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The little house in which the Laicene photographer
Mikelis Maigais had his workshop stood in the very
market-place. Its windows looked out over the muddy,
unpaved square framed with garbage heaps and centred
about a water-pump that was protected by a ramshackle
wooden shed. On market day, peasant carts from Kur-
zeme, laden with curds, and groats, and live piglets,
would range themselves just outside the photographer’s
windows. And there was one particular cart heaped high
with cracknels over which their owner would sometimes
tread heedless of his boots, offering his goods in a tireless,
creaking voice. One of the shafts stood propped against
the vehicle, and from its top dangled some strings of
cracknels for everybody in the market-place to see.
Hunks of pinkish meat, hung up and strung up, and
piles of carrots and unripe cabbages glistened all
rcund. The squealing of piglets, the cackling and quack-
ing and gaggling of hens, ducks and geese filled the
air. Everywhere people were scurrying about, quarrelling
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noisily. And now and then in the midst of all this com-
motion, a cloud of grey dust would rise slowly and
calmly, remain hovering for a while above the grey and
green roofs, envelop the strings of cracknels dangling
from the shaft, and gently settle again.

On these days Mikelis Maigais never showed himself
at the window. He was disgusted with the filth of the
market-place, with the hunks of raw meat, the dust, the
unbearable st'eggh, the plump farmers’ wives whose
sunburnt faces shone like ruddy autumn apples in the
sun. From early morning he would withdraw to the only
window facing the yard, nervously straining his ear
for any unwelcome footfall, his sensitive nose anti-
cipating the odour of herring, pickled cucumbers, and
piglets. o

“Phew! How prosaic and ugly this world is!”

Through the window, or rather, half-window that
looked out upon the yard he could see the river flowing
right past his house. Sluggishly, noiselessly it glided by
like a broad stream of tolten lead. Sometimes a bat-
tered kettle or some other discarded kitchen utensil
would float by near the bank. Just opposite, on the far
bank, loomed a steep barren hill crowned with an old,
gnarled lime-tree. All day long a flock of geese swam
about in the water below-little glittering white dots
against the grey background of the river bank. Some-
times a solitary carter would strain up the hill, raising
a yellowish cloud of dust that trailed reluctantly after
him.

Maigais felt lonely, and hot, and bored. ...

Usually he would sit in the other room by the table
dozing or, if he stayed awake, gazing at the photographs
that were arrayed before him. But this morning he did
not even glance at them and just sat there, his eyes riv-
eted on the opposite bank where a little to one side the
estate park sloped down to the water’'s edge. Now and
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then something white would gleam among the green
foliage of trees and bushes. Then Maigais’ moustache
would quiver, his lips would twitch, and a strange light
would flit across his face.

He was waiting for midday, when he was to cross
over to the estate to take some photographs. That gleam-
ing white object, he knew, was the young mistress there.
Perhaps, consumed with impatience, she was looking out
for him.... Mikelis Maigais went hot in every limb at
this thought. The big toes of both his feet grew numb,
his scalp tingled as though touched by a hard brush,
and the hair on his head moved and fluttered as though
ruffled by a breeze. Leaping to his feet he paced
twice up and down the room, then dropped back into his
chair, cupped his head in the palms of his hands and
turned his inflamed eyes upon the water, ‘dazzled by
the reflected glitter of the sun that grew brighter every
minute.

It was three days now since Mikelis Maigais had
been summoned to the estate to take pictures. For three
days now he had been sitting by this very window, his
look fixed upon the green park on the other side. At
night he cculd find no sleep because of the dreams that
haunted him, and if he did drop off for a moment, he
saw visions of the young mistress in her white dress,
with roses in her hair. To put it in a nutshell, Mikelis
Maigais was in love.

The first symptoms of the disease had appeared as far
back as five years ago, when Maigais had only just
settled down in Laicene, and the young Miss still wore
short skirts and climbed the apple-trees in the park to-
gether with the boys. But at that time it was no more
than a faint glimmer of emotion. The fire of true love
had sprung up since that foolish incident with Long-
haired Dore.
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Dore was the daughter of a local farmer and had come
to Maigais one day to have her picture taken. God knows
why Maigais had taken a liking to her, but he did. He
saw full well that she was lean and lanky, with mousy
hair, and a slight cast in her left eye, but he liked her,
and that was all there was to it. So on the following
Sunday he bought a pound of sweets and half a pound
of chocolates and, putting the sweets in his breast pocket,
and the chocolates in his trouser pocket and pulling two
strands of hair across his forehead from under his slouch
hat, ventured out to the dancing floor nearby, which for
some unknown reason was called “the hill.” But in vain
had he trodden the muddy road, and in vain had he
spent half a ruble on sweets and chocolates. Before he
reached the cord enclosing the dancing floor, he stopped
rooted to the ground and remained thus transfixed for
more than half an hour gazing in front of him. What
was it he saw? His eye had at once fallen on the very
lady of his choice. Standing on a hillock she towered
up like a @W_ a head and shoulders taller than
everybody else, and she was eating a pastry that she
had taken from a huge tin tray, whereon lay plenty of
similar delicacies, in addition to three bottles of fruit
water, a chunk of the famous Laicene sausage, a glass
with a chipped brim, and a knife with half a handle.
All this rested upon the hands of a farm lad with a
bushy black moustache and an impressive tuft beneath
his lower lip. Another lad was racing across the dancing
floor, his tongue hanging out, with a bottle in either
hand, and two under each arm, while a third young man
was standing at the buffet, rummaging his pockets for
something, and casting desperate glances at the young
lady on the hill. And she was smiling an all-embracing
smile, smiling at the one whose pastry she was eating,
and at the one who was trotting along with the bottles,
and at the one who was }a‘r”ffng looks at her from the
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buffet, and at everybody else into the bargain. It was
then that Mikelis Maigais understood in a flash the true
nature of Longhaired Dore’s love. Like a broad and shal-
low stream it flowed along taking in anybody who hap-
pened to be in its course. And presently Maigais turned
on his heels and sat down under an alder bush on a
damp knoll, and wept eating his own sweets and choc-
olates.l[

Ever since that day he had had a hatred of all peas-
ant girls with their swarthy complexions, and large
coarse hands, and idiotic attire. And his love of the
young lady from the estate grew more ardent accord-
ingly. At every encounter he would greet her and in her
smile find confirmation of the fact that his love was not
unrewarded. Only women of the upper classes, he be-
lieved, possessed that innate sense of beauty that mani-
fests itself in the perfect fit of clothes, in their hair style,
deportment, and smile. None but the daughters of the
gentry Could appreciate Spielhagen’s and Ebers’ novels,
and the poetry of the decadents, and enjoy the subtle
delight which springs from the magnetic attraction be-
tween two hearts. Moreover, these young ladies knew
the song about the two royal children, and were apt
to elope with_their beloved.... e

“Sie mubten b%i . sterbeti, sie hatten sich viel zu lieb,”
he recited, with tears welling in his eyes.

Yes, he could see, as though it were painted on a can-
vas before him, all that was going to happen during his
visit to the estate. The landowner’s family would group
themselves outside the arbour—“he,” and his lady, and
“she,” and all the rest of them. “He” would turn a severe
eye on the photographer—his one good eye, while the
glass eye went straying somewhere beyond the roof of
the barn. And he would sense a secret between his daugh-
ter and that man, a secret between his offspring of
knightly descent and the Laicene photographer! What
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a scandal! But he, Maigais, would pretend never to sus-
pect the old man’s anger. He would leave his cam-
era and approach the group with a bow, then turn
the young lady’'s little face towards the light, lift
up her chin, and his eyes would delve into hers....
Ah! He leaped up and dashed twice across the
room. One look would be enough. They would both
understand. It would hold all their mutual feelings, it
would intimate where they were going to meet in the
morning, and where at night, and how, if need be, they
would elope—~whether along the Daugava River by boat,
or by railway to America or Paris, or to Janiski in a
Lithuanian van. ...

the market-place. If there was anything he could not
have endured at that moment, it was to be interrupted
in his romantic day-dreams. He snatched up his camera
and other implements and rushed headlong to where
the boat stood moored at the river bank. The boatman,
whom he had hired well in advance, was sitting on a
stone by the river, biting reluctantly into a huge chunk
of the greyish kind of loaf they called “white bread”
in this locality. Maigais shouted to him as he hurried
towards him. The man slowly pushed his bread into
his pocket, glanced at his own shadow, and trudged
heavily down the stony bank.

“You're early,” he growled blowing out his moustache.

“Come on, get goingl” Maigais urged him, seating
himself in the boat with his camera wedged between his
knees.

Slowly, as though testing them, the boatman dipped
first one oar into the water, then the other, pulled them
out again, and, screwing up_.his eyes, watched the silver
drops triclele back into the river. Then he took his seat,
shifted himself into position, spat on his palms and
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slowly began to row. Almost imperceptibly, the boat
slid away from the bank. '

Maigais gritted his teeth with exasperation. He
lurched forward in a grotesque curve as if thus to accel-
erate the unbearably slow progress of the boat. But the
boatman blinked lazily at him through eyes screwed up
either against the glaring sun, or for some other reason,
and stared as though set on counting the dots on the
young gentleman’s fashionable tie. And Maigais realized
that he could no more hurry this man than hasten the
course of the grey, slow-moving river that was rolling
past like molten lead. Not a breath of wind, not a rip-
ple. A raft was floating at a snail’s pace along the op-
posite bank. At one end sat a little Polish peasant
wrapped in a little fur-coat, barefooted, bare-headed,
swaying as he moved his huge, creaking pole. A pair
of small, bleary eyes gazed from his red face with an
expression of despair at his futile job, for the grey river
kept slowly turning the raft bankwards. And from a
little straw shelter on the raft came at regular inter-
vals a deep, hoarse voice: “Left. .. left.”

Maigais buried his head in his hands and looked back
at Laicene. The receding—steny-bank was sinking lower
and lower, the little houses of the little town seemed
to dwindle and flatten into it. Neither the dirt of the
town, nor its stench could be felt at this distance. The
grey and green roofs gleamed vaguely in the sunshine.
A sultry, heavy weariness had settled upon the whole
world, out of which Longhaired Dore would occasionally
rear her lean figure with her mousy hair, and with a
broad smirk on her tight-lipped mouth.

Maigais Jumped ashore before the boat had touched
land, and with a “Wait!” to the boatman trotted uphill
along the park enclosure. The scramble up the steep
slope added to his excitement, took his breath away,
and the sweat came pouring down his brow. When he
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had passed through the gate between the gardener’s
house and the ice-cellar that led into the yard, he
stopped for a moment to catch his breath, and to
straighten his necktie. Then he mopped the sweat off
his face, arranged a strand of hair on his forehead and
staggered up the path that led to the large front door
of the manor house.

A huge shaggy dog leaped over the fence, its ugly
jaw drooping, its slimy tongue lolling out, and sniffed
at Maigais and his camera. Then, indifferently and al-
most reluctantly, as though performing a distasteful
duty, it calmly bit into the photographer’s leg just below
the knee, and with equal indifference proceeded to chase
the hens across the yard.

The owner of the estate, .reclining in a wicker chair
on the verandah, was reading the Diina-Zeitung about
the rules of rabbit hunting. Startled by the chase, he
raised his head angrily. Apparently, he took Maigais
with his camera for a hurdy-gurdy man, for he waved
his newspaper at him as though to drive away a fly and
cried in an irritated voice:

“No, no! Please, don't make a noise!”

Whereupon he completely disappeared behind his
paper. Maigais summoned up all his courage, cleared his
throat and took a few steps towards the verandah.

“Excuse me, Sir, but I have been asked to... I have
come at your special request..

“Whose request?”

Maigais began to explain himself, keeping one eye on
the windows, and the other on the hedges—would he
catch the white gleam of a dress? But he did not. She
must have hidden herself, poor girl, overcome with joy
and shame.

At last the estate owner understood, nodded his head
to indicate the fact, put aside his newspaper and de-
scended the verandah steps.
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“Have you a good camera?” he asked eyeing Maigais
suspiciously.

“Excellent. The latest modell” Maigais rejoined and
peering into the depth of the park, he unwittingly raised
himself on tiptoe. Following his eyes, the estate owner
lifted his head, and as his look fell upon a bird nailed
to the trunk of a maple-tree, he explained:

“An owl. Shot it yesterday morning. It had carried
off three chickens. How long have you been doing
photography?¢”

“My fifth year now.”

“Hm. .. well, mind you make a good job of it. I don't
like slipshod work!”

“You needn’t worry, Sir. You will be satisfied.”

“Hm. .. Come on.”

He led the way along the path in the direction of the
stables and outhouses. As he watched the estate owner
strutting along and thought of the surprise he had in
store for him, Maigais began to feel calm again and his
heart grew lighter.

But where was he leading him? Was he going to have
a family picture taken in front of the stables? Maigais
chuckled at the idea, but thought it unbecoming to ask
questions. He no longer looked out for the young lady,
for he felt sure that a pair of glowing brown eyes was
turned upon him from somewhere behind a lilac or
acacia bush, and a pale face was flushing with uncon-
trollable emotion.

Trees and bushes, bushes and hedges—no end to the
verdure in this park. Sometimes the bend of a path
would gleam white among it, only to lose itself again,
or the corner of a wall or a roof would peep through
the foliage, and at once withdraw. A voice or a foot-
fall would rise close by, and subside again into the
gentle murmur that absorbed all other sounds. But the
familiar odour of stables and cowsheds was growing
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more pungent and stifling every minute, making Mai-
gais cough. —

At last they came to a small square, enclosed by the
back walls of stables and cowsheds, with bushes in-
between. A thin layer of last year’s straw was spread on
the ground, which was covered with puddles of sour-
smelling greenish-brown dung. Something fluffy stirred
and whimpered outside a kennel or pig-sty. |

Maigais gave all this a casual glance and held his
nose, unable to bear the stench that flowed in upon him
abundantly from every direction. He still could not
understand why he had been brought here.

“Well, get ready,” said the estate owner. “Hm... I'd
better ask her Ladyship and the young lady to come.”

He left Maigais standing camera in hand, dreaming
for the umpteenth time his cherished dream from begin-
ning to end, from the moment when their eyes met,
and till the elopement at night in a boat along the
moonlit river. Ah.... His arms stretched forward. What
was the sweltering heat that beat down upon this world
compared to the fire burning in his heart!

“Ready?” came the estate owner’s harsh voice.

Maigais spun round as though stung, and for all the
stifling heat of the day remained frozen to the spot. A
few steps behind him, at the top of the path, shone two
parasols, one red with a black handle, and the other
white with a sparkling nickel-plated handle and silver
tassels. From underneath the red parasol showed a state-
ly form clad in grey, and from under the white one
something even more dazzling white, slender and grace-
ful, "with a large bunch of flowers at the top. Both
faces were concealed behind handkerchiefs which the
two ladies were pressing to their noses.

So dumbfounded was Maigais that he could only doff
his hat and stand open-mouthed. Thus he stood gaping
and never noticed that a large fly on its way from the
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cowshed had al1ghted right in the middle of his fore-
head. |

The estate owner frowned with an _air of contempt.

“Come ©n, hurry,” came from under the white parasol.

Maigais felt the earth swaying dangerously under his
feet. What did it mean? Did she, too, want him to hurry?
She must feel giddy in his presence. Where were they
going to group themselves? What was he to photograph?

“I suppose we ought to pull them up closer.” The
estate owner locked at the photographer, and the pho-
tographer stared back at him.

A moment elapsed, and the estate owner shrugged his
shoulders, walked up to the kennel-or pig-sty—and
dragged out one after the other a black and unbeliev-
ably gaunt bitch and four filthy pups.

“All right like this? But do get going, what are you
gaping for? Or do you want to settle the pay first? I
am in the habit of paying the full charges. A few years
ago I had myself photographed together with this bitch
—she had two pups then—-and 1 paid five rubles, and
gave another half into the bargain. So there’s no need
for you to worry. But you've got to make a good job
of it. I like workmanship. ... Lady, ruhig!”

came an anstocratlcally etulant voice from the white
parasol, and another, from the red one, echoed:

“Ach, hurryl®

Suddenly everything went black before his eyes,. and
through this blackness flashed strange fiery lines. Un-
conscious of his movements he began to set his camera
with fumbling fingers. But everything he touched dropped
from his hands. A scene from a circus show kept
revolving in his mind: a clown spending half an hour
doing ridiculous things with an American quick-pho-
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tography camera. He half expected to hear an out-
burst of laughter and applause....

“Hurry up, won't you?” The estate owner’s patience
_snapped. “This smell is enough to kill you.”

“Cne moment....”

“She’s a rare breed,” said the estate owner, pointing
to where the bitch was crouching, her head drooping
ruefully over the pups that were rolling about her
whimpering. “I paid fifty rubles for her. We get three

or four pups every year.”
The bitch rose to her feet, limped up to her litter and

started licking them.
"Quick, now,” the estate owner urged. “She’ll walk

off.”

Maigais lifted the shade off his camera and in a few
seconds replaced it again. Then he dived under the
black screen as though to see whether it was all right.
But he knew full well that his picture would show the
four pups and their mother’s tail....

“Well?” The estate owner asked impatiently. “All
right?”

“Fine!” came a graveyard voice from under the black
cloth.

He almost upset his camera as he extracted his head
from under the screen. He staggered past it, pale and
bathed in sweat.

“Pooh, what a dreary creature!” said the young lady
in an undertone, but loud enough for him to hear.

Both parasols disappeared behind the bushes....

The boatman was still sitting on a stone on the river
bank m-nching his bread. He caught sight of Mai-
gais, swee,.. g downhill like a whirlwind, brandishing
his camera and shaking it so that everything rattled
and clattered inside, heading straight for the water. The
boatman squinted at the water, then at Maigais, nodded
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and slowly took another bite. He screwed up his eyes
and looked at the sun, and apparently decided that it
was just the right time of day for a swim.

But the photographer was not going to jump into the
river this time. At the very water's edge he swerved to
one side and stumbled into the boat.

“Get along, quitk?” he groaned as he slumped down
on the seat.

“Uh-huh, I s'ppose I'd better....” He moved lazily
to his place and spit on his palms.

“Hurry!” Maigais roared.

The man blinked at him with unconcealed curiosity.

Maigais lost all control over his actions. His fist shot
up as though for a blow.

“Now, now...” the boatman growled and something
flashed up in his eyes that was more than curiosity.

And all the way his eyes would turn upon Maigais
and he would growl:

“Now, now...."

Laicene came nearer. Above its roofs and chimneys
hovered Longhaired Dore’s gaunt face smirking at Mai-
gais. It gave him the feeling a person might have if he
were made to lie down in a shallow, tepid duck-pond
whose surface was covered with slimy green waterweeds
below which the water was swarming with all kinds
of creatures, with and without tails.

Once in his room he flung down his camera so that
it rolled tinkling and clattering into one corner. He did
not, he could not and would not believe it that he was
again to live in this stuffy, semi-dark room deprived of
his beautiful romantic dream.

How could he live without it? -

He bounded out of the house, tore his exhibition plate
off the wall and dashed it to the ground so that the
glass broke to smithereens. Back in his room he smashed
his one and only flower pot with its half-withered glox-
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inia; smashed a .couple of framed photographs; was
about to smash the little mirror, but catching a glimpse
of his face in it suddenly checked himself overcome with
shame. After he had been sitting for half an hour, he
slowly rose to his feet, collected the fragments of glass
from the floor, t%lled out his purse and began to
count and calculate. And when he had been doing this
for a long time, he finally buried his head in his hands
and heaved a deep sigh. He was seventy kopeks short
of the sum he needed to mend all the damage he had
wrought.

And so he would live and mend, mend and live....
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The gentlefolk on the Apare estate are still asleep.....

It is late on a Sunday winter morning. The dawn rises
slowly and the grey curtain of twilight falls mﬁ}ehind
the snow-clad trees of the park.

It snowed steadily all last night, and now not only
the trees in the park, but all the roofs, the yard, the
palings, the frozen surface of the water butt by the well,
everything is covered with a thick layer of soft, feathery
snow. Everything has changed. The roof of the manor
house seems to sag under its heavy burden. The ivy-
twined balcony has turned into a giant snow-drift. The
well-sweep has donned a white hat with a drooping brim.

From somewhere just beyond the park comes the sound
of a horse-collar creaking against shafts and the crunch-
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ing of runners on the soft clammy snow. Three startled
crows shoot up cawing into the sky, then return to
their perch in the tree-tops, sending snow plopping to
the ground. -

The sky is overcast—a solid bluish grey with not a
chink of light. A fine mist descends from the clouds
slowly enveloping the snow-clad earth. By and by the
surface of the snow grows damp, and lumps of it fall
heavily from every protruding object. Little drops begin
to trickle from the roof.

The gentlefolk are still asleep.

The long building of the servants’ quarters behind
the outhouses and stables is beginning to stir into life.
A cough and a loud yawn. Somebody blows his nose.
Something white shows in the dirty little window-pane.
Then comes the sound of an axe chopping wood. The
stoves are being lit, and presently a little white cloud
of smoke floats from the snow-swathed chimney.

The rickety, soot-blackened door creaks open. A man
in shirt-sleeves and underpants pokes his head out and
draws it back at once. Outside the house the heap of
garbage and offal, and the yellow splotches in front of
each of the four doors have disappeared. Everything is
clean and sparkling white.

The noises of day rise gradually. Children whimper,
women raise their voices. A resounding slap announces
that the servants’ quarters have started on their daily
course. For a mioment or two the rough, booming voice
of a man hushes everything into silence, but presently
the noise strikes up again in countless variations.

Two doors swing open simultaneously, and a woman
appears in each with a yoke over her shoulder. Balanc-
ing it with one hand, she lifts her bespattered skirt
with the other and wades towards the well. The snow
is up to her knees, her bare legs get wet, her slippers
scoop up the snow and slip off her feet.
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A crowd of children bursts out of the house, their
dirty little faces crinkled with sleep, barelegged, some
bare-headed, some naked but for their vests. Laughing
and jostling each other they fling themselves headlong
into the snow-drift, their legs flicking in the air. Others
leap in upright, sinking up to their necks. The snow
whirls above them. Their shrieks, and sobs and laughter
are drowned in scolding and more sobs as the women
peunce upon them. Winter joys..
~ Meanwhile, the fusty air of mght mingled with the
odour of warmed-up cabbage comes streaming out of
the servants’ rooms into the yard. In one room they
are frying meat. Little tongues of flame lick the sizzling
greasy pan, pungent bluish smoke oozes through the
cracks in a smashed window-pane plasiered with wet
strips of paper. )

Though there is no telling whether the sun has risen
or not, it has grown quite light by now. Light enough
to see the sooty, mildewed, crazy, cracked and crumbling
walls of the servants house, and the piles of garbage
and gnawed bones scattered about it.

But the gentlefolk are still asleep.

Not a stir of life comes from the large manor house.
Little drops of water trickle from the roof leaving a
narrow dotted line in the snow beneath it. But in the
adjoining kitchen outhouse the servant girls are up and
about. Having turned out their boy-friends, they are
brushing their hair and washing, while they share their
night’s adventures in subdued whispers so as not to
disturb the gentlefolk, who behind numerous doors and
shutters and double curtains are still deep in heavy
slumber.

After breakfast the women go out to attend to the
cattle. The children run outside into the yard. But the
men gather one by one in the coachman’s large and
empty room.
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This room is a relic of the times of serf-ownership.
The crude stone walls are as crumbled on the inside as
they are outside. The ceiling is supported by heavy
beams, the pounded floor is hard and hw
long usage. The room has only two small quarter-pane
windows leaving it in permanent semi-darkness, so that
the children are afraid to enter it alone at night. Deal
boards run along the walls, supported by wooden props,
and in front of them stand rough deal tables. Nothing
has ever been changed in this room since the days when
the serfs used to gather here; and as you peer into its
dimness you seem to see on the tables their coarse,
tattered grey bundles, and the yellow pastalas fastened
with greenish-grey hempen strings worn byﬁtq—ose who
used to spread the/drgfg\axid reap the barley; and
looming in the corner the red and green hazel or willow
rods, ready for use upon their backs....

Yet now the servants of the Apare estate hasten into
this room, their faces set and solemn, and seat them-
selves at the tables in groups of four, two on either
side. The tops of the tables are scored and scribbled
over with charcoal. Half the floor is littered with ash
and cigarette ends, indicating that the men were busy
here last night-it being a Saturday-till after midnight,
and have now come to carry on all through Sunday.
While their wives, having finished with the cattle, take
up their texts or hymn books, or quarrel somewhere in
a corner in subdued Sunday voices, the men sit down
to their game of cards in the coachman’s room.

Sixteen men, in four groups of four, toil at their game.
Two groups play without stakes, the other two for
matches. Each time they fling down the soiled, greasy,
sweat-stained cards they wave their hands with appro-
priate ejaculations. The piece of coal grates on the table,
marking thé Wwinnings and losses. They quarrel, and
swear, and shout, and laugh.
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Opposite the door and playing for matches sit Vilcin,
Plauka, Lielais, and Bader.

Vilcin, a round little man with black hair, a black
fluffy little beard, and brown eyes, sits as stiff and up-
right as though he had been commanded to this seat,
his eyes bent on his cards as if trying to elicit from
them God knows what important secret. His round, fea-
tureless, lifeless face bears a permanent expression of
utter indifference, and his brown eyes an invariably
tearful look. Taciturn at the best of times, he has grown
even more so during the last three weeks since his wife
died leaving him alone with two little children on his
hands. He is wearing nothing but a waistcoat over a
coarse linen shirt, which he has not changed since his
wife’s funeral and which has by now become as black
as a Qﬁa/fﬂ sack. He plays his cards recklessly, losing more
often than not, and each time pulling a handful of matches
from his trouser pocket to pay his forfeif. His little
daughter sits at his side clutching the corner of his
waistcoat with both her hands and whimpering. She
only stops for a moment when her father turns towards
her to wipe her wet nose with his shirt-sleeve.

Next to him sits Plauka, all huddled up over the
table, his cards clasped in one hand. His eyes follow
angrily his partners’ every move, and no sooner does he
notice anything wrong, than he bangs down his fist,
swearing and ruffling his full red beard. Whenever his
look falls on Bader opposite him his thick lips curl into
an ugly smirk.

There is something between these two, some secret
that makes the one smirk maliciously, and the other
writhe under his look. Bader is a widower with no chil-
dren or relatives. He has been living on the Apare es-
tate for almast eight years. Dry, and wizened, and gnarled
like the branch of a birch-tree with bony hands and
large sunken eyes that shift restlessly when he is dis-
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turbed. Nothing escapes him, everything agitates him,
his tongue moves ceaselessly, his hands twitch, and
every now and again a fit of coughing drives the blood
to his face and sets his whole frame shaking and twist-
ing. The floor behind him is splotched -with white spittle.
For eighteen months he had “been slowly dying of con-
sumption, which Mother Velkis calls stomach cough and
treats with valerian herbs and grated ram’s horns.

The fourth player, Lielais* should have by rights been
called the Little. He is so small and fra1\fHat looking
at him from behind you would never take him for a
grown man. Only his beard and drooping fair moustache
bespeak his age. He sits humped and twisted to one
side. Once, when he was driving the threshing machine,
the horses balked and raced downhill pulling Lielais
under the wheels, injuring his backbone and crushing
his left shoulder. And now he looks lopsided and even
smaller. He speaks rapidly and with a stutter and every
time he moves he seems to be dodging a blow. All his
life he has lived on the estate and is now considered a
candidate for the office of foreman, for the present
foreman Lapa is about to quit.

Meanwhile, however, Lapa is still with them, in the
second group of players who are playing for matches. He
has just seized the whole pack of cards and slapped it
down on the table so forcibly that they scatter all over
it and halfway across the room, and all players start
up turning their heads towards him. To cfown-the effect,
Lapa bangs his fist on the table. | -

“To hell with it!” he cries. “You can lose the shirt
off your back if you go on like this!”

And jumping up from his seat he begins to pace the
room with huge strides. Even in his fury Lapa never
quite loses his foreman’s dignity. His manner, everything

* Lielais is the Latvian for the big one.-Tr.
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about him, the very buttons of his coat indicate that his
wages are five rubles more than those of the others, and
that it is he and no other to whom the honour falls to
kiss his lordship’s sleeve morning and night in the name
of all the servants,

“The shirt off your back, that's what I say!” he roars
brandishing his fists as though he were threatening some-
body. He has lost two boxes of matches since the pre-
vious night, two boxes that cost as many kopeks. It is
not that Lapa is angry at his partners—he is angry at
himself, at his life, and perhaps at something more than
that. He cannot make it out properly himself, yet his
anger rises to his throat until he feels that his collar
is strangling him.

The three others of his party stare thoughtfully and
guiltily at the piles of matches on the table. They would
gladly return Lapa his share, but they realize that it
is neither the loss nor they themselves that have brought
about his fury. They shift uneasily in their chairs avoid-
ing each other’s eyes.

“What's the good of it all,” Lapa continues waving
his arms. “No matter how you play, if you're in for it,
you're in for it. It's enough to drive a fellow crazy!”

“Your loss is another man’s gain,” Plauka puts in slyly.
He is the only one to keep a cool head.

“Governess!” he cries, slapping down his queen of
spades imperturbably.

“Gain, indeed!” Lapa snaps. “Today you win, and to-
morrow you lose. And that’s how it goes. On and on.
And in the end we've all lost, and nobody has won.”

“True, true,” the others murmer, most of them with
their eyes on Lapa.

“Her Ladyship!” Plauka plays his queen of diamonds.

“Damn it all, what are we making fools of ourselves
for, anyway?¢”

A question is reflected in every face.
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Vilcin sits goggle-eyed, he has completely forgotten
that he is playing cards.

“The Baron!” Plauka flings down his king and nudges
Vilcin in the ribs. “Wake up!”

“Baron!” Lapa mocks. “I bet you'd crawl away under
the table if you saw the baron come in here in person.
But when it’s just a matter of wagging your tongue, then
you're smart!” T

*Foreman!” Plauka shouts slapping down his knave.

But Lapa is not listening. He is pacing the ‘room
again with long strides.

“What's the good of all this gambling.... We go on
all night, without sleep.... Then we're tlred and groggy.
The overseer gets mad W1th us and we're sore and'
snappish. A pack of trouble to us, that’s what it is..

“Dad, I'm thirsty," Vilcin’s little girl whimpers.

“Damn our lives.... You f}g\yourself out, all for
nothing,” Lapa goes on. “Like kids in a “In a snow-drift, roll-
ing about on one spot and getting nowhere.”

“True,” an old man sighs.

The more the others murmur in admiration, the more
does Lapa revert to his old self-the foreman of the
Apare estate. Casting aside his tentative reflections he
lets his foreman’s dignity blossom forth.

“That’'s the way you live, all of you. No idea of
what it's all about or what you get out of it. No sense.
You're just like so many cattle!”

This is going a little too far for the others.

*You'd better mind what you say!” come several an-
gry voices. “You may speak once too often and get it
in the neck!”

And when Lapa opens his mouth again somebody
shouts at hjm: “Shut your trap! Who d'you think you
are? Get on with the game. Sit down, will you?¢”

Lapa obeys with the look of one who has made a
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nuisance of himself in public and is ashamed of him-
self, ashamed of his behaviour, ashamed to say he is
sorry. He stares at his cards, his head bent low, his
lips twisted spitefully.

“Dad, I want some bread,” cries Vilcin's little girl.

Qutside, the coachman is grooming the horses, keep-
ing ‘an ear open for the hum of voices inside: his face
is puckered and angry. He would have liked to be there
too, but he has no time. He has orders to harness the
horses and take the baron to the Paleja estate. All he
can do is curse furiously under his breath—just his
coachman’s luck. The well-fed, glossy black stallions

L

ing in the corner close at hand.

But the Apare gentlefolk are still asleep. Ah, no,
they are just beginning to wake. A servant girl is open-
ing the shutters, careful to keep her eyes on the_gable
end of the roof opposite, because the baron is strutting
about in the room in his night attire—or is it withoute¢-
taking not the slightest notice of the servant girl at
the window.

This morning the baron takes a long time over his
toilet, a very long time indeed. He is going to the Paleja
estate to beg the hand of its spinster mistress and hence
applies every art of cosmetics and perfumery to render
his person as attractive as possible. By no means an
easy task!

The baron is in his forty-eighth year, but looks at
least sixty. It is hard to be a baron. The strain of
high life has aged him prematurely, dried him like a
bone, wizened his lanky frame, stiffened his long legs
that ache in every joint, set his hands and his bald
head shaking. Only his belly forms a gentle protuber-
ance on his lean body.
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Old and feeble though he is, the Apare baron must
marry. It is a question of honour. The Apare estate is
in debt to its very chimney-pots. And its tenant farm-
ers as much in debt as the estate. But the mistress of
the Paleja estate, on the other hand, has more money
and chattels than she can use.

The baron washes in warm water from a porcelain
bowl, cleans his nails, then with a soft tooth brush
rubs the few remaining black stumps in his mouth.
He spends a long time in front of the mirror oiling and
brushing his sparse grey hair and carefully pulling it
across the huge shiny bald patch on his head. Hav-
ing at last donned his most expensive suit and a silk
necktie into which he fastens a diamond pin, he hob-
bles into the dining room.

The little bells on the trappings tinkle as the coach-
man drives up under the balcony, but the baron takes
no heed of it. He slumps down heavily at the dining
table and slowly sips his cup of black coffee. The table
is cluttered with porcelain plates and silver trays lad-
en with the choicest tit-bits, but he does not as much
as glance at them. Even the coffee has given him a
funny feeling in the pit of his stomach and seems to
press against his diaphragm. The heavy curtains cov-
ering the dining room windows are only slightly drawn.
The grey twilight of the room and its deep silence
depress him. He leaves the table and shuffles across
the bedroom into his study.

From there the two young gentlemen, the baron’s
relatives and guests, can be heard washing and dress-
ing noisily, but the baron is not listening.

There is a dull feeling in his head, as though his
brain were overwrought, and all the strength sapped
from his limbs, due no doubt to the ache in his bones,
so sensitive to every change of weather.

He sits himself down at the writing desk, which is
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littered with innumerable expensive and unnecessary
kMagkg rests his bald and shaking head on the
palms of his hands, and gazes at the Paleja estate
mistress’ photograph in its magnificent foreign-made
frame.

A dry, sallow face stares back at him, with a long
sharp nose and hair curled into tight little locks. Even
in the photograph one can see the thick layer of make-
up on the cheek-bones. The countenance reveals an ar-
dent, impetuous disposition. The eyes hold that specifi-
cally aristocratic look of forbidding pride. There is
but one quality missing, and that is beauty.

Yet the baron is firmly resolved to marry her, and
there can be no two minds about it. Circumstances have
taken such a turn, and he has learnt enough in his life-
time to distinguish between inevitable circumstances and
such that one can still oppose. Besides, he is too old to
bid for beauty, too old, too ugly, and too poor!

Instinctively his shaking hand pushes the photograph
to one side. What beauties he has known in his lifetime,
when he himself was handsome, and proud, and rich.
When he was chasing after some fantastic happiness,
grasping it with both his hands. When with every breath
he would inhale all the richness life can afford—and im-
agine that all the joys of the world were part of him.
But what has become of it all? Where has it gone, the
heritage of his youth? He ranges over the pages of his
past, year upon year, day upon day, and there is empti-
ness at the end of it all. Aching bones, premature age,
weariness of life.

His life appears to him as a whirlpool with no visi-
ble, no reasonable aim or destination. Emptiness and
coldness enwrap him. Why apply make-up, and oil,
and pretence, what's the use of living? Yet live he
must, live he must. He cannot do otherwise.

He walks up to the window and looks out. Though

3—2646 33



why he does so, or what he sees, would be more than
he could tell. All his actions are subconscious.

The fog has grown denser outside. Heavy drops con-
tinue to trickle from the roof. Evening seems to have
forestalled the noon. He can see the coachman's win-
dows from where he stands, and behind them the serv-
ants playing cards. Sometimes the hum of their voices
reaches him. The glossy, well-fed black stallions fidget
and shuffle, the bells on their trappings tinkle.

The baron does not care. He sees nothing, hears
nothing.

Suddenly, there are hurried footsteps outside the door.
A timid knock. The door opens, and a servant appears, his
hair plastered with oil.

“Excuse me, Sir.... The forester to see you.”
With an effort, the baron tears himself from his
thoughts.

“What's that? Who? The forester?”

“The forester, Sir...."

“Where? What does he want?”

“He's in the kitchen, Sir. There's a hare, he says....”

“A what?”

“A hare, Sir. The forester’s seen it.”

The baron’s grey eyes light up, a glow of animation
comes to his face.

“Where? Where does he say it is?”

“I don’t know, Sir. The forester’s in the kitchen. Shall
I call him in?”

“Of course, go on, hurry!”

He turns away from the window and walks across the
room. A hare.... A hare. At last something that has
nothing to do with past or future, with life in general.
To sling your rifle over your shoulder, and wander
through fields and forests, through brushwood and snow-
drifts, leaving behind you, in the twilight, all your un-
finished thoughts. Day has broken for him at last! He
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realizes that life holds no other aim than to enjoy one-
self, casting aside cumbersome. thoughts about past or
future. A hare... The old huntsman wakes in him. His
frozen blood begins to thaw and run through his veins.
His hands still shake, but with excitement instead of the
feebleness of old age. For the first time in his life the
baron hurries forward to meet his forester.

“A hare, they say?”

The forester stoops low to kiss the baron’s sleeve,
fawning and squirming. “Yes.... I saw it with my own
eyes. It ought to be in the young pine grove now.”

“What do you mean—ought to be? Didn't you see it?”

“I saw the tracks, Sir.... Leading into the thicket.
I walked all round it to make sure it hasn’t escaped.”

“And it's a hare, you say?”

“A hare, Sir, truly, Sir....” His face is beaming with
pride and joy. The Apare thicket has been heavily cut,
and there are very few hares left in it, especially since
the two young gentlemen have been staying with the
baron. j
“Well, there’s nothing to it, we'll have to get up a
meet, eh?”

“Certainly, Sir, that we must.”

“Hounds and beaters, eh?”

“Of course, Sir, hounds and beaters, certainly. But
the snow’s deep now, you'll be up to your neck in the
drifts. .. ."

“Pish! Drifts indeed! And what if they're up to the
roof, what of it?”

“I see, Sir. Shall I get the beaters together?”

“Get the beaters, and see to the pack!” The baron
has suddenly shaken off twenty years. The house re-
sounds with slamming doors, and scurrying footsteps,
and agitated voices.

In the coachman’s room, the forester’s appearance pro-
duces a similar commotion. The gamblers spring to their
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feet, scattering the cards all over the table and the be-
spattered. floor. They crowd about the forester: who?
how? where? A hare.... A meet.... The faces light
up with animation and joy. Bader stretches himself draw-
ing a deep breath, as though casting off a heavy burden.

They throng into the yard. Women appear in every
door, some with ladles in théir hands, others with hymn
books. Some have half their hair plaited, &nd haelf hang-
ing loose. Children get into everybody's way, shriek-
ing, jostling, fighting. Scolding and sobs mix into the
general hurly-burly of sounds.

The kennel-boy appears round the corner with his
pack of hounds-large and small, black and brown, and
speckled. They bark, and whine, straining at their leashes,
sometimes dragging the boy headlong to the ground.
The whole Apare estate seems to shake and tremble with
this tumult of barking, and shrieking, and whining.

A hare! A hare!

The overseer, and the gardener, and the carpenter, and
the dairyman have shouldered their guns and large
fringed hunters’ satchels and joined the beaters waiting
for the baron and the two young gentlemen to come
out.

Presently they appear at the bottom door, guns slung
across shoulders, satchels tied round their necks. The
baron is wearing the same expensive suit, and silk
necktie with diamond pin, underneath his huntsman’s
cloak.

The coachman swings round on his seat, utterly be-
wildered:

“What am I to do, Sir?”

“Nothing!” he snaps back furiously. “You're to unhar-
ness the horses. We aren’t going anywhere.”

They throng up the forest path towards the hill. The
huntsmen take the lead, the beaters make up the rear.
They have been joined by a crowd of young lads all agog.

—
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Vilcin has fallen behind the others. Tugging at his
waistcoat with both her hands, his little girl won’t let
him cross the threshold.

“Dad, hungry,” she whimpers.

First he gently tries to disengage himself. Then, his
anger mounting, he wrenches off the frozen blue little
fists and gives the child a violent push that sends her
to the floor.

“Let go, you little wretch! Clinging like a Mday
and night. Can't move a step.”

The girl sits stockstill gazing speechlessly at her fa-
ther. When she sees him hurry out, still scolding her,
her eyes widen. Frozen with fear, she stares into the
grey fog cutside, unable even to cry.

Vilcin overtakes Bader, who struggles uphill cough-
ing heavily. The others are a good distance ahead.

“Step on it, lad, step on it!” Vilcin urges as he passes
by, but the other’s answer is choked in a fit of cough-
ing.

While the seven huntsmen remain this side of the
forest, the beaters and the kennel-boy skirt it to start
their chase from the far edge. The forester goes with
them to make sure they start in proper order. It is not
easy to deal with such a crowd. They must start their
hue and cry all at once, lest the hare is warned too
early and slips away. The men keep shifting too excit-
ed to stand still. When they are finally spaced out the
forester fires the signal shot. Howling, and yelling, and
whistling, and clapping their hands, they rush forward.
The dogs yelp and strain at their leashes dragging the
boy behind them through the snow. Twigs snap and
crackle, the snow comes tumbling down from the branches.

The beaters start out in leaps and bounds, overtaking
each other as though their prey were sure to be just
behind the first bushes and each were afraid the other
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might get there before him. Plauka drags back Bader,
who for all his cough has contrived to dart past him
and on to his trail. His red beard fluttering, his eyes
flashing through their long matted lashes, his arms out-
stretched, he has quite forgotten that it is a hare he is
after, and not something great and important.

“Tally-ho!” the lads shout, whistling and clapping their
hands.

By and by, the hubbub of noises abates. The pine
grove is a good verst long thickly overgrown with juni-
per and bramble, and very wet. The men’s feet stick
in the deep, loose snow, they are soon soaked through
and weary. Nothing remains of the forester’s carefully
spaced line. They run at random, criss-crossing or fol-
lowing each other’s trails. But they all keep moving.

Who remembers that all they have to do is chase a
hare to the edge of the wood? They feel called upon
to perfcrm a great and important task, and tear madly
through brushwood and snow-drifts across ditches and
bogs. and mires. Their feet sink, their breath chokes,
their blood mounts, their eyes burn, their minds are
blurred but for the one thought: “We must keep run-
ning!”

The hunters hear the snapping of twigs, the splash-
ing of mud, the snow plopping from the branches. They
clutch their guns—now, any moment now!

“Tally-ho!” yell the excited lads.

There emerges on the fringe of the forest—one of
the beaters, and stands stockstill, stupefied, dazed, with
gaping mouth. He has caught nothing.

“Tally-ho! Tally-ho!”

It will, it must come!

But it doesn't.

One by one, the beaters emerge from the thicket,
long-faced and baffled. No one has caught a thing, and
their disappointment, fatigue, and bewilderment are writ-
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ten all over their faces. Their feet are wet and filthy,
their pastalas strings broken, their faces scratched, their
clothes tattered. They are angry and ashamed because
of this breath-taking, futile scamper, angry with that
vile, cunning, artful little beast.

“Damn that creature!” Plauka curses under his breath.

“Running like an idiot!” says Lapa, “and he... and
you...” he breaks off suddenly, his hand shooting up
to his head: his hat is gone.

“Blast!” he roars, turning back to the brushwood and
peering into the thicket.

The huntsmen and beaters argue vehemently where
the hare might have got to, they squabble, and quarrel,
and bargain.

The forester comes dashing up breathlessly to where
the gentlemen are standing.

“Gone,” he gasps, flapping his arms apologetically, his
voice weak and hoarse with despair.

“Where?” the baron demands severely.

The forester seems to dwindle before him.

“Gone!”

“Yes, gone, but where?”

“Over there...” the forester waves his arm.

“Are you sure?”

“Aye, the tracks ... and I saw something moving over
there on the hill.”

“Was it big?”

“Couldn’t say.... Yes, big, of course... Shall we go
there?”

“I should think so! You don't expect him to come
here, do you?”

As the huntsmen and beaters are about to go, there
is a sudden snapping of branches near the edge of the
forest. They snatch their guns off their shoulders and
cock the triggers, the beaters back away. All eyes flare
up with impatience.
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The brushwood moves apart, the baron just manages
to check his finger on the trigger as Bader appears, hat-
less, his head drooping on his chest, his muffler flutter-
ing in the wind, one coat pocket ripped open and flap-
ping against his knee. He is splashed from head to
foot with mud and bog water; his eyes are bloodshot
and bulging for want of breath. Blue veins have sprung
up on his face, his eyes glowed darkly in their deep
sockets. He stops dead as he comes upon the men and
looks about him sheepishly.

Suppressed laughter ripples through the crowd.

“Send him ahead,” somebody cries, “he’ll catch it
He can catch it single-handed.”

“He’ll catch it, of course he will.”

“Had a good swim, eh?” somebody else asks.

Bader presses his hand against his side.

“Ifell... I'm a bit....”

There is another burst of laughter as Bader, pressing
his hand against his chest, shaking and writhing, breaks
into a fit of coughing.

They wade towards the hill on the pastures, over the
shrub-grown fields that cover about five or six square
versts. The huntsmen cross over to the far side, and the
beaters are again lined up soaking wet, shivering with
cold, cursing furiously at that cunning creature.

Meanwhile, it is preparing for rain. The fog rapidly
grows denser, it looks as though clumps of grey clouds
were descending from the sky, almost touching the wet
snow. Twilight is drawing in, though it is only just
after midday. The snow-clad knolly fields and bumpy
pasture grounds look gloomy. Large drops fall with a
melancholy splash from the snow-covered branches of
the bushes, leaving yellow hollows in the snow. Crows
are cawing in the distance.

Presently, the long expected signal shot is sounded,
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and the beaters hurl themselves into the brushwood
again.

“Tally-ho! Tally-ho!” the lads shout. The dogs have
broken loose and are tearing like mad through the
bushes, yelping, and yapping, and barking. Sometimes a
leash gets entangled in a branch, the dog rears itself
on its hind legs, gives a writhe, a yap, falls back, rolls
over, and remains lying there strangled, its eyes glassy,
its tongue lolling out.

The beaters are exhausted, they have lost their bear-
ings, but they keep dashing forward all in a heap.
None wants to fall behind and miss again what he
failed to get last time.

All at once a shot resounds somewhere ahead, fol-
lowed by another, and yet another—four reports in
all. The dogs bark loudly, sensing a prey, the beaters
yell.

“Tally-ho! Hurrah!”

On reaching the fringe of the wood they see the
hunters standing in a cluster waving their arms and
arguing heatedly, their eyes turned to the river. To-
wards the shrub-grown banks runs the trail of a hare
marked with stains of blood here and there. So it's
wounded, if nothing else, the dangerous beast!

The sight of blood fills the tired huntsmen and beat-
ers with new vigour and zeal.

The signal horn is sounded, but its jarring tones
are muffled in the thick fog and fail to recall the
dogs. Bader's persistent rasping cough is hardly distin-
guishable from the barking.

They are chasing the hare along the river bank. The
hunters take their stand on either side of it, in chess-
board pattern, frozen, vexed, ready to set their teeth
into their victim.

Sometimes one of them spots it and fires a shot,
but misses.
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The fog grows rapidly denser and wetter. A fine
drizzle sets in. The evening drags wearily across the
snow-covered expanses. The men move ghost-like and
noiseless about the steep banks of the river.

Plauka is too tired to take another step down the
slope. He struggles wearily throughthe downtrodden
brushwood, leaning heavily on a stick. His eyes are
fixed on the snow. His boiling anger has receded into
some remote corner of his heart, which is heavy and
depressed and gloomy.

Suddenly he notices a slight movement at his feet.
He starts, his eyes widen, his breath stops. Right
there in front of him the wounded, bleeding creature
is rolling about in the snow.

All his pent-up fury and bitterness blazes out again.
His knobbly stick swishes up into the air and comes
down heavily once, and again, and again. The tiny,
tormented creature coils up into a ball, and two large
shiny eyes, stiff with anguish, turn upon Plauka. Plauka
seizes it by its hind legs and hits it against his stick.
Then looks again at the little thing that moves no
more, and lets it drop into the snow as though it had
scorched his fingers. A strange sensation fills his heart-
something like pity and shame. He rubs his hands and
face with snow and calls the hunters and beaters.

Panting, breathless, with tattered clcthes, and scratched
faces, spattered with dirt, frozen stiff, they all
come running and gather in a half-circle around him.

“The last shot was mine,” the baron pronounces sol-
emnly picking up the hare by its hind legs, and at
once letting it drop again.

There it lies, that terrible, exasperating, spiteful beast,
shot in the side, with broken legs, and a fractured
skull. o

Instinctively the men edge away from the tiny body
that lies moveless in a blood-red patch of snow. They
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feel that again they .have run in vain, without getting
their prize, or escaping what they were out to escape,
and again the old unanswered question forces itself
upon them.

It is raining now in a fine, dreary, steady drizzle.
Darkness falls rapidly. Like some giant bird spread:
ing its wings from one end of the sky to the other it
slowly descends upon the earth. Now the tips of its
black wings are touching the men. They merge into
a solid mass, dark and drab. From the distance comes
the barking of dogs. They are still after their quarry.
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The late junior clerk of the pagast carefully shifted
the clod of earth so as not to damage the pale wild
rose that had blossomed forth on his grave among
the couch-grass and weeds, and heaved himself out
into the open. First he gave his bones a proper stretch—
they were all that remained by now of his tall, gaunt
frame and were bent and twisted with two years of
immobility. Then with a hearty yawn, he perched him-
self astride his crooked cross to bask in the moonshine.
Through the bushes of the churchyard gleamed the
smooth, yellowish-white bones of skeletons cowering
phlegmatic and motionless on their crosses or graves.
A few of the younger and more frolicsome ones had
strolled down to the willow-trees along the edge of
the road to scare the passers-by.

A nightingale burst into song. The junior clerk start-
ed from his thoughts and shook himself.

“Blast that bird!” he growled drawing the wasted
bone of his forearm across his brow, on which large
beads of sweat had gathered in the heat of the moon.
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“Won't let you have your peace day or night. I'd throt-
tle itl”

And his long finger bones «curled in anticipa-
tion, But the nightingale, as though conscious of
its mistake, fell silent. The junior clerk sat motionless,
warming himself in the moonshine and thinking
thoughts that were as long as eternity. But after a little
while he heard a grating noise beside him, as though
somebody, in turning his head, were rubbing his neck
against a modern stand-up collar. Looking round fu-
riously he perceived his neighbour, the late overseer
of the estate, sitting with his hands folded on his knee-
caps. His yellowish-grey shinbones shone dimly among
the nettles and thistles that grew where some thirty
or forty years back his grave had been dug. The over-
seer nodded to him, baring his teeth by way of a
smile.

“Good evening!” he said, moving his head, and the
clerk realized that it was the overseer’s upper verte-
brae that produced the grating noise. “You've done
wisely to come out into the open. A young chap like
you wants a breath of fresh air. And the moon’s ever
so warm tonight.”

With an angry snort for an answer the junior clerk
pushed aside the clod of earth and slipped back intc
his grave. He had never been able to abide that neigh-
bour of his. A clerk is a person of some education, and
the overseer's old-fashioned turns of speech and his
chattiness exasperated him and prevented him from
thinking. However, it seemed particularly dark, and
dank, and cold in the grave that night, and sleep would
not come to him, and he could not put out of his
mind the warm moonlight outside. So before long he
crawled forth again. The phlegmatic_overseer was still sit-
ting in the same position dozing, but awoke the mo-
ment the clerk appeared.
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“That's right, that's more sensible,” he nodded, his
neck creaking again. “Plenty of time to sleep. Now in
the summer-time there’s no end to the day. You might
just as well sit yourself down, son, you can't get rid
of me.” |

The junior clerk sat down moodily.

“I don't know what's biting you. In your lifetime
you'd bustle about;« grudging yourself a night’s rest
and driving -others all the time, and now that you're
dead you still can’'t leave a fellow alone.”

The overseer gave a sneeze for joy on hearing his
taciturn neighbour say a word, but hiding his feelings,
he asked in an indifferent tone of voice:

“What have I done to you?”

“Why, you won't leave me alone! You talk, and talk,
and won't let me think.”

“What in God’s name are you thinking about?”

“That’'s not for you to understand. It's no good
talking to you of such things.”

“What things?”

“Bah!” the clerk retorted. “Well, I'll tell you. I'm
thinking. .. I'm thinking... But no, what's the use of
telling a dolt like you.”

“Go on, tell me, I won't leave you in peace till you
do.”

“You see, I started thinking about it on the very.
first night after they buried me here. But I'm afraid
I may not think it out to the end. Not enough timel”

“Must be a terribly long thought,” the overseer put
in with a suspicion of mockery in his reedy voice.
Then he gave another sneeze, for recently-some five
years back, on New Year's Eve-he had caught cold
while haunting the outhouses of his old estate.

“It is longer than eternity itself, this thought of
mine,” the junior clerk went on, ignoring the overseer.
“It covers all the twenty-two years of my life, day upon
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day, hour upon hour, every single minute. One min-
ute of my past life needs two years of thought if
not more, for the less I thought then, the longer
must I think now. I used to believe that one day
had nothing in common with the next. Each came
along with its own troubles and worries. Now I see
how wrong I was. One moment catches on to the
next, like the links in a chain. Thoughts on one thing
lead to thoughts on the next, and the next, and merge
with it, and so on and on, forever joining and inter-
linking . and spreading out like a vast net. Each mo-
ment is the effect of the preceding one, nay, of thou-
sands of them, and in its turn the cause of thou-
sands to follow. And never does a man stand by
himself in life; he is linked with others by innumer-
able ties, and thus thoughts about one’s own self
expand into thoughts about mankind. It is a tangle
that has neither beginning nor end. I can’t make
up my mind whether I ought to start my long thought
with my birth or with my death, or with the Day of
Creation... Some even say the beginning lies far be-
yond that Day... What a mess! But I've got to think
it all out and comprehend the life I've lived, down
to the last moment. The whole trouble is that a junior
clerk hasn’t much of an education. If I'd studied logic,
I should have long since found a system for classifying
and examining every moment and every instant, and
then I'd |_soon get stralght with this damnable long
thought of mine. As Itis...~

He broke off suddenly W1th a sidelong glance at
the overseer, for it seemed to him—that he had heard
him laugh. But the cunning rascal had turned his
head aside pretending to be watching Trine Siksnene,
who was just riding off on a spade over the tops of
the graveyard bushes to pay a visit to her former neigh-
bours.
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“And for two years now I've been pondering on
this system, but you always come butting in and inter-
rupting me. ..." "

He gulped down his final word angrily, for now he
heard distinctly and “beyond a shadow of doubt that
the overseer was chuckling. Hurt to the guick, he
was about to slink back into his grave when the
overseer said a:ﬁiﬁg’ﬂ'i?' T

“Come, come, don't get into a huff. I didn't really
mean to laugh, it just came of itself.”

“But you're a terrible fool all the same, and you’ll
always be one,” the clerk said sulkily,

———

“That may be so, of course. But let me tell you one
thing: you aren’t any cleverer yourself.”

The junior clerk measured his neighbour with a
withering look.

“You think just because I said a junior clerk didn't
have much of an education you can stick your nose
up. A fellow may have little education, yet as long as he
thinks. . ..”

“He's a fool and that's the truth!” And the overseer
spat.

The clerk almost choked with indignation. But while
he was still wondering whether or not he should with-
draw to his grave again, the overseer had resumed.

“Yes, that's the truth, and the cleverest person is the
one who doesn’'t think at all, the cleverest and the hap-
piest of all, because all the trouble in the world begins
when man starts thinking. I know people curse and
spit at my memory, but those were happy days when
I was alive. There was no need for anyone to think,
my stick made everything plain and simple. Everyone knew
exactly when he was to get up, and what he was to
do, and why he’'d deserved a hiding.... But have
you ever heard of people appreciating their benefac-
tors? Never in your life... Look what's growing on
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my grave! Though I prefer this to a grave that's as
bare as though the chickens had been over it peck-
ing, still it's as clear a proof of human ingratitude as
ever there was. If I hadn’t flogged them and driven
them the way I did, a good many might have turned
to thinking and reasoning. And they’'d have hanged
themselves just the way you did.”

“Are you suggesting I hanged myself because 1
thought?¢”

“I certainly am. If you hadn’t, you'd have been alive
to this day, and maybe married to your Julina Melder
by now.”

“D'you... d'you think it would have been better?”

“I don’t think at all. Can’t remember when I thought
last. But you would never have hanged yourself, and
that's as_sure_as eggs are eggs. Come, now, tell me
why did you do it?” |

“I thought. ..

“Exactly! Didn’'t T say so?”

“I thought,” said the junior clerk raising his voice,
“if she chooses to fool around with others, I'm not
going to stand for it. And so I thought and thought,
until I had it. I said to myself, for me it's a flea-bite,
ten minutes’ work, but she—she’ll suffer qualms of con-
science for the rest of her days. People will point their
fingers at her. ‘There goes Julina Melder,” theyll say,
‘the one who drove a fellow to his grave!’ And they’ll
run from her as though she were a leper. She’ll be
left an old maid. That's the terrible revenge It thought.
up for her.”

" "Well, and did it work?” |

“Why shouldn’t it work? Of course it did.”

“Have you seen Julina since?”

“I haven't... Felt sort of awkward. She ‘might say
first you go and hang yourself, and then you come
dangling after me.”
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“Stuff and nonsense! Go and see her one night in
her sleep. Don’'t believe anything before you've seen
with your own eyes. And above all, don’'t think, don't
think, I tell you. Just watch and see.”

“But if I think right from the beginning... It seems
to me it couldn’t possibly... Ah, if only I had a sys-
tem. . .”

“It seems to you, yeah... And to me it seems you'd
have done wiser not to hang yourself. But what's the
good of arguing here. Go along one night and have
a look, and then you’ll know. I'm getting kind of
sleepy. Must go and stretch my bones. You staying here?
All right, good night to you. Mind you don’t catch cold.”

The overseer yawned and slipped into his grave, leav-
ing the junior clerk to his thoughts.

“Hm...” he muttered blowing his nose, “when you
listen to him it sounds as though he were right. But
surely I didn't hang myself for nothing! Surely Julina is
tortured by pangs of conscience! No, it isn’t like the old
days when the overseer’s stick was the be all and end
all. This time you're barking up the wrong tree, you old
'sceptic]| What does he know, anyway, of meditation, and
associations, and consequences, and conclusions. . ..”

As for his past life, the junior clerk was not decid-
ed on any one point; but with regard to his death and
its effects his mind was firmly made up. He was not
going to start doubting it now. Julina Melder was suf-
fering more than human flesh could endure. She would
live like a leper in a desert till the day she died. For
if not... but no, why stop to think' about it?

And again he beat his mind upon his system. However,
he was soon interrupted by the strains of a concertina
rising from the valley below. He winced, and listened.

The local people were a sensible lot, so they had ar-
ranged a dancing floor for open-air dances at the very
foot of the churchyard hill. Those resting there, they
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said, ought to hear more cheery sounds than the hissing
of the grass snake and the ticking of the death-watch
beetle in their mouldering crosses. That particular sum-
mer they were enjoying themselves for all they were
worth. Every other Sunday there would be the shrilling
of concertinas and squeals of girlish laughter in the thick
brushwood. And some, having enjoyed themselves to
the full below, would climb up the hill to relax on the
graveyard benches, or to carry on with their romancing
there.

Three girls were climbing the narrow track. As the
junior clerk _contemplated them it struck him that a
new fashion had come in during the two years of his
absence from this world. At the time when he hanged
himself the sleeves of women’s blouses were puffed at
the shoulder, but now they were tight at the top and
broadened out enormously at the wrist. The clerk spat
with disgust. How unbecoming.

The girls were passing by the very edge of his grave.
He looked and looked, and suddenly slapped his frontal
bone. The one with the widest sleeves was no other than
Julina Melder! Was it possible? Why did the other two
keep so close to her, instead of shunning her? Far from
it, they seemed engaged in a most intimate conversa-
tion. It could not be true! His eyes must be playing a
trick on him. He rubbed the sleep out of them and gazed
again.

It was, indeed, Julina Melder in person, and there
could be no two ways about it. The same supple figure,
the same chestnut hair, the same perky eyes and round
face. And there was something new about that face
that he could not define, something that rendered it even
more beautiful than it used to be. During the two long
years of sleep he had often pictured her in his dreams,
and always her face had been drawn and worn and
wasted with shame, pricks of conscience, self-reproach,
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and contrition. But this Julina was plumper and lovelier
even than the one for whose sake he had hanged him-
self two years ago.

Meanwhile, the girls were almost stepping on his grave.
Some nights they would carefully avoid the mounds,
but tonight they just walked across the churchyard as
though it were no different from a potato field.

“Isn’t this where the junior clerk is buried?” one of
them lisped sucking a sweet, and motioned with her
foot in the direction where he was crouching.

“The junior clerk? What junior clerk?” Julina asked
and folded her lips back into a neat little bow, for the
strenuous climb had forced them apart.

“The one who hanged himself two years ago.”

“Hanged himself? Why?”

“I don’t know, people say he'd got too close to the
money safe. The senior had left the key in the lock. He
knew it would be Siberia for him, so he hanged himself.
I seem to remember it was here they buried him.”

“Wasn't it nearer the gate?”

“No, no, right here, next to old Mother Graudiniete.”

“Maybe, I wasn’t at the funeral... Tell me, did that
rich Rauska really ask about me? You're not kidding¢”

“God’s truth, dear. He looked for you everywhere, but
you weren't there.”

“Must have been just when I'd slipped away with
Pricis Saiskis.”

“That’s right, you were with Pricis. I heard you giggle,
but I didn't say anything to him. He comes up to me,
dear-we’'ve known each other for ages—and he says, ‘List-
en, Grietel! Which one’s Julina Melder? I'm a stranger
here, I don’t know her!” So I say, ‘She isn't here now, but
I'll show her to you when she comes.” ‘All right,” he says,
‘mind you do. I'm going to the bar now to call three
dozen....” So he gives me a pinch in the thigh and goes
off. He's a real scream, that Rauska.”
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Julina had blushed like a poppy blossom. She turned
her face away from her friends and began to fumble with
the clasp of her belt. T

“What did he want to see me for, I wonder?”

The other two giggled meaningly.

*I wonder, indeed...”

More he could not hear. The girls had gone quite a
distance ahead, and he did not want to follow them. To
tell the truth, he was too shaken to move even if he
had wanted to. And this was the Julina for whose sake
he had hanged himself. “Junior clerk? What junior
clerk?... Why did he hang himself. .. the money safe...
Siberia...” The words rang in his ears. She did not
even know where he was buried. Or why he had
hanged himself. So they had not found the note he had
pushed into the cleft branch of the pine-tree. It could not
be, he must go and make sure.

Rising to his feet, he stretched his legs, lifted him-
self several yards off the ground and started wading
through the thin mist that floated over the meadow
reaching to the very pine grove to which he now
directed his steps. It was heavy going. His feet sank
into the icy wet while his body was scorched by the
moon. By the time he had reached the grove he was
bathed in sweat.

The pine grove had changed during these two years. The
moonbeams could not penetrate it, and it was very dark
inside. Unable to see his way he blundered about for quite
a time before he came upon the tree he was looking
for. There it was at last, with one thick branch sticking
out at one side, some seven feet from the ground, and
another, shorter one, close by, its end broken off and cleft.
And-he could not believe his eyes—but there was a scrap
of paper, half disintegrated and spongy, yet unmistakably
his own note.



He slunk home, his bones limp and drooping. Had it
been worth shinning up seven feet of a thick branchless
pine trunk to reach the first branch, dragging behind him
a length of heavy rope? Exhausting himself, ripping his
new pair of trousers, and grazing his nose? Had it been
worth hanging himself, with Julina never getting to
know the reason?

He called to mind everything he had intended to
achieve by his death. Hopes built on sand! Wishes gone
to the winds simply because the drowsy shepherd boy
who had cut him off the branch had not bothered to lift
his eyes to where in the cleft branch above a slip of
paper made everything as clear as daylight. It almost
looked as though the overseer was right—-it had not been
worth hanging himself. But he would not admit such a
thing, it would be too shameful, too idiotic.

It could not be that the carelessness of a sleepy lad
should have t\h_tw/ar_tgd/a.ll his plans. How could such grand
intentions go fo the winds for so ridiculous a reason?
For if he had put his note in his pocket the effect would
have been quite different. Would not the enormous trag-
edy of his death counterbalance a trivial miscalculation
on his part? Facts seemed to point to that, but he would
not believe even facts. Some other truth must be lurking
behind it all, a truth that such trifling incidents were
powerless to change. But how to get at it? And how, on
the basis of it, to comprehend and explain every chance
incident of his life, and string them up like beads on a
chain of logic? Ah, if only he had studied logic more
thoroughly, then the system he was groping for would
have long since been within his grasp. B

And having returned to his cross and perched himself
upon it, he redoubled his efforts to get at the system
without which all his thinking was to no avail.

Soon, however, he was interrupted again. Two lads
were coming uphill, both rather tipsy. Their cigarette
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ends were glowing in the dark like two stars, sometimes
moving close to each other, then drifting a long way
apart. When they were almost level with him, the junior
clerk recognized one of them as Rauska, known far and
wide as a handsome rich fellow, owner of a small estate,
and a successful woman hunter, to whom the hearts of
every girl, rich or poor, warmed readily. Now Rauska was
tottering from grave to grave, and if the clerk had not
been careful to jerk himself to one side he would have
been pushed off his cross.

“Did you say they’d gone uphill-Julina and all?”
Rauska mumbled with a faltering tongue.

“I'm telling you, that’s the way they went, your old sweet-
heart, and Julina, and another one. I say, what's come
over you tonight that you're so crazy to see that Julina?”

“I want to see her, that’s all there is to it. People say
she’s a beauty if ever there was one on this earth.”

“Pshaw!” the other even spat with contempt. “A natt
bit of stuff, and no more. I wouldn't give a kope%/f_c-)y;
her beauty.”

“Ah, don’t talk like that. They say there was a junior
clerk who even hanged himself all because of her.”

“Clever chap, that Rauska,” thought the clerk, looking
at him almost with gratitude.

“Never heard of it,” the other lad grumbled. “Couldn’t
imagine a goof who would go and hang himself for a
wench like her!”

“Well, that’s what people say. It was the senior clerk
himself who told me-he ought to know.”

“Ah, the senior clerk,” the junior said to h1mself "of
course he ought to know it had nothing to do with any
money safel”

"And ever since he told me I've been wanting to see
her,” Rauska was saying. “I wondered what she might
be like if she could drive a chap to suicide. Can't be ]ust
an ordinary pretty face.”
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“Rubbish, I tell you,” the other persisted obstinately.
“Look, here they come. The one in the middle, with the
fluffy hair.”

The same three girls were walking up the path to-
wards the men. They were looking straight ahead and
seemed to see nothing around. But the clerk noticed how
julina’s eyes danced towards Rauska, how her cheeks
glowed, how she suddenly dropped her handkerchief and
bent down slowly to pick it up, so that Rauska could ad-
raire her lithe and shapely form. It never occurred to her
that these charms were lost on him in the dark of night.

Long after the girls had vanished down the slope of
the hill Rauska stood blinking his eyes. Then he wiped
his lips with the back of his hand and murmured:

“Ah, that one’s certainly worth it. He wasn’'t such a
fool, that junior clerk.”

The unexpected praise bucked the clerk up so much,
and filled him with so sweet a sensation that all thought
left his mind for quite a long while.

Suddenly he saw a couple strolling uphill, this time
a man and a woman. She walking with a proud and meas-
ured stride, he wriggling and bending in every limb so
vigorously that he seemed in danger of putting his spine
out of joint. And so many clever and sensible words
flowed from his tongue, and in so velvety a voice that it
might have been anybody but the drunken Rauska of a
quarter of an hour ago. And the woman was inclining
her head so demurely and smiling so graciously that it
might have been anybody but the temperamental Juhna
Melder. . -

The Jum.or clerk gazed until the two were swallowed
up by the thick bushes. Then he shook himself so that
all his benes rattled. No, it was not true, he would not
believe his eyes. Had he not known for certain that he
himself was an apparition he would have taken them for

Sl

one. Everything was running just counter to his calcula-
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tions. Perhaps his thinking apparatus had turned topsy-
turvy with two years of sleep? Or had his vision been
perverted during his lifetime-his vision and his under-
standing? Was Julina Melder going to turn even his death
to good account? What had allured Rauska, that rich and
notcrious young man, to these parts? What had given Ju-
lina such fame? The mere fact and nothing else that some
junior clerk had hanged himself for her sake!

Overcome with rage he burst into bitter laughter, until
the tears sprang to his eyes. Then he clenched the few
teeth that still stuck in his jaws and hissed through
them: “No! No, no!” Some minutes elapsed, and he raised
his head, glowering at the bushes where Rauska and Ju-
lina had disappeared and repeated half spitefully, half
despairingly: “No, nol... No, no, no!”

There was a rustle of branches, and the couple emerged
again. Now the tables had turned. Rauska had relapsed
into his habitual self-assured slouch, one hand carelessly
thrust into his trouser pocket, and the other on Julina’s
waist. Julina, on the other hand, was leaning against his
shoulder, craning her neck to peer into his eyes.

How had Rauska managed it so easily? It seemed un-
believable. He remembered what anguish he himself had
suffered before he had summoned the courage merely to
cross the dancing floor and invite her for a polka.... And
this one had his hand about her waist in less than no
time!

The junior clerk had always been exceedingly vain.
Otherwise he might have realized the difference between
himself and that rich hero of women’s hearts. He pressed
his hands against his skull so as not to hear the unbear-
ably sweet whispers that floated in the wake of Rauska
and Julina as they walked away dowmthe hilt.—

Meanwhile the overseer had poked his head out of his
grave and was watching his neighbour. All mockery and
mirth had gone from his face.
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“You still here?” he ventured mildly. “I've had a good
sleep, and I'd have slept some more if it weren't for
my cold. I keep sneezing, and then I've got to sit up and
blow my nose.”

And clapping his hand over his nose he emitted a sound
like the blast of a huge trumpet. So heartily did he
sneeze that tears burst from his eyes.

“Pooh,” he sighed, “stop rackmg _your brain, son. You'd
better put all thoughts out of your mind and lay your
head down. Sleep’s sweet and sound in the small hours,
as his Lordship used to say. Or have you thought of
something?”

Ashamed to confess, the junior clerk snapped:

*If I haven't yet, I willl” But his voice had lost a
lot of its assurance, and closing his ears again with his
palms, he turned his back on his chatty neighbour.

The overseer contemplated him for a while, then shook
his head and heaved a deep sigh. He was good at heart
and felt sincerely sorry for his young neighbour.

“He'll do himself in completely, poor bloke,” he mut-
tered creeping back to his resting place. “What a shame
it isn't like in good old times! A sound hiding would
have soon cured him of all this thinking.”

“He’ll deceive her, that Rauska. He'll seduce her and
drop her. He certainly won't marry her,” the clerk
said to comfort himself. And in his despair this new
fancy appeared so beautiful and soothing to him that he
began to adapt everything else to it. He felt sure now
that he had hanged himself so that Julina might gain
fame through his suicide, and this fame might reach
Rauska, and Rauska should come and seduce her, and
then desert her. That would make her see what's what.
Of course Rauska would not be such a fool as to marry
her! Never in his life!

But some weeks later the junior clerk was to witness
that Rauska was such a fool after all. A long wedding
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procession drove up the hill right past the churchyard.
Julina Melder was sitting in her carriage, her white veil
adorned with myrtle sprays falling like a white cloud of
mist about her shoulders. Her face was beaming with
happiness and pride, and all eyes were upon her in admi-
ration of her beauty and her good fortune. There cer-
tainly was plenty to envy and admire: a little estate of
her own, a two-storey house with five rooms, a piano,
upholstered furniture, and an outhouse made of bricks,
thirty milch cows, five horses-who could count all her
wealth!

But the one who had brought about all this happiness
was cowering on his grave as pale as ashes, his hands
pressed against his ears as he gazed stupidly at the
yellow sand. He made several futile efforts to think out
why everything had worked towards this end. The true
cause of his suicide had been known to one person only—
the senior clerk, yet it was precisely he who had caused
Julina’s stroke of luck. Was such absurdity, such .Aincon-
gruity with all the laws of logic, really possible? That
very night, abandoning his thoughts, he went to see
Rauska’s estate.

Ah, it was indeed an enviable sight! You would go a
long way to find such wealth. Julina had every reason to
stick up her little nose now. And thanks to whom? To
him, to His suicide that had been intended to be a con-
stant reproach to her, an insatiable worm gnawing forever
at her heart, something that should have brought about
her destruction and downfall. Why was life so incalcu-
lable, so crazy! Ah, the smarting irony of his own
doings! And he felt deeply ashamed of his whole life,
his suicide, his eternal thinking; ashamed of having as-
pired to understand and explain all this absurd muddle.
He would not dare to show himself to the overseer.

On their first night Rauska and his young bride did
not close an eye. On the second, no sooner had Julina
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dropped off to sleep than the junior clerk appeared be-
fore her. Silently squatting at the foot of her bed he
gazed at her. His eyes were dilated to the utmost, as
though he were trying to peer into her very heart and
find in it some hidden secret. Julina woke with a shriek.
“What's the matter?” Rauska muttered drowsily.

“The junior clerk...” she faltered, pulling the blanket
over her head.

“Where? What clerk?” Rauska growled and, bending
over her, groped along the other edge of the bed.

“The one who hanged himself... I thought...”

“Pooh, nonsense! Never think. Just go to sleep.”

Julina obediently turned over on her other side and fell
asleep.
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1. WHIRLWIND

It is the eve of the wedding.

On the round, gravel-strewn space in front of the porch
of the Irbes mansion a drunken stable boy is trying hard
to check the fat, glossy black horses. Restive and fidgety,
they bite at their polished bits and shake their heads so
violently that the gilded rings on their brass trappings
jingle and glitter in the white shaft of light that falls
from the window. The lad calms the excited animals.
Winding the ends of the bridle about his wrists, he-strains
back with all his weight, looking from one of the eight
brilliantly lit windows of the house to the other.

The owner of the Irbes estate, Meyer, and his future
son-in-law, the chemist Zommer, step out of the house on
to the porch. For all his bulky frame, Meyer swings him-
self up on the driver's seat with the agility of a youth
and snatches the reins. The lad reels back on to the lawn
amid the lush grass sprinkled with blue blossoms and
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fenced in with barbed wire that twists among the broad-
leaved bushes. At any other time Meyer would have
flown into a rage at the boy’s clumsiness, but tonight he
just breaks into a hearty guffaw.

Zommer, equally drunk, tries to scramble up on the
seat beside him, but Meyer laughingly kicks him off.

“Leave it, you'll only tumble down again. Get inside
the carriage and mind you hold tight. Tonight I'm going
to show you some driving!”

Zommer obeys, muttering something incomprehensible.

Mrs. Meyer and her daughter Ella appear on the porch.

“Oh, Karlis!” Mrs. Meyer cries dismayed. “What are
you up to?¢”

Meyer only laughs. “A drive.... Just a little drive!
I'm going to drive till the wind whistles in our ears.
Heigh-ho!”

Zommer lolls back jauntily against the soft upholster-
ing of his seat and turns his face to his flancée with a
wry drunken smile. She is not looking at him. Suddenly
the horses baulk. Meyer curbs them with an experienced
hand, slashing at their wet backs with the leather reins.
The animals submit, quivering.

Ella comes down the steps of the porch.

“Thjs is really very unreasonable,” she says wearily.
“You're in such a state, Arnold, both you and papa.... It's
dark, you can't see the road—anything may happen.”

“Never fear, love!” Zommer gives her a wink. “I shan’t
die before tomorrow night, that I shan't!”

For a moment Meyer manages to get the better of his
intoxication and answers his wife with gentlemanly cour-
tesy:

“Don’t worry, it’s nothing to our horses, those three or
four miles to the forestry and back.”

He lashes at the horses and pulls the reins so tight that
their teeth grind on the bits. Then he slackens them again,
and the animals charge forward like the whirlwind.
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“Adieu, sweetheart, wait for me!” Zommer cries, and,
doffing his hat, tries to wave to her. But he is too drunk to
control his stiff fingers, and a gust of wind snatches it
from them and trundles it off like a hoop in front of the
porch. Straining forward anxiously, Mrs. Meyer watches
them sweep like the wind towards the square brick col-
umns on either side of the garden gate. The next moment
the carriage has disappeared into the darkness of the
maple drive beyond. Mrs. Meyer draws herself up straight
and heaves a sigh. She picks up her future son-in-law’s hat,
shakes the dust off it and throws a troubled look at Ella.

“Look here, my girl,” she begins, and stops. “Ella, don’t
let it surprise you. They're all like that, there isn't one
man who is different. When they get drunk they forget
themselves.” Again she glances furtively at Ella, but the
girl’s face does not bear that ironical, spiteful smile that at
times exasperates her mother to tears, even to hysterics.
Ella stands in the twilight, her head bent, her arms hanging
lifeless down her sides, her whole attitude expressing
weariness and boredom.

“Listen, Ella,” she whispers in her daughter’s ear as she
turns to go back into the house. “Don’t let our visitors no-
tice anything. They're such common women, you know,
they might easily start gossiping about us.”

Outside the door she pauses for a moment to put on her
habitual sweetly benign expression before entering.

Three women are sitting in the room: the estate man-
ager’s wife and the forester's wife—both as well-fed, flabby-
cheeked, and fat-necked as Mrs. Meyer; and a third lady
who differs from the first two in that her face is gaunt and
dry, with a long humped nose, and also because she is
generally addressed as “madam” and not “my lady” by the
workers.

The moment Mrs. Meyer and her daughter appear in
the doorway the three faces assume the same benign ex-
pression as that of their hostess lest the latter should sus-
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pect their malicious criticism of the vulgarity of their host
and his drunkard of a son-in-law.

Mrs. Meyer and Ella sit down with their guests. The
three ladies incline towards their hostess. Their smiles,
their looks, their every movement seem to say: we are too
refined, too well-bred, too highly educated, too lady-like
to have noticed anything common or objectionable. We
never saw our host drink with his son-in-law glass upon
glass till they had more than was good for them, we never
heard the cynical half-utterances they exchanged even in
the presence of ladies. And Mrs. Meyer smiles back at
them, and her smile says: “You know full well that you are
nothing but common old gossips, who ought to feel hon-
oured when invited to my house, but I am not letting you
feel it. Nothing in my face will betray my boredom, though
I am indeed sick and tired of you and you have been
keeping me all day from preparing for tomorrow’s
festivities. .. .”

Only Ella stands aloof in this curious interplay
of feminine emotions. Her hands are languidly
folded in her lap, her head rests against the soft back of
her chair, her eyes are half-closed. In her loose white gar-
ment, with her pale face, classically regular features, dark
eye-brows delicately curved above her lowered lids, and
her luxurious dark brown hair, she is like a budding aster
among frost-nipped dahlias. -

“You'll catch cold, child,” says Mrs. Meyer, and a note
of deep unaffected tenderness quivers in her voice. She
rises and carefully closes the door that has been left ajar.

Ella only raises her eye-lids and flashes a glance at her
mother through her thick lashes. Her eyes at that moment
have the depth of a fathomless well that holds a ray of the
midday sun. She does not want to talk. She is infinitely
tired, and realizes that her weariness is not so much phys-
ical as spiritual. Her soul slumbers, as it were, like a tired
little bird, drooping its wings.
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“We ought to be going,” the forester's wife says, mak-
ing a little movement as though to rise and smiling.
“Yes, it is time we went,” the estate manager’'s wife

agrees.
“Hm-m,” the third lady clears her throat, smiles too and

shifts on her chair.

“But I beg you!” cries Mrs. Meyer, not only her face,
but her whole body expressing resolute protest. “We must
have some tea, and then... and besides... you must wait
for the men to come home. You can go back with the same
horses. ... They've gone for a little drive-I mean to say,
I sent them to the forester’s....”

Mrs. Meyer smiles at the forester’'s wife, and the forest-
er's wife smiles back at Mrs. Meyer, so sweetly, almost
caressingly, and they nod at each other, and the other la-
dies nod too, in time with them.

“Oh, well, if you really insist...” says the forester’s
wife. “We might stay just a little. But don't let us disturb
you, Mrs. Meyer, surely, you have got so much work on
your hands before tomorrow. We'll just sit here quietly.
Don’t let us disturb you...."

“Oh, not at all!” Mrs. Meyer waves her hands at her,
conscious of how sincere and convincing her gesture looks.
*What on earth makes you think that! Good heavens,
you're such dear, such rare guests! Besides, I have nothing
more to worry about, everything is done and ready. A,
but last week. .. all last week!” And Mrs. Meyer flaps her
arms outlining somethmg enormous and heavy in the air.

“Ah! Ahl” echo her guests sympathetically and undet-
standingly. “Don’t we know it! It isn't like one of those
peasant weddings, where you just kill a pig, and make a
ton of wheat flans, and open a barrel of beer—and there’s
an end of it! Och, ha-ha, hal”

The comparison between tomorrow’s wedding and a
peasant one is so preposterous that for a while all four la-
dies laugh heartily-not too loudly, of course, and remem-
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bering to press their handkerchiefs to their lips at the ap-
propriate -moments.

“Why, certainly, madam,” says the gaunt lady raising
her eyes to the ceiling. “We must never fail to keep up
our cultural standards... at weddings too. But if I may
venture to say so, you ought not to have invited the baron,
madam.”

Mrs. Meyer opens her eyes very wide.

“But my dear, why on earth not?”

“Because he is not really one of us. He's of a different
class. .. a higher class. He always keeps aloof from our
circle. So proud, you know...."

“I don’t know about others.” Mrs. Meyer gives a proud
little toss of the head. “But he has always been exceedingly
cordial towards us. Why, he is almost godfather to Ella.
Surely, you don't mean to say that the baron’s presence
would not add immensely to the dignity of the wedding
ceremony.”

“But that dignity will not make a favourable impres-
sion on the other wedding guests, who are all his inferiors
in one way or the other.”

The hostess is stung.

“I beg your pardon, but as long as the Irbes estate is
our very own, I don't quite see why we should feel infe-
rior to the baron. He has been our guest many a time, but
never has he let us feel that we were once his tenants.”

“He is too well-bred for that.... But he certainly hasn’t
forgotten. He has a good memory.”

A delicate flush breaks through the distinguished pallor
of Mrs. Meyer's complexion and through her smiling
calm. Her contemptuous eyes scan the gaunt frame of her
visitor.

“You seem to be forgetting, my dear, that we do not
have to shrink from the baron as some humble inn-keep-
ers or saddlers do. Ah—there certainly is a difference....”

The estate manager’s wife and the forester's wife shift
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uneasily in their seats. Heaven forbid a scene! Anything
but that. A scene would be worse than a.fire. With gra-
cious smiles they try to quench the flame that has sprung
up so suddenly and unexpectedly.

“Hm-ha-hem!” the forester's wife gives a little
cough, her smile indicating that she regards this little clash
as a harmless jest.

“Hm-ha-hem!” the estate manager’s wife echoes her,
fumbling for words. “Ah, well. ... Such is life. ... And how
is your beautiful Sebastian, my dear Mrs. Meyer?”

Sebastian is an old, grey, grizzled, obese pug-dog who,
heaven knows why, holds a place of honour at the Irbes
estate. He spends his day waddling listlessly and wheezily
over Ella’s flower-beds, and wallowing in the garbage heap
in the corner of the yard, or mzn‘getakes himself to the
ditch to nibble at the carcass of a calf that has been lying
there for the best part of a year. But at night he sleeps
alongside the mistress underneath her plush blankets.

At the mention of Sebastian Mrs. Meyer’'s eyes light up
with a genial smile. This is, indeed, a topic of conversa-
tion at once more innocent and more pleasant than the bar-
on and his relations with people of other classes—more
pleasant and more important, too....

“Thank you for asking,” she replies with animation.
“Poor little beast, he isn’t well at all. He got over his
cold all right, but now we have trouble with him again!”

“Oh, my dear! You don’t say!” The estate manager’s
wife clasps her hands in dismay.

“Oh dear!” the forester's wife heaves a sympathetic sigh.

“It's the second week now—it was a week last Thursday
that he started a kind of-a sort of itch.... Poor dear, his
whole back is sore!”

“Oh, the darling little treasure!” The estate manager's
wife breathes, pursing her lips into a neat little circle.
“How ever did it happen?”

“I don’t know, really, but I think it is all due to that
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chill he had. Zommer says we've been overfeeding him,
but that is all nonsense. Why, it breaks my heart to watch
him eat, he hardly touches his food. As I was saying, my
dear, it is simply terrible that we don't have a proper vet-
erinary surgeon here. It is simple enough to cure a hu-
man being, but what can a poor dumb little animal like
him say for himself? I asked Zommer to get me some med-
icine for him, and would you believe it? He brought some
filthy, smelling carbolic acid! And he knows full well how
attached I am to the little creature! We added some eau-
de-Cologne to take that beastly smell away, but it is hor-
rid all the same, and it stings him so.... Poor Sebastian,
he whimpers at the very sight of the bottle....”

“Poor dear!” the ladies sigh.

Suddenly, all four heads turn to Ella: did she laugh?
You cannot tell from her face. The long lashes that have
drooped over her eyes again flutter suspiciously, and the
corners of her mouth twitch mischievously, that is all.

Mrs. Meyer rises and goes to the bedroom. She returns
after a while carrying some object swathed in a large
woollen shawl as cautiously and warily as a maid might
carry a hot joint. The bundle is emitting wheezy sounds;
it is the sick Sebastian groaning.

Mrs. Meyer spreads the shawl on the floor and stands
Sebastian on it, a grey, grizzly, crinkly pug. Sebastian’s
legs are too feeble to hold him and he flops down on the
floor. He blinks his white eyes uneasily, as though afraid
to discover the dangerous bottle with carbolic acid, but is
soon reassured. He looks nowhere, sees nobody, cares for
nothing; he just sits waiting to be carried back to the
bedroom His creased and furrowed muzzle expresses ut-

B

ence to life.

The ladies bring up their chairs and bend over Sebastian.
There is heartfelt compassion in their faces, with a tinge
of curiosity.
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“You poor little thing!” says the estate manager’s wife,
in a quivering voice.

“You darling little sufferer. ..
wife stroking the patient’s head.

With a painful effort, Sebastian lifts his eye-lids and you
can clearly read in his eyes: “I am, indeed, a poor sufferer,
-but why, why should I have to endure all this?”

Mrs. Meyer puts her arm about the patient’s neck and
asks him in a woeful voice:

“Won’t you tell me what the matter is with you?”

They spend a good half hour lamenting over the pug
and fondling him, then one by one they resume their seats,
each heaving a sigh as she does so. Sebastian is lying pros-
trate on his stomach, fast asleep.

“The men aren’t back yet,” Mrs. Meyer says turning a
troubled look at the dark window, as though she might
see something there. And forgetting her dignity she moves
closer to her guests and, with a worried glance at Ella,
gives vent to her anxiety.

“TP'm afraid for them!” she whispers. “The night is
dark, it is a winding road, and the ditches are full of wa-
ter—they’re so deep now. . . and the horses were so wild. ...”

“Don’t worry yourself, my dear,” the estate manager’s
wife puts a pudgy hand on Mrs. Meyer's. “Mr. Meyer is
the finest driver in the district.”

“True, but you ... you may have noticed, they were both
a little bit.... It doesn't need much for an accident to
occur....”

“It isn’t as though they were driving for the first time,”
the estate manager’s wife puts in soothingly.

Mrs. Meyer casts another glance at her slumbering
daughter and drops her voice to a whisper.

“You cannot imagine what I have sometimes been
through with his recklessness. There is a streak of peasant
blood in him, his mother is said to have been a peasant-
hence this occasional coarse, unforgivable foolhardiness.

”

mutters the forester’s
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The first year after our wedding-I'll not forget that day
as long as I live~we drove across the lake to the Duki,
over thin ice....”

Mrs. Meyer closes her eyes, shuddering.

“On all sides it kept crackling as though someone were
walking barefoot through hemp stalks. Then it would sud-
denly snap and I would hear the ice cracking on either
side of us. I stared round, but all I could see was a white
mist or cloud, glittering and shifting, and now and then I
would hear the whistling breath from the horses’ nostrils.
The same kind of horses as we have now. ... At the edge,
where the reeds begin, the ice did break, but we managed
to rush across over the loose slabs. We drove like the
whirlwind, we were across in seven or eight minutes....”

The ladies smile discreetly. They are much intrigued by
the story, but do not quite know what attitude to take in
the face of such unwonted candour, so they keep silent.

“I was laid up for a whole week after that,” Mrs. Meyer
goes on. With a quick glance at her daughter she moves
up even closer and continues even quieter:

“Heaven forbid that I may ever go through anything
like that again.... And yet.... I felt something more than
fear. It was as though a kind of giddiness had swept away
all reason. I felt myself light as a snow-flake caught up in
the whirlwind, all my will, all my strength had flown from
me, and there was but one feeling in me: I wished that
dreadful, yet beautiful moment might last, that the power
that had seized me and was bearing me away in its hot em-
brace might hold me for ever. That my feet might never
ggain touch the cold, damp earth....”

Mrs. Meyer comes to her senses and stops abruptly.
How could she have let herself go like that! She throws a
troubled look at her daughter, then wraps Sebastian in the
shawl again and takes him back to the bedroom. The la-
dies hastily fumble for their handkerchiefs and put them
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to their noses, exchanging glances. Mrs. Meyer’'s story has
been most interesting.

Through her lowered eye-lids Ella can see everything
that is going on in the room, and she hears every word that
is spoken. This is a special trick of hers~to see without
looking, and hear without appearing to listen. Many a
time has she thus noticed glances that would never have
shown themselves to her otherwise.

Nothing she has seen has been of any interest to her.
She is sick to death of this ailing dog, and these boring
lady visitors with their furtive smirks. She feels as though
for ages she has seen nothing but this wearisome life that
is swamped in idleness, petty intrigues and stupidity.
But suddenly she harks and wonders. Her mother’s nar-
rative has stirred some strange, great and powerful emo-
tion within her. The room and everything in it disappears
from her view. She sees the vast surface of the lake thinly
covered with bluish ice, the snow-covered hoary blanket
across the sleigh, little white flames of fire flashing from
the horses” hoofs through a cloud of steam. Little balls of
snow shooting past her in the whistling whirlwind, fir-
trees marking the road, the shrub-grown bank of the lake.
The Irbes estate, the podgy lady visitors with their steal-
thy smirks, the pug-dog and the bottle of carbolic acid
that smells of eau-de-Cologne are far behind. The reed-
brimmed bank of the lake, the black jagged outline of the
forest beyond it lie ahead. The whirlwind brushes past her
ever swifter, her heart is pounding, her cheeks burning
with the frost and with breath-taking, paralysing rap-
ture. ... She starts and opens her eyes, sensing the search-
ing looks from four pairs of eyes upon her.

“Is anything the matter with you?” her mother asks
anxiously. “Your cheeks are all afire—you’re not ill, are
you?” She puts a damp hand on Ella’s forehead. But Ella
rudely pushes it away.

*It's nothing...”
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The ladies deem it their duty to manifest their concern,
but are checked by a strange look from Ella.

“Take a pill, child,” Mrs. Meyer is about to hurry to her
medicine bottles, of which she always keeps a good sup-
ply, including the latest panacea that soothes the nerves and
multiplies the blood. But at that very moment Mr. Meyer
and Zommer arrive, bringing with them the forester.

Cries of excitement, greetings, jests and laughter on all
sides. But they die down soon enough, everybody relaps-
ing into respectable self-restraint. Ella’s unseemly agita-
tion also subsides.

They sit down to supper. The table provides a foretaste
of tomorrow’s festivities, and the anticipation of it is re-
flected on every face. Ella handles her knife and fork
with weary, cautious movements, carefully avoiding the
slightest clatter. Her head feels heavy, her mind blurred,
and as tired as it has been throughout the day. Every
little noise, every loud spoken word reverberates in her
with almost physical pain. But she sees and hears every-
thing.

At the far end of the table sit her father and the forest-
er, emptying their plates a little too rapidly. If she turns
her head a little to the left her eyes fall on an equally fat
smooth face and bald head, and a pair of humid blue eyes
that turn to her now and then with an obliging smile,
while two thick-fingered hands pass her a glass, or a napkin,
or the bread basket. Zommer is exceedingly obliging and
attentive to his fiancée. But she takes little notice of that.
She is wondering which of these three men looks older
and uglier. Her father is rather more agreeable and dear
to her, that is all she can say.

There is plenty of conversation. The men go out of their
way to be witty and brilliant, the ladies—to be serious and
demure. Only Mrs. Meyer's eyes follow anxiously the
movement of every spoon, and every time a dark stain
shows on the snow-white table cloth, her lips give a
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nervous twitch, and little red patches appear above her
cheek-bones.

Ella slowly slides into a kind of oblivion. Her hands
continue to move mechanically, she sees and hears every-
thing about her, but as though through a fog or a chink
in a wall, as though she herself had nothing to do with it.
Yet she knows that everything is plvoteagupon her ~and
squeezing her like a contracting rubber Ying She feels as
though she has been living in a twilight, for a long time,
and would continue living thus day upon day, for years
on end. This life is lapping about her like a shallow stream,
and a heavy damp hand seems to be pressing on her
head, bending it lower and lower. Something wakes with-
in her, and grows, and rises. Her blood rushes to her
cheeks again, her heart begins to throb, her eyes sparkle.

Mrs. Meyer again throws a frightened look at her
daughter.

“Ella, child, what is it?” she asks quietly, and all eyes
turn upon the girl. She gives a start as though pricked by
a needle. |

Her eyes open and droop again.

“You haven’t caught cold, have you?”

No answer. All eyes are upon her with a mixed expres-
sion of curiosity and concern.

“What's on your mind, child?¢”

Ella’s mouth twitches convulsively, and a sudden inco-
herent flow of words, whispered with suppressed passion,
springs from her lips:

“Horse-shoes flashing through clouds of steam. ... Snow
flitting past me.... The whirlwind whistling in my ears.
My heart beats ... my face is burning....”

She comes to herself, draws the palm of her hand across
her face, and rises to her feet. But for the flush on her
cheeks and the dancing little flames half concealed behind
the long dark lashes of her eyes, her face has regained its
.cold, indifferent composure.
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“It is rather close in this room, I feel a little faint,” she
says calmly, smiling with only her lips. “If you will excuse
me, I shall take a turn in the garden.”

Swaying a little, she turns and makes for the door lead-
ing into the garden.

“Shall I come with you, sweetheart?” Zommer hastens
to put in with a rueful look at the new bottle of rum that
has just appeared on the table.

*No!” she snaps from the door, then adds with more
self-possession: “I beg you, don’t let it disturb you, stay
where you are. I won’t be long.”

The white figure disappears behind the door, taking
with it, as it were, half the light of the room. The embar-
rassed ladies clatter their spoons, nibble at their napkins
and stare down at the table cloth. Mrs. Meyer leans back
in her chair to hide her own uneasiness. But soon the bot-
tle of rum has its éffect. The gentlemen clink their glasses,
and Mr. Meyer resumes enthusiastically:

“This breed of dog has remarkable power of acclimati-
zation. If you take the more frail, decorative creatures,
like our Sebastian...

“This climate of ours could kill a German ox,” the for-
ester bangs his fist on the table. “We don’t do a thing to
drain those vast swamps that Qontammate the air. Our
culture. . T j

The 1ad1es join in the conversation on tenacious breeds
of dogs, and the sickly Sebastian, in a common effort to
forget the unpleasant episode.

Ella paces slowly up and down the smooth gravel paths
of the garden, her cheeks burning even in the coolness of
night, her eyes now freely flashing their formerly sup-
pressed fire, The top button of her dress has come undone,
leaving her neck open. The cool garden air caresses her
burning limbs. Subconsciously her hands pull the narrow
strip of bright red ribbon out of her hair, letting it tumble
in soft brown waves upon her neck and shoulders.
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Streaks of pale light from the window reach out across
the garden. For a brief moment they fall upon the
girl's gleaming white figure, and as though ashamed of
their own comparative pallor they quickly withdraw into
the shady bushes, slowly fading beyond the willows. The
night wind, like an infatuated boy, timidly runs his hand
through the brown locks, flicking a little whisp over her
forehead, but hastily smoothing it back again, then presses
his gentle lips against the white neck, and hides behind
the lilac bush whence he wafts the fragrance of poppy
blossoms towards her.

The myriads of flowers in the garden are in full bloom.
Every beam of light scintillates; with their colours where
it falls upon them. The dwarf p‘zajm-trees on their stone
pedestals slowly sway their fans to and fro, their slender
green fingers forever tending towards the intangible. The
green lichen-covered surface of the semi-circular cement-
ed pond ripples gently now and again. Fragrance and si-
lence everywhere... And peace....

If you look over the tops of the blossoming bushes and
flower-beds the garden paths remain invisible. White and
gravel strewn, they lattice the garden like white stitching
on a flowered green cloth. Her white-clad feet glide almost
inaudible over them. The shrubs bordering the path offer
their soft leaves to her. She lets them slide through her
fingers. She picks a blossom at random here and there,
smells at it, presses it to her lips, then plucks it to pieces
and tramples it into the gravel.

At the other end of the garden by the pruned hedge she
halts and leaning against it, her hands clasped behind her,
looks back in the direction of the house. An almost imper-
ceptible shimmer reaches her from the windows. Fragrance
and silence.. . And peace..

But there is neither s1lence nor peace inside her. Every-
thing is in a turmoil, like a surging sea, and in their pas-
sionate, incomprehensible tongue, the breakers are luring
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her away on to their greenish-brown, froth-crested backs. As
she listens to their roar Ella feels herself abandoned to the
power of her mounting unrest. A strange hot passion
sweeps through her whole being. Nervous and uncertain,
she retraces her steps.

From where she is now she can hear the drunken voices
of the labourers carried from the yard outside the servants’
house, and the sounds of a concertina and of dancing.
Whether it is the chilliness in the air, or something else,
but she suddenly feels little ripples of shivers running
through her.. .. She stops to listen.

She does not ask herself why this shouting, these coarse
enjoyments draw and tug at her, away from that shallow,
muddy life of hers, from the silent, fragrant peace. Her
fingers clutch nervously.

Suddenly she notices the figure of a man. He is standing
on the broadest path that leads straight to the porch,
smoothing out the gravel. Ella looks close and recognizes
him. It is Smilga, who does a gardener’s job on the Irbes
estate, though not employed as one.

Almost every day they meet in the garden. Every sum-
mer Smilga orders new kinds of flowers, and every day he
potters around among them arranging everything accord-
ing to Ella’s liking. It moves her to think how wonder-
fully he devines her wishes, how well he knows her tastes.
Sometimes she intercepts his furtive look, and a
hot wave runs through her body, making her wish she
could spend days on end close to this vigorous, impet-
uous lad.

He is the only sober worker on the Irbes estate that
night. He is wearing his usual old coat patched up at the
sleeves and the broad-brimmed straw hat that overshad-
ows his deeply tanned face with its straight nose and
thick moustaches. He has noticed Ella some time ago and
does not even lift his head at her approach. His powerful
arms drive the rake across the gravel path. Crunch..:
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crunch! The smoothly polished iron prongs bite angrily
into the white gravel, flicking little pebbles to Ella’s feet.
When her little hand takes hold of the rake, Smilga stops
still but does not raise his head.

“It's you, Smilga.... What are you doing, at this hour?”

“Got to smooth it out, so it's nice and even for tomor-
row.”

Ella can detect something smothered and suppressed in
his voice. She lets her hand slide until it touches his. He
starts as though stung.

“It's a lie!” she laughs. “You wanted to meet me.”

He winces, hurt in his pride, and lets go of the rake.
It drops to the ground.

“It's your wedding tomorrow ... your last day here,” he
begins, painfully drawing in his breath.

“It is. But we shall think of tomorrow when it comes.
Tonight we’ll enjoy ourselves.”

“They seem to be enjoying themselves all right.” And
he nods at the house whence Mr. Meyer’s and the forest-
er’s voices rise louder and louder.

“Oh, those? That's always been the same, and always
will be. But tonight it's we who are going to be gay. We!”

The lad lifts his head, and everything that sounded faint
and smothered in his voice bursts forth from his look.
But then he spitefully puckers his brow.

“There’s no gaiety for you and me! You're a highborn
lady, and I'm a gardener. You're a bride, and 1. .."

He checks himself and turns away, but at once feels his
hand in Ella’s and hears her passionate whisper in his ear:

“Tonight you must forget that I'm a lady and a bride.
Let’s go where there is singing and dancing.”

“No, leave me alone!”

“I want to be free, just one single night in all my life. I
want to dance like the whirlwind, till I lose my senses.
Come!”

“Nol”
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“You're afraid? You haven’t got the guts! All right, stay
if you like, you coward, I'll go all the same.”

But her hot close breath, the fragrance of her hair and
skin, her scorching look have already intoxicated him. He
seizes her hand.

“Very well, we shall go. Once for all times. Be it my
last day....” And he hastily makes for the gate, almost
at a run, Ella’s slender figure pressed close against him,
sending waves of shivers down his spine.

“Not this way,” Ella whispers. “Not by the gate—they
can see from the windows.”

Without a word, Smilga turns the other way. Along that
side the garden is edged in by a four-foot high solid fence
that has no exit. But they do not stop. Neither of them
says a word, nor do they need to. Smilga lets go of her
hand and deftly swings himself across the paling. He holds
out his hands to her and helps her to step on the first
cross-beam, then on the second, and when she stands on
the uppermost, precariously balanced on tip-toe, he puts
his arms about her waist and lifts her down. During those
few moments, while his powerful arms are clasping her
close to him, her breath fails her and she all but loses con-
sciousness.

She no longer feels the slight tremble of his hands. She
does not feel the earth underneath her feet as she hastens
along the path skirting the lawn towards the far end of the
garden. Her feet brush the long dew-covered blades of
grass stretching across the wire around the lawn. The dew
feels unpleasantly wet through her light silk dress and
stockings, but her eyes are flashing, her lips set in a
strangely spiteful, defiant smile. Lifting her skirt with one
hand, she deliberately keeps close to the border of the
lawn, letting her feet scatter the dew drops.

Outside the servants’ quarters the labourers are celebrat-
ing the eve of their young mistress’s wedding. They have
taken the coachman’s rickety table outside into the yard.

78



On it stands a shadeless kerosene lamp, but nobody has
found time to light it. A half-barrel of ale has been placed
on a makeshift trestle near the acachr bushes. Beside
it on the ground lie two empty ones. Bottles—full, half-full,
and empty—are scattered about; spanping, as the custom
goes on the Irbes estate, a bridge between those of lower
culture and those above them....

In her haste, Ella steps on the fragments of a broken
bottle or glass. She hears the crunch as it cuts through
her thin shoe and stocking and into her foot, but she feels
no pain. Her eyes sparkling, her lips parted showing
two rows of teeth like little pearls, she approaches the
girls and women clustered opposite the door, prattling
and jabbering and jostling each other. The men are
noisily pressing towards the barrel cf ale, shouting and
singing.

Ella is at once surrounded on all sides by the women.

“Qur young mistress! Our good mistress has come to see
us!”

Each tries to elbow her way closer to Ella, so as to
touch her hand, stroke her hair, or fondle the young bride,
twittering eagerly all the while. For a moment, Ella is con-
fused by this hurly-burly of voices. The humid fragrance
of the summer night, the breath and warmth of these vig-
crous people enwrap her. Toil-hardened limbs are trem-
bling about her in ecstasy, faces are burning, eyes spar-
kling. And again she feels a hot wave of impetuous, reck-
less passion flood her whole being.

She suddenly darts into the middle of the yard, the
whole crowd of girls and women close at her heels, like a
bunch of aspen leaves that the wind has snatched off the
top of a tree and is whirling along the ground.

“Why don’t you dance?” Ella asks, and an unaccount-
able, irrepressible peal of laughter breaks from her lips.
“Don’t you have anyone to play?”

“We do! We do!” the crowd shouts back. “The coach-
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man’s got a concertinal” And the coachman’s wife joins
the chorus: “The coachman’s got a concertina.”

“Well, where is he?”

“Over by the table.” The whole throng of women shifts
to the table, but the coachman is not there. With the con-
certina tucked under his arm, he has joined the other men
near the barrel of ale.

The stable-boy is acting as inn-keeper that night. In his
shirt-sleeves, barefoot and bare-headed, he is kneeling by
the barrel, ladling out the ale into jars and handless jugs,
more and more, and the more they drink that night, the
greater is their thirst.

The concertina under his arm, the coachman lifts his
jug from which the beer is trickling over the brim on to
the ground. The stable-boy fills his and rises to his feet. He
is to drink with the coachman, but neither of them touches
his cup. Both stand motionless, staring at each other.
The crowd presses closer. It is common knowledge that
the two cannot get on together. Whenever they meet after
drinking there is bound to be a brawl. This time, soms
are trying to intervene, but rather half-heartedly, for they
would enjoy watching a fight between these two strapping
young men. Ella also feels something more than mere curi-
osity as she looks upon them, and she can well understand
the feelings that radiate from the faces and bleary eyes of
the crowd.

However, it does not come to a scuffle this time. The
young lady’s presence has a sobering effect on the two.
The coachman’s wife catches hold of her husband’s coat.

“Don’t fight, my dove!” she says coaxingly, pulling him
away. But he shakes her off violently.

“Let me alone, woman! Or else...”

His powerful push sends her staggering backwards, and
she would have fallen but for the acacia bush behind her.

Strewn with blossoms she dlsentangles herself from the
slender branches, flashing her white teeth as she laughs.
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The women and young girls fall laughing upon the coach-
man, pulling and tugging at him,

The coachman is groping for his wife in the crowd, who
laughs baring her white teeth, and dodges him dancing
round and round.

“Just a wee little bit, lovel”

Somebody picks up the concertina that has dropped to
the ground and presses it into the coachman’s hands. Ella
runs up to him, takes him by the hand, looks him straight
in the eyes, laughing and wheedling: /", .

“You will play for me, won't you?¢”

She moves quite close to him, and rises on tip-toe to
bring her eyes on a level with his. Her face is radiant
with joy and mirth. The coachman is silent for a bit, then
winces comically, and without taking his eyes off Ella he,
too, bursts out laughing until the tears run down his
cheeks.

“I'll play, hang it alll But then you've got to dance,
Miss.”

Ella gives a quick nod, and with his eyes still on her
the coachman begins to play. Ella rushes up to Smilga
whose eyes have been fixed on her all the time, and whirls
him round, first slowly, then faster and faster. Again the
gardener’s arms are tightly clasped about her waist, and
his hot breath is scorching her face and neck. Her eyes flash
lightning, her breath fails her. She can feel nothing about
her. She is like a dry leaf eddied by a whirlwind. The
yard outside the servants’ quarters is in turmoil. Every-
body is twirling round, in couples and single, old and
young. The lads have doffed their hats and coats. The
girls’ heaving breasts almost burst their blouses. Cheeks
are burning, eyes flashing. The pipes drop from the men’s
lips. The women swirl about until they flop down breath-
less on the fringe of the dancing crowd in the cool dew-
covered grass, only to merge in the eddying throng again.
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Broken bottles crunch underfoot, and here and there a
red drop shows in the wet grass. The coachman is pressing
madly upon his concertina, sometimes drawing himself
up as stiff as a poker, sometimes swaying, singing, and
stamping in rhythm with the tune, then suddenly leaping
up into the air, or swinging round drawing a harsh jar-
ring noise from his instrument. '

Ella abandons Smilga and takes a turn with another lad,
then with another, and a third, then hinges herself on to
a couple and whirls along with them across the yard.
Presently she detaches herself turning round by herself,
tilting back her head and greedily drawing in the cool
night air. The stable-boy and the coachman’s wife stop
nearby and sit down exhausted. She understands those two
so well, and again a hot wave floods her being. She grasps
the woman and swings her round, then with a quick kiss
pushes her back into the arms of the stable-boy.

“Dance, dance your fill! Dance enough to last you a life-
time!”

She catches sight of Smilga and takes hold of him again.
And again his breath scorches her face and neck, the whirl-
wind whistles in her ears, red sparks dance before her
eyes.

“Hold me tight. ... Let the world go crash....” The pas-
sionate whisper trembles in her ear, but she does not think
whether it comes from Smilga or from someone else. She
clings so close to the gardener that her hair envelops his
face like a soft cloud Her eyes are almost closed, her lips

The music stops abruptly, and with it the whole thick
cluster of people outside the servants’ quarters, slowly
__ falhng apart and dispersing. With an effort, Ella breaks
away from Smilga, instinctively turning towards the man-
sion.

By the acacia bush stands Mrs. Meyer with a kerosene
lamp in her hand. Its quivering light reveals behind her
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the frightened and perplexed faces of Mr. Meyer, Zommer,
the forester, and the three ladies. Mrs. Meyer's face is
white as a sheet, her eyes dilated, her hands trembling.

“Ella, child!” she cries in a voice as if she were recalling
her daughter from the edge of a precipice.

Ella moves slowly towards her mother unaware that
Smilga is following in her wake like one intoxicated. Every
step that brings her nearer the lamplight dims the lustre of
her face and eyes. At last she sweeps her parents and
guests with her habitual ironical look. Then her eyes fall
upon Smilga and light up again.

There is a jug of beer on the table. She lifts it and hands
it to Smilga.

“Drink... to my happiness. It is my wedding tomor-
row.” ‘

His hand trembles as he puts his lips to it and drinks
avidly, while his eyes hang on her face, devouring her,
pleading, and bidding farewell. He hands the jug back to
her, and Ella raises it to her own lips.

“To your happiness, Smilga. Thank you for tonight...."

She tears her lips away from the jug, looks into it and
shakes her head.

“No, that won't do, it must be empty. There must be
emptiness, always and everywhere.”

She puts her lips to it again and then flings it down so
that it breaks to pieces. Then she turns towards the man-
sion.

Her parents, her fiancé, and the guests follow. Zommer
is at a loss how to behave: whether he should take the part
of the outraged bridegroom, or that of the magnanimous
gentleman. The ladies keep twisting their handkerchiefs,
vainly thinking of what to say.

Tight-lipped, with lowered eyes, Mrs. Meyer carries the
lamp. When her glance falls on the red stain on her daugh-
ter’s white stocking she flinches and takes the lamp in the
other hand, leaving Ella’s legs in the shade.
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Mr. Meyer feels it his duty to apologize and explain.
But the words will not come. The incident has been too
unexpected and out of the ordinary. At last he turns to
Zommer and begins persuasively.

“You mustn’t take it seriously. She’s still such a child...
and so impetuous by nature. She’ll settle down once she's
married.”

Meanwhile Zommer has made up his mind. The magna-
nimous wave of his arm, as well as his bloated face be-
speak his readiness for even greater self-sacrifice.” "

Ella can clearly catch the whispering behind her back
but she refuses to think about it. She has the feeling of
everything sinking behind her, and herself slowly entering
a deep cave that is steadily growing darker, and from
which there is no way out.

2. THE LITTLE WHITE HOUSE

A mild and misty winter day.

Crows are circling about the little white house on the
edge of the highroad, cawing and flapping their wings.
Some of them have settled on the snow like little black
dots on a white cloth. A dark strip of forest hems the
snow-clad plain like the black border of a shroud.

In the little white house, Mrs. Zommer, the chemist’s
wife, is sitting at an elegant writing desk, carefully enter-
ing prescriptions into a large book. It is the job of Mr.
Zommer's assistant, but Mrs. Zommer likes to do it
when time lies as heavily on her hands as it does to-
day with her husband away hunting with the forester
since dawn. Mrs. Zommer's beautiful rounded handwriting
stands out against the assistant’s pointed loops and nerv-
ous, jerky curves. The house is wrapped in the murky
dimness of a winter day. It is very quiet. The only sounds
are the clinking of bottles in the chemist’s shop down-
stairs where the assistant is working, and the laughter of
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the cook and the chambermaid in the kitchen three rooms
away. There is a faint smell of medicine and freshly
ground coffee.

For the third time Mrs. Zommer lifts her head and turns
round to look, then bends again over her writing.

The door opens almost noiselessly, and the cook’s face
appears—as round as the full moon.

“Shall T serve the coffee, madam?”

“Not yet,” Mrs. Zommer replies without raising her eyes.
“Watch out for the gentlemen. They ought to be back
soon.”

For a little while she continues with her work. Then she
throws down her pen and crosses the room to a small
glass cupboard draped with black cloth. Years ago, when
she was very young, it was full of books from top to bot-
tom. Mrs. Zommer seems to see them still, her Schiller, and
Hardenberg, and Hamerling, and Turgenev, and Byron.
But no, there is not a book in the case. They disappeared
gradually, one by one. Little colourful things have taken
their place. A child’s little skirt, tiny vests, winter and sum-
mer caps, a small pair of booties, toys.... All belonging
to her little daughter Natinya, who died.

She stands gazing at these things, but this time dry-eyed,
crumpling her handkerchief in her hand, rolling it into a
little ball, but not using it. Her lips are tightly drawn, her
pale oval face cold as though carved in marble.

With an almost angry, bitter gesture, she turns away,
walks up to the window and presses her forehead against
the steamed-up pane. Through the dirty glass she can see
the vague outlines of the smooth highroad bordered with
telephone poles. Crows are hopping about on it, cawing.
From a distance comes the jingling of the forester’s bell,
but the drivers are not yet in sight. Far beyond the strip
of forest, from the wood-cutters’ fires, rises a thin wisp cf
smoke and dissolves, merging with the grey winter fog.

When Mrs. Zommer turns away from the window her
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face has a set, determined expression. She quickly crosses
the room to the cupboard and turns the key. The glass door
opens with a creak. Hastily, as if afraid to be late, she
snatches the clothes off the hangers, whisks the hats and
shoes from the bottom shelf, and flies with her load across
the three rooms. In the corner of her bedroom stands an
old-fashioned chest, painted red and bound with decora-
tive iron fittings. Into this she flings Natinya's little be-
longings, bangs down the lid and turns the old rusty key
twice round.

Frightened by her own action, she hurries from the bed-
room. She resumes her seat at the writing table, picks up
the pen, but soon jumps up again. She has left the cup-
board door open, now she walks over and closes it. The
cool glass door shimmers gloomily. The room, the whole
flat seems gloomy and void. She moves about in it like a
stranger, afraid to sit down, afraid to touch anything. She
slowly passes from the writing room into the sitting room,
from the sitting room into the dining room, then walks up
to the bedroom door. But the bedroom scares her, as
though she had committed a crime there. She retraces her
steps, then walks back again. But as she casts back her
thoughts, a strange change of feeling takes place in her,
and by and by her heart grows unusually free and light.

Grey dusk supersedes }hﬁ; twilight of the winter day.
Night rises on soft black Wings from beyond the forest
wall. The crows perch themselves on the branches of the
fir-trees, their chattering slowly dying away. Silence de-
scends upon forest and field. Only the forester’s little bell
tinkles faintly in the distance again. Presently the hunters’
sleigh draws up in front of the little white house. Two men
aaam .
are sitting in it—the chemist and the forester. The horse is
steaming as though after a hot shower. Two gaunt spotted
dogs leap yelping about the sleigh.

The servant boy hurries up to take over the horses. The
men alight and make for the house, talking in loud
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voices. Mrs. Zommer herself opens the door for them. On
their way up the stairs and in the little ante-room they
knock the snow off their felt boots.

“Hullo, sweetheart!” The chemist laughs. He rarely
laughs, never without having had a drop too much. “Why
didn’t you come out to meet us and take a drive? It's love-
ly weather. What d’you think we got? Four hares! A real
holiday bag!”

“When the thaw sets in,” the forester explains, "and the
snow begins to drop from the branches, the hares keep to
the edge of the forest and in the brushwood. If the snow
hadn’t been so deep...”

“Did you miss me?” Zommer asks approaching his wife.

“Like Penelope her Odysseus!” The forester jests.

The men go inside, while she lingers a little to lock
the entrance door. She inhales the smell of forest, and wet
snow, and brandy.

“Ellal” Mr. Zommer's loud voice comes from the room.
"Come and join us!”

She obeys, wondering why her husband’s voice sounds
so strange that night, as though he were talking in a room
that had been emptied of every bit of furniture. She enters
the sitting room and sits down facing the men.

The forester has seated himself by the mirror in his usu-
al attitude, his hands resting on his knees. His pudgy face
framed by a short greying beard has more than its usual
high colour. Even his bald head is rosy. It seems to Ella
that he, too, talks and laughs a great deal more than usual.
Zommer reclines in a chair opposite. His face with its di-
shevelled moustache is also red with the warmth of the
room and the hunters’ bottle. He says little, only listens
and laughs~also apparently more than usual

Ella is not quite sure, but everything seems to her differ-
ent here tonight. Slowly but steadily the desire grows
upon her to be by herself in these empty rooms, to think
out to the end what it is that is surging in her heart, ring-
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ing in her ears, hammering at her temples. She does not
hear what the forester is saying, or perhaps asking. The
chemist glances at his wife in surprise.

“Listen, Ella,” he puts in when the forester's flow of
speech stops for a moment.

“Yes?”

“Why don’t you see to the light? It's dark in the room.”

Ella rises without a word. Just then the door opens from
the kitchen, and a maid enters in a stiffly starched apron,
curtsies awkwardly to the forester, and says:

“Coffee is served, Sir!”

Her monotonous, ridiculous voice also seems odd to
Ella that night, even indecent.

“Get out, don’t be silly,” and she pushes the girl back
into the kitchen. The latter looks at her mistress in wide-
eyed amazement.

The forester and chemist sit down opposite each other,
and Ella at the top of the table, twice as distant from both
men as they are from each other. A smell of freshly roast-
ed fragrant coffee comes from the white porcelain jugs.
The flower-patterned majolica lamp suspended from orna-
mental golden chains in the centre of the ceiling pours a
gentle yellowish light over everything. A heavy carved
oak sideboard stands gloomy against one wall, on it there
are two silver-rimmed crystal vases. A magnificent grand-
father clock ticks drowsily from the opposite wall, its
shiny pendulum sliding to and fro behind its glass door,
like a little moon. On the corner shelf gleams a row of
copper dishes. The window is nearly screened by four
rubber plants, almost as tall as a man, an oleander bush
and an aspidistra. From a little round stand, a palm-tree
in a green clay pot reaches out its fans, three almost touch-
ing the table, two overshadowing the snow-white figure
cf Flora.

Peace—warm, fragrant, and seemingly eternal-reigns in
this room:.
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Ella finishes her cup as though in a dream. She wants
to get up and refill it but only raises her head and remains
sitting, listening to the men’s conversation.

*It isn't what it used to be,” the forester is saying.

“Four hares! Five years ago, we'd have brought home ten
at least.” D

“Maybe there's an ep}demm on hares, just like there is
on crayfish,” Mr. Zommer tries to jest, giving his wife a
wink from a bleary eye.

“It's worse than an epidemic!” The forester takes an
angry sip from his coffee cup. “It's the peasants. There's
not one among them now that hasn’t got a gun. Maybe
just some old muzzle-loader from Polish times, but good
enough to hit a hare or a snipe. A real plague that is!”

‘The chemist makes no answer, glancing furtively at his
wife.

“It’s terrible, what the people have come to. No idea
of what's mine and what's yours. No sense of private
property, that's what it is. Not surprising, to be sure. Since
they've lost touch with higher culture....”

“Hm....” Zommer mutters, still watching his wife’s face.
“It seems to me. ... It seems to me you're a little biased.”

But the forester, warmed to his subject, does not even
listen.

“What can become of a people who are left in the shade,
untouched by the sun of culture? What ideas, what aspira-
tions can they have? What kind of lives do they live?”

An outburst of laughter from the top of the table
interrupts his flow of speech. The startled forester turns to
the chemist, but the latter averts his eyes, glances over his
shoulder, and scans the room searching for the possible
cause of this sudden laughter. Then he looks at his wife,
blushes an even deeper red and lowers his eyes.

Ella’s lips are still twitching with harsh scoffing laughter.
But her brow is drawn, and there is despair in her eyes.
She is obviously struggling to choke back her tears.
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“Ideas ... aspirations...” she mocks in a low voice,
hardly moving her lips. A new fit of laughter, shorter but
even harsher than the ﬁrst strangles further utterance.-:

“But Ella, darling...” Zommer waves his hand at her
trying to calm her.

The forester feels hurt. Sitting up straight in his chair,
his lips pursed, he gazes stiffly over the chemist’s head at
the wall,

“Excuse me,” Ella begins again in the same low voice.
“Something just came to my mind. It was in town, our head
mistress had a parrot that could say just three words:
‘Good morning, madam!” And he would cry out these
words morning and night, never knowing what they
meant. And now I am hearing for the tenth time-higher
culture, .. ideas ... aspirations....”

“Oh Ella, darling!” Zommer leaps from his chair, at a
loss whether to take it seriously or as a jest.

To the forester, however, it is perfectly clear that this is
not a joke. He seizes his napkin, presses it against his iips,
flings it down on the table and rises deliberately and
solemnly. With a threatening look at his wife, Mr. Zom-
mer hastens up to him.

“Oh, come on, sit down again.... It was only a joke.”

Proudly and solemnly, the forester withdraws his hand.

“There’s a limit even to jokes.” He halts in the middle
of the room, and turns towards them. “And although the
little story told by the honourable lady could not possibly
refer to me, I still consider it out of the question to set
foot again in a house where guests are treated in this
manner. Good evening.” Having completed this long and
laborious sentence, he bows obsequiously.

Zommer hurries up to him and catches him by the
corner of his coat.

“Wait, don’t be silly. Sit down.”

But the forester will not sit down. He continues towards
the door with Zommer desperately clinging to his coat.
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Ella is bending over the table, biting at her napkin, her
eyes dancing with suppressed laughter. The sight is too
comical, she can hardly contain herself. She jumps up,
runs out into the bedroom, flings herself down on the bed,
burying her face in the pillow, and laughs and laughs.

A little while later, the forester’s sleigh is heard crunch-
ing along the highroad past the little white house, the dogs
yelping as they tear after it.

The chemist, lamp in hand, slams the front door so
vigorously that the whole house shakes. He re-enters the
room red with fury and excitement, and puts the lamp on
the writing table. For a moment he stands indecisive. Then,
hearing the clicking of glasses in his shop, he goes there,
and soon his shrill, high-pitched voice rings through the
whole house, as he vents his anger on his assistant.

Some minutes later he emerges from the chemist’s shop
even redder in the face, even more agitated than before. As
is usual with him, his excitement, far from subsiding,
grows and grows, till it snaps like an overstrung chord.
With an ominously trembling hand, he snatches the lamp
from the table. He'll go to his wife and tell her his mind,
he’ll rate her properly.... He does not know what he is
going to say, but his rage impels him irresistibly. He takes
three steps in the direction of the door at the back of the
rcom—and stops dead as though he had knocked against
a wall, gazing with dilated eyes at the empty cupboard.
The lamp in his hand tilts over and almost drops. He takes
another step towards the cupboard, draws up in front of
it, raises the lamp bending forward and looks. It is
empty. j : -

Wherd he straightens himself again all the blood has
drained from his face. His lips are blue, his eyes wreathed
with tiny wrinkles. With long slow strides, his head bent
as though under a heavy burden, he goes in search of Ella.

She is not in the sitting room, nor in the dining room
from which the two startled maids fly as he enters. In the
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bedroom he finds her stretched out on the bed, arms
folded behind her head, her right leg dangling flippantly
across the edge. Her wide open eyes, her pursed lips, her
whole attitude is spiteful, contemptuous, challenging.

Zommer sets down the lamp on the chest of drawers,
turns to his wife, and stares at her. But all he can see is
spite and challenge, nothing else.

“Ellal” he cries as though from a long way off.

The corners of her lips move almost imperceptibly.

“Yes?¢” !

“Tell me....” He falters, not knowing what to say first.
“Have you taken from the cupboard....”

“Natinya’s belongings, that's right. They are over there,
in the chest.”

Zommer swallows hard.

“And you did it, you....”

"Naturally, who else.”

“Have you gone out of your mind? What has come over
you today!” Sentence-upon sentence pour from his lips,
almost overlapping. “You've gone mad. We would sit for
hours and hours looking at our child’s things. We cried
over them almost every day. And now—in the chest! Speak,
explain, Ellal”

Ella merely shrugs her shoulders. Her eyes are fixed
upon the ceiling, her face slowly freezes into a mask of
cold indifference.

“I've told you many a time, and you wouldn’t realize.
For the last six months you've been crying alone. I didn't
any more. I'm sick of this worship of the dead. I want to
live.”

With clenched fists he comes close up to the bed, forcing
back the tears that keep welling to his eyes.

“You're an unworthy person, Ella, you have no heart.
You’ve never loved our child. I can see that now. You even
defile her memory.”

“Her memory is defiling all my lifel” She lifts her leg
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on to the bed and props herself up on one arm. “We have
been devoting ourselves to that memory for three years
now. Except for father, mother, and the forester, not a soul
has crossed our threshold. Our house has turned into a
c101ster and me you want to turn into a nun, a guardian of

ead soul, or I don’t know what. But I am alive. I've
stuffed all those rags into the chest. They're not going to
dangle here right in front of my eyes forever!”

“I see,” Zommer hisses, “no, I feel there is more behind
it. I've been watching you. You don’'t need to think I
haven't got a pair of eyes in my head. You've been smirk-
ing at everything I say or do. At morning and evening
prayers you sit there with pursed lips, like a wooden
image, and neither sing nor listen. When the forester is
here your eyes glisten like a cat’s. And tonight. .. no, that
goes beyond human understanding. Get up, we're going to
the forester’s, and you're going to apologize.”

“You may gol” she snaps and sits up in bed, as though
preparing for struggle.

“You've got to go!” Zommer stamps his foot. “Tonight!
This very minute! Come on, get up.”

Zommer draws closer still, his eyes bulging from their
sockets, his hands twitching. But he is still in control of
himself.

“You take those clothes out of the chest at once and put
them back where they werel” he utters painfully in a
strangled voice. He no longer cares which she does first as
long as she gives in somewhere, as long as he can break
that cold, strange opposition that is ominously rising
before his eyes.

He draws a deep breath, inclines his head and stares
expectantly at his wife. She does not stir. Not a finger
moves, not an eye-lid flutters. And his long-constrained
rage and agitation rushes like a hot torrent to his head,
floods his every limb, every muscle of his body. He hardly
knows what he is doing, only feels his fingers strike
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against her cheek. Then staggers out of the room like one
drunk.

The blow has pushed Ella slightly over to the right. She
siraightens herself and looks about her, with wide open
eyes. The room is quiet and empty.

The lamp on the small and distinguished-looking though
rather old-fashioned chest of drawers throws its dim light
upon the room. The glossy bearskins on the floor bring up
memories of snow-covered forests and produce a pleasant
sensation of warmth in the gentle twilight. Four white
pillows shine dimly on the red quilts on both beds-like
white snow-drifts in a pool of blood. At the foot of the
bed is a washstand with a black-and-white veined marble
top. Ella’s eyes stray over all these objects and fasten
themselves on a spot on the opposite wall.

A plain zinc crucifix. How often has she looked at it
head ached with gazing and thinking. He, too, is dead...
or is He? Does not His hand still guide millions of people?
Does not the thought of Him imbue mankind with an
infinite yearning for eternity? Is it, then, that the dead
rule over humanity? No, He cannot be dead! Perhaps He
is looking at her, and He too sees the green flicker in her
eyes that her husband saw.

Her husband ... Natinya...Ella stirs to consciousness.
She suddenly feels the smart on her left cheek burning
like fire. Memory of the recent events bursts in upon her,
and she slides back on her bed burying her face in the
pillow. Again, as before, her whole frame is writhing and
twitching, but this time with uncontrollable sobs instead of
laughter. Yet the source is the same, both of laughter and
tears.

Ella does not hear the carriage pull up at the front
door. She does not hear Mr. Zommer hurry out to meet
the arrivals. She has forgotten that it is Wednesday, and
that every Wednesday her father and mother come over
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from their little estate four miles away. All these years,
ever since she left them to live with her husband, they
have been coming regularly on that night. They come and
sit with her for a while, and have a good look at her, and
drive home again.

Having discarded his fur-coat in the hall, Mr. Meyer
is pacing up and down the sitting room with quick little
steps, rubbing his hands as though they were frozen. His
slightly inflamed eyes wander in surprise from one door
to the cther. Why does not Ella hurry out to meet them as
usual?

Hearing his wife whispering with his son-in-law in the
study, he stops to listen. But he cannot catch their words,
and lest they should suspect him of eavesdropping, he
clears his throat and resumes his pacing, still rubbing his
hands. There is obviously something in the air. Something
has happened.

His wife comes in, fat and podgy, with a sickly pale,
nervous, exhausted, troubled face, and a streak of white
hair behind either ear. Glancing at her Meyer feels certain
that something has happened, and he grows very quiet and
subdued.

“In the bedroom?” Mrs. Meyer whispers.

Her son-in-law merely nods.

She goes out, leaving Zommer alone with his father-in-
law. For a while, the two men stand beside each other,
their eyes averted. At last Zommer pulls himself together.

“Won't you sit down?” he says, and sits down first,
where he sat before. Mr. Meyer takes the seat near the
mirror, the one the forester had occupied.

“Help yourself,” says Zommer holding out his silver
cigar case, and, taking a cigar himself, lights his first.

Puffing at his cigar and blowing out curly little whisps
of smoke, Mr. Meyer gazes intently at the two vases on
the mirror shelf, as if seeing them for the first time, though
he himself presented them to his daughter on the sixth
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anniversary of her wedding. They are rather valuable
vases, works of art, made of opaque greenish Venetian
glass. The artificial red, black-centred poppies in them
look so natural that you seem to smell their peculiar
bitterish scent in this red-rugged room, cluttered with red-
upholstered furniture. His look wanders from the vases to
the huge broad-leafed plant in the corner. Its top touches
the ceiling, and between its indented leaves you can see a
little gilded cage, like a little Swiss cottage with a tiny
greyish yellow bird perched in it, its head tucked under
its wing. It is warm, peaceful and quiet.

*The snow still soft outside?” Zommer says at last, his
voice coming with obvious effort.

Meyer nods and looks round for a spittoon; his son-in-
law’s cigars are very strong. |

“It is. This sudden thaw in the middle of winter, it is
quite unheard of. I expect all the snow will have melted
soon.”

“We-ell,” Zommer irj& one ear cocked at the
bedroom. i o

“You'll see. It's been th‘”awmg for more than a week
now, and there are only nine days left before the new
moon. There won't be a frost before that.”

“Dcn’t believe in the moon.”

“You don’t believe in the moon?” Meyer begins to
laugh, but breaks off in the middle, startled, glancing at
the door at the back of the room. “Well, you’'ll see. All
the ice will be gone on the roads.”

*And we haven’t got the ice in yet for our cellar!”

“You haven't? I say, that was thoughtless of you. We
got in ours the week before last. It's all frozen solid. I
think it'll keep till the next lot comes in. Whatever have
you been doing with your horse? It was free, wasn't it?”

“We used it to cart fire-wood. We thought it was too
early for the ice, it wasn't thick enough. But the forester
said today he’d had his supply brought up.”
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“Of course, who hasn’t? Been hunting with the forester?”

“Yes.”

“Yes, the snow is dropping from the trees. That's when
the hares keep to the edge of the shrubs.”

Meyer’s eyes light up.

“What sort of bag did you get?”

“Four.”
“Hm. .. not many. Well, we know the kind of hunters

you are. The forester gone? So early?”

“He left....” Zommer throws his half-smoked cigar into
the ash-tray.

“Why this hurry?”

“Well....” And suddenly Zommer leans over to his
father-in-law and begins to tell, falteringly, excitedly,
incoherently, and at great length.

Mrs. Meyer sits ponderously on the edge of Ella’s bed.
Her cool broad hand rests on her daughter's breast. Her
head is drawn in between her shoulders, her eyes un-
blinkingly turned upon the girl’s face.

Ella lies on her back, her attitude unchanged, her arms
crossed behind her head. She is calm now but for her fitful
jerky breathing. Even in the twilight of the room you can
see her burning left cheek.

“You are all my care and worry,” Mrs. Meyer mutters
in a low reproachful voice. “My hair has turned grey with
worrying over you.”

“You always quote from the Bible, mama,” Ella’s voice
is weak, but calm and determined, and full of conviction.
Her agitation has almost passed.

“What d’'you mean, from the Bible?” her mother cries,
but at once realizes that her daughter is right. “What if
I do. One should always remember the word of God. You

have forgotten it, child.”
Ella’'s eyes search for the crucifix on the wall, but she
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cannot see it from her lying position. She shrugs her
shoulders.

“You mean to say I am giving you as much heartache
as Jacob’s sons gave their father, and your grey hair. . .”

With a violent wave of her hand Mrs. Meyer stops her
daughter.

“It is a sin to talk like that, child! I did not say that.
But listening to you, one might think you did not care.”
She seems to withdraw into herself. Her face turns visibly
grey with some suppressed heavy, torturing emotion that
even she herself, perhaps, cannot explain or understand.

“I am not saying that you are wicked, that you're doing
it on purpose.... But you've got a bad disposition, and
you've been like this ever since you were a little girl. You
want it all your own way. Every person has his father and
mother to consider, and the word of God, but you...”
Again she hesitates in her speech, as though afraid to say
too much. “Father and I, we've been worrying ourselves
about you since you were a child. You would listen to us,
and even do as you were told, but one could see you
thought otherwise... you always thought otherwise. And
when Zommer was courting you. Anybody could see that
you would never find a better husband in your life. But
you, you would just stand there smirking, as though it con-
cerned some perfect stranger. As though there was no need
for you to think about this step that brings a person either
eternal happiness or eternal misery.”

“What did it matter whether I thought or not,” Ella
suddenly uttcred in a strong voice that rang with self-
irony. “As if I could have changed your decision.”

“Were we thinking of ourselves? Don’t you see that it
meant your own happiness? And if not—you have a father
and a mother who have brought you up with all their
hearts—you might have come to them and poured out all
your troubles. But you-you're like a piece of wood, like
a stone...like black night. You went to the altar silent
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and pale, so that people gossiped that we had forced you
into marriage. And again, at Natinya’s funeral. It was
breaking our hearts, Zommer was beside himself, and you
alone stood so calm. ... I couldn’t say, I did not see it, but
father maintains he saw a smirk on your lips. And now
Zommer tells me. .. you have thrown all Natinya’s clothes
into the chest. I don’t think you've ever loved your child.”

“You are wrong, mother. I did love her.”

“But how can one forget! How can a mother ever forget
her child? Speak up, explain yourself.”

“About those clcthes?”

“No ... well, yes, about that, and about everything. I've
been noticing it for a long time-you are keeping some-
thing from us. There's a gulf between us, and it grows
wider every day. Soon we won't be able to come here at
all.”

Ella sits up with sudden decision, leaning on one elbow.
But she checks herself.

“Perhaps we'd better not talk about it, mama.”

“No, tell me, tell me everything, don’t hide anything.”

“Very well.” Her face is cold and hard again. “Come
closer toc me-—closer still. That's right.”

Her mother ver her. There is suffering in her
sickly face, but she controls herself. Her cocl, heavy hand
is stroking the girl’s soft dark hair. Ella can feel all the
leve that is expressed in this caress.

She begins to speak, her voice quiet, but not subdued.
Her sentences come short, measured, coherent, as though
she had prepared them long ago. In the long years of her
married life she has had plenty of time to think of every-
thing a hundred times over. First she picks out scattered
incidents from her childhood touching upon her emotional
life. But the longer she speaks the broader grows her
scope, the deeper does she cleave into her own and other
people’s souls, and views, and convictions. She digs into
the very foundations of life as a gardener turns up the
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loose soil of a hot-bed preparing it for new shoots to sprout
in spring.

But her mother does not see these sprouts. She only
feels that with each word her daughter moves farther
away from her, grows stranger to her. Her whole body has
sagged, she sits motionless except for her large lustreless
eves that stray about the room with an expression of
despair, as though looking for help. On the chest of
drawers, the lamp throws a circle of white light upon a
red velvet frame in which stands a photograph of Ella-a
shy young girl in a white confirmation dress, with a hymn
book in her hand. That is how she lives int her mother’s
heart. But the voice that sounds in her ears now is that of
a stranger. Everything she and everybody else hold sacred,
and inviolable, and unchallengeable, is being defiled,
destroyed, and trampled underfoot. The world of Ella’s
words is strange to her. Strange and hostile. The black
gulf between them gapes ever wider.

Ella stops abruptly. She could have said a lot more, but
why talk? She feels her mother’s hand icy cold on her
forehead. Instinctively, she turns her head aside, and the
hand slides over her hair and down along the edge of the
bed. Why talk? Her mother has heard everything, clearly,
unmistakably, but her lustreless eyes, her sagging form
bespeak a new question: Why? Why indeed? Could she
have answered this herself?

The door from the sitting room opens. Her father comes
in, clearing his throat, followed by Zommer. Mr. Meyer
walks up and down the room several times, then ap-
proaches the bed, bends over Ella and carefully takes her
free hand.

“Hm... no temperature. Pulse normal....” He drops
her hand and steps back.

Ella utters a laugh. The other three start, as though
struck by something sharp and nasty. The mother furtively
wipes away her last tear.
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‘Do you consider me ill?” Ella swings herself up lightly,
but remains sitting in bed, reclining against the pillows.

“Why il1?” Her father, too, utters a forced little laugh.
“Know what? Let's go for a little drive.”

“What?” Ella fails to understand him.

“Let’s go for a drive, the four of us. We'll have both
horses harnessed, yours and ours, and go two in each
sleigh.”

“In the middle of the night?¢”

“Oh, the nights are bright now. Nicer than driving by
day. ... Yes, and then we'll drop in at the forester’s.”

“Again!” Ella winces. “Won’t you leave me in peace with
that forester of yours.”

“No, child, you can’t leave it like that,” her father’s
voice grows firm and strict. “The forester is the baron’s
official, we are all dependent on him. It's dangerous to
antagonize him, he’s not the kind of person to forget. And
what an insuit! Child, child, how could you be so rudel”

“Pooh!” Ella drawls. “He deserved more than what I
gave him!” v ..

Zommer fl _gglles as though stung. Mr. Meyer pretends
not to have heard.

“All right, let’s just go for a drive,” he says appeasingly.
“It's a lovely night, and the road’s as smooth as a carpet.”

A short silence ensues. Everybody waits for Ella to say
something, but she says nothing.

“Aah,” the mother sighs dejectedly. “As if she would
listen. We mean nothing to her.”

“Hush, mother, don’'t you interfere!” Mr. Meyer says.
“Well, daughter, what about it? Let's have a drive.”

There is another moment of silence. Then Ella stirs as
if waking from a dream.

“All right.”

A sigh of relief breaks from somebody’s lips, though
nobody knows whose.

Half an hour later Ella is standing in the study dressed
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for the drive. She is wearing a large warm fur-coat, a
woollen shawl cver her head, and double-knitted gloves.
Her husband has helped her into her coat and is now
standing on one side, watching her. Her mother is still
fussing over her, wrapping her shawl tighter about her
neck, pulling up her gloves. Ella stands listless. Let them.
She gazes at the empty cupboard, with neither thought nor
purpose.

Intercepting her look, her mother whispers:

“You'll put it all back tomorrow, won't you?”

“I will,” comes the mechanical answer.

A gleam of hope shows in her mother’s eyes, hope that
she may yet retrieve her prodigal child.

The two horses are stamping about outside, harnessed
one to each sleigh. The men seat themselves in one, the
women in the other. They start out. The horses’ hoofs clack
over the hard road. The snow crunches gently under the
smooth runners.

For a while the mother keeps fidgeting, tucking herself
into the warm bearskin blanket. Ella holds the reins. The
horse kicks its hoofs against the sleigh in front.

The mother heaves a prolonged sigh.

It is a warm, twilit winter night. They are driving over
an open snow-clad field with little clumps of bushes
scattered here and there. The moon is racing behind tat-
tered clouds. A soft romantic atmosphere encompasses
them. In it all the pleasant experiences of a lifetime melt
into one-the distant, legendary childhood, the cherished
dreams of life and love. ... Abcve all, of love!

It is the kind of atmosphere that makes a person’s
inward ear strangely sensitive.

The mother hears that harsh chord in Ella’s heart give
another jarring quiver, so hostile, so in¢ongruous with the,
nature of both herself and this night where e{)“e“f'ﬁ”t‘}iﬂﬁg\
tends towards harmony, and soft sweet stillness. A deep,
melancholy sigh escapes her lips.
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“Do put Natinya’s things back again,” she resumes.
“Keep them there, as a memory. Your husband loved that
child so dearly....” /

Ella listens, but her thoughts do not follow. Complete
indifference has come in place of her recent agitation.

“Don’t give vent to your imagination,” her mother
keeps on. “Your nature has always needed a firm hand.
Remember the trouble you gave us when you were a
young girl. It's different now. We're no longer responsible
for your actions. It is you who is responsible now. And
more than that. The honour of our whole family, the
honour of our class hinges on the behaviour of every
single person. By acting virtuously we raise it, by doing
wrong we impair it_’;p%,m\

“Aren’t you sleepy, mother?” Ella asks, without mean-
ing any harm.

Her mother pretends not to hear; perhaps she really
does not.

“You have a husband. You are young, inexperienced,
you don’t realize properly what it means to you. Your
whole life, and you yourself, are inseparably linked with
him, by the law of God and man. You have no right to
cherish any views, or thoughts, or desires in which your
husband has no part. There must be harmony between you,
your whole life must ring like a single chord....”

“Must. .. always must,” Ella mutters below her breath,
and it is hard to guess what she means.

“Natinya’s memory was the link between you. Don’t
you see that it was for your sake, and not for his own, that
your husband clung to it so. Without a link of this kind
there is no sense of duty between husband and wife. They
may be married, and yet remain like two flies on either
side of a window-pane, and never get together. If the sense
of duty goes, everything goes. Think of yourself. Is it not
true that your wrong, and wicked, and sinful thoughts
grew as your love and attachment for your child
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dwindled? When love wanes, everything wanes. Duty and
love—these are the two mainstays of the world....
Yes....”

She heaves another long sigh and falls silent. Faith in
the return of her strayed child sounds in that sigh.

There is a long silence. Ella feels the surface of indiffer-
ence within her ruffled anew by rising waves. Surging and
breaking against one another, they steadily fill her whole
being with their lapping and roaring. But she knows from
experience that she must listen to the leading tune, exclud-
ing all else, and she can hear it clearly, unmistakably.

“Duty and love! If, as you say, there need be some
standard by which we ought to live, some dogma that
should rule our life, then it could only be the other way
round: love first, then duty. But you... you've turned it
all upside down. Marriage first, then love; tradition first,
then virtue; class first, then its honour; law first, then sin.
There’s no room for a live person in your lives...."

She stops drawing in her breath, waiting for her
mother’s response, angry, excited.

Mrs. Meyer keeps silent.

“Harmony!” Ella goes on impelled by her own resent-
ment. “All you demand is outward harmony, something
that might be taken for harmony on the face of it. But
appearance, surface means nothing! It's what’s in the heart
that matters. What harmony can there be between two
worlds that are as different from each other as night is
from day? Day is night’s enemy, it drives it out, step by
step, devours it, destroys it.... You listening, mum?”

Silence.

Ella seizes the reins in her right hand pulling back the
bearskin with her left, bends forward and looks.

Her mother is asleep.

Ella flinches as though she had received a slap in the
face. Now that she has found in herself the courage to
speak out, her mother is asleep! Sound asleep, her head
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tilted forward, her chin deep in her fluffy coat collar, her
hands tucked into her, muff ‘now and then she gives a
snore. - ’ AR

Whom can she tell all that had been fermenting and
stirring in her heart for many years until it has finally
moulded itself into a hard and definite shape? To that
desolate snow-covered field on which the black spots of
scattered bushes lurk like sunken, smirking eyes? To the
old moon that is swimming across the sky God knows
where, now diving behind the clouds, now emerging
again? To the wood that looms like a black wall and
seems to be creeping in upon her?

She is enveloped in silence. The horses” hoofs clatter on
the soft, smooth road. The runners crunch in the snow.
And Ella spins her thread of thought.

The horse’s head pushes into the wood as into a black
granite wall. Ghostly shapes, black and grey, flit past her.
The clatter of horse and sleigh echoes eerily dfriong the
firs, as though there is nothing there but the humid scent
cf resin. This mysterious black maze makes her a little
scared at first. But the feeling passes, and she continues
spinning the thread of her thoughts.

She hears the other sleigh in front of her pull up.

“Aren’t you afraid?” comes Meyer's reassuring voice.

“Go on. We're not.”

Ella pulls in the reins and bending over her mother
peers into her face. No, she has not woken, her eyes are
shut, her breath comes with loud snores. A decision forms
in Ella’s mind. After a while she gives her mother a little
shake. ‘

“Wake up, mamal!” she mutters.

Her mother stirs in her sleep.

“Mama!” Ella shakes her harder. Her mother moves her
lips and sighs, but continues to snore. Ella knows this
almost lethargic sleep into which her mother falls some-
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times, and from which nothing can wake her. She jerks at
the reins slowing down the horse.

By and by her eye accustoms itself to the darkness. She
can clearly distinguish the greyish black forms of the fir-
and ash-trees looming above the dry bracken, Underneath
them the snow has thawed in patches, showing little black
pools of moss. Noiselessly but for the flapping of wings
the crows slide off the firs and remain hovering somewhere
behind.

She cannot see the sleigh in front. Stopping her horse
Ella strains her ear. Not a sound. Silence everywhere,
behind her the swishing of black wings in the air. A
quiver runs through her. Then suddenly she comes to
herself-she is not alone. Let them drive on, the farther the
better.

The horse wants to trot, but she curbs it. Ah, if only she
could drive on and on, timelessly, never to turn back!

Something jumps from out of the fern right on to the
road. A tiny snow-powdered fir-tree nods its head towards
it, a soft little snow cap drops from it right in front of the
horse. The animal baulks, charging forward and to one
side across the sleigh tracks that criss-cross the little glade.
The runners swish over the grooves of the forest road, the
black forms of trees flash past her.

Ella clings to the reins, frightened. Then she realizes that
it is of no avail; her strength is nothing against that of
the maddened horse. Closing her eyes instinctively, a
strange din filling her ears, she relaxes in her seat.

Let it race. Let it overturn the sleigh, hurl her against
a tree and strike her dead. What is the use of living? What
is there to live for? How often has she longed to go to
sleep and never wake. The branches brush her head. If
cne hits her it would be the end.

But nothing happens. She can hear the horse’s snorting,
the crunching of the runners in the grooves of the road.
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The wind whistles in her ears. Her cheeks are burning. A
strange wave of heat floods her veins.

Why die? 1s it not lovelier to live free? Go wherever
the heart desires, follow the call of the blood. Fear nobody,
ask nobcedy, beg nobody. Let the wind whistle in her ear
and her blood boil.

“Heigh-ho!” she lashes out at the horse with the stiff-
ened reins. Away, away from her husband, from father and
mother. Away from this life, stuffy and musty with tradi-
lions, petty cares, and even pettier joys. To live free, to
live beautifully!

May the horse trample down the tiresome, repulsive
sanctity of wedlock! May the runners crush conventional
virtue! May she be free like the whirlwind sweeping the
snow-covered expanses.

“Heigh-ho!” she strains at the bridles all but crying out
with the exuberance of her joy. The sleigh leaps from rut
to rut, swaying and jolting dangerously. Let it jolt! Let
her teeth clatter with the sudden jerks. Let the branches
slash her face, scar it—~who needs her beauty now? Her
husband? She almost bursts into laughter. She won’t go
driving after him. He won't see her again.

Nora and Helmer?...

No. The closest link between husband and wife—-a child~
does not exist for them. Not even its memory. Her heart
sings. How light it is, how free. Her newborn conscious-
ness stirs and mounts and surges and shoots up like a
flame that a powerful gust of wind has freed from the
burden of ashes. Free and alone.

Suddenly she starts. Something heavy has dropped upon
her shoulder. Leaning back she glances sideways bewil-
dered. Then a cold flood stifles the flame of her exuberance.

Her mother!

She had forgotten her. Where is she going? Escaping-—
with her mother in the sleigh by her side? The horse is rac-
ing madliy. She pulls at the reins. The horse stops snorting
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heavily. You can smell the sweat. Slowly, but roughly Ella
pushes away from her mother’s limp, heavy body. It stirs,
and turns, and utters a long sigh. Then her mother opens
her eyes.

“Are we there so soon?” she mutters in a drowsy,
troubled voice.

Ella does not answer. That sleepy, troubled voice rises
from the old world which she has just imagined behind
her. That very world which but a moment ago was retreat-
ing like the night at the break of day. Do the sleeping and
the dead always rise again? Ella grits her teeth, choking
back a cry of anguish.

The forest falls behind them. They are driving over
open space, flat and monotonous as that in front of the
little white house. Clumps of bushes lurk like black eyes
out of deep sockets. Except that everything is more
blurred and vague and distant, as it were, for a thick mist
hangs over the field.

“Where are we driving?” comes her mother’'s feeble
voice. There is weariness in it, and reproach, and fear.

Ella makes no answer. What is there to answer? As if
she herself knew where that winding road was taking
them. Not before they come to the place where they
started. And they will come to it-she can feel that. She can
feel the surging, scorching wave that flooded her a while
ago ebbing away. She can feel the yoke of impotence that
has been smothering her soul throughout these long years
slowly descending upon her again. Oh, for more strength!
But what would be the use; there is her mother beside her
in the sleigh, heavy and motionless. Ella bends over, peers
into her mother’s face and winces. Heavy tears are rolling
one by one from her mother's large and staring eyes, as
they did before, in her room.

- Yet it is not the same. These tears are no longer a
matter of indifference to her. All spirit has gone from her,
and this fills her with bitterness and self-pity. She looks
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back upon her life and sees that at every decisive moment
fate looms up thus, in her mother’s sickly face, and her
large, heavy tears.

Is that a dog barking in the distance?

With a joyful snort the horse falls into a steady trot.
The snow-covered field glides underfoot like a sheet pulled
away by an unseen hand.

The mother puts her hand up to her face and sighs.
Ella gives the horse the reins. Let it go, let it run, or
stand, whatever it pleases. ...

Now the barking sounds louder and clearer. You can
make cut where it comes from. It seems familiar.

Let them bark. Ella shuts her eyes. Weariness pervades
her body. Her back aches. For a moment she has a clear
vision of the little warm bedroom with its bearskin rug,
and red quilts, and white pillows, the photograph of a
young girl in a white dress with a hymn book in her hand,
a zinc crucifix on the wall. How sweetly and soundly you
sleep there!

She opens her eyes. Little red lights are flitting to and
fro in front of her—people moving about with lanterns in
their hands. She hears the familiar barking of a dog, the
excited cries of men.

She recognizes them—her father and her husband. The
little white house is just over there.... Her heart gives a
leap of secret joy. She urges on the horse.
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Vikis, the owner of the Lower Breki farm and sexton
of the parish, was walking home from church, It was a
Wednesday afternoon, but he had been summoned to assist
the pastor in sanctioning with his blessings a christening
that had been performed outside church by the verger.

Behind the door of the yestry he had sneaked a couple
of hearty gulps from the botfle brought to him by the
infant’s parents, and now he was munching a rich and
highly seasoned pork pie. He swallowed his last mouthful,
licked his thumb and forefinger and wiped them on his
trouser leg. What wouldn’t he give for a bottle of beer
now!

It was sweltering hot. He could feel the moisture gather-
ing under his peaked cap. For half a mile the highwoad lay
across the bare rise. The tops of his boots were soon
covered with a layer of fine gravel dust. The glaring
white of the road hurt his eyes.

He belched up a savoury mixture of vodka and pork pie
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that left an agreeable taste in his mouth. With the tip of
his tongue he slowly picked the bits of lean meat from
out of the gaps between his teeth. His feeling of compla-
cency gave way to a vague irritation. He had been hoping
the pastor would stop and give him a lift as far as the
avenue leading to the manse. But when the carriage had
come up with him the spare seat was occupied by Rozen-
berg, the man who used to own the pub by the church.
Rozenberg had greeted him, and the pastor had nodded
with something of an apology in his smile, but Vikis still
felt put out. Not for reasons of physical discomfort-he
was wetosed to walking, but because he had had to
for.ego’éége pleasure of reclining in a carriage by the
pastor’s”8ide. What did that Rozenberg have to turn up
for at the wrong time?

On stepping out of church he had passed the pastor’s
carriage halted by the roadside and had half considered
waiting for him to drive by. But then a silly kind of
shyness had come upon him. Now he was angry with
himself.

You could not really call it anger; it was too vague a
feeling to define, and gradually as he plodded up the hill
it dispersed completely. There was still that pleasant taste
in his mouth, and a slowly gathering thirst. By the bridge
a little higher up, where the water was deeper and cleaner,
he would stop to appease it.

Vikis recalled the cool, lofty, vaulted church hall, the
golden tracery of the chandeliers with their dwindling
tapers, the pleasant dx;ogmg of“he .pastor’s. solemn voice
resounding through the almost acant"Space The content
of the sermon had escaped him, but the solemn silence of
the white church and the droning of the pastor’s voice had
been wonderfully uplifting, and so had the serious, rever-
ent looks that the churchgoers had turned upon his own
person as he had stood by the altar executing the duties of

his office.
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What glerious weather! Along one side of the road rose
an embankment overgrown with tare vetch and burdock
leaves. The other bordered on a clover field. And beyond
it reared the castle hill crowned with a twisted birch-tree.
Farther still was the Daugava, but it was not yet properly
visible. Far away in the distance, however, it gleamed
intermittently through the foliage of the lime-trees, like a
slightly tarnished silver band. And yet farther in the dim
distance stretched the barren, sandy, pine-clad Kurzeme
plain hemmed in by an even line of forest. Vikis averted
his eyes. He had seen it time and time again. . ..

Soon, however, happiness returned to his heart.

He stopped, waving his hand and sniffing the air. He
could not see it, but he could smell the thin cloud of dust
that the pastor’s carriage had whirled up. On a still day
like this, sheltered by the hillside, it remained hovering
over the road for a long time.

He took another step and lowered his eyes—perhaps to
trace the maiks left by the pastor’s carriage wheels. And
there, right in the middle of the road, he noticed something
glittering. A broken horseshoe, he thought, and went
on when another idea sprang to his mind. What if it
was a good horseshoe? It would be a pity to leave it lying
about.

He turned back and stooped to pick it up. And next
moment hot shivers were rippling down his spine. It was
not a horseshoe at all, he could see that at a glance. It
was a shiny object, square and with a slightly convex top.
Slowly, carefully, as though fearing to burn his fingers, he
picked it up. It was scorching hot from lying in the sun.
Holding it in the tips of his fingers he examined it with
dilated, unblinking eyes. He drew it closer, then held it
at arm’s length, and looked and looked, dazzled by its
glitter.

It was a beautiful and valuable article, probably made
of silver. One side was masterfully engraved with a
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flower, something like a lily-of-the-valley. The other—with
two large intertwined and elaborately decorated letters.
He gazed hard but could not decipher them. Suddenly he
noticed that his hand was trembling. And so was the other
one, a little. He was breathing hard, as though he had
been carrying a heavy sack or trying to unhinge the docor
of a cowshed. Hot little waves continued running down
his back. Good Lord! Why all this emotion? It was not
his property. What did it matter to him? It belonged to
somebody else.

His thumb pressed of its own accord against the oblong
knob. The lid snapped open. Vikis swayed on his feet as
though somebody had given him a powerful push. The
inside was gilded, a pale yellow. Under a narrow elastic
strip were five home-made cigarettes.

Vikis pressed it to, and with his free hand mopped the
sweat off his brow. With sweat-bleared eyes he looked
about him. Some fellow must have dropped it. People were
unbelievable sometimes. Fancy being so careless with a
valuable thing like this!

He could not just let it lie. Some rascal would pick it
up and that would be the end of it. With a hesitant
movement he let it slip into his pocket and then quickly
withdrew his hand. It wasn't his property.. ..

Vikis could not make up his mind what to do. All he
knew was that he had to do something. He felt its weight
drag down the corner of his coat. Thrusting one hand
into his pocket he clasped his find. And as he did so
something flashed upon his conscious mind. Yes, he had
been trying to think what this thing might be worth. From
ten rubles his mind has soared into hundreds. But why
should he care? It was not his.

He gave an angry cough as though somebody had
touched him on a sore spot, and strained quickly up the
hill. His heavy boots eddied up the dust. A white cloud of
it enveloped his legs. He felt vexed and disturbed.
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But deep down in his heart there stirred a new and
comforting emotion, which was the more attractive
because he had never experienced it before. He would
hand it over to the pastor for him to announce the find
cn the following Sunday. He would drop in and do it
right now; he was passing the manse anyway. The owner
was sure to turn up. And he, the farmer of Lower Breki,
the sexton of the parish, would give him a gently dis-
approving smile and a friendly slap on the shoulder. No,
no, he needed no reward. He had merely done the duty of
every Christian. How pleasantly the pastor’s voice would
drone through the lofty vaulted church hall.

Ah, that would be beautiful. Vikis pushed back his cap
and quickened his pace. And suddenly he gave a start. A
man was walking downhill towards him. A stranger. What
of it, there was nothing remarkable about meeting a
stranger on the road. Yet there was something in the way
he walked, keeping to the middle of the road, lifting his
feet very high as though he were wading through mud or
anxious not to trample something underfoot. He was hold-
ing a whip in one hand, the long cord twisted about the
handle, and a half-smoked cigarette in the other. His eyes
were fixed on the road.... Well, it was none of his busi-
ness!

“It is none of my business!” said the expression on
Vikis’ face, but try as he might he could not reproduce the
same feeling of indifference in his heart. The lean young
face flushed with excitement, the sinewy hand gripping
the whip were too clearly impressed upon his mind. He
had even noticed the slight flutter of the lowered eye-lids
and lashes as the young man shifted his searching eyes.
Vikis knew that he had lost something and was looking
for it. But how should he know what it was? And if it
was what he thought it was, would it be right to produce
it and just hand it to him? What proof did he have? Who
would disclaim a thing like this?
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Vikis stuck both his hands into his pockets. The young
man raised a pair of anxious, questioning eyes at him
and at once averted them encountering a cold and hostile
stare.

He-hmm! Vikis gave a dry cough and cortinued uphill
without turning his head. But his ears werp burning. And
his heart was pounding as though he had been caught
deing something disgraceful. He was furious with himself.
Why? Was he a crook or a thief? A valuable thing like this
could not be handed over lightly to an utter stranger.
Anybody could say, “Yes, it's mine!” No, he couldn’t do
that. Giving it to the pastor, that was a different matter.
Let him claim it then, after it had been announced from
the pulpit.... There, he had reached the top of the
avenue.

Suddenly his legs almost gave way. On the top of the
hill stood a horse and cart, in it a driver holding the reins,
his head turned towards the road. He was very young-—-a
mere boy. Vikis threw him a severe look, and when the
other raised his hand to his cap in greeting, he nodded
vaguely and muttered something under his breath. The
face seemed vaguely familiar to him. Perhaps he had seen
him when he had accompanied the pastor on his round.
Well, he could hardly be expected to know every young
shaver in the district.

Before he had taken another step he stopped aghast.
What if the slope was visible from here? he thought. A
furtive backward glance reassured him. No, it wasn't.
Only the top of the church steeple and the broad, spread-
ing leaves of some tree lurked in the distance. Presently
he felt a new pang. And if the boy had seen him looking
back? He squinted over his shoulder. No, the boy was
keeping his eyes fixed in the same direction as before and
had noticed nothing.

Vikis thrust his other hand so firmly into the other
pocket of his coat that it counterbalanced the weight of
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that thing. As he continued on his way, he instinctively
tried to reconcile his troubled conscience and appease his
ruffled teelings. First he gave himself a proper rating.
Idiot! To get all worked up over some silly boy.... If
you've found something—well, you know full well what to
do with it and why. A sexton must set an example to
others and not follow somebody else’s.

He stood at the top of the avenue leading to the pas-
tor's house. The pastor must have just taken off his dust-
coat and stretched out on his couch. Never in his life had
Vikis imagined anything more clearly—the pastor lying on
his leather couch in his shirt-sleeves and waistcoat, his
white-sleeved arms folded behind his head. The gown
was flung across the back of a chair, the white collar with
its turned-down corners lay on the writing desk. Through
the opening in the shutters a tangle of sun-speckled leaves
gleamed drowsily. ... No, how could he disturb the parish
shepherd’s late afternoon rest. It wouldn't be nice. He
would come tomorrow or the day after. No, tomorrow, of
course it would be tomorrow.

Voices reached him from behind. Harsh, angry voices.
The young man had probably joined his companion in the
cart and was climbing in. They might ask him questions
when they passed him. What of it-he didn’t care if they
did. Was he not the sexton of the parish? Who could say
anything against him? Was not his conscience clear?
There was a footpath turning off the road into the fir-grove
belonging to the pastor’s estate. If he followed it and then
skirted the ditch to where it converged with the river, and
stepped across the stones to the other side he could reach
the Breki farm much quicker. On a hot day like this
every step you saved was worth it.

The cart came rumbling up behind him. He bounded off
the highroad as though somebody had given him a push,
then quickly pulled himself together and strode on very
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deliberately, controlling each step. Who said he had to run
for fear?

Crrack—ed! Crrack—ed! rumbled the cart as it jolted
over the cobble-stones. And innumerable sensitive little
fibres Vikis had never even suspected in his body reverber-
ated to the sound. What if they stopped and called out
to him? There was a low hum in his ears, and his back
was drenched in perspiration. His feet were almost too
heavy to lift, and yet it seemed to him that even at a
distance it could be seen how eagerly they were making
towards the bumpy footpath, and how his shoulders rose
and his head drew itself in between them, as though
dedging a blow.

He felt immediate relief when the first fir-trees gently
laid their shadows across his back. The farther he went
the better he felt. Yet not before he had put a good
distance between himself and the road and made a wide
curcuit did he venture to turn.

He had to stoop to see the highroad. Everything was all
right. Those two were driving on, slowly but steadily.
Suddenly he started and all but crouched behind an alder-
tree. For a moment it had seemed to him that the drivers
turned their heads towards him. Again he took himself in
hand; nonsense, they would never think of doing such
a thing, and if they did they would not be able to see
him.

Be that as it may, the farther away the better. He would
wait till they reached the foot of the hill.

There they were. Perhaps he had better let them top the
next rise too. You could get a fair view from there. Up
they went disappearing in a bend beyond a clump of lilac
by the pagast house.

Vikis drew a deep breath and flopped down on the rot-
ting stump of an alder-tree. The heat was quite unbearable.
He felt as though torrents of hot water were streaming

down his body and filling his boots.
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He removed his cap and listened to his heart knock-
ing like a hammer against his ribs. Idiot! That's what
he was!

He was about to rise but remained transfixed in a half
crouching position, his glazed eyes fastened on the damp
leather bottom of his cap.... But it was only the railway
train that had given out its short, shrill whistle down
below. Why, of course it was the train, about a mile and
a half from where he stood. Who would come here to
whistle! Idiot! What an idiot!

Presently a strange sensation of complacency such as
he had never yet experienced pervaded his whole being, as
though fresh and powerful waves were surging over him,
lapping up all the old dregs that had gathered there and
bearing them away. The roaring in his ears abated, and
his heart resumed its normal rhythm. True, he was still
very hot, but it was merely the heat of the day.

Very gently, as though afraid to wake a sleeper, he slid
his hand into his pocket, took the object with two fingers
and pulled it into view. Ah, how it glittered! How heavy
it felt! He let it slide back and listened to the soft thud
as it dropped to the very bottom of his pocket, weighing
down one corner of his coat.

A little bird broke into a chirrup right above his head.
Vikis started with a shudder and shied away the impostor.
But at once he cast a frightened look about him. If
anybody has seen him! He checked this thought before he
had finished it. Who cculd come prowling and prying here
in the middle of a working day! Yet to keep on the safe
side he gave a loud cough, thrust his other hand into the
other pocket, turned the dust- and sweat-stained lining
inside out, peeped at it from under his arm, exactly as he
had looked the other way, at the object—crumpled it in
his hand and straightened it again. Then he gave another
cough.
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Why in heaven’s name should he tremble and hide?
Was he a thief or a crook? If he chanced upon him again—
and how often did it happen thus in life!~he would return
it at once. Without a word. Had he ever stolen or cheated
as long as he had lived?

Again his thoughts measured the scale between ten
rubles and a hundred. He rose to his feet and strolled
down to the river, and across it to Breki. It was a good bit
quicker this way. His heart felt light and almost joyful.
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The dress rehearsal of the new play Contending Passions
had drawn an unusual number of onlookers. Everybody
who had anything to do with the theatre had come to
watch. Those of the actors and actresses not engaged that
night had gathered in little groups in the pit or in the
boxes, and even the ushers and cloak-room attendants
would now and then poke their heads in at the doors.

Next to the producer, in the centre of the fifth row,
dressed in a grey summer coat and a grey slouch hat, sat
the author, Janis Zile. His chin resting on the metal handle
of his walking stick, he gazed absently at the stage, and
listened as absently to the producer’s whispered remarks.

The producer was nervous. He kept jumping to his feet
to give additional directions, and Zile would pull him
dewn to his seat again.

“Don’t. This is not the time. They've got a certain degree
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of harmony and interplay, and that's what matters most.
Your remarks will only upset them.”

The producer was obviously dissatisfied.

“But this isn’t what we rehearsed. We went through the
whole thing, line by line. And look what’s happening now.
I've had this experience time and time again. I just don't
know what it is. The dress rehearsal turns out something
quite different from what had been rehearsed before.”

“I think it can be explained,” Zile said, watching the
stage, where father and mother were engaged in a passion-
ate argument, accompanied by ever more violent gestures.
“Up till now each player was simply rehearsing his own
part. Tonight they have suddenly realized that they are
acting a play. They have got to fit in with each other and get
into the right mood. In other words, they are faced with
an entirely new task, and a far more difficult one at that.
And in front of such an audience-—including the author
himself,” he concluded, adding with a smile, “as though he
knew more about acting than anyone else. Look, even your
veterans are nervous.”

A gesture of impatience from the producer.

“An actor never gets used to the stage. You can get
used to heat and frost, to the rumble of guns, and the
whine of bullets. To get used to something means to blunt
one’s feelings. And that an acter cannot afford. It would
kill him. His nerves must be as sensitive as the strings of
a harp are to the wind. Not only to his own lines, but to
the audience too. ... More to the front, a little more to the
front please!” he called out, interrupting himself and the
actors.

For a few minutés the actors were obviously upset by
the unconcealed note of irritation in his voice.

Again Zile tried to hush him.

“Wait. If you have to say something, do it after the first
act. Let’s try and get a general impression.”

“You can’t imagine how little one can rely on rehears-
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ing and studying. The merest trifle can upset the whole
purport of the play. Someone gets on the wrong side of a
table, and the whole situation is different. Or else he puts
a different stress on a line, and the dialogue goes off at
a tangent. Every performance springs surprises on you that
nobody in the world can either foresee or anticipate, nei-
ther the producer, nor the actor himself. Everything
depends on the moment.”

“Oh, come,” Zile interposed half humorously. “You seem
to be a pessimist and a fatalist rolled in one. If what you
say were true there would be no point in rehearsing at
all. That's not so. Though in a way you are right. It's so
fashionable now to talk about teamwork on the stage with
no one part standing out, everything running on one level,
tuned to one pitch, as it were. But I have observed that it
is still invariably one or two roles that have the leading
voice. That's my opinion as a playwright, tco. Drama has
its ideological and psychological keynotes, just like music.
They decide the character of the performance, and modu-
late the renderlng And they are expressed only through
the 1 Ieadmg parts.”

“True,” the producer reasoned, “but only to a certain
extent. From the ideological point of view, your keynotes
can be tuned in a hundred different ways; not to mention
the psychological aspect, and, above all, the technical one.
And some minor part will at times prove decisive.”

The curtain dropped on the first act. A few dim lights
went up in the far corners of the hall, outlining more
clearly the groups of onlookers. The producer went behind
the scenes.

Zile was approached by two elderly actors, men who
took note of the content of the play, the author’s lines
rather than the acting, and were prone to attribute every
failing to his pen. Zile enjoyed tamem. There was
a healthy instinct of self-preservation in them, a profes-
sional solidarity.

122



After a few commonplaces one of them said:

“Wouldn't you agree that you are repeating yourself in
the way you've constructed this play? The action reaches
its peak in the second or third act. There's nothing left
for the end which consequently drags, and thus weakens
the general effect.”

“You consider that a mistake from the dramatic point
of view?”

“The play certainly loses a lot of its dramatic effect by
it. And it's something that might so easily be avoided.
You're so well versed in stage technique.”

“I'm afraid I can’t return you the compliment as regards
modern stagecraft. You still identify action with its
outward forms of expression—-loud talk, gestures, move-
ments. But profound emotional tragedy does not always
express itself in that way. What you call my mistake I do
quite consciously, purposely. All the noise at the beginning
is only to set off the subsequent development. It's a sort
of overture. The real tragedy follows, and the very
contrast between its formal reserve and restraint and the
noisy and rapid beginning should bring out its import, its
depth. I don't know, I may be mistaken. But that was my
intention. An experiment I am not quite certain of yet.”

“Experiments are risky and invariably end in failure.
The stage has its own laws that cannot be overlooked. You
can’'t bring home your deep inner tragedy unless it is
clearly expressed in words and gesture. The inner world
must be projected on to the surface. Of course, that's
where the actor comes in. But the playwright must give
him something to go by, something to work on. Otherwise
the public won’t understand.”

“They’ll sit there yawning,” the other actor added.

“I agree. But surely that can only happen if the drama-
tist and the actor belong to two different worlds; if there
is no ideological and psychological bond between the
creator and his interpreter. Anyhow it seems to me that
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Zina Kvelde has understood what I intended to say. The
whole play hinges on her part.”

Perhaps the actors had something against the leading
lady of the play; perhaps they simply resented the idea
of an author having an opinion about the respective apti-
tudes of actors and the casting of a play. Zile could never
tell where, in this world, objective judgement ended and
plain subjective interests began.

“Zina? Well. .. I still think the part should have been
given to Milda Zvaigzne. It needs a more lively tem-
perament. Zina is too lyrical. She is more suited for the
sentimental kind of heroine.”

“Zvaigzne’s appearance is more in keeping with this
part.”

“But it isn't a heroic part at all. If you studied the whole
play you would see that the action develops among ordi-
nary work-a-day men and women. It is a very ordinary
common tragedy. But the tragic essence of it becomes
apparent only occasionally, with pecple of a certain kind.
My character needs neither heroic stature, nor any of the
other commonplace attributes of a stage heroine. All it
needs is a woman with some understanding and a warm
heart.”

“And pretty.... You dramatists always set great store
by that.”

The two actors exchanged glances and smiled.

The curtain rose and the rehearsal continued. Now and
then the producer’s chiding voice came from behind the
scenes. Doubtless as a result of his last-minute instruc-
tions, the second act began at a much slacker pace than
the previous one. Sometimes he would show himself from
the wings at a window that was part of the scenery, flcur-
ishing his arms and dealing out corrections.

Zile took no notice of all this. He was waiting tensely
for Zina Kvelde to appear, his interest in her undoubtedly
proceeding from his interest in the play itself. Her part
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was the pith and marrow of it. It would decide the fate of
his whole work, of his idea, of his new experiment.

He was sitting very upright, clutching his walking
stick with both his hands.

She made her entry very slowly, much slower than he
had visualized it. But it was good the way she did it. It
seemed to him that the whole rhythm of the play had at
once grown more marked, the pace seemed quicker al-
though she spoke slowly, uttering short phrases of no
particular significance.

Was he mistaken about his own play, or did the centre
of gravity really lie in this one part alone? All his at-
tention was on Zina Kvelde. Not a movement that she
made escaped him. He listened to his own words coming
from her lips, and her voice seemed to infuse them with
inspiration and meaning.

She was dressed in a plain brown frock. It suited her
slim, medium-high figure. But her wig of dark hair,
brushed straight back, gave him an unpleasant little shock.
He had imagined her with her own luxurious fair hair. Her
eye-brows were touched up, too, to match the hair, and
deeply shaded. Her make-up, though noticeable, was not
so heavy as to disguise the natural reserve and vitality of
her features. Her whole aspect seemed a little strange to
him. He must get used to it gradually.

For all her stage experience, it was obvious that she too
was a little anxious. Her slender fingers moved nervously
over her dress, as if she were not quite sure what to do
with her hands.

During her first pause, when she stood wrapped in
thought facing the audience, her eyes scanned the hall for
an instant. She knew he would be there, and was looking
for him. When she found him she almost imperceptibly
inclined her head. Nobedy else could have noticed it. He

heart warmed to this woman in whose hands lay the fate
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of his work. He nodded to her, thoughtless of whether
this might put her oft.

Her part had, indeed, none of the usual stage-effects,
nothing spectacular. Only now Zile realized the risk he
had taken with his experiment in a world accustomed to
the superficial staginess of light popular plays and flippant
comedy. But the moment she had come on the stage, the
moment she had opened her lips he had also realized that
he could rely on this actress.

The very absence in her acting of anything showy or
loud was proof to him that she had understood the under-
lying significance of her role. She had no need to seek
refuge in mannerisms; she was fascinating because life
itself flowed from her freely and effortlessly.

1t was particularly the modulation of her voice that held
him from the first. He had always enjoyed listening to
Zina Kvelde's voice. Now he abandoned himself to it as
though he were under the spell of music. It had none of
the artificiality of stage intonations. Though burdened with
thought, it still had the free resonance of pure exultation.

Those were his own words she spoke, yet her voice lent
them a new ring, a new warmth. While writing them he
had seen with his inward eye each small movement of the
body, each change of countenance. But as to the words
themselves, his imagination had stopped at their actual
content, the idea they conveyed. Now he recognized how
inadequate that was. Only the warm inflexion of a voice
that rose from the very heart could impart to his words a
vitality that would make the listener tingle in every nerve.
His was merely the vessel; she filled it with tremulous
content. | i

When Zina Kvelde left the stage for a moment he drew
a deep breath. Nothing he could see or hear was of any
consequence. It was merely an interlude between her exit
and her next appearance. Clearer than when he wrote the
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text he saw how much the whole weight of it rested upon
this leading part.

During the intervals he talked to people he knew. Lis-
tened to praise and criticism. Joked and argued. But his
mind was not with them.

When the dress rehearsal was over he went up on the
stage. Why? He had not intended it. There was work
waiting for him at home. This occurred to him only when
he found himself in a room adjoining the stage, and a
rather harrassed-looking producer came out to meet him.

“Don’t draw conclusions from a dress rehearsal,” he said
as though anticipating criticism. “The show is going to be
better.”

And he continued in the usual way pleading shortage of
time, under-rehearsing, and all the hundreds of calamities
that seem to besiege the stage like menacing enemy
legions. There is hardly a place in the world where you
hear so many grievances as you do in that little room
adjoining the stage.

But Zile was satisfied, and pacified the producer.

A natty young thing was sitting at the piano sirumming
a valse from a popular light opera. Two chorus singers
hurried towards the exit humming in tune, then slammed
the door behind them. Zina Kvelde, in her coat and
fashionable spring hat, came out of her dressing room and
greeted Zile with a nod.

He went forward to meet her and warmly pressed her
hand, which was cool and a little unresponsive, or so it
seemed to him.

“Thank you,” he said, himself wondering as he spoke-
thanks for what?

But she seemed to guess his meaning, and at once with-
drew her hand, with a protesting toss of her head.

“Nothing to thank me for. I was not in the right mood
today. I'll be better in the show, you'll see.” She was a
little curt, a little nervous.
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“Going home? We could go together.”

They stepped out into the street.

“I don’t want to praise,” Zile said without looking at her
and keeping carefully to her side. “But I do know that the
part on which the whole play depends is in reliable
hands.”

She was visibly pleased.

“I am trying my best. But perhaps Milda Zvaigzne
would have been better cast. She has more of the heroic
temperament.”

Zile could clearly detect the note of rivalry to which
even the greatest among stage artists are not immune. It
gave him pleasure to reassure her. He could have, at this
moment, even stretched the truth a little,

“*You know very well that the old-type heroine is no
good for my part. I could never abide heroes and heroines.
Besides, they have had their day, both on the stage and
off it. It seems to me that you are the first to have
understood that.”

“Have I nothing of the heroic about me? I've acted Mary
Stuart in my time, and Fjordis, and Guna, and Spidola.
And I used to flatter myself that I hadn’t done so badly.”

She said this archly, with a mischievous glance at him.

Zile felt uneasy.

“I don’t really know what you call heroic. So far I've
only met heroines on the stage. And they always seem
exceedingly comical to me. They are a mixed product of
man’s imagination, literary tradition, antique epos, and
classical caricature, with a touch of the emancipation
period thrown in. They are unnatural creatures, artificial
psychology in a brightly painted frame. I've always hated
carved and painted images. It's time you women shook off
the enforced standards of man’s imagination, and similar
clichés. Ycu have every right to be true to your real and
peculiar natures. In life as well as in art. Above all in art!
Art is often the first to open the door to life’s reality.”
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For a while, Zina walked in silence. Zile felt that his
arguments had been disjointed and vague. His usual
handicap! Only with his pen could he think coherently and
express himself convincingly.

She had been watching him out of the corner of her
eye.

“You're interesting to listen to. Why didn’t you want to
come to our rehearsals? You could have explained how
you really visualized each character and each situation.”

Zile frowned.

“Have I not made myself clear in my manuscript? Do
you think my lips could fill in and amend the inadequacies
of my pen? If you do, you don't understand a writer’s
work, the very nature of writing.”

“That’s not quite what I mean,” she argued. “I am not
asking for cast-iron rules. They would be useless because
they couldn't be followed anyway. You authors think
everything is clear and comprehensible in your work. But
sometimes the actor cannot recapture your thought
or mood. Everyone has his own individuality and can
easily miss your point, or even misunderstand you
altogether.”

“It seems to me that what the actor cannot grasp by
sense and instinct, after having studied his part, it's just
no use trying to explain. We don’t want someone acting on
instructions, we want heartfelt, truthful acting, something
with the actor’s own mind and soul in it.”

“I may be wrong, but I think I more or less do feel this
part. At any rate, it fascinates me enormously, more than
most parts I've played before.”

“Yes. I felt that from the very first words you spoke.”

She did not hide her pleasure at this acknowledgement.

“Still, don’t judge by this rehearsal. I was as self-con-
scious and embarrassed as a schoolgirl.”

“You didn’t show it.”

“We learn to control ourselves and hide our feelings.
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But it spoils the acting all the same. It always happens

when the author is present.”

Zile laughed lightly.

“And now you see that I am not a bit dangerous. I
wasn't the cleverest man in the audience by a long way!”

“But you were the most deeply involved. You visualized
your characters and images when you wrote the play, and
along comes the actor and shows you something entirely
different. I felt as though I were smashing a beautiful
statue or vase.”

“In a way you are right. The stage often shows me
something different from what I imagined. But it's not
necessarily disappointing. It is pleasant, of course, if the
stage character is just what you imagined it to be. But
even if it's not, as long as it is full-blooded and artistically
accomplished, it seems attractive. Wonderfully new and
fascinating.”

“And what do you think of... mine?”

Zile hesitated before he replied.

“I wouldn't like you to think I am flattering. You have
grasped the very essence of it, down to the minutest detail.
I was staggered. Your interpretation was warm with life.
The part, and, consequently, the whole play is in safe
hands.”

“I'd like to believe that this is not mere flattery. I feel
this part very closely. I have hardly ever been able to
memorize any lines so easily. I suppose that woman of
yours has something of myself in her. Sometimes I step
into her life, forgetting that it is merely a stage part. I
actually live it. I do not think Milda Zvaigzne would have
done better.”

Zile ignored this remark.

“I demanded from the start, categorically, that you
should be cast for it. Do you know what I liked best about
your acting? Your voice. You have an exquisitely modulat-
ed, feminine voice.”
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“I've done some serious training. I sing a little, as you
may know. They're inviting me now to St. Petersburg, to
some small opera house there.”

“No, the loveliest quality in your voice is not its train-
ing, but the artless, genuine ring in it, its sincerity. Sincer-
ity, that's what it is. Each lifeless word rolls like a warm
wave from your lips. I think that listening to your voice
would stir anybody, even the most indifferent, the most
aloof.”

A delicate flush came to her face.

“I admit, I have an intimate feeling for the part. I live
in it. That is why everything you say... I feel myself that
my voice doesn’t sound flat. But it is because the play is so
rich in content and thought, and the language is beautiful.
And its build-up is so fluid and fascinating. You don’t have
to stumble over long and involved periods that tax your
mechanical memory and make your speech ranting and
unnatural. Your language is full of vivid imagery and
well-matched colours. Music and colour fuse into a dy-
namic whole. That is something new in play writing, and I
feel it has a great future. It unbinds the creative actor and
gives him scope to express some of his own inner world

as well....”

She broke off and laughed.

“Here we go singing each other’s praises like a couple
of decadents. Not a very nice occupation gushing over
each other like this, and far too sentimental. Let’s talk
about something else.”

Zile shook his head.

“I'm a very selfish person. I prefer to talk about my own
work. I am really happy that my part has found such an
interpreter. But tell me, why did you make up like that
and put on a wig? Did you really think it necessary?¢”

Zina gave a little toss of her head and looked at him

pertly for a second. But her answer was serious.
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“You can’t do without make-up. Artificial light makes
the natural look unnatural. Everything is artificial on the
stage.”

“But that wig was not necessary. Why do you think this
part calls for dark shades? You are not Milda Zvaigzne.”

“Because. ..” she hesitated. “I imagined that was near-
er to what you intended her to be. Sufferers and heroines
are traditionally dark. I suppose they are more impressive
that way.”

“Pure convention and long out of date,” he replied ir-
ritably. “I didn’t think you still held with that sort of
thing. Whether you are dark or fair, it makes no difference
to suffering or exaltation in life or on the stage. You have
such beautiful... I mean your hair is so characteristic of
you. There is no need whatever to change it. By doing so
you give up what is most attractive :and typical in your
personality.”

His interest in her personality thrilled her, both as an
actress and as a woman. Again she gave that wanton little
loss of the head and shot him a spairkling glance.

“One might think you were no longer talking of my
stage personality, but of this one here—off stage!”

“Both. You are one of those rare creatures among actors
in whom the artistic is in tune with the human. True
beauty always has both those aspects.”

She sensed that the conversation was approaching dan-
gerous ground and fell into a quieter and more reserved
manner.

Presently they reached her flat. With one foot on the
first step shf%rgfg&g her hand. She intended a hasty and
formal good-bye. But as she looked into his face she
hesitated. His eyes were upon her with such glowing
warmth and artless trust that she could not help respond-
ing.

“You could come and see me one day,” she said, sur-
prised at her own invitation which but a minute ago had
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not even entered her mind. And to lend it a more official
sound she added drily:

“You're so interesting to talk to about art.”

Zile bowed. He pressed her hand with unconscious vig-
our. Only when the hem of her coat had vanished behind
the closing door did he turn to go.

2

The morning after a performance Zina usually had a
headache, especially if her own acting had been poor and
the whole show a failure.

This morning, however, she felt scarcely a trace of
weariness, and it was simply by force of habit that she
relaxed on her couch, just like she used to in her school
days—curled up in one corner, with her legs tucked under
her. There was a little volume of Whitman’s poems in her
hand. On such days she avoided reading anything that was
connected with the stage. She needed rest and diversion-—
or simply idleness.

She had trained herself not to think cf the previous
night, and was not thinking of it now. But her general
mood was pleasant, and that was enough for her. She
knew that she had acted well. She could well imagine
what kind of phrases the critics in the morning newspa-
pers would have used about her acting if she had let
herself break away from her firm resolution.

She smiled. Man is an odd creature. And an actor is an
odd kind of man. So he is doubly odd.... Even the ap-
plause and Wof fools is pleasing to him. A warped
nature, no doubt. But who can help his nature?

There was a noise in the corridor, but she took no
notice. Here, in her home, she was a little idol, and like
every idol a bit of a despot too. She only listened to what
she liked and ignored the rest.

Then her mother opened the door, and in the crack she
caught sight of Janis Zile.

133



Her first reaction was one of displeasure. She had a
vision of long talks on last night’s performance and every-
thing connected with it, which would mean ruffling the
calm of her mood, disturbing her snug tranquility.

But one look at him allayed her momentary vexation.

He was meticulously dressed, and slightly embarrassed
and awkward, like those big schoolboys who would some-
times call with flowers. There was no more need to rise for
him than if he had been one of them. She stayed where she
was and only stretched out her legs and straightened her
dress.

He looked almost frightened.

“Excuse me. I took advantage of your invitation. But
I have chosen the wrong time, I see. You are not well.”

The part appealed to her for scme reason. Very well, if
it pleased him to think that, let him.

“I usually allow myself the luxury of half a day’s
illness after a performance. But you needn’'t worry. It
isn’t anything serious. Actors’ disease, you know. To rest
my nerves and indulge my laziness.”

“In that case I am disturbing you.”

“You're doing nothing of the kind. I think I must have
been expecting you, I had a pr jmmut&en you might come.”

“I've come to thank you.” =%

“Let us drop this petty conventlon of thanks and
courtesies. We don’t need them, you and I. Who is the one
to thank anyway? Yours is the chief merit, after all. You
created and inspired, my part was purely executive. No,
don’t argue! I know what I'm saying. We have each done
our share, and we can both be pleased with our success.
You in particular. ... But why are you standing? You're
not in a hurry, are you?”

He drew up a chair and sat down at her feet. Then he
took another anxious look at her face.

“You may say whatever you like. I don’t believe you.
You are really ill. I've never seen you so pale.”
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“Oh, but it's really nothing to speak of. It's just part of
an actress’s condition of health, so I enjoy it. The more a
part sweeps you away and the better you play it, the more
it saps your emotions and takes it out of you. A certain
relapse is only natural.”

“I've been thinking about you since last night. How can,
you stand it? Where do you take the nervous energy? You
burn like a fire. But you can’t burn for ever—one day you'll
burn yp.”

“We all will, sooner or later—you and I like everybody
else. But we exist only as long as the fire is burning within
us. Fire is our element.”

“It never struck me till last night what acting means.
What we can offer you in a written part is a mere trifle.
It is you that feed the flames. You infuse inert matter with
your spirit and your soul. And when you carry people away
and thrill them they give the credit to the poet. Yours is the
most thankless job in the world. Self-sacrifice is your heroic
share. What you perform is a supreme act of heroism. But
do you think it is appreciated, I mean, the real essence of
it? And yet, you find enough strength and energy....”

Zina Kvelde folded her arms behind her head and fixed
her eyes thoughtfully on the opposite wall.

“There’s something in what you say. Whenever 1 act
with real inspiration I always feel as though I were going
beyond my part. No, that isn’t quite what I mean. ... T feel
my part as a kind of framework, or a setting that I have
to fill with what is in me. I speak your lines, but am caught
up in the whirl of my own emotions. I think your thoughts,
but I pour into them my own, all the stored-up experience
of years, everything that is in me, and around me, and be-
hind me. And what I only dimly sense somewhere ahead of
me. At such moments I believe that I am imbued with the
power to render tangible and visible all this.... I know
it isn’t practicable. Perhaps not even correct.... I've been
told so more than once. But I can’t help myself.”
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Zile did not take his enchanted eyes off her.

“Don’t listen to others. Yours is the only true, the only
worthwhile way. Don’t let them put you off by saying they
cannot understand you. You're great enough to demand
that they should rise to an understanding of what is still
beyond them. They will grasp it, if not today—then tomor-
row.”

Her slender, nervous fingers were turning over the pages
of her book.

“I love a full house, I can’t deny that. We are all the same
in that. A weakness of the profession, I suppose. But to you
I can confess something I've never told anybody yet. I
never play to the house at large. As soon as I step on the
stage I single out somebody. ... It may be a girl who can
be hardly discerned in the theatre hall. Or some awkward,
bashful youth whose eyes I feel glued upon me. Or an el-
derly woman with her spirit broken by life. I almost hear
her suppressed sigh. ... And then I play to her alone and
try to make her feel and see what I see.”

Zile's eyes were still upon her, as in a trance.

“And who was it last night?”

She stopped to think.

“That’s just what I've been trying to remember this morn-
ing. I think it was you.” But noticing the radiance that
came to his eyes, and the glow on his face, she grew cooler
and pulled herself up to a sitting position, adding: “I think
it was only natural. You understood me best. And let me
tell you one thing. Never imagine an actress in ordinary
life to be what she is on the stage. What is most attractive
in art may be quite the opposite in life. More often than
not, it is.”

“That might well refer to me....”

“To you? Would it?”

She rested her chin in the palms of the hands and for
the first time contemplated him closely and intimately.

He was dressed with almost ridiculous care, and his
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black tie was knotted a little ostentatiously, yet his ap-
pearance was not unattractive. His smooth, slightly tired
face had neither the studied thoughtfulness, nor the af-
fected shyness that rendered the usual type of poet slightly
ridiculous to her eye. There was nothmg eccentrlc about
him, nothing emphatically /v1r11e ¥i- (%0 s e LAY

“We actors detest actors outside the professmn There’s
nothing of that about you. It seems to me that you deserve
respect as a human being as well. Of course, I imagined
you quite different. We women have our set standards.”

“Your ideal, you mean.”

The strange inflexion of his voice as he uttered these
words made her laugh despite herself.

“Now, don’t you get sentimental again! In poetry, you've
got to. But alas for those who try to turn life into a lyrical
poem. They get sloppy and impossible. And it happens so
often that it isn’'t even funny. It doesn’'t amuse me in the
least, when those schoolboys or students come along with
their bouquets.”

“I suppose they often do.”

“Rather. . ..” She began to laugh again. “Especially when
they've seen me act a very young, very loving, very senti-
mental girl. One that moves in the best circles, of course,
and is dressed in silks—that’s absolutely essential. You can't
imagine the effect on a young boy’s heart of beautiful gar-
ments and a red rose in your hair, Yes, there must be a red
rose, too. And then they stand before me so awkwardly,
gazing at me like a Chinese at his idol. ... And can’t make
up their minds whether to recite what they've crammed"
into their heads, or try to use human language. And one
hand will furtively slip into the pocket where there’s sure
to be a sealed envelope. I've often felt tempted to say~pull
it out!~or to pull it out myself and see if there’s a love let-
ter inside or a twenty-five ruble note.”

Zile laughed too.

“And what do you do?¢”
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“I don’'t know that I do anything. I just look at him with
wide eyes and wait to see what's going to happen. That of
course puts him off completely. And he seizes the first op-
portunity to get rid of his bouquet and make a dash for the
door. But sometimes my admirer stands gazing back at me
as wide-eyed as myself, and I see terrible disappointment
written all over his face. Because without my make-up, and
without the pig-tail down my back, I am neither as ycung,
nor as beautiful as I was on the stage. Well, that’s too much
of a temptation. I deliberately wrinkle my forehead, pull
in my neck, and sometimes even put my fingers to my nose!
You ought to see the fun of it!”

She burst into a peel of carefree laughter, like a naughty
schoolgirl.

“Well, sometimes I have to pay dearly for my fun. After
the next performance, when the applause has died down, I
hear an angry hiss from somewhere back in the upper circle.
And I know it is my late admirer and his friends.”

They laughed as though sharing the joke.

But Zina suddenly grew serious. A perpendlcular line
appeared between her brows. IR RN

“But I'm getting tired of these caﬂow youths I'm not
even in the mood now to play jokes on them. I make moth-
er send them packing, bouquet and all. I don’t care if they
hiss at me from their corner.”

Silence fell. Zile broke it first.

“But surely they're not the only ones to come. You must
have plenty of real admirers.”

“Admirers. ..” she scowled at him. “You ought to know
better than use that trite, silly word. Admirers.... As
though I didn’t know what they admire. Don’t I know them
with their enchanted faces and adulating eyes. I sometimes
feel them in the middle of my acting, ‘and it throws me off
my balance, I feel like running away and hiding behind
the scenes. It costs me a terrible effort to pull myself togeth-
er and carry on. It makes me choke with disgust, and I
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feel all jumpy. And I lose control over my movements, my
voice. They look at me as they’'d look at a prostitute.”

Zile felt a little embarrassed, and did not know how to
express his reply.

“The reason is that as a human being . . . let’s put it plain-
ly, you're an attractive woman. I understand that as an
artist you are dismayed with the primitive instincts that
your attractiveness stirs in men. But it seems to me that it
is only natural. Our higher sympathies and instincts can-
not be separated from the purely biolcgical ones.”

“What do I care about your psychology! It disgusts me
to be an object of your observations and experimentations.
It disgusts me to be the means by which men indulge their
instincts. I feel permanently threatened. They want to grab
my human self so as to destroy the only thing in me that
is of any value~the little share of artistic talent I pos-
sess. Tell me, is it not humiliating? Is it not deeply degrad-
ing?”

“You would like your personality agsan artist to be
abstracted, divided from your human one. Content and
form apart! But we're not metaphysicians, and you're not
a nun. Or are you? That would be a pity!”

“We?” She narrowed her eyes playfully. “Do you count
yourself among them?”

Following a sudden whim he took up her teasing tone.

“Your admirers, you mean? That common crowd? I do,
worse luck! What are you going to do about it? Only, for
God’s sake, don't wrinkle your forehead-though it isn't
half so ugly as you think it is.”

It was not in their natures to remain serious for long.
They needed swift change, constant cross-currents of alter-
nating moods. They spoke flippantly, and enjoyed it. Very
much like at a reunion of old friendg%fté'f a long separa-
tion. The last hint of suspicion disappeared from her voice
and look, as did his shyness and self-consciousness, caused
by the unaccustomed sensation of wearing a new suit.
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“Tell me, how is it that you know a woman’s heart so
well?” she asked abruptly, irrelevantly.

He shrugged his shoulders.

“Do I? Do you think so?”

“I don’t think so, I know it. I ought to be competent to
judge. Any woman who has seen your play will tell you
the same.”

“I don’t know what women say. Men’s opinions vary.”

“Men. ... They're the know-alls, of course. They like to
hold forth on us, but they're no judges. All they can do is
to imagine and guess.”

“Don’t forget that I'm one of them. I, too, can only
imagine and guess.”

“That’s why I am asking: how is it you know us so well?”

“If you are not flattering me-simply because it is given
to me to imagine more vividly, and to guess more accu-
rately than others.”

“At times it is as though you were reading a woman's
heart like an open book. How do you do it? You must have
known a great number of women very intimately. Don't
get me wrong, I didn’t mean to imply promiscuity But it,
seems to me that an understanding of woman's n‘iﬁ‘lﬁ"‘%ﬁﬁ
only come with a lot of experience and a good deal of per-
sonal observation.”

“To the statistician, not to the psychologist. The writer’s
range of personal experiencé and opportunities of observa-
tion are inevitgbly limited. Nothing can stretch them
beyond the ‘précincts of his subjective world, least of all
statistics. He will alw%ﬁé emain confined within the realm
of his own fantasy.”

“You're a subjectivist and an idealist. What about your
reputation as a social writer?”

“There’s a lot to be said about that.”

“Don’t! Not today. Talking to you is beginning to be al-
most as exciting as last night’s show. And I was going to
relax....”
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With an impetuous little movement her hand touched
Zile’'s that was resting on his knee. He gave in at once. He
had not intended to give their conversation such a serious
turn. He had not come to discuss problems but to have a
simple heart-to-heart chat.

“The season is closing in another week. What are you
thinking of doing with yourself during your holidays?”

“I'm not thinking of doing anything. I don’t think ahead.
Never. I leave it to chance, it's best. If an opportunity of-
fers itself, I go away—no matter where. If not I stay in town.
And that's just as good. I've never felt that my holidays
were wasted. I let chance decide things for me. I read a
lot, but without any special choice, I'm terribly erratic and
unmethodical. I take special delight in living like a tramp
for a while—free and irresponsible. It's such happiness not
to have to get up at any particular hour, or be at rehearsal
on time!”

“Tell me, how is it that there’s no gossip about your
personal life? Your colleagues have the most extraordinary
tales told about them, but you are hardly mentioned...."

A cold little flame sprang to her eyes.

“Are you collecting stories about the lives of actors? Are
you trying to draw me out on my private life? What does
it matter to you? I'd hardly call it worthy of you!”

Imitating her recent gesture, he placed a soothing hand
on hers.

“Don’t be so sensitive, Zina Kvelde. I'm not collecting
anything of the kind. Besides I don’t see why my being in-
terested in a person should seem insulting to him.”

“I didn’t mean that. On the contrary, I like it when peo-
ple think about me. We're all vain, aren’t we? But we're not
so corrupt as we are generally considered to be. We cer
tainly couldn’t live the rackety sort of life people lay down
for us. Our work wouldn’t allow it, nor our natures. ... Bul
why talk so much about me. I'd rather hear what you are

141



working on now. We are all dying to know what is in
store for us next season.”

Their conversation flowed on; it was warm and intimate
as though they had known each other for years.

3

Zile accompanied Zina Kvelde to her last rehearsal that
season, a revival of some old play.

He sat in the wings watching the stage through a chink
in the scenery. The hall was completely empty. From time
to time an usher or cloak-room attendant would poke his
head in at the door and at once withdraw it.

Presently he was accosted by two actors, the second
lead—tall, gaunt, and dark, and a very youthful lover,
mobile and smiling.

“You're a frequent visitor here,” the second lead said.
“Are you thinking of joining us next season as our play-
wright?”

“What makes you think that? No, I'm not.”

“But it would be most desirable,” the lover said beam-
ing. “It would make such a difference to our work if we
had a playwright with a thorough knowledge of literature.”

“Especially one who was attached to the theatre,” the
second lead joined in again.

“As a matter of fact, I did think about it, and I came to
the conclusion that you are mistaken. Even if a person
knows the stage, it does not necessarily follow that he is
a good playwright. I know hardly anything about stage
technique. That’s why I am now trying to get an inkling
of it.” |

“Very important, of course. It's our chief handicap that
cur dramatists do not know the workings of the stage and
don’t consider what is possible there and what is not. A
line or a scene that may appear very significant to the
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author as he sees it with his mind’'s eye, viewed from his
writing desk, as it were, often falls flat on the stage.”

“Besides, they sometimes write things that are simply
not actable.”

“Well, to my mind nothing is unactable. If the dramatist
has to adapt the flight of his imagination to the present
level of stagecraft, then progress is ruled out, and the forces
that impel it collapse. But stagecraft has got to develop,
it has got to grow so that it can master and express every-
thing that is conceived by the dramatist’s imagination.”

“As long as that imagination does not soar somewhere
in the clouds. Of course, a lot needs doing about the stage,
you are right there. But the poet ought to give more con-
sideration to the actor. He sometimes writes a part that
would baffle, even a genius. There are parts we actors
simply fight for, so to speak. And there are others that no-
body wants to undertake.”

“I think Blaumanis will remain unsurpassed for a long
time to come.”

“In other words, if I understand you rightly, a dramatist
ought to write with certain definite actors in view. That's
what Blaumanis is supposed to have done. I can quite be-
lieve that some actors would welcome that. They would
keep comfortably in their old rut and their work would
be reduced to trying to find an occasional new movement
or gesture so as not to get altogether stale. But whether
or not that would lead to a development of dramatic art as
a whole-I don't know.”

“But sometimes you, too, write with a definite aclor in
mind, don't you?”

The second lead nodded agreement. “In your last play,
for example.”

“You mean Zina Kvelde? But some of you tried tec per-
suade me that the part was better suited for Milda Zvai-
gzne. Dramatic fantasy is a complex matter. Its own
visions merge with impressions received from the stage,
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and the two often blend and intermingle. But the drama-
tist's imagination will never take over something ready-
made, because it is by its very nature creative, and not
merely reproductive. Spiritual affinity and psychological
contact between writer and actor are to a certain extent
essential. You have to have that for the poet’s ideological
and artistic problem to find a manifestation on the stage,
which is true to life and yet artificial at the same time. The
moulding of the two things is done by both poet and actor
jointly. The stage image is the creation of two minds and
two souls. That is what makes it so complex, and that is
why it so rarely attains perfection.”

“So you think that Zina Kvelde has grasped your prob-
lem, that she has the kind of soul....”

Second lead and lover exchanged glances over Zile's
head.

“Well,” the second lead observed gravely, “I suppose she
has rather settled down of late, and become more sensible.
She’s had her fling.”

“Nobody could keep up that sort of life indefinitely,”
the lover added meaningly.

The blood mounted to Zile’s head.

“What sort of life are you talking about? What do you
mean?”

The young man held back a little.

“Nothing in particular. I'm not saying she is any worse
than others.” |

The second lead looked down from his full height at the
sitting author with a quizzical expression on his face.

“Nor any better. There are no angels or devils in the
theatre. Those who act such parts on the stage resemble
them least of all in actual life. Zina Kvelde certainly
belongs to neither category. She’s just an average actress
endowed with the average human qualities, good and bad.”

Zile had risen to his feet.
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“Why are you telling me about Zina Kvelde? I never
asked you, did I1?”

“Come, come, don't get ruffled. We're not saying any-
thing against her. She’s a good friend, and an able actress.
Only it's odd to see a man of experience and an artist of
some standing get caught up like a schoolboy. Idealizing
where there’s nothing to idealize, and compromising him-
self in the eyes of society.”

“Excuse me, gentlemen. I am very much obliged to you
for your solicitude, but allow me to take care of my own
reputation. I have managed without your kind assistance
up till now, and I shall do my best to continue so in the
future.” ‘

He turned on his heel and applied himself to the chink
in the scenery.

Their voices had risen so high that the actors on the
stage had stopped for a moment. Zina glanced round in-
quiringly, aware of being the subject of discussion.

On their way home Zile was unusually subdued. Zina,
on the other hand, in the anticipation of her approaching
holidays, was as gay and spngltcly as 2 schoolglrl

“My poet is so gloomy today,” she sa'& with a laugh.
“May I not ask the reason?”

“Have you any enemies among your colleagues?”

“En ... enemies? Not that I know of. Our friendships and
enmities are somewhat like parts in a play. They come and
go. On the whole we all get on very nicely.”

“Tell me... I don't know how to put it.... Don’t you
feel I'm with you too often? Doesn’t it seem so
to you¢”

She shook her head, laughing and shooting him one of

her mischievous looks.

“What's come over you? Getting worried about your
reputatione”

“Not mine, but yours?”
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“What exactly do you mean?”

“Some of your colleagues deemed it their duty today
to make me understand that we two were much too close
friends. They started on your past....”

She interrupted him, her whole body stiffening:

“It isn’t their business. .. or yours!”

“Certainly not mine. I've neither asked you any ques-
tions nor tried to find out for myself. I am merely telling
you.”

“Why should you? I need no references, and I'll not
stand for advpcacy either, or accept instructions!”

Zile tried to ygpﬁgéé‘éa”ﬁer:

“You don't need to.... I only mentioned it because....
It made me think that perhaps I am really imposing myself
on you. How am I to know how you feel about it?”

“Those who mix with me ought to know how I feel about
these things. I am free and independent, and I meet
whomever I please. If people must pry and gossip, all
right, let them. That doesn’t worry me, not in the least. If
a person thinks I compromise him—the road’s wide enough,
he is welcome to cross over to the other side. There's plen-
ty of room over there.”

Zile was utterly miserable.

“You've got it wrong.... You've got it all wrong....
At sight of the unhappiness on his face Zina burst out
laughing.

“Oh, you great dramatist! All right, forget it! Don't let’s
reason and judge, and misjudge. To be frank, your friend-
ship—if I may call it that—flatters me immensely. And I
think I know how to appreciate it. And as for those silly
gossips, it just is none of their business!”

“None whatsoever!” Zile cried heatedly. “How stupid
of me to have mentioned all this. Forgive me. It will be
the first and the last time.”

They shook hands and parted warmly.
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The season with its work, and excitement, and dust, and
all manner of misadventure was over. Before they went
their different ways—some on tour, others to take a rest,
or a course of hospital treatment—the whole company
gathered for an outing to a park near town.

Everybody connected with the stage had come along,
actors and stage hands, wig-makers and seamstresses,
producers and dramatists. There were a few writers there,
too, as well as theatre fans and friends of sundry actors.

At first they were so determined to enjoy themselves
that their gaiety was a little artificial and deliberate. But
the vast park with its giant trees, its lush grass and
the mill-pond shimmering below soon put them in gen-
uinely high spirits. The food and drink they had brought
along did its share. And the warm, breezy, gently clouded
day soon dispersed the last dregs of winter’s cares
and toil.

All pleasures were theirs. The occasional passers-by
eyed suspiciously and from a distance this all too noisy
company, and edged away. A few respectable citizens
cocked an eye-brow at this sweetly chirruping , flock of
eccentrically dressed women, and, dropplng“_hélr Jhalf-
smocked cigarettes, made for the gates.

“I bet those old fogeys consider us utterly depraved!”
artless little Anna Salnis exclaimed most artfully, point-
ing her green parasole at them.

“They’re the kind,” Fricis Liepkaln, the company’s vet-
eran leading actor, reasoned tragically, “who are ready
to empty their wallets at your feet while you're on the
stage, but give you a very wide berth if they see you in
the street.”

“Especially if their wives and daughters are about.”

“Even if they aren’t,” the youthful lover Zarin chimed
in. Crouching on the grass by the ditch, he was fishing for
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a colt’s-foot bud with the handle of his walking stick. “You
with your red and green parasols would get the most
phlegmatic of turkey-cocks up in arms.” o >¢\\ a7 g

“Red and green. Green and red—what a blatant chal-
lenge to this drab and trivial work-a-day world.” Shifting
from foot to foot, the slow-moving stage-light operator was
methodically filling his English pipe that hung from the
corner of his lips like a smoking pear.

“Whoopee!” came a voice from the group. “Let’s storm
this Golgotha!” And the owner of the voice bounded uphill
like a dog, the whole laughing crowd hopping, skipping
and jumping at his heels.

Zile and Zina Kvelde followed in the rear.

“Were the most reasonable people here,” she said
laughing. .

“I don’t know about you, but for my part I've done
with reason for the day. Three cheers to recklessness,
and mischief, and folly—yes even folly—just for one day
a year!”

“Hurrah! Folly must claim its rights. Three cheers for
folly!”

“No, I really mean it. Folly’s essential, if only for the
sake of variety. Wisdom would lose all glamour without
it. Man would look as drab and grey as unbleached
linen.”

“Unbleached linen. ... How clever you are, Mr. Drams-
tist! Now come on, keep up!”

She broke into a run. But Zile kept his pace, smilingly
as he watched her figure top the hill and disappear. Her
striped summer frock clung to her lithe and supple figure
that was so youthful, so conscious of its own beauty, so
strong. Her every movement was soft and graceful, yet
free of the deliberate pose of all those others. Culture and
nature in glonous harmony.

She did not disappear completely. Soon he caught a
glimpse of her broad-brimmed hat with its fluffy white
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feathers that caught the changing reflections of golden sun-
shine and green beech-leaves, her oval intelligent face and
gently sloping shoulders heaving slightly with her deep
breathing.

“See, you're too reasonable after all. Or else, I'm too
frivolous. We don’t match.”

“True. You'll have to look round for a younger partner.”

By way of reply she seized his elbow and spun him
round. ‘

“We know those young old men, flaunting their age lo
make themselves more attractive ll

All the benches on the top of tHe hill were engaged. The
air rang with light-hearted voices and laughter. Now and
again they caught a remark aimed at themselves.

“Strength and Beauty! The Idea and its Incarnation!
Thought and Fantasy! Long live this holy Unity!”

“Long live ink and face-powder!”

“Hold it, right here, in the centre. A statue at a classical
revelry!”

But mockery had no sting that day. Today there was no
malice. Mocking and bantering was in the very nature of
this set of people, who were all good at heart though the
stage had strained their nerves and unbalanced their dis-
positions.

Zile and Zina turned aside to where the poet Apsespeter,
with a broad panama on his head, a nickel-plated walking
stick hooked on his elbow, and a sprig of mountain ash
in his buttonhole was desperately holding forth upon the
beauties of nature, in front of an audience consisting of
five chorus girls, the prompter, and the stage manager.

“Just look at the lake. As calm as a mirror. Like molten
silver...."

Choking with suppressed laughter, Zina tugged at Zile's
sleeve.

“Listen to that: molten silver, ...

“Where’s your reverence for a poet, you hussy!”

”
P
'

»
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“The green shrubs rise like a“tampart, like a mystery.
And across it the red chimney of the ribbon factory casts
its shadow like a plankway for our dreams to step
upon....”

A young little thing with blue eyes and flaxen pig-tails
had her enraptured eyes glued on the poet and her lips
were moving to his words.

Zina could contain herself no longer. Puckering her fore-
head so that a perpendicular line appeared between her
brows she exclaimed:

“I disagree! The chimney isn’t red at all.”

“I beg your pardon! What do you mean?” the poet
turned round, tcuched to the quick.

“It just isn’t, that’s all. The top’s black with soot.”

“It is if you look superficially. But look with an aesthetic
eye! The factory chimney is made of bricks, and bricks
are red. I hardly think ycu'll disagree with that.”

“Ah, that's a different matter. Facts are facts, I with-
draw my objections. But that rampart of yours ... that
mystery. What kind of mystery is that! Look the women
have hung their washing on the willow-trees, and there
are kiddies scampering about under them!”

The girl's blue eyes darted at Zile like two sharp arrows.
He felt so frightened that he took to his heels, pulling
Zina behind him. S

The fat comedian Adler, visibly light-headed, had clam-
bered on to a bench and was banging his hard bowler hat
with his fist.

“Children ... dear children! Just a moment, please! One
moment’s attention. I want to speak. I want to speak seri-
cusly....”

“Now, isn’'t that a genius of a comedian! Spends the
whole season cracking jokes, and chooses this day of all
days to speak seriously!”

“Just a moment, children! All the season you have been
the slaves of your public. This day is yours. Spit on every-

~———
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thing. Don’t think of the autumn. Summer blooms but once
a year. We're young only once...."

“Don’t get sentimental, Adler!”

“Just one moment.... Take a deep breath, children!
Snatch from life whatever you can. It flies by like a whirl-
wind, like a cloud, like a.... Tomorrow may be too
late...."

“What you can drink today, don’t leave for tomorrow!”

A half-emptied bottle was pressed into his hand. A girl
whose light dress he was crushing under his dusty shoes
as he stood on the bench, tugged at his trouser leg.

“Come down, stop playing the fool.”

“Just a minute....”

But nobody was listening to him any longer. Tears
welled into his eyes, and burying his face in his hat he
climbed down to the ground.

Zile and Zina strolled along the path that followed the
slope of the hill. The crowd with its laughter and chatter
dropped behind. Before them stretched a tangle of green
brushwood, and beyond it, on the other side of the fence,
a meadow, and dams, and a railway station, and red and
green railway carriages, and the jumble of the city with
its roofs and tall slender church spires.

“Oh, look!” Zile said, pointing.

She nodded, and each felt that the other understood.

Dusk was drawing in, and the crowd broke up into
groups of twos and fours, dispersing to the benches under
the overhanging branches of trees, to distant corners of
the gardens, to winding secluded paths. Loud voices and
laughter subsided into a gentle, intimate murmur, punc-
tuated with subdued exclamations, suppressed sighs, or
whispered lamentations. They were too emotional, too tem-
peramental, these people, to keep to one mood. They had
been in a crowd long enough. The spell of the tW1hght
called for intimacy.

A mysterious whisper rose from behind the bushes and
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from the shaded benches. The park was drenched in an ex-
quisite lagggor and the fragrance of leaves and grass.
From somewhere far away came the rumble of city life and
the flicker of red lights.

Zile and Zina wandered aimlessly along the winding
paths, scarcely speaking. They needed no words.

Anxious not to startle the couples on the benches they
tried to keep to the open. When they had walked round
the whole park they sat down on a little patch of meadow
on the hill-top.

It was quite deserted. The large trees murmured gently
in the evening breeze. The moon had not yet risen, and
the mill-pond reflected the waning glow of the sunset.

“Not bored?” she asked leaning one shoulder slightly
against his.

His laughter came low and warm,

“Bored? I could 51t like this for ever.”

“Don’t talk in hyperboles Sgye them for your lyrical
poetry. I don’t believe in &ér\nlty But this moment is
beautiful.”

He took her hand and squeezed it as though this had
been a compliment to him.

“All life would be beautiful, if only people knew how
to use it. If only they had the courage to drink from the
full cup without thinking of the morrow. Without looking
back, without probing into the future. But we often let the
best and most precious in life slip by unused, unexperi-
enced, unlived.”

“No philosophy, please. Not tonight. Don’t let us spoil
this evening by talking clever. ... Surely we often miss a
lot in life by ruminating on it.”

They sat in silence for a while.

“I'm getting chilly. Shall we go home?”

He had been thinking the same. They rose and strolled
out of the park.

Then the horse-driven cab was jolting slowly along the
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bumpy, dark and deserted streets. It was pleasant to be
so close together, just the two of them, hidden from curi-
ous eyes. Like guarding together some secret they alone
shared.

Zile jumped out first, with the E_g_zhty of a young and
gallant lover. Then he helped her out. They stood for a
moment not knowing what to do. Without a word, not
even offering him her hand in farewell, she passed through
the outside door, leaving it ajar.

For a second he hesitated, then followed her. He closed
the door behind him and remained standing where he was.

“The staircase is dark,” he heard Zina's voice somewhere
ahead of him. “Be careful. There's another step lower
down.”

The floor creaked under her receding steps.

His heart gave a leap. This was an invitation. She was
calling for him to follow.

His feet groping for the steps, his hands gliding along
the smooth banister, he mounted behind her. A strange
fear grippedmis darkness with the creaking of her
footfall close by. But he would not have stopped if the
stairs had collapsed beneath his feet. He would have
walked through empty space to follow her.

The creaking in front had stopped. She must have
reached the door. Quite close now he could hear her breath
and the rustle of her dress. Or was it only imagination?
Bending forward, he peered hard into the darkness, and
then it was as though her warm breath had fanned his
face. He stretched out his hand and it touched her hair.

He started back, as though he had burnt his fingers.

“Sorry! I didn’t mean to...."

He heard her low laughter.

“How timid you are.”

The key grated in the lock. A light shone painfully bright
in the hall as the door opened.
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Wearily, as though wrapped in thought, Zina removed
her hat and hung it on the mirror, then started slowly un-
buttoning her jacket. It had somehow caught in the lace
of her blouse, and she could not get it off. Turning her
head over one shoulder she said almost curtly, and looking
past him:

“Give me a hand, would you?”

His nervous, fumbling fingers slid over her shoulders.
He carefully slipped off the jacket that still held the
warmth and aroma of her skin intoxicating his senses, and
stood holding it™ in his hands, instead of hanging it on the
clothes peg.X.s Bp) A

In the mirror in front of which she was tidying her hair
Zina looked into his reflected face. Their eyes met, and
he seemed to detect a quick nod, and a glimpse of that
sweet smile of hers. Her features remained unmoved, but
a strange inward glow came to her eyes, and a slight ripple
seemed to cross her lips.

She was sitting relaxed in a chair when Zile entered her
room, her hands weakly folded in her lap, her head tilted
back. A withered beech-blossom from the park was pinned
to her breast.

He sat down on a low stool at her feet. His hands
gripped the arms of her chair. He bent forward and kissed
her hands. First one, then the other..

Suddenly his lips touched her dress He felt two hands
caressing his head, ruffling his hair, two palms pressing
against his ears.

She lifted his head, bent down close, very close to him
and looked into his eyes.

An endless, fathomless look.

He saw nothing but those eyes. The whole world arcund
him rolled up like a sheet in the wind and sank away. As
in a sweet delirium he plunged into those eyes. A hundred
different emotions murmured in his ears. He dreamed an

unforgettable, @c@lﬁ‘dream
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The dream lasted for three days. Zile would come in the
afternoon and stay till late at night. They went nowhere.
Nothing could lure them outside that room. Beyond the
two of them, the world, existence itself had ceased.

On the fourth afternoon Zile found himself forestalled
by a visitor. It was a rather corpulent, middle-aged
gentleman, elegantly dressed, highly perfumed, and gallant
to a degree. He rose with an obsequious bow as Zile en-
tered.

Zina introduced them. He had come to invite her to the
Petersburg Opera.

Zile made no attempt to conceal his coldness. This other
man must be made to feel that he had come in vain and
most inopportunely. And what was more, that he, Zile, had
a say in the matter.

But the stranger seemed fully aware of the latter circum-
stance. He had talked everything over with Zina, and now
he addressed himself almost entirely to Zile.

“I have not given up hope. Miss Zina Kvelde has no
reply to my arguments. Her present material position is
nothing compared to what I am able to guarantee her.”

“That may be an important point. But to an artist, not
necessarily a decisive one.”

“Who said it was! But I also offer her great prospects
in her career. I guarantee them!” |

“If you rate her as a careerist you underrate her.”

“I'm not a careerist!”

“Pardon, young lady. Every artist is a careerist—if we
must use that rather old-fashioned expression. He is as
much of a careerist as he is a true artist. What is career?
To my mind, it is a steady ascent up the ladder of develop-
ment and popularity. What some people term a career is
essentially the process of inner development. The path to
perfection. If you resign from that, you resign from your-
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self, from your art. How far can an artist develop on the
Latvian stage? I don't mean to speak disparagingly of Lat-
vian art, but we all know that Zina Kvelde has already
reached her peak. To stay here is child’s play to her. And
what remains for the future? Routine, the comfortable old
groove, the same that dozens of others are treading.”

“I'm afraid there is some truth in that,” Zina remarked
thoughtfully.

“Don’t let fine words entice you,” Zile broke in heatedly.
“Latvian dramatic art is going to rise higher than you think.
And Zina Kvelde stands among those whose duty towards
it is supreme, and whose task will be the greatest. She is
cur leading dramatic artist. But as a singer...we don't
know as yet.”

“We do, to some extent. I have heard her, and I think
you will grant me some competence in the matter. I have
talked to her teachers. I am deeply convinced that she has
a brilliant future as a singer. Opera requires dramatic
ability as well. It is the most synthetic, thus the supreme
form of stagecraft.”

“Hackneyed phrases that have long since lost their
meaning. But don't let us talk about art in general. You
had better tell me what makes you so interested in Zina
Kvelde's career? The age of generous sponsors is said to
be past and gone.”

Smiling urbanely, the gentleman nodded agreement.

“Certainly. I am as much an admirer of art and artists

as I am a businessman. I admit that frankly. If I speak
here of Zina Kvelde's future as a singer, of which I am
deeply convinced, I always keep in mind my enterprise and
its purely commercial interests. Both she and I have cnly
to gain.”

With this he turned his back on Zile as if the conversa-
tion between them had never taken place. As if he were
an utter stranger to him, and one of no consequence what-
ever. He bowed gallantly to Zina.
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“You'll think it over. I shall be here till Saturday week.
If you agree just let me know. I shall pay your fare in
advance. It all stands as I said before.”

While Zina was showing him out, Zile paced the room
nervously.

“What a piece of impudence!”

Zina sat down at the table, looking thoughtful.

“Perhaps, a little. All businessmen are. Dealers in art
are no better than other dealers. This one.does not mmce
his words, at least.” SR LAY ,,EH

“I don’t see why you should let yourself in for any ne-
gotiations with him.”

“There’s no harm in that, is there? Let him have his say.”

“I can’t take that for an answer. Are his promises begin-
ning to tempt you?”

She shook her head.

“I never listened to them seriously.”

“And they aren’t worth it!” he cried passionately. “I am
telling you in all earnest—you are a dramatic artist, one of
the best if not the best. As a singer, you will be one among
hundreds.”

Zina smiled.

“I have never heard you say anythmg like that before.”

“Because we always talked of the theatre. We never
bothered about opera. The future of the stage will spring
from the dramatic theatre. The future synthetic art form
cannot be moulded out of present-day opera, which has its
origin in the old classical drama. Drama will predominate
in the future. Anybody with any talent must stick to drama.
And you in particular.”

“I wonder. ... I wonder if you haven’'t some commercial
interests of your own in talking of the drama to me-like
that other fellow has, with his opera?”

Zile was struck dumb.

“What. ... What do you mean?¢”

She took both his hands and drew him close.
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“Aren’t you slow? Don’t you understand what I mean?”
Holding her hands in his he bent down to her.

“And what if it were so? Can you possibly hesitate be-
tween him . .. and myself? Yes, I do want you to stay, with
all my heart, with all my being. It has gone so far with me
that I cannot work, I cannot live without you. Don't you
feel it, don't you feel how deeply you are rooted in my
heart? Don’t you?”

She dropped her head meditatively and disengaged her
hands.

“So it has gone as far as that. I see.... I hadn’t meant
it to, not at first. But who does? Such things happen of
themselves. But what are you standing for? Sit down.”

“No, I must go. I am leaving town for a few days. I only
dropped in on my way....”

They parted in silence, but warmly. Zina's eyes plunged
into his as though probing into his very soul.

He walked down the stairs hesitatingly with a feeling
that he had forgotten something—something vitally impor-
tant.

He stopped in the middle of the street to think. What
was it? Should he go back?

At the corner he turned his head and saw Zina standing
at the window nodding to him.

He raised his hat and took his leave of her, of the window
with its white curtains, of the house where she lived, of
the street that her feet had trodden so often. He could have
dropped down on his knees and kissed those smooth
stones. . ..

6

His letter came three days later. It lay unopened before
her, while she sat with her elbows resting on the table, her
head buried in her hands, gazing at the familiar nervous
writing.
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What might it be? Surely she knew him too well for
such a question. But why this letter? Had they not dis-
cussed everything there was to discuss, time and time
again? What was there left for him to say to her?

Something like anger stirred in her. Could he not leave
her alone for a little? For days her life had been in a whirl,
and her nerves and emotions were yearning for appease-
ment and rest. They had tired her more than the long
theatre season. |

Yet she had to admit that she felt strangely empty with-
cut him. Everything about her seemed drab and mean-
ingless without his presence. All was void and silent with-
out the sound of his steps and his voice; bare and insig-
nificant without his glowing thoughts and surging ideas.
While she herself was lost and abandoned without his
warm caress and tender look.' Without his o!-so, deep,
caressing look....

What havoc he had wrought with her! She could not
recognize herself. She had lost her head like a silly litile
thing with neither character nor will-power. She felt like
a plucked blossom cast into an eddy. It was ghastly, yet
infinitely, irresistibly thrilling to be drawn like this into
its fathomless depths.

She rose to her feet and dressed with no conscious aim
in mind. She wanted to escape from the letter, and from
her own self. Why couldn’t the man give her a moment’s
rest? What did he intend by this letter? More likely than
not, a few silly lines in good old conventional style.
Amazing he had not sent the traditional picture-postcard,
with a landscape and a verse printed in one corner. It
would probably still come to that....

She tore open the envelope moodily. In it were two
sheets, closely covered with writing.

Surprised, she sat down again. What could he have io
say ¢

She began to read. Having skimmed the first lines, she
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returned to the beginning, trying to read slowly, taking in
each word, weighing each sentence. Only for a while. The
letter enthralled her, bore her away. She could not tear
herself from it, or lift her eyes.

It could hardly be called a letter. It was a poem, a sym-
phony of feeling and inspired thought. Through its rugged
form rang the harmony of the simple, intimate language
that flows straight from the heart.

She felt a hot wave gather her up and hurl her into an
eddy. He had touched upon her most carefully guarded,
most delicate heart strings; how did he know them? She

- herself did not know them so well. He had stirred those
subconscious instincts of woman’s nature from which her
own consciousness shrank. He had forced his way into her
life like a thief, like a criminal to whom nothing is sacred.
He had rummaged through all her secret little sanctuaries,
rummaged through them and left them transformed.

Her face was glowing. She was in a state of utmost ex-
citement. This man had led her to the very borderline
whence she could go no further. For she knew, one more
step and there would be no retreat for her.

She swept across that line as though born by a hot gust
of wind. She was dazed with the sublime rapture of giving
herself up to this whirling destructive force. Let it take
her.... Let it lift her sky-high, and hurl her down into
fathomless depths. Yet feminine pride, and spite, and some-
thing like apprehension sprang up and like a limp, chilling
counter-gust struck her in the face and whispered a warn-
ing in her ears.

She had to get things straight. She could not go on like
this any longer. ‘

She stepped out into the street. The letter was in her
pocket, but she was not thinking of it. Nor was she think-
ing of where she was going, but in her heart of hearts she
knew.

She knew that Zile was married, and where he lived,
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though it had never been mentioned between them. She also
knew why she was going there, though not with her con-
scious mind.

“My name is Zina Kvelde,” she said to the woman who
opened the door for her. “I am an actress. Zile knows me
well.” . .

The sound of her own voice surprised her. Was it real-
ly hers?

“My husband is not at home—if you wanted to speak to
him personally. If it is something else, do come in.”

Zina stopped in the middle of a light and spacious room.

So this was his wife. A little younger than herself, of
medium height, plain, serious. A first glance revealed noth-
ing special about her. Her dress very clean and neat, with
not a trace of kitchen or wash-tub. Her hands clean and
well-shaped, but visibly hard-worked. Nothing in her be-
trayed whether this visit pleased or displeased her, or was
a matter of indifference. Her face was uncommonly kind-
ly, but at the same time reserved, and strikingly serene.

Zina was beginning to feel ill at ease.

“I am the actress who acted in his new play.”

The other woman nodded.

“I know. I know you.”

Zina's eyes tried to penetrate the calm countenance be-
fore her. What was going on in this woman’s mind? Did
she know or didn’t she?

“I did not know you before. I suppose you don't go out
much.”

“I shouldn’t say that. Quite a lot. We see every new
play. ... But won't you sit down for a moment—unless you
are in a hurry to go?”

They sat down at Zile’s writing desk, facing each other,
his empty chair between them.

“So this is where he works. . .."” Zina said fingering some
sheets of paper covered with writing.
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“Yes. Only I would ask you not to shift anything here.
He is most particular about that.”

Zina gave a little laugh.

“I suppose you have to watch his likes and dislikes.”

“Not I. I know them as it is. I never mislay anything.
But he can’t bear a strange hand.”

“Oh, of course.... A strange hand....” Zina moved
uneasily in her chair. She controlled her sudden impulse to

laugh, but her lips curled contemptuousl

“It must be interesting m\“b/f;ﬁt'c}r's wife. I suppose
you have great respect for your husband?¢”

“I am not the only one, I think.”

An almost imperceptible flush passed over Zina’'s face.
Was this an allusion, or simple-heartedness? She wanted
to change the subject, but the words were out before she
could check them.

“You are alone, you and he? You haven’t any children?”

“We haven't.”

“Tell me. ... You must understand my interest in married
life-don’t you find it a little monotonous and dreary like
this—the two of you?”

She looked into her visitor’s face and smiled.

“Monotonous and dreary—with a person like him!”

She rose and walked over to the bookshelves. Her hand
glided caressingly along the blue and grey volumes. “These
are our children. We have a large family. Oh no, we know
neither monotony nor boredom.”

“But that’s got nothing to do with you!” Zina burst out
again,

The other woman was not listening. She was leafing
through a thick volume, her eyes lingering on the closely
printed pages.

“I know every single line here. I knew them while they
were still in manuscript. I know how his imagination
gave birth to these people who talk and act here as though
they were real. I know how his mind formed the ideas that
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now inspire and excite so many. I know how they tormented
him in their initial vagueness, and how they gradually
shaped into clearly defined problems, and their solutions.
I know it all. I lived through it all together with him. And
you speak of monotony. I doubt whether your ever-chang-
ing, eventful life can bid you more variety.”

“But what has that to do with you? Are you a writer
too?”

“I am his wife.”

All of a sudden Zina felt a pang of resentment at this
woman's self-confidence and assurance.

“Ah, I see—you are his inspiration, his ideal, as it were.
They're all said to have had one. It must be thrilling, being
an artist’s ideal, isn’t it?”

Something like irony flickered in the other woman's eyes,
as she said:

“That is a favourite phrase with people who give little
thought to its real meaning. Inspiration ... ideal. ... Their
inspiration and their ideals live within themselves, they are
part of them. The currents of life run through them and
leave their gold in their souls. We, the wives, are what we
are only because we are the ones who see them scatter that
gold in their works. We are there when they need a person
in whom to confide their ideas at their conception; to share
their torturing doubts and desperate unrest with; to show
their images and pictures to in the process of creation. They
need a living soul that thinks with them and feels
with them. The walls here are silent, and paper is just
dead matter. But they must feel another’s heartbeat by
their side.”

“I understand that. ... But in that case, an artist’s wife
is a passive figure. Why could she not have her own views,
her own life, her own aspirations? Excuse my saying so, but
to me it seems a kind of mental slavery. What you consider
the life’'s work of an artist’'s wife is slavery, the worse for
being voluntary.”
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“If you look at it like that, we are all slaves. Slaves of
our duty, of our natures, of our hearts. You may call it
whatever you like. But you are merely trying to force all
life’s deepest significance into an old and useless term. Qurs
is work too—valuable, creative work. Women whose names
do not shine on every theatre bill and at every street corner
are equally conscious of their importance.”

Zina stood biting her lips. Something was surging up in
her, bursting out of her, but her reason told her not to be
tactless and injure without need.

“I must admit that what you are saying is strange to me.
Mine is a gypsy nature. I could never imagine myself in
the lap of a happy family. Does it never occur to you that
you and your like are tying down your husbands ioo
closely to their hearth and home, and to yourselves. They
need life’s broad expanses, its freshness, its alternating im-
pressions. They must have the wind and the open sky, or
else they will grow fusty and mouldy in their cosy corner.”

She could no longér disguise her irritation with the
superior smile, the calm, the self-confidence, the unper-
turbed poise of the woman opposite.

“Their cosy corner. ... You say it so emphatically. Now
allow me to ask. Does it not occur to you that every mental
worker needs a corner of his own where he can freely spin
the thread of his thought? A cosy corner. ... But you can-
not write with frozen fingers. Only those who do not work
and have nothing to work on can afford to roam the world
and live at their own pleasure. It is the takers of this earth
that you mean, they know neither cosy corners nor mus-
tiness. They flit from one such corner to the other, all their
lives. They can never stop, for if they did they would feel
the musty smell that rises from within. They are the ones
with mouldering souls. . ..”

“Believe me, those with blossoming souls also like to
plunge into deep waters sometimes. To get an airing, a
change. I have the deepest respect for your husband, and
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I do not doubt the harmony of your common life. I am sure
nobody appreciates his value as an artist better than you
do. But do you think that for the sake of his family life, for
the sake of his hearth and home-let us be plain—for your
sake he should desist from any human infatuation and joy,
from new impressions, new experiences?”

Something flashed in those serene eyes.

“How can you talk about it? What do you know about
it? You are people who belong to one day. You act dozens
of parts, all equally well. You have lost the power to distin-
guish between what is your own, and what is assumed or
imagined. You think you swim in the deep, boundless ocean
of life, and never realize that you have strayed into a
morass. Once you have set out you never return home, you
have lost your own selves, and with a mask for a face you
tramp along with the joy- and pleasure-seeking crowd. You
who belong to one day, one instant, what do you know
about those, who, though they, too, may seek diversion and
infatuation, will never break away from their centre of
gravity, their life, their work.”

A silence ensued. Zina looked very grave now, almost
angry. Toa T

“Yes, apparently married life leaves a much deeper im-
print than I imagined. However, I should not like you to
think of me as one of those pleasure-seekers who be-
long to one day. I'm not quite like that....”

“I am sorry. I did not mean it like that.”

“I understand. You were carried away with the problem
itself. I suppose I haven't the proper family instinct, and
that is why there are things I don’t quite understand. How
do you reconcile it with respectable wedlock, if the hus-
band seeks diversion, be it ever so slight, ever so reason-
able. A whiff of a strange perfume, a wee speck of dirt is
bound to cling.”

She had got herself under control. Her look was still
grave, but soft now.
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“A speck of dirt. It sounds revolting, but it may be true.
There is no such thing as absolute purity in life. Life is like
that. Certain impurities are inherent in our physical selves—
sweaty feet, dirty finger-nails. The same applies to moral
purity. And we are all alike in this. That is why we do not
shun each other. Our impurity is redeemed by our ardent,
our common quest of purity. This yearning in us purifies
our souls and our lives. When a man gnd a woman live
together, they have to share this desire. Once they do that,
it grows into such a force that no errors, no infatuations
can crush it. They are like the spots on the sun which we
neither notice nor feel.”

For a long while both women sat silent and thoughtful.
Then Zina rose and hesitatingly approached the other.

“Forgive me. Don’t think ill of me. I am not so bad as
you may think.”

She gave the actress’s hand a warm squeeze.

“I think nothing bad of you. You have nothing to apolo-
gize for. We women rarely understand one another, be-
cause we are brought up in a world that is full of hypocrisy
and makes us consider each other enemies.”

Zina lingered a little looking at her. Was not this hypoc-
risy too? Did she really not know, or was she merely pre-
tending not to know? Could she, if she did know, have re-
turned her look so serenely, almost amiably?

But she lacked the courage to say outright—this is what
I am like; now do as you please.

She walked home depressed, with a heavy head.

Zina closed all the windows and drew the curtains. She
could not bear the brilliant sunshine, and the street noises
irritated her.

Her brain was in a state of fermentation. Contending
thoughts kept rising and closing in combat, like gusts of
wind from opposite directions clashing in a narrow crevice.
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She paced up and down her room until she was worn out,
until her legs were numb, and a leaden heaviness in her
whole body dragged her down upon a chair. At table she
did not touch her food.

She lay uncovered at night, though the cool air sent
shivers down her spine. All physical sensibility seemed
gone from her, while her brain went on grinding away like
a mill. She felt she would never think out her thoughts
and come to a conclusion. She felt it increasingly harder
to unravel the tangle in her mind.

Nevertheless, after midnight she got up and unconscious
of her purpose, put on the light.

When the sheet of paper lay in front of her she realized
what it was for. She was going to write an answer. And it
flashed upon her mind that it was this letter she had been
thinking about all the time. She had known it from the start
that she would have to write it, and her subconscious mind
had been working to formulate what she was going to say.

She still did not know it. There was so much, so infi-
nitely much to write. Where to find the words to fit her mud-
dled thoughts and express every shade of her surging emo-
tions?

But that much was certain; there was no other way for
her. She could not act otherwise.

Only at first did she fumble for words. Presently they be-
gan to flow of themselves, and she wrote quickly, thinking
no longer of logical sequence or smoothness of style.

“I cannot leave without a few lines to you. And leave
I must. You know that as well as I do. Not, of course, be-
cause I have discévered after all that the opera attracts me
more than dramga. As for that, you are right. I don't know
wheré"y)e'y. ot right, for that matter. I am still under
the spell of your mind, and I don’t know when I am going

to disengage myself. If ever.... But that hardly matters
now.

167



“And so-1 have to write, though I am a poor letter
writer, and I know that I shall not put down one-tenth of
what I have to say to you. After your letter, my own
lines seem colourless and insignificant to me. Still I hope
that you will understand even what I lack the power to ex-
press. You have always understood me without words.

“T must admit that your letter took me by surprise. Not
that our brief friendship was to me a mere trifle or pastime.
I was attached to you heart and soul. I was struck to you
like a thistle-blossom, and you could have done with me
whatever you pleased. But I never thought that I, an ordi-
nary, average woman, could hold your attachment so deep-
ly, so tragically. Your letter was like a hot wave that broke
over me. 1 still cannot come to. I don't know what I am
going to say to you. I know only one thing—we have got
to stop. We cannot go on. For both our sakes, but mainly
for yours.

“How am I to convince you that everything I am saying
and everything I am resolved to do is for your sake alone.
Believe me, my own life and fate are as far removed from
my thoughts as can be. There are moments when the most
selfish person thinks not of himself but of another, of the
one who is near and dear to him. That, too, may be a kind
of self-love, it is not for me to judge. And if I speak of my-
self first, it is only on your account. You know me little,
despite your uncommon power of penetration. I see from
your letter that you are in the grip of your feelings and
your fantasy. You regard me through the prism of your
own inspiration. You see me in the colours of the rainbow.
In your eyes I have the glamour of a fairy princess, you
don’t see what a work-a-day, common, average woman it is
that you have clad and adorned with your.own fancy.

“Don’t worry, I am not going to depreciate and belittle
myself. In the first place, because I am fully aware of my
abilities as an actress, and secondly because it would be to
no avail with you. But that's not what matters now. Your
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letter is addressed to a woman for whose sake you are pre-
pared to break your life like a piece of dead wood. For our
common future you want to shed your past like a worth-
less rag. Both our pasts you want to delete like so much
writing in chalk. It thrills me and makes me proud to know
that these are not lyrical phrases. You are putting your life
and existence into my hands, like an exquisitely polished,
precious stone. I cannot take it lightly for my own, nor drop
it carelessly. For better or for worse I have learned its true
value. My hand trembles, and there are tears in my eyes.
I am in an ecstasy of pride and fear.

“If I were sufficiently flippant, or sufficiently wanton, I
would set this precious stone in a ring, and deck my finger
with it to flaunt it in streets and cinemas—as many women
do. Or else, if T were one of those truly great women whose
hearts can encompass, thelr beloved like a crystal tumbler
holding intoxicating wme—then I would set my precious
stone in gold and wear it on my heart for ever. Alas, I am
neither the one, nor the other. I am an ordinary, average
woman, and that is why I have to return to you what is
worth more to me than life itself.

“I am not ashamed to tell you that you are not the first
man in my life. You never asked, because you stand beyond
such questions. You do not belong to those hundreds of
men who look upon woman as their private property, and
jealously calculate exactly how much of her belongs to
them. Consequently, I can tell you that. In some instances
I have nothing to regret. Others I do regret, very bitterly,
I am ashamed, I condemn myself. But what is done is done.
We cannot put back the clock by a single past minute, that
is our great tragedy. My experience has made me more cau-
tious. I no longer trust implicitly my emotional impulse. I
look back first at the shore I am about to leave behind, and
onwards towards the froth-crested breakers. I must know
where I am going. Particularly since I am not sailing alone.
‘And even more so, since I have you for my companion.
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“We have been together but a few short weeks. Yet to
me they have the import of years. All my previous life
seems to wane before these weeks. That is why I cannot
just skip over them, as I skipped over those many preced-
ing barren years. What I have received from you I cannot
cast aside as I cast aside those petty joys and puny suffer-
ings that filled my life before you. You promise me a life-
time equally rich and full. I realize the value of your prom-
ise. But I am not made for it. I must resign from it—for
my sake as well as for yours.

“First, about myself. I find it hard to imagine anything
so long as a lifetime. No doubt, that is my nature and dis-
position; to my ear it is just a beautiful word. I know you
will forgive me my bluntness. I don’t believe in eternity.
I am a one-day being, and I cannot be any different. How
can I help my nature. I have been brought up like it, my
profession has moulded me thus. I suppose I change with
every new part, every character I enact. And something of
each remains in me. I often think I am like a bee flying
from blossom to blossom. I am as changeable as spring
weather. I cannot tell in the morning what I am going to
be like in the afternoon, any more than you can. And this
changeability holds the very essence of my existence. I am
a field lark that cannot bear to be locked up in a room.
Those who love me must never wish to lock me in a cage,
be it twined with the loveliest of roses. Love's sweetest
slavery would kill me. By tying me down for life you would
be committing me to slow death. You would not-you could
not intend that. I know you too well.

“I am saying this at a moment when your love fills my
being like a sweet scent. When my soul is like an instru-
ment newly strung and singing to the touch of strange
winds. At a moment when I am yearning for you body and
soul, when to be with you all my life seems the highest,
the most beautiful attainment I can conceive. And yet I
know that it is but a passing fancy. I cannot deliberately
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close my eyes and walk on without looking at the road I
tread. I am intoxicated with your love. Yet I know that
every intoxication passes, and then there must be a long
and painful hang-over that only naré @% can artificially
allay. I am not so utterly tired and/empty ihside as to
wreck my nerves and drown my life. I love life above all
else. I want to live.

“*And for your sake...I mean—above all for your sake.
You are a man of steady brain work, of ideas, of imagina-
tion. You are great and revolutionar<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>