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THE FOUNTAINS

THEY knew, having given him cause, that Dr Kereth might attempt to seek political asylumin Paris.
Therefore, on the plane flying west, in the hotel, on the streets, at the meetings, even while heread his
paper to the Cytology section, he was distantly accompanied at al times by obscure figures who might be
explained as graduate students or Croatian microbiologists, but who had no names, or faces. Since his
presence lent not only distinction to his country's delegation but dso acertain lugter to his
government—See, we let even him come—they had wanted him there; but they kept himin sight. He
was used to being in sight. In hissmall country aman could get out of sight only by not moving at dl, by
keeping voice, body, brain dl quiet. He had dways been arestless, visble man. Thus, when all & once
on the sixth day in the middle of aguided tour in broad daylight he found himself gone, he was confused
for atime. Only by walking down apath could one achieve one's absence?

It wasin avery strange place that he did so. A greet, desolate, terrible house stood behind him
ydlow intheydlow sunlight of afternoon. Thousands of many-colored dwarfs milled on terraces, beyond
which apae blue cand ran straight away into the unredl distance of September. Thelawnsended in
groves of chestnut trees a hundred feet high, noble, somber, shot through with gold. Under the treesthey
had walked in shadow on the riding-paths of dead kings, but the guide led them out again to sunlight on
lawns and marble pavements. And ahead, straight ahead, towering and shining up into the air, fountains
ran.

They sprang and sang high above their marble basinsin the light. The petty, pretty rooms of the
palace as big as acity where no one lived, the indifference of the noble treesthat were the only fit
inhabitants of a garden too large for men, the dominance of autumn and the past, dl thiswas brought into
proportion by the running of water. The phonograph voices of the guidesfell slent, the camera eyes of
the guided saw. The fountains leapt up, crashed down exulting, and washed death away.

They ran for forty minutes. Then they ceased. Only kings could afford to run the Great Fountains of
Versallesand live forever. Republics must keep their own proportion. So the high white jets shrank,
stuttering. The breasts of nymphs ran dry, the mouths of river-gods gaped black. The tremendous voice
of uprushing and downfaling water became arattling, coughing sigh. It was dl through, and everyone
stood for amoment alone. Adam Kereth turned, and seeing a path before him went down it away from
the marble terraces, under the trees. Nobody followed him; and it was at this moment, though he was
unaware of it, that he defected.

Late-afternoon light lay warm across the path between shadows, and through the light and shadows
ayoung man and ayoung woman walked hand in hand. A long way behind them Adam Kereth walked
by himsdif, tears running down his cheeks.

Presently the shadows fell away from him and he looked up to see no path, no lovers, only avast
tender light and, below him, many little round treesin tubs. He had come to the terrace above the
Orangerie. Southward from this high place one saw only forest, France abroad forest in the autumn
evening. Horns blew no longer, rousing wolf or wild boar for the king's hunt; there was no great game
left. The only tracksin that forest would be the footprints of young lovers who had come out from Paris
on the bus, and walked among the trees, and vanished.

With no intent, unconscious till of his defection, Kereth roamed back aong wide walks towardsthe
palace, which stood now in the sinking light no longer yellow but colorless, like a sea-cliff over abeach
when the last bathers are leaving. From beyond it came adim roar like surf, engines of tourist busses



gtarting back to Paris. Kereth stood till. A few small figures hurried on the terraces between silent
fountains. A woman'svoicefar off called to achild, plaintive asagull's cry. Kereth turned around and
without looking back, intent now, conscious, erect as one who has just stolen something—a pinegpple, a
purse, aloaf—from a counter and has got it hidden under his coat, he strode back into the dusk among
the trees.

"Thisismine," he said doud to the high chestnuts and the oaks, like athief among policemen. "Thisis
mine!" The oaks and chestnuts, French, planted for aristocrats, did not answer hisfierce republican claim
madein aforeign language. But dl the sametheir darkness, the taciturn, complicit darkness of dl forests
where fugitives have hidden, gathered around him.

Hewas not long in the groves, an hour or less; there were gates to be locked and he did not want to
be locked in. That was not what he was here for. So before nightfall he came up the terraces, still walking
erect and calm as any king or kleptomaniac, and went around the huge, pae, many-windowed sea-cliff
and across its cobbled beach. One bus still chuffed there, ablue bus, not the grey one he dreaded. His
bus was gone. Gone, washed out to sea, with the guide, the colleagues, the fellow countrymen, the
microbiologigts, the spies. Gone and left him in possession of Versailles. Above him Louis X1V,
foreshortened on a prodigious horse, asserted the existence of absolute privilege. Kereth looked up at
the bronze face, the big bronze Bourbon nose, as a child looks up at his older brother, loving and
derisive. He went on through the gates, and in a cafe across the Parisroad his Sster served him vermouth
at adusty green table under sycamores. Thewind of night and autumn blew from the south, from the
forests, and like the vermouth its scent was alittle bitter, an odor of dry leaves.

A free man, hetook hisown way in his own time to the suburban station, bought his own ticket,
returned to Paris by himsalf. Where he came up out of the Metro nobody knows, perhaps not himsaif,
nor where he wandered in the city while defecting. At eeven o'clock at night he was standing at the
parapet of the Solferino Bridge, a short man of forty-seven in ashoddy suit, afree man. He watched the
lights of the bridge and of farther bridges tremble on the black river running quietly. Up and down the
river on either bank stood the asylums. the Government of France, the Embassies of Americaand
England. He had walked past them dll.

Perhapsit wastoo late at night to enter them. Standing on the bridge there in the middle, between
the Left Bank and the Right Bank, he thought: There are no hiding places|eft. There are no thrones,; no
wolves, no boars; even thelions of Africaare dying out. The only safe placeisthe zoo.

But he had never cared much about being safe, and now thought that he did not care much about
hiding ether, having found something better: hisfamily, hisinheritance. Here he had at last walked in the
garden larger than life, on paths where his older brothers had gone before him, crowned. After that he
really could not take refuge in the zoo. He went on across the bridge and under the dark arches of the
Louvre, returning to his hotd. Knowing now that he was both aking and athief and so was at home
anywhere, what turned him to his own land was mere fidelity. For what €lse should move aman, these
days?Kingly he strode past the secret-police agent in the hotel 1obby, hiding under his coat the stolen,
inexhaudtible fountains.
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THE BARROW

NIGHT came down aong the snowy road from the mountains. Darkness ate the village, the stone tower
of Vermare Keep, the barrow by the road. Darkness stood in the corners of the rooms of the Keep, sat
under the greet table and on every rafter, waited behind the shoulders of each man at the hearth.

The guest sat in the best place, acorner seat projecting from one side of the twelve-foot fireplace.
The hogt, Freyga, Lord of the Keep, Count of the Montayna, sat with everybody else on the
hearthstones, though nearer the fire than some. Cross-legged, his big hands on his knees, he watched the
fire steadily. He wasthinking of the worst hour he had known in histwenty-three years, ahunting trip,
three autumns ago, to the mountain lake Ma afrena. He thought of how the thin barbarian arrow had
stuck up straight from hisfather's throat; he remembered how the cold mud had oozed against his knees
as hekndt by hisfather's body in the reeds, in the circle of the dark mountains. Hisfather's hair had
dirred alittlein the lake-water. And there had been a strange taste in his own mouth, the taste of death,
likelicking bronze. He tasted bronze now. Helistened for the women's voicesin the room overhead.

The guest, atraveling priest, was talking about histravels. He came from Solariy, down in the
southern plains. Even merchants had stone houses there, he said. Barons had palaces, and silver platters,
and ate roast beef. Count Freyga's liege men and servants listened open-mouthed. Freyga, listening to
make the minutes pass, scowled. The guest had aready complained of the stables, of the cold, of mutton
for breakfast, dinner and supper, of the dilapidated condition of Vermare Chapel and the way Masswas
sad there— "Arianism!" he had muttered, sucking in his breath and crossing himsdf. Hetold old Father
Egiusthat every soul in Vermare was damned: they had received heretica baptism. "Arianism, Arianism!™
he shouted. Father Egius, cowering, thought Arianism was adevil and tried to explain that no onein his
parish had ever been possessed, except one of the count's rams, who had one yellow eye and one blue
one and had butted a pregnant girl so that she miscarried her child, but they had sprinkled holy water on
the ram and it made no more trouble, indeed was afine breeder, and the girl, who had been pregnant out
of wedlock, had married agood peasant from Baraand borne him five little Chritians, one ayear.
"Heresy, adultery, ignorance!" theforeign priest had railed. Now he prayed for twenty minutes before he
ate his mutton, daughtered, cooked, and served by the hands of heretics. What did he want? thought
Freyga. Did he expect comfort, in winter? Did he think they were heathens, with his"Arianism"?No
doubt he had never seen ahesthen, the little, dark, terrible people of Ma afrenaand the farther hills. No
doubt he had never had a pagan arrow shot at him. That would teach him the difference between
heathens and Christian men, thought Freyga.

When the guest seemed to have finished boasting for the time being, Freyga spoke to aboy who lay
beside him chinin hand: "Give usasong, Gilbert." The boy smiled and sat up, and began a onceina
high, sweet voice:

King Alexander forth he came,
Armored in gold was Alexander,
Golden his greaves and great helmet,
His hauberk all of hammered gold.
Clad in gold came the king,



Christ he called on, crossing himself,

In the hills at evening.

Forward the army of King Alexander

Rode on their horses, a great host,

Down to the plains of Persia

To kill and conquer, they followed the King,
In the hills at evening.

Thelong chant droned on; Gilbert had begun in the middie and stopped in the middle, long before
the death of Alexander "inthehillsat evening." It did not matter; they al knew it from beginning to end.

"Why do you have the boy sing of pagan kings?"' said the guest.
Freygaraised his head. "Alexander was agreat king of Christendom.”
"He was a Greek, a heathen idolater.”

"No doubt you know the song differently than we do,” Freygasaid politely. "Aswesing it, it says,
‘Chrigt he cdlled on, crossing himself."

Someof hismen grinned.

"Maybe your servant would sing us a better song," Freygaadded, for his politeness was genuine.
And the priest's servant, without much urging, began to Sing in anasa voice a canticle about a saint who
lived for twenty yearsin hisfather's house, unrecognised, fed on scraps. Freygaand his household
listened in fascination. New songsrarely came their way. But the singer stopped short, interrupted by a
strange, shrieking howl from somewhere outside the room. Freygaleagpt to hisfeet, staring into the
darkness of the hall. Then he saw that his men had not moved, that they sat silently looking up at him.
Again thefaint howl came from the room overhead. The young count sat down. "Finish your song,” he
said. The priest's servant gabbled out the rest of the song. Silence closed down upon its ending.

"Wind's coming up,” aman said softly.

"An evil winter it'sbeen."

"Snow to your thighs, coming through the pass from Mdafrenayesterday.”
"It'sther doing.”

"Who? The mountain folk?'

"Remember the gutted sheep we found last autumn? Kass said then it was an evil sign. They'd been
killing to Odne, he meant.”

"What dsewould it mean?'
"What are you talking about?' the foreign priest demanded.
"The mountain folk, Sir Priest. The heethen.”

"What is Odne?"



A pause.
"What do you mean, killing to Odne?'
"Well, gr, maybeit's better not to talk about it.”

"Well, s, asyou said of the singing, holy things are better, tonight." Kass the blacksmith spoke with
dignity, only glancing up to indicate the room overhead; but another man, ayoung fellow with sores
around his eyes, murmured, "The Barrow has ears, the Barrow hears. . . ."

"Barrow? That hillock by the road, you mean?"
Slence

Freygaturned to face the priest. "They kill to Odne," he said in his soft voice, "on stones beside the
barrowsin the mountains. What'sinsde the barrows, no man knows."

"Poor heathen men, unholy men,” old Father Egius murmured sorrowfully.

"The dtarstone of our chapel came from the Barrow," said the boy Gilbert.
"What?'

"Shut your mouth,” the blacksmith said. "He means, sir, that we took the top stone from the stones
beside the Barrow, abig marble stone, Father Egius blessed it and theresno harminiit.”

"A finedtarstone," Father Egius agreed, nodding and smiling, but on the end of hiswords another
howl rang out from overhead. He bent his head and muttered prayers.

"You pray too," said Freyga, looking at the stranger. He ducked his head and began to mumble,
glancing a Freyga now and then from the corner of hiseye.

There waslittle warmth in the Kegp except at the hearth, and dawn found most of them ill there:
Father Egius curled up like an aged dormouse in the rushes, the stranger dumped in his chimney corner,
hands clasped across his belly, Freyga sprawled out on his back like aman cut down in battle. Hismen
snored around him, started in their deep, made unfinished gestures. Freygawoke first. He stepped over
the deeping bodies and climbed the stone sairs to the floor above. Ranni the midwife met himin the
anteroom, where severd girls and dogs were degping in ahegp on apile of shegpskins. "Not yet, count.”

"But it's been two nights now—"
"Ah, she's hardly begun,” the midwife said with contempt. "Hasto rest, hasn't she?'

Freyga turned and went heavily down the twisted stairs. The woman's contempt weighed upon him.
All thewomen, al yesterday; their faces were stern, preoccupied; they paid no attention to him. He was
outside, out in the cold, inggnificant. He could not do anything. He sat down at the oaken table and put
hishead in his hands, trying to think of Gala, hiswife. She was saventeen; they had been married ten
months. He thought of her round white belly. Hetried to think of her face but there was nothing but the
taste of bronze on histongue. " Get me something to eat!" he shouted, bringing hisfist down on the board,
and the Tower Keep of Vermare woke with ajump from the grey paralysis of dawn. Boys ran about,



dogs yelped, bellows roared in the kitchen, men stretched and spat by thefire. Freyga sat with hishead
buried in hishands.

The women came down, one or two at atime, to rest by the great hearth and have a bite of food.
Their faces were stern. They spoke to each other, not to the men.

The snow had ceased and awind blew from the mountains, piling snowdrifts against thewalsand
byres, awind so cold it cut off breath in the throat like aknife.

"Why has God's word not been brought to these mountain folk of yours, these sacrificers of sheep?”
That was the potbellied priest, speaking to Father Egius and the man with sores around his eyes, Stefan.

They hesitated, not sure what "sacrificers’ meant.
"It'snot just sheep they kill," said Father Egius, tentatively.
Stefan smiled. "No, no, no," he said, shaking his head.

"What do you mean?' The stranger's voice was sharp, and Father Egius, cowering dightly, said,
"They—they kill goats, too."

" Sheep or goats, what's that to me? Where do they come from, these pagans? Why are they
permitted to livein aChrigtian land?"

"They've dwayslived here" the old priest said, puzzled.
"And you've never tried to bring the Holy Church among them?”
IIMé?I

It was agood joke, theidea of the little old priest going up into the mountains; there was agood
ded of laughter for quite awhile. Father Egius, though without vanity, was perhaps alittle hurt, for he
findly said in arather siff tone, "They havether gods, gr."

"Their idols, their devils, their what do you call it— Odne!"
"Bequigt, priest,”" Freygasaid suddenly. "Must you say that name? Do you know no prayers?'

After that the stranger was less haughty. Since the count had spoken harshly to him the charm of
hospitaity was broken, the faces that looked at him were hard. That night he was again given the corner
sedt by thefire, but he sat huddied up there, not spreading his kneesto the warmth.

Therewas no singing at the hearth that night. The men talked low, slenced by Freygas silence. The
darknesswaited at their shoulders. There was no sound but the howling of the wind outside thewallsand
the howling of the woman upstairs. She had been ill dl day, but now the hoarse, dull yell came again
and again. It seemed impossible to Freygathat she could till cry out. She wasthin and smdl, agirl, she
could not carry so much pain in her. "What good are they, up there!" he broke out. His men looked at
him, saying nothing. "Father Egius Thereissomeevil inthishouse”

"l can only pray, my son,” the old man said, frightened.

"Then pray! Atthedtar!" He hurried Father Egius before him out into the black cold, acrossthe
courtyard where dry snow whirled invisible on the wind, to the chapel. After some while he returned



aone. Theold priest had promised to spend the night on hisknees by thefirein hislittle cell behind the
chapel. At the great hearth only the foreign priest was till awake. Freyga sat down on the hearthstone
and for along time said nothing.

The stranger looked up and winced, seeing the count's blue eyes staring straight at him.
"Why don't you deep?’

"I'm not deepy, count.”

"It would be better if you dept.”

The stranger blinked nervously, then closed his eyes and tried to ook adeep. He peered now and
then under half-closed lids at Freyga and tried to repeat, without moving hislips, a prayer to his patron
sant.

To Freygahe looked like afat black spider. Rays of darkness spread out from his body, enwebbing
the room.

Thewind was sinking, leaving silence, in which Freyga heard hiswife moaning, adry, weak sound.

The fire died down. Ropes and webs of darkness tangled thicker and thicker around the man-spider
in the corner of the hearth. A tiny glitter showed under hisbrows. The lower part of hisface moved a
little. He was casting his spells deeper, deeper. Thewind had fallen. There was no sound at dll.

Freyga stood up. The priest looked up at the broad

golden figure looming against darkness, and when Freyga said, "Come with me," he wastoo
frightened to move. Freygatook hisarm and pulled him up. "Count, count, what do you want?" he
whispered, trying to free himself.

"Comewith me" Freygasaid, and led him over the stone floor, through darkness, to the door.

Freygawore a shegpskin tunic; the priest only awoollen gown. "Count,” he gasped, trotting beside
Freygaacrossthe court, "it's cold, a man could freeze to death, there might be wolves—"

Freyga shot the arm-thick bolts of the outer gates of the Kegp and swung one porta open. "Go on,"
he said, gesturing with his sheathed sword.

The priest stopped short. "No," he said.

Freyga unsheathed his sword, ashort, thick blade. Jabbing its point at the rump beneath the woollen
gown, he drove the priest before him out the gate, down the village street, out onto the rising road that
led to the mountains. They went dowly, for the snow was deep and their feet broke through its crust at
each tep. The air was perfectly gill now, asif frozen. Freygalooked up at the sky. Overhead between
high faint clouds stood the star-shape with a swordbelt of three bright stars. Some called the figure the
Warrior, others called it the Slent One, Odne the Silent.

The priest muttered one prayer after another, a steady pattering mumble, drawing bresth with a
whistling sound. Once he sumbled and fell face down in the snow. Freyga pulled him to hisfeet. He
looked up at the young man'sface in the starlight, but said nothing. He shambled on, praying softly and
Seedily.



The tower and village of Vermare were dark behind them; around them were empty hillsand plains
of snow, paein the starlight. Beside the road was a hillock, less than aman's height, grave-shaped.
Besdeit, bared of snow by the wind, stood a short thick pillar or atar built of uncut stones. Freyga took
the priest's shoulder, forcing him off the road and to the dtar beside the Barrow. " Count, count—" the
priest gasped when Freyga seized his head and forced it back. His eyes|ooked white in the starlight, his
mouth was open to scream, but the scream was only a bubbling wheeze as Freyga dit histhroat.

Freygaforced the corpse to bend over the atar, and cut and tore the thick gown away till he could
dash the belly open. Blood and entrails gushed out over the dry stones of the dtar and smoked on the
dry snow. The gutted corpse fell forward over the stones like an empty coat, the arms dangling.

Theliving man sank down on the thin, wind-scoured snow beside the Barrow, sword till in hand.
The earth rocked and heaved, and voices went crying past him in the darkness.

When helifted his head and looked about him everything had changed. The sky, starless, roseina
high pae vault. Hillsand far mountains sood distinct, unshadowed. The shapeless corpse dumped over
the altar was black, the snow at the foot of the Barrow was black, Freyga's hands and sword-blade
were black. He tried to wash his hands with snow, and the sting of it woke him. He got up, hishead
swimming, and stumbled back to Vermare on numb legs. As he went he felt the west wind, soft and
damp, rising with the day around him, bringing the thaw.

Ranni was standing by the great hearth while the boy Gilbert built up the fire. Her face was puffy and
grey. She spoke to Freygawith a sneer: "Well, count, high time you're back!"

He stood breathing heavily, dack-faced, and did not speak.

"Comedong, then," said the midwife. He followed her up the twisting sairs. The straw that had
covered the floor was swept aside into the fireplace. Galalay again in the wide box-like bed, the
marriage bed. Her closed eyes were degp-sunken. She was snoring faintly. "Shh!" the midwife said, ashe
started to her. "Be quiet! Look here."

She was holding up atightly wrapped bundle.
After somewhile, as he still said nothing, she whispered sharply, "A boy. Fine, big."
Freyga put out one hand towards the bundle. His fingernails were caked and checked with brown.

The midwife drew the bundle closer to hersdlf. ™Y ou're cold,” she said in the sharp, contemptuous
whisper. "Here." She drew back afold to show for amoment avery tiny, purplish human facein the
bundle, then rewrapped it.

Freygawent to the foot of the bed and knelt on the floor there, bending till his head was on the
stones of the floor. He murmured, "Lord Christ, be praised, be thanked. . . ."

The Bishop of Solariy never found out what had become of his envoy to the northwest. Probably,
being a zed ous man, he had ventured too far into the mountains where heathen folk till lived, and had
suffered martyrdom.

Count Freygas name lived long in the history of his province. During hislifetime the Benedictine
monagtery on the mountain above Lake Madafrenawas established. Count Freygas flocks and Count
Freyga's sword fed and defended the monksin their first hard wintersthere. In the bad Latin of their
chronicles, in black ink on the lasting vellum, he and his son after him are named with gratitude, staunch



defenders of the Church of God.
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|le Forest

"SURELY " said the young doctor, "there are unpardonable crimes! Murder can't go unpunished.”

The senior partner shook his head. "There are unpardonable people, perhaps; but crimes. . . they
depend. . ."

"On what? To take a human life—that's absol ute. Salf-defense aside, of course. The sacredness of
humen life—"

"Isnothing the law can judge of," the older man said drily. "I have amurder in the family, as amatter
of fact. Two murders.” And, gazing mostly at thefire, hetold his story.

My firg practice was up north in the Vaone. | went there with my sster in 1902. Eventhenit wasa
drab place. The old estates had sold out to the beetroot plantations, and collieries spread amurk on the
hillsto the south and west. It was just abig, dull plain; only at the east end of it, Vaone Alte, did you get
any sense of being in the mountains. On thefirst day | droveto Vaone Alte | noticed agrove of trees;
thetreesin the valey had dl been cut down. There were birches turning gold, and a house behind them,
and behind it astand of huge old oaks, turning dim red and brown; it was October. It was beautiful.
When my sister and | drove out on Sunday | went that way, and she said in her drowsy way that it was
likethe cagtlein thefairy tale, the castle of silver inaforest of gold. | had severd patientsin Vaone Alte,
and dways drove that road. In winter when the leaves were down you could see the old house; in spring
you could hear the cuckoos caling, and in summer the mourning-doves. | didn't know if anyone lived
there. | never asked.

The year went round; | didn't have dl the practice I'd hoped for, but Poma, my sister Pomona, was
good a making ends mest, for al shelooked so degpy and serene. So we got on. One evening | camein
and found a call had been left from a place called He on the Vdone Alteroad. | asked Minna, the
housekeeper, where it was.

"Why, in lle Forest," shesad, asif there was aforest the Sze of Siberiathere. "Past the old mill."

"The cadtle of slver,” Pomasaid, smiling. | set right off. | was curious. Y ou know how it is, when
you've built up your fancies about a place, and then suddenly are called to go into it. The old trees stood
round, the windows of the house reflected the last red of the west. As| tied up my horse, aman came
out to meet me.



Hedidn't come out of any fairy tale. He was about forty and had that hatchet face you see up north,
hard asflint. He took me straight in. The house was unlit; he carried akerosene lamp. What | could see
of the rooms looked bare, empty. No carpets, nothing. The upstairs room we came to had no rug either;
bed, table, afew chairs; but aroaring hot fire in the hearth. 1t helpsto have aforest, when you need
firewood.

The patient was the owner of the forest, lleskar. Pneumonia. And he was afighter. | wasthere on
and off for seventy hours, and he never drew abreath in dl that time that wasn't an act of pure willpower.
Thethird night, I had awoman in [abor in Mesovd, but | |ft her to the midwife. | was young, you know,
and | said to mysdlf that babies comeinto the world every day, but it's not every day a brave man leaves
it. Hefought; and | tried to help him. At dawn the fever went down abruptly, the way it does now with
these new drugs, but it wasn't any drug; he'd fought, and won. | drove homein akind of exaltation, ina
whitewindy sunrise.

And | dropped in daily while he convaesced. He drew me, the place drew me. That last night, it had
been one of those nights you have only when you're young—uwhole nights, from sunset to sunrise, when
life and death are present with you, and outs de the windows there's the forest, and the winter, and the
dark.

| say "forest” just as Minnadid, meaning that stand of afew hundred trees. It had been aforest
once. It had covered dl Vdone Alte, and so had the Ileskar properties. For acentury and ahdf it had all
gone down and down; nothing left now but the grove, and the house, and a share in the Kravay
plantations, enough to keep one lleskar dive. And Martin, the hatchet-faced fellow, his servant
technically, though they shared the work and ate together. Martin was a strange fellow, jedl ous, devoted
to lleskar. | felt that devotion as an actud force, not sexua, but possessive, defensve. It did not puzzle
me too much. There was something about Galven Ileskar that made it seem quite natural. Naturd to
admire him, and to protect him.

| got his story from Minna, mostly, her mother had worked for his mother. The father had spent
what was |eft to spend, and then died of the pleurisy. Galven went into the army at twenty; at thirty he
married, retired as a captain, and came back to lle. After about three years his wife deserted him, ran
away with aman from Brailava. And about that | learned alittle from Gaven himsdf. He was grateful to
me for my vigts; | supposeit was plain that | wanted his friendship. He felt he should not withhold
himsdlf. I'd rambled on about Poma and mysdlf, so hefelt obliged to tell me about his marriage. " She was
very week," he said. He had a gentle, husky voice. "1 took her weaknessfor sweetness. A mistake. Bt it
wasn't her fault. A mistake. Y ou know she left me, with another man.”

| nodded, very embarrassed.

"l saw himwhip ahorse blind once," Gaven sad, in the same thoughtful, painful way. " Stand and
whip its eyestill they were open sores. When | got there heéld just finished. He gave abig sigh of
satisfaction, asif hed just gotten up from dinner. It was hisown horse. | didn't do anything. Told him to
get off the place, clear out. Not enough. . . ."

"Y ou and your—wife are divorced, then?"

"Yes," he sad, and then he looked across the room at Martin, who was building up thefire. Martin
nodded, and Galven said, "Yes," again. Hewas only aweek or so convaescent, he looked tired; it was a
bit strange, but | already knew he was astrange fellow. He said, "I'm sorry. I've forgotten how to talk to
cvilised people”



It was redlly painful to have him gpologising to me, and so | just went on with thefirgt thing that
came to mind about Poma and mysdlf and old Minnaand my patients, and presently | wound up asking if
I might bring Poma sometime when | came out to He. " She's admired the place so much when we drive

past.

"It would be agreat pleasureto me," Gaven sad. "But you'l let me get on my feet again, firt? And
itisabit of awolf'sden, you know. . . ."

| was dedf. " Shewouldn't notice that,” | said. "Her own room'slike athicket, scarves and shawls
and little bottles and books and hairpins, she never puts anything away. She never gets her buttonsinto
the right buttonholes, and she leaves everything around behind her, sort of likeaship'swake." | wasnt
exaggerating. Pomaloved soft clothes and gauzy things, and wherever shédd been there was avell
dripping off achair-arm, or ascarf fluttering on arose bush, or some creamy fluffy thing dropped by the
door, asif shewere some sort of little animal that left bits of its fur around, the way rabbitsleave white
plumes on the briarsin the early morning in the fields. When sheld lost ascarf and | eft her neck bare sheld
catch up any sort of kerchief, and I'd ask her what she had on her shoulders now, the hearth-rug? and
she'd smile her sweet, embarrassed, lazy smile. She was asweet one, my little sigter. | got abit of a
shock when | told her I'd take her out to He one of these days. "No," she said, like that.

"Why not?" | was chagrined. I'd talked alot about Ileskar, and she had seemed interested.
"He doesn't want women and strangers around,” she said. "L et the poor fellow be."
"Nonsense. He's very lonely, and doesn't know how to break out of it."

"Then you're just what he needs," she said, with asmile. | insgsted—I was bent on doing Galven
good, you see—and findly she said, "'l have queer ideas about that place, Gil. When you talk about him,
| keep thinking of theforest. The old forest, | mean, theway it must have been. A great, dim place, with
glades no one ever sees, and places people have known but forgotten, and wild animalsroaming iniit. A
placeyou get logt in. | think I'll stay home and tend my roses.”

| suppose | said something about "feminineillogic,” and the rest. Anyhow, | trampled on, and she
gaveinto me. Toyield was her grace, as not to yield was Gal-ven's. No day had been set for our visit,
and that reassured her. In fact it was a couple of months before shewent to lle,

| remember the wide, heavy, February sky hanging over the valey aswe drove there. The house
looked naked in that winter light among bare trees. Y ou saw the shingles off the roof, the uncurtained
windows, the weedy driveways. | had spent an uneasy night, dreaming that | wastrying to track
somebody, somelittle anima it seemed, through the woods, and never finding it.

Martin wasn't about. Galven put up our pony and brought us into the house. He was wearing old
officer'strousers with the stripe taken off, an old coat and a coarse woollen muffler. | had never noticed,
till 1 looked through Poma's eyes, how poor he was. Compared with him, we were wedthy: we had our
coats, our coals, our cart and pony, our little treasures and possessions. He had an empty house.

He or Martin had felled one of the oaks to feed the enormous fireplace downgtairs. The chairswe
sat inwere from hisroom upstairs. We were cold, we were stiff. Galven's good manners were frozen. 1
asked where Martin was. "Hunting," Galven said, expressionless.

"Do you hunt, Mr lleskar?' Pomaasked. Her voice was easy, her face looked rosy in thefirelight.
Galven looked at her and thawed. "'l used to go over to the marshes for duck, when my wifewas alive,"
hesad.



"There arent many birds|eft, but | liked it, wading out in the marshes as the sun came up.”

"Just thething for abad chest," | said, "takeit up again by al means." All a once wewere dl
relaxed. Galven got to telling us hunting stories that had been passed down in his family—tales of
boar-hunting; there'd been no wild boar in the Vaone for ahundred years. And that sent usto the tales
that old villagerslike Minnacould still tell you in those days, Pomawas fascinated with them, and Galven
told her one, akind of crude, weird epic of avalanches and axe-armed heroes which must have come
down from hut to hut, over the centuries, from the high mountains above the valley. He spoke wdl, in his
dry, soft voice, and we listened well, there by the fire, with drafts and shadows at our back. | tried to
write that tale down once, and found | could remember only fragments, all the poetry of it gone; but |
heard Pomatell it to her children once, word for word as Galven told it that afternoonin lle.

Aswe drove away from the place | thought | saw Martin come out of the forest towards the house,
but it was too dark to be sure.

At supper Pomaasked, "Hiswifeis dead?’
"Divorced.”

She poured some tea and dreamed over it awhile.
"Martinwasavoiding us" | said.

"Disgpproves of my coming there.”

"He'sadour onedl right. But you did like Galven?!

Pomanodded and presently, asif by afterthought, smiled. And soon she drifted off to her room,
leaving afilmy pink scarf clinging to her chair by athread.

After afew weeks Galven cdled on us. | wasflattered, and startled. | had never imagined him away
from He, standing like anybody esein our sx-by-six parlour. He had got himsdlf ahorse, in Mesovd. He
was tremendoudly pleased and serious, explaining to us how it was aredly fine mare, but old and
overridden, and how you went about "bringing back™ aruined horse. "When she'sfit again, perhaps you'd
liketo ride her, Miss Pomona," he said, for my sister had mentioned that sheloved riding. "She'svery

gentle”

Pomona accepted at once; she never could resst aride—"1t'smy laziness," shedwayssad, "the
horse does the work, and | just sit there.™

While Galven was there, Minna kept peering through the crack of the door. After held gone she
treated uswith thefirst inkling of respect shedd shown us yet. Weld moved up anotch in theworld. |
took advantage of it to ask her about the man from Brailava.

"He used to cometo hunt. Mr lleskar used to entertain, those days. Not like in hisfather's day, but
gtill, thered be ladies and gentlemen come. That one come for the hunting. They say he beat hishorse
blind and then had an awful quarrd with Mr lleskar about it and was sent off. But he come back, | guess,
and made afool of Mr Ileskar after dl.”

So it was true about the horse. | hadn't been sure. Galven did not lie, but | had anotion that in his
loneliness he had not kept afirm hold on the varieties, the distinctions, of truth. | don't know what gave
me that impression, other than his having said once or twice that hiswife was dead; and shewas, for him,



if not for others. At any rate Minnas grin displeased me—her silly respect for lleskar as"agentleman,”
and disrespect for him asaman. | said so. She shrugged her wide shoulders. "Well, doctor, then tell me
why hedidn't up and follow 'em?Why'd he let the fellow just walk off with hiswife?"

She had a point there.

"Shewasn't worth his chasing after,” | said. Minna shrugged again, and no wonder. By her code,
and Galven's, that was not how pride worked.

Infact it wasinconceivable that he had smply givenin. | had seen him fight aworse enemy than an
adulterer. . . . Had Martin somehow interfered? Martin was a strong Christian; he had a different code.
But strong as he might be he could not have held Galven back from anything Galven willed to do. It was
all very curious, and | brooded over it a odd momentsdl that spring. It was the passiveness of Gaven's
behavior that | smply could not fit in to the proud, direct, intransigent man | thought | knew. Some step
wasmissng.

| took Poma out severd timesto ride at Ile that spring; the winter had left her abit run down, and |
prescribed the exercise. That gave Galven greet pleasure. It was along time since held felt himself of use
to another human being. Come June he got a second horse, when his money from the Kravay plantations
camein; it was caled Martin's horse, and Martin rode it when he went to Mesoval, but Galven rodeiit
when Poma came to ride the old black mare. They were afunny pair, Galven every inch the cavaryman
on the big raw-boned roan, Pomalazy and smiling, Sdesaddle on thefat old mare. All summer hed ride
down on Sunday afternoon leading the mare, pick up Poma, and they'd ride out al afternoon. She came
in bright-eyed from these rides, wind-flushed, and | laid it to the outdoor exercise—oh, there's no fool
like ayoung doctor!

There came an evening of August, the evening of ahot day. I'd been on an obstetrics cal, five hours,
premature twins, stillborn, and | came home about six and lay down in my room. | wasworn out. The
dillbirth, the sickly heavy hest, the sky grey with codsmoke over theflat, dull plain, it al pulled me down.
Lying there | heard horses hooves on the road, soft on the dust, and after awhile | heard Galven'sand
Pomonasvoices. They werein the little rose plot under my window. Shewas saying, "l don't know,
Gaven."

"Y ou cannot comethere," he said.
If sheanswered, | could not hear her.

"When the roof legksthere" he said, "it leaks. We nail old shingles over the hole. It takes money to
roof ahouselike that. | have no money. | have no profession. | was brought up not to have a profession.
My kind of people have land, not money. | don't haveland. I have an empty house. And it'swherel live,
itswhat | am, Pomona. | can't leaveit. But you can't live there. Thereis nothing there. Nothing."

"Therésyoursdf," shesaid, or | think that'swhat she said; she spoke very low.
"It comesto the samething.”
IIWl,Wl

Therewasalong pause. "l don't know," he said. "'l started out all right. It was coming back, maybe.
Bringing her back to that house. | tried it, | tried to give Heto her. It iswhat | am. But it wasn't any good,
itisn't any good, it'sno use, Pomonal" That was said in anguish, and she answered only with his name.
After that | couldn't hear what they said, only the murmur of their voices, unnerved and tender. Evenin



the shame of listening it was awonderful thing to hear, that tenderness. And still | was afraid, | felt the
sickness, the weariness | had felt that afternoon bringing the dead to birth. It wasimpossible that my
sster should love Galven lleskar. It wasn't that he was poor, it wasn't that he choseto live in a hdf-ruined
house at the end of nowhere; that was his heritage, that was hisright. Singular men lead singular lives.
And Poma had the right to choose dl that, if sheloved him. It wasn't that that madeit impossible. It was
the missing step. It was something more profoundly lacking, lacking in Galven. Therewasagap, a
forgotten place, abreak in his humanity. He was not quite my brother, as| had thought al men were. He
was astranger, from adifferent land.

That night | kept looking at Poma; she was abeautiful girl, as soft as sunlight. | damned myself for
not ever having looked at her, for not having been a decent brother to her, taking her somewhere,
anywhere, into company, where she'd have found a dozen men ready to love her and marry her. Instead,
| had taken her to lle.

"I've been thinking," | said next morning at breakfast. "I'm fed up with this place. I'm ready to try
Bralava." | thought | was being subtle, till | saw theterror in her eyes.

"Areyou?' she said weskly.

"All well ever do hereis scrape by. It's not fair to you, Poma. I'm writing Cohen to ask him to look
out for apartnership for meinthecity.”

"Shouldn't you wait awhilelonger?'
"Not here. It gets us nowhere."

She nodded, and |eft me as soon as she could. She didn't leave a scarf or handkerchief behind, not a
trace. She hid in her room all day. | had only acouple of calsto make. God, that was along day!

| was watering the roses after supper, and she came to me there, where she and Galven had talked
the night before. "Gil," shesaid, "1 want to talk with you."

"Y our skirt's caught on the rose bush.”
"Unhook me, | can't reachit.”

| broke the thorn and freed her.
“I'minlovewith Galven," shesad.
"Ohl see" sad|.

"Wetalked it over. Hefedswe can't marry; he'stoo poor. | wanted you to know about it, though.
So you'd understand why | don't want to leave the Vaone."

| was wordless, or rather words strangled me. Finaly | got some out—"Y ou mean you want to stay
here, even though—?"

"Yes. Atleast | can seehim.”

Shewas awake, my deeping beauty. He had waked her; he had given her what she lacked, and
what few men could have given her: the sense of peril, which isthe root of love. Now she needed what



she had dways had and never needed, her serenity, her strength. | stared at her and findlly said, ™Y ou
mean to livewith him?"

She turned white, dead white. "1 would if he asked me," she said. "Do you think he'd do that?' She
wasfurious, and | wasfloored. | stood there with the watering can and apol ogised—"Poma, I'm sorry, |
didn't mean to—But what are you going to do?"

"l don't know," shesaid, ill angry.

"Y ou mean you just intend to go on living here, and he there, and—" She dready had me at the
point of telling her to marry him. | got angry inmy turn. "All right,” | said, "I'll go spesk to him."

"What about?' she said, defensive of him at once.
"About what heintendsto do! If he wantsto marry you, surely he can find some kind of work?”
"He hastried," she said. "He wasn't brought up to work. And he has beenill, you know."

Her dignity, her vulnerable dignity, went to my heart. "Oh Poma, | know that! And you know that |
respect him, that | love him; hewas my friend first, wasn't he? But the illness—what kind of
illness>—Therearetimes| don't think I've ever redly known himat al—" | could not say any more, for
she did not understand me. She was blind to the dark placesin the forest, or they were dl bright to her.
Shefeared for him; but shedid not fear him at al.

And so | rode off that eveningto lle.

Galven was not there. Martin said he had taken out the mare to exercise her. Martin was cleaning a
harnessin the stable by lanternlight and moonlight, and | talked with him therewhile | waited for Galven
to come back. Moonlight enlarged the woods of Ile; the birches and the house |ooked silver, the oaks
wereawall of black. Martin came to the stable door with me for asmoke. | looked at hisfacein the
moonlight, and | thought | could trust him, if only held trust me.

"Martin, | want to ask you something. | have good reason for asking it." He sucked at his pipe, and
waited. "Do you consider Galven to be sane?' He was sillent; sucked at his pipe; grinned alittle. " Sane?"
he said. "I'm not oneto judge. | choseto live heretoo.”

"Ligen, Martin, you know that I'm hisfriend. But he and my sgter, they'rein love, they tak of
marrying. I'm the only oneto look after her. | want to know more about—" | hesitated and finally said,
"About hisfird marriage.”

Martin waslooking out into the yard, hislight eyesfull of moonlight. "No need to stir that up, doctor.
But you ought to take your sister away.” "Why?' No answer.

"l have aright to know."

"Look at him!" Martin broke out, fierce, turning on me. "L ook a him! Y ou know him well enough,
though you'll never know what he was, what he should have been. What's done is done, theré's no
mending it, let him be. What would she do, here, when he went into his black mood? I've lived day after
day in this house with him when he never spoke aword, and there was nothing you could do for him,
nothing. Isthat for ayoung girl to livewith? Hes not fit to live with people. HE's not sane, if you want
Take her away from herel” It was not wholly jealousy, but it was not logic, either, that led his argument.
Galven had argued againgt himsdlf in the same way last night. | was sure Galven had had no "black



mood" since he had known Poma. The blacknesslay further behind.
"Did hedivorce hiswife, Martin?'
"She's deed."
"Y ou know thet for afact?'
Martin nodded.
"All right; if she'sdead, that story's closed. All | candois speak to him."
"You won't do that!"

It wasn't either question or threat so much asit wasterror, redl terror in hisvoice. | was clinging to
common sense by now desperately, clutching at the straw. " Somebody's got to face redity,” | said
angrily. "If they marry they've got to have something to live on—"

"Toliveon, to live on, that's not what it's about! He can't marry anybody. Get her out of herel™
IIWMI

"All right, you asked if hewas sane, I'll answer you. No. No, he isn't sane. He's done something he
doesn't know about, he doesn't remember, if she comes hereit will happen again, how do | know it

won't happen again!”

| fdt very dizzy, therein the night wind under the high dark and slver of thetrees. | finaly saidina
whisper, "Hiswife?'

No answer.
"For thelove of God, Martin!"

"All right,” the man whispered. "Listen. He came on them in the woods. There, back in the oaks."
He pointed to the greet trees standing somber under moonlight. "He'd been out hunting. It was the day
after he'd sent off the man from Brailava, told him get out and never come back. And shewasin arage
with him for it, they'd quarrelled half the night, and he went off to the marshes before dawn. He came
back early and he found them there, he took a shortcut through the woods, he found them there in broad
daylight in the forest And he shot her point-blank and clubbed the man with hisrifle, beat hisbrainsout. |
heard the shot, so close to the house, | came out and found them. | took him home. There were a couple
of other men staying here, | sent them away, | told them sheld run off. That night hetried to kill himsdif, |
had to watch him, | had to tie him up." Martin's voice shook and broke again and again. "'For weeks he
never said aword, hewaslikeadumb animd, | had to lock him in. And it wore off but it would come
back on him, I had to watch him night and day. It wasn't her, it wasn't that he'd come on them that way
like dogsin heat, it wasthat hed killed them, that's what broke him. He came out of it, he began to act
like himsdlf again, but only when held forgotten that He forgot it. He doesn't remember it. He doesn't
know it. | told him the same story, they'd run off, gone abroad, and he believed it. He believesit now.
Now, now will you bring your Sster here?"

All I could say at first was, "Martin, I'm sorry, I'm sorry.” Then, pulling myself together,
"They—wheat did you do?'



"They're where they died. Do you want to dig them up and make sure?" he said in a cracked,
savage voice. "Therein the forest. Go ahead, here, heré's the manure shovd, it'swhat | dug aholefor
them with. Y ou're adoctor, you won't believe Galven could do that to aman, there wasn't anything left of
the head but—but—" Martin put hisface into his hands suddenly and rocked back and forth, crouching
down on his heds, crouching and rocking and sobbing.

| ssidwhat | could to him, but al he could say to mewas, "If | could just forget it, theway he hag!”

When he began to get himself under control again, | left, not waiting for Galven. Not waiting, |
say—I was running from him. | wanted to be out from under the shadow of those trees. | kept the pony
at atrot al theway home, glad of the empty road and the wash of moonlight over thewidevaley. And |
came into our house out of breath and shaking; and found Galven Il-eskar standing there, by thefire,
done.

"Wherésmy sster?' | yelled, and he stared in bewilderment. "Updtairs,” he ssammered, and | went
up the stairsfour a atime. There shewasin her room, sitting on her bed, among al the pretty odds and
ends and bits and tatters that she never put away. She had been crying. "Gil!" she said, with the same
bewildered look. "What's wrong?"

"Nothing—I don't know," and | backed out, leaving her scared to death, poor girl. But she waited
up therewhile | came back down to Galven; that'swhat they'd arranged, the custom of the times, you
know, the men were to talk the matter over.

He said the same thing: "What'swrong, Gil?* And what was | to say? There he stood, tense and
gdlant, with his clear eyes, my friend, ready to tell me heloved my sister and had found some kind of job
and would stand by her dl hislife, and was | supposed to say, "Y es, there's something wrong, Galven
lleskar," and tell him what it was? Oh, there was something wrong, all right, but it was a degper wrong,
and an older one, than any he had done. Was| to giveintoit?

"Gaven," | said, "Pomals spoken to me. | don't know what to say. | can't forbid you to marry, but |
can't— | can't—" And | stuck; | couldn't speak; Martin'stears blinded me.

"Nothing could make me hurt her," he said very quietly, asif making apromise. | don't know
whether he understood me; | don't know whether, as Martin believed, he did not know what he had
done. Inaway it did not matter. The pain and the guilt of it werein him, then and dways. That he knew,
knew from end to end, and endured without complaint.

Well, that wasn't quite the end of it. It should have been, but what he could endure, | couldn't, and
findly, againg every impulse of mercy, | told Pomawhat Martin had told me. | couldn't let her walk into
the forest undefended. Shelistened to me, and as | spoke | knew I'd lost her. She believed me, dl right.
God help her, | think she knew before | told her'—not the facts, but the truth. But my telling her forced
her to take sdes. And she did. She said sheld stay with Ileskar. They were married in October.

The doctor cleared histhroat, and gazed along time at the fire, not noticing hisjunior partner's
impatience. "Wedl?" the young man burst out at last like afirecracker—"What happened?'

"What happened? Why, nothing much happened. They lived on at He. Galven had got himself ajob
asan overseer for Kravay; after acouple of years he did pretty well at it. They had a son and a daughter.
Gdven died when he wasfifty; pneumoniaagain, his heart couldn't takeit. My sster's il at He. | haven't
seen her for acouple of years, | hope to spend Christmasthere. . . . Oh, but thereason | told you al this.
Y ou said there are unpardonable crimes. And | agree that murder ought to be one. And yet, among al



men, it was the murderer whom | loved, who turned out in fact to be my brother. ... Do you seewhat |
mean?'

1920

Converstaions at Night

"THE best thing to do isget him married.”
"Married?'
"Shh"
"Who'd marry him?"
"Plenty of girlsl He's il abig strong fellow, good-looking. Plenty of girls.”

When their swegating arms or thighs touched under the sheet they moved gpart with ajerk, then lay
again staring at the dark.

"What about his pensgon?’ Albrekt asked at last. "Sheld get it.”

"They'd stay here. Where se? Plenty of girlswould jump at the chance. Rent-free. Sheld help at
the shop, and look after him. Fat chance I'd give up his pension after dl I've done. Not even my blood
kin. They'd have your brother's room, and hed deepinthe hall."

Thisdetail gave so much redlity to the plan that only after along time, during which he had scraiched
his sweaty armsto satisfaction, did Albrekt ask, ™Y ou think of anybody specid ?*

In the hal outside their door abed creaked as the deeper turned. Sarawas silent aminute, then
whispered, "AlitsaBenat.”

"Huh!" Albrekt said in vague surprise. The silence lengthened, drew into uneasy, hot-weather deep.
Saranot knowing she had dept found hersdlf Stting up, the sheet tangled about her legs. She got up and
peered into the hall. Her nephew lay adeep; the skin of his bare arms and chest looked hard and pale,
like stone, inthefirgt light.

"Why'd youyell likethat?"



He sat up suddenly, hiseyeswide. "What isit?"
"Y ou weretdking, yelling. | need my deep.”

Helay till. After Sarahad settled back into bed it was silent. He lay listening to the Silence. At last
something seemed to sigh deeply, outside, in the dawn. A breath of cooler air brushed over him. Heaso
sghed; he turned over on hisface and sank into deep, which was awhitenessto him, like the whitening

day.

Outside the dreams, outside the walls, the city Rakava stood still in daybreak. The Streets, the old
wall with its high gates and towers, the factories that bulked outside the wall, the gardens at the high south
edge of town, thewhole of thelong, tilted plain on which the city was built, lay pale, drained, unmoving.
A few fountains clattered in deserted squares. The west was still cold where the great plain doped off
into the dark. A long cloud dowly dissolved into a pinkish mist in the eastern sky, and then the sun'srim,
likethelip of acauldron of liquid sted, tipped over the edge of the world, pouring out daylight. The sky
turned blue, the air was streaked with the shadows of towers. Women began to gather at the fountains.
The sireets darkened with people going to work; and then therising and falling howl of the Sren at the
Ferman cloth-factory went over the city, drowning out the dow striking of the cathedral bell.

The door of the gpartment dammed. Children were shrieking down in the courtyard. Sanzo sat up,
sat on the edge of his bed for awhile; after he had dressed he went into Albrekt and Sara'sroom and
stood at the window. He could tell strong light from darkness, but the window faced the court and caught
no sunlight. He stood with his hands on the sill, turning his head sometimes, trying to catch the contrast of
dark and light, until he heard hisfather moving about and went into the kitchen to make the old man his
coffee.

His aunt had not |eft the matchesin their usua placeto theleft of the sink. He felt about for thetin
box dong the counter and shdlf, his hands gtiff with caution and frugtration. He finally located it left out on
thetable, in plain sght, if he had been able to see. Ashe got the stove lighted hisfather came shuffling in.

"How goesit?' Sanzo said.

"The same, the same." The old man was silent till the coffee was ready, then said, ™Y ou pour, | got
no grip thismorning.”

Sanzo located the cup with hisleft hand, brought the coffegpot over it with hisright. "On the mark,”
Volf sad, touching his son's hand with hisrigid arthritic fingersto keep it in the right place. Between them
they got their cupsfilled. They sat at the table in silence, the father chewing on a piece of bread.

"Hot again,”" he mumbled.

A bluebottle buzzed in the window, knocking against the glass. That sound and the sound of Volf
chewing his bread filled Sanzo'sworld. A knock on the door came like agunshot. He jumped up. The
old man went on chewing.

He opened the door. "Who isit?" he said.
"Hullo, Sanzo. Lisha."
"Comeonin."

"Herée's the flour mother borrowed Sunday,” she whispered.



"The coffegs hot."

The Benat family lived across the courtyard; Sanzo had known them al since he was ten, when he
and hisfather had cometo live with Albrekt and Sara. He had no clear picture of how Alitsalooked,
having seen her last when she was fourteen. Her voice was soft, thin, and childish.

She dtill had not comein. He shrugged and held out his hands for the flour. She put the bag squarein
his hands so that he did not have to fumblefor it.

"Oh, comeonin,” hesad. "l never see you any more."
"Jugt for aminute. | have to get back to help mother.”
"With the laundry? Thought you were working at Rebolts.”
"They lad off sxty cutters at the end of last month.”

She sat with them at the kitchen table. They talked about the proposed strike at the Ferman cloth
factory. Though Volf had not worked for five years, crippled by arthritis, he wasfull of information from
his drinking companions, and Lisha's father was a Union section-head. Sanzo said little. After awhile
there was a pause.

"Well, what do you seein him?"' said the old man'svoice.

Lishaschair creaked; she said nothing.

"Look al you like," Sanzo said, "it'sfree." He stood up and felt for the cups and plates on the table.
"I'd better go."

"All right!" Turning towardsthe sink, he migudged her position, and ran right into her. " Sorry," he
sad, angrily, for he hated to blunder. Hefdt her hand, just for amoment, laid very lightly on hisarm; he
felt the movement of her bresth as she said, "Thanksfor the coffee, Sanzo." He turned his back, setting
the cupsdowninthe sink.

Sheleft, and Volf left aminute later, working hisway down the four flights of stairsto the courtyard
where he would St most of the day, hobbling after the sunlight asit shifted from the west to the east wall,
until the evening sirens howled and he went to meet his old companions, off work, at the corner tavern.
Sanzo washed up the dishes and made the beds, then took his stick and went out. At the Veterans
Hospita they had taught him ablind-man'strade, chair-caning, and Sarahad hunted and badgered the
local used-furniture sellers until one of them agreed to give Sanzo what caning work came hisway. Often
it was nothing, but this week there was a set of eight chairsto be done. It was eleven blocks to the shop,
but Sanzo knew hisrouteswdll. Thework itsdlf, in the sllent room behind the shop, in the smdll of newly
cut cane, varnish, mildew, and glue, was pleasant, hypnotic; it was past four when he knocked off,
bought himsdlf asausageroll at the corner bakery, and followed another leg of hisroute to hisuncle's
shop, CHEKEY: STATIONERS, aholeinthewall wherethey sold paper, ink, astrological charts,
string, dream-books, pencils, tacks. He had been helping Albrekt, who had no head for figures, with the
accounting. But there was very little accounting to be done these days, there were no customersin the
shop, and he could hear Saraiin the back room working hersdlf up into arage at Albrekt over something.
He shut the shop door so the bell would jangle and bring her out to the front hoping for a customer, and
strode on the third leg of hiscircuit, to the park.



It wasfiercely hot, though the sun was getting lower. When he looked up at the sun, agreyish mist
pressed on his eyes. He found his usual bench. Insects droned in the dry park grass, the city hummed
heavily, voices passed by, near and far, in the void. When he felt the shadows rising up around him he
started home. His head had begun to ache. A dog followed him for blocks. He could hear its panting and
its nails scratching on the pavement. A couple of times he struck out at it with his stick, when hefdt it
crowding at hisankles, but hedid not hit it.

After supper, eaten in haste and silence in the hot kitchen, he sat out in the courtyard with his father
and uncle and Kass Benat. They spoke of the strike, of anew dyeing process that was going to cost a
whole caste of workmen their jobs, of aforeman who had murdered hiswife and children yesterday. The
night waswindless and sticky.

At ten they went to bed. Sanzo wastired but it was too hot, too close for deep. He lay thinking
again and again that he would get up and go down and sit in the courtyard where it would be cooler.
There was asoft, interminable roll of thunder, sseming to die away then muttering on, louder then softer.
The hot night gathered round him swathing him in sticky folds, pressng on him, asthe girl's body had
pressed on him for asecond that morning when he had run against her. A sudden chill breeze whacked at
the windows, the air changed, the thunder grew loud. Rain began to patter. Sanzo lay ill. Heknew by a
greyish movement insde his eyes when the lightning flashed. Thunder echoed deafening in thewell of the
courtyard. Therain increased, rattling on the windows. As the storm dackened he relaxed; languor came
into him, afaint, sweet well-being; without fear or shame he began to pursue the memory of that moment,
that touch, and following it found deep.

Sarahad been polite to him for three days running. Distrustful, he sought to provoke her, but she
saved her tantrumsfor Volf and Albrekt, |eft the matches where Sanzo could find them, asked him if he
didn't want afew kroner back from his pension so he could go to the tavern, and findly asked him if he
wouldn't like somebody to come in and read to him now and then.

"Read what?'

"The newspaper, anything you like. It wouldn't be so dull for you. One of the Benat children would
doit, Lishamaybe, she's aways got abook. Y ou used to read so much.”

"l don't any more," he said with stupid sarcasm, but Sara sailed on, talking about Mrs Benat's
laundry business, Lishaslosing her job, where Sanzo's mother's old books might have got to, she had
been a great reader too, awayswith abook. Sanzo half listened, made no reply, and was not surprised
when Lisha Benat turned up, late the next afternoon, to read to him. Sarausually got her way. She had
even dug out, from the closet in Volf's room, three books that had belonged to Sanzo's mother, old
novelsin school editions. Lisha, who sounded very ill a ease, sarted in promptly to read one of them,
Karantay's The Young Man Liyve. Shewas husky and fidgety at firgt, but then began to get interested in
what she was reading. She left before Saraand Albrekt came home, saying, "Shall | come back
tomorrow?"

"If you want," Sanzo said. "l like your voice."

By the third afternoon she was quite caught in the spell of the long, gentle, romantic story. Sanzo,
bored and yet at peace, listened patiently. She came to read two or three afternoons a week, when her
mother did not need her; he took to being a home by four, in case she came.

"You likethat fellow Liyve," he said one day when she had closed the book. They sat at the kitchen
table. It was close and quiet in the kitchen, evening of along September day.



"Oh, he's so unhappy,” she said with such compassion that she then laughed at hersalf. Sanzo smiled.
Hisface, handsome and rigidly intent, was broken by the smile, changed, brought dive. He reached out,
found the book and her hand on it, and put his own hand over hers. "Why does that make you like him?"

"I don't know!"

He got up abruptly and came round the tabletill he stood right by her chair, so that she could not get
up. Hisface had returned to its usud intent look. "Isit dark?"

"No. Evening."

"l wish | could seeyou," he said, and hisleft hand groped and touched her face. She arted at the
very gentle touch, then sat motionless. Hetook her by the arms, a groping touch again but followed by a
hard grip, and pulled her up to stand against him. He was shaking; she stood quiet in hisarms, pressed
againg him. He kissed her mouth and face, his hand struggled with the buttons of her blouse; then
abruptly helet her go, and turned away.

She caught adeep bresath, like a sob. The faint September wind stirred around them, blowing in
from the open window in another room. He still did not turn, and she said softly, " Sanzo—"

"You'd better go on," he said. "I don't know. Sorry. Go on, Lisha."

She stood amoment, then bent and put her lips againgt his hand, which rested on the table. She
picked up her kerchief and went out. When she had closed the door behind her she stopped on the
landing outside. There was no sound for some while, then she heard a chair scrape in the apartment, and
then, so faint she was not certain it came from behind that door, awhistled tune. Somebody was coming
up the stairs and she ran down, but the tune stayed in her head; she knew the words, it was an old song.
She hummed it as she crossed the courtyard.

Two tattered beggars met on the street,
'Hey, little brother, give me bread to eat!"

After two days she came again. Neither of them had much to say, and she st to reading at once.
They had got to the chapter where the poet Liyve, ill in hisgarret, isvisited by Countess Luisa, the
chapter called "The Firgt Night." Lishas mouth was dry, and severa times her breath stuck in her throat.
"I need adrink of water," she said, but she did not get it. When she stood up he did, and when she saw
him reach out his hand she took it.

Thistimein her acceptance of him there was one obscure moment, a movement suppressed before
it was made, before she knew she had resisted anything. "All right," he whispered, and his hands grew
gentler. Her eyes were closed, his were open; they stood there not in lamplight but in darkness, and
aone.

The next day they had ago at reading, for they still could not talk to each other, but the reading
ended sooner than before. Then for several days Lishawas needed in the laundry. As she worked she
kept Snging thelittle song.

'Go to the baker's house, ask him for the key,
If he won't hand it over, say you were sent by me!’



Stooping over the laundry tub, her mother took up the song with her. Lishastopped singing.

"Cantl sngittoo, sincel'vegotitin my earsal day?' Mrs Benat plunged her red, sogp-dick arms
into the steaming tub. Lisha cranked the wringer on atiff pair of overdls.

"Takeit easy. What'swrong?'

"They won't go through.”

"Button caught, maybe. Why are you so jumpy lately?*
"I'm not."

"I'm not Sanzo Chekey, | can seeyou, my girl!"

Silence again, while Lisha struggled with the wringer. Mrs Benat lifted a basket of wet clothesto the
table, bracing it againgt her chest with agrunt. "Whereld you get thisidea of reading to him?"

"Hisaunt."
"Sara?'
"Shesad it might cheer himup.”

"Cheer him up! Sara? Sheld have turned him and Volf both out by now if it wasn't for their pensions.
And | don't know as| could blame her. Though he looks after himsalf aswell asyou could expect.” Mrs
Benat hoisted another load onto the table, shook the suds off her swollen hands, and faced her daughter.
"Now see here, Alitsa. Sara Chekey's arespectable woman. But you get your ideas from me, not from
her. See?’

"Y es, mother."

Lishawasfree that afternoon, but did not go to the Chekeys flat. She took her youngest sster to the
park to see the puppetshow, and did not come back till the windy autumn evening was growing dark.
That night, in bed, she composed hersdlf in acomfortable but forma position, flat on her back, legs
graight, arms along her sides, and set hersdlf to think out what her mother had been saying. It had to do
with Sanzo. Did Sarawant her and Sanzo to be together? What for? Surely not for the same reason she
hersalf wanted to be with Sanzo.

Then what waswrong with it, did her mother think shemight fal in love with Sanzo?

Therewasadight pause in her mind, and then she thought, But | am. She had not redlly thought at
al, thislast week, sncethefirst time he had kissed her; now her mind cleared, everything faling into
place asif it had been that way all dong. Doesn't she know that? Lishawondered, since it was now so
obvious. Her mother must understand; she dways understood things sooner than Lishadid. But she had
not been warning Lishaagainst Sanzo. All she had said wasto stay clear of Sara. That wasal right. Lisha
did not like Sara, and willingly agreed: she wouldn't listen to anything Sarahad to say. What had sheto
say, anyhow? It was nothing to do with her.

"Sanzo," Lishasaid with her lipsonly, not her voice, so that her Sster Evabeside her in the bed
wouldn't hear; then, content, she turned on her side with her legs curled up and fell adeep.



The next afternoon she went to the Chekeys flat, and asthey sat down as usud at the kitchen table
shelooked at Sanzo, studying him. Hiseyeslooked dl right, only hisintent expresson gave awvay his
blindness, but one side of hisforehead had a crushed ook, and you could follow the scarring even under
his hair. How queasy did it make her? Did it make her want to get away, as from hydrocephdic children
and beggars with two huge nogtrilsin place of anose? No; she wanted to touch that scar, very lightly, as
he had first touched her face; she wanted to touch his hair, the corners of his mouth, his strong, beautiful,
relaxed hands resting on the table as he waited for her to read, or to speak. The only thing that bothered
her was a passvity, an unconscious submissveness, in theway he sat there so quietly waiting. It was not
aface or abody madefor passvity.

"I don't want to read today," she said.

"All right.”

"Do you want to wak? It'slovely out today."
"All right."

He put on hisjacket and followed her down the long dark stairs. Out on the street he did not take
her arm, though he had not brought his stick; she did not dare take his.

"The park?'
"No. Up the Hill. Therésaplace | used to go to. Can't makeit by myself.”

The Hill wasthe top edge of Rakava; the houses there were old and large, standing in private parks
and gardens. Lisha had never walked there before, though it was only about amile from her own quarter.
A broad wind blew from the south along the quiet, unfamiliar sreets. She looked about with wonder and
pleasure. "They've dl got trees on them, dl the streets, like apark,” she said.

"What are we on, Sovenskar Street?"
"I didn't notice."

"We must be. Isthere agrey wal with glass on top across the street, ahead there? We ought to go
on up past that.”

They reached thus a big unwalled garden, gone wild, a the end of an unpaved drive. Lishawas
faintly anxious about trespassing on these sllent domains of the wealthy, but Sanzo walked unhesitating,
asif he owned them. The drive became steep and the garden widened on up the dope, itslawns and
brambles following the contours of the forma park it had once been. At the end of the drive, built almost
againg the city wall, a square stone house with empty windows stood staring out over the city below.

They sat down on adope of uncut grass. The low sun was hat, striking through a grove of treesto
their left. Smoke or haze overhung the plains beyond the city. All Rakavalay below them. Here and there
among the roofs a column of smoke rosetill the south wind sheared it off. The dull, heavy sound of the
city underlay the stillness of the garden. Sometimes adog barked far away or they heard for amoment,
caught by an echo off the housefronts, the clap of horse-hooves or acalling voice. At the north and east
of the city, where the wall was gone, the factories bulked like big blocks set down among toy houses.

"The place till empty?*



Lishaturned to look up at the house with its black, glasdesswindows. "L ooks like it's been empty
forever."

"Gardener at one of the other placestold mewhen | was akid it's been empty for fifty years. Some
foreigner built it. Come here and made a fortune with some machinery of hisin the mills. Way back.
Never sold the place, just left it. It's got forty rooms, he said.” Sanzo was lying back in the grass, hisarms
under his head and his eyes shut; he looked easy, lazy.

"The city's queer from up here. Half al gold and haf dark, and al jammed up together, like Suff ina
box. | wonder why it's all squeezed together, with al the room around it. The plainsgo on forever, it
lookslike."

"I came up herealot when | wasakid. Liked to look down onit likethat. . . . Filthy city.”
"It doeslook beautiful though, from up here.”
"Krasnoy, now, theres abeautiful city.”

He had lived ayear in Krasnoy, in the Veterans Hospitd, after the land mine had blinded him. ™Y ou
saw it before?" she asked, and he understanding nodded: "In'17, just after | was drafted. | wanted to go
back. Krasnoy'shig, it'saive, not dead like this place.”

"The towers|ook queer, the Courts and the old prison, all sticking up out of the shadows like
somebody'sfingers. . . . What did you do when you used to come here?!

"Nothing. Wandered around. Broke into the house afew times."
"Doesit redly have forty rooms?'

"l never counted. | got spooked in there. Y ou know what's queer? | used to think it waslike ablind
man. All the black windows."

Hisvoice was quiet, so was hisface, kindled with the strong reddish light of thelow sun. Lisha
watched him awhile, then looked back at the city.

"You can tdl that Countess Luisaisgoing to run out on Liyve," shesaid, dreamily.

Sanzo laughed, ared laugh of amusement or pleasure, and reached out his hand towards her. When
shetook it he pulled her back to lie beside him, her head on his shoulder. The weedy turf was as soft asa
mattress. Lisha could see nothing over the curve of Sanzo's chest but the sky and the top of the chestnut
grove. They lay quiet in the warm dying sunlight, and Lishawas absolutdly happy for dmost thefirst time
and probably thelast timein her life. She was not about to |et that go until she had to. It was he who
dtirred at last and said, " Sun must be down, it's getting cold.”

They went back down the wide, calm streets, back into their world. There the Streets were noisy
and jammed with people coming home from the mills. Sanzo had kept hold of Lishas hand, so shewas
ableto guide him, but whenever somebody jostled him (no oftener in fact than they jostled her) shefelt at
fault. Being tall he had to stride, of course, but he did plow straight ahead regardless, and keeping a bit
ahead of him to fend off collisonswasajob. By thetimethey got to their building he was frowning as
usual, and shewas out of breath. They said good night flatly at his entrance, and she stood watching him
gtart up the stairs with that same unhesitating step. Each step taken in darkness.



"Whereve you been to?' said a deep voice behind her. She jumped.
"Waking with Sanzo Chekey, father."

Kass Benat, short, broad, and blocky in the twilight, said, " Thought he got about pretty good by
himsdf."

"Yes, hedoes." Lishasmiled widely. Her father stood before her, solid, pondering. "Go on up,” he
sad finaly, and went on to wash himself at the pump in the courtyard.

"Shelll get married sometime, you know."
"Maybe," said Mrs Benat.

"What maybe? She'sturned eighteen. There's prettier girls but she'sagood one. Any day now, shell
mary."

"Not if she'smixed up with that Sanzo shewon't.”

"Get your pillow over on your side, it'sin my eye. What d'you mean, mixed up?'

"How should | know?"

Kasssat up. "What are you telling me?" he demanded hoarsdly.

"Nothing. | know that girl. But some of our neighbors could tell you plenty. And each other."
"Why do you let her go there and get talked about, then?”

Therewas a pause. "Well, because I'm stupid,” Mrs Benat said heavily into the darkness. "'l just
didn't think anything about it. How was | to? He's blind."

There was another pause and Kass said, in an uneasy tone, "It isn't Sanzo's fault. Hes agood
felow. Hewas afine workman. It's not hisfault."

"You don't haveto tell me. A big good-looking boy like that. And as steady as you were, too. It
doesn't make any sense, I'd like to ask the good Lord what he'sdriving at. . . ."

"Well, dl the same. What are you going to do about it?"

"l can handle Sara. Shelll give meahandle. | know her. She's got no patience. But thet girl... If | talk
to her againit'll just put moreideasin her head!"

"Tak to him, then."

A longer pause. Kass was half aslegp when hiswife burst out, "What do you mean, talk to him?"
Kass grunted.

"You tak to him, if it's so easy!"

"Turnit off, old lady. I'm tired.”



"l wash my hands of it," Mrs Benat said furioudy.

Kass reached over and dapped her on the rump. She gave adeep, angry sigh. And they settled
down close side by side and dept, while the dark rising wind of autumn scoured the Streets and courts.

Old Valf in hiswindowless bedroom heard the wind prying at the walls, whining. Through the wall
Albrekt snored softly, Sarasnored deegp and dow. After along time there were creaks and clinks from
the kitchen. Volf got up, found his shoes and ragged padded wrapper, and shuffled into the kitchen. No
light wason.

"That you, Sanzo?'
IIRig,t.ll

"Light acandle." Hewaited, ill at easein the black darkness. A tin rattled, amatch scraped, and
around the tiny blue flame the world resppesred.

“Isitlit?"
"Down alittle. That'sit."

They sat down at the table, Volf trying to pull the wrapper over hislegsfor warmth. Sanzo was
dressed, but his shirt was buttoned wrong; he looked mean and haggard. In front of him on thetable
were abottle and aglass. He poured the glass full and pushed it towards hisfather. VVolf got it between
his crippled hands and began to drink it in large mouthfuls, with along savouring pause between each.
Tired of waiting, Sanzo got himsdf another glass, poured it haf full, and drank it straight off.

When Volf was done helooked at his son awhile, and said, "Alexander."
"What isit?'

Volf sat looking a him, and finally got up, repeating the name by which no one but Sanzo's mother,
fifteen years dead, had ever called him: "Alexander . . ." Hetouched his son's shoulder with his tiff
fingers, stood there amoment, and shuffled back to his room.

Sanzo poured out and drank again. He found it hard to get drunk aone; he wasn't sure if he was
drunk yet or not. It waslike Sitting in athick fog that never thinned and never got any thicker: a
blankness. "Blank, not dark,” he said, pointing afinger he could not see at no one there. These words
had a great sgnificance, but he did not like the sound of hisvoicefor some reason. He felt for the glass,
which had ceased to exist, and drank out of the bottle. The blankness remained the same as before. "Go
away, go away, go away," he said. Thistime he liked the sound of hisvoice. "Y ou aren't there. None of
you. Nobody'sthere. I'm right here.” Thiswas satisfying, but he was beginning to fed sick. "I'm here,
God damnit, I'm here," he said loudly. No one answered, no one woke. No one wasthere. "I'm here,"
he said. His mouth was twitching and trembling. He put his head down on hisarmsto make that stop; he
was S0 dizzy he thought he wasfdling off the chair, but he fell adeep instead. The candle near hishand
burned down and out. He dept on, hunched over the table, while the wind whined and the streets grew
dim with morning.

"Well dl | said was shewas over therealot lately.”

"Yes?' MrsBenat said in atone of mild but serious interest.



"And shegot dl huffy,” said Eva, the second daughter, sixteen.
"Mh, shedid?'
"He can't even work, what does he act so stuck up for?”

"Heworks."

"Oh, fixing chairs or something. But he aways acts so stuck up, and then she got stuck up when |
asked her. Ismy hair Sraight?' Evawas pretty, as her mother had been at sixteen. She was dressed now
to walk out with one of the many solemn, bony-wristed youths who requested that privilege, and to earn
it had to undergo a close ingpection of their persons and their antecedents by Mr and Mrs Benat.

After she had gone Mrs Benat put up her darning and went into the younger children'sroom. Lisha
was humming her five-year-old Sster to deep with the song about the two beggars. Thewind that had
risen the night before rattled the window in gusts.

"She adeep? Comedong.”

Lishafollowed her mother to the kitchen.

"Make usacup of chocolate. I'm dead tired— Ough, thislittle place. If we had aroom where you
girlscould sit with your boys. | don't like thiswalking out, it'snot right. A girl ought to be at homefor her
courting. .. ."

She said no more until Lisha had made the chocol ate and sat down at the table with her. Then she
sad, "l don't want you going to the Chekeys any more, Lisha"

Lishaset down her cup. She smoothed out acreasein her skirt, and folded the end of the belt under
the buckle.

"Why not, mother?"

"Peopletak.”

"People haveto talk about something.”
"Not about my daughter.”

"Can he come here, then?'

Mrs Benat was startled by thisflank attack, bold and dmost impudent, the last thing she expected
from Lisha. Shaken, she spoke out bluntly: "No. Do you mean you have been courting?'

"l guesss0."

"Themeanishblind, Alitsa"

"l know," the girl said, without irony.
"He can't—hecan't earn aliving!"

"His pengon'stwo hundred and fifty."



"Two hundred and fifty!"

"It'stwo hundred and fifty more than alot of people are making these days," Lishasad. "Besdes, |
canwork."

"Lisha, you're not talking of marrying him?"
"We havent yet."
"But Lishal Don't you see—"

Mrs Benat's voice had grown soft, desperate. She laid the pams of her hands on the table, short,
fine hands swollen with hot water and strong soap.

"Lisha, ligento me. I'm forty yearsold. Half my lifel'velived in thiscity, twenty yearsin this place,
these four rooms. | came here when | was your age. | was born in Foranoy, you know that, it'san old
town too, but not atrap like thisone. Y our grandfather was amill hand. We had a house there, ahouse
with aparlor, and ayard with arose bush. When your grandmother was dying, you wouldn't remember,
but she kept asking, when are we going home? When arewe going home? | liked it finehere at firgt, |
was young, | met your father, we were going to move back up north, in ayear or two. And we talked
about it. And you children came. And then the war, and good pay. And now that'sal goneand it's
nothing but strikes and wage cuts. So | finally looked back and saw that well never get out, we're here
for good. When | saw that | made avow, Lisha. You'll say I'm not in church from one year to the next,
but | went to the cathedra, and | made avow to the Virgin of the Sovenathere. | said, Holy Mother, I'll
day here, it'sdl right, if you'l let my children get out. I'll never say another word, if you'll just let them get
away, get out of here."

Shelooked up at her daughter. Her voice grew till softer. "Do you see what I'm getting at, Lisha?
Y our father'saman in ten thousand. But what has he to show for it? Nothing. Nothing saved. The same
flat we moved into when we married. The samejob. Practically the samewages. That'show itisinthis
trap, thiscity. | see him caught in that, what about you? | won't haveit! | want you to marry well, and get
out of here! Let mefinish. If you married Sanzo Chekey, two can scrape by on that pension of his, but
what about children? And there isn't any work for you now. If you married him, you know where you'd
go? Across the yard. From four rooms to three. With Saraand Albrekt and the old man. And work for
nothing in their ratty little shop. And be tied to aman who'd come to hate you because he couldn't help
you. Oh, | know Sanzo, he was dways proud, and don't think | haven't grieved for him. But you're my
child, and it'syour life, Lisha, dl your lifel"

Her voice had risen, and it quavered on the last words. In tears, Lisha put out her hands across the
table and held her mother'stightly. "Listen, mother, | promise.... if Sanzo ever says anything—maybe he
won't, | don't know—if he does, and | still can't find ajob, so we'd have enough to move, then I'll say
no."

"Y ou don't think heid let you earn hisliving?'

Though Lishas eyes were swollen with tears and her cheeks were wet, she spoke quite steadily.
"Hesproud,” she said, "but he's not stupid, mother."

"But Lisha, can't you find a whole man!”

The girl released her hands and sat up straighter. She said nothing.



"Promise me you won't see him again.”
"l can't. | promised al | could, mother.”
There was a slence between them.

"Y ou never crossed mein anything,” Mrs Benat said, in aheavy, pondering tone. Y ou've been a
good one, dways. Y ou're grown now. | can't lock you in likeadut. Kassmight say yes, but | can't doit
now. It'sup to you, Lisha. Y ou can save yoursdf, and him. Or you can wasgteit al.”

"Save mysdf? For what?' the girl said, without any bitterness. "There never was anybody but him.
Even when | was alittle kid, before he went into the army. To waste that, that would beasin. . . . Maybe
itwaskind of asin, alittle bit, to make that vow, too, mother.”

Mrs Benat stood up. "Who'sto say?' she asked wearily. "'l want to spare my daughter amiserable
life, and shetdlsmeit'sasn.”

"Not for you, mother. For me. | can't keep your vows!"

"Well, God forgive us both, then. And him. | meant it for the be<t, Lisha" Mrs Benat went off to her
room, walking heavily. Lishasat on at the table, turning a spoon over and over in her hands. Shefelt no
triumph from having for thefirst timein her life opposed and defeated her mother. Shefdt only
weariness, and sometimes as she sat tearswelled into her eyes again. The only good thing about it al was
that there was no longer anyone shefeared. At last she went into the room she shared with Eva, found a
pencil and ascrap of paper, and wrote avery brief |etter to Sanzo Chekey, telling him that she loved him.
When it was written she folded it very small, put it in aheavy old gilt-brasslocket her mother had given
her, and fastened the chain about her neck. Then she went to bed, and lay along time listening to the
endless, amless blowing of thewind.

Sara Chekey, as Mrs Benat had said, had no patience. That same night she said to her nephew,
while Volf and Albrekt were at the tavern, " Sanzo, you ever think about getting married? Don't pull a
facelikethat. I'm serious. | thought of it awhile back, I'll tell you why. Y ou should see LishaBenat'sface
when shelooks at you. That'swhat put it into my head."

He turned towards Saraand said coolly, "What business of yoursisit how shelooks a me?"

"I've got eyes, | can seewhat'sin front of me!" Then she caught her breath; but Sanzo gave his
disquieting laugh. "Go ahead and ook, then,” he said. "Only don't bother to tell me.”

"Ligten, Sanzo Chekey, there you stand in your pride acting like nothing on earth made any
differenceto you, and never think that what 1I'm saying might have some sensein it you might listen to.
What good do you think I'd get out of your marrying? | wasjust thinking of you and happened to
notice—"

"Dropit," he said. Hisvoice had broken into the strained, arrogant note that exasperated Sara. She
turned on him with arush of judtifications and accusations.

"That'sdoneit,” Sanzo brokein. "I'll never seethat girl again." There being nowhere e seto get away
from Sara, he went out, damming the door behind him. He ran down the stairs. Out on the street, without
his stick, his coat, or any money, he stopped, and stood there. Lishawanted to get him, did she? and
Sarawanted him got? And they had laid their little plans, and he had fdlen for it'—When the awful
tension of humiliation and rage began to subside, he had lost his bearings and did not know which



direction he was facing, whether he had moved away from the doorway or not. He had to grope around
for severd minutesto locate himsdlf. People passed by, talking; they paid no attention to him, or thought
he was drunk. At last he found the entrance, went back upstairs, took ten kroner from hisfather'slittle
cashbox, brushed past the protesting Sara, and dammed the door a second time.

He came back about ten the next morning, flopped down on his hallway bed, and dept al day. It
was Sunday, and his uncle, having to pass the sprawled figure severa times, findly said to Sara, "Why'd
he go bust out again? Took al hismoney, Volf says. Heain't bust out like that al summer. Like he used
to when hefirst got home."

"Y es, drinking up the money that's to support him and hisfather, that'sal he's good for."

Albrekt scratched his head and as usua answered dowly and not exactly to the point. "Seemslikea
hdll of alifefor afdlow only twenty-six," hesaid.

The next day at four Lisha came to the gpartment. He proposed that they walk out; they went up
onto the Hill, to the garden. It was October now, an overcast day getting ready to rain. Neither of them
gpoke asthey walked. They sat down on the grass below the empty house. Lisha shivered, looking out
over the grey city, itsthousand streets, its huge factories. Without sunlight, the garden was dominated by
theforbidding dark bulk of the chestnut grove. A train whistled acrosstown far away.

"What'sit look like?"
"All grey and black."

She heard the childish whispering note in her own voice. But it had not cost his pride to ask the
question of her. That was good, thet lightened her heart alittle. If they could only go on talking, or if he
would touch her, so that for him she would be there, then it would be al right. Soon he did reach out to
her, and willingly she put hersdlf entirdly ingde the hold of hisarm, resting her cheek againgt his shoulder.
Shefdt atensonin him asif he had something he wanted to say, and she was about to ask him what it
was, when helifted her face with his hand and kissed her. The kissgrew insstent. He turned so that his
weight was on her and pushed her back, the pressure of his mouth diding down to her throat and to her
breasts. Shetried to speak and could not, tried to push him away and could not. His weight pushed her
down, his shoulder blocked out the sky. Her stomach contracted in aknot, she could not see, but she
managed to gasp out, "Let me go," aweak thin whisper. He paid no heed; he crushed her down into the
dtiff grass and the darkness of the earth, with such strength that she felt only weakness, weakness asiif
she were dying. But when hetried to force her legs gpart with his hand it hurt, so sharply that she began
to struggle again, to fight like an anima. She got one arm free, pushed his head away, and writhed out
from under him in one convulsive movement. She got to dl fours, staggered to her feet, and ran.

Sanzo lay there, hisface hdf buried in the grass.

When she came back to him he had not moved. Her tears, which she had managed to control,
dtarted again as she stood by him.

"Come on, get up, Sanzo," she said softly.
Helay 4ill.
"Comeon."

After awhile he twisted round and sat up. His white face was scored with the crisscross marks of



the stiff grass, and his eyes when he opened them looked to the side, asif staring acrossto the grove of
chestnuts.

"Let's go home, Sanzo," she whispered to histerrible face. He drew back hislipsand said, "Get
away. Let medone."

"l want to go home."

"Then go! Go on, do you think | need you? Go on, get out!" Hetried to push her away, only striking
her knee. Lishawent, and waited for him at the side of the drive outside the garden. When he passed her
she held her breath, and when he was agood way past her she began to follow him, trying to walk
soundlessly. Therain had started, thin drops danting from alow, quiet sky.

Sanzo did not have his stick. He strode along boldly at first, as he did when he waked with her, but
then began to dow down, evidently losing his nerve. He got along dl right for awhile, and once she heard
him whistling hisjig-tune through histeeth. Once off the Hill, in the noiser streetswhere he could not hear
echoes, he began to hesitate, lost his bearings and took awrong turn. Lishafollowed close behind him.
People stared at both of them. He stopped short at last, and she heard him ask of no one, "Isthis Bargay
Street?"

A man gpproaching him stared at him and then answered, "No, you're way off." Hetook Sanzo's
arm and headed him back the right way, with directions, and questions about was he blind, wasit amill
accident or the war. Sanzo went off, but before he had gone a block he stopped again and stood there.
Lishacaught up with him and took hisarm in sllence. He was bresthing very hard, like an exhausted
runner.

"Lisha?'
"Yes. Comeon."
But at first he could not move at al, could not take a step.

They went on, dowly, though the rain was getting thicker. When they reached their building he put
out his hand to the entranceway, touching the bricks; with that as reassurance he turned to her and said,
"Don't come again.”

"Good night, Sanzo," she said.
"It'sno good, see," he said, and at once started up the stairs. She went on to her entrance.

For severa days he went to the furniture store in the afternoon and stayed there late, not coming
hometill dinner time. Then there was no caning or repairing to be done for awhile, and he took to going
to the park in the late afternoon. He kept this up after the winter east wind had begun to blow, bringing
therain, the dest, the thin, damp, dirty snow. When he stayed in the apartment al day, anervous
boredom would grow and grow in him; his hands shook and he lost the sengitivity of histouch, could not
tell what he was handling, whether he was handling anything a al. Thisdrove him out, and out longer,
until he brought back a headache and a cough. Fever wrung him and rattled him for aweek, and left him
prey to more coughs and fevers every time he went out.

The weakness, the stupidity of ill health were ardief to him. But it was hard on Sara. She had to
leave breskfast ready for him and Volf now, and pay for patent medicinesfor his headache which
sometimes made him cry out in pain, and be waked at night by his coughing. She had never done



anything but work hard, and could have compensated herself by nagging and complaining; but it wasn't
thework, it was his presence, hisaways being there, intent, listless, blind, doing nothing, saying nothing.
That exasperated her till shewould shout at poor Albrekt asthey waked to the shop, "I can't stand it, |
can't day inthat house with him!™

But the only one who escaped that winter was old Volf. A few nights before Christmas he went out
with the ten kroner Saragave him back monthly from his pension, came back with his bottle, and climbed
up three of thefour flights of stairs but not the fourth. Heart failure laid him down on the stair-landing,
where he was found an hour later. Laid in his coffin he looked abigger man, and hisfacein death, intent,
unseeing, was adarker version of hisson'sface. All old friends and neighbors came to the funerd, for
which the Chekeys went into debt. The Benats were there, but Sanzo did not hear Lishasvoice.

Sanzo moved out of the hal into the windowless bedroom that had been hisfather's, and things went
on asbefore, alittle easier on Sara.

In January one of Evas young men, adyer at the Ferman mill, perhaps discouraged by the
competition for Eva, began looking around and saw Lisha. If she saw him it was without fear and without
interest; but when he asked her to walk out with him she agreed. She was as quiet and amenable as she
had always been, there was no change in her, except that she and her mother were closer friends than
they had been, talking together as equals, working together as partners. Her mother certainly saw the
young man, but she said nothing about him to Lisha, nor did Lishasay anything except, occasiondly, "I'll
be walking out with Givan after supper.”

Across one night of March the wind from the frozen eastern plains dropped and ahumid wind rose
up from the south. The rain turned warm and large. In the morning weeds were pushing up between the
stones of the courtyard, the city's fountains ran full and noisy, voices carried further down the streets, the
sky was dotted with small bluish clouds. That night Lisha and Givan followed one of the Rakavalovers
walks, out through the East Gate to the ruins of aguard tower; and there in the cold and starlight he
asked her to marry him. She looked out to the gresat falling darkness of the Hill and plains, and back to
thelights of the city half hidden by the broken outer wall. It took her along timeto answer. "'l cant,” she
sad.

"Why nat, Lisha?'
She shook her head.

"Y ou were in love with somebody, he went off, or he's aready married, or something went wrong
withit likethat. | know that. | asked you knowingit."

"Why?' she said with anguish. He answered directly: "Becauseit's over, and it'smy time now."
That shook her, and senaing it, he said, with sudden humbleness, "Think about it."
" will. But—"

"Just think about it. It'sthe right thing to do, Lisha. I'm the one for you. And I'm not the kind that
changesmy mind."

That made her smile alittle, because of Eva, but dso because it wastrue. He was a shy, determined,
holdfast felow. What if | did? she thought, and at once felt hersalf become humble with his humility,
protected, certain, safe.



"It'snot fair to ask me now," she said with aflash of anger, so that he insisted no more than to ask
her, asthey parted at her entrance, to think about it. She said she would. And she did.

It was how long, five months now, since the day in the wild garden on the Hill; and she till wokein
the night from a dream that the stiff dry grass of autumn was pushing againgt her back and she could not
move or peak or see. Then as she woke from the dream she would see the sky suddenly, and rain falling
draight from it on her. It was of that she had to think, only that.

She saw Sanzo oftener now that it was sunny. She always spoke to him. Hewould be sitting in the
yard near the pump sometimes, as his father had used to do. When she came for water for the washing
and pressing, shewould greet him: "Afternoon, Sanzo."

"Thet you, Lisha?'
His skin was white and dull, and his hands looked too large on hiswrists.

Oneday in early April shewasironing aone down in the cellar room which her mother rented asa
laundry. Light camein through small windows set high inthewall, a ground level; sparse grassand
weeds stirred in the sunlight just outsde the dusty glass. A streak of sunshinefell acrossthe shirt shewas
pressing, and the steam rose, smelling sharp of ozone. She began to sing doud.

Two tattered beggars met on the street.
'Hey, little brother, give me bread to eat!"
'Go to the baker's house, ask himfor the key,
If he won't hand it over, say you were sent by me!'

She had to go out for water for the sprinkling-bottle. After the dusk of the cellar, the sunlight filled
her eyeswith whorls and blots of black and gold. Still humming, she went to the pump.

Sanzo had just come out of the house. "Morning, Lisha"
"Morning, Sanzo."

He sat down on the bench, stretching out hislong legs, raising hisface to the sun. She stood slent by
the pump and looked at him. Shelooked a him intently, judgingly.

"Y ou ill there?!
"Yes, I'mhere”
"l never seeyou any more.”

Shetook thisin silence. Presently she came and sat down beside him, setting the jug of water down
carefully under the bench. "Have you been fedling better?’

"Guess 0."

"Thesun, it'slikewe could dl get out and live again. It'sredly spring now. Smell this" She picked
the small white flower of aweed that had come up between the flagstones near the pump, and put it in his
hand. "It'stoo littleto fed it. Smdl it. It smdlslike pancakes.”



He dropped the flower and bowed his head asif looking down at it. "What have you been up to
lately? Besdesthe laundry?!

"Oh, | don't know. Evas getting married, next month. To Ventse Estay. They're going to moveto
Brailava, up north. He's abricklayer, there'swork up there.”

"And how about you?"'

"Oh, I'm staying here," she said, and then fedling the dull, cold condescension of histone added, "I'm

"Who to?"'
"Givan Fenne"

"What's he do?"
"Dyer at Ferman. He's secretary of the Union section.”

Sanzo got up, strode across the yard to the archway, then turned and more hesitantly came back.
He stood there acouple of yardsfrom her, his hands hanging at his sdes; he was not quite facing her.
"Good for you, congratulations!” he said, and turned to go.

"Sanzo!"

He stopped and waited.

"Stay hereaminute.”

"Whet for?'

"Because | want youto."

He stood till.

"l wanted to tell you . . ." But she got stuck. He came back, felt for the bench, and sat down.
"Look, Lisha," hesaid in acooler voice, "it doesn't make any difference.”

"Yesit does, it makesalot. | wanted to tell you that I'm not engaged. He did ask me, but I'm not.”
He was listening, but without expresson. "Then why'd you say you were?"'

"l don't know. To make you mad."

"And s0?'

"And s0," said Lisha. "And s0, | wanted to tell you that you may be blind but that's no excuse for

being deaf, dumb, and stupid. | know you were sick and I'm very sorry, but you'd be sicker if | had
anything to dowithiit."

Sanzo sat motionless. "What the hell?* he said. She did not answer; and after quiteawhile he
turned, his hand reaching out and then stopping in mid-gesture, and said nervoudly, "Lisha?"



"I'mright here"

"“Thought you'd gone."

"I'm not done yet."

"Well, go ahead. Nobody's stopping you."
"Youare"

A pause.

"Look, Lisha, | haveto. Don't you see that?"
"No, | don't. Sanzo, let me explain—"

"No. Don'. I'm not astonewall, Lisha."
They sat Sde by sdein thewarmth awhile.
"Y ou'd better marry that fellow.”

"l cant.”

"Don't beafool."

"l can't get around it. Around you."

Heturned hisface away. In astrained, stifled voice he said, "I wanted to apologise—" Hemade a
vague gesture.

“No! Don't."

Therewas aslence again. Sanzo sat up straighter and rubbed his hands over his eyes and forehead,
painfully. "Look, Lisha, it'sno good. Honestly. There's your parents, what are they going to say, but
that'snot it, it'sdl therest of it, living with my aunt and uncle, | can't ... A man hasto have something to
offer.”

"Don't be humble"

"I'm not. | never have been. | know what | am and this—this business doesn't make any difference
to that, to me. But it does, it would to somebody el se.”

"l want to marry you," Lishasaid. "If you want to marry me, then do, and if you don't then don't. |
can'tdoit dl by mysdf. But a least remember I'minonit too!"

"It'syou I'm thinking of "

"Noit'snot. You'rethinking of yoursdf, being blind and therest of it. Y ou let me think about that,
don't think | haven't, either.”

"1 have thought about you. All winter. All thetime. It ... it doesn't fit, Lisha"



“Not there, no."

"Where, then? Where do we fit? In the house up there on the Hill? We can split it, twenty rooms
each....”

"Sanzo, | haveto go finish theironing, it hasto be ready at noon. If we decide anything we can
figure out that kind of thing. I'd like to get clear out of Rakava."

"Areyou," he hestated. "Will you come this afternoon?*
"All right."

She went off, swinging the water-jug. When she got to the cellar she stood there beside theironing
board and burst into tears. She had not cried for months; she had thought she was too old for tears and
would not cry again. She cried without knowing why, her tearsran like ariver free of theice-lock of
winter. They ran down her cheeks; shefelt neither joy nor grief, and went on with her work long before
her tears stopped.

At four o'clock she started to go to the Chekeys flat, but Sanzo was waiting for her in the
courtyard. They went up the Hill to the wild garden, to the lawn above the chestnut grove. The new grass
was sparse and soft. In the green darkness of the grove thefirst candles of the chestnuts burned
ydlowish-white. A few pigeons soared in the warm, smoky air above the city.

"Theresrosesdl around the house. Would they mind if | picked some?"
"They? Who?'
"All right, I'll beright back.”

She came back with ahandful of the small, red, thorny roses. Sanzo had lain back with hisarms
under his head. She sat down by him. The broad, sweet April wind blew over them level with the low
aun. "Well," he said, "we haven't got anywhere, have we?'

"I don't know. | think s0."
"When did you get likethis?'
"Likewhat?"

"Oh, you know. Y ou used to be different.” His voice when he was relaxed had awarm, burring note
init, plessant to hear. "Y ou never said anything. . . . Y ou know what?'

"What?"
"We never finished reading that book."

He yawned and turned on his side, facing her. She put her hand on his.
"When you were akid you used to smile al thetime. Do you ill?"
"Not sncel met you," shesad, amiling.

Her hand lay ill on his.



"Ligten. | get the disability pension, two-fifty. It would get us out of Rakava. That's what you want?"
"Yes | do."

"Well, there's Krasnoy. Unemployment's not supposed to be so bad there, and there must be cheap
placesto live, it'sabigger city.”

"| thought of it too. There must be more jobsthere, it'snot al oneindustry like here. | could get
something.”

"1 could pick up something with this caning, if there was anybody with any money wanting thingslike
that done. | can handle repair work too, | was doing some last fal." He seemed to belistening to hisown
words, and suddenly he gave his strange laugh, that changed hisface. "Listen,” he said, "thisis no good.

Y ou going to lead me to Krasnoy by the hand? Forget it. Y ou ought to get away, dl right. Clear away.
Marry that fellow and get away. Use your head, Lisha."

He had sat up, hisarms around his knees, not facing her.

"You talk asif wewere both beggars,” she said. "Asif we had nothing to give each other and
nowhereto go."

"That'sit. That's the point. We don't. | don't. Do you think getting out of this place will make any
difference? Do you think it'll change me? Do you think if | walk around the corner . .. 7' Hewastrying
for irony but achieved only agony. Lisha clenched her hands. "No, of coursel don't,” shesaid. "Don't
talk like everybody else. They al say that. We can't leave Rakava, we're stuck here. | can't marry Sanzo
Chekey, he'sblind. We can't do anything we want to do, we haven't got enough money. It'sdl true, it's
al perfectly true. But it'snot all. Isit truethat if you're abeggar you mustn't beg? What €lse can you do?
If you get apiece of bread do you throw it away? If you felt like | do, Sanzo, you'd take what you were
givenand hold ontoit!"

"Lisha," hesaid, "oh God, | want to hold on—Nothing—" He reached to her and she cameto him;
they held each other. He struggled to spesak but could not for along time. ™Y ou know | want you, | need
you, thereis nothing, thereis nothing ese," he sammered, and she, denying, denying his need, said, "No,
no, no, no," but hed him with dl the strength she had. It was still much lessthan his. After awhile helet
her go, and taking her hand stroked it alittle. "Look," he said quietly enough, "I do ... you know. Only it's
avery long chance, Lisha."

"WEelIl never get achancethat isn't long."
"Y ouwould."
"You are my long chance," she said, with akind of bitterness, and a profound certainty.

He found nothing to say to that for awhile. Findly he drew along bresth and said very softly, "What
you said about begging . . . There was a doctor, two years ago at the hospitd where| was, he said
something like that, he said what are you afraid of, you see what the dead see, and till you're dive. What
have you got to lose?"

"l know what I've got to lose," Lishasaid. "And I'm not going to."

"l know what I've got to gain,” he said. "That'swhat scaresme." Hisface wasraised, asif he were
looking out over the city. It was avery strong face, hard and intent, and Lishalooking at him was shaken,;



she shut her eyes. She knew that it was she, her will, her presence, that set him free; but she must go with
him into freedom, and it was a place she had never been before. In the darkness she whispered, "All
right, I'm scared too."

"Well, hang on," he said, putting hisarm around her shoulders. "If you hang on, | will."

They sat there, not talking much, as the sun sank into the mist above the plains of April, and the
towers and windows of the city yellowed in thefaling light. Asthe sun set they went down the Hill
together, out of the silent garden with its beautiful, ruined, staring house, into the smoke and noise and
crowding of the thousand streets, where aready night had fallen.

1920

The Road East

"THERE isno evil," Mrs Eray murmured to the rose-geranium in the windowbox, and her son, listening,
thought swiftly of caterpillars, cutworms, leafmold, blight; but sunlight shone on the round green leaves
and red flowers and grey hair in vast mild assent, and Mrs Eray smiled. Her deeves dropped back as she
raised her arms, a sun-priestess at the window. "Each flower provesit. I'm glad you like flowers,
Maler."—"I like trees better," he said, being tired and edgy; edgy was the word he kept thinking, on
edge, on the sharp edge. He wanted a vacation badly. "But you couldn't have brought me an oak tree for
my birthday!" Shelaughed, turning to look at the October sheaf of golden asters he had brought her, and
he smiled, sunk heavy and passvein hisarmchair. "Oh you poor old mushroom!" she said, coming to
him. A big, pale, heavy man, he didiked that endearment, feding that it fit him. "Sit up, smile! Thislovely
day, my birthday, these flowers, the sunlight. How can people refuse to enjoy thisworld! Thank you for
my flowers, dear." She kissed hisforehead and returned with her buoyant step to the window.

"lhrentha’'sgone," he said.
"For aweek now. No one's even said his name, al week."

It was afronta attack, for she had known Ihrenthal; he had sat at her dinner-table, ashy, rash,
curly-headed man; he had taken a second helping of soup; she could not blow hisname away asif it
were empty of meaning, of weight.

"Y ou don't know what's become of him?"



"Of course | know."

Shetraced the round of ageranium leaf with her forefinger and said in agentle tone asif to the plant,
"Not redly.”

"l don't know whether he's been shot or smply jailed, if that's what you mean.”

She withdrew her hand from the plant and stood looking up at the sunlit sky. ™Y ou must not be
bitter, Maer," she said. "We don't know what's become of him, truly, in the deeper sense. Of him, of all
that goes, disappears, islost to us. We know so little, so very little. And yet enough! The sunlight shines,
it bathesusdl, it makes no judgment, has no bitterness. That much we know. That's the great lesson. Life
isagift, such alovely gift! Therésno roominit for bitterness. No room." Speaking to the sky, she had
not noticed him get up.

"Thereésroom for everything. Too much room. Threntha was my friend. Ishis—ishis death alovely
gift?' But he rushed and mumbled hiswords, and she did not have to hear them. He sat down again while
she went on to prepare supper and lay the table. "What if I'd been arrested instead of Ihrenthal?' he
wanted to say, but did not say. She can't understand, he thought, because shelivesinside, she'saways
looking out the window but she never opens the door, she never goesoutside. . . . Thetears he could not
cry for IThrenthal strained histhroat again, but his thoughts were dready dipping away, eastward, towards
the road. On the road, the thought of hisfriend still waswith him, the imagination of pain and the
knowledge of grief: but with him, not locked insde him. On the road he could wak with sorrow, ashe
walked through therain.

Theroad led east from Krasnoy through farmlands and past villagesto agrey-walled town over
which rose the fortress-like tower of an old church. The villages and the town were on maps and he had
seen them once from the train: Raskofiu, Ranne, Maenne, Sorg: they were red places, none over fifty
milesfrom the city. But in hismind he walked to them on foot and it waslong ago, early inthe last
century perhaps, for there were no cars on the road nor even railroad crossings. Hewaked aonginrain
or sunlight on the country road towards Sorg where at evening he would rest. He would go to aninn
down the street from the stout six-sided tower of the church. That was pleasant to look forward to. He
had never come to the inn, though once or twice he had entered the town and stood benegth the church
portal, around arch of carven stone. Meantime he walked along through the weather, with aload on his
back that varied in weight. On this bright autumn evening he walked too far, till the coming of darkness; it
got cold, and fog lay over the dark hollow fields. He had no idea how much farther it wasto Sorg, but he
was hungry and very tired. He sat down on the bank of the road under a clump of trees and rested there
awhileinthe slence of nightfal. He dipped the packstrap from his shoulders and sat quiet; cold, grieving,
and gpprehensive, yet quiet, watching mist and dusk. " Supper's ready!" his mother called cheerily. He
rose at once and joined her a thetable.

Next day he met the gypsy woman. Thetrolley had brought him east across the river, and he stood
waiting to crossits tracks while the wind blew dust down thelong street in the long light of evening.
Standing beside him she said, "Would you tel me how to get to Geyle Street?' The voice was not acity
voice. Black hair, coarse and straight, blew across a colorless face, skin over delicate bone. "I'm going
that way," Maer said after apause, and set off across the street, not looking to seeif she came with him.
Shedid. "I never wasin Krasnoy before," she said. She came from the plains of aforeign land,
windswept plainsringed by far peaks fading into night as nearby, in the wild grass, the smoke of a
campfire veered and doubled on the wind over the flames and awoman sang in a strange tongue, amusic
lost in the huge, blue, frozen dusk. "I've never been out of it, not to speak of," he answered, looking at
her. She was about his age, her dress was bright and shoddy, she walked erect, quiet-faced. "What
number?' he asked, for they had cometo Geyle Street, and she said, "Thirty-three," the number of his



house. They walked side by side under the streetlamps, he and this ddlicate foreign wanderer, strange to
each other, waking home together. While getting out hiskey he explained, "l livein thisbuilding," though
that redly explained very little,

"I'd better ring," she said, "it'safriend of minethat lives here, she's not expecting me," and she
looked for the name on the mailboxes. So he could not let her in. But he turned from the open door and
asked, "Excuse me, where do you come from?" Shelooked at him with adight smile of surprise and
answered, "From Sorg."

His mother was in the kitchen. The rose-geranium flared bright in the window, the asterswere
aready fading. On edge, on the edge. He sat in the armchair, his eyes shut, listening for a step overhead
or through the wall, the light step that had come to him not across foreign plains with gypsies but down
the familiar road in twilight, the road from Sorg leading to this city, this house, thisroom. Of course the
road led westward aswell as eastward, only he had never thought of that. He had comein so quietly that
his mother had not heard him, and seeing him in the armchair she jumped and her voice rang with panic:
"Why didn't you say something, Maer!" Then shelit the lamps and stroked the withering asters and
chatted.

The next day he met Provin. He had not yet said aword to Provin, not even good morning, working
sde by sdein the office (Drafting and Planning, Krasnoy Bureau of the State Office of Civil
Architecture) on the same plans (State Housing, Trasfiuve Project No. 2). The young man followed him
asheleft the building &t five.

"Mr Eray, let me spesk to you."
"Whet gbout?"

"About anything,” the young man said easily, knowing his own charm, and yet dead serious. Hewas
good looking, bearing himsdlf gallantly. Defeated, smoked out of hisrefuge of slence, Maer said at
last,-"Wel I'm sorry, Provin. Not your fault. Because of Ihrenthd, the man who had your job. Nothing to
do with you. It'sunreasonable. I'm sorry." He turned away.

Provin said fiercely, "Y ou can't waste hatred like that!™

Maer stood Hill. "All right. I'll say good morning after this. It'sdl right. What's the difference? What
doesit matter to you? What does it matter if any of ustalks or doesn't talk? What is there to say?"

"It does matter. There's nothing left to us, now, but one another.”

They stood face to face on the Street in the fine autumn rain, men passing around them to left and
right, and Mader said after amoment, "No, we haven't even got that left, Provin,” and set off down
Pdazay Street to histrolley stop. But after the long ride through mid-town and across Old Bridge and
through the Trasfiuve, and the walk through rain to Geyle Street, in the doorway of his house he met the
woman from Sorg. She asked him, "Can you let mein?'

He nodded, unlocking the door.

"My friend forgot to give me her key, and she had to go out. I've been wandering around, | thought
maybe you'd be home around the sametime asyesterday. . . ." She was ready to laugh with him at her
own improvidence, but he could not laugh or answer her. He had been wrong to reject Provin, dead
wrong. He had collaborated with the enemy. Now he must pay the price of hisslence, whichismore
slence, silence when one wants to speek: the gag. He followed her up the stairs, silent. And yet she came



from his home, the town where he had never been.
"Good evening," she said at the turning of the airs, no longer smiling, her quiet face turned away.
"Good evening,” hesaid.

He sat in the armchair and leaned his head back; his mother wasin the other room; weariness rose
up in him. He was much too tired to travel on the road. Bric-a-brac from the day, the office, the streets
milled and juggled in his mind; he was almost adegp. Then for amoment he saw the road, and for thefirst
time he saw people waking on it: other people. Not himsdf, not Ihrenthal who was dead, not anyone he
knew, but strangers, afew people with quiet faces. They were walking westward, towards him, meeting
and passing him. He stood till. They looked at him but they did not speak. His mother spoke sharply,
"Mder!" Hedid not move, but shewould never passhim by. "Mder, areyou ill?* Shedid not believein
illness, though Maer'sfather had died of cancer afew years ago; the trouble, shefdt, had beenin his
mind. She had never been sick, and childbirth, even the two miscarriages she had had, had been painless,
even joyous. Thereisno pain, only thefear of it, which one can rgect. But she knew that Mder like his
father had not rid hismind of fear. "My dear,” she murmured, "you mustn't wear yoursdf out likethis.”

“I'mdl right." All right, al right, everything'sal right.
"Isit Ihrentha ?"

She had said the name, she had mentioned the dead, she had admitted death, let it into the room. He
stared at her bewildered, overwhelmed with gratitude. She had given him back the power of speech.
"Yes" he stammered, "yes, it'sthat. It'sthat. | can't take it—"

"Y ou mustn't eat your heart out over it, my dear." She stroked his hand. He sat till, longing for
comfort. "It wasn't your fault,” she said, the soft exultation coming into her voice again. "Theré's nothing
you could have done to change things, nothing you can do now. He was what he was, perhaps he even
sought this, he was rebellious, restless. HeE's gone hisown way. Y ou must stay with what isred, what
remains, Mder. Hisfate led him another way than yours. But yours leads home. When you turn your
back on me, when you won't speak to me, my dear, then you're rgecting not only me, but your true self.
After dl, we have no one but each other."

He said nothing, bitterly disappointed, borne down by his guilt towards her, who did depend wholly
on him, and towards | hrenthal and Provin from whom he had tried to escape, following an unreal road in
slenceand done. But when sheraised her ams and said or sang, "Nothing isevil, nothing iswasted, if
only welook at the world without fear!"—then he broke away and stood up. "The only way to dothat is
go blind," he said, and went out, letting the door dam.

He came back drunk at three in the morning, singing. He woke too late to shave, and was late to
work; after the lunch hour he did not go back to the office. He sat on in the dark smmering bar behind
Roukh Palace where he and | hrentha had used to lunch together on beer and herring, and by six, when
Provin camein, hewas drunk again. "Good evening, Provin! Have adrink on me."

"Thanks, | will. Givaney said you might be here." They drank in sllence, Sde by side, jammed
together by the press at the bar. Maler straightened up and said, "Thereisno evil, Provin."

"No?' said Provin, smiling, glancing up a him.

"No. Noneat dl. People get in trouble for things they say, but when they're shot for it it'stheir own
fault, eh, so therésnothing evil inthat. Or if they'rejust putinjail, dl the better, it kegps them from



talking. If nobody talks then nobody tellslies, and thereisn't any red evil, you see, only lies. Evil isalie.
Y ou haveto be slent, then the world's good. All good. The police are good men with wives and families,
the agents are good patriotic men, the soldiers are good, the State is good, we're good citizens of agreat
country, only we mustn't speak. We mustn't talk to one another, in case wetdl alie. That would spail it
all. Never speak to aman. Especidly never speak to awoman. Have you got a mother, Provin?| don't. |
was born of avirgin, painlesdy. Painisalie, it doesn't exist—see?' He brought hishand down
backwards on the edge of the bar with a crack like astick breaking. "Ah!" he cried, and Provin too
turned white. The men &t the bar dl round them, dark-faced men in shoddy grey, glanced at him; the
smmering murmur of their talk went on. The month on the calendar over the bar was October, 1956.
Mader pressed his hand to his sde under his coat for awhile and then silently, left-handed, finished his
beer. "In Budapest, on Wednesday," the man next to him repested quietly to hisneighbor in plasterer's
overals, "on Wednesday."

"Isthat true, all that?"

Provin nodded. "It'strue.”

"Areyou from Sorg, Provin?'

"No, from Raskofiu, afew milesthissde of Sorg. Will you come homewith me, Mr Eray?'
"Too drunk."

"My wifeand | have aroom to ourselves. | wanted to talk with you. Thisbusiness." He nodded at
theman in overals. "Therésachance—"

"Too late," Mder said. "Too drunk. Listen, do you know the road between Raskofiu and Sorg?”"
Provin looked down. ™Y ou come from there too?"

"No. | was born herein Krasnoy. City boy. Never been to Sorg. Saw the church-spire once from a
train going east, doing my military service. Now | think I'll go seeit closer up. When will the trouble start
here?' he asked conversationdly asthey left the bar, but the young man did not answer. Mder walked
back acrosstheriver to Geyle Street, avery long walk. He was sober when he got home. His mother
looked hard and shrunken, like anut dried around its kerndl. He was her lie, and one must keep hold of a
lie, wither around it, hold on. Her world without evil, without hope, her world without revolution
depended on him aone.

While he ate hislate dry supper she asked him about the rumors she had heard a market. "Yes," he
sad, "that'sright. And the West is going to help them, send in airplanes with guns, troops maybe. They'll
makeit."

Then he laughed, and she dared not ask him why. Next day he went to work as usud. But on
Saturday morning early the woman from Sorg stood at his door. "Please, can you get me acrossthe
river?' Softly, not to wake his mother, he asked what she meant. She explained that the bridges were
being guarded and they would not |et her across since she had no Krasnoy domicile card, and she must
get acrossto therailway station to go back to her family in Sorg. She was aday late already, she must
get back. "If you're going to work and | went with you, you see, they might let you cross. . . ."

"My officewon't be open,” he said.

She said nothing.



"l don't know, we could try it," he said, looking down at her, feding himsdf stout and heavy in his
dressng-gown. "Arethetrolleysrunning?’

"No, they've stopped, people say everything's stopped. Maybe even the trains. It's going on over
there on the west Side, in River Quarter, they say.”

Inthe early light under agrey sky they went together through the long streets toward the river.
"They'll probably stop me," he said, "I'm only an architect. If they do, you might try to get to Grasse
somehow. Thetrains going east stop there, it's a suburban station. It'sonly five or Sx milesfrom
Krasnoy." She nodded. She wore the same bright shoddy dress; it was cold, and they walked fast.
When they camein sight of Old Bridge they hesitated. Across the bridge between the fine stone
balustrades stood not only the idling soldiersthey had expected but aso a huge black thing, hunchbacked
and oblique, its machine-gun snout poked out towards the west. A soldier waved aside hisidentification
cards, told him to go home. He and the woman returned up the long streets where no trolleys ran, no
cars, and few people walked. "If you want to walk on out to Grasse," he sad, "I'll go with you."

The coarse black hair whipped over her cheek as she smiled, bewildered, a countrywoman astray.
"Y ou'rekind. But will the trains be running?"

"Probably not."
The colorless delicate face was bent pondering; she smiled alittle, faced with the insuperable.
"Have you children & home, in Sorg?"

"Y es, two children. | was heretrying to get my husband's compensation, he was hurt in an accident
a themill, helogt hisarm. . . ."

"It's about forty milesto Sorg. Walking, you might be there tomorrow night.”

"l was thinking that. But with thistrouble they'll be policing the ways out of the city, al theroads. . .

"Not the roads east.”

"I'm abit scared,” she said after awhile, gently; no gypsy from thewild lands but only a
countrywoman on the roads of ruin, afraid to go adone. She need not go done. They could walk together
out of the city eastward, taking the road up to Grasse and then down among the hills, from town to town
ontheralling plain past fidlds and lone farms until they came in autumn evening under the grey walls, to
the high spire of Sorg; and now with the trouble in Krasnoy the roads would be quite empty, no buses,
no carsrunning, asif they walked into the last century and on before into the other centuries, back,
towardstheir heritage, awvay from their death.

"You'd best wait it out here," he said asthey turned onto Geyle Street. She looked up at his heavy
face, saying nothing. On the stair-landing she murmured, " Thank you. Y ou were kind to go with me.”

"l wish | could." Heturned to hisdoor.

In the afternoon the windows of theflat rattled and rattled. His mother sat with her handsin her lap
garing out over the flowers of the geranium at the cloud-spotted sky full of sunshine. "I'm going out,
mother," Mader said, and she sat ill; but as he put on his coat she sad, "It's not safe.”



"No. It'snot safe.”
"Stay ingde, Mder."
"It'ssunny outside. The sunshine bathesusdl, eh? 1 need agood bath."

Shelooked up a himin terror. Having denied the need for help, she did not know how to ask for it.
"Thisisn't red, thisisinsane, al thistrouble-making, you mustn't get mixed up init, | won't accept it. |
won't bdieveit!" shesaid, raisng her long amsto him asif in incantation. He stood there, abig heavy
man. Down on the street there was along shout, silence, a shout; the windows rattled again. She
dropped her armsto her sidesand cried, "But Mdler, I'll be done!”

"Yes, well," he said softly, thoughtfully, not wanting to hurt her, "that'show it is." Heleft her, closed
the door behind him, and went down the stairs and out, dazzled at first by the bright October sunlight, to
jointhe army of the unarmed and with them to go down the long streets |eading westward to, but not
across, theriver.

1956

Brothersand Sisters

THE injured quarrier lay on ahigh hospital bed. He had not recovered consciousness. Hissllence was
grand and oppressive; his body under the sheet that dropped in stiff folds, hisface were asindifferent as
stone. The mother, asif chalenged by that silence and indifference, spoke loudly: "What did you do it
for? Do you want to die before | do? Look at him, look at him, my beauty, my hawk, my river, my son!"
Her sorrow boasted of itsalf. Sheroseto the occasion like alark to the morning. His silence and her
outcry meant the same thing: the unendurable made welcome. The younger son stood listening. They bore
him down with their grief aslarge aslife. Unconscious, heedless, broken like a piece of chalk, that body,
his brother, bore him down with the weight of the flesh, and he wanted to run away, to save himself.

The man who had been saved stood beside him, alittle stooped fellow, middle-aged, limestone dust
whitein hisknuckles. He too was borne down. "He saved my life," he said to Stefan, gaping, wanting an
explanation. His voice was the flat toneless voice of the deaf. "Hewould,” Stefan said. "That'swhat held
do." Heleft the hospitd to get hislunch. Everybody asked him about his brother. "Hell live," Stefan said.
He went to the White Lion for lunch, drank too much. " Crippled? Him? Kostant? So he got a couple of
tons of rock in the face, it won't hurt him, he's made of the stuff. He wasn't born, he was quarried out.”
They laughed a him asusud. "Quarried out,” he said. "Like dl therest of you." Heleft the White Lion,
went down Ardure Street four blocks straight out of town, and kept on straight, walking northeast,



parale with the railroad tracks a quarter mile away. The May sun was small and greyish overhead.
Underfoot there were dust and small weeds. The Kars, the limestone plain, jigged tinily about him with
heatwaves like the trangparent vibrating wings of flies. Remote and small, rigid beyond that vibrant
greyish haze, the mountains stood. He had known the mountains from far off al hislife, and twice had
seen them close, when he took the Brailavatrain, once going, once coming back. He knew they were
clothed in trees, fir treeswith roots clutching the banks of running streams and with branches dark in the
mist that closed and parted in the mountain gulliesin thelight of dawn asthetrain clanked by, its smoke
dropping down the green dopes like adropping vell. In the mountains the streams ran noisy in the
sunlight; there were waterfals. Here on the karst the rivers ran underground, silent in dark veins of stone.
Y ou could ride ahorse dl day from Sfaroy Kampe and still not reach the mountains, ill bein the
limestone dust; but late on the second day you would come under the shade of trees, by running streams.
Stefan Fabbre sat down by the side of the straight unreal road he had been walking on, and put his head
inhisarms. Alone, amile from town, aquarter mile from the tracks, sixty miles from the mountains, he sat
and cried for hisbrother. The plain of dust and stone quivered and grimaced about him in the hegt like the
face of amanin pain.

He got back an hour late from lunch to the office of the Chorin Company where he worked as an
accountant. His boss came to his desk: "Fabbre, you needn't stay this afternoon.”

"Why not?"

"Well, if you want to go to the hospitdl . . ."

"What can | do there?| can't sew him back up, can 17"

"Asyou like" the boss sad, turning away.

"Not methat got aton of rocksin theface, isit?' Nobody answered him.

When Kogtant Fabbre was hurt in the rockdide in the quarry he was twenty-six years old; his
brother was twenty-three; their Sster Rosana was thirteen. She was beginning to grow tall and sullen, to
weigh upon the earth. Instead of running, now, she walked, ungainly and somewhat hunched, asif at each
step she crossed, unwilling, athreshold. Shetalked loudly, and laughed aoud. She struck back at
whatever touched her, avoice, awind, aword she did not understand, the evening star. She had not
learned indifference, she knew only defiance. Usudly she and Stefan quarrelled, touching each other
where each was raw, unfinished. This night when he got home the mother had not come back from the
hospital, and Rosanawas silent in the silent house. She had been thinking al afternoon about pain, about
pain and degath; defiance had failed her.

"Don't look so down," Stefan told her as she served out beans for supper. "Hell bedl right.”
"Doyouthink . . . Somebody was saying he might be, you know. . . ."

"Crippled? No, hell bedl right"

"Why do you think he, you know, ran to push that fellow out of the way?'

"Nowhy toit, Ros. Hejust did it."

He was touched that she asked these questions of him, and surprised at the certainty of hisanswers.
He had not thought that he had any answers.



"It'squeer,” shesad.
"What is?"
"I don't know. Kogtant. . ."

"Knocked the keystone out of your arch, didn't it? Wham! Onerock fals, they dl go." Shedid not
understand him; she did not recogni se the place where she had come today, a place where she was like
other people, sharing with them the singular catastrophe of being adive. Stefan was not the oneto guide
her. "Herewe dl are," he went on, "lying around each of us under our private pile of rocks. At least they
got Kostant out from under hisand filled him up with morphine. . . . D'you remember once when you
werelittle you said 'I'm going to marry Kostant when | grow up.™

Rosana nodded. " Sure. And he got red mad."

"Because mother laughed.”

"It was you and dad that laughed.”

Neither of them was eating. The room was close and dark around the kerosene lamp.
"What wasit like when dad died?"

"You werethere" Stefan said.

"l wasnine. But | can't remember it. Except it was hot like now, and there were alot of big moths
knocking their heads on the glass. Was that the night he died?"

"l guess0."
"What wasit like?' She wastrying to explore the new land.
"l don't know. Hejust died. It isn't like anything else.”

The father had died of pneumoniaat forty-six, after thirty yearsin the quarries. Stefan did not
remember his death much more clearly than Rosanadid. He had not been the keystone of the arch.

"Have we got any fruit to eat?'

Thegirl did not answer. She was gazing at the air above the place &t the table where the elder
brother usually sat. Her forehead and dark eyebrows werelike his, were his: likeness between kinis
identity, the brother and sister were, by so much or so little, the curve of brow and temple, the same
person; so that, for amoment, Kostant sat across the table mutely contemplating his own absence.

"Isthere any?’

" think there's some gpplesin the pantry,” she answered, coming back to hersdlf, but so quietly that
in her brother's eyes she seemed briefly awoman, a quiet woman speaking out of her thoughts; and he
said with tenderness to that woman, "Come on, let's go over to the hospital. They must be through
messing with him by now."

The deaf man had come back to the hospital. His daughter was with him. Stefan knew she clerked
at the butcher's shop. The deaf man, not alowed into the ward, kept Stefan half an hour in the hot,



pine-floored waiting room that smelled of disinfectant and resin. He talked, walking about, stting down,
jumping up, arguing in the loud even monotone of his deafness. "1'm not going back to the pit. No Sir.
What if I'd said last night I'm not going into the pit tomorrow? Then how'd it be now, see? | wouldn't be
here now, nor you wouldn't, nor he wouldn't, him in there, your brother. Weld dl be home. Home safe
and sound, see? I'm not going back to the pit. No, by God. I'm going out to the farm, that's where I'm
going. | grew up there, see, out west in the foothills there, my brother's there. I'm going back and work
the farm with him. I'm not going back to the pit again.”

The daughter sat on the wooden bench, erect and till. Her face was narrow, her black hair was
pulled back in aknot. "Aren't you hot?" Stefan asked her, and she answered gravely, "No, I'm dl right.”
Her voice was clear. She was used to speaking to her deef father. When Stefan said nothing more she
looked down again and sat with her handsin her l1ap. The father was still talking. Stefan rubbed his hands
through his sweaty hair and tried to interrupt. "Good, sounds like agood plan, Sachik. Why waste the
rest of your lifein the pits.” The deaf man talked right on.

"He doesn't hear you."
"Can't you take him home?"
"l couldn't make him leave here even for dinner. He won't sop talking.”

Her voice was much lower saying this, perhaps from embarrassment, and the sound of it caught at
Stefan. He rubbed his sweaty hair again and stared at her, thinking for some reason of smoke, waterfals,
the mountains.

"Y ou go on home." He heard in his own voice the qudities of hers, softnessand clarity. "I'll get him
over tothe Lion for an hour.”

"Then you won't see your brother."
"Hewon't run away. Go on home."

At the White Lion both men drank heavily. Sachik talked on about the farm in the foothills, Stefan
talked about the mountains and hisyear at college in the city. Neither heard the other. Drunk, Stefan
waked Sachik hometo one of the rows of party-walled houses that the Chorin Company had put up in
'95 when they opened the new quarry. The houses were on the west edge of town, and behind them the
karst stretched in the light of the half-moon away on and on, pocked, pitted, leve, answering the
moonlight with its own pallor taken at third-hand from the sun. The moon, secondhand, worn &t the
edges, was hung up in the sky like something ahousewife leaves out to remind her it needs mending. "Tell
your daughter everythingisdl right,” Stefan said, swaying at the door. "Everything isal right," Sachik
repeated with enthusiasm, "aa-dl right.”

Stefan went home drunk, and so the day of the accident blurred in his memory into the rest of the
days of the year, and the fragments that stayed with him, his brother's closed eyes, the dark girl looking at
him, the moon looking at nothing, did not recur to his mind together as parts of awhole, but separately
with long intervals between.

On the karst there are no springs; the water they drink in Sfaroy Kampe comes from deep wellsand
is pure, without taste. Ekata Sachik tasted the strange spring-water of the farm <till on her lipsasshe
scrubbed an iron skillet at the sink. She scrubbed with a stiff brush, using more energy than was needed,
absorbed in the work deep below the level of conscious pleasure. Food had been burned in the killet,
the water she poured in fled brown from the bristles of the brush, glittering in the lamplight. They none of



them knew how to cook here at the farm. Sooner or later she would take over the cooking and they
could eat properly. She liked housework, she liked to clean, to bend hot-faced to the oven of a
woodburning range, to cal peoplein to supper; lively, complex work, not abore like clerking at the
butcher's shop, making change, saying "Good day" and "Good day" dl day. She had left town with her
family because shewas sick of that. The farm family had taken the four of them in without comment, asa
natural disaster, more mouthsto feed, but aso more handsto work. It was abig, poor farm. Ekatas
mother, who was ailing, crept about behind the bustling aunt and cousin; the men, Ekatal's uncle, father,
and brother, tromped in and out in dusty boots; there were long discussions about buying another pig.
"It's better here than in the town, there's nothing in the town,” Ekata's widowed cousin said; Ekatadid not
answer her. She had no answer. "'l think Martin will be going back,” she said findly, "he never thought to
beafarmer." Andinfact her brother, who was sixteen, went back to Sfaroy Kampein August to work
inthe quarries.

Hetook aroom in aboarding house. His window |ooked down on the Fabbres back yard, a
fenced square of dust and weeds with a sad-looking fir tree at one corner. The landlady, aquarrier's
widow, was dark, straight-backed, cam, like Martin's sster Ekata. With her the boy felt manly and easy.
When she was out, her daughter and the other boarders, four single men in their twenties, took over; they
laughed and dapped one another on the back; the railway clerk from Brailavawould take out his guitar
and play music-hdl songs, rolling hiseyeslikerasns set in lard. The daughter, thirty and unmarried,
would laugh and move about agrest ded, her shirtwaist would come out of her belt in back and she
would not tuck it in. Why did they make so much fuss? Why did they laugh, punch one another's
shoulders, play the guitar and sng? They would begin to make fun of Martin. He would shrug and reply
gruffly. Once he replied in the language used in the quarry pits. The guitar player took him aside and
spoke to him serioudy about how one must behavein front of ladies. Martin listened with hisred face
bowed.

Hewas abig, broad-shouldered boy. He thought he might pick up this clerk from Brailavaand
break hisneck. He did not do it. He had no right to. The clerk and the others were men; there was
something they understood which he did not understand, the reason why they made afuss, rolled their
eyes, played and sang. Until he understood that, they were justified in telling him how to speak to ladies.
He went up to hisroom and leaned out the window to smoke a cigarette. The smoke hung in the
motionless evening air which enclosed thefir tree, the roofs, the world in alarge dome of hard, dark-blue
crystal. Rosana Fabbre came out into the fenced yard next door, dumped out a pan of dishwater with a
short, fine swing of her arms, then stood still to look up at the sky, foreshortened, adark head over a
white blouse, caught in the blue crystal. Nothing moved for sixty milesin al directions except the last
drops of water in the dishpan, which one by oneféell to the ground, and the smoke of Martin's cigarette
curling and dropping away from hisfingers. Sowly he drew in hishand so that her eye would not be
caught by thetiny curl of smoke. She sighed, whacked the dishpan on the jamb of the door to shake out
the last drops, which had aready run out, turned, went in; the door dammed. Theblueair rgoined
without aflaw where she had stood. Martin murmured to that flawless air the word he had been advised
not to say in front of ladies, and in amoment, asif in answer, the evening star shone out northwestwards
high and clear.

Kogtant Fabbre was home, and aone al day now that he was able to get acrossaroom on
crutches. How he spent these vast silent days no one considered, probably least of dl himsdf. An active
man, the strongest and most intelligent worker in the quarries, a.crew foreman since he was twenty-three,
he had had no practice at al at idleness, or solitude. He. had aways used histime to the full in work.
Now time must use him. He watched it a work upon him without dismay or impatience, carefully, likean
gpprentice watching amaster. He employed all his strength to learn his new trade, that of weskness. The
slencein which he passed the days clung to him now as the limestone dust had used to cling to hisskin.



The mother worked in the dry-goods shop till six; Stefan got off work at five. Therewasan hour in
the evening when the brothers were together done. Stefan had used to spend this hour out in the back
yard under thefir tree, Supid, sighing, watching swallows dart after invisble insectsin the interminably
darkening air, or €lse he had gone to the White Lion. Now he came home promptly, bringing Kostant
the Brailava Messenger. They both read it, exchanging sheets. Stefan planned to speak, but did not.
The dust lay on hislips. Nothing happened. Over and over the same hour passed. The older brother sat
gtill, his handsome, quiet face bowed over the newspaper. He read dowly; Stefan had to wait to
exchange sheets, he could see Kostant's eyes move from word to word. Then Rosanawould comein
yelling good-bye to schoolmatesin the street, the mother would come in, doors would bang, voicesring
from room to room, the kitchen would smoke and clatter, plates clash, the hour was gone.

One evening Kostant, having barely begun to read, laid the newspaper down. Therewasalong
pause which contained no events and which Stefan, reading, pretended not to notice.

"Stefan, my pipesthere by you."

"Oh, sure," Stefan mumbled, took him his pipe. Kogtant filled and lit it, drew on it afew times, set it
down. Hisright hand lay on the arm of the chair, hard and relaxed, holding in it aknot of desolation too
heavy to lift. Stefan hid behind his paper and the silence went on.

I'll read out this about the union codition to him, Stefan thought, but he did not. Hiseyesinssted on
finding another article, reading it. Why can't | talk to him?

"Rosisgrowing up,” Kostant said.
"She's getting on,” Stefan mumbled.

"Shelll take somelooking after. I've been thinking. Thisisno town for agirl growing up. Wild lads
and hard men."

"Y oull find them anywhere."

"Will you; no doubt,” Kostant said, accepting Stefan's statement without question. Kostant had
never been off the karst, never been out of Sfaroy Kampe. He knew nothing at dl but limestone, Ardure
Street and Chorin Street and Gulhelm Street, the mountains far off and the enormous sky.

"See" hesad, picking up hispipeagan, "shesabit wilful, I think."

"Ladswill think twice before they messwith Fabbrés sgter,” Stefan said. "Anyhow, shell lisgen to
you."

"Andyou."
"Me?What should sheligen to mefor?'

"For the same reasons," Kostant said, but Stefan had found his voice now—"What should she
respect me for? She's got good enough sense. You and | didn't listen to anything dad said, did we? Same

thing."
"You'renot like him. If that's what you meant. Y ou've had an education.”

"An education, I'm ared professor, sure. Christ! One year at the Norma School!"



"Why did you fal there, Stefan?’ The question was not asked lightly; it came from the heart of
Kogant'sslence, from his augtere, pondering ignorance. Unnerved at finding himsdlf, like Rosana,
included so deeply in the thoughts of this reserved and superb brother, Stefan said the firgt thing that
cameto mind—"I wasafraid I'd fail. So | didn't work."

And thereit was, plain asaglass of water, the truth, which he had never admitted to himself.

Kostant nodded, thinking over thisidea of failure, which was surely not onefamiliar to him; then he
sad in hisresonant, gentle voice, "Y ou're wasting your time herein Kampe."

"1 am? What about yoursdlf?'

"I'm wasting nothing. | never won any scholarship.” Kostant smiled, and the humor of hisamile
angered Stefan.

"No, you never tried, you went straight to the pit at fifteen. Listen, did you ever wonder, did you
ever sop aminute to ask what am | doing here, why did | go into the quarries, what do | work therefor,
am | going to work there Six days aweek every week of the year every year of my life? For pay, sure,
theré's other waysto make aliving. What'sit for? Why does anybody stay here, in this Godforsaken
town on this Godforsaken piece of rock where nothing grows? Why don't they get up and go
somewhere? Tak about wasting your time! What in God's nameisit al fo—isthisdl thereistoit?"

"1 have thought that.”

"I haven't thought anything ese for years"

"Why not go, then?'

"Because I'm afraid to. 1t'd be like Brailava, like the college. But you—"

"I've got my work here. It'smine, | can do it. Anywhere you go, you can still ask what it'sdl for."

"l know." Stefan got up, adight man moving and talking restlesdy, haf finishing his gestures and
words. "I know. Y ou take yourself with yourself. But that means one thing for me and something else
again for you. Youre wasting yoursdlf here, Kostant. It's the same as this business, this hero business,
smashing yoursdf up for that Sachik, afool who can't even see arockdide coming at him—"

"He couldn't hear it," Kostant put in, but Stefan could not stop now. "That's not the point; the point
is, let that kind of man look after himsdlf, what's he to you, what's hislife to you? Why did you go in after
him when you saw the dide coming? For the same reason as you went into the pit, for the same reason as
you keep working in the pit. For no reason. Because it just came up. It just happened. Y ou let things
happen to you, you take what's handed you, when you could takeit al in your hands and do what you
wanted withit!"

It was not what he had meant to say, not what he had wanted to say. He had wanted Kostant to
talk. But wordsfell out of hisown mouth and bounced around him like hailstones. Kostant sat quiet, his
strong hand closed not to open; findly he answered: ™Y ou're making something of me I'm not." That was
not humility. There was nonein him. His patience was that of pride. He understood Stefan's yearning but
could not shareiit, for he lacked nothing; he was intact. He would go forward in the same, splendid,
vulnerable integrity of body and mind towards whatever came to meet him on hisroad, likeaking in exile
on aland of stone, bearing al his kingdom—ities, trees, people, mountains, fields and flights of birdsin
spring—in his closed hand, aseed for the sowing; and, because there was no one of hislanguageto



speak to, silent.

"But ligten, you said you've thought the same thing, what'sit al for, isthisal thereisto life—If
you've thought that, you must have looked for the answer!”

After along pause Kogtant said, "I nearly found it. Last May."

Stefan stopped fidgeting, looked out the front window in silence. He was frightened. " That—that's
not an answer,”" he mumbled.

"Seemslike there ought to be a better one," Kostant agreed.

"Y ou get morbid sitting here. . . . What you need'sawoman,” Stefan said, fidgeting, durring his
words, staring out at the early-autumn evening rising from stone pavements unobscured by tree branches
or smoke, even, clear, and empty. Behind him, his brother laughed. "It'sthe truth," Stefan said bitterly,
not turning.

"Could be. How about yoursdf?

"They're Stting out on the stepsthere at widow Katany's. She must be night nuraing at the hospital
again. Hear the guitar? That's the fellow from Brailava, works at the railway office, goes after anything in
skirts. Even goes after Nona Katalny. Sachik'skid livesthere now. Worksin the New Pit, somebody
said. Maybein your crew.”

"What kid?"

"Sachik's"

"Thought héd |eft town."

"He did, went to some farmin thewest hills. Thisishiskid, must have stayed behind to work."
"Wheresthegirl?'

"Went with her father asfar as| know."

The pause thistime lengthened out, stretched around them like apool in which their last words
floated, desultory, vague, fading. The room wasfull of dusk. Kostant stretched and sighed. Stefan felt
peace comeinto him, asintangible and real asthe coming of the darkness. They had talked, and got
nowhere; it was not alast step; the next step would comeinitstime. But for amoment he was at peace
with his brother, and with himsdlf.

"Evenings getting shorter,” Kostant said softly.

"I've seen her once or twice. Saturdays. Comesin with afarm wagon." "Wheresthe farm at?'
"Wes, inthehills, was all old Sachik said.” "Might ride out there, if | could,” Kostant said. He Struck a
match for his pipe. Theflare of the match in the clear dusk of the room was aso a peaceful thing; when
Stefan looked back at the window the evening seemed darker. The guitar had stopped and they were
laughing out on the steps next door. "If | see her Saturday I'll ask her to come by." Kogtant said nothing.
Stefan wanted no answer. It wasthefirst timein hislife that his brother had asked his help.

The mother camein, tall, loud-voiced, tired. Foors cracked and cried under her step, the kitchen



clashed and steamed, everything was noisy in her presence except her two sons, Stefan who euded her,
Kostant who was her master.

Stefan got off work Saturdays at noon. He sauntered down Ardure Street looking out for the farm
wagon and roan horse. They were not in town, and he went to the White Lion, relieved and bored.
Another Saturday came and athird. It was October, the afternoons were shorter. Martin Sachik was
walking down Gulhelm Street ahead of him; he caught up and said, "Evening, Sachik." The boy looked at
him with blank grey eyes, hisface, hands, and clothes were grey with stone-dust and he walked as dowly
and steadily asaman of fifty.

"Which crew areyou in?'

"Fve" Hespokediginctly, like hissgter.

"That'smy brother's

"I know." They went on pace for pace. "They said he might be back in the pit next month.”
Stefan shook his head.

"Your family gill out there on that farm?" he asked.

Martin nodded, asthey stopped in front of the Katalny house. He revived, now that he was home
and very near dinner. He wasflattered by Stefan Fabbre's speaking to him, but not shy of him. Stefan
was clever, but he was spoken of as a moody, unsteady fellow, haf aman where his brother wasaman
and ahdf. "Near Vere" Martin said. "A hdl of aplace. | couldnt takeit."

"Canyour Sster?’
"Figures she hasto stay with Ma. She ought to come back. It'sahell of aplace.”
"Thisisn't heaven," Stefan said.

"Work your head off there and never get any money for it, they'redl loony on those farms. Right
where Dad belongs." Martin felt virile, speaking disrespectfully of hisfather. Stefan Fabbre looked at
him, not with respect, and said, "Maybe. Evening to you, Sachik." Martin went into the house defeated.
When was he going to become aman, not subject to other men'sreproof? Why did it matter if Stefan
Fabbre looked at him and turned away? The next day he met Rosana Fabbre on the street. She was with
agirl friend, hewith afellow quarrier; they had al been in school together last year. "How you doing,
Ros?' Martin said loudly, nudging hisfriend. The girlswaked by haughty as cranes. "Therésahot one,"
Martin said. "Her? She'sjust akid,” the friend said. ™Y ou'd be surprised,” Martin told him with athick
laugh, then looked up and saw Stefan Fabbre crossing the street. For amoment he redlised that he was
surrounded, there was no escape.

Stefan was on the way to the White Lion, but passing the town hotel and livery stable he saw the
roan horsein theyard. He went in, and sat in the brown parlour of the hotel in the smell of harness grease
and dried spiders. He sat there two hours. She camein, erect, ablack kerchief on her hair, solong
awaited and so fully herself that he watched her go by with smple pleasure, and only woke as she sarted
up the gairs. "Miss Sachik,” he said.

She stopped, startled, on the sairs.



"Wanted to ask you afavor." Stefan's voice wasthick after the strange timelesswaiting. Y ou're
gaying here over tonight?*

"Ya”

"Kostant was asking about you. Wanted to ask about your father. He's still stuck indoors, can't
wak much."

"Father'sfine

"Wdll, | wondered if—"

"l could look in. | was going to see Martin. It's next door, isn't it?
"ON, fine. That's—I'll wait."

Ekataran up to her room, washed her dusty face and hands, and put on*to decorate her grey dress,
alace collar that she had brought to wear to church tomorrow. Then shetook it off again. Sheretied the
black kerchief over her black hair, went down, and walked with Stefan six blocks through the pale
October sunlight to his house. When she saw Kostant Fabbre she was staggered. She had never seen
him close to except in the hospital where he had been effaced by casts, bandages, hest, pain, her father's
chatter. She saw him now.

They fell to taking quite easily. She would have felt wholly at ease with him if it had not been for his
extraordinary beauty, which distracted her. His voice and what he said was grave, plain, and reassuring.
It was the other way round with the younger brother, who was nothing at al to look at, but with whom
shefdtill a ease, a aloss. Kostant was quiet and quieting; Stefan blew in gusts like autumn wind, bitter
and fitful; you didn't know where you were with him.

"How isit for you out there?" Kostant was asking, and shereplied, "All right. A bit dreary.”
"Farming'sthe hardest work, they say."

"] don't mind the hard, it'sthe muck | mind."

"Isthereavillage nexr?'

"Well, it's halfway between Verre and Lotima. But therés neighbors, everybody within twenty miles
knows each other."

"Were il your neighbors, by that reckoning,” Stefan put in. Hisvoice durred off in mid-sentence.
Hefdt irrdevant to these two. Kostant sat relaxed, his lame leg stretched out, his hands clasped round
the other knee; Ekatafaced him, upright, her handslying easy in her 1ap. They did not look aike but
might have been brother and sister. Stefan got up with amumbled excuse and went out back. The north
wind blew. Sparrows hopped in the sour dirt under the fir tree and the scurf of weedy grass. Shirts,
underclothes, apair of sheets snapped, relaxed, jounced on the clothedine between two iron posts. The
air smelt of ozone. Stefan vaulted the fence, cut acrossthe Katany yard to the street, and walked
westward. After acouple of blocksthe street petered out. A track led on to aquarry, abandoned twenty
years ago when they struck water; there was twenty feet of water in it now. Boys swam there, summers.
Stefan had sivum there, in terror, for he had never learned to swim well and there was no foothold, it was
all deep and hitter cold. A boy had drowned there years ago, last year aman had drowned himsdlf, a
quarrier going blind from stone-splintersin hiseyes. It was till called the West Pit. Stefan's father had



worked init asaboy. Stefan sat down by thelip of it and watched the wind, caught down in the four
walls, eddy in tremors over the water that reflected nothing.

"l haveto go meet Martin," Ekatasaid. As she stood up Kostant put ahand out to his crutches, then
gaveit up: "Takesmetoo long to get afoot,” he said.

"How much can you get about on those?"
"From hereto there," he said, pointing to the kitchen. "Leg'sal right. It'sthe back'sdow."
"Youll be off them—?"

"Doctor saysby Easter. I'll run out and throw 'em in the West Pit----" They both smiled. Shefdlt
tendernessfor him, and apride in knowing him.

"Will you be coming in to Kampe, | wonder, when bad weather comes?”
"1 don't know how the roadswill be."

"If you do, comeby," hesaid. "If you like."

"I will."

They noticed then that Stefan was gone.

"l don't know where he went to," Kostant said. "He comes and he goes, Stefan does. Y our brother,
Martin, they tell me he'sagood lad in our crew.”

"He'syoung,” Ekatasaid.

"It'shard at firgt. | went in at fifteen. But then when you've got your strength, you know the work,
and it goes easy. Good wishesto your family, then.” She shook his big, hard, warm hand, and let herself
out. On the doorstep she met Stefan face to face. He turned red. It shocked her to see aman blush. He
spoke, as usua legping straight into the subject—"Y ou were the year behind mein school, weren't you?"

IIY$II
"Y ou went around with Rosa Bayenin. She won the scholarship | did, the next year."
" She's teaching school now, inthe VVaone."

"She did more with it than | would have done—I wasthinking, see, it's queer how you grow upina
place like this, you know everybody, then you meet one and find out you don't know them."

She did not know what to answer. He said good-bye and went into the house; she went on, retying
her kerchief againg the risng wind.

Rosana and the mother came into the house a minute after Stefan. "\Who was that on the doorstep
you weretaking to?" the mother said sharply. "That wasn't NonaKatany, I'll be bound.”

"Youreright,” Stefan said.

"All right, but you watch out for that one, you're just the kind sheld like to get her clawsinto, and



wouldn't that be fine, you could walk her puppydog whilst she entertains her ma's gentlemen boarders.”
She and Ro-sana both began to laugh their loud, dark laughter. "Who wasit you were taking to, then?”

"What'sit to you?" he shouted back. Their laughter enraged him; it was like a pelting with hard
clattering rocks, too thick to dodge.

"What isit to me who's standing on my own doorstep, you want to know, I'll let you know what it is
to me—" Words leapt to meet her anger asthey did to dl her passons. "Y ou so high and mighty al the
timewith al your going off to college, but you came sneaking back quick enough to this house, didn't
you, and I'll let you know I want to know who comesinto this house—" Rosanawas shouting, "I know
who it was, it was Martin Sachik's sster!" Kostant loomed up suddenly beside the three of them,
stooped and tall on hiscrutches: "Cut it out," he said, and they fell sllent.

Nothing was said, then or later, to the mother or between the two brothers, about Ekata Sachik's
having been in the house,

Martin took hissgter to dine at the Bell, the cafe where officids of the Chorin Company and visitors
from out of town went to dine. He was proud of himsdlf for having thought of treating her, proud of the
white tablecl othes and the forks and soupspoons, terrified of the waiter. He in his outgrown Sunday coat
and hissigter in her grey dress, how admirably they were behaving, how adult they were. Ekatalooked at
the menu so calmly, and her face did not change expression in the dightest as she murmured to him, "But
there'stwo kinds of soup.”

"Yes" hesaid, with sophistication. "Do you choose which kind?' "l guessso."

"Y ou must, you'd bloat up before you ever got to the meat—" They snickered. Ekata's shoulders
shook; she hid her face in her napkin; the napkin was enormous— "Martin, look, they've given mea
bedsheet—" They both sat snorting, shaking, in torment, while the waiter, with another bedsheet on his
shoulder, inexorably approached.

Dinner was ordered inaudibly, eaten with etiquette, elbows pressed close to the sides. The dessert
was a chestnut-flour pudding, and Ekata, her ebows relaxing alittle with enjoyment, said, "Rosa Bayenin
said when she wrote the town she'sinisright next to awhole forest of chestnut trees, everybody goes
and picks them up in autumn, the trees grow thick as night, she said, right down to the river bank.” Town
after sx weeks on thefarm, the talk with Kostant and Stefan, dining at the restaurant had excited her.
"Thisisawfully good," she said, but she could not say what she saw, which was sunlight striking golden
down ariver between endless dark-foliaged trees, awind running upriver among shadows and the scent
of leaves, of water, and of chestnut-flour pudding, aworld of forests, of rivers, of strangers, the sunlight
shining on the world. "Saw you talking with Stefan Fabbre," Martin said. "'l was at their house.” "What
for?' "They asked me." "What for?'

"Judt to find out how we're getting on." "They never asked me." "Y ou're not on the farm, stupid.
You'rein hiscrew, aren't you? Y ou could look in sometime, you know. He's agrand man, you'd like
him."

Martin grunted. He resented Ekata's visit to the Fabbres without knowing why. It seemed somehow
to complicate things. Rosana had probably been there. He did not want his sister knowing about Rosana.
Knowing what about Rosana? He gaveit up, scowling.

"The younger brother, Stefan, he works at the Chorin office, doesn't he?!

"Keegps books or something. He was supposed to be agenius and go to college, but they kicked



himout.”
"I know." Shefinished her pudding, lovingly. "Everybody knowsthat," she said.
"I don't likehim," Martin said.
"Why not?"
"Just don't." Hewasrdieved, having dumped hisill humor onto Stefan. ™Y ou want coffeg?’
"Oh, no."

"Comeon. | do." Magterful, he ordered coffee for both. Ekata admired him, and enjoyed the coffee.
"What luck, to have abrother,” she said. The next morning, Sunday, Martin met her at the hotel and they
went to church; singing the Lutheran hymns each heard the other's strong clear voice and each was
pleased and wanted to laugh. Stefan Fabbre was at the service. "Does he usudly come?' Ekata asked
Martin asthey left the church.

"No," Martin said, though he had no idea, having not been to church himsdf snce May. He fet dull
and fierce after thelong sermon. "He's following you around.”

Shesad nothing.

"He waited for you at the hotel, you said. Takes you out to see his brother, he says. Talksto you on
the street. Shows up in church." Sdf-defense furnished him these items one after another, and the
gpeeking of them convinced him.

"Martin," Ekatasad, "if there'sone kind of man | hate it'sameddler.”
"If you weren't my sster—"

"If | wasn't your sister 1'd be spared your stupidness. Will you go ask the man to put the horsein?”
So they parted with mild rancor between them, soon lost in distance and the days.

In late November when Ekata drove in again to Sfaroy Kampe she went to the Fabbre house. She
wanted to go, and had told Kostant she would, yet she had to force herself; and when she found that
Kostant and Rosana were home, but Stefan was not, she felt much easier. Martin had troubled her with
his stupid meddling. It was Kostant she wanted to see, anyhow.

But Kostant wanted to talk about Stefan.

"He'saways out roaming, or at the Lion. Restless. Wastes histime. He said to me, one day we
talked, he's afraid to leave Kampe. I've thought about what he meant. What isit he'safraid of ?*

"Wdll, he hasn't any friends but here.”

"Few enough here. He actsthe clerk among the quarrymen, and the quarryman among the clerks.
I've seen him, here, when my mates come in. Why don't he be what heis?*

"Maybe heisn't surewhat heis"

"Hewon't learn it from mooning around and drinking at the Lion," said Kostant, hard and surein his
own intactness. "And rubbing up quarrels. He's had three fights this month. Lost ‘em dll, poor devil," and



he laughed. She never expected the innocence of laughter on his grave face. And he waskind; his
concern for Stefan was deep, his laughter without a sneer, the laughter of agood nature. Like Stefan, she
wondered at him, at his beauty and his strength, but she did not think of him aswasted. The Lord keeps
the house and knows his servants. If he had sent thisinnocent and splendid man to live obscure on the
plain of stone, it was part of his housekeeping, of the strange economy of the stone and the rose, the
riversthat run and do not run dry, the tiger, the ocean, the maggot, and the not eterna stars.

Rosana, by the hearth, listened to them talk. She sat silent, heavy and her shoulders stooped, though
of late she had been learning again to hold hersalf erect as she had when she was a child, ayear ago.
They say one gets used to being amillionaire; so after ayear or two a human being beginsto get used to
being awoman. Rosanawas learning to wear the rich and heavy garment of her inheritance. Just now she
was listening, something she had rarely done. She had never heard adultstalk asthese two were talking.
She had never heard a conversation. At the end of twenty minutes she dipped quietly out. She had
learned enough, too much, she needed time to absorb and practice. She began practicing at once. She
went down the street erect, not Sow and not fast, her face composed, like Ekata Sachik.

"Daydreaming, Ros?' jeered Martin Sachik from the Katany yard.
Sheamiled & him and said, "Hello, Martin." He stood staring.
"Where you going?" he asked with caution.

"Nowhere; I'm just walking. Y our Sster's a our house.”

"Sheis?" Martin sounded unusualy stupid and belligerent, but she stuck to her practicing: "Yes" she
sad politely. "She came to see my brother.”

"Which brother?'

"Kostant, why would she have come to see Stefan?' she said, forgetting her new salf amoment and
grinning widdy.

"How come you're barging around al by yourself?'

"Why not?' she said, stung by "barging” and so reverting to an extreme mildness of tone.
"Il gowithyou."

"Why not?'

They waked down Gulhem Street till it became atrack between weeds.

"Want to go on to the West Rit?"

"Why not?' Rosanaliked the phrase; it sounded experienced.

They walked on the thin stony dirt between miles of dead grass too short to bow to the northwest
wind. Enormous masses of cloud travelled backward over their heads so that they seemed to be walking
very fagt, the grey plain diding aong with them. "Clouds make you dizzy,” Martin said, "likelooking up a
flagpole." They waked with faces upturned, seeing nothing but the motion of the wind. Rosanarealised
that though their feet were on the earth they themselves stuck up into the sky, it was the sky they were
walking through, just as birds flew through it. Shelooked over at Martin walking through the sky.



They came to the abandoned quarry and stood looking down at the water, dulled by flurries of
trapped wind.

"Want to go svimming?'

"Why not?"

"Therésthe muletrail. Looks funny, don't it, going right down into the water."
"It'scold here."

"Come on down thetrail. There's no wind insde the wals hardly. That's where Penik jumped off
from, they grappled him up from right under here."

Rosana stood on the lip of the pit. The grey wind blew by her. "Do you think he meant to? | mean,
hewasblind, maybe hefdl in—"

"He could see some. They were going to send him to Brailavaand operate on him. Come on.” She
followed him to the beginning of the path down. It looked very steep from above. She had become
timorous the last year. She followed him dowly down the effaced, boul der-smashed track into the
quarry. "Here, hold on," he said, pausing at arough drop; he took her hand and brought her down after
him. They separated at once and he led on to where the water cut across the path, which plunged on
down to the hidden floor of the quarry. The water was lead-dark, uneasy, its surface broken into
thousands of tiny pleatings, circles, counter-circles by the faint trapped wind jarring it ceasdesdy against
thewadls. "Shdl | go on?" Martin whispered, loud in the sllence.

"Ww rDt?'

Hewalked on. She cried, "Stop!" He had walked into the water up to his knees, he turned, lost his
balance, careened back onto the path with a plunge that showered her with water and sent clapping
echoes round the walls of rock. ™Y ou're crazy, what did you do that for?' Martin sat down, took off his
big shoes to dump water out of them, and laughed, a soundless laugh mixed with shivering. "What did
you do that for?"

"Fet likeit," he said. He caught a her arm, pulled her down knedling by him, and kissed her. The
kisswent on. She began to struggle, and pulled away from him. He hardly knew it. He lay there onthe
rocks at the water's edge laughing; he was as strong as the earth and could not lift his hand.... He sat up,
mouth open, eyes unfocussed. After awhile he put on hiswet, heavy shoes and started up the path. She
stood at the top, awindblown stroke of darkness against the huge moving sky. "Come on!" she shouted,
and wind thinned her voiceto aknife's edge. "Come on, you can't catch me!™ As he neared the top of the
path, she ran. He ran, weighed down by hiswet shoes and trousers. A hundred yards from the quarry he
caught her and tried to capture both her arms. Her wild face was next to hisfor amoment. She twisted
free, ran off again, and he followed her into town, trotting since he could not run any more. Where
Gulhelm Street began she stopped and waited for him. They walked down the pavement side by side.
"You look likeadrowned cat," shejeered in apanting whisper. "Whao'staking," he answered the same
way, "look at the mud on your skirt." In front of the boarding house they stopped and looked at each
other, and he laughed. "Good night, Ros!" he said. She wanted to bite him. "Good night!" she said, and
walked the few yardsto her own front door, not dow and not fast, feeling his gaze on her back likea
hand on her flesh.

Not finding her brother at the boarding house, Ekata had gone back to the hotel to wait for him; they
wereto dine at the Bell again. Shetold the desk clerk to send her brother up when he came. In afew



minutes there was a knock; she opened the door. It was Stefan Fabbre. He was the color of oatmeal and
looked dingy, like an unmade bed.

"l wanted to ask you ..." Hisvoice durred off. "Have some dinner,”" he muttered, looking past her a
the room.

"My brother's coming for me. That'shim now." But it was the hotel manager coming up the Sairs.
"Sorry, miss" he said loudly. "There€s aparlour downgtairs." Ekata stared at him blankly. "Now look,
miss, you said to send up your brother, and the clerk he don't know your brother by sight, but | do.
That's my business. There's anice parlour downgtairs for entertaining. All right?'Y ou want to cometo a
respectable hotel, | want to keep it respectable for you, see?’

Stefan pushed past him and blundered down the gairs. "He's drunk, miss," said the manager.

"Go away," Ekatasaid, and shut the door on him. She sat down on the bed with clenched hands,
but she could not sit till. She jumped up, took up her coat and kerchief, and without putting them on ran
downstairs and out, hurling the key onto the desk behind which the manager stood staring. Ardure Street
was dark between pools of lamplight, and the winter wind blew down it. She walked the two blocks
west, came back down the other side of the street the length of it, eight blocks, she passed the White
Lion, but the winter door was up and she could not seein. It was cold, the wind ran through the streets
likeariver running. She went to Gulhem Street and met Martin coming out of the boarding house. They
went to the Bell for supper. Both were thoughtful and uneasy. They spoke little and gently, grateful for
companionship.

Alonein church next morning, when she had made sure that Stefan was not there, shelowered her
eyesinreief. The stonewalls of the church and the stark words of the service stood strong around her.
Sheregted like aship in haven. Then asthe pastor gave histext, "I will lift up mine eyes unto the hills,
whence cometh my help," she shivered, and once again looked al about the church, moving her head and
eyesdowly, surreptitioudy, seeking him. She heard nothing of the sermon. But when the service was
over shedid not want to leave the church. She went out among the last of the congregation. The pastor
detained her, asking about her mother. She saw Stefan waiting at the foot of the steps.

Shewent to him.
"Wanted to apologise for last night,” he brought out dl in one piece.
"Itsdl right.”

He was bareheaded and the wind blew hislight, dusty-looking hair across his eyes; he winced and
tried to smooth it back. "I was drunk," he said.

"I know."

They st off together.

"| wasworried about you," Ekatasaid.
"What for? | wasn't that drunk.”

"l don't know."

They crossed the street in Sllence.



"Kogtant likes talking with you. Told me s0." Histone was unpleasant. Ekatasaid drily, "I like
tdkingwith him."

"Everybody does. It'sagreat favor he does them.”
Shedid not reply.
"l meanthat.”

She knew what he meant, but <till did not say anything. They were near the hotdl. He stopped. "'l
wont finish ruining your reputation.”

"Y ou don't haveto grin about it."

"I'm not. | mean | won't go on to the hotel with you, in case it embarrassed you.”
"I have nothing to be embarrassed about."”

"l do, and | am. | am sorry, Ekata."

"l didn't mean you had to apologise again." Her voice turned husky so that he thought again of mi<t,
dusk, the forests.

"l won't." Helaughed. "Areyou leaving right away?"
"l haveto. It gets dark so early now."

They both hesitated.

"Y ou could do me afavor,” shesaid.

"I'd do that."

"If you'd seeto having my horse put in, last time | had to stop after amile and tighten everything. If
you did that | could be getting ready.”

When she came out of the hotel the wagon was out front and he wasin the seet. "I'll drive you amile
or two, al right?' She nodded, he gave her ahand up; they drove down Ardure Street westward to the
plan.

"That damned hotel manager,” Ekata said. "Grinning and scraping thismorning . . "

Stefan laughed, but said nothing. He was cautious, absorbed; the cold wind blew, the old roan
clopped dong; he explained presently, "I've never driven before.

"I've never driven any horse but this one. He's never any trouble.”

Thewind whistled in miles of dead grass, tugged at her black kerchief, whipped Stefan's hair across
hiseyes.

"Look at it," he said softly. "A couple of inches of dirt, and under it rock. Drive dl day, any
direction, and you'l find rock, with acouple of inches of dirt onit. Y ou know how many treesthere are
in Kampe? Fifty-four. | counted 'em. And not another, not one, al the way to the mountains.” Hisvoice



ashetaked asif to himself was dry and musicd. "When | went to Brailavaon thetrain | looked out for
thefirst new tree. Thefifty-fifth tree. It was abig oak by afarmhousein the hills. Then al of asudden
there were trees everywhere, in dl the valeysin the hills. Y ou could never count 'em. But I'd liketo try."

"Youredck of it here."

"I don't know. Sick of something. | fed likel was an ant, something smdler, so smal you can hardly
seeit, crawling aong on this huge floor. Getting nowhere because whereisthereto get. Look at us now,
crawling acrossthefloor, theresthe celling. . . . Looks like snow, there in the north.”

"Not before dark, | hope."

"What'sit like on the farm?"

She cong dered some while before answering, and then said softly, "Closed in."
"Y our father happy with it?"

"He never did fed easy in Kampe, | think."

"There's people made out of dirt, earth,” he said in hisvoice that durred away so easily into unheard
monologue, "and then there's some made out of stone. The fellowswho get on in Kampe are made out of
sone." "Like my brother," he did not say, and she heard it.

"Why don't you leave?"

"That'swhat Kostant said. It sounds so easy. But see, if heleft, held be taking himsalf with him. I'd
be taking mysdif. . . . Doesit matter where you go? All you haveiswhat you are. Or what you mest."

He checked the horse. "1'd better hop off, we must have come a couple of miles. Look, there'sthe
ant-heap." From the high wagon seat |ooking back they saw a darkness on the pae plain, a pinpoint
spire, aglitter where the winter sun struck windows or roof-dates; and far behind the town, distinct under
high, heavy, dark-grey clouds, the mountains,

He handed the tracesto her. "Thanks for thelift," he said, and swung down from the seat.
"Thanksfor the company, Stefan.”

He raised his hand; she drove on. It seemed a crud thing to do, to leave him on foot there on the
plain. When she looked back she saw him far behind aready, waking away from her between the
narrowing whes-ruts under the enormous sky.

Before she reached the farm that evening therewas adry flurry of snow, thefirst of an early winter.
From the kitchen window al that month she looked up at hills blurred with rain. In December from her
bedroom, on days of sun after snow, she saw eastward across the plain aglittering palor: the mountains.
There were no more trips to Sfaroy Kampe. When they needed market goods her uncle droveto Verre
or Lotima, bleak villages foundering like cardboard in therain. It was too easy to stray off the whedl-ruts
crossing thekarst in snow or heavy rain, he said, "and then where are ye?"

"Where areyein thefirst place?' Ekata answered in Stefan's soft dry voice. The uncle paid no heed.

Martin rode out on alivery-stable horse for Christmas day. After afew hours he got sullen and



stuck to Ekata. "What's that thing Aunt's got hanging round her neck?"
"A nal through an onion. To keep off rheumatism.”
"Chrig Almighty!"
Ekatalaughed.
"Thewhole place stinks of onion and flanndl, can't you air it out?'
"No. Cold daysthey even close the chimney flues. Rather have the smoke than the cold.”
"Y ou ought to come back to town with me, Ekata."
"Mésnot well."
"You can't help that."

"No. But I'd fedd mean to leave her without good reason. First thingsfirst." Ekatahad lost weight;
her cheekbones stood out and her eyes|ooked darker. "How's it going with you?' she asked presently.

"All right. Weve been laid off agood bit, the snow.”

"Y ou've been growing up,” Ekatasaid.

"I know."

He sat on the stiff farm-parlour sofawith aman's weight, aman's quietness.
"Y ouwaking out with anybody?"

"No." They both laughed. "Listen, | saw Fabbre, and he said to wish you joy of the season. He's
better. Gets outside now, with acane."

Their cousin came through the room. She wore aman's old boots stuffed with straw for warmth
getting about in theice and mud of the farmyard. Martin looked after her with disgugt. "I had atalk with
him.

Couple of weeks ago. | hope he's back in the pits by Easter like they say. HE's my foreman, you
know." Looking at him, Ekata saw who it was he wasin love with.

"I'mglad you likehim."

"Thereisn't aman in Kampe comes up to his shoulder. Y ou liked him, didn't you?'
"Of coursel did."

" See, when he asked about you, | thought—"

"Y ou thought wrong," Ekatasaid. "Will you quit meddling, Martin?*

"l didn't say anything," he defended himsdlf feebly; hissister could till overawe him. Heaso recdled
that Rosana Fabbre had laughed at him when he had said something to her about Kostant and Ekata



She had been hanging out sheetsin the back yard on awhipping-bright winter morning afew days ago,
he had hung over the back fence talking to her. "Oh Lord, are you crazy?' she had jeered, while the
damp sheets on the line billowed at her face and the wind tangled her hair. "Those two? Not on your
life!" He had tried to argue; she would not listen. "He's not going to marry anybody from here. Ther€'s
going to be some woman from far off, from Krasnoy maybe, amanager's wife, a queen, abeauty, with
servantsand dl. And one day shelll be coming down Ardure Street with her nosein the air and shelll see
Kogtant coming with hisnosein theair, and crack! that'sit.”

"That'swhat?' said he, fascinated by her fortuneteller's conviction.

"l don't know!" she said, and hoisted up another sheet. "Maybe they'll run off together. Maybe
something else. All | know is Kaostant knows what's coming to him, and heé's going to wait for it."

"All right, if you know so much, what's coming your way?*

She opened her mouth widein abig grin, her dark eyes under long dark brows flashed at him.
"Men," shesad like acat hissng, and the sheets and shirts snapped and billowed around her, whitein the
flashing sunlight.

January passed, covering the surly plain with snow, February with agrey sky moving dowly over the
plain from north to south day after day: ahard winter and along one. Kostant Fabbre got alift sometimes
on acart to the Chorin quarries north of town, and would stand watching the work, the teams of men and
lines of wagons, the shunting boxcars, the white of snow and the dull white of new-cut limestone. Men
would come up to the tall man leaning on his cane to ask him how he did, when he was coming back to
work. "A few weeksyet," hewould say. The company was keeping him laid off till April astheir insurers
requested. Hefdt fit, he could walk back to town without using his cane, it fretted him bitterly to beidle.
He would go back, to the White Lion, and St there in the smoky dark and warmth till the quarrymen
camein, off work at four because of snow and darkness, big heavy men making the place steam with the
hesat of their bodies and buzz with the mutter of their voices. At five Stefan would comein, dight, with
white shirt and light shoes, aqueer figure among the quarriers. He usualy cameto Kogtant's table, but
they were not on good terms. Each was waiting and impatient.

"Evening,” Martin Sachik said passng thetable, atired burly lad, smiling. "Evening, Stefan.”

“I'm Fabbre and Mr to you, laddie," Stefan said in his soft voice that yet ood out against the
comfortable hive-mutter. Martin, already past, chose to pay no attention.

"Why are you down on that one?"

"Because | don't chooseto be on first names with every man's brat that goes down in the pits. Nor
every man either. D'you take mefor thetown idiot?"

"You act likeit, times" Kostant said, draining his beermug.

"I've had enough of your advice."

"I've had enough of your conceit. Go to the Bell if the company here don't suit you.”
Stefan got up, dapped money on the table, and went out.

It wasthefirst of March; the north haf of the sky over the streets was heavy, without light; its edge
was slvery blue, and from it south to the horizon the air was blue and empty except for afingernail moon



over thewestern hillsand, neer it, the evening star. Stefan went silent through the Streets, asilent wind at
his back. Indoors, the walls of the house enclosed hisrage; it became a square, dark, musty thing full of
the angles of tables and chairs, and flared up ydlow with the kerosene lamp. The chimney of the lamp
dithered out of hishand like alive animal, smashed itself shrilly againgt the corner of thetable. Hewason
al fours picking up bits of glasswhen hisbrother camein.

"What did you follow mefor?"
"l cameto my own house."
"Do | haveto go back to the Lion then?”

"Go where you damned well like." Kostant sat down and picked up yesterday's newspaper. Stefan,
knedling, broken glass on the pam of hishand, spoke: "Listen. | know why you want me patting young
Sachik on the head. For one thing he thinks you're God Almighty, and that's agreesble. For another thing
he'sgot asster. And you want ‘em al eating out of your hand, don't you? Like they al do? Well by God
here's one that won't, and you might find your game spoiled, too." He got up and went to the kitchen, to
the trash basket that stood by the week's heap of dirty clothes, and dropped the glass of the broken lamp
into the basket. He stood looking at his hand: adiver of glass bristled from the inner joint of his second
finger. He had clenched his hand on the glass as he spoke to Kostant. He pulled out the diver and put the
bleeding finger to his mouth. Kogstant came in. "What game, Stefan?’ he said.

"You know what | mean."
"Say what you mean.”

"l mean her. Ekata. What do you want her for anyhow? Y ou don't need her. Y ou don't need
anything. You'rethebigtin god.”

"Y ou shut your mouth.”

"Don't give me orders! By God | can give orderstoo. Y ou just stay away from her. I'll get her and
youwont, I'll get her under your nose, under your eyes—" Ko-stant's big hands took hold of his
shoulders and shook him till his head snapped back and forth on his neck. He broke free and drove his
fist straight at Kostant's face, but as he did so hefelt ajolt aswhen atrain-car is coupled to thetrain. He
fell down backwards across the heap of dirty clothes. His head hit the floor with a dead sound like a
dropped melon.

Kostant stood with his back againgt the stove. Helooked at his right-hand knuckles, then at Stefan's
face, which was dead white and curioudy serene. Kostant took a pillowcase from the pile of clothes, wet
it at the sink, and kndlt down by Stefan. It was hard for him to kned, theright leg was il iff. He
mopped away the thin dark line of blood that had run from Stefan's mouth. Stefan's face twitched, he
sghed and blinked, and looked up at Kostant, gazing with vague, diding recognition, like ayoung infant.

"That's better," Kogstant said. His own face was white.

Stefan propped himsalf up on onearm. "I fell down,” he said in afaint, surprised voice. Then he
looked at Kostant again and his face began to change and tighten.

"Stefan—"

Stefan got up on al fours, then onto hisfeet; Kostant tried to take hisarm, but he stumbled to the



door, struggled with the catch, and plunged out. At the door, Kostant watched him vault the fence, cut
acrossthe Kartalny yard, and run down Gulhem Street with long, jolting strides. For severd minutesthe
elder brother stood in the doorway, hisfacerigid and sorrowful. Then he turned, went to the front door
and out, and made off down Gulhelm Street asfast as he could. The black cloud-front had covered dl
the sky but athin band of blue-green to the south; the moon and stars were gone. Kostant followed the
track over the plain to the West Pit. No one was ahead of him. He reached the lip of the quarry and saw
the water quiet, dim, reflecting snow that had yet to fal. He called out once, "Stefan!" Hislungs were raw
and histhroat dry from the effort he had made to run. There was no answer. It was not his brother's
name that need be called there at the lip of the ruined quarry. It was the wrong name, and the wrong
time. Kostant turned and started back towards Gulhelm Street, walking dowly and alittle lame.

"I'vegot to rideto Kolle," Stefan said. The livery-stable keeper stared at his blood-smeared chin.
"It'sdark. There'sice on the roads.”

"Y ou must have asharp-shod horse. I'll pay double.”

"Well. . ."

Stefan rode out of the stable yard, and turned right down Ardure Street towards Verre instead of
left towards Kolle. The keeper shouted after him. Stefan kicked the horse, which fell into atrot and then,
where the pavement ceased, into aheavy run. The band of blue-green light in the southwest veered and
did away, Stefan thought he wasfaling sideways, he clung to the pomme but did not pull thereins.
When the horseran itself out and dowed to awalk it was full night, earth and sky dl dark. The horse
snorted, the saddle creaked, the wind hissed in frozen grass. Stefan dismounted and searched the ground
as best he could. The horse had kept to the wagon road and stood not four feet from the ruts. They went
on, horse and man; mounted, the man could not see the ruts; he let the horse follow the track acrossthe
plain, himsdf following no road.

After along timein the rocking dark something touched hisface once, lightly.

Hefdt hischeek. Theright sde of hisjaw was swollen and giff, and hisright hand holding thereins
was locked by the cold, so that when hetried to change his grip he did not know if hisfingers moved or
not. He had no gloves, though he wore the winter coat he had never taken off when he cameinto the
house, when the lamp broke, along time ago. He got thereinsin hisleft hand and put the right inside his
coat to warm it. The horse jogged on patiently, head low. Again something touched Stefan's face very
lightly, brushing his cheek, his hot sorelip. He could not see the flakes. They were soft and did not fedl
cold. Hewaited for the gentle, random touch of the snow. He changed hands on the reins again, and put
the left hand under the horse's coarse, damp mane, on the warm hide. They both took comfort in the
touch. Trying to see ahead, Stefan knew where sky and horizon met, or thought he did, but the plain was
gone. The ceiling of sky was gone. The horse walked on darkness, under darkness, through darkness.

Oncetheword "logt" lit itsalf like amatch in the darkness, and Stefan tried to stop the horse so he
could get off and search for the whed-ruts, but the horse kept walking on. Stefan let his numb hand
holding the reinsrest on the pomme, et himself be borne.

The horse's head came up, its gait changed for afew steps. Stefan clutched at the wet mane, raised
his own head dizzily, blinked at a spiderweb of light tangled in his eyes. Through the splintery blur of ice
on hislashesthe light grew square and yellowish: awindow. What house stood out aone here on the
endless plain? Dim blocks of pallor rose up on both sides of him—storefronts, astreet. He had cometo
Verre. The horse stopped and sighed so that the girths creaked loudly. Stefan did not remember leaving



Sfaroy Kampe. He sat astride a sweating horse in adark street somewhere. Onewindow wasdight ina
second storey. Snow fdl in sparse clumps, asif hurled down in handfuls. There waslittle on the ground, it
melted asit touched, a spring snow. He rode to the house with the lighted window and called aoud,
"Where'sthe road to L otima?*

The door opened, snow flickered whirling in the shaft of light. "Are ye the doctor?'
"No. How do | get onto Lotima?"
"Next turn right. If ye meet the doctor tell him hurry on!"

The horse | ft the village unwillingly, lame on one leg and then the other. Stefan kept his head raised
looking for the dawn, which surely must be near. He rode north now, the snow blowing in hisface,
blinding him even to the darkness. The road climbed, went down, climbed again. The horse stopped, and
when Stefan did nothing, turned left, made a couple of ssumbling steps, stopped again shuddering and
neighed. Stefan dismounted, falling to hands and knees because hislegs were too giff at first to hold him.
There was a cattle-guard of poleslaid acrossaside-road. He let the horse stand and felt hisway up the
sde-road to a sudden house lifting adark wall and snowy roof above him. He found the door, knocked,
waited, knocked; awindow rattled, awoman said frightened to death over his head, "Who'sthat?*

"Isthisthe Sachik farm?"

"No! Who'sthat?'

"Have| passed the Sachiks?'

"Areye the doctor?'

"es"

"It's the next but one on the left sde. Want alantern, doctor?”

She came downstairs and gave him alantern and matches, she held acandle, which dazzled hiseyes
so that he never saw her face.

He went at the horse's head now, the lantern in hisleft hand and thereinsin hisright, held closeto
the bridle. The horsg's docile, patient, stumbling walk, the liquid darkness of its eyein the gleam of the
lantern, grieved Stefan sorely. They waked ahead very dowly and he looked for the dawn.

A farmhouse flickered to hisleft when he was amost past it; snow, wind-plastered on its north wall,
caught the light of the lantern. He led the horse back. The hinges of the gate squeded. Dark outbuildings
crowded round. He knocked, waited, knocked. A light moved inside the house, the door opened, again
acandlie held at eye-level dazzled him.

"Whoisthat?"

"That'syou, Ekata," he said.

"Whoisthat? Stefan?"

"1 must have missed the other farm, the onein between.”

"Comein—"



"The horse. Isthat the stable?
"There, to the left—"

Hewasal right while hefound astal for the horse, robbed the Sachiks roan of some hay and
water, found a sack and rubbed the horse down abit; he did dl that very well, he thought, but when he
got back to the house his knees went weak and he could scarcely see the room or Ekatawho took his
hand to bring him in. She had on a coat over something white, a nightgown. "Oh lad,” she said, "you rode
from Kampetonight?"

"Poor old horse," he said, and smiled. His voice said the words some while after he thought he had
said them. He sat down on the sofa.

"Wait there," she said. It seemed sheleft the room for awhile, then she was putting a cup of
something in hishands. He drank; it was hot; the sting of brandy woke him long enough to watch her stir
up the buried coals and put wood on thefire. "I wanted to talk to you, see," he said, and then hefell

adeep.

Shetook off his shoes, put hislegs up on the sofa, got a blanket and put it over him, tended the
reluctant fire. He never stirred. She turned out the lamp and dipped back upstairsin the dark. Her bed
was by the window of her attic room, and she could see or fed that it was now snowing soft and thick in
the dark outside.

Sheroused to aknock and sat up seeing the even light of snow onwallsand celling. Her uncle
peered in. He was wearing yellowish-white woollen underwear and his hair stuck up like finewire around
his bald spot. The whites of his eyes were the same color as his underwear. "Who's that downstairs?'

Ekata explained to Stefan, somewhat later in the morning, that he was on hisway to Lotimaon
businessfor the Chorin Company, that he had started from Kampe at noon and been held up by a stone
in his horse's shoe and then by the snow.

"Why?' he said, evidently confused, hisface looking rather childish with fatigue and deep.
"1 hed to tell them something.”

He scratched his head. "What time did | get here?”

"About two in themorning.”

He remembered how he had looked for the dawn, hours away.

"What did you come for?' Ekata said. She was clearing the breakfast table; her face was stern,
though she spoke softly.

"l had afight," Stefan said. "With Kogtant."
She stopped, holding two plates, and looked a him.

"You dont think I hurt him?' He laughed. He was lightheaded, tired out, serene. "He knocked me
cold. You don't think | could have beat him?"

"I don't know," Ekata said with distress.



"l dwayslosefights,” Stefan said. "And run avay.”

The deaf man came through, dressed to go outside in heavy boots, an old coat made of blanketing;
it was gtill snowing. "Y €ll not get on to Lotimatoday, Mr Stefan,” he said in hisloud even voice, with
satisfaction. " Tomas says the nag's lame on four legs.” This had been discussed at breskfast, but the deaf
man had not heard. He had not asked how K ostant was getting on, and when he did so later in the day it
was with the same satisfied malice: "And your brother, he's down in the pits again, no doubt?' He did not
try to hear the answer.

Stefan spent most of the day by the fire degping. Only Ekatas cousin was curious about him. She
said to Ekata as they were cooking supper, "They say his brother is a handsome man.”

"Kogtant? The handsomest man | ever saw." Ekata smiled, chopping onions.
"l don't know as|'d cdl this one handsome,” the cousin said tentatively.
The onions were making Ekata cry; she laughed, blew her nose, shook her head. "Oh no," she said.

After supper Stefan met Ekata as she cameinto the kitchen from dumping out pedings and swill for
the pigs. She wore her father's coat, clogs on her shoes, her black kerchief. The freezing wind swept in
with her till shewrestled the door shut. "It's clearing,” she said, "the wind's from the south.”

"Ekata, do you know what | came here for—"

"Do you know yoursdf?' she said, looking up at him as she st the bucket down.

"Yes, | do."

"Then | do, | suppose."

"Thereisn't anywhere," he said in rage as the uncle's clumping boots approached the kitchen.

"Therésmy room," she said impatiently. But the wallswere thin, and the cousin dept in the next attic
and her parents across the stairwell; she frowned angrily and said, "No. Wait till the morning.”

In the morning, early, the cousin went off aone down the road. She was back in hdf an hour, her
straw-stuffed boots smacking in the thawing snow and mud. The neighbor's wife at the next house but
one had said, "He said he was the doctor, | asked who it was was sick with you. | gave him the lantern, it
was s0 dark | didn't see hisface, | thought it was the doctor, he said s0." The cousin was munching the
words sweetly, deciding whether to accost Stefan with them, or Ekata, or both before witnesses, when
around a bend and down the snow-clotted, sun-bright grade of the road two horses came at along trot:
the livery-stable horse and the farm's old roan. Stefan and Ekatarode; they were both laughing. "Where
yegoing?' the cousin shouted, trembling. "Running away,” the young man called back, and they went past
her, splashing the puddiesinto diamond-diversin the sunlight of March, and were gone.
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A Week in the Country

ON asunny morning of 1962 in Cleveland, Ohio, it wasraining in Krasnoy and the streets between grey
wallswerefull of men. "It'sraining down my neck in here," Kasaimir complained, but hisfriend in the
adjoining sl of the streetcorner W.C. did not hear him because he was dso talking: "Historica necessity
isasolecism, what is history except what had to happen? But you can't extend that. What happens next?
God knowd" Kasimir followed him out, still buttoning his trousers, and looked at the small boy looking a
the nine-foot-long black coffin leaning againgt the W.C. "What'sinit?' the boy asked. "My great-aunt's
body," Kasmir explained. He picked up the coffin, hurried on with Stefan Fab-bre through therain. "A
farce, determinism'safarce. Anything to avoid awe. Show me a seed,” Stefan Fabbre said stopping and
pointing at Kasimir, "yes, | cantell youwhat itis, it'san apple seed. But can | tell you that an appletree
will grow from it? No! Because there's no freedom, we think theré'salaw. But thereisno law. Ther€'s
growth and degth, delight and terror, an abyss, the rest we invent. Were going to missthetrain." They
jostled on up Tiypontiy Street, the rain fell harder. Stefan Fabbre strode swinging his briefcase, his mouth
firmly closed, hiswhite face shining wet. "Why didn't you take up the piccolo? Give methat awhile" he
said as Kasmir tangled with an office-worker running for abus. " Science bearing the burden of Art,"
Kasmir sad, "heavy, isnt it?" ashisfriend hoisted the case and lugged it on, frowning and by thetime
they reached West Station gasping. On the platform in rain and steam they ran as othersran, heard
whistles shriek and urgent Sanskrit blare from loudspeskers, and lurched exhausted into thefirst car. The
compartmentswere al empty. It was the other train that was pulling out, jammed, a suburban train.
Therssat dill for ten minutes. "Nobody on thistrain but us?' Stefan Fabbre asked, morose, standing at
the window. Then with one high peep thewalls did away. Raindrops shook and merged on the pane,
tracks interwove on aviaduct, the two young men stared into bedroom windows and at brick walls
painted with enormous letters. Abruptly nothing waseft in the rain-dark evening diding backwardsto the
eadt but aline of hills, black againgt a colorless clearing sky.

"The country," Stefan Fabbre said.

He got out a biochemicd journa from amongst socks and undershirtsin his briefcase, put on
dark-rimmed glasses, read. Kasmir pushed back wet hair that had fallen al over hisforehead, read the
sgn onthewindowsll that sasd DO NOT LEAN our, stared at the shaking walls and the rain shuddering
on thewindow, dozed.

He dreamed that walls were falling down around him. He woke scared asthey pulled out of Okats.
Hisfriend sat looking out the window, white-faced and black-haired, confirming the isolation and disaster
of Kaamir'sdream. "Can't see anything,” he said. "Night. Country's the only place where they have night
left." He stared through the reflection of his own face into the night that filled his eyeswith blessed
darkness.

"So herewe are on atrain going to Aisnar,” Kaamir said, "but we don't know that it'sgoing to
Aisnar. It might go to Peking."



"It might derail and welll al bekilled. And if we do cometo Aisnar? What's Aisnar? Mere
hearsay."— "That'smorbid," Kasmir sad, glimpsing again thewalls collgpsing—"No, exhilarating,” his
friend answered. "Takes alot of work to hold the world together, when you look at it that way. But it's
worthwhile. Building up cities, holding up the roofs by an act of fiddity. Not faith. Fidelity." He gazed out
the window through hisreflected eyes. Kasmir shared abar of mud-like chocolate with him. They came
to Aisnar.

Rainfdl inthe gold-paved, ill-lit streets while the autobus to Vermare and Prevne waited for its
passengersin South Square under dripping sycamores. The caserode in the back seat. A chickenwitha
string round its neck scratched the aidefor grain, a bushy-haired woman held the other end of the string,
adrunk farmworker talked loudly to the driver asthe bus groaned out of Aisnar southward into the
country night, the same night, the blessed darkness.

"So | saysto him, | says, you don't know what'll happen tomorrow—"

"Ligen," said Kaamir, "if the universeisinfinite, does that mean that everything that could possibly
happen, is happening, somewhere, at sometime?”

"Saturday, he says, Saturday.”

"l don't know. It would. But we don't know what's possible. Thank God. If we did, 1'd shoot
mysdf, en?'

"Come back Saturday, he says, and | says, Saturday be damned, | says."

InVermarerain fell on the ruins of the Tower Keep, and the drunk got off leaving silence behind
him. Stefan Fabbre looked glum, said he had a sore throat, and fell into a quick, weary deep. Hishead
Jjiggled to the ruts and bumps of the foothill road as the bus ran westward clearing atunnel through solid
black with its headlights. A tree, agreat oak, bent down suddenly to shelter it. The doors opened
admitting clean air, flashlights, boots and caps. Brushing back hisfair hair Kasmir said softly, "Always
happens. Only six milesfrom the border here." They felt in their breast-pockets, handed over. "Fabbre
Stefan, domicile 136 Tome Street, Krasnoy, student, MR 64100282A. Augeskar Kasimir, domicile 4
Sorden Street, Krasnoy, student, MR 80104944A.. Where are you going?'—"Prevne."—"Both of you?
Business?'—"Vacation. A week in the country."—"What'sthat?'—"A bass-viol case"—"What'sin
it?'—"A bassviol." It was stood up, opened, closed again, lugged out, laid on the ground, opened again,
and the huge viol stood fragile and magnificent among flashlights over the mud, boots, belt-buckles, caps.
"Keepit off the ground!" Kasimir said in asharp voice, and Stefan pushed in front of him. They fingered
it, shook it. "Here, Kasl, does this unscrew?—No, there's no way to take it apart.” The fat one dapped
the great shining curve of wood saying something about hiswife so that Stefan laughed, but theviol tilted
in another's hands, atuning-peg squawked, and on the patter of rain and mutter of the bus-engineidling,
abooming twang uncurled, broken off short like the viol-gtring. Stefan took hold of Kasmir'sarm. After
the bus had started again they sat Sde by sdein the warm stinking darkness. Kasmir said, "Sorry,
Stefan. Thanks.”

"Canyoufix it?'
"Yes, just the peg snapped. | can fix it."

"Damn sorethroat.”" Stefan rubbed his head and left his hands over hiseyes. "Taking cold. Damn
ran.

"WEere near Prevne now."



In Prevne very finerain drifted down one street between two streetlamps. Behind the roofs
something loomed—treetops, hills? No one met them since Kasamir had forgotten to write which night
they were coming. Returning from the one public telephone, hejoined Stefan and the bass-viol caseat a
table of the Post-Telephone Bar. " Father has the car out on acall. We can walk or wait here. Sorry." His
long fair face was discouraged; contrite. "It'sa couple of miles." They set off. They waked in slenceup a
dirt road in rain and darkness between fields. The air smelt of wet earth. Kasmir began to whistle but the
rain wet hislips, he stopped. It was so dark that they walked dowly, not able to see where each step
took them, whether the road was rough or plain. It was so gtill that they heard the multitudinous whisper
of therain on fidldsto left and right. They were climbing. The hill loomed ahead of them, solider
darkness. Stefan stopped to turn up hiswet coatcollar and because he was dizzy. As he went forward
againinthe chill whispering country silence he heard asoft clear sound, agirl laughing behind the hill.
Lights sprang up at the hillcrest, sparkling, waving. "What'sthat?" he said sopping unnerved in the
broken dark. A child shouted, "There they are!™ The lights above them danced and descended, they
were encircled by lanterns, flashlights, voices caling, faces and armslit by flashes and vanishing againinto
night; clearly once more, right a his side, the sweet laugh rang out. " Father didn't come back and you
didn't come, so wedl cameto meet you."—"Did you bring your friend, whereishe?'—"Hedlo, Kag!"
Kasmir'sfair head bent to another in the gleam of alantern. "Wheresyour fiddle, didn't you bring
it?'—"It'sbeenraining like this all week."—"L€ft it with Mr Praspayets a the Post-Teephone"—"Let's
go on and get it, it'slovely walking."—"1'm Bendika, are you Stefan?" She laughed as they sought each
other's hands to shake in darkness; she turned her lantern round and was dark-haired, astall as her
brother, the only one of them he saw clearly before they al went back down the road talking, laughing,
flashing lightbeams over the road and roadside weeds or up into the rain-thick air. He saw them dl for a
moment in the bar as Kasimir got his bull-fiddie: two boys, aman, tal Bendika, the young blonde one
who had kissed Kasimir, another till younger, dl of them he saw dl at once and then they were off up
the road again and he must wonder which of the three girls, or wasit four, had laughed before they met.
The chill rain picked at his hot face. Beside him, beaming aflashlight so they could see the road, the man
sad, "I'm Joachim Bret."—"Enzymes," Stefan replied hoarsely. —"Y es, what's your fidd?'—"Molecular
genetics."—"No! too good! you work with Metor, then? Catch me up, will you? Do you see the
American journds?’ They talked helicesfor haf amile, Bret voluble, Stefan laconic as he was il dizzy
and il listened for the laugh; but dl of them laughed, he could not be sure. They dl fell silent amoment,
only thetwo boysran far ahead, caling. "Therésthe house," tall Bendika said beside him, pointing to a
yellow gleam. "Still with us, Stefan?' Kasamir caled from somewherein the dark. He growled yes,
resenting the silly good cheer, the running and calling and laughing, the enthusiagtic jerky Bret, the yellow
windowsthat to al of them were home but to him not. Inside the house they shed wet coats, spread,
multiplied, regathered around atable in ahigh dark room shot through with noise and lamplight, for coffee
and coffeecake bornein by Kasmir's mother. She walked hurried and tranquil under agrey and
dark-brown coronet of braids. Bass-viol-shaped, mother of seven, she merged Stefan with al the other
young people whom she distinguished one from another only by name. They were named Vderia,
Bendika, Antony, Bruna, Kasimir, Joachim, Paul. They joked and chattered, the little dark girl screamed
with laughter, Kaamir'sfair hair fell over hiseyes, the two boys of eeven squabbled, the gaunt smiling
man sat with aguitar and presently played, hisface beaked like a crow's over the instrument. Hisright
hand plucking the strings was dightly crippled or deformed. They sang, dl but Stefan who did not know
the songs, had a sore throat, would not sing, sat rancorous amid the singers. Dr Augeskar camein. He
shook Kasimir's hand, welcoming and effacing him, atal king with adender and unlikely heir. "Where's
your friend? Sorry | couldn't meet you, had an emergency up the road. Appendectomy on the dining
table. Like carving the Christmas goose. Get to bed, Antony. Bendika, get me aglass. Joachim? Y ou,
Fabbre?' He poured out red wine and sat down with them at the great round table. They sang again.
Augeskar suggested the songs, hisvoice led the others; hefilled the room. Thefair daughter flirted with
him, thelittle dark one screeched with laughter, Bendika teased Kasmir, Bret sang alove-songin
Swedigh; it was only eleven o'clock. Dr Augeskar had grey eyes, clear under blond brows. Stefan met



their stare. Y ou've got a cold?'—"Y es."—"Then go to bed. Dianal where does Fabbre deep?' Kasmir
jumped up contrite, led Stefan upstairs and through corridors and rooms al smelling of hay and rain.
"When's bregkfast?'—"Oh, anytime,” for Kasamir never knew the time of any event. "Good night,
Stefan.” But it was abad night, miserable, and al through it Bret's crippled hand snapped off one great
coiling string after another with abooming twang while he explained, "Thisis how you go after them the
latest,” grinning. In the morning Stefan could not get up. Sunlit wallsleaned inward over the bed and the
sky came gtretching in the windows, a huge blue baloon. Helay there. He hid his pin-gtiff aching black
hair under his hands and moaned. Thetall golden-grey man camein and said to him with perfect
certainty, "My boy, youresick.” It was balm. Sick, he was sick, thewalls and sky were dl right. "A very
respectable fever you're running,” said the doctor and Stefan smiled, near tears, feding himsdlf
respectable, lapped in the broad indifferent tenderness of the big man who was kingly, certain, uncaring
assunlight in the ky. But in the forests and caves and small crowded rooms of his fever no sunlight
came, and after atime no water.

The house stood quiet in the September sunlight and dark.

That night Mrs Augeskar, yarn, needle, sock poised one moment in her hands, lifted her
braid-crowned head, listening as she had listened years ago to her first son, Kasmir, cryingoutindespin
his crib upstairs. "Poor child,” she whispered. And Brunaraised her fair head listening too, for thefirst
time, hearing the solitary cry from the forests where she had never been. The house stood till around
them. On the second day the boys played outdoorstill rain fell and night fell. Kasimir stood in the kitchen
sawing on his bull-fiddle, hisface by the shining neck of the instrument quiet and closed, keegping right on
when others camein to perch on stools and lean against the sink and talk, for after al there were seven
young people there on vacation, they could not stay silent. But under their voices the deep, weak, singing
voice of Kasmir'sfiddle went on wordless, like a cry from the depths of the forest; so that Bruna
suddenly past patience and dependence, solitary, not the third daughter and fourth child and one of the
young people, dipped avay and went upstairsto seewhat it was like, this grave sickness, this mortality.

It was not like anything. The young man dept. Hisface was white, hishair black on white linen: clear
as printed words, but in aforeign language.

She came down and told her mother she had looked in, he was degping quietly; true enough, but not
the truth. What she had confirmed up there was that she was now ready to leam the way through the
forest; she had come of age, and was now capable of dying.

He was her guide, the young man who had comein out of the rain with a case of pneumonia. On the
afternoon of the fifth day she went up to hisroom again. He waslying there getting well, weak and
content, thinking about a morning ten years ago when he had walked out with hisfather and grandfather
past the quarries, an April morning on adry plain avash with sunlight and blue flowers. After they had
passed the Chorin Company quarries they suddenly began to talk palitics, and he understood that they
had come out of town onto the empty plain in order to say thingsaoud, in order to let him hear what his
father said: "Ther€ll dways be enough antsto fill up adl the ant-hills— worker ants, amy ants." And the
grandfather, the dry, bitter, fitful man, in his seventies angrier and gentler than his son, vulnerable ashis
thirteen-year-old grandson: "Get out, Kosta, why don't you get out?' That was only ataunt. None of
them would run away, or get avay. A man, he walked with men across abarren plain blue with flowers
inbrief April; they shared with him their anger, their barren hel pless obduracy and the brief blue fire of
their anger. Talking doud under the open sky, they gave him the key to the house of manhood, the prison
where they lived and he would live. But they had known other houses. He had not. Once his grandfather,
Stefan Fabbre, put his hand on young Stefan's shoulder while he spoke. "What would we do with
freedom if we had it, Kosta? What hasthe West done with it? Eatenit. Put it initsbelly. A great
wondrous belly, that's the West. With awise head on top of it, aman's head, with aman's mind and



eyes—but therest dl bely. He can't walk any more. He Sits at table eating, eating, thinking up machines
to bring him more food, more food. Throwing food to the black and yellow rats under the table so they
won't gnaw down thewalls around him. There he Sits, and here we are, with nothing in our belliesbut air,
air and cancer, air and rage. We can still walk. So we're yoked. Y oked to the foreign plow. When we
smell food we bray and kick. —Are we men, though, Kosta? | doubt it." All the time hishand lay on the
boy's shoulder, tender, dmost deferent, because the boy had never seen hisinheritance at al but had
been borninjail, where nothing is any good, no anger, understanding, or pride, nothing isany good
except obduracy, except fiddity. Those remain, said the weight of the old man's hand on his shoulder. So
when ablonde girl cameinto his room where he lay weak and content, helooked at her from that
sunwashed barren April plain with trust and welcome, it being irrelevant to this moment that his
grandfather had died in a deportation train and hisfather had been shot dong with forty-two other men
on the plain outsde town in the reprisals of 1956. "How do you fed ?* she said, and he said, "Fine."

"Can | bring you anything?'

He shook his head, the same black-and-white head she had seen clear and unintelligible as Greek
words on awhite page, but now his eyes were open and he spoke her language. It was the same voice
that had called faintly from the black woods of fever, the neighborhood of death, afew nights ago, which
now said, "I can't remember your name." He was very nice, he was anice fellow, this Stefan Fabbre,
embarrassed by lying there Sick, glad to see her. "I'm Brunag, | come next after Kas. Would you like
some books? Are you getting bored yet?'—"Bored? No. Y ou don't know how good it isto lie here
doing nothing, I've never done that. Y our parents are o kind, and this big house, and the fields outside
there—I lie here thinking, Jesus, isthisme? In dl this peace, in dl this space, in aroom to mysdlf doing
nothing?' Shelaughed, by which he knew her: the one who had laughed in rain and darkness before lights
broke over the hill. Her fair hair was parted in the middle and waved on each side down nearly to the
light, thick eyebrows, her eyes were an indeterminate color, unclear, grey-brown or grey. He heard it
now indoorsin daylight, the tender and exultant laugh. *Oh you beauty, you fine proud filly-fod never
broken to harness, you scared and restive, gentle girl laughing. .. ."

Wanting to keep her he asked, "Have you dwayslived here?' and she said, "Y es, summers,”
glancing a him from her indeterminate, shining eyesin the shadow of fair hair. "Where did you grow up?'

"In Sfaroy Kampe, up north."
"Y our family's il there?!

"My sder livesthere" She till asked about families. She must be very innocent, more dusive and
intact even than Kasmir, who placed hisredity beyond the touch of any hands or asking of identity. Still
to keep her with him, he said, "I lie here thinking. I've thought more aready today than in the last three
years."

"What do you think of 7"

"Of the Hungarian nobleman, do you know that story? The one that was taken prisoner by the
Turks, and sold asadave. It wasin the sixteenth century. Well, aTurk bought him, and yoked himto a
plow, like an ox, and he plowed thefidds, driven with awhip. Hisfamily finaly managed to buy him
back. And he went home, and got his sword, and went back to the battlefields. And there he took
prisoner the Turk that had bought him, owned him. Took the Turk back to his manor. Took the chains
off him, had him brought outside. And the poor Turk looked around for the impaling stake, you know, or
the pitch they'd rub on him and set fire to, or the dogs, or at least the whip. But there was nothing. Only
the Hungarian, the man he'd bought and sold. And the Hungarian said, "Go on back home..."



"Did hego?'
"No, he stayed and turned Chrigtian. But that's not why | think of it."
"Why do you?'

"I'd like to be anobleman,” Stefan Fabbre said, grinning. He was atough, hard fellow, lying there
nearly defeated but not defeated. He grinned, his eyes had a black flicker to them; at twenty-five he had
no innocence, no confidence, no hopeat al of profit. Thelack of that was the black flicker, the coldness
inhiseyes. Y et helay there taking what came, asmall man but hard, possessing weight, aman of
substance. The girl looked at his strong, blunt hands on the blanket and then up at the sunlit windows,
thinking of hisbeing anobleman, thinking of the one fact she knew of him from Kasmir, who seldom
mentioned facts: that he shared a tenement room in Krasnoy with five other students, three bedswere dl
they could fit into it. The room, with three high windows, curtains pulled back, hummed with the silence
of September afternoon in the country. A boy's voice rang out from fields far away. "Not much chance of
it thesedays," shesaid in adull soft voice, looking down, meaning nothing, for once wholly cast down,
tired, without tenderness or exultation. He would get well, would go back aweek late to the city, to the
three bedsteads and five roommeates, shoes on the floor and rust and hairsin the washbasin, classrooms,
|aboratories, after that employment as an ingpector of sanitation on State farmsin the north and northeest,
atwo-room flat in State housing on the outskirts of atown near the State foundries, a black-haired wife
who taught the third grade from State-gpproved textbooks, one child, two lega abortions, and the
hydrogen bomb. Oh was there no way out, no way? "Areyou very clever?’

"I'm very good at my work."
"It'sscience, isnt it?"
"Biology. Research.”

Then the laboratories would persist; the flat became perhaps afour-room flat in the Krasnoy
suburbs; two children, no abortions, two-week vacationsin summer in the mountains, then the hydrogen
bomb. Or no hydrogen bomb. It made no difference.

"What do you do research on?"'
"Certain molecules. The molecular structure of life”

That was strange, the structure of life. Of course he wastaking down to her; things are not briefly
described, her father had said, when oneistaking of life. So he was good at finding out the molecular
dructure of life, thisfellow whose wordless cry she had heard faintly from congested lungs, from the dark
neighborhood and approaches of his death; he had called out and "Poor child," her mother had
whispered, but it was she who had answered, had followed him. And now he brought her back to life.

"Ah," shesad, dill not lifting her head, "I don't understand dl that. I'm stupid.”
"Why did they name you Bruna, when you're blonde?!

Shelooked up startled, laughed. "I wasbad till | wasten monthsold.” Shelooked a him, seeing
him again, and the future be damned, since al possible futures ever envisaged are—rusty Sinks,
two-week vacations and bombs or collective fraternity or harps and houris—endlesdy, sordidly dreary,
al ddight being in the present and its past, dl truth too, and dl fiddlity in the word, the flesh, the present
moment: for the future, however you look at it, contains only one sure thing and that is desth. But the



moment is unpredictable. Thereissmply no teling what will happen. Kaamir camein with abunch of red
and blue flowers and said, "Mother wantsto know if you'd like milk-toast for supper.”

"Oatbread, oatbread,” Bruna sang arranging the cornflowers and poppiesin Stefan's water-glass.
They ate oatsthree times aday here, some poultry, turnips, potatoes; the little brother Antony raised
lettuce, the mother cooked, the daughters swept the big house; there was no wheet-flour, no beef, no
milk, no housemaid, not any more, not since before Brunawas born. They camped herein their big old
country house, they lived like gypsies, said the mother: a professor's daughter born in the middle class,
nurtured and married in the middle class, giving up order, plenty, and leisure without complaint but not
giving up the least scruple of the discriminations she had been privileged to learn. So Kasimir for dl his
gentleness could il hold himsdf untouched. So Bruna gtill thought of hersalf as coming next after
Kasmir, and asked about one's family. So Stefan knew himsdlf herein afortress, in afamily, at home.
He and Kasamir and Brunawere laughing doud together when the father camein. "Out," Dr Augeskar
sad, standing heroic and absolute in the doorway, the sun-king or a solar myth; his son and daughter,
laughing and signdling child-liketo Stefan behind his back, went out. "Enough isenough,” Augeskar said,
auscult-ing, and Stefan lay guilty, smiling, child-like.

The saventh day, when Stefan and Kasmir should have taken bus and train back to Krasnoy where
the University was now open, was hot. Warm darkness followed, windows open, the whole house open
to choruses of frogs by theriver, choruses of cricketsin the furrows, a southwest wind bearing odors of
the forest over dry autumn hills. Between the curtains billowing and going dack burned six star's, so bright
inthe dry dark sky that they might set fire to the curtains. Brunasat on the floor by Stefan's bed, Kasimir
lay like ahuge wheatstalk acrossthe foot of it, Bendika, whose husband wasin Krasnoy, nursed her
five-month-old firstborn in achair by the empty fireplace. Joachim Bret sat on the windowsill, his
shirtdeevesrolled up so that the bluish figures OA46992 were visible on hislean arm, playing his guitar to
accompany an English lute-song:

Yet be just and constant still,

Love may beget a wonder, Not unlike a summer's frost or
winter's fatal thunder: He that holds his sweetheart dear
until hisday of dying Lives of all that ever lived

most worthy the envying.

Then, since heliked to sing praise and blame of lovein al the languages he knew and did not know,
he began to strum out "Plaisir dAmour,” but cameto grief on the shift of key, while the baby was sat up
to belch loudly causing merriment. The baby was flung doft by Kasmir while Bendika protested softly,
"He'sfull, Kag, hell spill."—"I am your uncle. | an Uncle Kasmir, my pockets are full of peppermints
and papa indulgences. Look at me, whelp! Y ou don't dare vomit on your uncle. Y ou don't dare. Go
vomit on your aunt." The baby stared unwinking at Brunaand waved its hands; itsfat, slky belly showed
between shirt and digper. The girl returned its gaze as silently, as steadily. "Who are you?' said the baby.
"Who are you?' said the maiden, without words, in wonder, while Stefan watched and faint chordsin A
sobbed joyoudy on Bret's guitar between the lighted room and the dark dry night of autumn. Thetall
young mother carried the baby off to bed, Kasamir turned off the light. Now the autumn night wasin the
room, and their voices spoke among the choruses of crickets and frogs on the fields, by the streams. "It
was clever of you to get sick, Stefan,” said Kasimir, lying again across the foot of the bed, long arms
whitein the dusk. "Stay sick, and we can stay here dl winter."

"All year. For years. Did you get your fiddle fixed?'



"Oh yes. Been practicing the Schubert. Pa, pa, poum pah.”
"When's the concert?'

"Sometime in October. Plenty of time. Poum, poum—swim, swvim, littletrout. Ah!" Thelong white
arms sawed vaguely aviol of dusk. "Why did you choose the bassviol, Kasimir?' asked Bret's voice
among frogs and crickets, across marshbottoms and furrows, from the windowsill. "Because he's shy,"
said Brunasvoice like a country wind. "Because he's an enemy of thefeasible," said Stefan'sdark dry
voice. Silence. "Because | showed extraordinary promise as a student of the cello,” said Kasmir'svoice,
"and so | wasforced to consider, did | want to perform the Dvorak Concerto to cheering audiences and
win aPeoples Artist award, or did | not? | chose to be alow buzz in the background. Poum, pa poum.
Andwhen | dig, | want you to put my corpse in thefiddle case, and ship it rapid express deep-freeze to
Pablo Casdlswith alabe saying 'Corpse of Great Central European Cdllist." The hot wind blew through
the dark. Kasimir was done, Bruna and Stefan were ready to pass on, but Joachim Bret was not able to.
He spoke of a man who had been helping people get across the border; here in the southwest rumors of
him were thick now; ayoung man, Bret said, who had been jailed, had escaped, got to England, and
come back; set up an escape route, got over a hundred people out in ten months, and only now had been
spotted and was being hunted by the secret police. "Quixotic? Traitorous? Heroic?' Bret asked. "He's
hiding in the attic now," Kasimir said, and Stefan added, " Sick of milk-toast." They evaded and would
not judge; betraya and fiddity were immediate to them, could not be weighed any more than a pound of
flesh, their own flesh. Only Bret, who had been born outside prison, was excited, insstent. Prevne was
crawling with agents, he went, even if you went to buy a newspaper your identification was checked.
"Eader to haveit tattooed on, like you," said Kaamir. "Move your foot, Stefan."—"Move your fat rump,
then."—"Oh, mine are German numbers, out of date. A few morewarsand I'll run out of skin."—"Shed
it, then, like asnake."— "No, they go right down to the bone."—" Shed your bones, then," Stefan said,
"beajélyfish. Be an amoeba When they pin me down, | bud off. Two little spineless Stefans where they
thought they had one MR 64100282A.. Four of them, eight, sixteen thirty-two sixty-four a hundred and
twenty-eight. | would entirely cover the surface of the globe were it not for my natural enemies.” The bed
shook, Brunalaughed in darkness. "Play the English song again, Joachim,” she said.

Yet be just and constant still, Love may beget a wonder . . .

"Stefan,” she said in the afternoon light of the fourteenth day as she sat, and he lay with hishead on
her 1ap, on agreen bank above the river-marshes south of the house. He opened his eyes. "Must we go?"

“No."

He closed hiseyes again, saying, "Bruna." He sat up and sat beside her, staring &t her. "Bruna, oh
God! | wish you weren't avirgin." Shelaughed and watched him, wary, curious, defenseless. " If
only—here, now— I've got to go away day after tomorrow!"—"But not right under the kitchen
windows," she said tenderly. The house stood thirty yards from them. He collapsed by her burying his
head in the angle of her arm, againgt her side, hislips on the very soft skin of her forearm. She stroked his
hair and the nape of his neck.

"Can we get married? Do you want to get married?”
"Yes, | want to marry you, Stefan.”

Helay till awhile longer, then sat up again, dowly thistime, and looked across the reeds and
choked, sunlit river to the hills and the mountains behind them.



"I'll have my degree next year."
"I'll have my teaching certificatein ayear and ahdf,"
They wereslent awhile.

"l could quit school and work. Well haveto apply for aplace..." Thewalls of the one rented room
facing a courtyard strung with sooty washing rose up around them, indestructible. "All right," he said.
"Only | hateto waste this" He looked from the sunlit water up to the mountains. The warm wind of
evening blew past them. "All right. But Bruna, do you understand...” that al thisisnew to me, that | have
never waked before at dawn in ahigh-windowed room and lain hearing the perfect silence, never walked
out over fieldsin abright October morning, never sat down at table with fair, laughing brothers and
sgters, never spoken in early evening by ariver with agirl who loved me, that | have known that order,
peace, and tenderness must exist but never hoped even to witness them, let alone possess them? And
day after tomorrow | must go back. No, she did not understand. She was only the country silence and
the blessed dark, the bright stream, the wind, the hills, the cool house; al that was hers and her; she could
not understand. But shetook him in, the stranger in the rainy night, who would destroy her. She sat
beside him and said softly, "I think it'sworth it, Stefan, it'sworthwhile."

"Itis. Well borrow. Well beg, well stedl, well filch. I'll be agrest scientist, you know. I'll cregte life
in atest-tube. After asqualid early career Fabbre rose to sudden prominence. Well go to meetingsin
Vienna. In Paris. The hdl with lifein atest-tube! I'll do better than thet, I'll get you pregnant within five
minutes, oh you beauty, laugh, do you?I'll show you, you filly, you little trout, oh you darling—" There
under the windows of the house and under the mountains till in sunlight, while the boys shouted playing
tennis up beside the house, shelay soft, fair, heavy in hisarms under hisweight, absolutely pure, flesh and
gpirit one purewill: to let him comein, let him comein.

Not now, not here. Hiswill was mixed, and obdurate. He rolled awvay and lay face up inthe grass, a
black flicker in his eyeslooking at the sky. She sat with her hand on his hand. Peace had never |eft her.
When he sat up she looked at him as she had |ooked at Bendika's baby, steadily, with pondering
recognition. She had no praise for him, no reservation, no judgment. Here heis; thisishe.

"1t'1l be mesager, Bruna. Meager and unprofitable.”
"l expect 0," she said, watching him.

He stood up and brushed grass off histrousers. "I love Brunal" he shouted, lifting his hand; and from
the sunlit dopes across the river-marshes where dusk was rising came a vague short sound, not her
name, not hisvoice. "Y ou see?' he said standing over her, smiling. "Echoes, even. Get up, the sun's
going, do you want meto get pneumoniaagain?' She reached out her hand, he took it and pulled her up
tohim. "I'll bevery loya, Bruna," he said. He was asmall man and when they stood together she did not
look up to him but raight at him at eyelevel. "That'swhat | haveto give" hesad, "that'sal | haveto
give. You may get Sick of it, you know." Her eyes, grey-brown or grey, unclear, watched him steadily. In
slence he raised his hand to touch for amoment, with reserve and tenderness, her fair parted hair. They
went back up to the house, past the tennis court where Kasimir on one side of the net and the two boys
on the other swung, missed, leapt and shouted. Under the oaks Bret sat practicing aguitar-tune. "What
language isthat one?' Brunaasked, standing light in the shadow, utterly happy. Bret cocked hishead to
answer, his misshapen right hand lying across the strings. "Greek; | got it from a book; it means, 'O young
lovers who pass beneath my window, can't you seeit'sraining?’ She laughed doud, standing by Stefan
who had turned to watch the three run and poise on the tennis court in rising shadow, the ball soar up
from moment to moment into thelevel gold light.



Hewalked into Prevne next day to buy their ticketswith Kasimir, who wanted to see the weekly
market there; Kasamir took joy in markets, fairs, auctions, the noise of people getting and sdlling, the
barrows of white and purple turnips, racks of old shoes, mounds of print cotton, stacks of bluecoated
cheese, the smdll of onions, fresh lavender, sweat, dust The road that had been long the night they came
was brief in the warm morning. "Still looking for that get-em-out-dive fellow, Bret says," said Kasimir.
Tdll, frail, cdm, he moseyed along beside hisfriend, hisbare head bright in the sunlight. "Brunaand |
want to get married,” Stefan said.

"You do?'
"YS"

Kasmir hestated amoment in hislonglegged amble, went on, handsin his pockets. Sowly on his
face appeared asmile. "Do you redly?’

IIYSIII

Kasmir stopped, took hisright hand out of his pocket, shook Stefan's. "Good work," he said, "well
done." Hewas blushing alittle. "Now that's something redl," he said, going on, handsin his pockets;
Stefan glanced at hislong, quiet young face. "That's absolute,” Kasimir said, "that'sred." After awhile he
sad, "That bests Schubert."

"Main problemisfinding aplaceto live, of course, but if | can borrow something to get started on,
Metor still wants mefor that project—wed liketo do it straight off—if it'sal right with your parents, of
course." Kasmir listened fascinated to these chances and circumstances confirming the central fact, just
as he watched fascinated the buyers and sdllers, shoes and turnips, racks and carts of a market-fair that
confirmed men's need of food and of communion. "I1t1l work out,” he said. "Y oull find aplace."—"I
expect s0," said Stefan never doubting it. He picked up arock, tossed it up and caught it, hurled it white
through sunlight far into the furrowsto their left. "'If you knew how happy | am, Kasmir—" Hisfriend
answered, "l have some notion. Here, shake hands again." They stopped again to shake hands. "Movein
with us, eh, Kas?'— "All right, get me atruckle-bed.” They were coming into town. A khaki-colored
truck crawled down Prevne's main street between flyblown shops, old houses painted with garlands long
faded; over the roofsrose high yellow hills. Under lindens the market square was dusty and sun-dappled:
afew racks, afew stands and carts, a nosdless man selling sugarcandy, three dogs cringingly,
unwearingly following awhite bitch, old women in black shawls, old men in black vests, the lanky keeper
of the Post-Telephone Bar leaning in his doorway and spitting, two fat men dickering inamumble over a
pack of cigarettes. "Used to be moretoit,” Kasmir said. "When | wasakid here. Lots of cheese from
Portacheyka, vegetables, mounds of 'em. Everybody turned out for it." They wandered between the
galls, content, aware of brotherhood. Stefan wanted to buy Bruna something, anything, ascarf; there
were buttonless mud-colored overdls, cracked shoes. "Buy her acabbage," Kasamir said, and Stefan
bought alarge red cabbage. They went into the Post-Telephone Bar to buy their ticketsto Aisnar. Two
on the SW. to Aisnar, Mr Praspayets."—"Back to work, eh?'—"Right." Three men came up to the
counter, two on Kasmir's sde one on Stefan's. They handed over. " Fabbre Stefan, domicile 136 Tome
Street, Krasnoy, student, MR 64100282A. Augeskar Kasimir, domicile 4 Sorden Street, Krasnoy,
student, MR 80104944A. Businessin Aisnar?'—"Catching the train to Krasnoy." The men returned to a
table. "In heredl day, past ten days," the innkeeper said in athready mumble, "kills my business. | need
another hundred kroner, Mr Kasimir; trying to short-change me?' Two of the men, one thickset, the
other dim and wearing an army gunbelt under hisjacket, were by them again. The smiling innkeeper went
blank like ateevision st clicked off. He watched the agents go through the young men's pockets and
fed up and down their bodies, when they had gone back to the table he handed Kasimir his change,
dlent. They went out in sllence. Kasmir stopped and stood looking at the golden lindens, the golden light



dappling dust where three dogs il trotted abased and eager after the white bitch, afat housewife
laughed with an old cackling man, two boys dodged yelling among the carts, adonkey hung his grey head
and twitched one ear. "Oh well," Stefan said. Kasmir said nothing. "1've budded off,” Stefan said, "come
on, Kas.." They sat off dowly. "Right,” Kasmir said straightening up alittle. "1t's not relevant, you know,"
said Stefan. "Isthe innkeeper redlly named Praspayets?'—"Evander Praspayets. Has a brother runsthe
winery here, Belisarius Pragpayets.” Stefan grinned, Kasmir smiled alittle vaguely. They were at the edge
of the market-place about to cross the street. "Damn, | forgot my cabbage in the bar,” Stefan said,
turning, and saw some men running across the market-place between the carts and salls. Therewas a
loud clapping noise. Kasimir grabbed at Stefan's shoulder for some reason, but missed, and stood there
with hisarms spread out, making a coughing, retching sound in histhroat. His arms jerked wider and he
fell down, backwards, and lay at Stefan'sfeet, his eyes open, his mouth open and full of blood. Stefan
stood there. He looked around. He dropped on his knees by Kasimir who did not look at him. Then he
was pulled up and held by the arm; there were men around him and one of them was waving something,
apaper, saying loudly, "Thisis him, thetraitor, thisiswhat happensto traitors. These are hisforged
papers. Thisishim." Stefan wanted to get to Kasimir, but was held back; he saw men's backs, adog, a
woman's red staring face in the background under golden trees. He thought they were helping him to
stand, for his knees had given under him, but asthey forced him to turn and walk hetried to pull free,
crying out, "Kasamir!" Hewaslying on hisface on abed, which was not the bed in the high-windowed
room in the Augeskar house. He knew it was not but kept thinking it was, hearing the boys calling down
on the tennis court. Then understanding that it was his room in Krasnoy and his roommates were adeep
he lay till for along time, despite afierce headache. Findly he sat up and looked around at the
pine-plank walls, the grating in the door, the stone floor with cigarette butts and dried urine on it. The
guard who brought his breakfast was the thickset agent from the Post-Telephone Bar, and did not speak.
There were pine splintersin the quicks of his nails on both his hands; he spent along time getting them
out.

Onthethird day adifferent guard came, afat dark-jowled fellow reeking of sweeat and onionslike
the market under the lindens. "What town am | in?'—"Prevne." The guard locked the door, offered a
cigarette through the grating, held alighted match through. "Is my friend dead? Why did they shoot
him?'—"Man they wanted got away," said the guard. "Need anything in there? Y ou'll be out
tomorrow."—"Did they kill him?' The guard grunted yes and went off. After awhile ahaf-full pack of
cigarettes and a box of matches dropped in through the grating near Stefan's feet where he sat on the cot.
He was released next day, seeing no one but the dark-jowled guard who led him to the door of the
village lock-up. He stood on the main street of Prevne half ablock down from the market-place. Sunset
was over, it was cold, the sky clear and dark above the lindens, the roofs, the hills.

Histicket to Aisnar was il in his pocket. Hewaked dowly and carefully to the market-place and
acrossit under dark treesto the Post-Telephone Bar. No bus was waiting. He had no ideawhen they
ran. He went in and sat down, hunched over, shaking with cold, at one of the three tables. Presently the
owner came out from aback room.

"When's the next bus?' He could not think of the man's name, Praspets, Prayespets, something like
that. "Aisnar, eight-twenty in the morning,” the man said— "To Portacheyka?' Stefan asked after a
pause—"Locd to Portacheyka at ten."—"Tonight?'—Ten tonight."— "Can you change thisfor a...
ticket to Portacheyka?' He held out histicket for Aisnar. The man took it and after amoment said,
"Wait, I'll see.” He went off again to the back. Stefan got change ready for acup of coffee, and sat
hunched over. It was seven-ten by the white-faced darm clock on the bar. At seven-thirty when three
big townsmen camein for abeer he moved as far back as he could, by the pool table, and sat there
facing thewall, only glancing round quickly now and then to check the time on the darm clock. Hewas
gtill shaking, and so cold that after awhile he put his head down on hisarms and shut his eyes. Bruna



sad, "Sefan.”

She had sat down at the table with him. Her hair looked pale as cotton round her face. His head il
hunched forward, his arms on the table, he looked at her and then looked down.

"Mr Praspayets teephoned us. Where were you going?"
He did not answer.

"Did they tell you to get out of town?"

He shook his head.

"They just let you go? Come on. | brought your coat, here, you must be cold. Come on home." She
rose, and at this he sat up; hetook his coat from her and said, "No. | can't.”

"Why not?'
"Dangerousfor you. Can't faceit, anyway."

"Can't face us? Come on. | want to get out of here. We're driving back to Krasnoy tomorrow, we
were waiting for you. Come on, Stefan.” He got up and followed her out. It was night now. They set off
across the street and up the country road, Bruna holding aflashlight beamed before them. Shetook his
arm; they walked in silence. Around them were dark fields, stars. "Do you know what they did with .. ."
"They took him off in thetruck, weweretold." "I don't— When everybody in the town knew who he
was—" Hefdt her shrug. They kept walking. The road was long again as when he and Kasmir had
walked it the first time without light. They cameto the hill where the lights had appeared, the laughter and
cdling dl round them in therain. "Comefaster, Stefan,” the girl beside him said timidly, "youre cold.” He
had to stop soon, and breaking away from her went blind to the roadsi de seeking anything, afencepost
or tree, anything to lean againg till he could stop crying; but there was nothing. He stood therein the
darkness and she stood near him. At last he turned and they went on together. Rocks and weeds showed
whitein theragged circle of light from her flashlight. Asthey crossed the hillcrest she said with the same
timidity and stubbornness, "1 told mother we want to marry. When we heard they had you injail herel
told her. Not father, yet. Thiswas—thiswaswhat he couldn't stand, he can't take it. But mother'sdl
right, and so | told her. I'd like to be married quite soon, if you would, Stefan.” He walked beside her,
dlent. "Right," he said findly. "No good letting go, isthere.” The lights of the house below them were
yellow through the trees; above them stars and afew thin clouds drifted through the sky. "No good at
al”

1962



An die Musk

"A person asking to seeyou, Sir. Mr. Gaye."

Otto Egorin nodded. This being hisonly free afternoon in Foranoy, it was inevitable that some young
hopeful would find him out and waste it. He knew from the way his man said "person’ that it was no one
important. Still, he had been buried so long in managing hiswife's concert tour that it was refreshing to
receive apogiulant of hisown. "Show himin," he said, turning again to theletter he waswriting, and did
not look up till the visitor waswell into the room and had had time to be impressed by thelarge, bald
head of Otto Egorin engrossed in writing aletter. That first impression, Otto knew, would keep dl but the
brashest ones down. Thisone did not look brash: ashort, shabby man leading asmall boy by the hand
and sammering about the grest liberty—valuable time—great privilege—"Well, well," said the
impressario, moderately genial, Snceif not put at ease the timid often wasted more time than the brash,
"playing chords since he could Sit up, and the Appassionata since he was three? Or do you write your
own sonatas, eh, my man?' The child stared at him with cold dark eyes. The man ssammered and halted,
"I'm very sorry, Mr. Egorin, | wouldn't have—my wife's not well, | take the boy out Sunday afternoons,
S0 she doesn't haveto look after him—" It wasredly painful to see him going red, then pae, then red.
"Hell be no trouble," he blundered on.

"What isit about then, Mr. Gaye?' asked Otto rather dryly.

"l writemusic,” Gaye said, and Otto saw then what he had missed in supposing the child to be yet
another prodigy: the small roll of music-paper under the vistor'sarm.

"All right, good. Let me seeit, please,” he said, putting out his hand. Thiswas the point he dreaded
with the shy ones. But Gaye did not explain for twenty minutes what he had tried to do and why and
how, al the time clutching his compositions and sweeting. He gave theroll of music to Egorin without a
word, and at Egorin's gesture sat down on the stiff hotel sofa, the little boy beside him, both of them
nervous, submissive, with their strange, steady, dark eyes. "Y ou see, Mr. Gaye, thisisdl that matters,
after dl, en? Thismusic you bring me. Y ou bring it to meto look at: | want to look at it: so, please excuse
mewhilel do s0." It was his usual speech after he had pried the manuscript away from a shy-takative
one. Thisone merely nodded. "It's four songs and p-part of aMass," he said in his barely audible voice.

Otto frowned. He had been saying lately that he had had no idea how many idiots wrote songs until
he married asinger. Thefirgt he glanced at relieved his suspicions, being a duet for tenor and baritone,
and he remembered to smooth the frown off hisforehead. Thelast of the four caught his attention, a
setting of aGoethe lyric. He moved very dightly as he sat at the desk, amere twitch towards the piano,
instantly repressed. No use raising hopes; to play anote of their stuff was to convince them at once that
they were Beethoven and would be produced in the capital by Otto Egorin within the month. But it wasa
redl bit of writing, that tune with the clever, yearning, quiet little accompaniment. He went on to the Mass,
or rather three fragments of aMass, aKyrie, Benedictus, and Sanctus. The writing was nest, rapid, and
crowded; music-paper is not cheap, thought Otto, glancing at hisvisitor's shoes. At the sametime he was
hearing a solo tenor voice over aqueer racket from organ, trombones, and double-basses, "Benedictus
qui venit in nomine Domini"—very queer Stuff; but no, there now, just when it's about to drive you mad it
al turnsto crystal, so smply, so smply you'd swear it was crystd al dong. And the tenor, the poor devil
singing double-piano way up there, find me the tenor who can do that and fight off the trombones too.
The Sanctus. now, splendid, the trumpet, redlly splendid—Otto |ooked up. He had been tapping the side
of hishand on the desk, nodding, grinning, muttering. That had blown it. "Come herel” he said angrily.
"What's your name? What's this?'



"Ladidas Gaye. The—the— That's the second trumpet.”

"Why isn't it marked? Here, takeit, play it!" They went through the Sanctusfivetimes. "Planh,
pla-anh, planh!" Otto blared, atrumpet. "All right! Why do your basses comein there,
one-two-three-four-boom in come the basses like e ephants, where does that get you?”'

"Back to the Sanctus, listen, here's the organ under the tenors,”" and the piano roared under Gaye's
husky tenor, " Sabaoth, then the cellos and the e ephants, four, Sanctus! Sanctus! Sanctus!™

He sat back from the piano, Otto took his eyes from the score. The room was silent.

Otto set straight adrooping red rose in the bouquet on the top of the hired piano. "And where do
you expect to have thisMass sung?"

The composer was slent.

"Women's chorus. Double men's chorus. Full orchestra; brass choir; organ. Well, well. Let me see
those songs again. Isthisal you've written of the Mass?"

"The Credo isn't orchestrated yet."

"1 suppose you'll throw in double tympani for that? All right, here, whereisit, the Goethe. Let me
play." He played through the song twice, then sat twiddling out one of the queer half-spoken phrases of
the accompaniment. "It'sfirst rate, you know," he said. "Absolutely first rate. What the devil. Areyou a
pianist? What are you?"'

"A derk."

"A clerk?What kind of clerk? Thisisyour hobby, eh, your amusement in spare time?”
"No, thisis... thisiswhat | ..."

Otto looked up at the man: short and shabby, white with excitement, inarticul ate.

"l want to know something about you, Gaye! Y ou bargein, ‘I write music,' you show mealittle
music, very good. Very good, this song, the Sanctus, the Benedictustoo, that's red work, | want to read
it again. But I've been shown good writing before. Have you been performed? How old are you?"

"Thirty."

"What e se have you written?"

"Nothing ese of any sze—"

"At thirty? Four songs and half aMass?"
"l haven't much time to work."

"Thisis nonsense. Nonsense! Y ou don't write thiskind of thing without practice. Where did you

study?"

"Here, at the Schola Cantorum—till | was nineteen."”



"With whom? Berdicke, Chey?"

"Chey and Mme Vesein."

"Never heard of her. And thisisal you'll show me?'
"Therest isn't good, or isn't finished—"

"How old were you when you wrote this song?"
Gaye hestated. Twenty, | think."

"Ten years ago! What have you been doing since? Y ou ‘want to write music,’ en? Well, writeit!
Wheat else can | say? Thisis good, absolutely good, and so isthat racket with the trombones. Y ou can
write music, but, my dear man, what can | do about it? Can | produce four songs and haf aMassby an
unknown student of Vadas Chey? No. Y ou want encouragement, | know. Wdll, that | give. | encourage
you. | encourage you to write more music. Why don't you?"

"| redisethisisvery little," Gaye brought out tiffly. His face was contorted, one hand wasfiddling
and pulling at the knot of histie. Otto was sorry for him and unnerved by him. "Very little, why not make
it more?' he said, genid. Gaye looked down at the piano keys, put his hand on them; he was shaking.
"You see" he began, then turned away with ajerk, stooping, hiding his face with his hands, and broke
into sobs. Otto st like a stone on the piano bench. The smdl boy, forgotten dl thistime, sitting with his
grey-stockinged legs hanging over the edge of the sofa, dipped down and ran to hisfather; of course he
was blubbering too, but he kept pulling a hisfather's coat, trying to get a his hand, whispering, "Papa,
don't, papa, please don't." Gaye kndlt and put his arm around the child. "Sorry, Vadi, don't worry, it'sall
right...." But hewas not yet in control of himsdlf. Otto rose with some mgjesty, and cdled in hiswifées
maid. "Taketheladdie, go give him candy, make him happy, eh?' Thegirl, acam Swisswho knew dl
Centra Europeans were mad, nodded, ignoring the weeping man, and said, "Come, what's your name?"

The child held on to hisfather.
"Go with her, Vadi," Gaye said. The child let her take his hand, and went out with her.

"You have afinelittle boy,” said Otto. "Now, st down, Gaye. Brandy? A little, eh?" He opened and
shut desk drawers, puffed and grunted to himsdlf, put aglassin Gaye's hand, sat down again at the desk.

"l can't—" Gaye began, worn out, at rock bottom.

"No, you can't; neither can I; these things happen. Y ou were more surprised than |, perhaps. But
ligten now, Ladidas Gaye. | have no timefor thewoes of al theworld, | have agreat many cares of my
own and I'm very busy. But since we've come o far, I'd like to know what makes you break down like
this"

Gaye shook his head. With the submissveness that had vanished only while they were going through
his score, he answered Otto's questions. He had had to quit the music school when hisfather died; he
now supported his mother, hiswife, histhree children on his pay as clerk for a plant that made
ballbearings and other small sted parts. He had worked there e even years. Four eveningsaweek he
gave piano lessons, for which they let him use a practice-room at the Schola Cantorum.

Otto did not find much to say for awhile. "The good Lord has seen fit to give you bad luck," he
remarked. Gaye did not reply. Indeed, good or bad luck seemed hardly adequate to describe this kind of



solid, persevering mismanagement of the world, from which Ladidas Gaye and most other men suffered,
and Otto Egorin, for no clear reason, did not. "Why did you come to see me, Gaye?'

"l had to. | knew what you'd haveto say, that | haven't written enough. But when | heard you were
to be here, | sworeto mysdlf I'd see you, | had to. They know me at the Schola, but they're busy with
their students, of course; since Chey died there'sno onewho ... | had to see you. Not for
encouragement, but to see aman who lives for music, who arranges half the concertsin the country, who
gandsfor ... for .."

"For success," said Otto Egorin. "Yes, | know. | wanted to be acomposer. When | was twenty, in
Vienna, | used to go look at the house where Mozart lived, | used to go stare at Beethoven'stomb in the
cemetery. | cdled on Mahler, on Richard Strauss, every composer who cameto Vienna. | soaked mysalf
intheir success, the dead and the living. They had written music and it was played. Even then, you see, |
knew | was not areal composer, and | needed their redlity, to make life mean anything at al. That's not
your problem. Y ou need only to be reminded that there is music—eh? That not everyone makes stedl
balbearings™

Gaye nodded.
"Isthere no one dse" Otto asked abruptly, "to take care of mama?”’
"My sster married a Czech fellow, they livein Prague. . . . And she's bedridden, my mother.”

"Yes. And there would till be the wife with the nervous disorder, and the kids, eh, and the bills, and
the stedl-ballbearings plant. . . . Well, Gaye, | don't know. Y ou know, there was Schubert. | often
wonder about Schubert, it's not just you that makes me think of him. Why did God create Franz
Schubert? To expiate some other men's sins? Also, why did hekill the man off the moment he reached
the level of the last quintet? —But Schubert didn't wonder why God had created him. To write music, of
course. Du holde Kunst, ich danke dir! Incredible. Thelittle, sickly, ugly crackpot with glasses,
scribbling hismusic like any other crackpot, never hearing it played—Du holde Kunst! How would you
say it, 'thou gracious Art, thou kindly Art"? Asif any art were kindly, gracious, gentle! Have you ever
thought of throwing it over, Gaye? Not the music. Therest."

He met the gaze of the strange, cold, dark eyes and refused to be ashamed, to apologise. Gaye had
sad that he, Otto Egorin, lived for music. He did. He might be agood bourgeois, he might be very sorry
for apoor devil who needed nothing in God'sworld but alittle cash in order to be agood composer; but
he would not apologise to the poor devil's sick mother and sick wife and three brats. If you livefor music
you livefor music.

"I'm not made s0."
"Then you're not made to write music.”
"Y ou thought differently when you were reading my Sanctus.”

"Du lieber Herr Gott!" Otto exploded. He was agreet patriot, but his mother and his upbringing had
been Viennese and in moments of real emotion he reverted to German. "All right! Did it ever occur to
you, my dear young man, that you incur a certain respongbility in writing something like that Sanctus?
That you become answerable? That music has no arthritis, no nervous disorders, no hungry potbelly and
'Papa, papa, | want this, | want that,' but al the same she depends on you, on you aone? Other men can
feed brats and keep sick women. But no other man can write your music!”



"Yes, | know that."

"But you're not quite sure anyone would undertake to feed the brats and keep the women. Probably
they wouldn't. Doch, doch—you're too gentle, too gentle, Gaye." Otto strode up and down the room on
his bandy legs, snorting and grimacing. "When | finish the Massmay | send it to you?' "Yes. Yes, of
course. | shal be pleased to seeit. When will it be? Ten years from now? 'Gaye, who the devil's Gaye,
where did | meet him—thisis good—ayoung fellow, he shows promise—' And you'l beforty, getting
tired, ready for alittle arthritis or nervous disorder yoursdf. Certainly send meyour Mass! . . . You have
gresat talent, Gaye, you have great courage, but you're too gentle, you must not try to write abig work
likethisMass. Y ou can't serve two masters. Write songs, short pieces, something you can think of while
you work at this Godforsaken sted plant and write down at night when the rest of the family's out of the
way for five minutes. Write them on anything, unpaid bills, whatever, and send them to me, don't think
you haveto pay two and ahaf kroner a sheet for thisfine paper, you can't afford fine paper—when
they're printed istime to think of that. Send me songs, not ten years from now but a month from now,
and if they're as good as this Goethe song I'll give you a section on my wife's program in Krasnoy in
December. Write little songs, not impossible Masses. Hugo Woalf, you know—Hugo Wolf wrote only
songs, eh?!

He thought that Gaye, overcome with gratitude, was going to bresk down again, and though
gpprehensve hefdt pleased with himsdf, wise, generous. he had made the poor fellow happy and might
get something from him, too. The accompaniment to the Goethe song was il running in hishead, spare,
dry, sorrowful, beautiful. Then Gaye began to speak and Otto redlised, dowly, but without real surprise,
that it was not gratitude at dl. "The Massiswhat 1've got to write, what | have in me. The songs come,
sometimes alot of them together, but I've never been able to write them at will, it hasto be agood day.
But the Mass, and a symphony |'ve been working on, they have size and weight, you see, they carry
themselves dong over theweeks, and | can alwayswork on them when | havetime. | know the Massis
ambitious. But | know al | want to say iniit. It will be good. I've learned how to do what | must do, you
see I'vebegunit, | havetofinishit.”

Otto had stopped in his pacing back and forth and was watching him with an expression both of
incredulity and longsuffering familiarity. "Bah!" he said. "Wheat the devil do you cometo mefor? And
burst into tears? And then tell me thanks very much for your suggestion but | shal continue to attempt the
impossible? The arrogance, the unreasonableness—no, | can endure al that—but the stupidity, the
absolute stupidity of artists, | cannot stand it any longer!”

Abashed, submissive, Gaye sat therein his shabby suit; everything about him was shabby, pinched,
overdtrained and underfed, ground down and worn thin; and Otto knew he could shout at him for two
hours and promise him introductions, publication, performances. He would never be heard. Gaye would
only say in hisinaudible sammer, "I haveto writethe Massfird. . . ."

"You read German, en?"
"es"

"All right. After the massisfinished, then write songs. In German. Or French if you likeit, people are
used to it, they won't ligen in Viennaor Paristo alot of songsin alanguage like ours, or Rumanian or
Danish or what have yovu, it'samere curiogity, like folksongs. We want your music heard, so write for the
big countries, and remember most sngersareidiots. All right?!

"Yourevery kind, Mr. Egorin,” Gaye said, not submissively thistime but with a curiousforma
dignity. He knew that Otto was yielding to his stubborn unreason as he would to that of a great, afamous



artist, humoring him, getting round him, when he could aswell have stepped on him like abeetle. He
knew, in fact, that Otto was defeated.

"If you'll put the dephants asde for avery littlewhile, for afew evenings, in order to write something
which might conceivably be published, be heard, you see" Otto was saying, till ironic, exasperated, and
deferent, when the door swung open and his wife made an entrance. She svept Gaye's little sonin with
her, the Swiss maid followed. Theroom al at once was full of men, women, children, voices, perfume,
jewdry. "Otto, look what | found with Anne Elise! Did you ever see such an enchanter? Look at the
eyes, the great, dark, solemn eyes! 'HisnameisVadli, helikes chocolates." Such an enchanter, such a
little man, did you ever see such achild? How do you do, so glad. Y ou're Vadi's—?yes, of course, you
are, theeyes! Oh, Chrigt, what aghastly holethistownis, | want to leave on thefirst train after the
concert, Otto, | don't careif it'sthreein the morning. | can fed myself beginning to look like dl those
huge empty stone houses acrosstheriver, dl eyes, staring, saring, saring, like skullsl Why don't they
tear them down if nobody livesin them? Never again, never again, to hdll with the provinces and
encouraging nationd art, | can't Sing in every graveyard in the country, Otto. Anne Elise, draw my bath,
please. I'm smply filthy, | must be grey as buckwhegt. Are you the Management from Sorg?”

"I've dready talked to them on the telephone,” said Otto, knowing that Gaye would be unable to
answer. "Mr Gaye is acomposer, he writesMasses." He did not say "songs,” for that would catch
Egorinds attention. He was paying Gaye back alittle, giving him an object lesson in practicaity. Egorina,
uninterested in Masses, talked on. An unceasing flood of words poured from her for twenty-four hours
before each concert, and stopped only when she walked out on the stage, tall, magnificent, smiling, to
sng. After she had sung she would be quiet, ruminating. Shewas, Otto said, the most beautiful musical
instrument in the world. He had married her because it was the only way to keep her from going on the
light-opera stage; stubborn, stupid, and sengitive in proportion to her talent, she dreaded failure and
wanted to succeed the sure way. So Otto had married her and made her succeed the hard way, asa
lieder-singer. In October she would take her first operarole, Strausss Arabella. That probably meant
shewould talk for six straight weeks beforehand. Otto could bear it. She was very beautiful, and
generaly good-humored, and anyway one need not listen. She did not care whether one listened so long
asone was there, an audience.

Shetalked on, the sound of rushing water came from the bathroom, the telephone rang, she began
to talk on the telephone. Gaye had not said aword. The child stood beside him, grave as ever; Egorina
had forgotten dl about Vadi after making her entrance with him, and had been swearing like a sergeant.

Gaye stood up. Relieved, Otto took him to the door, gave him two passes to Egorinasrecita
tomorrow night, shrugged off his thanks—"We're not sold out, you know! Thisisadead town for
music." Behind them Egorinas voice flooded magnificently on, her laugh broke out like the jet of agreat
fountain. "Jesus! what do | care what that little Jew says?' she sang out, and again the great, golden
laugh. "Gaye," said Otto Egorin, "you know, there's one other thing. Thisis not agood world for music,
either. Thisworld now, in 1938. Y ou're not the only man who wonders, what's the good? who needs
music, who wantsit? Who indeed, when Europe is crawling with armies like a corpse with maggots,
when Russia uses symphoniesto glorify the latest boiler-factory in the Urds, when the function of music
has been al summed up in Putzi playing the piano to soothe the L eader's nerves. By the time your Mass
isfinished, you know, dl the churches may be blown into little pieces, and your men's choruswill be
wearing uniforms and aso being blown into little pieces. If not, send it to me, | shall beinterested. But I'm
not hopeful. | am on thelosing side, with you. So is she, my Egorinathere, believeit or not. She will
never believeit. ... But music isno good, no use, Gaye. Not any more. Write your songs, write your
Mass, it does no harm. | shall go on arranging concerts, it does no harm. But it won't saveus. . . ."

Ladidas Gaye and his son waked from the hotdl to the old bridge over the Ras; their homewasin



the OId City, the bleak jumbled quarter on the north side of the river. What Foranoy had in the way of
wed th and modernity lay south of theriver inthe New City. It wasawarm bright day, late spring; they
stopped on the bridge to look at the arches reflecting in the dark water, each with itsreflection forming a
perfect circle. A barge came through loaded with wadded crates and Vadi, held up by hisfather so he
could see over the stonerailing, spat down on one of the crates. "Shame on you," Ladidas Gaye said
without hest. He was happy. He did not care if he had blubbered like ababy in front of Otto Egorin, the
great impresario. He did not care if hewastired and this was one of hiswife's bad days and he was
dready late. He did not care about anything at al, except the child's smal, firm hand in his, and the way
the wind out here on the bridge, between city and city, carried away al sound and left one bathed in
warm, slent sunlight, and the fact that Otto Egorin knew what hewas. amusician. So far, inthisone
recognition by one man, he was strong and he wasfree. It went no further than that, his strength and
freedom, but it was enough. The trumpet-tune of his Sanctus sang in his head.

"Papa, why did the big lady have thingsin her earsand ask if | liked chocolate? Do people not like
chocolate?"

"They werejewds, Vadi. | don't know." The trumpet sang on. If only he and thelittle fellow could
gay here awhile, in the sunlight and silence, between city and city, between moment and moment ... They
went on, into the Old City, past the wharves, past the abandoned houses built of stone, up the hill, into
the courtyard of their tenement. Vadi broke loose, disappeared into a crowd of children brawling,
screaming, swarming in the court. Ladidas Gaye called after him, gaveit up, climbed the dark stairsand
went down adark hdl on thethird floor, let himsdlf in the dark kitchen, the first room of their three-room
flat. Hiswife was pedling potatoes at the kitchen table. She wore a dirty white wrapper, dirty pink
chenillemuleson her barefeet. "It'ssix o'clock, Ladis," she said without looking round at him.,

"l wasin the New City."

"Why'd you drag the child so far? Whereishe? Where are Toniaand Givana? | called and called
them, I'm sure they're not in the court. Why'd you go so far with the child?!

"l went to—"
"My back achesworse than ever, it's the heat, why is summer so hot here?”
"Let medo that."

"No, I'll finish. I wish you'd clean those gas ventsin the oven, Ladis, | must have asked you fifty
times. Now | can't get it lighted a all, it'sfilthy dirty, and | can't go scraping at it with my back likeitis.”

"All right. Let me change my shirt."

"Listen here, Ladis—Ladis IsVadi down therein the court in his good clothes? Go down and get
him right away, how do you think we can afford to get his good clothes cleaned every time he putsthem
on? Ladis? Go down and get him! Can you never think of these things? He's probably filthy dirty aready,
playing with those big roughnecks around the wd|!"

"I'm going, give metime, will you!"

In September the east wind of autumn rose, blowing past the empty stone houses and down the
bright troubled river, blowing scant litter about the city streets, blowing fine dust into peopl€'s eyesand
throats as they went home from work. Ladidas Gaye passed a street-orator, alittle girl crying loudly as
she ran down the steep street, a newspaper kiosk where the headlines said "Mr Neville Chamberlainin



Munich," abig stalled automobile around which a crowd had gathered, agroup of young fellows
watching afigfight, acouple of women talking earnestly to each other acrossthe Street, one standing on
the curb and the other hanging half out of atenement window, wearing a blue-and-scarlet satin wrapper;
he saw and heard it al, and saw and heard nothing. He was very tired. He got home. Hisyoung
daughters were playing in the court, in the well of shadow four stories deep. He saw them in the swarm
of girlsshrilling around an areaway, but did not stop. He went up the dark stairs, down the hall, into the
kitchen. Hiswife had been stronger lately, as the weather began to cool, but now shewasin avile
temper and ready to weep; little Vadi had been caught with older boystorturing a cat, pouring kerosene
over it, they planned to st it afire. "He's no good, he's alittle beast, how could achild want to do a
horrible thing likethat?' Vadi waslocked in the middle room, screaming with rage. Ladidas Gaye sat
down at the kitchen table and put hishead in his hands. Hefdt sick. Hiswife went on about the child, the
other children in the court. "That Mrs Rasse, sticking her head in here without even knocking and saying
did I know what my little Vadi was up to, asif her brats were something to be proud of, with their dirty
facesand pink eyeslike alot of rabbits. Are you going to do anything about it, Ladis, are you just going
to st there? Do you think 1 can handle him? Isthat the kind of son you want?"

"What can | do about it? Are we going to have anything to eat tonight? 1've got a piano lesson at
eight, you know. For God's sake let me sit down aminute, let me have some peace.”

"Peace! 'Y ou want peace, what do you careif the child turnsinto abrute like dl the others here! All
right, what do | care either if that'swhat you want." She dapped about the kitchen in her pink mules,

getting supper.
"Little children are crud," he said. "They don't know what it means. They find out.”

She shrugged. Vadi was sobbing now behind the door; he knew hisfather was home. Presently
Ladidas Gaye went into that room, sat with the child in the haf-dark. In the third room, where the
grandmother lay in bed, dance music blared from the radio; Ladidas had bought it secondhand for her, it
was her sole amusement and she never talked now of anything but what she heard on theradio. Vadli
clung to hisfather, not crying any more, worn out. "Y ou mustn't do anything like that with the other boys,
Vadi," the father murmured at last. " The poor beast isweaker than you, it can't help itsef.”

The child wassilent. All crudty, al misery, al darkness present and to come hung around them in
the dark room. Trombones blared awaltz in the next room. He clung to hisfather, silent.

Inthethick blaring of the trombones, thick as sweet cough syrup, Gaye heard for amoment the
deep clear thunder of his Sanctus like thunder between the stars, over the edge of the universe—one
moment of it, asif theroof of the building had been taken off and he looked up into the complete,
enduring darkness, one moment only. The announcer talked, a smooth excited gabble. When Gaye went
back to the kitchen he said to hiswife, over the shrill voices of the two girls, "The English Prime Minister
isin Munich with Hitler." She did not answer, only set the food down in front of him, soup and potatoes.
She was till overwrought and angry. "Eat and don't talk, you, shameless!” she snagpped a Vadi, who
had forgotten it al and was squabbling with hissgters.

As Gaye waked down the hill, across the bridge over the Rasin late dusk, atune he had written
wasin hishead. It wasthe last of seven poems he had s&t, dl inaburst, in August; he kept wondering if
that was enough to copy out and send to Otto Egorin in Krasnoy. But the last verse of the poem
bothered him now, the one that meant, "It is Thou in thy mercy that breakest down over our heads all we
build, that we may seethe sky: and so | do not complain.” He had muffed that last line; it should go
thus—Gaye sang it to himsdlf, sang the whole verse over, heard the accompaniment. Thereit was, that
wasit. Pray God his pupil would be late so that he could work it out on the piano at the Schola before



the lesson. But it was he who was late. When the lesson was over his head wasfull of dementi exercises
and though the mel ody was set now he could not get the accompaniment clear; as he had heard it on the
bridge it had been purer, more certain. He tried the verse, the whole song, over and over, but the janitor
was through cleaning and wanted to close the building. He started home. The wind was strong and cold
now, the sky empty, theriver black as oil under the arches of the bridge. He stopped there on the bridge
awhile, but could not hear the music he had heard.

Back a home he sat down at the kitchen table with the manuscript of the song, but with the weaker
verson before his eyes and no piano at hand he lost even the mood of the accompaniment he wanted; it
was all out of reach. He knew he was too tired to work but nonethel esstried, doggedly, angrily, to hear
and to write down. He sat hdf an hour motionless, never moving his hand. At the other end of the table
hiswife was mending Tonias dress, listening to some program of talk on the grandmother's radio. He put
his hands over his ears. She said something about music, but he did not listen. Thetotal impossibility of
writing was a choking weight in him, like abig chunk of rock in his chest. Nothing would ever change, he
thought, and in the next moment hefdt arelaxation within him, lightness, openness, and certainty, utter
certainty. He thought it was his own song, then, raising his head, understood that he was actudly hearing
thistune. He did not have to writeit. It had been written long ago, no one need suffer for it any more.
Lehmannwassngingit,

Du hold Kunst, ich danke dir.

He sat till along time. Music will not save us, Otto Egorin had said. Not you, or me, or her, the big
golden-voiced woman who had no children and wanted none; not Lehmann who sang the song; not
Schubert who had written it and was a hundred years dead. What good is music? None, Gaye thought,
and that isthe point. To theworld and its states and armies and factories and Leaders, music says, "You
areirrdevant”; and, arrogant and gentle asagod, to the suffering man it saysonly, "Listen." For being
saved is not the point. Music saves nothing. Merciful, uncaring, it denies and breaks down dl the shelters,
the houses men build for themsealves, that they may seethe sky.

Gaye put away the scribbled, ruled sheets of paper the little volume of poetry, the pen and ink. He
stretched and yawned. "Good night," he said in his soft voice, and went off to bed.

1938

The House

THE sunlight of any October lay yellow across her way, and hundreds of dry, golden afternoons rustled
under her steps. Only their great age kept the sycamores from being importunate. For blocks she was



pursued by the familiarity of shadows, bricks, and bal conies. Fountains spoke to her asif she had not
been away at al. Eight years she had been gone, and this stupid city had never noticed her absence; its
sunlight and the sound of its many waters hung about her like the walls of her own house, her home.
Confused and offended, she passed the house at 18 Reyn Street without a glance at its door or garden
wall, though something, not her eyes, saw that door and gate were locked. After that, the city began to
let her be. Within ablock or two it did not know her. The fountains talked to someone else. Now she
was differently confused, recognising none of these crossings, not one doorstep or window of the shops
and houses. She had to ask her way ignominioudy of street-signs and house-numbers, and when she
found the place she sought, a tenement with several entrances, she had to enter and inquire at open
doors. Rumpled beds, family quarrels and partly buttoned dressing-gowns sent her up to afourth-floor
room, where her knock was answered only by a pencilled card tacked on the door. F.L. PANIN, it
said. Shelooked in. A dormer room, jammed with the hefty sofas and tables of adismantled house; a
stranger's room, sunny, stuffy, defenseless.

Across from her was acurtained doorway. She said, "Anybody here?' and was answered from
behind the curtain by someone haf awake, "Hold on amoment.”

Sheheld on.

He came across the room, himself, as wholly himsdlf as the stones and sunlight of the city after these
eight years: theredlity of her wretched dreamsin which he and she stopped at inns on roads leading up
into grey mountains and could not find, down cold corridors, each other'sroom: the origina of al the
facamileswho, in Krasnoy on winter evenings, crossed a street with hiswalk or looked round with his
turn of the head: himself.

"Sorry, | wasadeep.”
"I'mMariya”

He stood till, and his coat hung on him as on a coatrack. Seeing that, she saw that hishair had gone
akind of dull grey—that hishair was grey. He wasthin, grey, changed. She would not have known him if
she passed him on the street. They shook hands.

"Sit down, Mariya," he said, and they both sat, in large shabby chairs. Acrossthe bare floor
between them lay abar of Aisnar's unalloyed, inimitable autumn sunlight. "I have the acove, but the
Panins let me use thisroom while they're out. They both work the day shift at the GPR."

"That's where you work too—evening shift? | was going to leave anote.”
"Usudly I'd be on the way to work by thistime. I've had some days off. Flu."

She should have expected him not to ask any questions. He didiked answering them, and seldom
asked them. It was his self-respect that prevented him, a salf-respect so entire that it included al other
men and women, accepted them as responsi ble, exempted them from question. How had he survived so
long in thisworld of the public confessiona?

"l have atwo-week holiday," she said. "1 work in Krasnoy, teaching. In the primary schools.”
It confused her to see his smile on the face of aman she did not know.

"I'm divorced from Givan."



Helooked down at the sunlight on the floor. She answered the next question he did not ask—"Four
years ago." Then shetook out her cigarettesin salf-defense. But she summoned up courage, before
laying the smokescreen, to offer him one, reaching out to him acrossthe sunlight: " Smoke?”

"Yes, thanks." Helooked at the cigarette, smeled it, and leaned forward happily to the flame of her
match. He inhaded the smoke and burst into a cough, a hacking, whacking cough, a series of explosons
like heavy artillery, the most noise she had ever heard him makein hislife. All through it he held on to the
cigarette, and when he had got his breath back he took another draw, not inhaing.

"Y ou shouldn't smoke," she said helplesdy.

"Haven't been," he said. Sweat stood out on his forehead, even in his hair, which she now saw was
only partly grey. Soon he put the cigarette out with care and stowed the unsmoked end in his shirt
pocket. This he did with grace and ease, but then he looked at her with apology. She had not been with
him during the years when he learned to save cigarette butts, and so might be embarrassed; and shetried
to look impassive, knowing how he didiked causng embarrassment.

The strangers room, the furniture of some other house, stood silently around them.

"Mariya, what did you come herefor?' The question, which would have been any other man's, was
not his, nor the voice; only the eyes, clear, frank, and obdurate.

"To seeyou. Totak to you, | mean, Pier. It got so that | had to. I'm lonely. | mean, more than that,
I'm done. By mysdf. Outside. There's nobody in Krasnoy that | can say anything to, they don't need me.
| used to think, while we were married, you know, that if | were by mysdlf, on my own, I'd find alot of
interesting people, friends, and be on theinsde, do you know what | mean? But that was al wrong. You
had friends then and | expect you do now. Y ou have a place to stand on when you meet people. | never
did, I never madefriends. | never have reached another person, except you. | suppose | didn't redly
want to reach anybody. But now | do." She stopped, and with the same horror with which she had heard
him cough, heard hersdlf sob loudly. "I can't stand it very much longer. Everything isfaling gpart. I've lost
my nerve." Shewent on asfast as she could. "Are people here buying salt? Y ou can't get salt any morein
Krasnoy, people buy it dl and saveit, they say if you wrap yourself in asheet soaked in sat water it will
cureradiation burns. Isthat true? | don't know. Is everyone here scared? But it's not just the bombs,
there are the other things they talk about, germ warfare, and how there are too many people and more dl
thetime, so soon welll al belikeratsin abox. And nobody seemsto redly hope for anything good any
more. And then you get older, and you think about dying, and in atime likethisit seems so mean and
pointless. Living and dying both. It'slike being done at night in the wind, it just blows right through me. |
try to hold mysdf up and have some dignity, you know, but | can't believeinit anymore, | fed like an ant
inaswarm, | can'tdoit alone!”

To spare her or himsalf he had gone to stand at the window, and with his back still turned he spoke,
gently. "Nobody can," he said. "But you can't turn back, my dear. Nobody can do that either.”

"I'm not trying to turn back. Truly I'm not. I'm just trying to meet you, now, here, don't you see?
Here where we are now. Because you're the only person | ever have met. All the others are on different
roads, they live in other houses. Didn't you ever think 1'd have to come back to you?"

"l never once thought it."

"But | never left you, Pier! | only ran away because | knew | belonged to you, and | thought the only
way I'd ever be mysdlf wasto get free of you. Mysdf, mysdlf, alot of good myself was. All | did wasrun



likeastupid bitch till I got to the end of my leash.”

"Wadll, leashes have two ends," he said, leaning forward asif to gaze through the glass a arooftop, a
cloud, aremote grey mountain-pesk. "l let go."

Shetried to smooth her hair, which escaped in fierce tendrils from the knotted braids, red-blonde.
Her voice was till shaky, but she said with dignity, "I wasn't talking about love, Pier."

"Then | don't understand.”

"l meant loyalty. Taking somebody in as part of your own life. Either you do or you don't. Wedid. |
wasdidoyd. Youlet me go, but you aren't capable of didoyaty."

He came back to the chair facing her and sat down.

Now she had the courage to look at him, and made sure that hisface had not in fact changed; it had
been eroded, erased, by sickness or hard times: not change, only loss.

"Look, my dear"—that word was most comfortable to Mariya, though she knew it was only the
expression of hisgenera kindliness—"look, my dear, no matter how you put it, you're trying to go back.
There's nothing left to go back to. Inany sense.” And he looked at her with that kindness, asif he wished
he could soften the facts.

"What happened? Will you tell me? Not now if you don't want. Sometime. | talked to Moshe, but |
didn't want to ask questions about you. | came here thinking you till lived in the house in Reyn Street and
.. dl thereg."

"Well, during the Pentor Government we published some worksthat got the House into trouble
when the R.E.P. came back into force. Bernoy, if you remember him, Bernoy and | weretried that fall.
Wewerein prison up north. They let me out two years ago. But of course | can't work for the state now
in aresponsible postion, and that cuts out working for the House" He dtill called it "the House," the
publishing firm Korre and Sons, which hisfamily had owned and run from 1813 to 1946. When the firm
was nationalised he had been kept on as manager. That had been his position when Mariyamet him and
married him and when sheleft him, and she had never imagined the chance of hislosingiit.

He took the cigarette end out of his shirt pocket, took up a matchbox from atable, then hesitated.
"Well, what it amountsto isthat where | am now isn't where | was during our marriage. I'm nowherein
particular, you see. And werewdl out of it. Loyalty redly isn't relevant, at thispoint." Helit the cigarette
and very cautioudy got amouthful of smoke.

The table-lamp had a purple, bal-fringed shade to it, something left over from another world.
Mariyafiddled with this, tugging &t the dusty purple bals asif counting them around the shade. Her face
was knotted in afrown. "Well, but where does loyalty count except in atight place? Y ou sound asiif
you'd given up, Pier!”

Silence gave assent.

"l haven't beenintroubleor injail, and | have ajob, and aroom to mysdf. I'm much better off. But
look at me. Likealost dog. Y ou can at least respect yoursdlf, no matter what they've taken from you,
but what I'velost isjust that—salf-respect.”

"You," he said, suddenly white with anger, "you took away my self-respect eight years ago!”



Thiswas not true, but she did not blame him for believing it. She persisted: "All right, then neither of
us has any, there's nothing to prevent our meseting.”

Silence gave no assent.

Mariyacounted off nine cotton balls, then another nine. "What | mean, | ought to say it, Pier, isthat |
want to see if we can meet again; if | can cometo you. Not come back, just come. | could be some help
to you, asthingsare. | wasjust coming begging, but | didn't know— | can get transferred to a school
here. At least we might find acouple of rooms, and when you'reill it'sahelp to have somebody to look
after things. It would be a better arrangement than this, for both of us. It would be more sensible.” Her
face began to contract with tears again. She could not keep from crying, and got up to go. Her deeve
caught in the ball-fringed shade and pulled the lamp down with asmash. "Oh I'm sorry | came! I'm
sorry!™ she cried, picking up the lamp, struggling to refit the shade. He took it from her. "The bulb broke,
see, the shade clamps onto the bulb. Don't cry, Mariya. WEll have to get anew bulb for it. Please, my
dear. It'sdl right.”

"I'll go get the new bulb. Then I'll go."

"l didn't say go." He moved back from her. "'l didn't say come, either. | don't know what to say.
Y ou go off with that bastard Givan Pelle, divorce me, and then come back to tell me loyalty'sthe only
thing that counts. Doesit? Did mine? 'Y ou told me then that fiddlity isabourgeois pretense invented by
married people who haven't the courageto live free.”

"l didn't say that, | repeated it, couldn't you tell | learned it from Givan!™

"| don't carewhere you learned it, you said it, to me!" He gasped for breath. He looked down at the
lampshade askew over the socket, and after aminute said, "All right. Wait." He sat down, and neither
spoke. A golden beam did imperceptibly up through the air of the room asthe sun'send of it did down
towardsthe quiet plowlands west of Aisnar. She saw hisface through adust of gold. He had been a
handsome man, when they married, fourteen years ago. A handsome, happy man, proud and kind, very
good at hiswork. There had been a splendor to him, awholeness.

That was gone. There was no more room in the world for whole people, they took up too much
gpace. What she had done to him was only a part of the genera program for cutting him and peoplelike
him down to size, for chopping and paring and breaking up, so that in the texture of life nothing large,
nothing hard, nothing grand should remain.

A gilt-framed mirror hung over the clothes-chest, and she went to it to repair her braids. It reflected
the brown air of aparlour long ago dispersed, the walls torn down: but in the mirror the blinds were il
drawn. Her face was there only as ablur among many silvery plagues of blindness. Shelooked behind
the curtain and saw a kerosene stove, a cot, a couple of packing-boxes serving as pantry and bureau.
Shelooked at the cot and thought of the oaken bedstead in the house in Reyn Street, white sheets open
and the white coverlet thrown back, on hot mornings of summer waking to the sound of fountains through
windows left open to moonlight and now radiant with sunlight, the white curtains blowing alittle; summers
of marriage.

"Ouf," she sighed, squeezed so flat between past and present that she could not breathe. "There
should be some place to go, some direction to things, shouldn't there. . . . Pier, what happened to

Bernoy?' "Typhus Injail."

"l remember him with that girl, the one who dropped her pearlsin the wine, but they were imitation



pearls.” "NinaFarbey." "Did they ever marry?'

"No, he married the eldest Akoste girl. Shelives over on the east Sde now, | see her now and then.
They had two boys." He stood up, rubbing hisface, and now came past her to get a necktie and comb
from the box by his bed. He made himself neat, peering into the mirror that refused to see him.

"Ligten, Fier, | want to tell you something. A while after we married, Givan told me that one reason
he'd wanted to marry me was he knew | couldn't have children. | don't know, he said alot of thingslike
that, they didn't mean much. But it made me think, it made me see that perhaps that's really what made
me leave you. When | found out | couldn't have children, after the miscarriage, you know, it didn't seem
so bad. But | kept on fedling lighter and lighter, asif there was nothing to me, | didn't weigh anything, and
it didn't matter what | did. But you were red, what you did till mattered. Only | didn't matter at dl."

"l wish you'd told me that.”

"l didn't know it then."

"Come, let'sgoon.”

"I'll go; it'scold. Isthere ashop near?'

"l want to get out." They went down the rattling Sairs. At thefirst breath outside he gasped like a
diver into amountain lake and fired off ashort volley of hiscoughs, but then went on dl right. They
walked fast because it was cold and because the cold and the golden light and blocks of blue shadow
exhilarated them. "How is so-and-s0," she asked of various old acquaintances, and hetold her. He had
not dipped out of the net of friendship, acquaintance, aliance by blood, marriage, work, or temperament,
woven over a hundred and thirty years by hisfamily and their House, secured by his statusin aprovincia
city, and enlarged by his own sociable character. She had thought of herself as one born for few,
passionate friendships, out of place at the polite and cheerful dinnertables and firesides of hislife. Now
she thought she had not been out of place, only envious. She had begrudged him to his friends, she had
envied the gifts he gave them: his courtesy, hiskindness, his affection. She had envied him his competence
and plessureinthe act of living.

They went into ahardware shop and he asked for aforty-watt light bulb. While the man wasfinding
it and filling out the Government salesformsfor it, Mariyagot the money ready. Pier had aready put
money on the counter.

"I brokeit," she said in an undertone.
"Youreavigtor. It'smy lamp.”
“Noit'snat, it'sthe Panins."

"Hereyou are," he said gracefully, and the man took his money. Cheered by thisvictory, he asked
asthey left the shop, "Did you come by Reyn Street?"

IIYSIII
He smiled; hisface wasvivid, thelow sun shining full onit. "Did you look at the house?!

“No."



"1 knew you hadn't!" The reddish light kindled him like amatch. "Come aong, let'sgo look at it. It
hasn't changed at al. Would you like to?—if you don't, please say 0. | couldn't go past it, when | first
got back." They were now walking back together the way she had come adone. "That, of course," he
went on quite light-heartedly, "ismy reef, my undoing. Y oursisisolation. Mine's owning. Love of place.
Love of one place. People are not redly important to me, you know, asthey areto you. But after awhile
| saw thetrick, the point, just asyou did; it's the same thing, loydty. | mean, ownership and loyalty don't
actually depend on each other. Y ou lose the place, but you keep the loyalty. Now | liketo go by the
house. They used it for a Government office for awhile, printing forms or something, I'm not sure what
it'sused for now."

They were soon waking on the dry leaves of sycamores between the walls of gardens and the calm,
ornate fronts of old houses. Thewind of the autumn evening smelled very sweet. They sopped and
looked at the house at 18 Reyn Street: agold stucco front; an iron balcony over the door that opened
straight onto the street; ahigh, beautiful window to either sde of the door, and three windows above. A
crab-appletree leaned over thewall of the garden. In spring the windows of the east bedrooms opened
on the froth and spume of its flowering. In the square before the house a fountain played in ashallow
basin, and standing near the gate in the wall they heard the smal babbling reply of thelittle naiad-fountain
in the garden. When the windows were open in summer the murmur of water filled the house. Against the
locked door, the locked gate, the drawn blinds, she remembered open windows filled with moonlight,
sunlight, leaves, the sound of water and of voices.

"Property istheft,” Pier Korre said dreamily, looking at his house.
"It looks empty. All the blinds are drawn."
"Yes, it does. Well, come dong.”

After ablock or two she said, "Nothing leads anywhere. We come and stand in the street like
tourigts. Your family built it, you wereborniniit, welived init. Yearsand years. Not just our years, al the
years. All broken off. It'sdl in pieces.”

While they waked, separated sometimes by a hurrying man or an old woman pushing a
barrow-load of firewood, asthe narrow streets of Aisnar filled up with people coming from work, she
kept talking to him. "It's not just human isolation, londliness, that | can't gand any more. It'sthat nothing
holds together, everything is broken off, broken up—people, years, events. All in pieces, fragments, not
linked together. Nothing weighs anything anymore. Y ou start from nothing, and so it doesn't matter which
way you go. But it must metter.”

Avoiding apushcart of onions, he said either, "It should,” or, "It doesn't.”

"It does. It must. That'swhy I'm back here. We had away to go, isn't that true? That's what
marriageis, it means making ajourney together, night and day. | was afraid of going ahead, | thought I'd
get lost, my precious sdif, you know. So | ran off. But | couldn't, there was nowhere elseto go. There's
only oneway. At twenty-one | married you and here it is fourteen years and two divorceslater and I'm
gl your wife. | dwayswas. Everything | ever did since | was twenty has been done for you, or to you,
or with you, or against you. Nobody e se counted except in comparison, or relation, or opposition to
you. Y ou're the house to which | come home. Whether the doors are open or locked.”

Hewaked along beside her, silent.

"Can| stay here, Pier?"



Hisvoice hardly freed itsdf from the jumble of voices and noisesin the street: "There are no doors.
No house [eft."

Hisface wastired and angry; he did not look at her. They reached his tenement and climbed the
garsand cameinto the Panins flat.

"We could find something better than this" she said with timidity. "Some privecy . . ."

The room was dusky, the window a square of void evening sky, without color. He sat down on the
sofa. She put the new bulb in the socket, fixed the ball-fringed shade on it, switched it on and off again.
Pier'sbody as he sat awkwardly relaxed, stripped of al grace and of the substance that holds aman
down heavy on the earth, was like a shadow among the shadows. She sat down on the floor beside him.
After awhile shetook hishand. They sat in slence; and the silence between them was heavy, was
present, it had along past, and afuture, it waslike along road walked at evening.

People came heavy-footed into the room, switching on the lamp, speaking, Staring: an ugly,
innocent-looking couplein ther twenties, he lank, she pregnant. Mariyajumped up smoothing her braids.
Fier got up. "The Panins, Mariya," hesaid. "Martin, Anna, thisisMariyaKorre. My wife."

1965

The Lady of Moge

THEY met once when they were both nineteen, and again when they were twenty-three. That they met
only once after that, and long after, was André's fault. It was not the kind of fault one would have
expected of him, seeing him at nineteen years old, a boy poised above his destiny like ahawk. One saw
the eyes, the hawk-eyes, clear, unblinking, fierce. Only when they were closed in deep did anyone ever
see hisface, beautiful and passive, the face of the hero. For heroes do not make history—that isthe
historians job—but, passive, |et themselves be borne aong, swept up to the crest of thetide of change,
of chance, of war. She was |sabella Oriana M ogeskar, daughter of the Counts of Helle and the Princes
of Moge. Shewas aprincess, and lived in acastle on a hill above the Molsen River. Y oung Andre
Kalinskar was coming to seek her hand in marriage. The Kainskar family coach rolled for half an hour
through the domains of Moge, came through awalled town and up a steep fortified hill, passed under a
gateway six feet thick, and stopped before the castle. The high wall was made splendid by aninfinite
tracery of red vines, for it was autumn; the chestnut trees of the forecourt were flawless gold. Over the
golden trees, over the towers, stood the faint, clear, windy sky of late October. Andre looked about him
with interest. He did not blink.



In the windowless ground-floor hall of the castle, among saddles and muskets and hunting, riding,
fighting gear the two old companions-at-arms, Andre's father and Prince Mogeskar, embraced. Upstairs
where windows looked out to the river and the rooms were furnished with the comforts of peace, the
Princess | sabella greeted them. Reddish-fair, with along, cam, comely face and grey-blue
eyes—Autumn as ayoung girl—she wastdl, taller than Andre. When he straightened from hisbow to
her he straightened farther than usua, but the difference remained at least aninch.

They were eighteen at table that night, guests, dependents, and the Mogeskars. 1sabella, her father,
and her two brothers. George, acheerful fifteen-year-old, talked hunting with Andre; the older brother
and heir, Brant, glanced a him a couple of times, listened to him once, and then turned hisfair head
away, satisfied: hissster would not stoop to this Kainskar fellow. Andre set histeeth, and, in order not
to look at Brant, looked at his mother, who was talking with the Princess I sabella. He saw them both
glance a him, asif they had been speaking of him. In his mother's eyes he saw, asusud, pride and irony,
in the girl's—what? Not scorn; not gpprova. She smply saw him. She saw him clearly.

It was exhilarating. He fdlt for the first time that esteem might be amotive quite as powerful as
desire.

Late the next afternoon, leaving hisfather and his host to fight old battles, he went up to the roof of
the castle and stood near the round tower to look out over the Molsen and the hillsin the dying, windy,
golden light. She came to him through the wind, across the stone. She spoke without greeting, asto a
friend. "I've been wanting to talk with you.”

Her beauty, like the golden weather, cheered his heart, made him both bold and cam. "And | with
you, princess!”

"l think you're agenerous man,” she said. There was a pleasant husky tone, dmost gutturad, in her
light voice. He bowed alittle, and compliments pranced through his mind, but something prompted him to

sy only, "Why?'

"It'squite plainto see" shereplied, impatient. "May | speak to you as one man to another?' "Asone
man—7?"

"Dom Andre, when | first met you yesterday, | thought, 'l have met afriend at last.' Was | right?"
Did she plead, or chdlenge? He was moved. He said, "Y ou wereright.”

"Then may | ask you, my friend, not to try to marry me?1 don't intend to marry.” Therewasalong
dlence. "'l shdl do asyou wish, princess.” "And without arguing!” cried thegirl, dl a once dight, aflame.
"Oh, I knew you were afriend! Please, Dom Andre, don't fedl sad or foolish. | refused the others without
even thinking about it. With you, | had to think. Y ou seg, if | refuse to marry, my father will send meto
the convent. So | can't refuseto marry, | can only refuse each suitor. Y ou see?' He did; though if she had
given him timeto think, he would have thought that she must in the end accept elther marriage or the
convent, being, after dl, agirl. But she did not give him timeto think. " So the suitors keep coming; and
it'slike Princess Ranya, in the tale, you know, with her three questions, and al the young men's heads
stuck on poles around the palace. It isso cruel and wearisome " She sighed, and leaning on the
parapet beside Andrelooked out over the golden world, smiling, inexplicable, comradely.

"l wish you'd ask me the three questions,” he said, wistful.

"l have no questions. | have nothing to ask.”



"Nothing to ask that | could give you, to be sure.”
"Ah, you've dready given mewhat | asked of you— not to ask me!"

He nodded. He would not seek her reasons; his rebuffed pride, and asense of her vulnerability,
forbadeit. And soin her sweet perverdity she gave them to him. "What | want, Dom Andre, isto be |eft
aone. Tolivemy life, my own life. At least till I've found out... The onething | have questionsto ask of, is
mysdf. To livemy own life, to find out my own way, am | too wesk to do that? | was born in thiscastle,
my people have been lords here for along time, one gets used to it. Look at the walls, you can see why
Moge has been attacked but never taken. Ah, one'slife could be so splendid, God knows what might
happen! Isnt it true, Dom Andre? One mustn't choose too soon. If | marry | know what will happen,
what I'll do, what I'll be. And | don't want to know. | want nothing, except my freedom."

"l think," Andre said with asense of discovery, "most women marry to get their freedom.”

"Then they want lessthan | do. Theré's something insde me, in my heart, abrightnessand a
heaviness, how can | describeit? Something that exists and does not yet exist, which ismineto carry,
and not mineto give up to any man.”

Did she speak, Andre wondered, of her virginity or of her destiny? She was very strange, but it was
aprincely and atouching strangeness. In al she said, however arrogant and naive, she was most
estimable; and though desire was forbidden, she had reached straight into him to histenderness, the first
woman who had ever done s0. She stood there quite alone, within him, as she stood beside him and
done.

"Doesyour brother know your mind?"
"Brant? No. My father isgentle; Brant is not. When my father dies, Brant will force me to marry.”
"Thenyou havenoone. . ."

"l haveyou," she said smiling. "Which meansthat | have to send you away. But afriendisafriend,
near or far."

"Near or far, cal to meif you need afriend, princess. | will come." He spoke with a sudden dignity
of passion, vowing to her, asaman when very young will vow himsdlf entirely to the rarest and most
imperilled thing he has beheld. Shelooked at him, shaken from her gentle, careless pride, and he took her
hand, having earned the right. Beyond them the river ran red under the sunset. "I will," she said. "1 was
never grateful to aman before, Dom Andre."

He left her, full of exdtation; but when he got to hisroom he sat down, fegling suddenly very tired,
and blinking often, asif on the point of tears.

That wastheir first meeting, in the wind and golden light on the top of the world, & nineteen. The
Kainskars went back home. Four years passed, in the second of which, 1640, began the civil struggle
for succession known asthe War of the Three Kings.

Like most petty noble families the Kadinskars sded with Duke Givan Sovenskar in hisclaim to the
throne.

Andretook armsin histroops, by 1643, when they were fighting town by town down through the
Molsen Province to Krasnoy, Andre was afield-captain. To him, while Sovenskar pushed on to the



capital to be crowned, was entrusted the siege of the last stronghold of the Loydists east of theriver, the
town and castle of Moge. So on aJune day Andre lay, chin on folded arms, on the rough grass of a
hilltop, gazing across avaley & the date roofs of the town, thewallsrising from a surf of chestnut leaves,
the round tower, the shining river beyond.

"Captain, where do you want the culverins placed?’

The old prince was dead, and Brant Mogeskar had been killed in March, in the east. Had King
Gulhedm sent troops across the river to the defense of his defenders, hisriva might not be riding now to
Krasnoy to be crowned; but no help had come, and the Mogeskars were besieged now in their own
castle. Surrender they would not. Andre's lieutenant, who had arrived some days before him with the light
troops, had requested a parley with George Mogeskar; but he had not even seen the prince. He had
been received by the princess, he said, ahandsome girl, but hard asiron. She had refused to parley:
"Mogeskar does not bargain. If you lay sege we shall hold the castle. If you follow the Pretender we
ghdl wait herefor theKing."

Andrelay gazing at the tawny walls. "Well, Soten, the problem'sthis. do we take the town first, or
the castle?!

But that was not the problem at al. The problem was much crudller than that.

Lieutenant Soten sat down by him and puffed out hisround cheeks. "Cadtle,” he said. "L ose weeks
taking that town, and then still have the castle to breach.”

"Breach that—with the guns we've got? Once we're in the town, they'll accept termsin the castle.”
"Captain, that woman in there isn't going to accept any terms.”

"How do you know?'

"I've seen her!"

"So havel," said Andre. "WEell set the culverinsthere, at the south wall of the town. Well begin
bombardment tomorrow at dawn. We were asked to take the fort asit stands. It'll have to be at the cost
of thetown. They give usno choice." He spoke grimly, but wasin his heart elated. He would give her
every chance: the chance to withdraw from the hopeless fight and the chance, o, to prove hersdf, to
use the courage she had felt heavy and shining in her breast, like asword lying secret in its sheath.

He had been aworthy suitor, a man of her own mettle, and had been rejected. Fair enough. She did
not want alover, but an enemy; and he would be aworthy, an estimable one. He wondered if she yet
knew his name, if someone had said, "Field-captain Kainskar isleading them,” and she had replied in her
lordly, gentle, unheeding way, "Andre Kainskar?'—frowning perhapsto learn that he had joined the
Duke againgt the King, and yet not displeased, not sorry to have him as her foe.

They took the town, at the cost of three weeks and many lives. Later when Kainskar was Marsha
of the Roya Army hewould say when drunk, "1 can take any town. | took Moge." Thewallswere
ingenioudy fortified, the castle arsend seemed inexhaugtible, and the defenders fought with terrible spirit
and patience. They withstood shelling and assaults, put out fires barehanded, ate air, in the last extremity
fought face to face, house after house, from the town gate up to the castle scarp; and when taken
prisoner they said, "It'sher." He had not seen her yet. He had feared to see her in the thick of that
carnage in the narrow, ruined streets. From them at evening he kept looking up to the battlements a
hundred feet above, the smoking cannon-emplacements, the round tower tawny red in sunset, the



untouched castle.

"Wonder how we could get amatch into the powder-store," said Lieutenant Soten, puffing his
cheeks out cheerfully. His captain turned on him, his hawk-eyes red and swollen with smoke and
weariness. "I'm taking Moge asit sands! Blow up the best fort in the country, would you, because you're
tired of fighting? By God I'll teach you respect, Lieutenant!" Respect for what, or whom? Soten
wondered, but held histongue. Asfar as he was concerned, Kainskar wasthe finest officer in the army,
and he was quite content to follow him, into madness, or wherever. They were al mad with the fighting,
with fatigue, with the glaring, grilling heat and dust of summer.

They bombarded and made assaults a al hours, to keep the defenders from rest. In the dark of
early morning Andre was leading atroop up to a partia breach they had made by mining the outer wall,
when aforay from the castle met them. They fought with swords there in the darkness under thewall. It
was a confused and ineffectual scrap, and Andre was calling his men together to retreat when he became
aware that he had dropped his sword. He groped for it. For some reason his hands would not grasp, but
did stupidly among clods and rocks. Something cold and grainy pressed againgt hisface: the earth. He
opened his eyes very wide, and saw darkness.

Two cows grazed in theinner courtyard, the last of the great herds of Moge. At fivein the morning a
cup of milk was brought to the princessin her room, asusua, and alittle while later the captain of thefort
came as usud to give her the night's news. The news was the same as ever and Isabellapaid little heed.
Shewas cd culating when King Gulhelm's forces might arrive, if her messenger had got to him. It could
not be sooner than ten days. Ten dayswas along time. It was only three days now since the town had
falen, and that seemed quite remote, an event from last year, from history. However, they could hold out
ten days, even two weeks, if they had to. Surely the King would send them help.

"They'll send amessenger to ask about him," Breye was saying.
"Him?' Sheturned her heavy look on the captain.

"Thefidd-captain.”

"Whet field-captain?'

"l wastelling you, princess. Theforay took him prisoner thismorning.”
"A prisoner? Bring him here at once!™

"He's got a sabre-cut on the head, princess.”

"Can he speak?I'll go to him. What's his name?"

"Kdinskar."

She followed Breye through gilt bedrooms where muskets were stacked on the beds, down along
parqueted corridor that crunched underfoot with crystal from the shattered candle-sconces, to the
ballroom on the east Side, now a hospital. Oaken bedsteads, pillared and canopied, their curtains open
and awry, stood about on the sweep of floor like stray shipsin aharbor after storm. The prisoner was
adeep. She sat down by him and looked at hisface, adark face, serene, passive. Something within her
grieved; not her will, which was resolute; but she wastired, mortaly tired and grieved, as she sat looking
at her enemy. Hemoved alittle and opened his eyes. She recognised him then.



After along time she sad, "Dom Andre.”

Heamiled alittle, and said something inaudible.

"The surgeon says your wound is not serious. Have you been leading the Sege?”

"Yes" hesad, quiteclearly.

"From the gart?'

"es"

Shelooked up at the shuttered windows which et in only adim hint of the hot July sunlight.
"You'reour first prisoner. What news of the country?'

"Givan Sovenskar was crowned in Krasnoy on thefirg. Gulhemisdill in Aisnar.”

"Y ou don't bring good news, captain,” she said softly, with indifference. She glanced round the other
beds down the great room, and motioned Breye to stand back. It irked her that they could not speak
aone. But she found nothing to say.

"Areyou done here, princess?’

He had asked her a question like that the other time, up on the rooftop in the sunset.
"Brant isdead,” she answered.

"1 know. But the younger brother .. I hunted with him in the marshes, that time."

"Georgeis here now. He was at the defense of Kastre. A mortar blew up. It blinded him. Did you
lead the Sege a Kastre, too?"

"No. | fought there."
She met hiseyes, only for amoment.
"I'm sorry for this" she said. "For George. For mysdlf. For you, who swore to be my friend.”

"Areyou?|'m not. I've donewhat 1 could. I've served your glory. Y ou know that even my own
soldiers sing songs about you, about the Lady of Moge, like an archangel on the castle walls. In Krasnoy
they talk about you, they sing the songs. Now they can say that you took me prisoner, too. They talk of
you with wonder. Y our enemiesrejoice in you. Y ou've won your freedom. Y ou have been yoursdf.” He
spoke quickly, but when he stopped and shut his eyes amoment to rest, hisface looked still again,
youthful. Isabella sat for aminute saying nothing, then suddenly got up and went out of the room with the
hurrying, awkward gait of agirl in distress, gracelessin her heavy, powder-stained dress.

Andre found that she was gone, replaced by the old captain of the fort, who stood |ooking down at
him with hatred and curiogity.

"l admire her asmuch asyou do!" he said to Breye. "More, more even than you herein the castle.
More than anyone. For four years—" But Breye too was gone. "Get me some water to drink!" he said
furioudy, and then lay slent, saring at the celling. A roar and shudder—what was it?—then three dull



thuds, deep and shocking like the pain in the root of atooth; then another roar, shaking the bed—he
understood finally that this was the bombardment, heard from inside. Soten was carrying out orders.
"Stopit," he said, asthe hideous racket went on and on. "Stop it. | need to deep. Stop it, Soten! Cease

fiing!"

When he woke free of delirium it was night. A person was Sitting near the head of hisbed. Between
him and the chair acandle burned; beyond the yellow globe of light about the candle-flame he could see
aman's hand and deeve. "Who'sthere?" he asked uneasily. The man rose and showed himin the full light
of the candle aface destroyed. Nothing was | eft of the features but mouth and chin. These were delicate,
the mouth and chin of aboy of about nineteen. The rest was newly healed scar.

"I'm George Mogeskar. Can you understand me?"
"Yes," Andrereplied from acondtricted throat.
"Canyou St up to write? | can hold the paper for you."
"What should | write?"

They both spoke very low.

"l wish to surrender my castle," Mogeskar said. "But | wish my sister to be gone, out of here, to go
free. After that | shall give up the fort to you. Do you agree?”’

lll_Wa't_ll

"Write your lieutenant. Tell him that | will surrender on this one condition. | know Sovenskar wants
thisfort. Tell himthat if sheisdetained, | shal blow thefort, and you, and mysdlf, and her, into dust. Y ou
see, | have nothing much to lose, myself." The boy'svoice waslevd, but alittle husky. He spoke dowly
and with absolute definiteness.

"The. .. theconditionisjust,” Andre sad.

Mogeskar brought an inkwell into the light, felt for itstop, dipped the pen, gave pen and paper to
Andre, who had managed to get himsdlf haf Stting up. When the pen had been scratching on the paper
for aminute, Mogeskar said, "I remember you, Kalinskar. We went hunting in the long marsh. Y ou were
agood shot."

Andre glanced at him. He kept expecting the boy to lift off that unspeakable mask and show his
face. "When will the princess|eave? Shal my lieutenant give her escort acrosstheriver?”

"Tomorrow night at eeven. Four men of ourswill go with her. Onewill come back to warrant her
escape. It seemsthe grace of God that you led this Sege, Kainskar. | remember you, | trust you." His
voice was like hers, light and arrogant, with that same husky note. "Y ou can trust your lieutenant, | hope,
to keep this secret.”

Andre rubbed his head, which ached; the words he had written jiggled and writhed on the paper.
"Secret? Y ou wish this—these terms to be kept—you want her escape to be made secretly?

"Doyou think | wishit said that | sold her courage to buy my safety? Do you think shed go if she
knew what | am giving for her freedom? She thinks she's going to beg aid from King Gulhem, whilel
hold out herel”



"Prince, shewill never forgive—"

"It'snot her forgiveness | want, but her life. She'sthelast of us. If she stays here, shelll seeto it that
when you findly take the castle sheiskilled. | am trading Moge Castle, and her trust in me, against her
life"

"I'm sorry, prince,” Andre said; hisvoice quavered with tears. "I didn't understand. My head's not
very clear." He dipped the pen in the inkwell the blind man held, wrote another sentence, then blew on
the paper, folded it, put it in the prince's hand.

"May | see her before she goes?’

"l don't think shéelll cometo you, Kalinskar. Sheisafraid of you. She doesn't know that it's| who
will betray her." Mogeskar put out his hand into his unbroken darkness; Andre took it. He watched the
tall, lean, boyish figure go hesitatingly off into the dark. The candle burned on at the bedside, the only light
inthe high, long room. Andre lay staring at the golden, pulsing sphere of light around the flame.

Two dayslater Moge Castle was surrendered to its besiegers, whileitslady, unknowing and
hopeful, rode on across the neutral lands westward to Aisnar.

And they met the third and last time, only by chance. Andre had not availed himsdf of Prince
George Moges-kar'sinvitation to stop at the castle on hisway to the border war in "47. To avoid the Site
of hisfirst notable victory, to refuse aproud and grateful ex-enemy, was unlike him, suggesting either fear
or abad conscience, in neither of which did he much indulge himsalf. Nonetheless, he did not go to
Moge. It wasthirty-seven yearslater, at awinter bal in Count Alexis Helleskar's house in Krasnoy, that
somebody took hisarm and said, "Princess, let me present Marshall Kalinskar. The Princess I sabella
Proyedskar."

He made his usua deep bow, straightened up, and straightened up still more, for the woman was
taller than he by aninch at least. Her grey hair was piled into the complex rings and puffs of the current
fashion. The panels of her gown were embroidered with arabesques of seedpearls. Out of abroad, pae
face her blue-grey eyeslooked straight at him, an inexplicable, comradely gaze. She was smiling. "I know
Dom Andre" shesaid.

"Princess,”" he muttered, gppalled.

She had got heavy; she was a big woman now, imposing, firmly planted. Asfor him, hewas skin
and bone, and lamein theright leg.

"My youngest daughter, Oriana." Thegirl of seventeen or eighteen curtsied, looking curioudy at the
hero, the man who in three wars, in thirty years of fighting, had forced a broken country back into one
piece, and earned himsdlf asmple and unquestionable fame. What a skinny little old man, said the girl's

eyes.
"Y our brother, princess—"

"George died many years ago, Dom Andre. My cousin Enrikeislord of Moge now. But tell me, are
you married? | know of you only what dl the world knows. It's been so long, Dom Andre, twicethis
child'sage. . . ." Her voice was maternd, plaintive. The arrogance, the lightness were gone, even the
huskiness of passion and of fear. She did not fear him now. She did not fear anything. Married, a mother,
agrandmother, her day over, asheath with the sword drawn, a castle taken, no man's enemy.



"I married, princess. My wife died in childbirth, while | wasin thefield. Many years ago." He spoke
harshly.

Shereplied, band, plaintive, "Ah, but how sad lifeis, Dom Andre!”

"Y ou wouldn't have said that on thewalls of Moge," he said, till more harshly, for it galed his heart
to see her like this. Shelooked at him with her blue-grey eyes, impassive, smply seeing him.

"No," shesaid, "that'strue. And if | had been alowed to die on the walls of Moge, | should have
died believing that life held great terror and greet joy."

"It does, princess” said Andre Kainskar, lifting his dark face to her, aman unabated and unfulfilled.
She only smiled and said in her level, materna voice, "For you, perhaps.”

Other guests came up and she spoke to them, smiling. Andre stood aside, looking ill and glum,
thinking how right he had been never to go back to Moge. He had been able to believe himsdlf an honest
man. He had remembered, faithfully, joyfully, for forty years, the red vines of October, the hot blue
evenings of midsummer in the sege. And now he knew that he had betrayed dl that, and lost the thing
worth having, after dl. Passve, heroic, he had given himsdf wholly to hislife; but the gift he had owed
her, the soldier's one gift, was death; and he had withheld it. He had refused her. And now, at sixty, after
al thedays, wars, years, countrysides of hislife, now he had to turn back and seethat he had lost it all,
had fought for nothing, that there was no princessin the castle.

1640

Imaginary Countries

"WE can't driveto theriver on Sunday," the baron said, "because we're leaving on Friday.” Thetwo little
ones gazed a him across the breskfast table. Zidasaid, "Marmalade, please,” but Paul, ayear older,
found in aremote, disused part of hismemory adarker dining-room from the windows of which one saw
rain faling. "Back to the city?' he asked. Hisfather nodded. And at the nod the sunlit hill outside these
windows changed entirely, facing north now instead of south. That day red and yellow ran through the
woods likefire, grapes swelled fat on the heavy vines, and the clear, fierce, fenced fields of August
sretched themsalves out, patient and unboun-daried, into the haze of September. Next day Paul knew
the moment he woke that it was autumn, and Wednesday. "Thisis Wednesday," hetold Zida,
"tomorrow's Thursday, and then Friday when we leave.”

"I'm not going to," she replied with indifference, and went off to the Little Woods to work on her



unicorn trap. It was made of an egg-crate and many little bits of cloth, with various kinds of bait. She had
been making it ever since they found the tracks, and Paul doubted if she would catch even asquirrd init.
He, aware of time and season, ran full speed to the High Cliff to finish the tunndl there before they had to
go back to the city.

Ingde the house the baroness's voice dipped like aswallow down the attic airs. "O Rosal Where
is the blue trunk then?" And Rosa not answering, she followed her voice, pursuing it and Rosaand the
lost trunk down stairs and ever farther hallwaysto ajoyful reunion at the cellar door. Then from his study
the baron heard Tomas and the trunk come grunting upward step by step, while Rosa and the baroness
began to empty the children's closets, carrying off little loads of shirts and dresseslike delicate,
methodica thieves. "What are you doing?' Zida asked sternly, having come back for a coat-hanger in
which the unicorn might entangle his hoof. "Packing,”" said the maid. "Not my things" Zida ordered, and
departed. Rosa continued rifling her closet. In his study the baron read on undisturbed except by a sense
of regret which rose perhaps from the sound of hiswife's swet, distant voice, perhaps from the qudlity of
the sunlight faling across his desk from the uncurtained window.

In another room his older son Stanidas put amicroscope, atennis racket, and abox full of rocks
with their [abels coming unstuck into his suitcase, then gaveit up. A notebook in his pocket, he went
down the coal red halls and stairs, out the door into the vast and sudden sunlight of the yard. Josef,
reading under the Four EIms, said, "Where are you off to? It'shot." There was no time for stopping and
talking. "Back soon,” Stanidasreplied politely and went on, up theroad in dust and sunlight, past the
High Cliff where his haf-brother Paul was digging. He stopped to survey the engineering. Roads metdled
with white clay zigzagged over the cliff-face. The Citroen and the Rolls were parked near abridge
gpanning an eroson-gully. A tunnd had been pierced and was in process of enlargement. "Good tunnd,”
Stanidas said. Radiant and filthy, the engineer replied, "It'll be ready to drive through this evening, you
want to come to the ceremony?' Stanidas nodded, and went on. Hisroad led up along, high hilldope,
but he soon turned from it and, legping the ditch, entered his kingdom and the kingdom of the trees.
Within afew steps al dust and bright light were gone. Leaves overhead and underfoot; an air like green
water through which birds swam and the dark trunks rose lifting their burdens, their crowns, towardsthe
other eement, the sky. Stanidas went first to the Oak and stretched hisarms out, straining to reach a
quarter of the way around the trunk. His chest and cheek were pressed against the harsh, scored bark;
the smdl of it and its shelf-fungi and mosswasin his nogtrils and the darkness of it in hiseyes. It wasa
bigger thing than he could ever hold. It was very old, and dive, and did not know that he was there.
Smiling, hewent on quietly, a notebook full of mapsin his pocket, among the trees towards
yet-uncharted regions of hisland.

Josef Brone, who had spent the summer assisting his professor with documentation of the history of
the Ten Provincesin the Early Middle Ages, sat uneasily reading in the shade of ems. Country wind blew
across the pages, across hislips. He looked up from the Latin chronicle of a battle lost nine hundred
years ago to the roofs of the house called Asgard. Square as abox, with a sediment of porches, sheds,
and stables, and square to the compass, the house stood initsflat yard; after awhilein al directionsthe
fiddsrose up dowly, turning into hills, and behind them were higher hills, and behind them sky. It waslike
awhite box in ablue and yellow bowl, and Josef, fresh from college and intent upon the Jesuit seminary
he would enter in thefal, ready to read documents and make abstracts and copy references, had been
embarrassed to find that the baron's family caled the place after the home of the northern gods. But this
no longer troubled him. So much had happened here that he had not expected, and so little seemed to
have been finished. The history was years from completion. In three months he had never found out
where Stanidas went, alone, up the road. They were leaving on Friday. Now or never. He got up and
followed the boy. The road passed aten-foot bank, hafway up which clung the little boy Paul, diggingin
the dirt with hisfingers, making anoisein histhroat: mm, rrrrm. A couple of toy carslay at thefoot of the



bank. Josef followed the road on up the hill and presently began expecting to reach the top, from which
he would see where Stanidas had gone. A farm came into sight and went out of sight, the road climbed, a
lark went up singing asif very near the sun; but there was no top. The only way to go downhill on this
road was to turn around. He did so. As he neared the woods above Asgard a boy legpt out onto the
road, quick as ahawk's shadow. Josef called his name, and they met in the white glare of dust. "Where
have you been?" asked Josef, swesating—"1n the Great Woods," Stanidas answered, "that grove there.”
Behind him the trees gathered thick and dark. "Isit cool in there?' Josef asked wistfully. "What do you
do inthere?'—"Oh, | map trails. Just for thefun of it. It'sbigger than it looks." Stanidas hesitated, then
added, "Y ou haven't beeninit?'Y ou might like to seethe Oak." Josef followed him over the ditch and
through the close green air to the Oak. It was the biggest tree he had ever seen; he had not seen very
many. "l supposeit'svery old," he said, looking up puzzled at the reach of branches, galaxy after galaxy
of green leaves without end. "Oh, a century or two or three or Six," said the boy, "seeif you can reach
around it!" Josef spread out hisarms and strained, trying vainly to keep his cheek off the rough bark. "It
takesfour mento reach around it,” Stanidassaid. "I cdl it Yggdrasil. Y ou know. Only of course

Y gg-drasil was an ash, not an oak. Want to see Loki's Grove?' The road and the hot white sunlight were
gone entirdly. The young man followed his guide farther into the maze and game of nameswhich wasaso
ared foredt: trees, fill air, earth. Under tall grey dders above adry streambed they discussed the tale of
the death of Baldur, and Stanidas pointed out to Josef the dark clots, high in the boughs of lesser oaks,

of mistletoe. They |eft the woods and went down the road towards Asgard. Josef walked along stiffly in
the dark suit he had bought for hislast year at the University, in his pocket abook in adead language.
Swest ran down hisface, hefdt very happy. Though he had no maps and wasrather late arriving, at least
he had walked once through the forest. They passed Paul still burrowing, ignoring the clang of theiron
triangle down at the house, which signalled medls, fires, lost children, and other noteworthy events.
"Come on, lunch!" Stanidas ordered. Paul did down the bank and they proceeded, seven, fourteen and
twenty-one, sedately to the house.

That afternoon Josef hel ped the professor pack books, two trunks full of books, asmdl library of
medieva history. Josef liked to read books, not pack them. The professor had asked him, not Tomas,
"Lend me ahand with the books, will you?' It was not the kind of work he had expected to do here. He
sorted and lifted and stowed away |oad after load of resentment in insatiable iron trunks, while the
professor worked with energy and interest, swaddling incunabula like babies, handling each volumewith
affection and despatch. Knedling with keyshe said, "Thanks, Josef! That'sthat,” and lowering the brass
catchbars|locked away their summer'swork, done with, that's that. Josef had done so much here that he
had not expected to do, and now nothing was | eft to do. Disconsolate, he wandered back to the shade of
the ems; but the professor's wife, with whom he had not expected to fal in love, was Sitting there. "'l stole
your chair," she said amiably, "st onthegrass.” It was more dirt than grass, but they called it grass, and
he obeyed. "Rosaand | areworn out,” she said, "and | can't bear to think of tomorrow. It's the worgt,
the next-to-last day—linens and silver and turning dishes upside down and putting out mousetraps and
therésawaysadoll lost and found after everybody's searched for hours under a pile of laundry— and
then sweeping the house and locking it al up. And | hate every bit of it, | hateto closethishouse." Her
voice was light and plaintive as abird's calling in the woods, careless whether anybody heard its
plaintive-ness, cardess of its plaintiveness. "I hopeyou've liked it here," she said.

"Very much, baroness.”

"l hope so. | know Severin has worked you very hard. And we're so disorganised. We and the
children and the visitors, we always seem to scatter so, and only meet in passing. ... | hopeit hasn't been
digtracting.” 1t wastrue; al summer in tides and cycles the house had been full or haf full of vistors,
friends of the children, friends of the baroness, friends, colleagues and neighbors of the baron,
duck-hunters who dept in the disused stable since the spare bedrooms were full of Polish medieval



historians, ladies with broods of children the smalest of whom fdll inevitably into the pond about thistime
of the afternoon. No wonder it was so gtill, so autumna now: the rooms vacant, the pond smooth, the
hillsempty of digpersang laughter.

"l have enjoyed knowing the children,” Josef said, "particularly Stanidas.” Then hewent red asa
beset, for Stanidas done was not her child. She smiled and said with timidity, "Stanidasisvery nice. And
fourteen— fourteen is such afearful age, when you find out so fast what you're cagpable of being, but also
what atoll the world expects. ... He handlesit very gracefully. Paul and Zida now, when they get that age
they'll lump through it and be tiresome. But Stanidas|earned loss so young. . . . When will you enter the
seminary?' she asked, moving from the boy to him in one reach of thought. "Next month,” he answered
looking down, and she asked, "Then you're quite certain it'sthe life you want to lead?" After a pause and
gtill not looking &t her face, though the white of her dress and the green and gold of |eaves above her
filled hiseyes, he said, "Why do you ask, baroness?"

"Because the idea of cdibacy terrifiesme," shereplied, and he wanted to stretch out on the ground
flecked with em leaveslike thin ova coinsof gold, and die.

"Sterility," shesad, "you see, Serility iswhat | fear, | dread. It ismy enemy. | know we have other
enemies, but | hate it most, because it makes life lessthan deeth. And itsaliesare horrible: hunger,
sickness, deformation, and perversion, and ambition, and the wish to be secure. What on earth are the
children doing down there?' Paul had asked Stanidas at lunch if they could play Ragnarok once more.
Stanidas had consented, and so was now aFrost Giant storming with roars the ramparts of Asgard
represented by a drainage ditch behind the pond. Odin hurled lightning from the walls, and
Thor—"Stanidad!" cdled the mother risng dender and in white from her chair beside the young man,
"don' let Zida use the hammer, please.”

“I'm Thor, I'm Thor, | got to have ahammer!" Zida screamed. Stanidas intervened briefly, then
made ready to storm the ramparts again, with Zidanow at hisside, on dl fours. " She's Fenris the Wolf
now," he called up to the mother, his voice ringing through the hot afternoon with the faintest edge of
laughter. Grim and stern, one eye shut, Paul gripped his staff and faced the advancing armies of Hel and
the Frozen Lands.

"I'm going to find some lemonade for everybody," the baroness said, and left Josef to Sink at last
face down on the earth, surrendering to the awful sweetness and anguish she had awakened in him, and
would it ever degp again? while down by the pond Odin strove with the icy army on the sunlit
battlements of heaven.

Next day only the walls of the house were left standing. Insdeit wasonly alitter of boxes and open
drawers and hurrying people carrying things. Tomas and Zida escaped, he, being dow-witted amid
turmoil and the only year-round occupant of Asgard, to clean up the yard out of harm's way, and sheto
the Little Woods all afternoon. At five Paul shrilled from hiswindow, "The car! Thecar! It'scoming!” An
enormous black taxi built in 1923 groaned into the yard, feding itsway, its blind, protruding headlamps
flashing in the western sun. Boxes, valises, the blue trunk and the two iron trunks were loaded into it by
Tomeas, Stanidas, Josef, and the taxi-driver from the village, under the agile and efficient supervison of
Baron Severin Egideskar, holder of the Pollen Chair of Medieva Studies at the University of Krasnoy.
"And you'l get usback together with dl this at the station tomorrow at el ght—right?”

The taxi-driver, who had done so each September for seven years, nodded. The taxi laden with the
materid impediments of seven people lumbered away, changing gears down the road in the weary, sunny
dillness of late afternoon, in which the house stood intact once more room after empty room.



The baron now aso escaped. Lighting a pipe he strolled dowly but softly, like one escaping, past
the pond and past Tomas's chickencoops, along afence overgrown with ripe wild grasses bowing their
heavy, sunlit heads, down to the grove of weeping birch caled the Little Woods. "Zida?' he said, pausing
inthe faint, hot shade shaken by the ceasdlesstrilling of cricketsin the fields around the grove. No
answer. In acloud of blue pipe-smoke he paused again beside an egg-crate decorated with many little
bits of figured cloth and colored paper. On the mossy, much-trodden ground in front of it lay awooden
coat hanger. In one of the compartments of the crate was an eggshell painted gold, in another abit of
quartz, in another abreadcrust. Nearby, asmall girl lay sound asleep with her shoes off, her rump higher
than her head. The baron sat down on the moss near her, relit his pipe, and contemplated the egg-crate.
Presently hetickled the soles of the child's feet. She snorted. When she began to wake, he took her onto
hislap.

"What isthat?"

"A tragp for catching aunicorn.” She brushed hair and leafmold off her face and arranged hersalf
more comfortably on him.

"Caught any?'
"No."

II%] ar‘y?l
"Paul and | found sometracks."
" Split-hoofed ones, eh?’

Shenodded. Delicatdy through twilight in the baron's imagination waked their neighbor's young
white pig, Slver between birch trunks.

"Only young girls can catch them, they say,” he murmured, and then they sat dtill for along time.
"Timefor dinner," he said. "All the tablecloths and knives and forks are packed. How shall we eat?"

"With our fingers!" Shelegpt up, sprang away. "Shoes," he ordered, and |aborioudy shefitted her
small, cool, dirty feet into leather sandd's, and then, shouting “"Come on, papal” was off. Quick and yet
reluctant, seeming not to follow and yet never far behind her, he came on between the long vague
shadows of the birch trees, long the fence, past the chickencoops and the shining pond, into captivity.

They dl sat on the ground under the Four EIms. There was cold ham, pickles, cold fried eggplant
with sdt, hard bread and hard red wine. EIm leaves like thin coins stuck to the bread. The pure, void,
windy sky of after-sunset reflected in the pond and in the wine. Stanidas and Paul had awrestling maich
and dirt flew over the remains of the ham; the baroness and Rosa, lamenting, dusted the ham. The boys
went off to run cars through the tunnel in High Cliff, and discusswhat ruin the winter rains might cause.
For it would rain. All the nine months they were gone from Asgard rain would beat on the roads and hills,
and the tunnel would collgpse. Stanidasllifted his head amoment thinking of the Oak in winter when he
had never seen it, theroots of the tree that upheld the world drinking dark rain underground. Zidarode
clear round the house twice on the shoulders of the unicorn, screaming loudly for pure joy, for egting
outsde on the ground with fingers, for thefirst star seen (only from the comer of the eye) over the high
fiddsfaint in twilight. Screaming louder with rage she was taken to bed by Rosa, and ingtantly fell adeep.
One by one the stars came out, meeting the eye straight on. One by one the young people went to bed.
Tomaswith the last half-bottle sang long and hoarsdly in the Dorian mode in hisroom above the stable.



Only the baron and hiswife remained out in the autumn darkness under leaves and stars.
"l don't want to leave," she murmured.
"Nor |."
"Let's send the books and clothes on back to town, and stay here without them...."

"Forever," he said; but they could not. In the observance of season lies order, which wasther realm.
They sat onfor awhilelonger, close Sde by side aslovers of twenty; then rising he said, "Come aong,
it'slate, Freya" They went through darkness to the house, and entered.

In coats and hats, everyone ate bread and drank hot milk and coffee out on the porch in the brilliant
early morning. "Thecar! It'scoming!" Paul shouted, dropping his bread in the dirt. Grinding and changing
gears, headlamps sghtlesdy flashing, thetaxi came, it wasthere. Zida stared at it, the enemy within the
walls, and began to cry. Faithful to the last to the lost cause of summer, she was carried into the taxi head
firgt, screaming, "1 won't go! | don't want to go!™ Grinding and changing gearsthetaxi Sarted. Stanidas's
head stuck out of the right front window, the baroness's head out of the left rear, and Zidasred,
desolate, and furious face was pressed against the oval back window, so that those three saw Tomas
waving good-bye under the white wals of Asgard in the sunlight in the bowl of hills. Paul had no access
to awindow; but he was aready thinking of thetrain. He saw, at the end of the smoke and the shining
tracks, thelight of candlesin ahigh dark dining-room, the stare of arockinghorsein an attic corner,
leaves wet with rain overhead on the way to school, and agrey street shortened by a cold, foggy dusk
through which shone, remote and festive, the first streetlight of December.

But al this happened along time ago, nearly forty years ago; | do not know if it happens now, even
inimaginary countries.
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