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Laura Minning

Solar Winds




Maria Arana

my brain bleeds

my brain bleeds
words
unexpected

offensive

on the pavement
blood trickles
foaming

the last minute

of my life
until it fades
away

with the lifting fog



Laura Minning

Gaea




Maria Arana

idleness Is an enemy

by the woodsd dark fauna
an unmoving white figure

enhances its distance

circled by the nervousness

nightmares wake

taking up space

inside my home

| want to color him id

make him disappear

into the night

watching



Alan Cohen
Civil War

Barter? no, bolster the wretched walls,
Wax-thin from attack by bettering rams.

My stocktaking horse is a mocking horse,
And my window (My shield, the armor | wield)
Is a series of frosty, pained epigrams

My hallway is blackened by doatamning slams.

| permit that my room is a blaeknd white i
An aesthetic untruth which haunts me, suits me
Clothing in which | seduce sleépbadly .

This winter, it seemed, I'd still somehow get by.

But | wondered how | would fly through the bars,

When dizzy | ran up the winding stairs.

Schemes are vain; checkmate's come; the game's been won:
Before the ordered fabric tears

| must bring my chessmen back to their squares.
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Sun glare and night fear scald me, rape me,
Drain me of discipline; | musevive.

Destruction's ascendant

The bell's tongue is out; | am once more five.

I've been picking my way between grasping ghosts
And garish and cloying daily distresses
Let down your drawbridge, I'll stumble in gallantly;

Fantasyfold me in fairy caresses.

and
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Alan Cohen

Tension: Beauty and Pain

Pain revolves, resolves

My eyes throb.

Incandescent silver? No molten blue.

Billions of waves gushing furnad&ing,

Glance off dust and scatter to the dormant exdroidors,
Tuckedpeacefully in the tender flanks of the galaxy.
Infernal power, gathered for a glancing caress,
Creates the glowing sky and the illusion of stiliness.

| saw the sun's secret in the morning sky,

When its blaze did not protect it from my bloodshot eyes.
Justa hole in the sky; a red universe beyond:

There the forge for the universal laws our world runs on.

A knothole in the spruce

Stone frozen in the midst of its ripples
And petaithin vessels

Secreted within

Toil rigid, dancers on their toes,

To maintainthat placid, rough exterior.

The wondering ache before deficiency:

The sickly grass and the tarnished spruce

The icegray and lumpy white that soil the native sky,
Entreat tears to melt such imperfect matter

Like a deformed sculpture.

| saw the sun's sest,

| wept in the dawn,

| tore the damned flowers
And slept on the lawn.
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Padraig OO6Conn or

Wit sOENd

Choosing clothes every single dagrunken vests and oddly
matched socksddly matched to my &+me who has no feet
whose feet were so horribly bent out of place at birth it was
assumed best by the medical practitioners of the day that they
should be severed from me at otiné they themselves would
not carry out the procedure on account of it geftreir day off

and so | was spared my feet at that juncture only to lose them
some time later in a rather tragic accident with a lawnmawsr

| owned a lawnmower without ever having had a lawthout
ever having wanted a lawn is beyond me-siiit thecontraption
nearly did for me the occasion of its first starting when | pulled
on the cord while holding the starting lever and it took off in a
waspish jolt over my misshapen feet instantly rendering me a
good eight inches shorter than | ever was befarecoming
togethersadly shorn of my feet | was immediately ineligible for
a bus pass as a result of my no longer being in the required height
bracket for disability

| was a giant of a man prior to my accidéatveverwithout my
feet and without my bugasswhich | never once got around to
using due to the irregular bus timetagkes without my feet and
my bus pass | was instameously limited in means by which |
could get out and abotivo things | had a manic desire to do at
one timeespecially gettig aboutthere was nothing | once loved
more than being about wearing my shrunken vests and oddly
matched sockmy finery | suppose you could ses being
about in my finery was the pinnacle of my existence in a way
before | was dealt such a fatal bldwit| exaggerate of course by
saying it was fatal as here | am alive and kickmag kicking
needless to say what with my lack of feeless stumps count as
feet these days and | am almost fully sure they do not seeing as
how they confiscated my bus passttivae | tried to hobble on
the bus after my accidettie one instance | was on time for the
busthat time the bus driver shouted at-hreeborderline abused
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me in factcalling me some terribly revolting nameene of
which | can recall now off the top ofynhead

Amazing where the mind goes sometimes when getting dressed
and I'm not really getting dressed anymbne just herenaked

but for my clothesexamining my socks and thinking how I'd

love to have my feet back just for one day so | could put on a
shrunken vest and pair of socks and take the bus free of charge
using my bus pass and be out and about the whole dayé&ing
talk of an ordeal trying to obtain that original bus pass being both
able bodied but of a height deemed to be a disglitlidn't want

to be disabled or considered unable to use my body but that is
exactly what | was tokih so many wordstand up there on the
weighing scales til we see what height youlaaging lost their

only measuring tape this was adjudged to benthe best method

to determine my height and | was in no position to question their
authorityif anything | was at their merelyut you're no weight at

all I was toldbarked at almoghow do you think you're disabled

| don't | said but | am of a height codsred a disabiliband what
height are you

would you be so kind as to tell us so as to spare us-Ematot
sure myself | sakthow do you expect us to know what height
you are thefcan you not measure rod course we can are you
guestioning our methodsam most certainly newell then get
off those scales and stand on these ones infftegtie much
more accurate

It went on like this for quite some time with me standing up on
and off numerous weighing scales none of which could
determine my exact heighll in the name of a bus pass which
only worked on every second day of every second month of
every second yeaxcept on bank holidayiswas entirely
redundant on bank holidays and of course one had to qualify by
either being too tall like | was beforeymaccidertor over the age

of sixty five-l was never sixty five or fifty five or a lot of other
ages nor can | claim to have any great longing to reach those
numbersit's a numbers game whatever way you look-abitv

old are youwhat height are yohow may feet do you have and
pairs of socks and shrunken vests and all the numbers | have to
carry around with me in my heady telephone numbdhough |
have no telephone and never had a use fomdreewould be
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calling memy bank details though I've never hde a bankmy
agebut you're no age at all they said to me in the administration
office-and | had to disagree and assured them | was awealge
you're under sixty five so if you wouldn't mind telling us what
the number of your house is we can then pegesir detailsf

you live in a house that-lswasn't sure | lived in a house per se
and certainly not one with a door number although | can see
some potential advantages in having somewhere to live and a
door with a number to make remembering wherertiight be

more convenient

If you want us to complete your application before close of
business you'll have to strike while the iron is hot | was told
which sent me into an irascible frenzy remembering just then that
| had left the iron on to even out theeases in my shrunken vests
and | would have to somehow make my way back home
immediately so as to avert the troubling possibility of my house
burning downif | lived in a housewhich | think | must have if |

had left an iron on and being quite perturbgdhs thought |

asked if | could have my bus pass today and she gave me a most
favorable look when reaching into a large envelope and pulling
out yet another form and with her cod eyes fixed uporsang
absolutely not

| would have to make my own way atidat's what a lot my life
feels like reallyme trying to make my way and making way for
others to pass me kthers who are also busy making their way
and so on and so forth until you would think that a clear path has
been made for all to follow but th&st not the case at afi

anything the way is impossible to find in the first place and if by
some miracle you are able to locate it then the far more ominous
task awaits which is to actually make your way and this was
weighing heavily on my mind as | tpged out of the office

knowing in my heart of hearts | had left the iron on yet certain |
could not remember where it was | lived

| had been told once | was to the manor born but | never
remember even catching glimpse of a manor in all my time
travellingfrom here to there and had | been born on a manor |
imagine | would've departed rather speedily for it is not in my
nature to remain in comfeit being the cause of tremendous
dulling of the senses and knowledge of other people's hardship
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which | insist m being aware of at all times in the off chance |
too should fall on hard timdswho tends to fall quite a bit now |
have been deprived of the correct use of my feet which | deem to
be walkingor standingthey're much the same | have always
thought as néher lead to any place worthwhigtay standing still
and you'll not come a cropper with a lawnmower nor struggle to
get a bus pass nor have to rush back to turn off the iron that |
only turned on in the first place to iron my shrunken vests so as
to go g& my bus pass to go out and about leaving the manor as |
did so hastily | presumges the manethat's the name of my
housemy house doesn't have a numbttle wonder then that |
could not think of its numbeso much wasted enterprise on my
behalfabsoluely nothing new there theenterprise having being
invented by those ensconced in the manor as means of enticing
others into believing they could one day share the same interests
and have their shoes polished to roughly similar shterse

were my peoplducksters one and all equipped with
extraordinary cunning the likes of which was never passed down
to me it would seerall | inherited were the grunts and groans

the coughing and splutteriste bandy feetthe many shrunken
veststhe socks discarded ahfstmas timenot that | am
complaining about my letar from it-1 never wanted for anything
materiata little love perhap$ut that is overrated I'm dutifully
informedand had | gotten sufficient amounts of lememuch
worseexcessive lové would've gravn soft I'd wager and live a
kind of impotent life of indecisiotthe complete opposite of my
day to day existence which is positively filled with actioostly

to begin with | have to choose what clothes to weaimple

enough task yet one that can atdsrdrive me to drirland when
gulping on a pleasant dram or twb-I-

You haven't a leg to stand on that's what it-«ed's what the

bitch in the administration office roared at4y@u're not

deserving of a bus passcuse me | said aghast at her latk o
sense of social decorum which had clearly departed by the
waysidethe waysidethere's a worénd a placerecisely the

place | find myself now once again hugging the ditch in search of
the manor which | haven't one iota of its whereabouts or
outwardlyappearancé know for sure the iron is a ticking time
bomb awaiting me downstairs and | can see the pile of shrunken
vests by its side crying out for a lick of its steaming fgeeit is
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by the wayside once more | find mysatbme to wounded
badgers and eimed foxes and litter of every description so I'll
not detail it all heraall the empty bottles and plastic bags
decorating the briars and hawthorn hemming me in by the
wayside when the manor could be just around the corner but of
course there are no cems on this streatnly bends thus filling

me with some hope of finding the manor as it is always easier to
see around a bend rather than a ceangrerhaps | have that the
wrong way aroundt wouldn't surprise me in the slightest if |
have but the reatembling block between putting my mind at
ease and my current restless nature is my inability to find my
way back home around the bend or corner to the manor

The lack of a trail of some description is the real kickay trail
would deentrails indeedanything by which | could get home

and switch the iron oféntrails were my preferred method in

times gone by until | was reported to the society for prevention of
cruelty to animals after tying multiple cats by their tails to nearby
trees outside my housedanarrying their intestines along with

me in my hand wherever it was | was going at that time being
sure to leave the cat some water at least a tin of sardines

when | could afford # was never overly fond of cats but neither
was | a complete monstty them and I'll freely admit they were
the difference between my staying out all night wandering
around looking for some clue as to where | |nmetistine in

hand there were no such problems as before | even knew what |
was at | was under the tree outsithy house and perhaps it's a
tree | should be looking for and not a house much like when one
loses one's keyi$'s not the keys you should think about or where
was the last place you put the keys but rather whether there was a
tree nearby with a cat tidd it eating a tin of sardines outside a
house called the manor inside of which an iron was plugged in
and overheating beside some shrunken vests and mismatched
socks

Yes positive visualization is the name of the game here-bteel
least | have estabhed the presence of a tree regretfully
mourning the absence of a-tait I'll let that slide for now as
Impetuousness once again propels me taaaftirther my
chances of getting to where | want to be in this wbddk
homethe outside world has seen egb of me today and it is
such an intimidating arena filled as it is with all manner of
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lunatics who should all be ushered indoors if you astanteyes
the accusation of lunacy has been flung in my direction on more
than one occasiem the administratiomffice when trying to

obtain my bus pass | overheard one of the staff there describing
finding her beloved Persian white Sally tied to an ash tree no
more than a stone's throw away from her place of a0k what
kind of lunatic would carry out such a heus actreferring to me

| imagine unless there are other misfortunes out there unable to
find their way home at night and resorting to unorthodox
methods of reorientatien

| realize now | will have to pass by that office again if it is a mere
stone's threy away from where she found her cat but under no
circumstances will | enter into that building for assistanctif

my spirits imploded on their very doorstep will you find me in
therenot in this lifetime of mine given over to daily toil and
struggleno I'll find the manor by myself'll go inside and switch

off the ironI'll choose a shrunken vest from the heap and a pair
of socks and time permitting I'll untie the cat from the-ifee

there is a tred there is a cat

Oh this day is getting away fromenbut I'm not going to throw

in the towel just yehot when I've come this farot when I've

put so much effort into getting my few jobs dehes little use

now lamenting lost feet or nearly obtained bus passes or cats tied
to trees or any other suchwvlity-the past lingers around corners
daring me to imagine how it used to be when it'd be much more
in my line to coax my thoughts to present concehasiron is

still on-1 am still on the stredbut on the bright sidéhave

something to do and somewhdp go and that will keep me
happyoccupied in shott long to be occupied at all times by the
most menial of taskhe more menial the better as evidently left

to my own devices | can't be trusted to get dressed in the morning
or switch off the iron ortsangle a stray cato I'm as well to get
home now and be done with this day

Wednesday | think it ot the worst of days but neither here nor
there eithetbut what day it is is the least of my conceit's

always today whatever way you look athe nore pertinent
guestion in my predicament is where am | and when will | get
back homef only | had a map of the local ar@amap would be
able to tell me where | aior | would be able to tell from the map
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but none of these streets have any names andd neukr make
any fist of looking at mapany map | ever had | ended up tearing
asunder in frustration having never acquired the skill of map
readingit was never high up on my agenda of things td do
could always rely on other people to find-ole there pu areor-
you're back never left | saiedyou must have can assure you |
did notyou did I looked in the window of your house and all |
saw was a pair of socks dangling from the end of a steaming
ironing boardwho are youl'm the postman | call to yourohise
every day and you try to avoid me at all ca&te never laid eyes
on you before sit'm a womanno you're notes | amyou said
postmanno | said postwoman you misheard-mikere am | do
you knowcould you please tell me where | drdon't have time
to chat I'll see you tomorrowhereat your housavhere's my
houseback that wayl dropped off your posk got a letteryes
from the administration office by the looks oty bus pass |

thought and turned around in the direction she pointed and saw in

front of me what could only be described as a turateflisn't a
bend or a cornethose | would've been able to identify with great
easeno mark my words this was a turn-@$ sure as the day is
long it was a turn offis plain as anything | had ever lany eyes
uponas plain as day in fact though this day was proving to be
anything but plaiAt was proving to be somewhat compigas it
started off plain enough but the moment | stepped foot outside
my door the complications began in eardastat least n@ |

know for sure | will not have to return to the administration
office after they have so kindly forwarded my bus pass to my
house and all that is left for me to do is to get home and unplug
the godforsaken iren

In the interim however | will be keepingy eyes tightly peeled
for a tree beyond this turn effhat distance ahead this tree lies |
wouldn't even like to hazard a guass immaterial at any rati
could be five hundred yardscould be five hundred miles
distance is never really the problers what lurks within that
distance that determines the jourrthg quality of passageaut

I'll not cover the distance by looking at it nor know anything
more about it by thinking about getting on my waynust

simply get on my way

How long | am willingto walk in search of my destination is
anyone's guedenowing me | suspect my innate perseverance
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will likely see me going to extraordinary lengths to return myself
to the manorcall me sentimentatall me mental if you like

neither name will stick I'm sa nor am | likely to hear them

either seeing as how | haven't cleaned my ears out today and any
day that this task is left unaccomplished my canals become a
waxy haven for name calling of all descriptierel me anything

you bloody well wishI'll be deal one day with thick candles
protruding from my ears if | don't get home sometime soon

Oh my problems are mountinfyl stay on this path for much
longer the troubles I'll acquire could become somewhat
overbearingbut | don't want to fall into that oldap of

preempting the things that may go wremgt when chirpiness is

my default setting and in case you haven't noticed things are
looking up for mel who live in a manor with a bus pass on the
hallway floor and a postwoman who seems to find me pleasant
enough to talk teyes| have had plenty of positives this day too
despite all my earlier troublgges it seems abundantly clear to

me | have come on leaps and bounds and if | have my way this
day will be salvaged yawith any luck it might even be a triumph
though | hesitate in saying that out leudon't want to get ahead

of myselfor actually | do come to think of-Itd love nothing

more than to get ahead of myself so | could see what the bloody
hell comes after this turn off | have been hesitating tagade

my way around and whether there's a tree outside a manor and if
| got ahead of myself | could clear a path and tell myself how
best to proceed with the rest of this day

The only issue now is and it is certainly an issappear with all

my blathemg onmy palaverl appear to have missed the turn
off-how | managed to do this is beyond me but as sure as I'm
standing here the turn off | had spokertlod turn off | went to

some lengths to describe well it is no longer visible tel'me

loathe to desdbe it as a tragedy that might be stretching the truth
a little bit but it's certainly a great shame and maybe even a tad
farcical if I'm to be honest but more than that it comes as quite
the setback to my plans for this dagould make new plans |
suppog but my heart really wouldn't be in them I'm sure and
then of course at risk of repeating myself there is the small matter
of my having left the iron on full blast was a thrifty purchasea
better iron would've knocked the wrinkles out of my vests
without needing to be given time to heat up but no my arms were
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very short indeed the day | went to purchase that mactorie
regret it nowyes and nanainly yesyes regret would ostensibly
be the overriding emotion | have right noegret at so many
choices Ihave madenissing the turn oftalling the postwoman
a mannot having a bus pass when | needed it Alessting my
house to get another oiffieeling the need to get one in the first
placedeciding to leave my housstarting the lawnmowethe list
of regretsgoes on and oit is almost a skill of minat's certainly
my only hobby | can think efegretand unlike other less
disciplined people who take and give up hobbies willy nilly |
stick at mine until | master it completelyeven regret taking up a
hobby n the first placeavhat business had | trying to fill up the
bit of free time | haéhadn't | enough on my plate getting up each
morning-confronting my wardrobe of shrunken vests and
mismatched socks

My resolve is wearing thin nownever thought | had reb@ of

any kind to begin with and now that it has almost run out | shall
miss it dearlyl can see myself trying to replace it when it does
eventually diminisH suppose there are certain qualities a man
should possessot own necessarily but have at haaaall upon

in times of great neethis being one such time of course and
what resolve | have left might've gotten me around that turn off if
| hadn't missed it but after that I'd have been running on empty
but what's the worst that could've happened shbhave found
myself running on emptycould've arrived at the manor with
plumes of smoke billowing from my windewests ablaze
smoldering socks strewn about the cafipeeven have carpdt
would need great resolve to tolerate such a scene andsyit thi
the scene | will be faced with if | don't get a move on and locate
this treethis manor

It has occurred to me | have really and truly lost myvegn't
blame my dislocation on anyone but mysa#no one lost my
way for me and equally no one isdily to put me back on the
right path bar my good self and the urge to plodaoontinue
with my plodding alongyes this urge of mine to plod is
somehow thrivingt is almost as if | am being willed into action
not that | don't have any free will of my avef course but | for
one wouldn't be overly keen on bundles of cha@iodoo much
choice is rather debilitating | find debilitates me at any rate
choosing vests and pairs of socks being one such exanfipie
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me a choice and it's best you take a saak ¢ould be a while
weighing up all the pros and cons of what there is to choose
betweenl might even think myself into a stupor and in the end
having given all the options ample time to reveal themselves to
me as the correct choice there's a strongahdh still not
chooseand if | did choose I'd probably just regret it anyway and
spend my whole time imagining what the other option had held
in store when it might be of more benefit to me to dedicate less
time to my hobby of regretting and more protilee oh | don't
know-to have paid a bit more heed to the way | came when |
embarked out my front doayut the mangpast a tre@n the
beginning of my travels

In many ways I'm at my wit's ericcan no longer bear to look

upon this situation | find myseih with any degree of humour

can try to laugH can try laughing for all the good it would do
me-if it offered some relief fine I'd hold laughing all the time but
no-laugh long enough and it's cramps in the stomach and misery
and yet misery is hard to en-but it is with wit | would like to

carry onit is with wit | would like to sustain my journey horae

sign would helpa sign to let me know where | aamy sign

would deand if there is no sign | should perhaps make a sign and
call this place what | thinit should be calledhis place where |
intend to call a halt to the day's proceeditigs place the day

has brought maot exactly where | wanted to be but beggars
can't be choosensot that I'd choose this place over any other it's
just this is the plee | so happen to be at my wit's esnadd | am

not a beggano | have asked for nothing of this day except to get
back home but | do not hold it against the day for not granting
me this wishno the destination | find myself in is more than
adequate for novand perhaps tomorrow I'll resume my search
and the iron will still be there waiting for me to turn off and it'll
not be the cause of any great fire and my shrunken vests will not
have shrunk any further and my mismatched socks will not be
any more mismatad and it is here where | find mysdlis right
here where my life is as of now and the only name I think would
suit my surroundingghe name | think I'll give it is

No I'll not starting naming things neit's too late for that sort of
behavioufl haveonly one question left to answathere am |

and how do | get homvo questions in essence but luckily for

me | have the distinct feeling at long last that | am much nearer to
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answering them than ever befgrerhaps | hit my heatimust've
hit my headl hit my head I'm surm convinced | hit my head
there's a chance | did hit my head one knows if | hit my head
least of all mat would explain a great deal if | did hit my head
and then raise further questions of codfddnave some answers
and then mar questionsuch is any quest for truth | suppdae

if | did hit my head it was my own doing and much like this trek
home of minethis has also been all my own doihgndertook

this journey of my own volition using no little initiativiéd

hardly call ny being here a result of initiativ@ore chance or
good fortuneor maybe even misfortuaeall depends on what
way you look at #Hl choose not to loclexamining things in such
detail is not something | am accustomed to daiogt's the more
simple pleastes my life is steeped-getting dressed for
examplel like getting dressedl enjoy the process of getting
dressed revel in the task of clothing myseif choosing my

own clothesmostly shrunken vests and mismatched socks and
when I'm finished | usuallgo downstairswitch on the iron to
straighten out my vest if needs be and then check to see if | have
received any letterand after thatinother day begins
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Rikkl Santer

Ventriloqul stos

Checkeachhollow headfor explosives,
eventheycanhavemindsof their own.

Tossyour vaudevillevoice from trunk to trunk,
forgedoublegestaltwith your sureshotongue.

Buttonup eachwaywardplanetinto your box of tricks,
but alwaysbebesideyourselffor any objectthatlongs

to beco-conspiratorEven rockstalk ancient
language. Shutyour mouthé& listenup.



Rikkl Santer

Mermaid Envy

Especiallywith my tail

whenl go like thisandweave
throughchilled murmurs

of deepto call you, you
marvelatmy kind.

My tongue primordialred,

my long long rainbowhair,

all invisible in inky darkness
wherecolor andimaginationabides.
| d o nhink about
beingcharmingevenwith
whatyou call my marbleeyes,
translucentefugeedrom
ancientcalculatingmachines
wedgednto underwatercaverns
of my shipwreckbounty.
Islandsarethe middlesof my stories.
Sunsquints.

Moon opensits mouth.

Oceanis sound.

All necessaryhings.
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Rikkl Santer

Sweatpants  Theology

Lostreasongo dressup.

Quarantinea voodootemple.

Crowsfly overcities,towns,centuries.
Silhouettedoom acrosshechessboard
andwordsc a rseeito go anyfurther.
Mysteryplaysperformin cardboardheaters
this time with masksandhospitalships.
Homebodysweatpanthavea mind

of theirownd onelegthentheother,slogan
t-shirtswith sweatstains,newstate

of merch.Stumblethroughreverberatinghatter,
surplusof molecularmetaphotin virus,
publicizedpublicizedconnotation.

Pivoton how little canbe enough

to takethelong view.



Jessie WikoxSmi t h , il lustration for A Childrendéds Gard
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George Egerton

Mary C havelita Dunne

Introduction

Mary ChaveliteDunne was born in Australia in 1859 and raised in Ireland. She eloped to Norway with

a bigamist who turned out to be a violent drunk. Fortunately she learned Norwegian & so discovered

t he works of I bsen, Strindber gtHamsimowitlgwhomhsked s Sw
corresponded. She also translated his novel Hunger.

Leaving her lover, she was forced to take on-fmying jobs as she travelled through Europe. In 1891

she married an equally penniless Canadian, George Egerton Clairmonte. i8iteduter two

collections of short stories in his name. They became a literary sensation when they were published in
1893 and 1894. During that brief time she was a celebrated author, house guest to among others W.B.
Yeats, George Bernard Shaw, and thgchslogist Havelock Ellis.

Why did she wuse Ihtedrs hruostb aansd 6isf naatmet?he ti me t her
tackle controversial subjects. A case in point is Sarah Grand, who pEhadteavenly Twinsa

novel on the ravages of venerdeease. This was the age of The New Woman who demanded equal
rights, and opportunities.

What Egerton brought to the Angaxon literary scene was the psychological depth she found in
Scandinavian literature. From Hamsun she also learned the useefsudd nsi ght s i n cha
These anticipate Joycebs fHepiphanieso. Joyce h
so he could read Ibsen and others in the original.

The following story is fr om bAdPsychslegicabtudy, andas | e ct
such invites analysis of the main character. Certain traits are already evident in her childhood: self
abasement, focusing on negative experienag@sisive thoughtsand, at times selpunishment. These

are symptoms ofdegges i on. Thi s is not to say the injust:i
oppressed by the state, by the Catholic Church (which also poses as her corafattpuplic

opinion. Her main oppressor is her lover, whose manipulations play on, aselhwber negative

emotions.

Yet the way she endures, and especially when she chooses poverty at the end, ostensibly a sign of
pride, can be seen as a symptom of amartgrmp | e x . ltos equally tellin
political reforms. To her, thproblem is a personal one. Women have to endure injustice on their path

to selfrealisation.

Notice also the detailed description of the-led a ded young | ady at the eno

dearest friend. It 6s f ar meroltremindesl maadf theeedualty han t h
detailed descriptions of male physiques in the works by D. H. Lawrence and Herman Melville. These
are signs of homosexual i mpul ses in the author

certain extent, but wén they reach a certain energy leteéy begin to surface in creative works, as
these are more readily influenced by the subconscious.

Peter Van Belle
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A Psychological Moment at Three Periods

29

. & THE CHILD

The lamp on the nursery table is yet unlit, and the waning
daylight of the early spring throws the part of the room near the
window into cold grey shadow. The fire burns with a dull red
glow in the lower bars ; it has been slacked ; just one little bubble
of gas seethes like a ball of molten jet and flickers into a bluish
flame.

The quick patter of little feet, and the sound of quarrelling
child voices, broken by the deeper note of a woman's voice raised
in gentle chiding, comes up from below stairs.

A child is crouched on the old hearthrug, holding a book to
the firelight. Her eyes run greedily along the lines, one little red
hand holds the top of the righind page in eager readiness to
turn it over ; her long, tangled dificks catch a . ruddy glirgach
time her head moves.

A bit of coal drops, and the flamelet goes out ; she lifts her
head and draws a deep breath ; she is trembling with excitement,
for she has been holding it unconsciously. She makes a move to
stir the fire, but a shade passeger the quetsoning child
face as the inner voice that she alone knows of, of which
not even the tenddittle mother has an inkling, begins its
warningand reproach.

' Shut the book no@ now, just when the etting part
begins. No, you may not read to tbed of the pag& no,
not even a line more. fou want to be brave, if you want
to be strongsacrifice; sacrifice, mortify yourself. If you
don'twant to ! No, you are weak, you cannot do thratt
even thasmall thing, for God. No, not afteaupper! Not
until tomorrow, tomorrow evengd ' The small head with
the straight whitgarting bends over the closed book, and a
sobbingsigh floats out into the room full of shadows.

She rises slowly and puts the book away, highon a
shelf on the old bookcase, and then lotdarsomely round
her. If she were only round threext lobby, past the closed
door of the emptyoom where the coffin once stood, where
the chillair seems to rsh out and play down one's baldke
the cold, cruel taps of long, clutching fingers. She steals out
hurriedly, tiptoeing unconsciouslyand whispering with
throbbing breathlessnesGuardian angelQ dear
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guardian angel ! takeare of me !" leaving a space for the
angel on theside next the door. A flying jump, a clutch at
the balusters, and the lobby where the tall clock mounts
guard is safely reached. The light streampsfrom the hall
below, and the cheery rattle tfe milkboy's can on the
steps, and the smell oice slightly burned, strike warmly to

her heart. But the face of the old clock seems to look mockingly
down at her, and its tietock speaks with a jeering voice to the
pantingchildd t he house | Youfbeid@raceof Vv oi ces.
Darling! you be a Maid of Orleans! Afraid! afraid! Coward!
coward! go back right to the nursery dd@oryes, to the very

door, and count ten outside of it." She is rolling her holland

Opinny6 into a mass of Iegpwl ess cr
small face is half defiant, hal f p
afraid! Leave you be? No, you must be strong. God wants you ;

you must be strong! Offer it up fo

shrinking figure goes wearily up again, halts outside tbsetl
door, and kneels. Then she comes down backwards, resolutely
facing the dreaded door.

ASummer, the wanton youth, is ca

The playground of a girls' school is thronged with laughing
pupils ; snobbery, toadying, gossip and backbiting, all the vices
of matured society, flourish there in miniature. The daughters of
the prosperous pawnbroker are snubbed and patronised by the
shalwily-clad offspring of the halpay captain, who owes two
guarters' schooling and had the bailiffs in last week ; the girl with
the most pocketmoney and the prettiest frocks is courted and
flattered to her face, and made fun of behind her back, as they
mimi ¢ her i mportant, AMe uncle the
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Under an old elntree in a comer a group of girls is
gathered. Four of them are listening intently to the fifth, a
diminutive thing, classmate by virtue of brains not years. Her
voice is peculiar, anche speaks without a trace of accent,
whereas the anaerdigoking girl next her has Doblin in every
vowel. The two, with arms entwined, are sworn to inseparable
friendship; they wear a bit of each other's hair in silver lockets
under their frocks, and thirgf each other every evening when
the clock strikes nine. All follow the speaker's words with rapt
attention, for as she warms to her narrative one telling expression
trips up the other, and they break into laughter, with the shrilly
giggling zest of earlgirlhood at a supremely daring climax.
Only the fourth, a squaifaced girl with steady palgrey eyes,
thin lips, and smooth, foxy hair dragged back from a broad
forehead, gazes questioningly at her. The little one flushes as she
catches the look, and wh the bell rings she tucks her hand
coaxingly under the other's arm, and adds an unnecessary detalil,
a stronger touch, as if to compel her belief

She talks until they gain their places at the desk, and silence
is commanded. The patgey eyes study heaée curiously, and
an almost imperceptible smile plays about the thin mouth; the
same may be seen any day on her father's face in the Green Street
Courthouse, when he pins a witness under eegasination.
Tired, childie?0o0
Yes, mumsy, awful tired?o
Prhaps you ran about too mu
No, muidn&!yt's notthatway |am tiredin me.
Does everybody think, | mean, ask about things, in one? | want to
know somanythingd I t hi nk s wWcwithahallt ot ,
sobd Aioh, oh, | wish I didn"t!o

The mother draws her down to the heart und@ch she lay
cuddled long before thought came, and smooths back the dusky
hair from the hot forehead with tender fingers, negdieked
over tiny garments for ev@oming human problems.

ATell mother, dearie!o

AAh, ther e' s,thwre'ssmmucthpainimihans y
world. It's everywhere! Those horrid Chinese with their torturing,
and all the poor animals; oh, | can't bear it! Why did God make
us when He knew we 'd be wicked? when He knew we 'd go to
hell? and when we want so hard todo®d, and there's always
something inside making us do bad thidgh! why did He ?

Y Rt S ! S 1]

ch |

ando

why did He ? & sobd |l can't think it was r

with passio® i Oh, oh, it wasn't!

0
AFKL-s sh, chil die!o says the mother

slowly to and fo, and whispers softly:
Alt's best nod fatbest. dust gustiGodpas ,
you trust me when | tell you something is for your good. Keep on

| ov e
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and do what you believe to be right yourself. Mother's own dear
little girl, her own Ilittle onel! o

There is a singular look on the child's face, a look of
resolute repression ; and when she raises it and kisses the worn,
lovable face above hers, the spirit that looks up out of her eyes is
older than the spirit that looks down out of the mother's.

And when the city clocks are pealing forth the midnight
chimes, and the weary mother folds up the mended socks and
puts them away, and goes her nightly round, and bends over each
tiny cot, she stays longest at the bigger white bed, and makes,
Spanish fashion, ghsign of the cross with her thumb on the
child's hot forehead, little dreaming that the lonely little soul has
cried herself to sleep with the knowledge of having grown
beyond her help.

Noon the next dag a hot, bleached noon.

Under the elrtree thre of the same girls are waiting. She
comes out through the schoolhouse door. Two sparrows are
picking up crumbs on the flagged walk. A stump of pencil is
lying next an orange peel. Every detail of that big yard, with its
groups of chattering girls, piecesgreasy lunch paper, and the
three figures waiting under the elmee in the corner, bites into
her brain, a mingttching never to be effaced.

She slips quickly down the path, and although every nerve
Is braced to support her in a tremendous resoltteugh she
feels a sick, cold, sinking weight in her stomach, she avoids
treading on the joinings of the flagstones, and takes two short
steps where the space is very big. They are waiting for her, for is
she not the most gifted, the most daring, the nmastidual
amongst them? Perhaps the set, unsmiling whiteness of her face
strikes them as unusual. They stop talking; they just wait

She stands before them; opens her mouth; but something
rises in her throat and checks her speech; she masters it:

AYowwkmwhat | told you yesterday,
was untrue, every, every bit ofdt no; atd at least there was a
little true, but | added all the rest, made it up, just lied for the
sake of lying. o

There is a silence, at least it seems to her tlegtdhe
standing inside a silent circle and that the long giggling scream of
ATaggo of a triumphant c-aft ch comes
place. The friends search one another's eyes; the same expression
Is in both, not shocked, not a bit, but as folks laalay from a
mad person, half afraid; they cling a little closer to one another
and turn away in silence. The anaemic girl shifts her feet
irresolutely and presses her hands together until the knuckles
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crack, and says with her weak monotonous voice, witbraous
desire to console:
ANever mind, dear ; ma says you ¢cC
pa says your father 's the biggest
Then she, too, goes away, and the child leans her head
against the trunk of the old tree. She feels that grinding her
forehead into its rough bark would be a relief, her cheeks are so
hot, and her eyelids smart so. She bites her tongue in her self
abasement. She had hoped they would have understood how
much it cost her to tell them the trudh and yetd in between it
all, had there not lurked an idea that they would think it nobly
done of her? How the poor little soul cringes as this fresh bit of
selt-knowledge strikes home to her! Well, she has promised that
she would punish herself, that she would tell each girl to whom
she had lied the truth. She turns at the sound of a heavy step
behind her, to face the cold grey eyes in the squaredfaiteH e r
t oo, her too!o craves the voice. A
her on has fallen flat, only a sick feeling of useless shame
remains, weighing heavily on the poor puzzled cbkidl. Well,
she will drain the chalice to the dregs, so she begins quaveringly:
AYou knroow wh

Al know ; they told me. Come and
you were a fool to do it.o
II. 8 THE GIRL

Y ellow sunshine flooding an autumn world, gdicbwn
leaves falling like shivered mica on the great highway that is
straight and dusty and long, crossed by other straight and dusty
roads, running as the squares of a clvessd across the flat
landscape.

The road is flanked on each side by alternate poplars and
beeches, and their foliage honeycombs the white dust and the
grey-green grass with flecks of quivering shadow.

Here and there at great intervals a clump of trees clusters
about a villa, or an orchard, or forms a leafy square at the back of
a farmhouse, or a long line of pollard willows defines a dyke. At
the vanishingpoint of the double line of trees flanking the
highway, redtiled roofs, a spire, and the tops of some canvas
tents form a trefoil, and away across the flat brown land
windmills lean against the horizon, with their sails at ease, like
giant moths asleep on outstretched wings.



The scene, with its absdk serenity and subtle suggestion
of delicate decay, suggests a Ciyygn autumn study in quiet
yellows and browns.

A child-girl is herding some lean cows that crop the dusty
herbage under the trees at each side of the wide road. She is a
thin, unformedhing of unlovely angles, with dirty flaxen hair
clubbed short at her neck under a clbieng cotton cap. Her
dingy green stuff" bodice and homespun skirt hang loosely, and
her check apron is patched with newer brighter pieces. Her
footless stockings gt reach her ankles, and their strong bones
and her shining red heels peer out of her wooden shoes. She is
knitting a coarse stocking, and she presses the needle tightly
against her flat, childish bosom as she knits off the stitches. Tink!
tink! the bellcav jangles a cracked bell as it stoops. Her eyes
look wistfully towards the tents in the village; she can see the
bright flutter of a flag. Her needles stop, and she stands still
unconsciously, lost in dreams of the glorious future when she
may go to servie in the town, perhaps at tBergomestet, when
she will be free to visit th&ermess® and to ride in the carousals
and see the dwarfs and all the sights that make it such a place of
wonder. Ah ! how much would she not give for a glimpse of the
tigers and lions; the tigers above all, great stripedikathings
0 she has seen them on apon the schoehouse walb and
sometimes at night when the great farmhouse is quiet and her
straw pallet over the cowshed is shrouded in gloom, and the
snoring, labored breathing of the cattle seems to fill the close air
with a smell of warm milk, and benighted glowworm flits
through the loft, she cowers down and thinks of a tiger breathing
and staring at her with gleaming eyes. Ay, down there boys and
girls are dancing and buying fairings, and pepper cakes baked in
fantastic shapes, and chocolated snages of the saint stamped
on wafers, and at the acting booths a lovegisjé with short
skirts dotted with silver stars, and a glistening crown on her head,
like the wooden Virgin in the village chapel, stands and invites
one to enter with an engagiismile and wave of wand. Tink,
tink, tink, clinks the bellcow, springing with awkward leaps and
high-swung tail to one side as a crowd of laughjomge
jouvrouws and sosterjes from the great pensiohname down
the road.

They are laughing and talkirggily, for the sisters are
favorites and number many flames amongst the crowd of girls

! Dutch painter of landscapes

2 Mayor (Dutch)

% Country fair (Dutch)

4 Girl

®Young misses and sisters (nuns)
® Boarding school (French)
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filled with sickly sentimentschwarmeréiand awakening sexual
instinct They are genuinely in love. If their favorite leans over
their shoulder to correct a theme, drappens to touch their arm,

it calls forth a blushing disturbance in even the most stolid of the
pupils. They color quickly if she speaks to them suddenly, and
touch furtively her scapular or the great cross at the end of her
beads. Some of them cherisbaap of her writing, and scramble
for a flower she has carried in her hand, and if, on turning up the
comer of her veil where her number is neatly marked in white
silk letters, say 693, they are lucky enough to possess a number
that will divide into it wthout remainder, it is a matter of ecstatic
happiness.

They are on their way to théermessgand the competition
to walk next the sisters has been keen, and the cause of
stratagems and heartaches. The sister in the rear musters her
flock, turns her headuickly (some couples are straggling
behind) and draws her straight brows sharply together under her
snowy guimpé&' & a girl is talking to the little peasant, a
disobedience without parallel.

AYou must walk in front, o0 she ca
together, please. 0 Her eyes meet t
twist of lip of the girl who looks round at her voice, and who
turns back coolly and slips something into the kgrtis hand,
and thdatter, who has started tremblingly at ¢ s t ®aic¢, e 0 s
bobs her an awkward curtsey.

The girl is a tall anemiooking thing, but she carries her
head well and steps along like a thoroughbred filly. The sister
stands and waits with her satelliteseath side ; but her eyes
stay with the girl. The latter is too shaigngued, too keeryed,
too intolerant of meanness and untruth to be a favorite with her
classmate® too independent a thinker, with too dangerous an
influence over weaker souls to fif@vor with the nuns.

AYou must postpone ynwog practice
Fraulei, j oin the ardent fl ames i nsteec
she says laughingly to the other girls as they move on.

Tétesa-tétesare strictly forbidden ; friendships are
discouraged ; two girls seen together a few times are warned
sharply, if necessary separated in all recreations. Perhaps this
adds to the piquancy of a flirtation with a chum of one's own sex.

A clasp of hand in the crush on the great staircase, an enbrace
the golosh room, a billedoux with sentimental verses and a
Cupid with a darpierced heart or wreath of pink forgat-nots

are the usual result.

The worst trouble is with the girls from fourteen up ; if they
fall in | ove wit flame thémattesiser 6 and b

"Puppy love (German)
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simple; she will know how to blow hot and blow cold, and keep
them where they are to remain. This girl will none of it.

She walks about with her hands clasped loosely behind her
back ; and her somber eyes dwell dreamily on the Dutch
landscape. They are bound for the little village of Gendringen, in
Guelderlan& and as they draw nearer to it, the strains of
instruments mingle with the desultory tink, tink of the cattle bells
behind them. The little cowherd watches them disappear, with
surprised light filling her eyes and a wondering smile playing
round her lips, and a silver thaler, a thick bright wonderful coin
clutched in her hand.

The sister watches the careless swinging step of the girl
ahead with rising color ; the ready scorndbkedience, the
indifference stings her. She draws out a little worn poebketk
and sets a mark against her name, Isabel, No. 7. The dowdily
made convent gown of unbecoming material sits loosely on her
unformed figure; she has twisted a crimson scarfddwer neck,
and one end flutters and shakes its fringe over her shoulder like a
note of defiance, thinks the sister. For to the subdued soul of this
still young woman, who has disciplined thoughts and feelings
and soul and body into a machine, in a habis girl is abonnet
rouge an unregenerate spirit, the embodiment of all that is
dangerous, and never fails to call forth whatever of the
narrowness and the small jealousy of the world still clings to the
religieuese She cries sharply:

ATher e dfayountowatkalene, Isabel, because |
tell you to comply with the rul es.

This time the girl shrugs her shoulders impatiently and slips
her arm into that of a hallitted girl, Katrine, the daughter of
rich Zeeland peasant® the butt of the finer Fwlein.

AWIi Il you have me, Trine?' she a
Trine's dull eyes brighten and a slow mottled blush creeps up into
the stupid face; she admires the clever elder girl, who is so
indifferent to blame and who has so often helped her with her
hopekss French themes, in a dumb animal wondering way, and
loves her passionately, for she is almost the only one who has
ever given her a kind word. The girl smiles as she notes her
pleasure, and draws her by skillful questioning into a
stammering, delightetdle of her home lif@ the five hundred
cows she will inherit and the gold coif and filigree ornaments,
and the quaint customs at weddings and christenings.

The little village is irregularly built. A hideous white
washed church with stucco angels holdmadm branches keeps
one end of it. The streets are cobsiened and spotlessly clean,
even the two trees that stand in front of each house of importance

8 Eastern province of the Netherlands, bordering Germany
% Southern province of the Netherlands, bordering Belgium
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are hosed free from dust ; they are cut too in fantastic shapes,
such as a lioiwouchant, a griffinpr perhaps a teapot. One sister
steps to the front, one to the rear, the flock in between. As they
enter the village, the Burgomester, the notary, and the curate
greet them. The latter is young; his neat legs, set off to advantage
by silk stockings and saquetoed shoes with plated buckles, are a
source of envy to such of the girls as are afflicted with thick
ankles. There is a quaint crowd of peasants in holiday dress, but
they seem subdued, and take their pleasure stolidly; later on after
dusk they will @liven to a coarser sort of mernyaking.

The girls flit about in groups of ten, an enfal@Marie in
charge of each, they flock round the booths like bees in search of
honey, buying anything good to eat. They cluster at the
roundabout with the fancifyllpainted pagoda and the tarnished
trappings in the middle, its round of gaily painted steeds, as
apocryphal as the unicorn, and its gaudily painted cars and gilded
state coach to hold six. The sisters speak to théaesti German
who runs the show, anckletries lustily to the crowd at the
entrance:

AAll seats engaged for the next

And when the hurdgurdy and the bells stop, and the
plebeian equestrians are dispersed, the young ladies clamber up
and strive to sit gracefully in tiresaddles and lean back in the
phaetord glorious opportunities for being together.

Katrine looks wistfully on, and whispers pleadingly to her
silent companion:

AWill you come with me, oh, won'
AWoul d vy oduwithaskniéed fiwe ltl ,upget hen. 0O
ANo, they wouldn't I|ike me to.o

ANonsense, go on-hippedchimsygirhel ps t h
into a saddle, where she sits humped up in delighted expectation.

Two Miunchengirls, high spirited, stylishly dressed, come
laughingly along in search of places.

ARnGet down. Trine, we want these
great toad. o

An obstinate piteous look clouds the girl's dull face.

ADo you hear ? Get into the car
n6ay where you are, Trine. We wa
girl mounting the companion steed, a Inomlored impossibility
with flowing scarlet mane. AYou ca

with a malicious grin over her shoulder at the others. They flush
andlook disdainfully at the patched boot she is thrusting through
the stirrups. It is their only means of retaliation, she has worsted
them too often to risk an encounter of wits. The htgdydy in

the pagoda strikes up a polka, well known through Hollamd a
South Africa as Polly Witfoey and with many preliminary
creaks and strains the roundabout starts in a giddy circle.
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over and over again, and the gaudy tassels toss in the
autumn breeze ; artde manycolored manes and tails stream
out; and the pensionnaires giggle and scream and pretend to slip
off; and the great axle creaks and strains like a ship in the trough
of a heavy sea, and the music seems to ring with the same
feverish haste.

The grl's keen eyes note that at one point in the round, the
breeze blows aside the trappings of the pagoda ; she peeps idly
in, but each time after that her eyes seek it with a look of
shrinking fascination. Her thin nostrils quiver, and her pupils
dilate, andan indignant flush dyes her face in a beautiful way as
she gazed Why ?

An idiot lad is turning the handle of the hurdyrdy. He is
fastened by a leathern strap round his middle to the pole in the
center of the tent. His head is abnormally large, s/ eyelids
lie half folded on the prominent eyeballs so that only the whites
show, his damp hair clings to his temples and about his
outstanding ears. His mouth gapes, and his long tongue lolls from
side to side, the saliva forming little bubbles asgireat head
wags heavily as he grinds indeed every part of his stunted,
sweatdripping body sways mechanically to the lively air of
white-footed Polly.

APol ly Wi tfoet, Polly Wi tfoet,

And the flags flutter, and the bells jangle, anel th
roundabout creaks, and the girls giggle and scream affectedly; all
save twogd Trine, who is wrapped in a dull dream of pleasure,
and her companion who is watching the boy, with -@remwing
indignation and disgust swelling her breast, causing heraltle
her thin hands.

Each time she looks, the heavy lids seem to droop more, the
tongue to loll longer, the face to wax paler. Save for the strap the
scarcely human form would topple over with weariness. A whip
Is leaning up against the frameork.

AWhhosld | see 1 t?20 she cries in
resent ment, fAwhy should | al ways p
fruit? Wi ll the thing never stop?

She scans her schoolmates, laughing carelessly with their
mouths filedwih c hoc ol a'f, eds ,a nid'aactieekrj se s
nuns with their spotless guimpes and their hands primly folded
inside their long sleeves, and when she passes at the next round
she shuts her eyes with a shiver.
AThey don't see, theysdbh! tibeal
see. My God, is that to be my fatal dowry, to go through life and
always see? Oh, how | hate it! Made in God's likeness! Is that

% S\weets (Dutch)
" cookies
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God's likeness, that poor, hddéstial thing with the lolling

tongue and misshapen frame? Or that Germémtwe bulbous

nose and sensual lips who owns him, and perhaps uses the whip
to goad him on!o

APol ly Witfoet, Polly Witfoet,
AOh, stop ! W Il that wretched
d with an hysterical laugh i Oh , t h ature!pammmly cr e

seventeen, and is that what | shall find in the world to céme
some poor idiot turning the organ for all the luckier born to
dance?0

The roundabout stops with a ledgawn groan, and they all
dismount, and an eager throng of smallersgsttuggle to get
places. She clambers down on the inner side, and peers into the
gaily-striped pagoda. He has laid down his monstrous sheak
on top of the hurdhgurdy, and is drawing his breath in hard,
shuddering gasps; but the swollen hand withkiingtted fingers
still grips the handle with a convulsive tension, ready to grind
again.

She flees from the spot, forcing a passage through a slit in
the canvas tent, and almost runs through the street of the prim
little village; flees up the dusty roaditerly reckless of the
penalty in store for leaving the nuns.

She throws herself breathlessly down at the foot of a great
tree, and bursts into tears, not sorrowful tears, but heaving,
rebellious sobs against the Alather for His ordering of things
herebelow.

AOh, that poor thing! that poor
made him ; God, | tell you, you needn't have made him! You
knew from all time he 'd be there, and why should he be? Why
should he grind music for all those selfish brutes to ride? Oh! oh!
oh'why should he?0 She bruises her
against the gnarled roots as she emphasizes her words, and
shakes it up at the silent sky, with the featherets of delicate lemon
relieving the grey, the silent sky that is always dumb.

A Oh , th;mg, poor thing! | wanted to love you, God;
indeed, you know | did, but | can't, | can't, | can't. | love all those
poor things of your creation far more, and oh, | hate to live! |
don't want tad always | see the pain, the sorrow, underneath the
musicd and | © evithlabuysbafipassiod i f | wer e
great queen | would build a new tower of Babel with a monster
searchlight to show up all the dark places of your monstrous
creation. | would raise a crusade for the service of the suffering,
the liberation of the idiots who grind the music for the world to
dance. O

She lays her hot, teatained cheek to the cool lap of
Mother Earth, and the slender ¢irhme shakes with deep
breathed sobs, and away from the tent under the shadow of the

I
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spire that pints like a futile finger upwards, the tender breeze
comes rustling through the jaundiced foliage, and scatters the
dying leaves like golden butterflies that bear no message,
bringing the refrain of the common tune:
APol ly Witfoet,alPloalllyalWi!td oet ,

. & THE WOMAN

London that is west of Piccadilly Circus is virtually empty;
town looks jaded; the very mansions wear a-afigrthe-féte air.
The men who look some way so effete, so wieaded in their
town dress, have gone to shoot grouse or lure a salmon, gone in
obedence to the only honest passion left in th@&nthe lust to
kill. The stalls in such theatres as are open have a show of soiled
frocks, and the jaded young women of the big shops grow paler
in the chaos of the autumn sales.

A man came out of the Natial Conservative Club and
stood in the doorway, drawing his hand slowly through his beard.
He was evidently weighing a question of some moment, for an

acquaintance sauntering by greeted
you?0 (he was -membesjikewiseaand a fell ow
acquaintance, passing in, uttered

(he was English), without eliciting a responsive look or greeting.
At length he raises his head and looks about him. A lady is
passing with two children, pretty, bhésed, golderiocked,
well-kept little ones. One of them looks up at the big man as she



trips sedately by, and a smile lurks in her eyes and dimples her
cheeks. His face changes, and an irresolute expression crosses it.
The spirit of evil that hovers round men and tlikistinies nearly
loses her game, but she calls a quean to her aid, and saves it by
the odd trick. The man's eyes with their softened expression are
following the child, when a higheeled French boot, with a

liberal display of silkcovered calf above ittepping on to the
kerbstone attracts him. He looks up the figure and stops at the
head of its owner. Her hair glistens metallically in the autumn
sunlight, and her blue eyes throw him a challenge through their
blackened lashes. He repays it with interast winks insolently

as she tosses him a second glance over her shoulder. The cynical
hardness returns to his face stronger than before, and he hails a
passing hansom.

ABritish Museum!o He tilts his h
back, but he evidently wavestill, for he pulls out some loose
money, and, selecting a sovereign, thrusts back the rest.

AHeads | do, tails | don"t! o he
catches it on his open palm, and covers it with his left hand. The
diamond in his ring seems $parkle with a mocking light, like
the eye of the jade who went by, he thinks. He lifts his &and
her Gracious Majesty the Empress of India in ugly Jubilee
presentment! Who can say if he were not sorry? His face looks
darker, and a more cynical smile fldser it, a tribute to the spirit
of evil and the chance that favors his game.

About the same time as the man left his club, a girl sitting at
a desk near o0dict i eroompofyheBribshner 0 i n
Museum looks up at the clock. A shadow of soamotion
difficult to define waves across her face and leaves her paler. She
takes up two books, mounts the stagder and replaces them
reluctantly on the top shelf; puts on her hat, takes her gloves and
some copiybooks, and walks slowly out of the gteaom. When
she reaches the door she turns and stands there, an unconsciously
pathetic figure. She takes a long labkwhy? She does not
know herself. She looks up at the great dome, at the tiers of
books circling one above the other, the strange medlmen
and women, and the skudapped head of her favorite official.

She has a kind of affectionate feeling for the great room; it has
been her oasis in a vast desert. There she has forgotten the
cravings of physical hunger and soul thirst ; strugglesriness,
almost despair. She has found strong meat and perennial springs
from which to draw nourishment; has mixed with a right goodly
company of the wittiest and best of dead men and women. She
has laughed over poor Dick Steele's letters to his dear Prue;
envied Rahel the rare charm that held her young husband a lover
always; visited Heine with La Moucl@ée forgotten her lack of

living acquaintances in the richer companionship of her dead
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friends. The tears fill her eyes as the door swings behind her, and
she draws on her gloves sadly as she gaps out She turns to the
left and goes through the King's Libra¥y she has a fancy to

circle the groundloor. But today she walks on with drooping

head ; she never glances at the quaint books of the Virgin in the
casesnor the rare samples of the forgotten art of binding. She
goes up the stairs wearily and down again, and stops at the
entrance to the Egyptian Room; she looks up at the head of her
friend Rhameses.

She has a peculiar fondn&ssnay, more, a close symbat
d with this oldtime monarch of unforgettable features, with the
thin curving lips and inscrutable smile lurking perpetually on his
face.

She knows naught of him nor his dynasty, but she always
says that he has whispered many wise things to her. Sneseti
when the burden of life has pressed heavier than usual upon her
frail shoulders, she has gone and sat down on the wooden bench
and looked up to him for counsel. He has seen so much, looked
down on so many races, well he may sneer at the struggling toil
of the earthants that crawl over God's great dustheap in futile
effort to leave a lasting mark to make themselves known to

posterity. AYou know it all, o0 she
hi m; Awhat do you teach me? Endur
a gianite face and a baffling smile, and smile always, come bad
come good; and when all is done lay my own speck of dust on
the heap for another speck of dust

up to him with moisture dimming the soft bilide brightness of

her quationing eyes, and walks down the long room. Its very

size is a delight to her, and she halts before the perfect little black
Apollo with the white eyeballs. He always responds to some
artistic sense in her; perhaps her art inclines to originality of
expression ; she has at least no standards, she likes what she
likes. She was much astonished once when someone told her that
she was plagiarizing Mr. Ruskin, when she said that Moroni's
tailor was her ideal portrat indeed he was the only tailor she
ever pired to know. But she astonished her informant equally
when she dared to say that she disagreed with the great authority
on many points; and that, besides, her own liking orlikomg

was the only criticism worth a doit to her. She has found life a
hard batle, but there have been beautiful books and beautiful
pictures to worthen it, and, best of all, a free spirit and a free
heart to fight the demons; but now, perl@ap®r she has a

strange fordeeling that she is singing the swaong of her

peace of soulas she stands and takes a last Eokow,

perhaps, she is to go into bondage. A legend of the Finn gypsies
flits across her memory. A true spirit dwelleth in the sun. Every
child-girl can look up at it until she counts twelve summers, a
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few later. Theycan stare right into the glowing heart of the mid
day sun in search of the Gagirit without blenching, for they

are white in soul ; but as soon as they lose their innocence, as
soon as they learn the mystery of life that men call sin, they lose
the power and when they try to see him they are blinded and
teardrenched by his fierce rays. A queer legend with a deep
meaning. Ay, she has been able to look each man and woman in
God's world in the face ; heart and soul have been free and
untrammelled as a gypshild's; and what awaits her today?

She cannot shake off the dread feeling of an evil destiny
drawing near to punish her for the pride in herself that has kept
her steps light to carry her over the muddy places. She rises
wearily to her feet and goestpthe pigeons flutter aside from
her path, and, as she avoids treading on the joins in the flagged
path, another great yard rises before her visual memory, and she
looks down.

Ay, there is the curl of orangeeel and the crumpled paper,
but something isackingd she tries to recall & what can it
be? Ah! a bit of pencil! As she steps out through the entrance
gate a hansom pulls up with a jerk, and he advances to meet her.
She has something in each hand, perhaps purposely. The driver
notes her shabby e gown, and the little patched shoe that
shows beneath it, and looks for some startlingpfieih the way
of face or figure; but they are not of the kind to strike the
common eye.

They turn up Bedford Place and walk silently on. He
watches her face through his helbsed lids.

AWell !0 he says, Ayou are not ve
An underlying threat lurks in his tone; she feels it and

flushes.
AThere is not &amaythinmg Baisapet o
Al ndeed! You might, for instance

see m& that it is awfully good of me to fag up to this beastly
Godforsaken hole when | might be cruising round the Isle of
Wight. You don't think you could bring yoursedf tell even the

conventional fib, eh?o0
AWhy should I ? | have told you a
have begged you to | et me be. One

with a touch of weariness.

They have reached Tavistock Square; a nursemaid has just
comeout He winks at her and slips her a florin; she unlocks the
gate again; the place is almost deserted. He chooses a seat
sheltered by some shrubs, and sits down. Clasping his hands on
the top of his stick, he watches her with a strange mingling of
affectionand dogged determination.

AYou | ook il I, -leokingthanevhenl mor e hun
saw you | ast, you obstinate little
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Al am al l right, if you would bu
AAnd that 1 s just what | can't d
want you more than anything else in the whole world ; 1 'd let
everything else slide for a so
AWhich you have no right eit
AOh, f or t ko't harp ondhatstring ag&ire You
've told me all that before. | am married, very much married, |
owe all to my wife, etc. etc. Let us stick to faétsthe great fact
d you! If you only knew how much good you might do me,
what an influence you have oveae, how straight you could
keep me. But you are like all the rest of your sex, selfish to the
heart's core. You 'd let a man go to perdition before you 'd
sacrifice an iota of your infernal puri®y let him blow his brains
out, because you hold your goosdme more worth than a man's
life. Your good name, ha! ha! Who knows anything about you, or
what are you to speak of? Take your own people; in a few years
the young ones will be grown up and not care a merry damn
about you, and as for ydut
She checks hirhy the passionate ring in her low voice, with
its singularly clear enunciation:
ALeave them alone! What they are
are the last person in the world able to judge. | doubt if you ever
had a clear unselfish feeling in your life. Salyat you will to
me, but | edawitbpassio@ mlbewmn't bear it/
AHow you | ove them! And | have t
coaxed as no mortal man ever coaxed before, bribed you all |
knowd it only remains to threaten yol
She looks at him saelily; there is stinging contempt in her
tone:

Al expected that from your | ette
expected something of that kind fr

AYou drive me to it. I have trie
0 | have studied your wishes, endesaabto meet you half way
g

AThere I s no half way for a woma

clean road marked out for her, and every byroad is shame. Grant
that it is absurd that it is so, that does not help her. She has to
walk that one way unless she is preuhto give every man and
woman a right to throw a stone at her ; and history tells us they
don't stay their hands. | am putting it on the very lowest grounds;
y o W owithafinescord iwoul d fail to grasp a
argument for her virtue. o
APah! nré¢edkrmw anything about it. I'll buy you a
little place; make it over by deed of gift; or you can go and study
abroad. I'll settle so much on you. | can always make an excuse
to get away. You could see your dear hefimik just the same. |
won'tsayanytmg f or my own sake; and who
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Al woul d! o Her eyes are blazing
control . ADo you think, I f I conse
reason to go with you, that | would do that? Do you think | would

lead a double lifef lies, that | would make living a pretense of

goodness? Go home and tell them fancied tales of my life, kiss

t h ednwithachokedsob ibuy them with your mq
trifles | take them now out of my earnings, look into their eyes,

hear t h ednthd teafslre meging on the ends of her

lashes il am good and brave and dear,
of me, and know in my heart that | was a thing not fit for them to

touch; play a part, lie with eyes and lips and life? No, rather sever

every connectin with them by one sharp blow; die to them at

once and trust to their love and mercy to judge me in the after

ti me. o

APshaw! heroics! Youdd make a ca
wonder you never tried it.o

There is a long silence.

nWel | , n o w cboteadownyadit) whataswair
final say?0o0

AnGreat God, | tell you | won't!
| eave me bel! o

AYes, you can, |little woman ; ofr

you know it You are no fool, you err rather on the side of brains.
You know that if you had dared you would have refused to meet
me long ago, but your intuition told you | had a card in reserve, a
trump card to play when you drove me too far, and now | am
going to show it to you.o
He is opening a pockdtook.
AShow i t youondeystand? nodsoch a fool as to let
you get it between your I|little bro
He takes out a letter; it is a little soiled. She is very white
and scarcely draws her breath; once she looks at him, and her
eyes are kindled with a deadly baHe points to the name of the
receiver and to the signature. He holds it so that she can read it,
opens it ; there is a soiled, crumpled receipt in acknowledgment
of money pinned inside. She reads with whitening face; a hurdy
gurdy outside the railings igrinding out
APol ly Witfoet, Polly Wi tfoet,
She starts, knitting her brows in vain endeavor to find what
the tune brings back to her.
AWel |l !0 he says, fAhave you seen
letters from the same hand. Now, if | know you as | fancy | do,
you will count any individual sham& mind that is your own
term for itd as a small thing in comparison with the disgrace
that will fa | | i f |1 take any &hedasp about t
putting it carefullybackk nand you will come! 0
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The wind rustles through the trees and scatters a shower of
tinted leaves over them. They flutter on to her tightisked
hands and shabby little thaand rest on her lap like flecks of
blood; and a great cry rises up in her breast of rebellion against
the Creator of men. If she could only steal away to some quiet
wood and lie down and die! let the brown leaves, with their deep
stains, blood stainspuer her gently and hide her forever! Surely
it would not be very hard to die? She has often felt her heart beat,
she knows exactly where it is, a good longpiatwould reach it.

He is watching her face intently.

AYou are just i npdaanmaeod t o shoot
yourself, where's the good? You force me to be hard to you. You
can't escape. | swore to have y
know the rest. Il f you put an en
through, so help me God I will. You mayaswgll ve i n. | O
make arrangements to go abroad, as your sensitiveness revolts
against the more sensible arrangem
l et you know. 0 He gets up and some
him. He is angry, not with himself but with her forcing him to
speak and act as he has done. She is very pale, and her step is
heavier than when she flitted through the museum; something
buoyant has left her. She droops her head as she walks, she will
never carry it in quite the old way again; insolgrile women
called it who disliked her, but it was the insolence of fearless
integrity. He is sorry for her, and, now that he has gained the
point he has been striving for, for the best part of a year, a little
gnawing worm of a doubt begins to worry. isviorth it all? Shall
he let her off? Be bested by a woman? And this particular
woman, whose love or liking he cannot gain, and whose affection
he fancies he craves for more than that of any one he has ever
known? No, he'll be hanged if he will. Kismetigtwritten. And
the hurdygurdy grinds on whitéooted Polly's polka.

A A A A

He who has not seen Paris in May has not seen la belle in
her freshest and prettiest guise; kseented, and flower
crowned, with a fragrant chestnut spike for a sceptde one
afternoon in this sweetest of months, the girl of the foregoing
scene enters a private sitttngom in an hotel in the Rue de
Rivoli. It is a drawingroom furnished in modified Louis quinze
style. She has come in from a long drive in the Bois,slredwho
used to notice external things so closely has lain back in the hotel
carriage, and let the vehicles with their freight of pretty
occupants, Parisiennes, in all the freshness of dainty spring
toilettes, the bonnes, the flaneurs, on the pathwathaHladiant
glad crowd in whom the sensuous witchery of spring is working
insidiously, pass her by, a blur of motion and color, as a stage
scene may appear to a sheighted person. She throws her

ou.
d t
|
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bonnet, gloves, and the parasol with dainty enamel aldd go
handle on to a couch, and sitting down in a chair at the window,
closes her eyes wearily.

She has changed greatly in the between time. After all is
said and done there is a great excuse for women's craze for dress.
There is no beauty, except the beaaftgbsolute nude perfection
that is not enhanced by it Wholly beautiful women are rare
things, but a woman who knows how to accentuate her good
points and tone down her defects by skillful blending of colors
and choice of material may pass as a beautyealtdays, may
exact the homage of the sons of men, and excite the envy of the
daughters; and is not this the salt of existence to many? To
students of character she would have been at any time attractive;
now she would hold the eyes of men of commonengté&he
looks a personage. She is a finished study in the art of taste in
dress, and she is one of the women who pay for the trouble; it is
impossible to vulgarize her.

There is an expression in her eyes and set of mouth that was
not there when she stoaad bade goctlye, with a touch of
humorsome sadness, to her friend Rhameses. She has passed
through her ordeal by fire, and the sear of the iron is there in
ineffaceable traces. In repose her face is a mask to the inner
woman, one would be loth to distuith there is something
unapproachable about her. Sitting there motionless, a casual
observer would say she is asleep, a nicer one would note how
ever and again the delicate brows contract in thought. He was as
astonished and proud of the transformatilmhes effected in her
outwardly, as disappointed at their effect on her inner self. She
chose the right things in obedience to an innate sense of beauty
and fitness, and wore them with the same ease as her old serge
frock.

She accepted everything with the same irritating
indifference. It stung him into efforts to impress her, with the
disconcerting result that she made him feel underbred. She left
him no fault to find, the things that irritated him most in her were
rather paiseworthy than otherwise. She might have filled the
position of a legitimate duchess, but as a mistress she was not
amusing.

She remarked that some jewelry he brought her was vulgar,
palaisroyal, suitable for a cocotte. He took it back, and she
evaded hoosing any other on a plea of fatigue. She found fault
with an omelette au chasseur at the Maison Dorée, and he had to
allow she was right. She remarked, in reply to his taunting query
as to where she got her fastidiousness, that a course of tea
dinners n aerateebread shops did not necessarily blunt one's
palate or deprave one's discriminate appreciation in finer feeding.



He was forced to acknowledge that a man may pay too dearly for
having his own way.
Once only she had madwasathat he ¢
St. Raphael. An American family, pleasant cultured people of the
kind one meets seldomer in Europe than America itself, were
staying at another hotel. They took a fancy to her. She touched
on general subjects in such a bright individual way, waith
passing gleam of humor, that it made her remarks worth listening
to. But she avoided them when possible, especially the daughters.
They put it down to ‘inherited side' rather than a phase of
individual temperament, and persisted in seeking her. They made
up a party to visit the old Roman remains in the neighborhood,
and he desired her to join it. The
two' about solid investments in western mortgages, and was
worth cultivating. She refused point blank; commands and threats
alike failed to move her, and she ended the discussion by saying:
AYou can make what excuse you wil/|l
deceive any one, and | will not go. | have tried to avoid them;
when that was not possible | have been as pleasant as it is left in
my nature to be. If you send her up to persuade me | shall simply
say, OMadam, |l am not this man's w
you think then she wil/ be anxi ous
He struck her on the side of the face, and he excused her on the
score of migraine.
Late in the evening their highitched laughing voices, and
the odd drawl that fits itself so well to a smart saying, rang up to
her from the gardens below. They sent her a fragrant tangle of
flowers with pretty regrets for her absen8ée laid them gently
aside.
She is kneeling at the open window, gazing out over the
rustling woods and the white chateaux with the gaily striped
awnings at the long windows; the thread of river, where the
women bathe the linen, and gossip in voluble ton@sding its
way to the quick sea
What are they doing, who are never out of her thoughts?
How do they think of her? Have they taken her photo out of the
prettiest frame in the shabby old room, with the untidy litter of
writing materials and paint brusl®eShe can see every detail in it
: Molly's old workbasket, with the frayed silken lining, and the
pile of cheap socks that work into holes so quickly. They are in
the midst of fogs, and she is surrounded by-tasgled banks.
Roses, ay! But the red sprdgnaws at the rosebuds too. A rose
bush they saw once comes back to her with a new meaning. She
remembers how all the tender shoots were covered with the
crawling cinnamon red insects, how they ate into the heart of the
buds, how she had watered, syringaad taken a delight in
killing the nasty things, with their thredie legs, because Molly
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felt sorry for the roses. How plainly she can see her, with her
clear true eyes, odd tender face, and pathetic droop of mouth. She
used always to take her flowemnly a few narcissi or golden
0daffysdéd, a pennyworth from th
astray in the vile streets of the modem Sodom. How she used to
delight in them, talk to them, poor pretty things, as if they lived
and understood | A fancy of fefrom child days, when she
| ooked for elves in the bluebe
fingerso for fear of the good
God! she is lost to the® ay, worse lost than if she were out
there fathoms deepp smothered in theand that the sea rolls in
unceasingly. If she could only explain! but that she cannot; only
crawl in once, and lie down like a stray cur. Cats and dogs and
waifs of all kinds always sought shelter with them, and shared
their scanty haphazard happy me&lappy? No, no longer. They
are surely miserable. That she has done; but what is their misery
to hers? She meets her teeth in her arm, it is a sort of relief to
counteract the agony of her soul by a pang of physical pain. The
mild evening breeze, the mowobus note of the sea, the shiver
of leaf, scent of nighplants, all seem to accentuate her misery, to
bite the picture of the weknown room, peopled with the beings
who are more to her than all the world beside, into her heart, so
that the smart of is almost intolerable. She rocks herself to and
fro, and then looking up into the vast purple canopy overhead, as
I f trying to pierce the gl oom,
Christ God! if it be that in guise of a little mortal child you grew
to manhoodn the midst of poor suffering toiling humans, shared
their poverty, saw their sins, their crimes, their mistakes; if you
were weary as they with the heat and toil of daily labor, surely
you will understand and have pity on my poor ones! Dear God
man! you wo laid your hand on the head of the Magdalen in
tender human pity, and forgave her because she loved much, help
them! Let them forget me, even if their forgetfulness add to my
Gethsemane! Oh, if there be any merit in anything | have ever
done, lofferitup f or t hemo

And the leaves just rustle, rustle, and the sea croons on, and
the great blue canopy stretches away impenetrably, and no voice
answers the poor trembling words wrung out from the heart that
Is sore and torn with the strongest affection oflifer and she
finds relief in merciful human tears, the first she has shed since
she has left them.

That night seems years ago, and the prayer echoes as the
voice of a dead acquaintance. A knock at the door rouses her, and
a German waiter enters wighcard on a salver.

NnZe shentl eman wish to speak
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Mr. Aloysius Gonzaga O'Brien.
7 Bachelor Walk, Dublin, 90 Marine Parade, Dalkey.

AAre you sur e, Karl , that he ask
AOh yes, mada naveseeremossiewzist | e man
mor nin' i n ze shmokin' room, It is

She controls a start of surprise.
nWel | , show him up here, Kar | | [
One of her presentiments has come to her. With the swift
intuition that is almost secdrsight with some women, she
knows the objects of his visit. She looks at the card again. Itis
characteristic of Dublin, and a damning satire as a cognomen for
the man who bears it She knows that he is his man of business
for Ireland. She has a difficytiart to play, she must summon all
her inwit to her aid, for he has not yet redeemed his promise to
give her those fateful papers. She shivers, and her temples beat
with hard quick throbs, but at his sharp knock she nerves herself
to bid hi m steadpvoiee. Herrierswithtah
swagger. He is not the man to see any need of deference to a
woman for womanhood's sake, and surely not to one who is in an
anomalous position. Now when he had the honor of an interview
with the Countess of Derryguile aboubpsed tenancy, he was
obsequiously prepared to kiss her ladyship's number seven shoe.
And he could not do justice to her second best sherry, so eager
was he to stammer O6yes, your | adys
there was reason in that She remains seatelihes her head a
little, and looks at him in a way that disconcerts Aloysius
Gonzaga O'Brien, lineal descendant of Brian Boru, with the
blood of Milesian kings in the remoter past, and of his
grandfather the pawnbroker, and his grandmother the chandler
daughter, who died in the odor of sanctity and left one thousand
pounds for masses, coursing through his veins in the nearer
present. It arrests his familiar greeting; it was not thus he had
mapped out the scene when thinking of it.
AYou wi s ot &Ehxreédrame an uncomfort a
least so he feels, of letting her eyes rest on him; a way that does
not tend to set him more at ease.
to a chair.
He draws one over to the table, and she notes the contrast
between the chiawith the delicate posies and fluttering leve
knots of its brocade, and this man who twists his leg awkwardly
round one of its dainty gilded legs. She notes his flushed porous
skin, his heavy pink lids, half concealing eyes cunning as a
hedgehog's, hisat jaw and gaping slit of a mouth with the
protruding undetip and slight red shade on his shaven chin.
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With the quick sensitiveness of perception of every Celt, he feels
that her thought of him is unflattering, and he anathematizes her
mentally in racy pithets gleaned in early days when he played

cat o
shades of the Four Courts, nor mixing in such polite society as
his success in Dublin has procured for him has deprived him of
the ugliest Dublin acce# and a tendency to clip the ending of his

otip

words.
il

wonders if it has three balis i |
heart .

AOf

I n

suppose
she makes
as well say | came over to Paris for that purpose. Ye know |
transact a dalef business for Mr. St. Leger in Oireland, an' |
may 8 awsting a crested signet on his little fingershe
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interview with her solicitors in London, an' shetheyd we
consulted and agreed | should try to see if we couldn't come to
some arrangenmé. She is disposed, an' | think it very handsome
of her, to overlook everything uv he goes back. Otherwise
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AYes.

He looks at her curiously. Now, is she makanshrewd
guess in order to trip him into an admission, or does she know? It
Is safer to distrust people always.

nYes,
to make

n

b

e

But

I
a

n

t

saw hi

e

hi

h e

that! o
She grows very pale, but otherwise she makes no sign, the
sameinscrutable expression that seems now to be a subtly
blended part of her features gathers on her face. It flashes through
her mind,d did she read itd something about an act of
parliament having been necessary to stamp an attorney a
gentleman. It wouldake more than that to effect the apotheosis
of Aloysius Gonzaga O'Brien.
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AThat i1 s rather an opinion for I
O'Brien. Surely it was not to tell me that, you came over to Paris.

Woul d it not facilitate matters to
iOh, faith I 6ve no objection, 0 wi
just how much will ye take?0

There is a long silence in the room; the sun stole in and lit
up a group of porcelain Watteau shepherdesses and ogling swains
on a cabinet behind him, so that it slealout in high relief, one
distinct object in the swirling red confusion of all things that
surged in her brain in the minutes that seemed so long to her. It
brought her back to actual life; the simpering beaux and
ridiculous Chloes with rosgbboned croks and rosetted hats on
one side of their carefully coiffured heads strike her as a farcical
note in a moment of tragedy, but never more will she be able to
say:
|l don't understand how anyone ¢
I am per haps derosegplainmaret | must
clearly what you mean. O
There is a sharper note in her voice, and mistaking her
paleness for fear he grows in insolence.
AOh t hin, It'"s plain enough! The
if ye just take a fixed sum an' sign a guaranteertagher you
nor your people'll come up after with an action for seduction or

ot 3t

the |1 ke, the whole matter's settl
more to be said. o
nNo, there 's not much more to b

he who authorized you to make tipabposal to me, not her men
of business, they would hardly have chosen you for an
emi ssary! o
nWel | , v id was so, what 1is tha
position, an' if ye get, say, one thousand pounds, ye can't
complain that ye didn't get divilish luclout of id. Yer a clever

woman wid a stoile of &6@8lingown, for
his eyes brutally with the grace of herfigdrvefian' t her e ' s
ways of starting in |Iife wid a sum

quiet, he continued with a leer:
AYe mightin set up an
n

AAn establishment in St John's W
ATwas something |ike that | mean
AYou do my capabilities too much

She is fighting a brave fight, the nerve force that comes to

her inexplicably in such times, making her strong as a man,

stands to her. She rises and presses the electric bell. Karl answers

it.
AFi nd monsi eur, and say madame w
She remais standing on the hearth, the logs are ready for

lighting, and fir cones are mixed with them; she wonders if they
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come from the Ardennes; if little children in sabots laughed as

they gleaned a resinous harvest, and if they too called them

0cr ows-bo opkrsaby,eras she and her pl ayme
days, when the trees and the flowers and the beasts had each a

message and the world was a wonder world. He enters and

exchanges a rapid look with the other man, who is obviously ill

at ease.

Al cannmnatukahg you, 0 she says, w
contempt, Aupon the finesse of you
you | should not employ him in future in affairs requiring
delicate treatmerd i n whi ch you didn't wish

He flushes, throws his hasimoked cigar into the grate, and
tugs nervously ato ldontquitear d. AEhH?

AUnderstand? | will explain to
your wife is anxious to smooth this over, and you yourself,
having weighed the profit and loss, thinlkést to agree. That |
expected ; | knew it must come sooner or later. But | didn't
expect you to employ a common cad to tell me so. Perhaps you
t hi & Wwith a passionate, catch in hervo&cei wi t h hi m, t ha
it is now impossible to insult me. But knowimgnhat he can't
know, | think you ought to have chosen a different means of
conveying your wishes, been a little nicer in your choice of an
instrument. Was it by your orders that he informed me that not all
the waters in the Seine will wash me wldtesuggeted a
comfortable course of genteel vice as a future to me? Or did you
merely suggest the thousand pounds

He turns from the gaze of her eyes that seem to pierce his
soul and vents his discomfiture on his tool.

ADamn it O & tBickhead®ed, inferdial Iressh | t h
asses, yad fi

AYou couldn't change the man
have only one thing to say before | request Mr. O'Brien to leave
the room, and that is, | make no terénd require no bribe to
buy me off, | am glad tgo. You know why | came, and how ill
you have kept your part of the bargain. Keep your promise, and
you are free to leave me now if it suit yéubut | touch no
money of yours. | have no intention of sinking lower than you
brought me in the eyes of conviemal people, and you can be
equally sure | shall not molest you. Bid him leave the room now,

a few words will settle everything

Both men go out He returns shortly; she has not stirred. He
is vexed that she should have probed thihimelieved at the
prospect of parting; for she shames him daily, and her presence is
a constant reproach. Virtues that would be tiresome in a wife are
doubly so in a mistress! He strives to carry it off easily.

AYou have a stingiforgetyowmague; O' B
hurry; I'll remind him of it when he shows an inclination to put

y

S n



on side. 0 He touches her hair in a
tells himself that he really was fond of her, but she wouldn't let
him; she wouldn't be reasonable, all wonaea contrary deuvils.

AThereds nNno use in saying | am s
| could undo the thing, i's there?bo0
ANO; it won't wundo it, wil/l It ?0

He thrusts his hands into his pockets and tries to find an
introduction to what he wants to say. Heds himself watching
the toe of his patent boot instead. In despair he plunges boldly to
the point.
ALook here. About this money. Yo
|l odge it in Glyn's bank and you ca

AThat won't mak eenaverchadgediahyer enc e.
you gave me yet. What | have wil/
AWhere are you going? | suppose
AWhy | et that concern you? You ¢c
add to my own sense of shame, or your need for remorse. You
need not fear. Net her | nor mine wil/ gi ve
Al know that. |l told O" Brien so.

wind-upd | meant it to be so different, ‘pon my soul | did.
Anyhow, stay till tomorrow morning for the look of the thidg
| 61 | cross i mm. Isthere aaythimgilicamdo wi t h
10 i
AYes, one thing. You made me a p
youd | ask you to keep it now that we are going to enddour
episode. Give me those papers! ' She says it so quietly that he
does not dream that she is almosttfavith suspense. It stings
him that she always harps on that, that no thought of him
occupies her.

AWel |, | don't mind, 0 taking out
we are going to cry quits, | may as well let you have them. You
paid rather a big price for it, eh
head and looks tantalizingly at her; things have gone more
smoothlyt han he i magined; he is in goo
into the bargain; one of your own accord ; you are not as
generous with your gifts as | was

It says much for her strength of will that she masters the
hysterical desire that prompts herscream. She looks up at him,
nay, more, puts her arms up round his neck and kisses him with a
wan smile. It crosses her mind that Delilah must have smiled that
way. He hands her the papers, closing her other hand over them
with a softened amused look. &folds them with trembling
eager fingers into spills and, lighting the wax candles, holds them
to the flame, watching them curl into grey black ash. She sears
her nails and there is a smell of singed horn; she rubs the last bit
of ash between her fingeasnd bursts into a laughing sob of
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relief. For the first time she realizes how great and long the strain
has been, and how racking a pain she has in her head.
He has been leaning back in a chair watching her with a

flickering smiled nmoMe?d, are you s
She cannot reply at once, the desire to laugh and cry at once
Is choking her.
AYes, | am satisfied now. Il n a f
upon your face for, | hope, the last time. | have been waiting for
these or | should have gone | ong a
AYou are a tenacious Ilittle devi
onyoub | suppose you'll go in the mor
Al"ll go in the morning!o
nWel | |, I | eave the hot el t he
traps in the cloak room. Are you g
ANo; dt agnnoinng to Engl and! o
AHaven't you, 0 he asks it with a
Rnone atom of regret? | haven't tre
been with me, have | ?0
She smiles her odd amused smile, but says nothing. He
takes up his overcoat and gdeshe door and hesitates; comes
back and stands beside her:
nWel | , Ki smet ! I 61 | go. | fancy
you shake hands, little woman?o
She puts out her hand. AOh yes,
He looks at her regretfully and goes apgens the door
again and puts in his head, saying:
oI I order dinner for you, and
dand God bless you! o6 The door <cl os

everyday follows the tragedy, and dinners must be eaten even if
lives are wrecked.

She has finished packing, and her travelling hat and cloak
and bag lie ready waiting. She has declined dinner and ordered
some tea; the tray with the pretty china is still on the table. She is
flushed with the excited sense of relief that fills her whole
thought. She has made no plans as to where she will go or what
she will eventually do.

She has a welllefined idea as to the course of action that
will guide her future life, but she has not studied details. The
Finn legend occurs to her again. Well, she no longer look
fearlessly into the eyes of the day god; there will always be a
shrinking fear of hurt. All the blind faith in a beautiful future, the
golden hopes that made climbing the hills such an easy task, have
left her. Her dream of a White Knigtvaiting for her, if only she
keep her spirit free and her heart clean, has been dispelled by her
own action; she has smirched her white robe: never more can she
stand waiting to meet her knight with fearless glad eyes. Foolish
fancies of a girl, perhapbut the sweetest and best of life lies in
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its fancies. If it were not for them the dead weight of life would
crush us in early youth. She utters her thoughts aloud, as if
finding comfort in her own voice. She opens the long window
and steps out into thealzony, and gazes out into the twilight,
and up to the stars that shine faintly over the beautiful city. She is
glad to be leaving it ; she has a strange sensation of breathing an
unclean atmosphere in it. She wonders if it is peculiar to her.
Sometimes @an, women, even streets, affect her that way.
She has often conceived a repugnance to the very houses in an
unknown street, to the faces of the women peering out from the
windows; a loathing dread of the men who leered at her as they
met her; andifshekse d, AWhat 1 s such a
would explain her feeling. Beds in hotels and places have
sometimes disturbed her in the same way, so much so that she
has started up and rolled herself in her rug and slept in an
armchair, because the sense of thalughts that never come to
her otherwise seem to impregnate her as if the very bed held
them; and she, highly sensitive as she is to the psychometrical
influence of things, cannot but feel it. Paris, though it has been a
dream of hers to visit it, to reVin the art treasures of the people
of all dwellers on the globe most gifted with an artistic sense of
the fitness of things, disturbs her in a curious way. She
remembers how once in the private collection of an art
connoisseur she came suddenly upantad ivory Aphrodite, so
perfect, so exquisite a piece of carving, that one could almost see
the rounded bosom rise and fall with the breath that seemed to
tremble through the parted lips; the roseate tinge of toes and
palms, the play of light, the warmdf shadow in the beautiful
curve of back, quickened the ivory into throbbing life. She recalls
this woman smiling through her haifosed lids under the shade
of a modern hat cocked insolently upon the ripples of hair that
crowned her classic head. Shenembers the outraged feeling of
shame that sent the blood rushing to her face as she realized for
the first time how vile a thing false art could become. She has
never forgotten the effect it had on her: the stained ivory, the
beauty of the limbs, the maglous reality of the curled feather,
the genius of the artist who debased his art to produce just a nude
woman, an Aphrodite of the Boulevards. She has the same
feeling here in this lovely city. It is as if she has a diabolical
intuition of corruption unddying its beauty; the men sipping
absinthe outside the cafés inspire her with dislike; the shifting
green and opal changes of the liquid remind her of snakes' eyes,
mocking reflets of ancient evil. She will seek some quiet sea
village amongst a strangeqe, simple working people. She
has an intense longing for a good-beaeze, to blow away the
atmosphere of the city. She feels so bruised, so shamed, and yet
she asks herself, Why shame ? Is not that, too, a false conception

stree
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based on custom? No, nother case. Her sohiling is not
because she lived with him, but because she lived with him for a
reason other than lov®e because it involved a wrong to another
woman.

There is a knock at the door.

AEnt oeshe calls, stepping back i
massivelybuilt woman comes in. She is a splendid creature, with
deliberate, sensuous movements, of the type which has what is
vul garly cal |l ed -wtiramed dloakdalipgr e sence . 0
loosely back stws her black silk dinner gown; it is cut square,
and is an admirable setting for her handsome throat and neck,
that is white with the whiteness of flesh peculiar toheded
women. Her forehead is broad, dazzlingly white and unlined, and
the masses ofdn hair are waved loosely back from it, and
twisted with a burnished copper crown at the back of her broad
head. Her heavily molded face is unemotional, expressionless in
its sullen calm ; the thin red lines of her lips droop at the corners,
and her greyyes look steadily, coldly out, with an air of weary
inquiry.

The two women face one another, finished exponents of
opposing types: one, insistent with nervous energy, psychic
strength manifesting itself in every movement of her frail body,
every fleetingexpression on her changeful face; the other, a
model of physical development, with a face and eyes admirably
adapted to conceal rather than reveal her feelings or passions.

She is about to tell her visitor that she has mistaken the
room, when she is staydy a feeling that such is not the case.

Fleeting images of forgotten scenes cross and clash through her

inner visiond out of the chaos recognition must cofhean

anemic girl with drawling voice and Dublin accéntah! now

she knows. She does not heeel tlutstretched hand, a large, soft

hand, with fingers that curl back at the tips and a managing
thumb, she only flushes painfully.

AYou remember now, 0O says
fluteli ke, odd, coming from
youg e too distinctive to cha

Al did not at first, | co
and you have changed greatly. o

AYes, i n more than appearance. 0

She makes no reply. She scarcely knows what to say. Her
position is a difficult one. She feels the grey eyes searching her
face; their owner puts an end to her perplexity, saying:

AMay | sit down? | saw you ¢come
hal. lhavebee trying to see you ever sin

ATo see me?0 Now the release is
months i1s telling on her; she rese
would not iféo
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~

n i knew, you mean! You are not c
that is just why. O'Brie is a connection of my husband's; he told
me why he came over here. Ydurthey have all three gone to
some place, something rougen
AMoul in rouge?o
AYes, that's the place. |l want ed
The girl looks at her with a touch of defe® and her eyes
bum somberly. The remembrance of a letter received a few days
before stings her anew. Is this to be part of her punishment? Is
every proper woman she ever knew to come and anoint her
wound with weltmeaning, bungling fingers, and advise what
ointment to employ? No, a thousand times no; she will stop it at
once and forever! There is a new sharpness in her voice as she
remarks:
AUnder existing circumstances |
There can be but one reasbna kind intention on yaupart to
persuade me to repentance. The day before yesterday | got this
|l etter, 0 she selects it from a hea
and twists it in her feverish fing
know, the Queen's counsel's wife. She encloseddalnaed an
introduction to a convent where they receive Magdalens of a
better class, with means enough, in fact, to indulge in genteel
contrition. They find tohwtm occupat
bitternes® ifwhi t e sheets to stitand i n. N O
kindly; but | fail to see why she or any other woman should stand
in judgment over me. What can such a woman as Mary know of
motives? reared in a convent school, married at seventeen with
absolutely no knowledge of life; and who has spent her time ever
since in nursing babies and going to missions, and never reads a
book except under the direction of her father confessor. If you are
actuated by any such motives, | beg you to spare yourself and
spare me. You do not know my reasons, and | shall most
certanl y not explain them. oo
There is silence; the little timepiece chimes out ten silvery
peals. She is standing near the fireplace; the logs are glowing
from red to white, and the frones sputter and fill the room with
an aromatic smell. She is very paler leyes seem sunken, and
one expression chases the other with baffling quickness.
The woman in the chair is holding her face in the palm of
one big white hand, resting her elbow on the table. Her eyes
dwell on the other's face, and there is a soft wiséss in their
expression. The pupils are larger; as a rule they narrow into a
speck when she | ooks at any one. S
wrong then; | had no such intention. | heard you were leaving
tomorrow, and | wanted to see you. | have never forggten
you were younger than | was, but vy
The girl interrupts her incredul
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AYes, you. | never forgot that s

Rathmines. | told you you were a fool, do you remember? That
was the outcome of home training my own heart | envied you
your courage. When O'Brien told us, | had heard a rumor about it
bef or e 10 witkehurtied speeéhdand softening rush of
vowelsd Al envied you. | envy you
understand why you did it, or why you ayeing away from him.
Yours isn't the face of a woman leaving a man for whom she has
sacrificed all because she loved him; | think you are glad. Maybe
you wonder at the word | use, but | say it again, | envy you the
self-reliance that gave you courage toidd and courage to

face life again after having donedit alone, as you mean to do.
Sur e, | coul do msingte hetfeebandb f y ou o
stretching out her magnificently modelled arms, whilst her words
trip one another with tremulous passidonii a ntdven't a spark

of your courage. | am a coward, just a soft thing beside you. |
would give all | ever dreamt of to have it or your truth. | am a
living lie, acting a lie daily, and even if | could, | wouldn't

change it; | am afraid of public opinion. Dolyyeemember how

now,

you used to | augh at things and sa

used to study you and wonder if you really meant it, or if it was
only for bravado's sake. You knew papa, and our home. You
knew our life. We were scrupulous in the performaoice

religion, and bigoted to our souls' core; we gave to charities,
when there was a subscriptibst in the papers, and slunk by our
poor relations in trade. We toadied and slandered, and the biggest
ambition we had in life was to move to Fitzwilliam Sge, and

be presented at the Castle. No snubbing was cutting enough to
deter us from trying to attain it. Bah, you knowcdled Dublin
society better than | do; you know girls who go year after year to
the DrawingRoom in cottorbacked satin trains; pihcand save

at home to find dresses for dances; walk Kingstown pier season
after season and set their caps at every stray military man, and
when their good looks are going and regiment has followed
regiment without success, they fall back on an attornbgrae

with a decent practice, and pretend they loved him all the time.
We are no better than the rest; you made me think first; | used to
want to write to you, but mamma discouragedl ilyou were not

well enough off to make it worthwhile. Papa got on wed;

stood in with the Cardinal in politics, and didn't offend the other
party. When | was twenty | went to an aunt in Liverpool; she had
money. There | met the man | cared for. He was only first officer
on board a steamer, and a Protestant into the batge#s. very
happy as long as it lasted; but he wrote home and my father came
and fetched me, and | was bundled back as if | were a girl of
twelve; sent to Rathfaman Convent on a visit (it was Retreat
week), and | hadn't courage to rebel. Nuns and priesit$aamily



clutched at me as if | was a lost soul; you would have laughed at
it, but | had not read or thought then as | have since, to quiet my
misery, A Protestant of no family and no means, a heretic who
couldn't buy a dispensation to marry in this lded was bound

to peril my soul and certainly lose his own in the next. Is there
such fanatical bigotry anywhere under the name of religion as
with us? And sure | knew so well that if he had money or high
county connections, they 'd have jumped at himesagn if he

had been a firgvorshipper. | used to think of you sometimes, |

was so lonely, and | knew so well what you would have done. He
wrote to me, and after that my mother stayed home from Mass to
open his letters whilst | was out of the way. Therc&me over,

and she never left me alone a second with him; and he was going
out to Brazil. Then | got courage, and | wrote to him myself, but |
never got an answer . I know since;

How the woman is changed; her grey eyes are gleaming
with light, and her great white chest is heaving with a passion of
resentment.

APapa and mamma and the priests
was married to a man | detested and detest still. But all Catholic
Dublin came to the Cathedral; | have never put my foot in it
since. The Cardinal married us, and there were seven priests at
the sacrifice, and the nuns sent me pious congratulations and a
crochet quilt It made me sick of the very form of religion, of life,
of everything. | hate their shams and the snobbery oféhalel
meet, but what could | #T'wo years ago my aunt left me her
money. There is great power in money to a woman, and | knew
more than beford | knew how to use it The marriage laws as to
separate property for women in Ireland are as good as void,
beause few women care to insist on them. The priests don't
encourage independence in women; when they lose this hold on
them they'll lose their hold on humanity. A farmer's wife in
country parts of Ireland would find it difficult to lodge or draw
money withait her husband's signature, the fools! And no Zulu
strikes a harder bargain for cows with his prospective father
law than the average Irishman for the girl's dowry. They are
huckstered and traded for, and matches made up for them, just
the same as thdyargain for heifers at a fair. The fortune is
handed over to the husband to use as he pleases, and the priests
get an ample percentage on it | made it understood that no penny
of mine would go out of my keeping. | refused to share in any
dealings. | am aapd business woman now. My babies died, and
at my death neither family nor husband nor church’ll benefit;
every penny of it will go to him or his. That's my satisfaction. My
case is not an uncommon one in Ireland. Most of the women find
their consolationn piety, and a few in drink, and neither stops a
mort al heartache. 0 She has dropped
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leaning down her head on her arms, begins to cry with deep,
quiet sobs. The girl goes over; she has not once interrupted her
passionate torrent @fords. She smoothes the thick hair that
waves so richly up from the white neck. It strikes her that there
are some very handsome things about this woman as she lies
there with her face concealed, and only her quivering white
throat and grand heaving shdais, and little pink ears, that sit so
prettily to her head, visible.

APoor thing, poor big woman, per

now that you have told some one. | think you came to me
because you thought that | too loved as you do, and that | had
couragg¢ o put all aside foBH it. | do
gravelyo il have never been tried. | t
concerns no one to know; excuses and apologies are always a
mistake. The best is to bear bravely the consequences of one's
acts; that ishe only way to spare others from suffering for them.
Ssh! there, there, don't sob so! Don't! Did you think | could help
you perhaps?090
Theredcr owned head bows i n assent
no silver slippers to walk the thorny way. My own doctrina is
hard one. Endure, simply endure. Forget yourself, live as much
as you can for others, get a purchase of your own soul some way,
let no fate beat you. In a few years what will it all matteraot
one cent, whether you have loved or been loved, beery loapp
unhappy. We have all got to thole our assize of pain. Perhaps
everything is for the best, though one can't see it. Just think! Is
not my lot a harder one than yours? Remember, for all my life to
come | have to carry the loathing of one portion ofithwne; it
will sour the bread and bitter the drink of all my days. But | will
not let it beat me for all that | would not talk of myself to you
now but that it may be in hard hours to come you will, as you say
you have done in the past, think of me; anaday help you to
forget your own fate to realize
The older woman looks up out of her nethmed eyes at the
grave face, with its strange half smile, of the younger, and
smoothes the slim hand between her large ones; she does it
awkwardly as if caressing is rare to her fingers.

Al have always thought that weach

as far as possible the entire effect of his mistakes or sins. It used
to be a fancy of mine that if | were unfortunate enough to bring
an illegitimatechild into the world | would never disown it or put

it away. | suppose it is my lack of orthodox belief which makes
me unable to see that a bastard is less the fruit of a man and
woman's mating than the child of a marriage blessed by priest or
parson. Tany poor woman's logic the words of the clergy have
nothing to do with the begetting. | know men think differently;
they don't seem to realize that their physical and mental
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peculiarities, their likeness, body and soul, is stamped on the one
as well as onhte other. They rarely give them so much as a
thought, at best seven shillings a week. And yet they will strive
and toil, love, ay, sin, for the puniest specimen of humanity
assigned to them by relidgion and
with a lightening oleyesd il woul d call it mine
whole world and tack no Mrs. to my name either. | would work
for it, train it up to respect and love me, explain to it, as soon as it
had understanding enough to grasp my meaning, the wrong | had
done it in men's &s, teach it to bear its part bravely in the
world, and hold its head high amongst men, to laugh at the want
wit inconsistency that forgives the man that begat the brat and
treats with pitiless scorn the helpless result of his fathering. It is
an unwrittenlaw of society that the woman who strays from the
narrow path assigned to her shall never walk again in the way of
honor. And if nowadays she has no scarlet letter tacked to her
gown to mark her from her sisters she is none the less doomed.
Doomed to choge between two roads. Either she must be a
hypocrite and play the penitent Magdalen and be driven to
despair by the sanctimonious pity of zealous women of second
rate virtues and untempted honor or . . . Believe me, the
Magdalen at Christ's feet had anyessad to repentance. But
think of the poor soul who tells her sins to His vicar on earth or
his wife. Think of the dismal platitudes tinctured with the world's
opinions, the exhortations to repentance pointed with a hint to
keep her place as a sinnersltfe is of the kind to rebel at the
dreary road Christian charity indicates to her, she is free to seek
the broad road to destruction as a pleasanter alternative. She is a
prey to every man who thinks she has given him aepiptive
right to her person, atget for every woman to shoot at with
arrows dipped in the venom the best of them have in their nature.
AYou | ook questioningly at me?
road | shall take; why should | tell you, why should | talk to you
at all? | seek pity, help, #nhdship from no one. And yet because
you understand me well enough to offer me nothing but simply to
come to me as a woman to a sister woman, | will tell you. | shall
take neither. | shall apologize to no man, court no woman's
friendship, simply stand by ynown action, and | defy them to

down me, and that is what | woul d
Als It true you refused to accep
ATer ms? Yes, it is true. Do you

No power on earth, no social law, written or unwritten, is strong
enough to make me tread a path on which | do not willingly set
my own foot The world owes every man born into it bread, and
no more; no man need starve, but the hungry man or woman
must buy his bread at the world's ternswork. | cannot

demand the placewould have sought in it before; my character



or want of it, comme vous voulez is against me; but | can get a
living and | mean to. | know more than the average woman, ay,
more than the average man; and | have intuidiohe hasn't. My
fingers are as defit woman's work as the most conventional

jade's who ever trimmed a bonnet. | can do most things | try to. |
never yet met ten men or women together without finding that

five of them either knew less or were weaker in will or personal
magnetism than | am.hbse five will give me a living, | shall get

it honestly, give them more for their money than anyone else, and
when it is a question of value to be received, believe me, the
character of the giver is of mighty little consequence to those

who are the gainsr That is the story of the world. There is no
power strong enough to crush a man or woman determined to get
on, or who knows how to die if needs be. It is a stale truism that
not hing succeeds | i ke success. 0

ABut that is all sobohbedhapewn?o

She smiles sadly back to the telmenched grey eyes with
their look of pitiful questioning.

AHappy, what i s happiness? The m
dreams, the pursuit of a shadow, the legacy of a forgotten
existence bequeathed as a curse to lure men from peace to
despair. The nearest approach to it is absolute negation of self, to
think, work, live for others round each day as if one is to close
one's eyes at night for the last time. Life is far too short, dear
woman, to run after happiness. Stand on your own feet, be a
burden to no man, find your work and do it with all the might of
your being, ad men will give you a full measure because you
neither need nor ask it of them, for that is their nature. Do you
know | don't think people realize how much of the world belongs
to them. All that has been written, or said, or sung, or lived, has
been livedor us of today. It is ours. No monarch yet has been
powerful enough to hold a monopoly of a sunshine, of the
varying beauty of the seasons, the sheen of moonlight on rippling
water, the stain on the leaves at-tatie, the dappling shadows
in the woodsthe laughter of little children. All that is best, and
strongest, and most beautiful, because mostiower téh y 0
smiling triumphanthyd Ai n t he worl d i s a commo
and | mean to take my share of it. The world is full of pictures
that no Czar aaconfine to a gallery, full of unwritten comedy
with the smiles trembling in the balance, with the tears and
tragedies deeper than any ever staged by managing mummer. If
men are miserable it's because they pursue the shadow and leave
the substance, rurkk the old crone in the fairy tale all round the
world in search of the sunshine instead of opening the windows
of their souls to let it in. We are all so busy building up wretched
little altars to hold the shabby gods of our devotion, that our
years pasaway and we are laid to rest without ever having tasted
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life for the span of a day. No Russian peasant bows more humbly
to his ikon than does the average man and woman to the mangy
idols of respectability, social distinctions, mediocre talent with its
self-advertisement and cheap popularity. Great God! think how
many miss a glorious sunset they might see from the doorstep
because it is genteeler to peep over the windowgen! | wish |
could start a crusade and preach a new gospel to all my weaker
brethrenwho have suffered and sinned and are being driven to
despair for the sake of their pasts. | would make them arise with
renewed hope; teach them to laugh in the faces of the hackneyed
opinion of the compact majority who are always wrong ; stir
them to joyof living again; point out to them wediprings of
wisdom and love, that no speculator on the world's change has
power to make a comer in; prove to them that the world is to
each of us if we have canning or cunning, enough to take our
share of it; and thavhen all is said and done there is no
particular kind of maggot to feed on the king any more than the
peasant. 0

Her voice has dropped to a whisper. She has been clothing
the thoughts of months into words and she has completely
forgotten her audience ohe. The latter is looking at her with
eager eyes and parted lips, and when the girl, roused from her
thoughts, smiles at her, she draws her down and holds the
throbbing head to her heart

AYou see, 0 she says, I|liftin
mustfind yourself All the systems of philosophy or treatises of
moral science, all the religious codes devised by the imagination
of men will not save yod always you must come back to
yourself. That is your problem, and one which you must solve
alone. You'vegyot to get a purchase on your own soul. Stand on
your own feet, heed no man's opinion, no woman's scorn, if you
believe you are in the right If every human being settled his own
life there would be no need for stat®led charity. Work out your
own fate,and when your feet are laid together, and your hands
folded, and perhaps a silver piece laid on each eye, and those to
whom you have stood nearest will hasten in all decency to lay
you out of sight, the best they will know to say of you will be:
0She tnreovuerl ed any one. 6 Go, bi
other women weaker, teach them to be sufficient to themselves
d give of your largesse, but hold your own soul in the hollow of
your hand and give no man a mortgage on it. It is getting late;
theymaycombac k. 0

AAnd they're welcome t o. I
hungry for some word stronger and warmer to my heart than | get
out of books, that bothered me with the virtues and woes of dead
saints and never touched the living woman within; that toldane t
trample on the natural feelings of my being as if existence is a

g her
g wor
am g/l



crime and human love a sin. Oh! you dear little soul, am | not to
know where youol | be at all ? 1 'd
And if you are sick, or perhaps want someone, | wouldtbkeo
something for you.o

AWoul d you?bo

AAh then | would!o

The girl rises and takes a leather photograph case out of her
bag. She points to one.

Aalf | give you her address, wil!/l
me? Say | will write in some weeks

Al will . o

AThank you. There is the address

now let us say goelbye. | am tired, and tomorrow | have my

journey before me. | shall sleep in that chair. Thank you for

coming, you big, soft, foolish woman. And | used to think you a

hard girl! Don't you be afraid for me, | am not afraid for myself

There are no dragons in the world nowadays that one cannot
overcome, I f one is not afraid of

AGo-bge! O

She nestles with tears in her smiling eyes th&obig
woman's arms, kisses her back, and pushes her gently out of the
room. The meeting has touched her, helped her to formulate her
vague ideas, given her, as it were, a friendlyofiedon her way.

The fire has burnt out, and the grey ashes lie ieaglon
the tiles. She turns to the window; the still night has a fascination
for her. The city clocks are booming out the ddatbll of the
day in deep tones, and the one in the room chimes out a silvery
accompaniment like the laugh of a woman throughaus of
monks.

She wraps herself in a shawl and sits watching. One great
star blinks down at her like a bright glad eye, and hers shine
steadily back with the somber light of an undaunted spirit waiting
quietly for the dawn to break, to take the firgpsof hemew
life's journey.



Elenore Abboti Rose Valley
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Michael Brownsteln

FROM THE MOUTH OF HE WHO
USED TO BE

| used to own the cobalt in the sky

and the deserts beneath the ocean,

the glow worms within silver glacier,

the blue mass betweéme red tide.

| owned the leases to the foothills

that made the rivers strong, smooth

guartz blurred by my Fountains of Youth

(and there were many Fountains of Youth).

| was in charge of the birds and flying reptiles.
| liked the great dodo best, andspanger
pigeons. It was | who immortalized them

into stone and sand, bone and sculpture.

Do you not see the last of the African elephant
crossing the wastelands | built from scratch.
Yes, | owned them, too, and the scorpions
with and without their armor dfre.

| still own the Museum of Awesomeness.
Come visit me sometime. There still remains

much for us to watch quicken and die.



Europe, a Prophesy, by William Blake
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Paul Murgatroyd

SHAME!

As he gazed,tight-lipped, at the governmentposter, young Alf Brown
wasmadeto feelthat hejust had to join up and go and fight for king and
country. On it alittle girl with long auburn hair and ruddy cheeks,just like
his Katie, wassitting onherf a t hkeee#&nd asking: 6 D a dwhgt did
YOU doin the Great Wa r Pl&r shamefacedather wasclearly sorry that he
had beena shirker, while at his feet his sonwas showingthe right spirit by
playing with his toy soldiers.Alf ¢ o u | lgkar thé thought of disappointing
his Katie like that, especiallybecauseher mummy had died giving birth to
her and shereally neededa proper father shecould be proud of. Seeinghim
in uniform would make her light up the room with that sunshinesmile.

Alf thought of his poor Katie severalmonthslater, ashe drowned
helplessly, centimetre by centimetre, in liquid mud, after being blown into a
shellhole during a futile attack on the German trenches.For over three
hours he groanedfor her, aswell ashimself, while he wasswallowedby the
septicslime, his only company a bowing skeletonand a blown off arsewith
eelsof entrails.

Ten daysafter Alf joined up his pretty Katie, her skin clammy and blue,
had died in a pool of milky diarrhoea. Shehad caughtcholerafrom the
tainted water in the slum where his mother wasbringin g her up for him.






John Dorro h

Highland Diner Parking Lot Early
One Sunday Morning

If you squeeze my manatee
a dream comes out: woman

in sequined blue dress, dancing
on skates with haffish man,

his caudal fin houglassing
into firm piscine muscle, standing

upright, attempting clutch of torso
with catfish grin; her expression reveal

ing determination, an audience gather
ing, clapping itself into a wave

of frenzy. There is still time for
breakfast harbor, undone dreams

folding themselves into tight knots
for some other bedtime escapade.
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John Dorroh

Dream Sequence

Three men tried to sell me bad mutton

but | could smell it three meters away.

| had two cats under my arms, a white one

under the right arm and a black under the left.

My house was surrounded by water from a doomsday

rainstorm and Shirley Casteel was calling my name

from a secondgtory window. The door was locked

and the cats didnodot understand wh
started to claw me so | dropped them like hot potatoes.

My doctor was in a glass cage and had my lab results

but he couldndét talk, just opened
like a bullfrog. | kicked in the glass, shards showering

the sky like a small city with may to waste on fireworks.

Als the news bad?0 | yelled at hi
he said.

| needed a bathroom in a bad way; found myself in a creepy

old house like the one in the Adams family. Three Goth kids

sat on the bottom steps yakking abowirtidisgust with American

culture, making plans to form their own private society. | asked

if they knew where the bathroom was and the Goth girl with two

rings in her nose told me to take a leak right there on the floor.

A lady in a hot pink duster grabd my hand and led me up a spiral
staircase to the mends r oo-tachwher e
commode: when | flushed it, out sprayed water, which was midnight

blue.

Me and three friends were rollefading 30 mph through my

home town, and aop told us to slow down, be aware of the parade,
which was ambling down the street. We stopped at a wooden picnic
table for margaritas and beer. I



Sesshu Toyo, landscape with river and mountains
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PETER VAN BELLE
THE UNTRAM MELED BRUSH

Cultivating the accidental in visual art

Alan Watts, in one of his lectures, mentioned a Zen monk
who would get drunk on rice wine, dip his long hair in ink, and
splash it across a | arge piece
of landscape éwanted to make and add the finishing touches.

Leonardo da Vinci advised artists to stare at stains on walls
made by fungus or salts until they revealed animals, people, or
landscapes.

The English art teacher Alexander Cozzens would dip
crumpled pieces gfaper in ink and make blots to show how his
students could get ideas for landscapes without having to rely on
nature.

The French writer Victor Hugo would drop all kinds of
liquids: coffee, tea, and even his blood onto paper, and turn them
Into fantastic senes or monste(as you can see belpw

Victor Hugo, a Night Kobold

of
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The first three artists, like so many others, sought to escape
from the burden of setting down the first strokes of a
masterpiece, to relieve their conscious minds ofdélsponsibility
of creation. Victor Hugo, on the other hand, seemed intent on

flushing out demons from his subco
what drives what one Chinese criti
classo, starting withats earliest

China and Japan

The Chinese artist mentioned by Alan Watts is likely Wang
Mo, also called Wang Po Mo (Wang Ink Thrower). He was
mentioned in & reatise orPainters of Rnown published in 840
AD and catgorized as one of the untramraeélclass. Watts
refers to him as a Zen, or more ac
Chdéan stresses spontaneity and a
art the essence of the moment must be caught, with absence of
t he arti st 0 sporgageitythe [East passibteumber e
of strokes must be used. Sdtwa few strokes of a brush boat
Is suggested, which then also suggest a lake or a river, which in
turn evokes serenity. You can see an example of this in the
painting by the Japanese artist and Zen student, Sesgbwiio
page 73especially in the way he suggests the boat with the
fishermen to the right of the hut
Captuing the essence of the momextdocaptures the
essence of being, and hints at hidden links between elements in
that landscape. With these concepesarrive at the Chinese
philosophy of Daoism, whose adherents seek to find and use a
hidden order behind the hidden chaos of nature.
To painters like Sesshu Toyo, and his master, Tensho
Shubun, as well as Chinese artmish adVang Wei, painting
was fa more a religious act than an aesthetic dine landscape
which started off as a backdrop to Buddhist tegtane into its
own during the Tang dynasty (6:B®6), generally seen as one of
the high points of Chinese civilization. Yet, at the same time, the
landscape was a way of avoiding the turmoil of human society.
Il n the case of t he emsavedhsldesasZhu Da,
| will explain later on.

Many untrammelled artispop up in Chinese and Japanese
art. One of them was Werung (10181079) who stopped using
a brush and started painting with his fing&pontaneity in
painting became a hallmark tfe individual genius, in
contradiction to principles of Chan Buddhism.
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From the Song dynasty, however, more discipline was
expected from painters, though chroniclers would still pay lip
service to the idea of spontaneity. Closer examination of works
of that time show evidena# alterations and corrections.

The Song dynasty painter Jing Hao outlined the principles
of painting his essay on landscape painting. He tells of an old
sage who outlines the six principles of painting:

Qi: spirit

Yin: harmony

Si: thought

Jing: scenery

Bi: brushwork

Mo: ink

Yet the sage continues that
sought, but the spirit of what is portrayed. The idea, not the
appearance. This is what makes much of their art so ethereal.
They appear as fleeting as thoughts.

Here too, we arrive at conceptsih early psychoanalysis.
The dichotomy between the concept of physioplastic art
(representing nature) and ideoplastic art (representing ideas).
Spiritual art, such as icons, the art of Ancient Egypt, and Tibetan
Tulkus, are typical examples of ideoplastrt. Ancient Greek
and Roman statues the other handre examples of
physioplastic art. Nowadays we tend to use the terms realistic
and fantastic art, though these terms are less precise in my
opinion.

During the Yuan dynasty (the Mongol occupationnpetis
started to move away from traditional ways and some even
adopted Western styles.

One artistfrom the Ming dynastyhowever, would have a
far-reaching influence on future generatiols. Wei (1521
1593) was a playwright, a poet, as well as a paikterstarted as
a child prodigy, but after the death of his parents in his early
teens, his fortunes noskved. He failed his provincial
examinations, which meant he could not get an offfwiest. Like
SO0 many who were in the same predicament, he turned to the arts,
though he constantly lived in poverty. After the imprisonment of
his patron, he began to show signs of madrisgaintingstyle
wask nown as A8 Anlesampleds skod beiowm dnd
on pager8.

t
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Frage‘rit of paintin‘g-'by Xu V\"/.ei “

Zhu Da, also called Bada Shanren (Man of Eight Great
Mountians) was clearly influenced by Xu Wei and Wang Po Mo.
He would only paint when drunk, use his hair, either loose or tied
in a bun andheadbutt the papewhile £reaning and grimaag.
This coul dove bldeavasthe descerslantofah o we v er
Ming prince, which mad&im very suspicious in the eyes of the
Manchus whodéd taken over from the
was a young markora while he retired to a monastery on the
Fengxin, but then started behaving like a madrbaspite these
antics he was always able to refine his pictuaé®r the first
untrammeled phagsee below and cover of magaindis
specialty was a certain ldrof bird, always perched on a rock or
branch(see below)but never in a naturahanner On the cover
the bird on the left looks completely out of balance, and the one
on the right looks contorted.

-

Painting by Zhu Da-‘



Xu Wei; grapes, collection Palace"Museum, Beijing
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We have to be careful not to get blisdled when looking at
the artistd mentioned in the previous paragraphlough these
scholarartiss were at timesevered, at the same time there
existed a class of professional artists, who, while staying true to
the themes of their colleagues, sought to make their pictures as
physioplastias possible (seé&hen Nanpt back cover). In
certain official chronicles ahe time, the works of scholartists
wereeven dismissed as irrelevant and seeaid

The Western Approach

In Western art we see a similar, somewhat monolithic,
evolution of art, at least from the Middle Ages Qmhanges
usuallyfollowedtechnical discoveries (oil paint, perspective,
etc.) During the Middle Ages, art was ideoplastic, the emphasis
on representing Christian lore, the consequent style seeping into
secular works, like song books and histories.

From the Renaissance, howevenne the desire to
represent nature accurately. Art, in a sense, became emancipated
from its spiritual ties, and not just art, but also the artist. Where
in Eastern art it was important to produce art without the ego. In
Western art, the individual geniusdame alimportant.

The latter was enthroned by the Romantic Movement. The
cult of the individual vision was borone which would lead to
other worlds or at least the unexplored depths of the soul. Some
of those that went furthest along this road ardiavin Blake, and
Henri Fuseli. ‘et at the same time this vision had to be
representedhore or lessealistically, at least for the time being.
Equally, spontaneit yeleweais ndt seen

One artist who could be compared to Zhu Da oMV¥ai is
Victor Hugo, though he was mainly a poet and prose writer (of
among others Les Miserables and Le Ndgene). Telling
though, that his creations all seemed so sinister.

a
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Vctor Hugo, the Octopus

There was, howeveal|soAlexander Cozzen€ozzens felt
that artiss needed to frethemselve$rom copying from old
masters or nature. He sought, especially in the training of his son,
to stimulate the arti stddissor i magi nat
blots on papein 1785 he published New Method A$sisting
the Invention of Drawing Original Composition of Landscape.
Yet, | ooking at some of his worKks,
that randombut they do look similar to the paintings by Sesshu
Toyo. One reason for this evidence of deliberat®that
ostensibly random patterns are influenced by subconscious and
thereforerisk becomingepetitive and monotonous over time.
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Alexander Cozzenis a blot: Landscape Wit Boat

The difference in attitude between the Western and Eastern
approaches tthe accidental are up to now striking. Cozzens
would never have suggested a painter should get drunk or paint
with his hair.
One artist who knew about Cozzen
Turner. His works may give the impression of accidental daubs
and smears, wihalin actual fact his technique was very controlled
and disciplinedfor examplausingunderpaintingWhat he
portrayed was the chaos of reality, but he did it in a very
meticulousmanner

klu :‘ oel i
J.M.W. Turnefi Rain, Steam, and Spe&dNational Gallery




As thenineteenth century went on, the avgatde
emerged, that is, artists deliberately separating themselves from
the mainstream. This countearrent splits into different streams,
constantly merging and dividing.

Surrealism seems a prime candidate to beidered
Auntrammel edd and some painters |
André Masson used automatic drawiagd other random
techniquesAutomatic drawinghas also been used by those who
dabbled in the occult, like the sadigglectecEnglishpainter
Osman pare.

Yet the movement that comes closest to being untrammeled
Is Action Painting, made famous by Jackson Pollock. Pollock
claimed his dripped canvasses were works from his
subconsciousThe critic Paul W. Kroll, on the other hand
suspected he got his @efrom Wang Po Mo and Zhu Ddark
Tobey is one artist who actually studied Asian art and
philosophy. Yet his works seem to me to be closely related to
calligraphy, rather than to Chinese or Japanese painting.

Sigmar Polkavent even furthemixed chemicals with paint
on the canvas. At a certain point you have to ask youfself
that casethe artist ceasestobe acreator. Pol keds case, h
tilted the canvas, so even in this process there was an element of
deliberation.

The Transcenderunction

And here we arrive at the question: what is untrammelled
and why?

Well, to cloud the issue evéartherl 6 d | i ke t o bring
by norhumans. We would expect animals to be more
untrammeled than us rational humansand i1t i s unl i kel

their ego(or superegoyet in the wayThis was one point of
criticism that the poet and critic Randaltidd used against the
abstract expressionism movement.

In 1913 Nadezhda Ladygifteohts conducted a simple
experiment on a chimpanzee called Joni: she gave him pencil and
paper. Joni started making marks on the paper, but he did it with
an unexpectediegree of concentration.

This experiment was repeated in 1951 and in 1956 at
London Zoo byDesmond Morris and a chimpanzee called
Congo.
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Painting by Congo, the chimpanzee

Morrisoés conclusion was that
haphazard, but showed an interplay of repetition and variations of
patterns.

What these chimpanzessemed to have, and the artists
who tried to be untrammeled seem toddor, is what Jung
called the Transcendentifiction: a bridge from the
subconscious to the conscious. Unfortunately this bridge is often
difficult to find. Many of Cozzesbstudents, for instance, failed
at his technique. Watts in his lecture said that an untrained person

Con

would just make a mess i f he used

thatthere is more to spontaneity than caprice.
The untrammeled would seem to be a comproensey
artist seeks between the seemingly boundless, but chaotic,
creativity intheir subconscious, arttieir conscious mindhich
has to present the products of it to the outside wdhd.
subconscious will always assert itself one way or another, but it
always needs a conscious mind to given its contents shape.
Jung himself warned against an overvaluation of the
subconscious. The transcendent function was needed to stop the
subconscious from overwhelming the psyctiet if the
conscious mind becomes tpowerful, or to censorious, it can
lead to a blockage of the creative process.
Perhaps thatdés why Zhu Da and
with alcoholismandwhy Victor Hugo needed to make his
hellish creations. Xu Wei was an even more extreme case: he
attenpted suicide on many occasions (at one time even tried to
split his skull with @ axe and was imprisoned for murdering his
third wife.

J a
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Desmond Morris also noted the sad consequence of what
happens when the creation of art becomes too trd@ané@/hen
the chimpanzees were rewarded for painting, they started
painting less, expecting to be rewaradtbreach brushstroke.
After a while they lost interest in the pastime altogether.

Sources:

The deliberate Accident in AftChristopher Turari Tate.org

Acciden