clutched hers. .

“Promise me, Juliet! Promise you won’t go away! You
won’t leave me until my baby is born? Just a few weeks
more . . .”

“Oh, Martine, don’t ask me to promise!”

The protest sprang out and Juliet felt selfish. But all this
was becoming too much. In three weeks Michael would have
gone and she didn’t know how she could stand it without
him. She wanted to escape.

The word, as soon as it formed in her mind, shamed her.
What was she doing? Letting herself be infected by Mar-
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tine’s infantile superstition; allowing Terka’s fortune-telling
to control her, and betraying her promise to Michael as well
as deserting her poor little friend.

She made an effort to conjur up more courage then she
possessed and when it failed to come she acted from a reck-
less mingling of pity and pride.

“Yes, Martine,” she promised, “I'll stay until your baby is
born.”
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11 The Pendulum

Seen through the square window, the vineyard glistened
and Michael, who had been forced by the threat of more rain
to sleep in his hut, went barefoot out into the lustrous world
and ranged the heavens with his gaze. There was cloud, but
a north wind was blowing it out to sea. The day would be
fine. His spirits rose like a lark springing into the sky. The
tune he was whistling as he douched hmself from a bucket
of rain water belonged to some song, he imagined, about a
lark.

And winking Mary-buds begin
To ope their golden eyes:
With everything that pretty is:
My lady sweet, arise!

That was it. Michael grinned. The old subconscious giving
itself away. But, right enough, a wet day would have been a
blight. There was just no place where they could meet in rain.
And it had been a week.

A squabble of birds was going on in the hazel copse. In the
dewy air the scent of the pines was superb. What a placel
What a life! There was Camille out already, coming slowly
up among the vines, scanning the grapes with infinite solici-
tude. Was this the Day? Yes. Seeing Michael, Camille
beamed, flung both arms up and wagged his hands in a
boyish gesture of joy. The rain, then, had been just enough
and not too much. Picking was to begin. Michael decided,
while he shaved and dressed, that he would give token as-
sistance until eleven-forty precisely. Then it would be time
to start for his rendez-vous at the pin parasol.

He chuckled as he glanced at the letter from his-mother
that lay on his shelf. He could just see her writing it, very
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thoughtful, very deliberate, walking to the window to seek
inspiration by looking down at Regent’s Park, and then choos-
ing casual phrases with great care.

I can’t help feeling relieved that the dancing daughter of
that play-boy, Frith Cunningham, and the silly unprincipled
gambler he married, has changed her sky. As to the Bird of
Paradise—don’t forget dear Monkey, that you broke its wing
and cried your heart out, and that crying was no use. Be a
good boy.

She was a funny Muffin, he thought, smiling; so wise and
consultable about most things but absurd about her only
son—convinced that every girl he met wanted to snare him
into matrimony. A man bound for the wilds wasn’t all that
much of a catch. ‘Good?, he reflected. ‘I've been a positive
prig. Too good to be true. I've wasted a week. It just can’t
go on.’

A pity things had gone wrong down at the inn, but Juliet
wouldn’t be terribly agitated, he imagined. He believed he
had managed to deal with that little attack of superstition:
to quiet her heart and mind. He had never had a sweeter
experience.

Work went cheerfully in the vineyard. The light rain in the
night had been good. The vintage might be the best for six
years. Georges Castelli, son of the family who owned the
Relais, arrived on his bicycle and took his working station
beside the vivacious, blushing Claudette. He brought the
morning’s news: the police-dog was still missing and Léon
Granerol was still a very sick man. Michael was sorry for
Gaston. He thought the clever Scoot would turn up but he
remembered what it was like to lose your dog. Marie-Louise
said serenely, “If the dog is alive Henri will find him. He is
coming to seek on the map with his pendule.” '

The sun climbed, scorching the backs of the diligent har-
vesters with his potent rays. Michael left them at work, clip-
ping steadily, filling the deep baskets with small, purplish
grapes. He waited under the arch of the pine, grateful for its
shade. He had time, while he waited, to take control of his
exuberant mood: to remind himself that he was bound for
the Gold Coast, where an Assistant Forestry Commissioner
might not, during the whole of his first tour of duty, bring a
wife—where, perhaps, conditions might make it unfair ever
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to bring one; and that Juliet was as loyal as she was sensitive,
so that to trouble her peace would be utterly inexcusable.

She came round the bluff of rock, gay as a buttercup,
with a big white hat on her head and pleasure alight in her
face. Michael’s cautious thoughts ‘dissolved, were forgotten;
he started forward but checked his pace when Gaston ap-
peared in her wake, peering to right and left as he walked.
He was a changed Gaston—ill shaved, untidy and dull-eyed,
either from too much drink or too little sleep.

Michael’s optimism was lost on the guard. He would ac-
cept no consolation from him or from Juliet. He was con-
vinced that the siege of Terka’s cabin—Terka cursing from
her window, the dog barking enough for twenty—which
Michael had enjoyed mightily, had sentenced the gallant
creature to death. Scoot had vanished during the night of
Tuesday and no trace of him had been found.

“Look here,” Michael argued as they walked towards the
farm, “even police-dogs have their private affairs.”

But no, Scoot had been above such divagations, it seemed.
Every theory Michael advanced was rejected. No bait of
poisoned beef, no trail of decoying aniseed, no drugged
water, would for one moment have deceived that super-dog,
nor would female wiles have seduced him. He was the victim
of sorcery, fallen in the line of duty—a martyr deserving of
a monument, . '

When Gaston had gone on to the.Loubiers’ for dinner,
Michael said commiseratingly, “His spirit is broken, poor
chap. He’d rather never know what happened than prove
Terka had broken the law and be forced to prosecute her. I
hope it turns out to be only a case of ‘the dog he would
a-wooing go.’ I sure wouldn’t care to be any sort of a
guardian of law and order in that lurid village of yours. . ..
I say, this basket is good and weighty! Let’s see.”

In the centre, a bottle of wine poked up its head. They
sat on a shadowed bank where the air was spiced with the
perfume of sun-warmed rosemary. The wire basket, when
opened flat, revealed within the napkin sandwiches of three
sorts, salad and oranges.

“And Martine is so unhappy,” Juliet said affectionately.

“Well, she doesn’t mean us to be—and I'm not . . . Are
you, Juliet?”
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Juliet shook her head.

“Not now, but I have been—perplexed.” She selected the
word with care.

“Is Terka supposed to have killed the dog and the goat?”

“She is, Michael, and even what happened about Cécile
Proux didn’t make Martine see what nonsense it all is.”

That story delighted Michael. In return, he entertained
Juliet with a lively account of the contest between the guard
and Scoot and himself of the one party and Terka of the
other, with her tied-up, yelping yellow cur. “Scoot had the
last word,” he declared. “Terka’s threats sounded terriffic but
the hound’s voice out-howled and out-lasted hers.”

Juliet laughed, but then an expression of worry shadowed
her face. Michael thought with vexation: ‘They are getting
her down with their back-yard tragedies,’ and, to divert her
thoughts, began to talk about himself—his years at Oxford,
his three years before that in the Air Force, his forest vaca-
tions under tuition in three countries, and the formidable
house-party at which, finally, the personalities of candidates
for the Colonial Forestry Service had been appraised.

“Glory!” she exclaimed, aghast. “Don’t you all turn into
porcupines? I would.”

He looked down at her. His lips remained straight but
the smile that began in his eyes travelled all over his face
just the same, and a chuckle showed in his throat.

“I bet you would,” he said. “No,” he went on, “I dor’t
think most of us did. They really handle the thing awfully
well.?

When he had finished his second cigarette and extin-
guished the stub -with the utmost care, he asked Juliet
whether she wanted to see “the white magician doing his
stuff,” and they walked to the farm, talking about Henri.

“I like him,” Juliet said. “He looks good.”

“He is good,” Michael responded. “He’s first rate. With
his eyes shut, he can identify a tree’s species by passing his
hand over the bark or by the sound its leaves make in a
breeze.”

He wondered what thought was dinting Juliet’s cheeks.
Oh, that wasn’t what she had meant by “good”!

“He’s sound, too,” he went on. “Completely sincere. He
won’t accept money for healing and he prepares for it by
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fasting and meditation. He lives alone, poor fellow. As
Grand’mére Loubier says: ‘What girl wants a husband who
can see her thoughts?” No one will marry him.”

Juliet was surprised by a certain respect and thoughtful-
ness that had come into Michael’s tone.

“Then you don’t dismiss it as superstition?” she asked.

“I’'ve been cogitating. They swear by him up here, and he
doesn’t use herbs or even manipulation. I imagine he brings
a cure off by setting auto-suggestion to work. Auto-sugges-
tion can kill, so why shouldn’t it sometimes cure?”

“It can kill?” Juliet exclaimed. The thought shocked her.

“Fear can kill,” Michael replied. “Do you know there are
some places—Haiti is one—where men of magnificent phy-
sique will die if their medicine-man tells them that they have
broken a taboo?”

A little shiver passed through Juliet. ‘Even thoughts,’ she
remembered Martine’s saying, ‘can injure an unborn child’;
but then her mind took a leap. There was something she had
been half afraid to ask Michael, but she saw now that it
wouldn’t incur his scorn. She said, “There is a thing I
wanted to ask you, but please don’t be cross with me if you
think it is foolishness.”

Michael smiled at her. “When have I been cross with you?”

“You were, rather, over the fortune-telling, and it is about
that. I wondered whether telepathy is a real thing, because, if
it is, mightn’t Terka have taken memories out of my mind?
You see,” she went on hesitatingly, “that would account for
her seeing things out of the past, but still, all the rest—her
prognostications, and the evil eye, and cursing people—all
that might be nonsense.”

“Pm afraid telepathy’s a question I've given no thought
to,” Michael replied. “I’'m certainly not in a position to be
dogmatic about it, for or against. But it’s a nice piece of
reasoning. I think it’s quite possible you have got somethng
there.” .

So Juliet felt she might cling to her theory. She was re-
lieved.

2 .

Old Madame Loubier was alone in the kitchen, propped up
in the bed that she occupied all day, for she would have
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died of melancholy isolated in her little room. Henri Bona-
vera had come but had been sent off by her to try what he
could do for Léon Granerol, who, poor wretch, had been
ailing for a fortnight, couldn’t keep his food down, and was
as weak as a cat.

“That wife of his is a slut and a shrew,” the old woman
declared. “She pretends to be jealous of him—as if any girl
would look at that pink-eyed rabbit of a man! Claudette
occupies herself with something better than that, but Agnés
has to have her grievance to squeal about. A week ago, I told
her to send for Henri, but she wouldn’t, for reasons of her
own. She got that new doctor from the village who is so
young and raw he couldn’t smell mischief when it was under
his nose. I've sent Henri along, now, in spite of her, and
when he returns we’ll know what we will know.”

“You are a scandalous old woman,” Michael told her, and
she cackled with delight.

Juliet had to submit to a volley of questions about the
goat and the dog until, to her relief, Camille came in with
his daughters and Henri and Gaston followed them. Henri
greeted Juliet with his extraordinarily attractive, confiding
smile. Grand’mére Loubier clamoured at him. “Well? Wasn’t
1 right? Did you find out the truth?”

“I found out the truth and I think Léon will recover, but
he needed no help from me.”

Henri turned to the elder girl, whose grey eyes rested on
him all the time and who flushed when he spoke to her.
“Marie-Louise, will you, this evening, go in to Léon and
give him his soup? Agnes is taking the ’bus to the village
but she will have to walk back.” )

“Ha, hal” the old woman cried triumphantly. “She is scared
to death! She runs to the priest to make her confession! I
was right.”

“Be quiet, Madame, or I must leave immediately.” Henri’s
blue gaze quelled her. Although his hair was white, he was a
man still in his thirties and had force in him. “Can you be
still and neither chatter nor ask questions? If not, I must
work elsewhere,” he said to her. Calming himself with an
effort, he asked gently, “How, if peace is not in me, can I
give peace?”

Her walnut face was creased in a hundred wrinkles by her
grin. “Oh, I'll hold my tongue,” she said.
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A roughly drawn map was spread on the table, the cor-
ners held flat by knives and set by Michael’s compass. It
represented the course of the river and the country on either
side of it between lines drawn south of the saw-mill and
north of the Bridge of the Sheep. The legendary spot which
had given The Gorge its name was marked with a thick cross.
Juliet recognised the forest track by which she had walked
down with Michael a week ago. It ran steeply down from
the saw-mill to below the water-fall and came out on the
motor road, just where the route cut through the woods.

Henri was restless; he prowled about.

“It is not good to attempt so much in one day,” he said
uneasily. “I fear very much that I shall fail to help you, my
poor Gaston.”

Marie-Louise took a chair near her grandmother while the
rest, standing a little back from the table, watched Henri’s
pendulum. It was a globe of metal about the size of a walnut
which hung on a chain five or six inches long; at the base of
the globe the metal came to a point. Henri stood with his
right arm extended over the map, so still that the pendulum,
suspended from the chain held between finger and thumb,
hung motionless. Presently it began to oscillate. Moved to
another point, it vibrated in the same way, describing a line
at an angle to the first. This seemed to give Henri his in-
dication—a spot just east of the cross. The pendule held over
that point, began to gyrate, and soon it was swinging out in a
wide circle. Vigorously, the motion went on, and Camille
sighed. ’

“Anti-sunwise,” Henri muttered unhappily, and the old
woman exclaimed, “I knew it! . . . My poor Gaston, your
dog is dead.”

The guard was silent. Michael spoke drily.

“You got the result you expected, didn’t you, Henri?”

Henri showed no resentment. He sighed and sat down,
pressing his hands to the sides of his head, as though he felt
pain there.

“It is possible that my powers are failing,” he said quietly.
“I am not a seventh son, you understand, We were seven, but
one of us was a girl.”

“You have never failed in healing, Henri, never,” Marie-
Louise said intensely and Henri gave her a smile that sent
colour flooding over her face.
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‘She is in love with him,” Juliet thought, ‘and Henri wants
a wife. Is she afraid that he would read her thoughts? She
doesn’t look as if she had anything to conceal. They would
be happy together; they are good.’

That was the end of the quest. Gaston declared lugubrious-
ly that his brave comrade lay murdered in the depths of the
ravine and would never be seen again by mortal eyes. Sadly,
he thanked his friends and left, to return to St. Jacques by
the afternoon ’bus. Camille and his daughters went back to
the vineyard and Michael took Juliet far into the woods
where not even the sound of the saw-mill could be heard.

3

Michael looked down at Juliet’s thoughtful face. He had
gambled, taking her to see Henri at work. But had he won?
Juliet looked up and knew, by indefinable sighs, just what
was in his mind, She asked gently, “Suppose he had traced
the dog?”

“I would think,” Michael answered, “that Henri had made
a good guess.” -

“But not that it was trickery?”

“No. He wouldn’t know it, but I imagine the muscles of his
finger and thumb respond imperceptibly. The pendule would
simply enlarge the microscopic movements in them.”

“Respond, do you mean to his wish?”

“Not even that: to his anticipations, as they form them-
selves in his brain. He’s what they call a radiésthésiste.”

“Couldn’t it be to knowledge of some kind—like in water-
divining?”

“What? Over a map? I'd be surprised! Anyhow, it’s not
sorcery, Juliet.”

Juliet revolved all this, walking in the soft, lovely hush of
the evergreens, in and out of sunlight and shade. Michael had
set his heart on reassuring her, on ridding her of the dread
Terka had left, She knew that and felt she could almost bless
the cause of his solicitude. Now he was talking about trees.
In no time Juliet had learnt to distinguish several of the coni-
fers that grew on these slopes—to know the Maritime pine,
erect and symmetrical, from the stone-pine with its heavy
umbrellas of foliage massed at the end of the bough, and
the Aleppo pine, with its rounded top, small cone and supple
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needles. Michael taught her to identify firs and pines of many
species by noticing how the needles were bunched, and by
the bark. He drew sketches for her. He talked about the
diseases and the enemies of trees. )

“These are natural woods and regenerate themselves nat-
urally,” be said, “but man has to help. The Aleppo pine, for
example, needs soil kept free from weeds and needs sunlight
and air. It has to be watched for heart-rot, and protected
from goats—then there’s the procession caterpillar.” With a
smile, he asked her, “Have you seen the blighters moving
across a road?”

“I have, and I've taken such pains not to tread on them.”

“Next time, squash the lot.”

“Must 1?”

“Yes; not with your hands, though.”

“Ugh!” Juliet grimaced.

“The brutes will strip a pine white,” he told her. “All the
fault of a monk of Cimiez,” he went on, solemnly. “They
damaged the crops, so he went out with bell, book and candle
and cleverly ordered them to confine their depredations to
the trees.”

“And they obeyed?” Juliet asked in a voice as grave as his
own.

“Naturally, or they’d have been excommunicated.”

She said: “Go on telling me true things,” and Michael de-
scribed for her some of the countless intricate devices by
which plants defend themselves against draught, frost and
pests, protecting their health and their fertility. Juliet listened
as if under a spell. She thought how, around them, leagues
beyond leagues, beautiful trees were growing and spreading
their branches, nourishing themselves with earth, sun and
air; and of how, since the world began, the cycle of birth and
life and procreation had gone on in accordance with strict,
mysterious laws. She began to feel the urge of it in herself;
to feel overcharged with the excitement of being young and
alive and destined to pass life on.

Then she thought of the little haphazard chances that
combine to bring something about—something which, when
it happens, seems to have been inevitable: predestined for you
when you were born.

Michael stopped talking because Juliet’s eager responses
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and questions had ceased. He was aware of her withdrawal,
as though some imagined distance were opening between
them. They walked on. He was filled with a sense of well-
being, and so, surely was she? Her quietness puzzled him.
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12 The House of God

René had made the coffee before Juliet was down. Mar-
tine was asleep still after a bad night. Marie would come
straight from early Mass and Martine would go to the half
past ten. h

“It’s a pity that you're a heretic, Juliet,” René said, with
a slight smile,

René had altered. Gay and vivacious as ever with the
clients, in the kitchen he was preoccupied and morose and,
at times, when he looked at his wife, there was something
like fear for her in his eyes. Martine, he had told Juliet, had
taken refuge in endless praying; in their own room, her ro-
sary was never out of her hands.

Martine did her work faithfully, nevertheless, She was
down and had drunk her coffee by the time Marie arrived,
bringing her usual budget of rumours and news relayed in
the toothless mumble of which Juliet understood only an oc-
casional word. The old woman was flustered and garrulous
and did not seem able to deal with her apron-strings. Juliet
and René went up and down stairs with trays. As Juliet
came down after delivering the last she heard Marie say some-
thing about Terka and saw Martine start so that a jug that
she had been holding was smashed on the tiles. René came
in and caught his wife by the elbows: It was the Castellis,
Marie repeated; driving down in their car they had overtaken
Terka in her Sunday finery on the road. She was evidently
coming to late Mass. “And she limped,” Marie whispered, as if
this appalled her. “She limped.” '

“And would I regret it,” René said savagely, “if she
tumbled into the ravine? If her bones rotted there till the
Day of Judgement while her soul rotted in Hell?”

Martine was clinging to him, distraught, and he was scold-
ing, teasing, trying all means to quiet her, when Marie and
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Juliet went upstairs to tidy the dining-room. Marie was quite
useless from agitation. “He did it; that is what is so terrible;
he lamed her; I saw it with my own eyes; you saw it, also.
He kicked her,” she babbled.

Juliet gasped. This had become a tale out of Grimm—no
longer from the gentle Hans Andersen.

“Marie,” she exclaimed, “you can’t mean—the black cat?”

Marie’s head shook up and down but she spoke slowly, so
as to be understood.

“They change themselves into cats and hares. People know
it, up in the mountains. If a man shoots a witch-hare, the
witch has the injury, and she takes her revenge. But it is
through the poor little Madame that Terka will have hers.
You will see; you will see, Mademoiselle. Her baby will be
born with a club-foot . . .”

The gruesome prognostication went on but Juliet contrived
not to listen or understand. The thought of what Martine must
be suffering, utterly needlessly, through mere folly and igno-
rance, filled her with pity and something not far from con-
tempt. A little later contempt melted away and amazed ad-
miration took its place. Martine, in her old-fashioned black
coat and hat and tight black gloves, was waiting in the shad-
ows at the back of the hall, prepared to go to Mass. She kept
herself out of sight of the clients and she did not want
René to go with her, yet she looked as if she did not know
how to go out alone. René signed to Juliet. She went with
him into his little office and he closed the door.

“Why don’t you keep her at home, René?” she asked.

“She doesn’t want to miss Mass again. She would feel she
had sinned. And inside the Church she knows she will be
safe: the Devil himself couldn’t harm her there. If you would
go with her and make a little reconnaissance, Juliet: make
sure Terka doesn’t waylay her in the street. I know you are
not afraid.”

“You are speaking as if you were.”

“What I am afraid of is Martine’s fear.”

“But it is fear of nothing! You know that. Oh, can’t you
make her see?”

“Do I know that? How do we know?”

He paced up and down the small room, tormented; wres-
tling with doubt; thinking aloud.

“We pray to God and sometimes our prayers are answered.
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How can we know others do not pray to Satan and that their
prayers are not answered, too?”

“You can’t believe these absurdities. You can’t believe
Terka changed herself into a cat!”

“No, no, I do not. That limp is a coincidence. But I know
she puts curses on those she hates and that misfortunes hap«
pen to them.”

Juliet sighed, baffled. “And yet you have insulted her?”

“I have. I have defied her. I don’t see what else a man can
do. Are we to prostrate ourselves? But if I have brought her
malice down on Martine . ..”

He rocked on his feet, his clenched hand beating his head,
then crashed his fist on the desk.

“If only there were enough who had courage we could rid
ourselves of the witch.”

“Martine is waiting,” Juliet reminded him. This outburst
had chilled her. René, it seemed, was no more rational than
the rest.

“If you would go with her? You are her good angel. Please
go with her, Juliet.”

“Of course I will go.”

She ran to her room, made herself neat, put on her hat and
unearthed her one pair of gloves, then went out with Martine
to the sun-lit street.

The congregation was a small one and very mannerly.
Footsteps were quiet, genuflections slow and complete, all
movements subdued. The glances cast at her and Martine .were
brief. The pews at the rear of the church had been left empty
and when, just as the curé and his acolyte came to the altar,
someone was heard taking a place there, the wave of move-
ment and whispering that passed over the people was no more
than a breeze stirs in a field of wheat. Juliet looked around.
Martine, who was kneeling, had not moved.

“Is it Terka?” she whispered, and Juliet answered, “Yes.”

The priest, Juliet thought, looked very ill, as if he had
prayed and fasted too much. She recalled their talk and how.
greatly it had troubled him. And indeed, he must be troubled,
she reflected—a shepherd whose flock was distraught and
threatened: who believed that their very souls were in danger
from diabolical powers. Devotion and wisdom shone in his
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face. Was it possible that such a man could be so profoundly
deceived?

Gradually the tension within her and around her relaxed.
The calm, ordered movements before the altar; the clear note
of the bell; the rhythmic prayers and responses in sonorous
Latin—all the power of that ancient, sanctified ritual, en-
folded the congregation in an atmosphere in which they felt
safe. Juliet grew less conscious of her separateness, more
aware of the mood which united the worshippers. There was
a sense of surrender, and, with surrender, release; an illusion,
too, as the Mass proceeded, that the flaunting, defiant presence
in the shadows at the back grew dim, shrank and weakened,
losing its potency.

She knelt with the rest while the priest, in a fervent voice,
prayed that the blessing of the Lord might be in his heart and
on his lips; she rose and stood while he read the Gospel of
the day, and sat still, looking up, while he ascended to the
pulpit slowly, as if with reluctance.

In an abstracted tone he read announcements about
changes in the hours of Mass; mentioned a collection for a
chapel to be built in a mountain parish; read the banns for
an affianced couple. A long pause followed. With troubled
eyes he searched the faces of his congregation, as if seeking
reassurance from them. When he spoke it was in a low, im-
pressive tone, as though he were weighing each word.

He spoke of charity and patience; of tolerance and self-
control, urging his flock to remember that vengeance lay not
with them but with God; that theirs was a Christian com-
munity on whom the blessings of civilisation and education
had been bestowed.

“I have taken the decision to trust you,” he said. “It is be-
cause I lacked the courage to trust you sufficiently that I
hesitated to take a certain action which I should otherwise
have taken more than a year ago. I hoped that it might prove
unnecessary. I have sought, by private warnings and ad-
monitions, to avert the danger from your souls, but, by many
of you, my warnings have been disregarded. Your simple
Christian duty has been over-ruled by greed and ignorance,
by folly and fear. But, now, matters have come to my knowl-
edge which forbid any more delay. Evil is among us and it
must be cast out.”
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It was as though a wave passed over the congregation,
causing a cowering together and leaning over; a whispering
and a sigh. Martine’s hand groped for her friend’s and Juliet
gripped it in a hard clasp.

“There is a woman in this church,” the priest said, full-
voiced and erect, “who wills evil. You are forbidden all deal-
ings with her. You will neither sell nor give to her nor aid
her in any way. I command her to rise, now, and leave this
church, of which she has made use for unholy purposes. She
is to walk out through that door.”

Very slowly, heads were turned. People near the back of
the church stole from their places and gathered against the
walls. No one remained between Terka and the door. Without
haste, Terka rose to her feet and moved into the aisle. She
stood there, erect and vital, a woman in the prime of her
life, and looked straight in the priest’s face. For a throbbing
moment Juliet thought she was going to lift the scarf and
held Martine close; but Terka did not raise her hand. She
turned, without genuflecting. She did not limp. As if going
to some proud rendezvous, she walked to the door, opened it
and went out.

The woman left a hush behind her such as is laid on a
field by frost, then a great commotion spread over the con-
gregation and all faces were raised to the priest. Martine, al-
though she was pale and lay against Juliet’s shoulder, neither
fainted nor made a sound. Mass was resumed and concluded;
the priest told his congregation to go in peace. He spoke in
an exhausted voice as though virtue had gone out of him.
Outside the door was an excited throng which increased
every moment.

“She walked away down the street,” someone said, “with
the air of a bride.” When they learned what had happened
many were aghast but others were relieved and even tri-
umphant. Martine declared in a joyous voice, “We are safe
from her at last; she will never dare to. come to the village
again.” An old man who had heard her shook his head. “The
Devil does not give up so easily,” he said. “Father Pascale is a
brave man.”

2

Martine, who retained, all the long, busy day, her mood of
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tranquillity, turned to Juliet .when nine o’clock struck and
urged her to go to bed, but René, coming in from the bar
at that moment, suggested, “Perhaps fresh air would do her
more good.” His eyes were twinkling as he said to Juliet,
“Put on your coat and take a turn in the orchard.” :

She pelted upstairs for her coat, ran down again, but
walked sedately across the kitchen and stood still outside in
the shadowed yard. All day she had been fighting a tide of
grief that was beating against her, threatening to overwhelm
her, and that was yet the strongest joy she had ever known.
She was in Paradise, but in two weeks—two weeks from this
evening—she would be alone again, her happiness at an end.
She did not know how she would go through the rest of her
days. Never would she regain the ability to depend on her-
self and be contented in loneliness. That had gone, and there
would be no other man . . . When she saw Michael waiting
for her under the olives beyond the lane, she knew this. She
loved Michael; there was no part of her, mind or body or
spirit, that did not love him and need him. But he mustn’t
know: she had a part to play.

He threw his cigarette down and stamped on it and helped
her to cross the stile; then his hand closed on her arm.

“I just had to tell you,” he said, in his strong, quiet voice.
“I've had good news. It came yesterday. I'm going to Cy-
prus. You just can’t imagine how much it means.”

Nor could Michael imagine how much it meant to her, to
bring him back from dark African jungles and to place him
in Europe, in a Mediterranean island, a place her imagina-
tion could reach to and wander in. Her joyous response made
him smile at her, half surprised. He guided her down the
orchard slope towards the lower field where the river ran.

“It’s nice of you to be interested,” he said. “I'm a bit of a
spoilt boy, wanting someone to shout with. My mother’s to
blame. Gee, she’ll be so pleased!”

“And your sisters?”

“Oh, they’re taken up with their husbands and kids; but it
will be the world and all to my mother,” he said.

“Have you sent her a telegram?”

“I've got it with me, written out. Send it for me in the
morning, will you?”

“Indeed I will, first thing . . . Oh, Michael, how enchanting
Cyprus must be!”
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“Gosh, yes—marvellous. Wild and civilised, sunny and Eu-

ropean; the Mediterranean to swim in and hills—hills where
- the climate in summer is all you could wish . . .”

He paused, gave Juliet a startled glance, as though afraid
she would think he had said something he had not meant to
say; strode on alone, then waited for her and began, con-
fusedly, to tell her about the man who was leaving the post.

“I met him after his first tour of duty-when he came back
for the refresher course, They won't like quitting; the big
campaign against forest-fires has been won, but there’s no
end to be done. They have their house in the forest and a
car and go to the -capital every fortnight, and the Cypriots
are fine colleagues. The Aleppo pine is extremely important
and...”

Michael was talking about the increase of conifers while
Juliet was wondering why he had said “they.” Now he was
talking of the nearness of Crete and of the journey out—
Venice and the Greek Islands and the Acropolis. She couldn’t
find one word to say.

“It sounds like a dream.” She heard herself murmur that
flat, inadequate phrase and saw Michael’s face change. He
looked at her a little repentantly, When they reached the
brink of the steep drop to the river they stood still.

Darkness was falling but faint light survived. The thread of
water that was the river shimmered in its deep bed. Every-
thing had colour still but all the tints were dim and overlaid
by a silver patina shed by the moon. It was a scene of peace.

Now Michael was asking about Terka, about the fantastic
story that had travelled up to the farms. Juliet told him, brief-
ly, that it was true and that Martine believed the danger over
but others thought that Terka would take her revenge. “I
want not to think about her,” she said.

“Finel Let’s chuck her into the river.” He took up a stone
and flung it. It sank. “Goodbye to Terka and all her works!”

Juliet wanted to let her thoughts live in Cyprus; visualize
those forests; see Michael there, at work. He was going to be
important. She imagined his mother acting as hostess for
him, pouring out tea for administrators and diplomats. She
was thankful there wasn’t much light.

“I'm terribly glad for you, and for your mother,” she said,
and asked whether he had to go home. He imagined it
wouldn’t be necessary. He'd been back and got his equip-

124



ment in August. If anything had to be altered his mother
would probably be able to see to it. It would all be shipped
to Marseilles or Genoa. He’d sail at the end of the month,
probably, on a Greek ship. His tour with his mother wouldn’t
be cut short. He took the wire he had drafted out of his
pocket-book and gave it to Juliet.

“I'll send it first thing,” she promised. She wished her
voice hadn’t sounded so small.

Michael turned and they walked up the hill and into the
shadowy dip of the olive field. When Michael spoke it was
casually.

“I have to pack my note-books and specimens. There’s a
biggish job to be done—mounting and labelling. I wonder
if, on Thursday, you’d come up and give me a hand?”

Juliet did not know how to answer. She did not know how,
now or ever, to let him go. One should fight for one’s life;
yet nothing mattered so much as that Michael should not find
out. She decided to refuse.

“I would like to,” she said.

“Of course, I mean if it’s fine.”

“Of course.” .

They crossed the lane and paused at the little gate in the
low wall that bounded the yard of the inn.

“Goodbye then, till Thursday, Juliet.”

“Goodbye, Michael.”

But he didn’t go. He stood there, looking at her, not
smiling, not, even, like a friend. It was a stern, almost angry,
look. He didn’t put out his hand. It was Juliet who moved.
The kitchen was empty with one lamp burning. She went in
and locked the door and when she looked out of the window
Michael had gone. She closed the curtains and put out the
light. She thought, ‘He is going; and when he has gone my
life will be like an empty room.’
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13 The Cups

DEAREST MUFF,

You should get my wire some time today. .

I've made three attempts to write tactfully but it’s no use. I
can imagine how happy you are about Cyprus but you can't
begin to guess how much it means to me.

The snag is, I can’t, now, meet you in Paris or Amiens. We
can’t have our tour. I want you to spend those two weeks
somewhere near here, instead. And please, like the Senior Wan-
gler you are, do fix it that I don’t have to come home.

Now you’ll have guessed, because you know there is only one
thing that would make me let you down. Your letter, my dear
Muff, was nonsense—the most enraging nonsense that ever
dripped from your learned and fertile pen. Just how far out
you are about Juliet I won't waste time trying to say—having
torn up three attempts.

She is at St. Jacques and I have to see more of her. There’s
just about a month left before I sail and I think it might be
enough. I am almost quite certain about myself and I don’t
think there is anyone in my way. The trouble is, Juliet is so
sensitive and so lacking in self-confidence; so incapable of
coming half-way or even quarter-way, that one has to be as wary
as a bird-watcher—a Bird-of-Paradise watcher, if you like. The
timing would have to be right. And you know what a clumsy
mutt I have always been. So I need the whole month, I know
you will understand.

Meanwhile, a rather grim situation is blowing up in these
parts—a vent de crise—and the inn where Juliet is working is
in the middle of it. Actually, it has helped a lot, but now I'm
afraid it is making Juliet ill.

Please—what are you doing about my room? Keep it free
for the autumn, would you, for a bit? If the gods are with
me TI'll be getting a home ready in Cyprus and my girl will be
wanting somewhere to wait, and very, very much needing a
friend.

Bless you, my blessed, forgiving Muff,
Your loving MONKEY.

P.S.
Don't forget amber lamps. Let me know where to book a
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room, and for when. Driving, you can’t arrive till the Wed-
nesday, I suppose—the 15th. Terribly sorry youwll have that
long drive alone.

It wouldn’t have been so hard, Michael thought, as he
sealed and stamped his letter, if only his father had been
alive. Getting this alone, being alone with all the anxiety it
would cause her, wouldn’t be too good. But it couldn’t be
helped.

The grape-picking was finished and that was as well, be-
cause a dull sky threatened rain. Glad to be spared the
temptation of sunshine, Michael set to work in his hut.
There was quite a biggish job to be wound up: his memo on
the Aleppo pine to finish; specimens to be sorted, ready for
mounting, with his sketches and photographs. When all that
was done he would have the beginnings of a handy file of his
own about Mediterranean conifers.

It had been a brain-wave to ask Juliet to help, because . . .
well, because this was the side of forestry work that could
have no romance or fascination about it for a poetic tem-
perament, and if she took to it—if she was happy, grubbing
indoors with ‘labels and paste and dead moths and things—
well, it would make one easier in one’s mind.

Satisfied with his personal dispositions, Michael spent a
long and profitable afternoon oblivious of all problems un-
connected with trees, until ravenous hunger sent him down to
the house, and after supper he shut himself up with his note-
books and collections again, working by the light of his lamp
in the silence that he loved.

2

That was no moth knocking against his window. Startled,
Michael dropped his magnifier and the dry leaf beneath it
was crumbled. However, it could be replaced. Pulling the
muslin aside. he saw, staring in, the pale face of Marie-
Louise. When he opened the door she caught at his arm.

“Please come, Michael,” she panted. “They are talking so
wildly—all of them, all have come. They pretend it is to ask
my father’s advice, but it is really to make him responsible
too. Some of them have knives and César Domenico has a
gun.”
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As a rule, the farm-house was silent by nine o’clock, with
lights out and door and shutters bolted. Now, through the
half-open door, lamplight and raucous sounds poured out.
The clamour ceased as Michael entered the kitchen and
Camille called out a welcome to him.

He was not welcome to the rest. No one rose to shake
hands and their nods were belied by sullen, distrustful looks.
There were eight seated round the table: Granerol, yellow-
visaged and emaciated; the three Domenicos—swarthy fellows
whose faces looked congested with anger; the Vial boys, both
under eighteen—Paul flushed and Pierre very pale; Georges
Castelli, scarcely recognizable as Claudette’s gay suitor, and
his long-faced, responsible brother, Anton. Camille stood
behind Georges. With a jerk of his head, his daughter was
ordered upstairs to her room. She obeyed, casting a glance
back at the small door beyond the cupboard from which the
shrill calls of the grandmother could be heard. The men paid
no attention to them, but it was not until Michael had with-
drawn into a shadowed corner that their discussion was re-
sumed in muttering, guttural tones.

Michael, who knew every one of these men, was astounded
by the alteration in them. Most of them were young; the
sons of wine-growers and agriculturists; good workers and
skilled: types of the stable element, he had thought them, in
the economy of France. Now, in the light of the oil-lamp
that burnt on the table, their eyes seemed to smoulder under
drawn brows; nostrils were dilated and jaws set taut; they
breathed like men over-wrought. They looked vengeful and
frustrated and afraid. ,

“I swear I will face her,” a young voice declared. “I am
not scared.”

Much that was said Michael could not comprehend, but
he understood a phrase now and then.

“Then you are a fool!”

“It must be at night.”

“A night without moonlight. Tonight there is thick cloud.”

Those were older men speaking. Young Pierre raised his
voice again.

“Yes, it must be tonight. How can we face our mother
tomorrow otherwise? It was her curse that destroyed our
brothers and Maman has waited for us to be men. And now
the curé has given the sign.”
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A chorus answered him.

“He has denounced her from the pulpit.” “He has said it in
public.” “He has denounced her as a sorceress.”

“I don’t believe it. Who heard it?” Michael said, thrust-
ing himself among them.

“My wife heard it,” Granerol answered. “She was there.
The curé had expressly bidden her . . .”

“You ought to know, Léon!” Anton Castelli cried with a
harsh laugh.

César Domenico silenced him with a snarl.

“I have a plan,” he said and the rest listened.

“Is not her name ‘Fontana’? She is Italian. Anton—your
car is in order? We will seize her tonight, tie a sack over her
head and smuggle her over the frontier. That will mean an
Italian prison for her and . . .”

“Seize her?” impatient voices demanded. “Easily said!
How is that to be done?”

“While she’s asleep.”

“That yellow bitch of hers yelps to wake Hell.”

César gave in.

“True, I forgot the bitch.”

A moment of brooding silence was ended by Paul Vial,
thumping the table with his fist.

“She must be shot!” he declared. “She is a murderess.”

Heads were nodded but no one spoke until Granerol mut-
tered, “Ay, and she tried to make a murderess of my-wife;
ay, because I refused to sell her a mule. Agnés, the fool,
went to her for a philtre. She swears it was for my stomach
but I know better. . .”

A burst of ribald laughter relieved the tension but Gran-
erol’s grating voice went on:

“I nearly retched the soul out of my body. That’s why the
priest denounced her. That’s what made him do it at last,”
Michael asked sharply, “What has become of the stuff?”

“I threw it on the weed fire, bottle and all. It made a sul-
phurous smoke.”

“Shooting’s the only way,” Pierre urged. Neither boy
wished to be outdone by his brother. “Shoot her,” he said,
“in the back of the head.”

Camille put his hands on the lad’s shoulder.

“So that your mother may lose two more sons, and this
time to the guillotine?”
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He spoke quietly and there was a restless stir. Georges
muttered: “No court would condemn a man for killing a
witch.” ‘

“But they would,” Camille replied. “There are laws, Do
I want an assassin for a son-in-law?”

“What is your own proposal, then, Camille? Marcel
Domenico called, and his younger brother cried, jeering-
ly, “Where’s your brave nephew? Why is René not here?
He is the one who is always talking about getting rid of the
witch.”

Camille answered firmly:

“René is a civilised man and what he and I propose is a
civilised process. Isolate Terka. See that your women-folk
and that idiot, Ignace, cease aiding and feeding her. Starve
her out of the district . . .”

He was shouted down. That, they declared, had been tried
and had failed and had brought curses and disaster on those
who had attempted it. With a shrug Camille turned away.

César, who seemed to exercise a kind of leadership, now
said in heavy, impressive tones: “There is only one thing
to do. It must look like an accident. We mu