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HELEN OF FOUR GATES

CHAPTER 1
A RISE IN THE WORLD

DAY in May was drawing to its close.

The country between Brungerly and

Little Moreton took on a wilder look

as shadow after shadow obliterated signpost,
trespass-board, gate, stile, and the little fences
put up by small farmers. This North England
changed subtly from a domesticated, intersected
land into one huge dark county. Night with a
laugh of anarchy blotted out the symbols of
law and order, gave infinity for acres, reclaimed
for a short time the wild that was half tame,
and lent a sense that here fierce dark deeds had
been done, and might be done again. For why
should not fierce dark deeds happen here again ?
. The ghmmering before the final closing down
‘of darkness showed woods blackening against
‘the sunset, woods bearing names that told of
the worship of Odin and Thor. Rocks going up
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blackly into the gloarmng were said to be the
altars of the Druids; rain from the northern
clouds had fallen into those rock-basins un-
profaned by the human hand. Those bridges,
becoming dense and iron-thick in their blue-
blackness as thcy spanned river and broad
stream, were many of them the work of Roman
soldiery. A few watercourses still held the red
rays of sunset. They glittered like fire-snakes,
twining through the dark opaqueness of the
landscape, murmuring through funereal waving
plumes of blackening grass and rushes. They
had witnessed the chasing of witches to their
deaths. Here, where all was now still, save for
the wailing cry of the peewit, those beings had
shrieked aloud their innocence, or, borne aloft
on the maddencd wings of ambitious ccstasy,
had proclaimed their power to raise the quick
and the dead, to curse if they could not bless,
hate if they could not love—clothing themselves
with sombre majesty, playing with elemental
fires, rather than eat porridge humbly, bow to
the squire, and tremble before the priest.

A shuttle of darkness ran across the sky,
weaving a web over earth, water, and the air,
making a sccne fit for such power-loving mortals
to mc 7e in, as scen from the old road running
between stone walls.

High on the darkening hills those stone walls
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encroached. Storm-driven sheep might cower
behind them, their impotent bleatings drowned
in the crash of thunder and clap of cloud-burst.
The hills looked broader, higher, as they black-
ened. The sky, still red between the gaps in the
highest of the hill-walls, gave an uncanny,
dizzying look to those rifts in the ebon gloom,
as if they led down and under the edge of the
earth. But over there were other hill-ridges,
their peaks hidden in mist and cloud. The
valleys between were strewn with factory towns.
Here and there was a furnace, whose glare and
after-darkness would soon change the night sky
like thc eye of some firc-god opening and closing.

Over there, too, lay Little Moreton, the
Tramp Hole. Overshadowed by the Pennines,
damp with the rolling vapours of their heads,
it received into its arms of crooked streets the
weak, the broken, the incapable, the unwanted,
and, anon, the rebellious. It was a bowl in the
hills. The towns round about spat away from
themselves those who were broken, or those
who would not bend. They became Tramps.
They fell into this giant spitteon of sober sorrow,
drunken mirth, where the man who was not
wanted took the woman who was not wanted,
where they toiled together, drank together,
fought together, recognising no law but neces-
sity.
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The old road knew the feet of the weary race
who floated in and out of Little Moreton, each
time disgusted and desperate. It ran away
from it, towards the grand sweep of moors.
But it ran back to it hopelessly, helplessly.

Curlew, peewit, and grouse called apart and
together. It was like the crics of three separate
hearts. Yet the moor had homed them all. A
few scranny bushes bending over the stone wall
were caught by a wind which started up in the
darkness. The unseen hand of it swept the
branches. A little croon ot shuddering joy ran
through bush, furze-clump, the million field
rushes, the rusty heather. Soon everything was
shouting with wild, restless music, like the fierce -
cry of a fierce heart of Love, or Hate, or Power
—all sweet things.

It grew ever daiker.

Wind! Blackness! Solitude !

It was Witches’ Country, at the hour when
their spclls were worked ; when Will-o’-the-
Wisp carried his wavering lamp over black moss,
blacker pool, and shaking bog ; when Barguest,
the moorland spirit-dog, followed the lonely
traveller caught in the nct of darkness, the
weird paws sounding splosh-splosh behind him
on tie soppy ground. It was the hour when
children spawned by the bog were found—to be
claimed at length by the bog, after they had
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tasted human joy, human sorrow. In the sky
one lingering beam of light trembled like a sword
dipped in red, against a pall of death.

Wh-oo! wh-00-0! shouted the wind deliri-
ously.

Two pairs of heavy footsteps sounded through
the darkness. By and by they paused. The
light ot a match spluitered upon the gloom.

On they came again.

Beside a milestone they paused. Two dark
figures were almost indistinguishable from the
surroundings. But their voices flowed into the
night. The tone of them was like a tired curse.

“ The nigher I get th’ more I feel like turnin’
back,” confessed one voice.

In answer there was the sound of a laugh that
had in it callous scorn.

“ Fleyed of a woman,”” gibed the one that had
laughed.

“ Tha doesn’t know Sally,” said the first man
weakly. “When I think of her face—it a’
seems madness, what I dreamt by th’ doss-house
fire. It’s a sort o’ madness comes ower a tramd
now an’ then, to go back to th’ respectable folk.”
. The footsteps came to a pause.

The second man laughed again

“ Tha really means it—to ha’ walked a’ this
way for nowt ! he cxclaimed, a comical won-
derment in his voice.
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“ Nay, not for nowt,” said his companion ;
“ for I'll sort o’ be satisfied—for another year.”

“ A man ’‘at can’t manage a woman—-"
gibed the other.

‘“ Give us a leet,” said his companion. “ Then
I’ll be off—back. An’ mind tha never meets
thy match.”

There was the sound of his pal fumbling in his
pocket.

“I’d smash her jaw— or her heart,” he said
determinedly. “ Here tha art. But buck up,
owd lad. There’s a pub i’ th’ village only half
a mile away. A pub wi’a soft-hcarted landlord,
an’ a dowter as hard as nails. Come an’ take
lessons off me how to deal wi’ th’ creatures. I'll
promise to get snap an’ rattle? for thee and me,
without wearin’ a penny piece.”

There was a pause.

This last appeal seemed to be cffective. His
mate was thinking of that lonely stretch of dark-
ness behind him—then of the picture he had’ just
had conjurcd up before him.

“Comin’ ? "

There was silence again.

Then Jim Brett spoke.

“T’ll get back,”” he said bricfly. In his voice
there iras something of rude dignity.

‘A’ reight,” answcred the other. “ Tha’ll

! Qatcake.
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be walkin’ a’ neet. Mind tha doesn’t meet th’
ghost o’ that pack-horse man. He carries his
own head under his arm.”

Jim Brett chuckled now.

“ I'm noan fleyed o’ ghosts,” he said ; * but,
by goff, I were fleyed when I thowt o’ Sally’s
eyes lookin’ me through. Well, good luck, owd
lad. T hope tha’ll get on at Brungerly. Tha’ll
be back again, soon. Little Moreton is th’ last
place God made—but they a’ come back ! ”’

“ I'm never comin’ back any more,”” was the
answer he got, given with quiet determination.

Jim Brett laughed.

“Never any more,” repeated the other
quietly, firmly.

“I’ that case, we shan’t meet again,” said
Brett. ‘“ So-long. I've got a long way to go.”
He swung round, and disappearcd in the dark-
ness.

Fielding Day struck on towards the village
inn. He soon rcached it, a low-built, homely
place, with red window curtains.

His eyes glinted with Lhungry longing.

He entered, standing in the {full light of the
bar. Dainty Polly Cherry looked up—paused,
and stared at that which stood before her.

1f a scarecrow could look handsome, it might
be said that Fielding Day was such a handsome
scarecrow. His rags appearcd to have been

)
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gathered with a harlequin-like disregard for
harmony. But it was the boots upon him, peer-
ing below the frayed edges of his trousers, that
told his class and clan. They clung to his feet
by some miracle, revealing at intervals pallid,
dirty toes. He was a Tramp Weaver—* on the
rocks,” as his clan would put it, rude poetry in
the symbolism they use so callously.

He had the face of a man who has lett dreams
behind.

“ Grand neet,” he remarked to Polly Cherry,
with a nod almost of patronage. She looked at
his clothes, baffled by his own unconsciousness
of his position, Hc was a Tramp. Yet he spoke
as if he had honoured the place by straying in.
She decided not to notice him, but cven as she
did so, his eyes caught and held hers.

“ Tt might be a worse night,” she said, as-
tounded to hear herself say it. ‘‘ The kitchen’s
to the left.”

The tramp nodded. passing along till he came
to the open door of the kitchen. Entering, he
sat down on a form, then took out a broken-
stemmed pipe, and lit it.

He looked through the smoke that curled
from the pipe upon the scene before him.  Low-
roofed, black-becamed, hunting pictures on the
buff-painted walls, the room was occupied by a
company of rough, homely men. They also sat
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on forms ranged round by the walls, white-
boarded tables before them holding their blue-
banded pint pots. From the rafters hung oaten
cakes, sweet herbs a-drying, and flitches of
home-cured. A big fire spluticred in the wide
grate. Over it hung a stew-pot, occasionally
spitting into the fire. The scent from that pot
penetrated every corner of the long room. Fire-
light and lamplight brought gleams from silver
and pewter in a corner cupboard. In a large,
brass-wired cage a parrot strutted upon its
perch.

There was a lull in the conversation, a wait-
ing expression on the various faces. Some
rivalry appeared to exist between a ruddy,
pumpkin-bellied man and a pale little chap
whose coat, covered with threads of cotton weft,
stamped him as a weaver, whilst the tin food-box
and tea-can standing on the floor between his
feet intimated that he had not yel becn home
to his tea.

The ruddy man looked scorn at his opponent,
then, leaning across the table towards him, he
apparently went on where he had left off.

“ She’s th’ finest pair ot ¢’en in the head fro’
here to John o’ Groats,” he said warmly. “ I'm
noan detendm’ her hats bein’ queer, but she
never handles a penny picce in yon house, an’
th’ old cracked-pot buys everything for her.
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Andry there says no woman as ’d wear such
hats can be reight i’ her head. She doesn’t buy
them hats hersel’. Then he says she goes maun-
derin’ round in th’ dark an’ weet as if she were
a Pendle Forest witch. Why shouldn’t a lass
go out in th’ weet an’ dark, if she wants ? It’s
hardly darker anywheer nor in yon farm kitchen,
wi’ th’ hill comin’ down nigh to th’ window-
stone, an’ th’ river cryin’ away below like it
can’t help it, an’ all them dark, mutterin’ trees
about. An’ then, look at th’ old chap—allus
quiet an’ broody, or chunnerin’ to hissel, or else
daft an’ in all maks o’ mischief when th’ moon'’s
at full. An’ she’s got no friends, save my wife,
Lizzie. If that lass had had a grain ¢’ madness
in her she’d have gone by this. She’s all reight.
I'd lay my neck to a hay-sced on it! An’ any
chap ’at says otherwise has got to prove his
words, or I'll make him cat ’em. So look sharp,
Andry, for I want to be toddlin’ home.”

‘“ Ay, prove thy point, Andry,” said an old
man with a white pow, his nostrils dark with
snuff-taking, his cyes cute as a weasel’s. ““ She’s
a lass I shouldn’t fancy, as surc as my name’s
Ben Ling, for she looks like she wouldn’t wait
to be axed. But it’s a serious thing to say any-
body is "dnly ninepence to th’ shillin’. An’ th’
least tha can do is to prove she’s dotty.”

“I could prove it, reight enough,” said Andry
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knowingly, ““ but I don’t want to do th’ lass any
harm.”

His opponent pricked his ears up at this.

“ There,” said Teddy Trip triumphantly,
““he can only cast innuendoes—"’

“’None o’ them long words, Teddy,” drawled
somebody. ‘It isn’t fair in an argyment.
Plain English’ll do for us.”

Andry sniggered.

““What I say is,” said he, “to use short
words as everybody knows, an’ not try an’
knock folk down with a foreign language.”
There was a murmur of applause. Teddy got
restive.

‘“ Arta goin’ to prove what tha said about
Helen Mason—or come round th’ back ? "’ he
exploded, after a moment in which the blood of
a race of fighting men had risen in him. Some-
body pulled him down in his scat.

“I've told thee,” said Andry solemnly, “I
don’t want to harm th’ lass. It were only by
accident th’ subject camec up. But—I could
prove it, reight enough.”

“Tha can’t,” sneered Teddy. ‘ Tha’rt
wrigglin’ now.”

“Can’t I, by goff ! ”” said the little man.

He squared his mnarrow shoulders at the
challenge.

““An old beer for Andry,” called someone,
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and Polly Cherry entered, bringing it. She cast
a look at the tramp as she set it down. He did
not order. She saw the game. He was waiting
until snap and rattle was served out—to get
it for nothing. She determined he should not
have it. The tramp smiled, meeting her cye—
and again she did not say what she wanted to
say.

“Well,” said Andry, “it’s five years sin’,
this fall. I were out o’ work, an’ th’ wife had
been cryin’ all mornin’. We’d little i’ th’ cup-
board. T couldn’t stand it no longer, so I set
out I didn’t know where. We lived at Green
Booth then. Somchow my feet turned this way,
an’ I'd got about a milc fro’ Four Gates yonder,
when down came th’ rain like th’ sky were
opened. Well, I traunched on through it, till
I camesto a lane. I can see it now, full o’ red
leaves, an’ th’ water gugglin’ in th’ ditches
cowd-like, an’ th’ wind blowin’ hell for leather,
an’ a’ th’ leaves flutterin’ about like they were
birds. Old Mother Chattox might ha’ been
after ’em wi’ her broom. An’, by goff, if I didn’t
pass under a tree with one o’ them dark clots
i’ th’ branches, they ca’ ’em witches’ brooms.
Seemed like an ill sign. Then I came to a brig,
wi’ water as black as th’ ace o’ spades. I stood
there, an’ tricd to leet mi pipe. But it wouldn’t
leet, for mi matches had got soddened. Then
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I see there were a little stile at one side o’ th’
brig, leading down into a wood, an’ I thowt I'd
find a bit o’ shelter there, so I hopped through.
Th’ sky were dark where there weren’t no trees,
but it werc that thick yo’ could ha’ cut th’ black-
ness wi’ a knife an’ fork i’ th’ wood. Bits o’
leet glimmered through on red lecaves. I found
a place under a holly, wi’ th’ ground under as
dry as snuff, an’ I felt tired an’ threw mysel’
down to rest. It werc welly pitch dark where I
lay. I could hear th’ rain tipplin’ down like it
were bein’ poured out of a bucket ’at would
never-be empty. An’ I lies therc, wishin’ I were
at hoam—when just then th’ wind stopped, an’
I hears a voice that made my blood run cowd.
It were rayther a nice voice—but there-were
summat i’ th’ way it spoke madec my heart go
pit-a-pat. It were like it were chantin’—an’
fiercer nor aught I've ever heard, though it
weren’t loud, but it said every word like it were
bein’ burnt into Etermity. It were callin’ a
name, a man’s christian name—but aught more
unchristian I ne’er heard. Then it goes on to
address him, as if he stood there—an’ all were
dark. I'couldsee nowt. An’suddenly, it dawns
on me, as I lies wi’ my breath held tor fear, that
I'm hearkenin’ some sort of a weddin’, between
two folk, though I can see neither

Andry stopped, and shivered. Iis pale eyes

Uttarpars Juskrmhna Public Liseary
wNe. JGE4 Dute 22 47 g,
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appeared to look beyond the room he sat in.
What he was feeling conveyed itself eloquently
to the company.

“ Don’t give us th’ creeps, Andry,” said Ben
Ling.

“ Creeps isn’t the word for what I felt,” he
said, lifting up his emply glass. He set it down,
and moistened his lips, whilst someone gave the
order he had forgotten. ‘“ Well, th’ voice goes
on, repeatin’ a ceremony more or less like they
have i’ Four Gates Church yon—save for queer
little bits pushed in, an’ save that this same
voice answered tor both partics, th’ chap never
havin’ a word 1o say for hisscl’. An’ nowt to be
seen o’ either. Th’ words o’ th’ wind-up were
th’ wildest o’ a’. I'd a good memory at that
time, an’ when I got home I wrotc ’em down,
an’ they sort o’ fascinated me. I got ’em off by
heart. I used to say ’em ower to mysel’ before
goin’ to sleep o’ nects just to be thankful I'd a
daycent lass by my side. I'll just see if I can
bethink me—— "’

There was silence whilst Andry pondered.
Finally his face lit up with satisfaction.

“I’ve getten th’ beginnin’,” he said, ‘an’
it'll a’ come back, for I went ower ’em that
often.”  Then closing his eyes,, he began to
murmur the words he had heard in the dark:
wood, five years back.
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** ¢ Thus, thus, and thus,’ ” he incanted, “ ¢ by
the magic of fire, air, and water, I draw thee to
me. B the seven colours that make earth an’

-heayen, by moon, sun, and stars, I draw thee
to me. By the four Seasons, I draw thee to me.
From the four corners of the globe I will draw
thee to me. By my strength and weakness, my
hardness, my softness, my tears and my laugh-
ter, I draw thee to me. By every strand of my
black hair, and the dew o’ my mouth, I draw

¢ to me. Mine, mine, all mine ! I draw thee
info my blood, my heart, my bone, my mind—
all*mine, mine, mine! For richer, for poorer,

_for better, for worse, in health and in sickness,
till Death us do part. The same grave shall
hold us. Dust to dust, earth to carth, ashes to
.ashes, as in_the beginning, yesterday, to-day,
and to-morfow. I scatter thesc red leaves.
Thus I claim thee, who wast mine from the be-
ginning of the world. Those whom Love hath
joined together—Ilet no man put asunder.” ”

Andry finished, looked pleased with himself,
coughed as he looked at Teddy, and waited.

The latter did not speak.

““ An’ then what ?  asked Ben Ling.

“ Then I hears summat stir, an’ a ray o’ leet
filters in somehow, an’ I sees a lot o’ red leaves
fa’in’, an’ sittin’ among ’em, on a high branch,
a young woman, wi’ a face as white as a warmed-

C
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up corpse, an’ black hair round it, an’ a look in
her e’en—oh, Lord, I don't like to think on’t!
It were Helen Mason. 1 foun’ it out afterwards.
But I thowt then for sure she werc a witch, an’
I took to my heels as if Owd Nick were after me.
An’ I foun’ out afterwards she were Helen
Mason, an’ how they’d all gone i’ th’ top storey
—an’—I puts it to th’ company o’ sound
English chaps, to say if any young woman
would sit up in a tree-top, in a storm, wi’ her
hair down her back, weddin’ herself io a chap
’at weren’t there? Mad. If that’s sane, what’s
mad ? An’ look at her pedigree ! ”

Teddy Trip stood upon his pins, drank up his
beer, and went out looking glum.

“ What were th’ name of him she wor wed-
din’ hersel’ to? >’ asked the old man with the
white hair, softly.

Andry looked at him, tapped his nose, as
much as to ask him if he saw any green in the
corner of his eye. Then the talk turned on
ferrets and had barcly got going when a step
sounded in the doorway. The others started,
smiling in extra effort to look at ease.

‘‘ Hello, Martin ! ” they greeted him. ‘ Come
an’ sit here.”

The new-comer, a man of some twenty-five
years, took a seat next the tramp, saying the
firc was too warm. His voice was monotonous
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to dullness, as if he were dog-tired, or without
feelings. No one would have expected geniality
from that sallow-tinctured, immobile counten-
ance» A broad brow shadowed a pair of brown
eyes that were the antithesis of the rest of the re-
served, monotonous man. He was clad in coarse
clothes, stained with, and smelling of, the earth.

His eyes turned upon the tramp now. Field-
ing Day was conscious of a curious antagonism,
a losing of half of his own animal magnetism.
He was vaguely angry, as one who is challenged.
And yet the eyes did not rest on him more
than two seconds.

“ Beer ? ”’ queried the dull voice. The tramp
nodded.

Martin tapped the bell on the table. Polly
Cherry brought in the drinks. Then she served
out the stew and oaten cakes. Soon there was
no sound but the clatter of spoon and plate, the
smacking of lips, and remarks appropriate, with
a desultory, broken thread of conversations that
generally ended among the stew.

The tramp ate ravenously.

“Hungry ? ”’ asked Martin.

Fielding Day nodded.

“ Twenty-four hours sin’ I'd owt,” he an-
swered unsentimentally. Martin nodded under-
standingly.

“ Ever bin hungry ? ”’ asked the tramp.



20 . HELEN OF FOUR GATES

The eyes that lit up the whole face glowed for
a moment. Looking into them it was as if he
saw into a pit of flame.

(43 Ay ' »

The tonc was more monotonous than ever.

“ Nice comfortable feelin’,”” joked the tramp.
“ Nicc to sce other men’s fires shinin’, an’ ha’
to slecp under th’ stars.  Tha knows a’ about it,
1scc. What part o”th’ country did tha tramp?”’

“I’ve never been a tramp,” said Martin.

“ Tha said tha’d been hungry,” said Ficlding.

“ Ay,” said Martin laconically, “so I have.
But il weren’t bread-hunger I were thinkin’ on.
What’s that like ? Does it pass off after a bit ?
Does it bite less an’ less ? \

“ When tha’s caten,” said the tramp. ‘ Till
it’s comin’ round to next meal-time. Or if tha
gocs on long enough, fastin’, girnin’, tighten-
in’ thy belt, tha gets used to it, an’—just as
tha’rt gettin’ used to it, tha dees.”

“ So hunger never dies,” said Martin wearily,
as onc who secs some hope vanish. They sat in
silence for some moments. Then Martin found
out how far the tramp had come, his being with-
out a penny, without work, without aim.

“It’s a cold night,” he remarked, as one who
has experienced the deepest horrors of starva-
tion, ihiough he had confessed that he had never
been without a roof over his head or without
bread to cat.
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“ Ay,” said the tramp, ‘‘ it’s gettin’ cowder,
an’ there’s not much poetry sleepin’ under th’
stars—particularly about two i’ th’ mornin’.
Everythin’ sort o’ shivers.”

“0ld Mason might give thee a doss in th’
barn,” said Martin, “ but tha’d have to double
earn it to-morrow.”

The tramp significd his willingness to accom-
pany Martin to the farm, and try. If it failed,
it only mcant slceping out, just the same.

In five minutes they were making their way
through the night towards Four Gates Farm.
They were walking into a Loundless blackness
save for the gleam of a few star<. The turf under
their fect was soft after ithe limestone road.
Then a dceper blackness rose before them.
They were ascending a small hill. It was this
ihat deepcned the darkness. Somewhere in the
distance a dog barked. The echoes shouted it
back.

“Is it far ? ”” began the tramp.

His companion did not answer. He had
stopped. Ficlding felt that he was pecring into
the gloom. A tiny speck of light penetrated
the darkness. It camc nearer. Martin took a
step or two forwards, then paused again irreso-
lute. From the depths of his throat stole a
muffled oath—the tone of which conveyed a
weary impotence, irritation, despair, anger, and
yet something that had in it admiring wonder.
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“1Is’t a will-o’-the-wisp ? ”’ asked the tramp.

Martin Scott mumbled something in confusion.

I think it’s Miss Helen,” he said in his mono-
tone, after another silence.  She’ll be comin’
for a walk to the yew-trec. She generally gets
so far of a night.”

The wavering light came nearer to them.

A dark figure was silhouctted on the light
made by the lantern. Ficlding was walking
behind Martin, as the path was narrow. The
woman did not sce him.

“ Martin ! ” she called. In her voice was the
abandon of a wild thing that has been caged,
and has slipped out by chance into freedom.
“ Martin ! ”

It was a voicc with passionate cadence. She
might have repeated that name over to herself
in a hundred moods. It made the tramp feel
one {oo many, to wonder what she would say
next. Even as he wondered she lifted up her
lantern, stared into Martin’s mask-like face, and
said with a sudden restraint : “ 1 was just set-
ting off to the yew-tree, that’s all, Martin Scott.
An’ the wind got in my blood coming down the
hill.” Fielding Day did not know whether she
had secn him or not, but the next moment her
glance included him. He stared back at her as
boldly. Then she turncd from him to Martin,
ignoring his presence.



CHAPTER 1II

AN OFFER OF MARRIAGE

ARTIN pulled his cap down closer
M upon hiseyes. The movement, natural
as it scemed, made the tramp suspect
that he wished to hide anything they revealed
of his feelings. The eyes of the cloaked woman
went immediately to those eyes. She raised
her lantern higher, to flood the shadow, woven
over the upper portion of the face, with light.
As she moved Martin moved. The deep-ncbbed
cap served its purpose well. Some of the
lantern-rays caught her own countenance.

It was a face too thin, too sullen, too strongly
charactered for bcauly. Perhaps it was the
blackness of the nun-iike garments made her
face seem so alabaster pale, or the cloud of
blown dusky hair that had escaped the hood.
The only colour in the face was the line of red
made by fullish lips, and the greenish glow of a
pair of eyes set widely apart under brows so
straightly black that they lent to the whole an
austerity bordering on the disagreeable. The

23
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expression of those eyes was of an unflinching
courage, mingled with something stoical. She
might have been fighting things all her life from
their look. The nose was ordinary, but the chin
might have belonged to a statesman. A string
of coral beads gleamed on her throat where the
cloak opened, giving a hint of something essen-
tially primitive and elemental.

‘“ Going as far as the yew-tree, Martin ? ”’ was
her greeting.

The voice was slow, clear, incisive. She spoke
as onc whose passionate utterance of swift
speech has been long checked by some habit
developed by necessity. After that voice the
labourer’s speech sounded faltering and mum-
bling.

“I'm tir't,” he said.

“ The stars’ll be shining through the black
boughs, Martin,” said thc young woman.

She smiled. The sullen lines faded from her
face. It was a sudden revelation of beauty.

“I'm tir't,” reiterated Martin.

The smile died away. The old stoicism, the
old fight, came back to the woman’s eyes. The
lips tightened.

‘““ We shall be a long time dead, Martin,” she
said. ‘““There’s some in the old churchyard
would be glad to shake the mould off themselves,
and be amongst the wind and stars to-night.”
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Martin hitched his cap lower down.

“ I've got to take this chap up to the farm to
ask the old man if he’ll let him sleep in the hay-
mow. He’s nowhere to slecp. An’ he wants to
know now. If he can’t sleep there he’ll want to
be journeying on.”

Helen looked at the tramp.

There was a slight resentment in her voice as
she said, ‘ The farm’s right on  You can’t miss
it. You'll see the light twinkle through the
trees. I've never heard there's boggarts about,
—but, of course, you might get lost.”

She was hinting that the tramp might be
afraid to go alone.

“I'm feared o’ neither man, God, nor dewvil,”
was his answer. Even as he gave it he was made
aware by the gleam in her eyes that he had
fallen into a trap. She had used him to over-
come Martin’s refusal. The latter stood dumb
for a moment.

“T'll go on with thee,” he said to the
tramp, and the latter had pcrtorce to follow
up with the conventional refusal to be accom-
panied.

* All right, I'll be on soon,” said Martin.
“Go right on. Tha'll find it, all right. The
first farm.” He passed down the slope with
Helen. The tramp stood gazing after the two
figures, a track of light behind them. He saw
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in Martin’s attitude that of a rebellious but con-
quered slave.

The thought of how he would have dealt with
her brought a laugh to his lips—the laugh of one
who has been under the chariot wheels of power
and learnt to reverence them, to envy them, to
desire to be as they, grinding, breaking, rolling
along over the crushed hearts of others.

Walking on, dead tired, the darkness got into
his head, giving him a drunken feeling. Soon he
confessed himself lost. But a twinkle of light
amongst trees lured him on. He headed for it,
to find himsclf on a path through a copse. As
he paused bewildered, he caught again the gleam
of the light he had fancied was the farm window.
There were voices, tou. e listened intently,
then held his breath. They were the voices of
the couple he had left not long ago. It was
Martin’s mumble and Helen’s clear tones. The
light that he had scen came from the lantern,
hung up in the boughs of a tree. They were
speaking in the dialect, as half-cultured people
do under stress of excitement.

He drew back and paused, not daring to move
away lest they should hear him.

“ Sornebody’s comin’,” said Martin.

There was tired thankfulness in his voice.

“Twere th’ wind, that’s a’, Martin,” said the

woman.
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“ There’s th’ church clock,” answered Martin.
““ We've bin here a quarter. There’s th’ proven’
to make ready against mornin’.”

“ Promisec me, then, Martin,” she asked car-
nestly, ‘“ tha’ll never go away, like I dreamt
last neet. ’'Twere horrible, Martin. I'd ncver
leave thee, Martin, never. Tha doesn’t know
what 't were like. ’T were that awful I had to
creep downstairs, and sce that thy shoon were
under th’ table. An’ a’ the way up th’ stairs I
looked at my own shadow, an’ it looked that
lonesome. Promise, Martin.”

There was silence.

Helen herself broke it.

“Tha wants to get away—to leave me,” she
accused hotly.

““ Listen, Helen,” said Martin Scott. “ Last
neet I ne’er slept, nor th’ ncet afore, an’ I've got
tir't out. What’s th’ good of startin’ it all ower
again ? All I know is—I want to sleep, sound,
sound as somebody dead.”

“ Poor Martin ! ”’ crooned the voice. ““ Creep
close to me. Rest ncar me.”

Martin laughed.

“Rest | ” he ejaculated, in mockery. “ Rest
—when my days an’ neets arc a hunger an’ a
thirst. I goin th’ wood. Tha’s bin there. Tha
seems to laugh at me, peeping fro’ th’ leaves o’
the trees. Th’ house is full o’ thee when tha'rt
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out. Every walk around for mniles knows thee.

I try to find places where tha hasn’t bin—to rest,
to get away, where 1 could slecp sound for a
month. It’s like livin’ in a cross between a mad-
house an’ a tomb yonder—an’ added to that,
to hunger in the sight o’ what T hunger for. It’s
cruel—and tha’s no mercy. Tha can sleep.”

“Ilearnt to sleep wi’ heart-break when I were
a child, Martin,” said Ilelen. ‘“I make myself
sleep. It’s how I keep up. What days! He
got me by th’ threoat to-day, Martin. Some-
times he looks at me like he hates me more’n
any thin’ on earth. An’ ycet—he loved my
mother.”

“Did he hurt thee, Helen?” murmured
Martin.

There was silence for a moment. Then
against that softness in Martin she made her
attack.

‘“ Kiss !’ she breathed, with the abandon of
a child.

There was silence. When she broke it, it was
as if some vial of pride spilt itself in her voice.

*+ “To whine—to grovel—like a beggar—for a
kiss,” shec said jerkily. ‘ Some day, Martin,
I think I shall pumsh thee for this. Some day
tha’ll beg a kiss o’ me like "t werc th’ breath o’
life, an’—I'll let thee dee.”

Martin Scott still made no reply. He was
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reaching the lantern down from the tree. As
he got it safely he drew near to the woman.
Whilst she looked at him with that threat upon
her lips—with almost antagonism in her eyes—
he kissed her swiftly, then, as a man who dares
not stay, strode on in front with bent head.

* Martin, Martin,” called Helen gaspingly.
“ There’s no necd to run.” The pride was gone
out of her voice. Her limbs were unsteady with
joy. She was building wild dreams—and in
front walked the labourer with bent head.
Behind them both, in the shadows, followed the
tramp. He could sce that Helen would only
overtake Martin at the gate of the farm. Its
lights could be seen now through the darkness.
He hung back until he heard Martin and Helen
pass through a gate that clicked after them.
Then he advanced towards the farm.

The dog barked furiously as he neared the
gate. The house-door opened—light lowed into
a cobbled yard, showing a giant of A man stand-
ing in the doorway.

“ Who's mellin’, Nero ? ” asked a harsh voice.

The dog snarled and barked.

Martin now came into the doorway, pcermg
out.

“Tt’ll be a man asked to sleep in the hay-
mow,”’ he explained.

“ Oh, will it ? "’ snarled the old man. * Well,



30 HELEN OF FOUR GATES

come into th’ leet, mon, an’ let’s see what
manner o’ beast tha art.”

“Keep this dog off,” said the tramp, as he
entered the yard. The old man cackled in
answer. Fielding could see more of him now.
His hair looked like white moss in the semi-
light—white moss, long and unkempt, on a
large head.

“Keep it off thiscl’,” he answered jeeringly.
“Come on, mon. It'll noan hurt thee. It’s
only its playful little ways.” Ilis whole figure
grinned.

The tramp whitened with rage. He let out a
string of oaths. Again the old man laughed.

“Think I daren’t pass it ? ” asked the tramp.

“Tts dam would worry a man,” said the old
man. ‘“ Helen, bring th’ lantern here, an’ let
him sec th’ beast.” Hc yelled out the command
as toa dog. Heclen sullenly brought the lantern.
He cursed at her to hold it higher.

The light shone on a great Airedale. its tawny
eyes infuriated, low growls of intense hatred
sounding as if they tore at his throat. That
throat was a red cavern, jabbed with long, white
fangs. Rough hair bristled from its back. The
tramp was within two feet of it, with no protec-
tion but i is broken boots, hopeless to kick with.
In his eyes surged up a hatred like that in the
beast’s.
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.“Pass that—an’ tha can sleep in th’ hay-
mow,”’ laughed Abel Mason. Martin had come
out. He stood beside Helen. The beast was
straining at its chain. The tramp was now
within a foot of it. Quite suddenly he went
down on all fours, making a low, savage cry.
Low, answering rumbles came from the dog.
The fangs bared themselves to plunge into the
man’s throat—and all the time the moss-headed
old man was laughing as at some pleasing sight.

“ At him, Nero, at him !’ he urged the dog.

The dog growled. But the growl was not so
certain as his last. Therc was something weirdly
strange, not understandable, in the man on all-
fours, growling like a beast, menacing, with his
eyes, narrowed like slits, glistening and watch-
ful, defying the thousand years’ savage ancestry
in the dog. Nearer and nearer he crept now.
Man and dog looked into each other’s eyes—
deep into each other’s souls —challenging. Nero
growled—thunder as from the depths of the
earth. His chain rattled as he hurled himself
back to spring. But in the nndercurrents of
that growl was a whimper, a whimper of fear as
against the strange thing not understood, and
the something in the eyes of the man. Ficrcely
burning, steady, featless, those eyes looked into
the wild soul i the dog—and then —with one
swift leap he cleared the length of the chain.



32 HELEN OF FOUR GATES

The dog gave a howl of impotent fury. The man
had passed. He was on his feet. Abel Mason
approached the tramp, and looked into his
face.

“Come in, lad,” he said, with a rude genial-
ity. Then, with a swift change as he turned to
his daughtcr, ‘“ Helen, supper, sharp. An’ shake
him up something to lie on i’ th’ spare room."

Helen Mason regarded her father with sullen
rebellion.

“Can’t he sleep in th’ hay-mow?” she
queried.

The old man laughed, with a cruelty in his
tone such as the tramp had not yet heard in all
his experience. :

““He’ll sleep i’ th’ sacred chamber,” said her
father. ‘“ Not another word, or tha’ll rue it.
Bring out the best for this lad.”

Helen seemed as surprised as the tramp felt.
She flashed a vindictive look at him. He lifted
his greasy cap in response to it. The moss-
headed old man broke into hoarse laughter.
Helen passed on into the house. The farmer
and the tramp followed.

It was a chaotic kitchen in which the tramp
sat down. Books, cattle-trappings, farm uten-
sils littei od the place. Milk-kits scoured to the
brightness of silver blockaded one side of 'the
kitchen. Dark furniture stood against walls



AN OFFER OF MARRIAGE 33

stained with the beating of winter rains. The
sanded floor was naked, save for a rug literally
dropping to pieces. The pictures were the weird-
est that could be collected. Evcn at a distance
they gave an impression of ferocity. A huge fire
roared half-way up the chimney, despite the
time of the year, the red light reflecting itsel{
in a broad, steel-topped fender. In an old cap
under it, newly hatched chickens were drying.
In every corner hung men’s garments. Martin
Scott had seatcd himself in one of th-se ingle-
nooks, in an arm-ch.ir, and was apparcntly
reading.

“‘Martin, lad,” said the old mn, ““just shift
into that otber chair, an’ let this mon sit there.”
Helen looked up swiftly from where she stood,
over the sink, scraping potatoes. M.rtin moved
without a word, taking the book with him. He
had the mask-like expression he had worn in the
inn. Only, at times, one hund restlessly tapped
on the arm of the chair he had taken.

Abel Mason seated himsclf in an arm-chair,
on the opposite side of the hearth to the tramp.
In the light of a couple of swing-lamps his face
was clearly revealed. It was a curious face.
Eyes of child-like bluc shone under brows of
bushy white, the mouth had a cunning weakness,
every line of the face told of cynicism, of hatred.
There was stealthy observation in his looks. He

D



34 HELEN OF FOUR GATES

missed nothing of what passed around him. It
was hard to think that hospitality was a char-
acteristic of that disagreeable nature. Yet the
fact remained that he had commanded Helen
to lay out the best in the house.

She had sometimes to pass round the back of
Martin’s chair, in order to open the cupboard
door. Fielding Day {felt that the old man did
not miss the tact that she lingered near that
chair with the undemonstrative man—as if it
held some joy that made her crushed life en-
durable.

The best that Helen laid out was very good.
Steaming potatoes, slices of beef in which the
blood lingered redly, crusty bread, and a slab
of Cheddar cheesc, with apple pie to finish off.
She sct their chairs, her own next to Martin’s.
They sat down. The meal passed in gloomy
silence. Helen turned once, with a restrained
sort uf smile, towards Martin. Immediately the
knife-haft of her father came down upon the
table-top.

“Let your meat stop your mouths!” he

arled.

After the meal Martin prepared the provender,
then pulled off his shoes and went to bed. Helen
was (rawing a half-broken-down chair before
the fire, when her parent commanded her to get
the shake-down ready for the guest, and that
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she needn’t come back. Sullenly she obeyed,
and left the room.

Fielding Day picked up and glanced at the
title-page of the book Martin had been reading.
It was The Decline and Fall of the Roman
Empire.

In the other room they could hear Helen
bustling about. They sat in silence. Abel
Mason occasionally lonked trom the fire towards
his guest. It seemcd to Ficlding Day whenever
he met those bluc cyes that they were engaged
inlooking him thiough It was not until Helen’s
steps sounded along a stone conidor, leading
upstairs, that Abel Mason addressed him.

“Shut that door,” he said, jerking a huge
thumb in the divection Helen had gone  Field-
ing did so, and sat down again.

“ Now,” said the old man, “ we can talk.”

There was silence again.

““Who arta ? ” leered the old man, leaning
forwards. “ Hell-spawn o’ somebody’s.”

Fielding Day smiled.

Briefly he gave his autobiography, finishing
with bitter reference to his position down under.

“ How would ta like to be top dog ? ”" asked
the old man.

He laughed, showing a row of broken ycllow
stumps.

“I'd never look back 1f I got on th’ first

DY |
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rung,” said Fielding Day, his eyes gleaming.
“God! How I'd crush!” He laughed, and
old Mason joined him.

“I knew tha wecre hell-spawn soon as I
clapped e’en on thee,” he said. “Lad—I've
an offer to make thec.” He paused to knock
the ashes from his blackened clay. Then he
rose from his chair, opened the door Fielding
had closed, and pecred into the corridor.

“She’s terrible cunnin’,” he said. “ They
all are, women ; but she can’t beat me. It’s
all reight.”’

Fielding Day waited. There was a wild gleam
in the old man’s cyes, a delirium in his voice, as
if he was not quite master of himself.

“Tha’rt wonderin’ an’ wonderin’,” laughed
the old man. “ Mon—I’'ve been waitin’ for a
mon like thee these years back. An’tha’s come.
Th’ moor-winds has blown thee here, reight to
my hand. Lad—tha can be a rich mon i’ three
years’ time. Threc short years, think on it! All
tha’s to do is to do as I want thee. Look at me !
I don’t look it, but I'm rich. An’ I want to use
my brass to carry out my dreams, same as tha’d
use it to carry thine out. Lad—marry yon lass
’at’s gone out just now, wed her, mak her as
miserab. as only a mon like thee can mak a
woman, an’ I'll see tha goes on an’ up wi’ Abel
Mason’s brass an’ thy own brains. A mon ’at
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can lick yon dog can get to th’ top. What
says ta ? ”

The tramp looked bewildered.

“What’s th’ game ? ”’ he queried. * Why
should yo’ want me to wed——?"

The old man looked into the tramp’s face,
looked as if he were reading its every line with
pleasure.

‘““ Because there’s not another mon within a
three-days’ march would mak that lass so miser-
able as thee—if tha just got started on th’ gettin’-
on business. That’s why. Tha’rt hell-spawn.”

He laughed.

“ But why should yo’ wish her to be miser-
able? ”’ asked Fielding. He could scarcely
believe this that was happening to him. A short
time ago there had been nothing before him but
Tramp weaving shops, casual wards, being
ground down. Now—he was offered a chance to
get on in life, be in clover, get his own back, and
the thing he had to do was to marry a woman.

“Will ta have her?” said the old man
tensely. ‘“ Ay, or No? ”

“Have yo’ heard I'm a millionaire i’ dis-
guise ? ” asked the tramp, looking at his broken
boots. ‘“ Look here! I've nowt, not a red, but
I’'m not goin’ to buy a pigin a poke.” Hc leaned
back in his chair, pushed his hands in his pockets,
and regarded Mason closely.
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Again the old man laughed.

““What the hell has ta to lose ? ”’ he asked,
regarding Ficlding from top to toe.

“It’s not that,” acknowledged the other. “1I
want to know exactly what I stand to gain. I've
no use for a woman. They’re cheap enough,
anyhow. But I'd put up wi’ one—that is, I
shouldn’t let her get i’ th” way. But I want to
know what’s in it. An’ I want to know all th’
ins an’ outs, so I'll be able to judge 1’'m not
bein’ done.” And all the timc he and Mason
were looking at each other like two driving a
bargain.

“T’l tell thee everything, lad,” said the old
man. “ That lass is all reight. When tha gets
her tha’ll get a woman—barrin’ she’s had th’
heart ripped out o’ her an’ th’ place where-it
were filled up wi’ hell-fire. But that’s nowt to
do wi’ thee.”

““ What she feels is nowt to do wi’ me,” said
Fielding. ‘“ All I want to be sure on is what I
get out o’ th’ bargain, an’ that she doesn’t get
1’ th’ way.”

Old Mason was staring into the fire-depths.
He did not appear to have heard Fielding’s last
words. His brow was knit, his bushy eyebrows
bristling, his hair had fallen about him in a way
that gave him a look of savage ferocity.

* “Listen!” he said, starting up, and speaking
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with a suddenness that startled his hearer.
“I'd spend every farthin’, give up every acre
o’ my lands, just to know she were as miserable
as she could be with thee. Tha wants to know
why I make this offer. It’s answered i’ four
letters—four little letters that has toppled lives,
an’ homes, an’ kingdoms down. H-A-T-E!
That’s why.”

“ It’s not common for a man to hate his own
flesh an’ blood,” said Fielding, as if speaking to
himself. He was staring into eyes so malignant
that they blazed like blue lightning.

A terrible gust of silent laughter shook the
giant form, distorted the massive face of the
man opposite. There was something almost un-
earthly in this soundless mirth. It died away.
He leaned forward, gripping the arms of his
chair so tensely that it groaned.

‘“My flesh an’ blood! Mine!” he said, at
length, mockingly.

“Isn’t she ? " asked Fielding.

“No,” growled the other, ‘“ she’s none mine.
She’s his. Hinson’s ! ”

There was an essence of venom in the last
syllable. The wind groaned hollowly outside,
shaking the crazy window-sashes. The dark
gloom of the house seemed to grow morc sombre.
The old man leaning forwards, with livid face,
blazing eyes, and the look of cne bumnt up with
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one idea, might indeed have been the incarna-
tion of Hatred—Hatred that rides across the
world with fiery sword, smiting the hearts and
blasting the lives of men.

“Who were he? ” asked Fielding, after a
moment’s silence.

“ My mate,” replied the old man, growing
more like the personification of Hate, the purger
as well as the destroyer of kingdoms. My
matc. Th' lad I went to school wi’, the David
to my Jonathan. He-he! What fools young
folk are. I showed him her photo—an’ he
looked at it cuitous like, an’ then says she isn’t
as nice as some to look at, an’ axes where she
lives. An’ I tells him th’ village, thirty miles
away, an’ her name. An’ off he goes to see her.
My mate! An’ he tells her what none but he
knew, then—though it soon spread after. He
tells her the Masons is a’ fairy-kissed, mad,
dotiled, moonstruck, an accursed race, an’ how
there were oue shut away had tried to murder
one he loved best. An’ th’ week after, I meets
her by th’ Corple Stones, on th’ Heights, an’ she
looks at me fcarsome, but courageous like, too,
an’ she puts strange questions. I’d planned it
for a holiday. An’ she blurts out, sudden, just
as we sa. down to eat, an’ I tried to get a kiss—
¢ Abel, I dursen’t. It’s a’ finished, Abel. Think
o’ the childer!’ An’I looks into her face, an’
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knows what she knows, and it’s a’ finished, an’
Hinson has done it—an’ then, th’ blood rushes
before my e’en, an’ th’ moor fades away, an’ th’
big valley, an’ th’ rocks, an’ Helen’s face—an’ 1
hears her scream, an’ then I knows no more till
I wakens up an’ finds th’ moon has risen, an’
I'm lyin’ in one o’ th’ hollows i’ the rocks they
say the Druids had for their altars. An’ down
i’ th’ valley there’s a lamb cryin’ after its
mother, an’ {h’ sound sort o’ shivers through
me, like it’s tryin’ to tell me something. An’ I
creeps down, {ro’ th’ black rock, an’ sits on th’
slope to rest. An’—then 1 secs something on
my hand—an’ it’s blond where I've struck my
head, an’ there’s froth on my chin. An’ I knows
It's come, an’ ta’en everything, everything. An’
I sees the Corple Stones stickin’ up into th’ sky,
black figures like wild beasts, an’ below th’
valley, an’ about th’ rocks it might be Druids’
spirits, whisperin’, mutterin’, an’ everywhere
loneliness, dead loncliness, an’ Helen fled from
me. An’ I goes up th’ slope again, rcight up to
th’ highest of the Corple Stones, that one that’s
shapen like a black swine—though it’s only wind
an’ rain has carved it—an’ I says if I've Lo wait
thirty, forty, fifty years, I'll be even w1’ Hinson,
an’ his childet, an’ his childer’s childer. An’
then I goes down into th’ valley, an” I meets a
couple o’ young lovers, an’ th’ lad says it’s a
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beautiful neet. He-he ! A beautiful neet! An’
it’s just three hours sin’, thirty years back, by
that clock, that I came down fro’ th’ Corple
Stones—to look down on an accursed world.
An’ three hours sin’, as th’ clock struck, an’ I
thought of it, tha blew in through that door-
hoyle.”

His voice died away. His tones had made the
rude words an epic of hatred, chanted on a black
altar, spattered with a madman’s blood.

“ An’ then ? 7’ prompted Fielding.

The old man started out of a dark brooding fit.

“ Eh—wert speakin’ ? ”’ he asked.

““How did yo’ come by Heclen ? ”’ asked the
tramp.

“ Hinson an’ her got wed, then he were killed
by a fall o’ coal, an’ she took it to heart, an’ she
seemed to ha’ forgotten ’at I might go mad—
or else shc were hard up what to do wi’ th’
child, an’ she sent for me, an’ asks me wi’ her
dcein’ breath will I take her little lamb, an’ 1
promises, an’ brings the child back wi’ me
here, where nobody knows her, or me, or
aught—to Four Gates, off th’ map. An’ I
says my wife is dead, an’ has left me wi’ this
child. An’ thn I tecaches th’ child to call
me father. An’ she shows some soft little ways
—but I checks ‘cm, an’ speaks harsh to her, an’
she shows a hardness strange in a child, an’ when
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I swears at her she swears back at me, an’ when
I threaten her she defics me, wi’ her mother’s
e’en starin’ full at me, an’ her hair the colour o’
his streamin’ round her face, an’ they calls her
a wild cat down i’ th’ village, an’ she leads such
a life as no child ever lived before, I think, for
loneliness, an’ hardness, an’ she’s as proud an’
cowd as a wintry day. An’ then—just as she’s
reached the point o’ not carin’ for death, if 1
killed her, Martin comes, to be a farmer’s boy.
An’ she turns to him like a plant to th’ leet.
They read together, an’ play together, an’ work
i’ the fields together. An’ they keeps growin’.
An’ one neet they ax me can they go to the fair
—an’ Helen has her hair up, an’ a longer frock,
an’ won’t tell Martin what she’s altered herself
for—an’ they go. An’ they come back, changed
out o’ girlhood an’ boyhood, an’ stand there,
hand i’ hand, axin’ me to say it’s all reight.
Ay. They look at me for my blessing. Mine,”
and he laughed again, as if the vision of those
trembling lovers, standing before him in the
firelight, brought gladness to his soul.

Fielding puffed at his pipe. Even his callous-
ness faltered a little before that vision and the
old man’s relentless cruelty.

“ An’ what did yo’ say ? ”’ he asked.

“I told ’em Helen come of a mad race, a race
wi’ a murderer in it—an’ her aunt shut away,
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thinkin’ she were the Queen o’ England bein’
in» danger o’ bein’ poisoned for her crown, an’
Martin he turns fierce-like an’ says ‘ It’s a lie !’
an’ I says ‘Go an’ see her Aunt Milly Mason,’
an’ he looks at me like somebody drownin’, an’
th’ water closin’ round his head, an’ his hand
drops fro’ Helen’s, an’ her eyes grows wild, an’
she sort o’ screams at him, ¢ Martin, don’t leave
me. I'm not ﬂeyed Martin. Don’t leave me,
I'm not fleyed,” an’ I knows she’s got a spirit "at
docsn't tremble before madness, only at bein’
left lonely, like I were left by th’ Corple Stones.
An’ Martin tuins to her, an’ all th’ boyhood has
gone out o’ his e’en, an’ th’ Icet, an’ he shivers,
an’ says, ‘I once saw a mad woman—when I
were a little lad -—an’ he covers his face wi’ his
hand, an’ staggers upstairs. An’ next mornin’
when he comes down he looks ten years owder,
an’ talks o’ goin’ away, an’ then Helen fastens
hersel’ to him, an’—he promiscs to stay, but
not to be married, or lovers, an’ she promises,
an’ they struggle, an’ every day the struggle
gettin’ harder, an’ yet more sweet nor absence
to either—hell together—that sort o’ thing, an’
every time when Martin’s forgettin’, I sends him
to sec her Aunt Milly. Hec-he! Five o’ the best
years o’ their two lives I've had ’em on my rack
—an’ Tom Hinson said I was mad. An’ I acts
mad betimes, just to be cruel, to drag her by the
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hair that’s like Hinson’s, an’ my only fear has
been'lest I kill her outright, an’ miss my revenge.
That’s a’. An’ now, tha’s come. Lad—will ta
have her ? Two thousand pounds handed over
to thee before tha weds her—on conditions tha
weds her.”

“I'll wed her,” said the tramp, ““if it can be
done.”

‘““She’ll be glad an’ fain,” said Mason, with
certainty in his voice. “ She’ll be glad an’ fain.”
Fielding did not look so sure. He detailed to
Mason what he had overheard in the wood.

“ Martin wouldn’t promise ? ”’ asked the old
man, laughing once more, and rubbing his hands.

““No,” said the other.

“He’s worn out. He’ll give in to Helen or run
away from her soon. He's got togoaway. She’s
got to sup the cup I supped by the Corple Stones,
soon,” and he gloated over the misery to fall.

Then, with the lamplight extinguished, and
only the light from the red fire, the shadows
plotting in the corners, they pledged themselves
to the bargain. Nothing would please old Mason
but that the paper be signed with their blood.
So the blood of the penniless and brutalised
tramp and that of the man who was either a
maniac or a builder of frevenge, met on the paper.
It might have made one other than Fielding
Day shrink—that scene in the gloomy farm
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kitchen, with the moss-headed old man, shaken
with silent laughter that ended up in a harsh
note like araven’s. But to the tramp that paper
spelt an entry inlo a world where he would taste
the swectness of power. And if the old fool
wanted a blood-oath, well, why not chuck in
the blood-vath and please him, since he had a
love for melodrama. Then he departed, de-
parted to the room where Martin Scott had come
twelve years ago, as an awkward, lonely, love-
starved lad, to be a farner’s boy. He was soon
stretched on the bed that was made up on the
floor, but as he blew cut the candle that gut-
tered in a winding-sheet, he could hear Abel
Mason building up the kitchen fire, as though
he would sit gloating by it all night, and at times
in his broken slumbers he hali fancied that he
heard the cackling wind-up of that horrible,
silent laughter—and anon the wind beating
against the windows or groaning in the chimney.



CHAPTER III

ALL ON A SWEET MAY MORNING !

LL on a sweet May morning !
A The wood below Four Gates Farmn.
Everything a - hush, a - glimmer, a-
silence in the heart of leafy green.

Sw-i-i-sh !

The wind stole along, crecpimg low amongst
the fragrant flesh-like stems of the bluebells on
the river bank. The flowers tiembled, swayed.
In the movement their colour seemed to datken,
the dancing joy of each hidden heart of burning
told making them change to richer pomp. The
bluebells reflected in the clear river swayed
also It was a drcam within a dream, beauty
within beauty. S-sh! The wind came softly
now, a breath, a sigh. Some exquisite nymph
of Silence stood, her finger laid across her lips,
and whispered “ Hush !’ And then—the wind
came again, jocular, merry, and the million
leaves clapped their hands for glee, as if they
heard in the distance the pipes of Pan, Pan the
wild, the fierce, with his half-animal body and
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singing soul, Pan, the god who shall not die
whilst one tiny wood is left to murmur through
the opal and gold of a May morn.

The gladness of a morning wood | 'Who shall
tell it ? Only Pan, Pan with his wild, gweet
notes, and the throstle with her swelling rap-
ture, the Dlackbird with his mellow contralto,
the kingfisher with his hiilliance, as he darts
from under an old mossy bridge, the dark blue
of his plumage not scen at all, so swiftly he flies
—nothing but a flash of red and gold.

Another day bas dawned in a world that
knows nothing but the present. A flower opens,
a flower fades, a bird-song ends, but the rest
flow on. There is perfect Immortality here, and
the birds on the boughs sing denial of the doc-
trine of Pain, cach note a chant for joy of lifc,
of love, of the fulfilment of Nature’s cnds.
Whilst all the time the wood glows a brighter
emcrald, the grass stirs to a livelier tint, and
the bluebells blaze into sapphire.

Helen was coming along the twisting path
that led from the garden gate down through
the trees to the water-edge. She was singing.
In the light of day her haggard, passionate-eyed
beauty was more striking. She looked like a
Joan of A-c rather than a village belle, a fighter,
a listcner to voices—yet all she was fighting for
was human love.



ALL ON A SWEET MAY MORNING! 49

Behind her stepped the dog, nosing her foot-
steps.

At the edge of the river he lay down whilst
she filled the bucket, which she set amongst {he
bluebells. Then she also sat down, her long
arms clasping her knees. Sitting thus, in repose,
she looked like a longing, typificd. As the dog
whined, she started. It was Martin. He had
just finished milking. Amos Trip had taken
the kits down the hillside, on their way to Brun-
gerly. Scott’s cyes were heavy and red for lack
of sleecp. He had a miscrable, draggled appear-
ance. He was weary, worn out, she was fresh,
fresh from a happy slecp—bought by his unrest.

Reaching her he threw himself down on the
grass, on the other side the bucket that held
the reflection of a branch of flowering currant.
They spoke no single word, after that onc look
at each other—that look which said “ I sec you
again ! ” Martin lay upon the cool grass, his
face turned into it, as though he were half asleep.

His first remark scemed inappropriate to the
morning.

“The Declinc and Fall of the Roman Empire
is a finc book,” he said. “1 read it till the
stars went out. I didn’t scem much, somchow
—nor Four Gates. Before I had scemed all 1.

Helen answercd nothing.

There was a smile in her eyes

E
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The wind went sighing through the wood.

“1It’s peace here,” breathed Martin.

“It’s struggle,” answered Helen, “ just like
in the Roman Empire. The fish will want
worms, but the worms won’t like it.”

Martin half turned his face from the grass to
look at her.

“ What time is it ? "’ he asked.

“ Only six o’clock yet,” she told him.  “There’s
time to go to sleep.”

‘““ I might slcep all day,” he answered drowsily.

“TI'll sit and wake you,” she told him, ““ in an
hour.” .

He looked at her. An hour’s rest! Soon the
toil of the day would start. Twelve hours before
he could close his eyes.

‘“ If you’ll wake me in an hour,” he said, *“ and
—stay where you are.” She smiled consent.
He heaved a sigh of relief, drew a deep breath,
and closed his eyes. In two minutes he was in
a dcad sleep. Helen sat on the other side the
bucket, watching him. There was a truce be-
tween them. She sat and looked at him, drink-
ing her fill of the tired, sallow face. She talked
to him, in a crooning way, very softly, as a
mother might to a child.

““You have never to leave me, Martin,”’ she
brecathed. ‘ Remember. You belong to me.
You mustn’t be afraid. I wouldn’t leave;you
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—if you were ten times mad. Yonu are ugly,
Martin. Why should I care? That is not
reason. You should not reason. Have I ever
asked you to go back generations, Martin, and
see that all your ancestors were wholesome and
strong and good ? You are a coward. My mind
condemns you, sometimes—and yet—you must
never leave me, Martin, never go away where I
cannot see you. Do you remember when you
came to the farm at first ? I liked to think you
were as loncly as I, then. You must never go
away, you cannot. I have stopped you for five
years. You are gelting tired. You will sec that
I am right, I who am nothing but feeling, I
whom you called selfish, once. I will not be
miserable, Martin. I would sooner die. You
cannot take yourself from me. Why did you
come at all if you have to go away again? It
is you who are mad—to imagine you can get
away—from me.”

Then she sat in silence, listening to the mur-
mur of the river, to the wind in the lcaves, and
always watching the sleeper, brooding over him.
She was pacifying a fecar. At the stroke of seven
from the church clock she woke Martin. He
opened his eyes dazedly, blinked, and then said
good-humouredly, “ Been there all the time ? ”
She nodded.

“It is not often you are—good,” he said.
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“I’m tired, too,” she answered.

He rose from the grass, stretched himself, and
took hold of the bucket handle simultaneously
with herself. The wind blew her hair against
his cheek. It flushed, then paled. The two
faces were mirrored in the bucket of water, the
one tempting, the other struggling. The hour
of truce was over.

“Why do you have your hair down ?”’ he
growled.

She did not answer. There was a look in her
eyes as if she waie laughing.  Her fingers touched
his on the cold bucket handle. He let go and
Hclen set the bucket down. She turned and
walked over to an oak, and sat in the bend of
the trunk. He came over towards her, slowly,
iike one who is beaten.

“Onc kiss, then,” he said, as onc granting a
favour.

Helen laughed.

She held herself proudly.

““ I can go without,” she said. Martin started.
He had never thought of that. The desire to
chasc that which fled him took possession of him.

“You could never withhold what I asked,”
Le prophesicd egotistically. She laughed. It
was a tantalising sound.

“The old man will be waiting,” he said, nod-
ding towards the house. ‘“ Helen——"" He was
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humble now. The simulated pride that was only
a decoy dropped from her. Their lips met. She
clung to him—but he wrenched himsclf away.
They picked up the bucket and proceeded to-
wards the farm. As they reached a knoll Helen
paused. The softecned murmur of the river came
to them, the chattering of birds, the rustling of
the million leaves.

The woman’s face was paler than usual, her
cyes darker. The paleness and the darkness of
her gave the suggestion of a passion-flower. As
she paused her body swayed, as a blossom
hurtled by a wind. Martin’s look and hers
met. His was soinbre, veiled, and his mouth
compressed into tight, hard lincs.

“ Martin > breathed Helen.

Her voice was faint, as though spcech were a
mockery and a uselessness.

“Ay,” answered Murtin, taking the full
weight of the bucket, and moving Lis glance to
a leaf of hawthorn that had fallen into it.

The wind went through the hyacinths, the
leaves murmurcd, and the deep undertone of
the river came up to them.

“How can you fight—crush I down, al-
ways ? ”’ she asked, wonder in hier eyes, her tone.

“It,” she had soid—and her hand had pointed
down to the water’s edge. She saw a spirit
gliding amongst the gray rocks, the whispering
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rushes, the cuckoo flowers drenched with river
spray. A townswoman would have said “ Na-
ture.” The countrywoman breathed 1It.”
With the perception of the power, the mystery,
the glory of the priestess she had trembled be-
fore, like a child, her wondering look was fixed
agaein on Martin’s face, full of that question.

“I think,” <aid Martin tersely.

“1 cannot think,” she told him simply,
greatly, “ when I am ncar you.” They went
up towards the house of shadow, the house
where the old man would be waiting ghoul-like.

Abel Mason had not come down as they drew
up to breakfast. Therc was no sound on the
floor above.

“Tha’d better call him, Martin,” said Helen,
in 1he tones any daughter of a farmer might use
to a man-servant. She did noi even look at
him as she spoke. Her gaze was turned upon
the face of the tramp, who was sitting at the
table with the easy unconsciousness of one who
had a right there. She was taking note of his
jaw, his mouth, his eyes, and wondering how
long he weuld stay.

Martin rose.

“Like the look o’ me ? " queried the tramp
boldly, insinuating something into his voice
that said “ man.” Boldness was his chief note.
That was why he could hold his own in the doss-
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house, why he would hold his own in a wider
world and one as unscrupulous 1f more cultured,
why he hoped to tame Helen, Helen who antago-
nised him with the fearless something that
looked out from her eyecs.

Helen turned to sct the tcapot down on the
hob before answering his question  She looked
at him again

“ Happen I do, happen I don't,” she said
cryptically

“That’s a pity,” said the ttamp, as 1f he read
some hidden and unfavouirable mcaning in her
words.

“ What difference can 1t make ? ” she asked
indiffcrently  “ You'll only be here for th’
day "

Was therc some cunning attempt to get to
know how long he was staymg > lhe tiamp
could not tell She could fence as well as him-
self.

“He’s ta’en me on,”’ he said

“ Eh ? ”’ she jerked, and he saw tor a moment
beyond the veil of her acting

““He’s ta’en me on for a goodish while,”” he
said calmly.

“ 1 expectit’s just tall we gct th’ fields mown,”
she said nonchalntly

“ Happen,” said the ttamp daikly

Martin came back and drew up to the table
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“Is he comin’ ? 7’ Helen asked him.

“Hc’s ne’er answered,” said Martin in a per-
turbed way. ‘ Usually he’s down first. It’s
strangc, Hclen.”

Helen looked across at him.

“God’ll not have gt'cn stult,” she said care-
Iesoly.  ““ Happen Lie’s gone out. I'll go up an’
sec.”

She Ieft the room, closing the dvor after her.

“ A fine lass,” commended the tramp, much
as one would admiic points in a dog.

Martin nodded.

““Ay,” he answered laconically.

They heard Helen coming back.

“He’s gone out,” she said. “ He’ll ha’ gone
to look as the Corple Stones hasn’t gone off in
th’ ncct. He goes 1o look at ’em, belimes,”
turning to the tramp, “ an’ comes back lookin’
like he’s been in th’ company o’ Owd Nick. If
he’s been up to th’ Corple Stones we’ll ha’ a
storm when he comes back. He’s a bit leet in
his top stoicy, vou know, so don’t be surprised
if he tells you he’s changed his mind about you
stayin’ on to help a goodish while.”

Martin started as she communicated the fact
that the old man had taken Fielding on to work,
commun cated 1t in a subtle way that the tramp
could not be sure how .o take. It looked as
if she were afraid of the door opening at any
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moment, her father coming in in a storm, and
Martin unawarc that he must be careful of his
demeanour, as there was another worker in the
field.

“ Ay, we’re all a bit touched, we Masons,”
she went on, covering up her tracks about the
warning to Martin. She spoke the awful fact
as unemotionally as though she communicated
that it was peculiar to the Masons to be born
with a longer thumb jeint than most people.
She taced the phantom, pulled the veil from its
face, starcd into its awful cyes, and dared it to
do its worst.

The tramp turned his look from thosce fearless
eycs, that magnificcnl courage, to the face of
Martin Scott. The labourer was looking at
Helen with a glance of 1cluctant admiiation.
The tramp wondered that any man could be
mad enough in his sanc [ears {o think that a mind
of such hardihood could be a sced ground for
madness. It was as grun a joke as any he had
ever heard—cven in the doss-house.  1le could
have laughed aloud to think of 1t all. Martin’s
fear, old Mason’s hatred, Helen'’s love, all play-
ing into the hands of the doss-house tramp, the
man at the bottom, who was going to get up
frqm down under, and cliinb up, up, and up
over the dolts whose indifference had pinned
him fast in a world whose limitations had ever
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irritated him, giving him no scope for his broad-
winged ambition to get,the best out of life.

It was just at this moment that the door was
flung open. It banged terrifically after the old
man. Silenti, grim, looking as if he had been out
all night, he crossed to his chair in the inglenook.
The dog got up and crept towards his feet, then
licked his boots dubiously. The next moment
Nero flew to the other side of the kitchen.

“ Give us my breakfast,” he growled at Helen.
He might have been waiting hours for it.

“It’s ready,” she answered.

““No back answers,” hc commanded. She
was mute.

“ An’ don’t turn stupid,” he yelled, ““ or by
the gods ”

She met his infuriated eyes calmly. He meant
trouble.

“Will you ha’ milk ower your porridge ? ”’
she queried.

“Don’t I allus ha’ milk ? ” he asked.

She pourcd a generous supply on his dish,
without answering.

“ Reach it here!” he commanded, with a
snarl. Shc handed it to him. Hc flung the
contents of the dish behind the fire, with a jeer-
ing laugh, and handed Hclen the empty vessel.
She took it calmly, set it on the table, and sat
down to finish her breakfast. For two minutes
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there was silence in the kitchen. Martin and
the tramp went on with their meal. Helen, too,
ate with a callousness that showed of long usage
to such scenes. Her eyes had a green glow. The
tramp caught a look of warning that she flashed
across to Martin. Itsaid, ““ Be careful We are
in his hands.”

Martin Scott sat with his impassive look
stronger than ever the tiamp had yet scen it.
Once more, as on innumerable occastons, he
was to see Helen bullicd. The hand that held
the spoon shook. Agam Helen looked at him,
at the look with its strange abscnce of fecling
that mcant the kecnest fceling. A gleam of fear
shone in her cyes. She hurried to give him his
cup of tea, and, taking it round to him, touched
his hand as if by accident He stirted in his
chair, and cleared his throat.

“ Haven’t I to have any breakfast this morn-
mg ? ”’ shouted old Mason. ‘‘Leave Maitin
alone, lass. Get summat cooked.”

She was locking at lum, icclhing that he was
coming round to Martin mn his attack—and,
eager to draw the storm down on herself rather
than risk a combat between the two, she showed
a stubborn front.

“T'llha’ it 1eady soon,” she answered sullenly.

“Now,” commanded her father. She got up
from the table, and got the bacon sissling.
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““ There’s a fence broken down, Martin,” said
Mason. ‘‘ What’s the meanin’ on’t ?

There was despotism in the farmer’s voice—
the despotism of a man who holds another
man’s living, and something still dearer, in his
hand.

The woman bending over the pan on the fire
turned swiftly. Iler father rcad a fear in her
eyes—1ilie first fear he had seon, the fear that
he and Martin would quarrc], and that he would
send Martin away.

“[—TI'll see toit, I didn’t know it were broken
down,” said the iton-proud man at the table.

“Tha’d Dbetter,” said Mason insultingly.
Again therc was silence.  Martin had not spoken.
He had aushed his pride back into his heart.

Hc soon pushed his chair back and went out.
Helen followed on the excuse of emptying the
teapot. TIrom his scat the tramp could see that
she crossed over o the dark tigure bent over the
broken fence—-there was a humility in her atti-
tude. Martin raised his head, conscious of
it, conscious that she rcalised what it cost
him to tramp his pride underfvot. The two
shadows met on the sunny ficld, then Helen
returned.

“Tha’s buen a long time emptying that pot,”
said her tather.

“ I went to look at the sow,” she lied. Never
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in all his life had Fielding Day heard a lie that
sounded so truthfully. She lied with the mag-
nitude, the thoroughness, of her naturc; yet,
even as he looked into her unflinching eyes, he
knew that to lic came hard to her. She did it
because she must. The bacon was set out on
the table, and the old man drew up to it. He
had barely eaten two mouthfuls when he jumped
up from his chair, mumbled something about
the bacon being burnt, and then—he had picked
up a knife, and Helen had flown to the other
side the table, as one well practised in such
agility. She watched her {ather’s movements
with the alertness of a cat. His face was wild
in its rage, his cyes glaring so ficicely they
blazed, but whether the look of madness he
wore was rcal or cunningly assumed (o cause
terror, the tramp could not tell.

“ Now, Martin’s not here to come between—
this time,” he chuckled, moving slowly round.
She also moved, keeping the door at her back.
Her face was no paler than its wont. She looked
at the menacing knifc, then at the wild eyes, but
no cry left her lips for help. Her one idea was
to keep the door at her back. The old man
seemed to reard this idea in her cyes. It was a
combat betwecn them, his one desire to get her
away from the door, hers to stay there.

A swift movement and a ncarer lunge of the
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knife drove her a little further than she had
thought, giving the old man the advantage.

‘“Aren’t ta fleyed o’ me, now ? ”’ he cried.
“He-he! Where’s thy courage now ? Call o’
Martin. He’s only two ficlds away.”

““ You dursen’t murder me,” she said, smiling.
“You'd swing for it. Did you do like this wi’
my mother ? ”

A change came over the face grinning into
hers. The knife slackened in his hand. “ Don’t
talk o’ thy mother to me,” he snarled. “ Why
doesn’i ta call o” Martin ? Isn’t he th’ bravest
lad in the world ? He dare face owt—owt at a’,
Martin Scott. Shout on him!”” He saw by her
face that this was jusi what she did not dare do.
To call Martin in was to court what she feared,
the snapping of the last link of the chain, of
Martin going away—of separation that would
be as cruel as dcath. He read her agony in her
face now. He gloated upon it. Pang for pang
he was getting from Tom Hinson’s daughter, an
eye for an eyc, a tooth for a tooth, as the great
law went. He mocked her with the weak in-
decision of Martin Scott, with the memory of
the lad who had dropped her hand from his, all
those years ago—with the knife shining nearer,
yet nearer, and something in his look that made
the tramp recall with a shudder the words that
he had spoken so short a time ago—“I get
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afraid lest I kill her, and lose my revenge.” The
pale face grew paler now, yet the tramp could
not think it was fear. The breath of the old man
was now upon the white cheek, the two pairs of
eyes looked into each other.

“Now,” said Abel Mason. “ Now —will ta
defy me again ? ”

She uttered no word.

The coldness of the knife was at her throat.
Something primitive stirred in her as that cold-
ness pressed her warm throat. She flattened
herself against the wall, her thin arms exiended
on each side of her. She shrunk more at the
feeling of that primeval tetror than at the knife
itself. Her cyes darkened, het face paled almost
to death hue. Her lips partcd—and the old man
stood there, laughing, laughing, mn his horrible
way.

“ Why don’t you kill me, an’ ha’ done wi’
it?” she said in a low, penetraling voice.
“ Kill me, kill me, kill me.”

Again the old man laughed.

The laughter secmed to goad Helen to dis-
traction.

“ Kill me,” she said fearlessly, “ an’ ha’ done
wi’ it.”

“ What die so young ? Goaway ? ” he jeered,
“ where tha’ll never see Martin again, nor the
moors tha loves, nor th’ sun——"
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“I'm not fleyed,” she said.  ** Why don’t yo’
strikc ? I'm not flcyed. Yo’ shall never make
me fleyed. Ncver. Not whalever yo’ do.”
With a swift, unexpected moveiment she snatched
the knifc from him. Her hair showered about
her face as she did so, and thcn— her quick ear
caught a sound, a sound she feared, the foot-
step of Martin Scott. Before she could move,
he entered the doorway—saw her, with the
almost fanatical light shining in her eyes, in-
spired by her rising up against that terror of
feeling the coldness of the knife at her throat.
It was not difficult to bdlieve her the branch of
a mad familv, now, with that ccstasy upon her
death-like ace, her dishevelled hair about her,
and the shining knife in her hand.

“Martin ! 7 she gasped, flinging the thing
away from lLier.

He looked bewildered, horrified.

“What ——?” he began. The word died
away in his throat. She looked at him, saw the
dull horror stealing into his eyes, and realised
his thought. Martin thought she was mad,
Martin, whom she had not called becausc
to do so might imperil his staying at the
farm.

“ Docsn’t she look bonnie ? ” jecred the old
man, who was sitting in his chair in the ingle-
nook. ‘“Docsn’t she look a reight Mason?
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He-he! I'm proud o’ thee, Helen, proud o’
thee.”

“ Martin ! "’ half sobbed Helen. Before she
could say more, the man had turned. He was
rushing away, away, to shut out the sight of
that look he had seen on her face as he had
opened the door, the look that was of the courage
of martyrs, defying animal-fear of the knife,
the look of superhuman mind which he had
taken for the wildness of madness.

“ Martin-—I'm—not—not——" she mur-
mured. The words stuck in her throat. She sat
down by the window. She was not weeping.
Only her eyes were closed, as one enduring in-
tensest suffering. Just at that moment the door
was reopencd. Martin Scott had turned back.
He looked at her. He had forgotten the old
man, the tramp, the outsider, everything but
Helen. He walked over to her side.

‘““Helen ! ” he said. There was a look upon
him of one snapping a fetter.

She looked up with a sudden joy that was
tragic.

“T'd only ta’cn the knife off him,” she said,
pointing to her father. Martin accepted the ex-
planation. Whether it fully accounted to him
for the look he had seen on her face could not
be told.

‘“ Ne’er mind,”’ he said, as a man who has made



66 HELEN OF FOUR GATES

up his mind to something. “ Ne’er mind, Helen.”
He took a trembling hand in his, standing with
clear rcsolve shining through him, a village
Hamlet who at last had left the inaction of
thought. '

She looked at him.

There were tears in her eyes—tcars flung from
the agony of an overjoyed heart.

“ Martin ! ”’ she murmured.

Old Mason had half risen in his chair. There
was panic upon his face, in his blue eyes, in his
attitude.

“Fool!” he jeered. ‘“Steve Mason, her
great-uncle, killed his three little childer—just
because 't were dark, an’ he’d seen a woman go
by the window wi’ a white bloose on.”

Martin was looking at Helen.

‘“ She got that knife to me,” said Abel Mason.

Martin still took no notice.

‘““Ne’er mind, Helen,” he said tenderly. ““ Ne'er
mind, whethcr it’s true or whether it’s not. It’s
all in a lifetime. I'll—stand by thee.”

Old Mason was listening intently, watching
Martin Scott’s face. The panic faded somewhat
from his own. He reseated himself in his chair,
filled his pipe with tobacco, and winked towards
Fielding Day.

There was the sound of steps coming up the
flagged garden path.
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“Th’ Post,” said Abel Mason. “ Open th’
door, Martin.”

Martin Scott moved slowly towards the door,
took the letter, closed the door. Then he handed
it to Mason.

*“ Read it, Martin,” commanded Abel Mason.

Something passed away from Martin, some-
thing passed into him—some subtle change—
as he tore the orange note open. But Helen
did not noticc it. As a sun-worshipper might
stand in ecstasy after an eclipse, she sat, believ-
ing, believing, because she had hoped so much,
clinging because she did not dare but hope,
though hope had cost her so dear.

Martin read it silently.

He murmured the words over to the old

man.
“Tha’ll ha’ to take another jourmey,” said
Abel, as one reluctantly issuing a command.
“ Happen it’ll be th’ last. If that telegram’s
aught to go by, she won't last lung. It’s not one
o’ th’ pleasantest tasks, I know.”

Helen started from her dream of happiness.
She leapt from her chair, and across to the
hearth. There was something almost menacing
in the movement, in the look.

“Yo’ll noan send Martin,” she gasped.
“Yo’ can’t send Martin, yo’ shan’t send him.
What do yo’ allus send him for ? Go yoursel’,

»”
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or send me. I'm not fleyed. Let me go. Let
me see it. Whatever it’s like it’ll not scare me.
Let me go. Let me see my Aunt Milly.”

“I’ll go,” decided Martin hurriedly. “I’ll
“I'm sorry tha’s to go, Martin,” said the old
man. ‘‘ Reight sorry. But there’s nobody else
for ’t. An’ I want to know everythin’ is done
for her ’at can be done. Tha’ll bring back full
word, Martin ? ”

“ Ay ! ” said Martin. ‘“ Ay ! I'll not be long,
Helen.”

His glance met the challenge of hers. In his
was the recognition of a ccrtain danger, which
he would face and conquer— of voices of fear
that would call to him, to which he must not
turn to listen. In her eyes was a look of hope,
of trust, that was sadder than despair. She
went and sat by the window, staring at the
blowing grecn stuff in the garden. Two yellow
butterflies were courting in the sunshine.

She sat there until Martin was rcady.

“ Maybe tha’ll get back to-ncet, Martin lad,”
called the old man, as he stood with the door
half opcn, the sunhight streaming across the
sanded flnor, a scent from the wide outside world
stealing in.

‘ I shall come back to-neet, sure,’”’ said Martin.
He paused, waiting for sométhing. Helen

go
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rose from her seat by the window and followed
him out. The tramp walked over to the window,
concealed himself behind the shutters, and
watched.

“ Sloppin’ an’ slaverin’ about one another ?
asked the old man sarcastically.

* She’s pinnin’ him a bit o’ lad’s-love in his
coat,” reported Fielding.

The old man took a slow, luxurious puff at his
pipe.

“He-he ! ”” he laughed. *‘ Lad’s-love! lad’s-
love!”

T'he tramp came and sat in the chair in the
other inglenook.

*““Tha looks like a November mornin’,”
laughed old Mason. “ There’s naught to be
downcast about. Thy two thousand is safe.
Martin’s done. What he were sayin’ to Helen
were what he felt he ought to say—so he said it,
at last. 'T were more’n half actin’. He werc de-
ceivin’ hissel’. T were th’ reaction o’ scein’ her
wi’ th’ knife—an’ that mad look. He’s been
cavin’ in for some time. A mon can only stand
so much. There’s a terrible deal o’ imagination
about Martin Scott. I saw it in him when he
came here, a little lad. An’--he’ll go away—
an’ the place will call an’ call him- -an’ he’ll hear
it callin’ till he dees. Did ta sce how his hand
shook this mornin’ ? His nerves is goin’. I've
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put extra work on him—an’ shifted his sleepin’
to that dark room wi’ the photos o’ mad folk in
it, an’ Helen’s hung there among ’em—among
my folk. It’s not much sleep he gets. It’s a’
told. He’s done. That were his last struggle,
this mornin’. An’ now he’s gone to see Milly.
She’s terrible, Milly is. An’ by that telegram
she’s worse nor ever she were. An’ he hasn’t
slept none for a long time—an’ how he saw Helen
by the door with the knifc will a’ come back
when he sees Milly, an’ he’ll remember that mad
woman he happened to see when he were a child.
Sometimes I think if it hadn’t been for that, that
memory, fresher because he were a child, he’d
ha’ just snapped his fingers at it a’.”

At the white gate a woman stood, waving her
hand to a man with a sprig of fragrant lad’s-love
in his coat.

When he had gone she did not turn into the
housc, where the two men sat. It was as though
she could not face its oppression again. She
was waiting for great news, and must wait
outside. She sat down by the water's edge, and
watched the wagtails fly to and fro. Then she
fell to thinking of Martin, of just where he
would be by now.

“I’'m goin’ to be happy, happy,” she avowed
passionately to the flowers. * You’re happy,
growin’ where you were meant to be. I'm goin’
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to be happy, like other folk. In a few hours
Martin will be back. I'm goin’ to be happy.”

Her eyes were full of the burning tears of one
who has seen heaven through a loophole in hell.

For the first time she had the blasphemous
feeling that it might be better not to love. She
knew it for blasphemy. Opcning her dim cyes
she stared across a blaze of colour that was life
—a green slope laughing in the sunshinc, and
saw a water-wagtail fly down to the water with
its funny little waggling movement, its white
marks gleaming in the radiance.

It was beautiful, with all its struggle, that
world of nature, she knew. She was part of it,
of the mould, and the last year’s leavcs, and the
moist bluebells.

“I can’t stan’ much more,” she murmured.
‘“ But I've thought that so often. I'm so strong
—s0 very strong.”

Then she looked again at the beauty of the
world. She thought of the days when as a child,
as a lonely girl, she had soaked all that beauty
into herself. After Martin had come it had never
been the same. Human feeling had made her
sec less in the woods, the moors, the hedgerows.
It had becn a passion before Martin came. To
find a bird’s nest had been heaven. It was still
sweet. But her pantheism had become human-
ism. Martin had even spoilt that. She rose
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from the grass, and went slowly upwards to the
farm. She had not been in the wood more than
ten minutes. It seemed ten hours. All the time
she was waiting, waiting, as one between life
and dcath, for the great sign. She was in the
hollow of Martin’s hand, subject to every wind
of circumstance that blew across his sky, and
the loneliness, the inhuman apartness of the sky,
the shuddering feeling that it stretched over a
world cast into being by a blind chance, even as
her lifc, as Martin’s, as the little wagtail’s by the
river was cast, terrified her. Shc turned and
ran, ran staggeringly up through the wet,
tangled grass, up to thc horror-shrouded farm,
where she had suffered so much, running to the
company of those two whom she hated—any-*
where, away from that great lonely void.

The gray shadow of Loneliness clutched her.
The only thing she feared clutched at her. She
was nothing, less than nothing, less than the
little wagtail by the river, if she lost her mate.
There was no meaning behind anything.



CHAPTER 1V

MARTIN COMES BACK FROM HELL

ARTIN had come back from hell.
M He was asleep beside a pool on

the heights of Corple Stones Moor.
Through the windy, starry night he slept, the
moor sounds all about him, black shadows of
sheep passing through the dimness, the little
pool at his side shaped like a cradle and tumbled
full of stars. He was aslcep, now. Gethsemane
was over for a spell.

Sometimes he half woke, a faint sorrow
touching him, a sorrow for Helen’s waiting.
Then Sleep seized him again. Once he dreamed
that he was a little lad again, running over
Brown Moss with naked feet, watching a hawk.
The dream changed, the loneliness of that boyish

time merging into one of more awful horror.
Helen was dead. He tried to cry out. He

struggled to shout, to beat down the very gates

of death, to reach her. Agony turncd round

and round in lus heart, a burning knife—and

then—he sat up, his eyes open, bewildered by

the sight of the Corple Stones sticking up
73
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through the dawn. A world empty of Helen
still crushed him with its barren weight. He
stared up the Corple Stones, rubbing his eyes.
Then he remembered how he had got near
those familiar shapes jutting up into the blue
and rosy sheen of dawn. It was only a dream.
The whir of moorfowl’s wings made a wind on
his face, he heard the startled ga-bak, ga-bak,
ga-ga-bak from a cloud of grouse, whilst away
below him rolled a valley of opal mists shot
through with the golden fires of a day that yet
held a living Helen. Fool! He had been think-
ing not many hours before of ships and the
sea, ships that carry men away from problems
they cannot face, flying, eager ships that carry
men into lands so far away that there they can
start anew. Then the gods sent a dream of a
dead Helen. The swecat of agony was on his
brow. His resolves were gone.

Shakily the strong man rose to his feet. Self-
contempt was in his heart. He steered his way
across the dew-drenched bents, over the earth-
bobs green enough for fairy-thrones, across the
coarse gray grasses and fine rusty-tinted
ones hiding water-holes, some of them man-
deep. H.» was going back to Four Gates, and—
no nearer the solution of his problem than when
he had climbed those heights vowing ncver to
come down tfll he had solved it.
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He wanted to look at Helen with the others
there, to let reality blunt that dream, until she
had no advantage to reap from his secret
recollection of it. She was strong enough, in her
conscienceless pursuit that ran him down with-
out shame, because her love was as shame-
lessly pure as the water seeking its own level.

For an hour Martin walked on across the moor.
There was something monotonously soothing in
the steady march forward, from earth-bob to
earth-bob, through thec tangled grass and
whitened rushes, pressing the bents down over
the water-holes with his boots, and hearing the
sucking sound following his footsteps. He
came to the edge of the moor. Another valley
lay below him. Leading down to it was a steep
path that ran through a world of fresh, un-
curling bracken fronds. They clung about his
feet. Therc was nothing to be heard but the
cold tinkle of a northern rill, or the movement
of little moor crcatures scurrying away from
Martin’s feet. Once he almost stepped upon a
tawny-backed frog. It seemed a world without
problems. It secmed that he might put his
problem by—here in this world of bracken and
sky. Something of the morning gladness stole
into his mind. And at the back of his mind,
with every step, he was foolishly, deliriously
glad that Helen was alive.
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Then, the gods made him again their sport,
flinging him from mood to mood. He heard a
foolish, pealing laugh that brought him to a
standstill. He looked all round, but only the
waving bracken ranks met his gaze. Yet the
sound was that he had heard once in the silence
of the night.

Ss—sh !

The wind went through the bracken.

He watched the swaying, sappy stalks, the
nodding tops uncurling to the sun. Then, in a
flash, he caught sight of a great head, with a
shock of thatch-like hair, a pair of vacant eyes,
and the slobbery animal mouth. The face
leered on him from a break in the foliage. He
knew that face.” He was lookmg at the idiot son
of a poor widow down in the wvalley below.
Silas was lying down in the bracken. Martin
knew that he should pass the cottage door of the
widow, but he did not call to Silas to go down
with him. A dull rage against the gods took
possession of him. He left the hill world, taking
the sheep-track, hard and stony, but for a long
time he heard that mirthless laugh ringing after
him.

As he touched the road that was made by
man, he paused and looked up at the hill. It
was now a wonderful cloud of grey patched with
moss-green where the bracken was, tinged with
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yellow where the bare clay was piled. His jaw
was gripped. His eyes had the look the tramp
had noticed in the inn, as if some crater in his
soul were opened. He was thinking of that old-
young face with the something missing behind
it.

“God!” he mumbled from between half-
clenched teeth, ‘what man could risk it?
And Helen——"" Then he went on, with bent
head, amazed at the conscienceless way of
women. Hc almost stumbled upon a pair of
rabbits, that scurried through the briar hedge.
They were happy in therr world, happy, and
without conscience, even as Helen Martin,
world-bound, was trymg to think!



CHAPTER V

HELEN VISITS A STRANDED FEMALE

HEN Martin had been thinking of
\; \/ Helen as waiting for him in the
farm, she had not been there at
all. After tea was cleared away she had sat by
the table, till dusk fell, and the lamp was lit.
Old Mason sat in the inglenook, his eyes closed,
his legs crossed. He looked like some evil god.
He was not asleep. At times he shot a loud
and unexpected laugh into the stillness, to
test Helen’s nerves. But the pale woman, with
her hand resting listlessly on the story of The
Decline and Fall of the Roman Emgpire, did
not start. The old strong stillness that had
been rent from her, in the stress of the morning,
had closed round her again. Her eyes, wide and
dark, stared at a big, ash-coloured moth flutter-
ing round the flame of the lamp. She had com-
manded the tramp, who was sitting on the other
side the table, to catch and put it out into the
garden. He answered by dropping the insect
on the live coals. From the shadowy corner
78
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that cross-legged giant had laughed again.
Looking stealthily towards Helen he saw the
listlessness of the pale woman broken by a flash
of hatred, as she looked at the tramp. Then she
had turned to her book once more.

A knock came to the door. Helen opened it.
The scent of wet lad’s-love came to her.

“ Please, Miss Marsh is poorly, and says will
you come ? ”’ piped the treble of little Agnes
Trip.

‘“ Come in, Aggic,” said Helen, and led her in
by the hand.

“Your bonnet’s untied,” she continued, «nd
stooped to make a bunch under the little
soft chin. The look of passionless cndurance
was gone. The curves of the lips softened. In
the stoop of the slim figure was the ancient
graciousness of the mother. Her glance
devoured the soft little face, its childish colour-
ing, then, carried out of her habitual reserve,
she bent and touched Aggic’s cheek with her
lips. From his corner old Mason watched her.
The gleam of a sudden idea shot into his half-
opened eyes.

“ Were't dark coming up here, Aggic?”’
asked the woman who had no fear for herself.

She was stooping again, arranging the ribbons
on her bonnet ; her voice had a croon in it, the
croon that only Martin had heard.
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“I'm fleyed o’ th’ lone,” confessed the child,
looking up into that pale face. “I don’t like
slecepin’ by mysel’.” She slid her hand into
Hcelen’s. The sight of the moss-headed, old
man in the corner scared her.

Again the old man laughed.

‘““Some are horn to ha’ bed-mates, Aggie, an’
some to go wi'out, an’ allus be i’ th’ lone, day
an’ nect.  An’ then when they’re put to bed wi’
a spade, wi’ their heads on th’ gravel, they go
on sleepin’ by theirsel’s, i’ th’ lone an’ dark.
There’s many such i’ Four Gates Churchyard.
Miss Marsh’ll be one.  There’s many such. Eh,
Hclen 2 ”

“ There’s nothin’ to he fleyed on 1’ th’ lone
or th’ dark, Aggie,” said Helen.

“ Then—you’re not ficyed o’ th’ lone?”
asked Aggic.

Helen did not answer. The old man laughed
viciously from the chimney-nook. His daughter
took no notice. She was watching the clock.
She had moved to the table and leaned upon
it. There was only the tick of the clock, the
fall of a cinder, the growling of the dog from
under the scitle, in its old antipathy to the
tramp.

“ Arta goin’, Helen ? ”’ asked the old man.

“ Has Miss Marsh sent for the doctor ? ”
Helen asked the child, ignoring the query.
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She shook her head.

‘“ Aren’t any of th’ naybours goin’ in ? ”

“ They've all fallen out wi’ her,” said Aggie.

‘¢ She were once a fine, givin’ lass, Sue Marsh,”
continued the old man, as if speaking to himself.
‘““She’d ha’ gi'en Joe her soul, an’ asked him
what he wanted after that; but he were like
th’ chap ’at were told by th’ butcher that th’
beefsteak were tender as a woman’s heart, an’
axed for sausages. He he! He left her, Joe
Gillibrand did, an’ shipped to America. Wanted
to get out o’ her way. She liked him too much.
It sort o’ tired him. Men be built that way,
Helen. Ay, queer fish we are. So Sue were
left. An’ she grew into a selfish, grabbin’,
crotchety, twisted thing—Tlike she is now. Some
women are so. Some goes out o’ theirselves wi’
bein’ left lone, an’ some goes in an’ moulders
there, an’ th’ stronger they are th’ more
twisted they get—unless they’re Christians,
when they take to dogs an’ cats an’ other folks’
childer, an’ meddlin’ with other folks’ troubles.
But Sue was a strong, proud, axin’ lass, as
wanted summat for hersel’, summat a’ her own,
—summat o’ thy make, Helen.”

His daughter stared back into the malignity
of his eyes.

“I’d ne’er be left,” she said, tonelessly. “ Sue
Marsh were to blame. What did she let him

G
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leave her for ? If she couldn’t howd him it
served her reight, bein’ left lone.”

As she spoke she was moving towards the
clothes-closet, and a moment later took out
her black cloak.

“Tha’rt goin’, then, Hclen ? ” queried the
old man.

“ Ay,” she answered.

“ An’ what about Martin’s supper ? ”’ he
asked.

“ Martin mun get what he can catch,” she
said.

“ When wilta be back ? ”’ asked her father.

“T’ll be back by noon—whatever happens,”
she said, donning her cloak.

The old man was looking at her.

“Tha looks like a nun i’ that, Helen,” he
said jeeringly. ‘Look at her,” addressing the
tramp. ‘ Isn’t she like a nun? He he, look
at her, her ¢’en, her lips, her forehead ! Doesn’t
she look like she could say good-bye to th’
world an’ fix her eyes on glory to come ? He
he!”

Helen regarded both the grinning faces.

Her own was calm. A faint smile was written
upon it.

“If any took it into their heads to brick me
up alive,” she said, “ they’d be fain to let me
out.”
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“There’d be holiness for thee, Helen. He
he ! ” said her father.

" ¢ Life, all on it, is holy enough for me,” she
said. “I’d hate to ha’ a halo painted round
my head, to set me up above the others. I'd
sooner be buried in a red shroud than a white,
wi’ those little forget-me-nots at my breast, an’
my hands crossed. ’Twould be a lie to send
me to the grave so. I'd fight wi’ my tceth an’
my nails to be what Nature meant me to be !
"Twould be hard for them that bricked me up
alive. Look at my e’en, an’ my lips—an’ don’t
think I'm ashamed o’ ’em or cver will be.
Nobody’ll ever make me shamed o’ life, all
on it.”

Taking Aggic by the hand she went out into
the blue dusk. The laughter of her father and
the tramp followed them out.

Old Mason left his seat and pcered through
the crack in the window-blind.

‘“ She’s carrying her,” he said, with a fierce
joy ip his tone. ‘ Carryin’ her—an’ thinkin’
how "twould be sweeter still if she were hers an’
Martin’s, thinkin’ how she’d go through hell for
sich joy, an’ laugh at it a’ the while. She were
made to live an’ love, an’ give an’ take, more’n
most, as if to make her suffer more. An’ she
shall go down to her bed i’ th’ dark wi’ empty
arms, an’ sufferin’s barren o’ fruit, an’ th’ love
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o’ her heart dried up like burnin’ sand was
poured into it. Bricked up alive! She’ll be
fain to be that, an’ won’t ha’ that peace. Thee
an’ me to watch her, Day, likc she be a prisoner,
to watch her i’ her agonies—when she’d fain
creep away like an animal. She’s built to creep
in a hole when hurt. An’ allus four eyes a-watch
on her, so that she cannot weep, nor pray, nor
cry out, but we’ll hear her. An’ never a child’s
eyes to look at the sadness o’ her face—an’ at
the end, for I'll live to see the end, for she’ll
break to pieces undcr it, to hear her wail at a
life without flowers or fruitage—an’ then—it’s
sad, but she’ll get away fro’ me, then. An’ as
she dees she’ll think o’ Martin, an’ how she’ll
sleep i’ thy grave, when she hates thee, an’
thee an’ me’ll stand by to watch her, an’ as she
goes I’ll tell her how Martin left her an’ ’twas
all for nothin’—for nothin’.”

He sat down in his chair in the nook, laughing
horribly. Then he looked across at Fielding
Day.

“How much of a brute arta, Field ? ”’ he
asked, curiously. ‘“ She has a way with her,”
warningly. “Martin has been struggling to
get away these five years. She might beat
thee.”

A thin thread of fear was in his voice. Day,
cravin to be a tin god, was yet—a man. There
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were brute beasts that women turned into men,
sometimes.

If this happened, his revenge became a broken
thing. He looked at Day. There were no signs
of softness in that wolfish grin.

“T'll make her my slave, or I'll bray her 1o a
mortar,” said the tramp. “TI’ve said it once
before—I’ll break her heart, or I'll brecak her
neck.”

Old Mason’s eyes glittered.

Then a shadow crossed his brow.

“ But,” he said, ‘“ the mind o’ her, mon, the
mind that looks out of her e’en! The soul o’
her, as parson would say, what about that ?
"Twould escape thee, somehow, like quicksilver.
I’'ve bruised her flesh often, when she were a
child—but her e’en allus stared at me so, like
summat I couldn’t get at. What about that?”

Fielding laughed shortly.

“ When a boss had my body,” he said, “ he
had my soul, if I’ve got one, damn him. She’s
never belonged to anyone before, remember
that. It’s only bin negative sufferin’. Wait
till it gets to th’ positive. Give me her body,
an’ I'll put her soul through hell-fire. But it’s
against human nature to do things like that for
nowt-—an’ cvery time I put th’ screw on I'll
want some compensation for th’ loss my moral
balance has sustained.”
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He looked gravely at the old man.

Old Mason looked back at him steadily. Then
he burst out laughing, and Fielding Day joined.

“To th’ end o’ my fortunc, Day,” said the
old man, regarding him again. “Let me see
th’ fear look out o’ her c¢’en, th’ fear I felt i’
my heart, a’ them years back, lest her mother
leave me. Let me see ’t, an’ I'll pay for it,
twenty shillin’s to the pound.”

Helen left Aggic at the door of the Trips’
cottage, and went on towards that where Sue
Marsh lived. She was somewhat surprised at
Suc sending for her.  Except for comments on
the weather the two women were not intimate.

It was the last house in Four Gates.

When Helen stood before the rickety gate
she saw that the white blinds were dropped
to the bottom. No ray of firelight or lamplight
radiated the house. On the doorstep Sue’s blind
white cat, Mary, mewed for admittance.

Heclen knocked on the door.

The sounds echoed as through an cmpty
shell.

Then there was deep silence. At length Helen
caught faint sounds. It was a weird murmur
of pain urawn from unwilling lips, mingled with
a noise like the chattcring of teeth. ‘Helen
pressed the latch down, but the door did not
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yield. Sue was locked in. She might be
dying, but had not unlocked her door, lest she
be rabbed.

Helen knocked again.

Then she stooped and placed her lips to the
keyhole.

“Sue, Sue!” she called. “Open th’ door.
It’s only Helen—Heclen Mason.” But the
moaning went on, mingled with the mewing of
the cat. It was useless to appcal to the neigh-
bours. Sue Marsh wanted none of them, nor
they of Sue Marsh. There was nothing to do but
sit down and wait for Sue to recover sufficiently
to open the door. Helen sat on the doorstep.
The blind white cat crept under her cloak. She
was not greatly disturbed. The door would
open, sometime, or it would remain closed. Her
own agony was uppermost. There were some
hours to pass before Martin came back, and all
was won or lost. It mattered nothing to her
where those hours were spent. She was on the
rack. It might havc becen awful to some to
sit on the other side of that door, in the gloom
of the weed-grown garden through which the
wind sighed, the shadow of a black trcc hiding
her from sight of the passers-by, if any came.
But the awful had been familiar to Helen as
far back as memory went. There was some-
thing of tragic harmony that the woman who
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might be left to face the ‘lone ” should sit
and listen in the gloom of twilight to the
moaning of the woman who had been left lone
twenty-five years ago. Whilst she sat there she
was planning how to meet every possible mood
of Martin’s on his return. She became con-
scious at last that the moaning within the house
had ceased. She attacked the door again.
There was utter stillness, but looking through
the keyhole she became aware of the glimmer
of a moving light. It wavered from side to side.
Occasionally there was the sound of teeth
a-chatter. She could not sec Sue, as some
object partially blocked the aperture.

“Who's therc ? ”’ asked a weak voice, tinged
with suspicion.

“ Only Helen,” said the woman in the cloak.

‘““Helen what ? ”’ cross-examined the voice.

‘““Helen Mason,” was the answer. There was
the sound of sevcral bolts being pulled back,
creaking in their rusty sockets. The door
opencd. A skcleton-thin woman, taper in hand,
shedding a light on a pallid, blue-lipped face,
pecred out. Sue Marsh had the face of a corpse,
save for the gleam of the decp-sct cyes, and the
keenness with which she surveyed Helen.

“Com~ in,” she invited.

A gust of wind blew out the light.

Into the daikness of the death-like house



A STRANDED FEMALE 89

Helen followed the woman, whose movements
she could discern by the yet lingering spark of
the taper. Its smoky warmth of wax was
further reminiscent of candles burnt for the
dead. The smecll of a house situated in a hollow,
and warmed by few fires, greeted Helen like
the mouldiness of a vault. A shudder went
through her, not of fear, but that she had becn
called upon to view a fate that might be her
own, cven at the moment when it was trembling
in the balance. Whilst in her proud heart was
the crushing scnsc that she lay in the hollow
of Martin’s hand, for his tossing away, or
keeping.

“ Mind catchin’ thy hcad agen th’ rafters,”
warned the chattering voice. “ Jim O’Brien
hung hissel’ on it through gettin’ that lass i’
trouble. They say he haunts 1t, but I’ve never
sin him. I'm too owd for him, maybe! Too
owd an’ too ugly. No, I've never sin him..’
Her cynical laughter was checked by some
spasm that clicked her tceth together. Hclen
passed from one dark room into a darker one.
The mewing of the blind white cat went before
her.

“I'm goin’ to ha’ another do,” said the
voice. ‘‘ Shape thyself, lass.” She cvidently
dropped into a chair, for there was the creaking
of it beneath her, and that rattling sound of
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shaking limbs, chattering teeth, and the low
murmuring had begun again. Helen groped
everywhere for matches, but could find none.

““Howd my hand,” commanded the voice
brokenly, ‘“ or I'll be shaken to bits.”

Somehow or other Helen groped her way to
that clammy, bony hand, and steadied its
shaking. Then she found the other hand and
held that, too. Whilst all the time as she kx\xelt
in the darkness it was to her like her own
youth kneeling and holding the hands of her own
old age—an okl age lonely, dwindled, cold with
suspicion and morbidity.

But at length it was over.

Sue Marsh managed to gasp out where the
matches werc. Helen found the lamp and lit
it. The yellow light lit up the little kitchen,
shining on the woman laid back in the chair,
her cyes closed, her lips a blue linc, her thin,
pale hair shaken round her face by the violence
of the spasms that had passed.

There was a bed in the corner of the room,
and to this Helen dragged her almost helpless,
strangcly madc friend. When Sue was laid on
the bed, and half-undressed, she turned her face
towards Helen. Her eyes gleamed in their
hollow . ockets.

“1 think,” she said grudgingly, ‘“ tha might
kindle a bit o’ fire. Tha’ll happen be cowd.”
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Whilst this order was carried out she watched
her. Helen knew that each tiny cobble of coal
was counted. Whilst the fire flickered in the
cold chimney, the woman on the bed revealed
glimpses of her contorted mind to the pale-
faced girl fanning the flames.

She lay on her side, her face turned to Helen,
who was knceling on the fender. The cracked,
blue lips might never have been warmed by
a lover’s kiss. They were clipped close, verit-
able purse-clasps. She had ripped her bodice
open in her struggling for breath during the
heart-spasm ; it was still open. Lead-coloured,
withered breasts hung like empty bags, misers’
bags that had given nothing. The lonecly
shadow of herself was on the wall, as it had been
these many years, moving when she moved.

It was a strong face, with good features, but
it was ugly. She had stood alone, lived alone—
and had that ghastly rescmblance to a corpse.

‘““I’ve nobody to thank for nowt,” she said
gloatingly, her eyes fixed upon Hden’s face.
‘“ Not many can say that, lass, eh ?

Helen shook her head.

It was slightly bowed, that dark head with
the hood slipped from it, almost as if she did
not dare to look too closely at that pride-
ravaged countenance. There was too much
similarity between the fate of this woman and
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what her own might be, for her callous and dis-
passionatc on-looking. If Martinleave her, would
not that be the tendency of her own wild
nature, to shut off her kind, want no pity from
them, no love, no crust of bread ? There were
only one pair of hands from which she could
take love, as a wild bird taking crumbs, and
those werc Martin’s. Therc was an intensity
upon her face as she fanned the fire. She might
have been fanning the love in Martin’s heart.

“No, nobody to thank,” murmured the
woman on the bed. ‘““It’s gospel truth. It’s
good to think of it. I say it ower to mysel’,
cvery neet, as I put th’ lamp out. ‘ Nobody to
thank, nobody to thank.””

Helen listened to the ritual of a starved life.

‘““An’ I say I've done very weel. There’s
them can’t get along wi'out a chap o’ some mak’.
They be a lot o’ trouble, fellies. An’ what they
bring. If men and women never come together
there would be no trouble. An’ what brass
saved! An’childer—what arc they ? They tak’
all your brass to bring 'em up into folk, an’
then they start makin’ trouble for theirsel’s,
an’ them as nossed ’em. It’s a’ to risk. It’s a’
to risk. I've gotten along very weel. An’ if
I've gotttn nowli, I've ta’en nowt. But some
wouldn’t like to be lone.”

She was staring at Helen.
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Helen was looking back at her. She had
ceased to fan the fire. She was listening to this
old age of hers speaking of needing nothing,
giving nothing, unaware that its creed was that
of those rotting in Four Gates Churchyard.
A corpge lay there, its pallid lips speaking joy-
lessly of taking no risks, no chances of change,
morbidly thankful that it was left undisturbed
in the dust. There was a fascination to her in
looking at what shc might becomc. She had
always looked her fears full in the face.

‘“ An’—when you dce ? *’ asked Helen’s voice.
“ Won’t you feel like you'’re goin’ away only
knowin’ half—like someone has only had feelin’
down one side o’ their body ?” Her words
trailed off into the silence of the mouldy
house. .

“It’s only trouble I've missed, trouble an’
toil,” answered Sue. But her cyes glecamed.
The voices of her dcparted youth called to her.
‘“It’s only trouble I've missed, an’ poverty, an’
things always mm a toss. An’ I've a pot o’
brass.”

‘“ But never to have had a child close to you,”
said Helen. ‘ To go down into th’ dark with-
out knowin’ that—an’ to know that the sun
weren’t shinin’ on a face that had somethin’
o’ you in it! To have none to weep for you as
you were put into th’ earth. Just to be put
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into th’ earth, like a stray cat, an’ th’ end on it,
there. Scems like those who havén’t had love
haven’t had a soul! To bc buricd—like a stray
cat!”

The woman on the bed had raised herself
on her bony elbow.

She looked resentfully at Helen. Through the
dust that was strewn upon her came the tumul-
tuous longings of life, the sound and clash of it,
the laughter and tcars of it.

“Tha’rt thinkin’ o’ Martin Scott,” she said,
so unexpectedly that Helen started back as if
she had received a blow. “Tha’rt mad on
him. All Four Gates knows on it. Even I
know—shut off like I'm i’ my coffin. For that’s
how tha thinks I am. I can se¢ it in thy
face.”

Helen sat as if carved in stone.

All Four Gates knew.

“1 saw yo’ both stood under th’ yew-tree,
one neet,” said thc old woman. ‘“ Joe Gilli-
brand an’ me stood there, just th’ varra same,
years agone. An’—he left me.”

Then her tone changed.

She turned eagerly to the woman kneeling
motionless on the fender. The fire was dying
down, a ntful flame or two vainly trying to
fasten round the coals.

“Tell me a’ that’s goin’ on,” she begged,
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cravingly. ‘ Tell me who'’s courtin’, an’ who'’s
to be marrit. I'm not as dead as tha thinks.
I’'m alive—burnin’ alive, sometimes. A’ this
courtin’ an’ marryin’ catches at me. It’s th’
only thing interests me, after th’ brass I pour
into my lap. I muffle mysel’ up i’ dark cloes,
so nobody could tell me if they saw me, an’
steal out o’ dark neets to listen to lovers talkin’
behint hedges—an’ when I come home here I
say over again all their silly passionate talk.
I'm alive, Helen Mason, alive, though I'm
buried. Who’d think an old woman like me
would steal about like a ghost o’ ncets ? Now,
aren’t I alive ? ”

Helen did not answer. She was clasping and
unclasping her hands ncrvously. She felt
sickened.

‘ What'’s ta think of it, lass ? ”’ queried the
old woman. ‘ Aren’t I alive?”

Her hollow eye gleamed in its socket.

She seemed to challenge Helen, to challenge
the dream of her own youth, with its healthful-
ness and proportion.

““ Horribly alive,” Helen answered, shiver-
ingly.

“ An’ what does ia think on it ?”’ asked the
old woman.

“I'd rather dee,” said Helen, passionately.

What she looked at was a corpse, with a
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corpse’s contorted view of life, a corpse whose
starved longing for human love had grown
into discase, so that now there was nothing left
to interest her but gold and sex.

“I used to think I'd deec,” said the old
woman. ‘‘ But -1 went on livin’. An’ at last
I got used to it, catin’ an’ slecpin’, just like it
mattered. Think on it, allus th’ empty house,
an’ th’ echo o’ my own fcet, an’ allus my
shadow there, an’ meals lone, an’ the long lone
neets—an’ then T got used to it, an’ clung to it,
an’—ay, it’s strange how we get used to
things when we mun. An’ when I felt alive,
alive an’ suffcrin’ agen, I would steal out an’
listen to lovers. Am I awful, Helen Mason ?

Helen looked into the pallid face.

“ Anyone that docen’t get bread thinks on
it a’ th’ time,” she said. ‘ You've been a-
hungered. An’ you haven’t deed—only half-
decd—that’s a’. Life isn’t like you think. It’s
full o’ things bcsides passion. An’—I don’t
think I care for Martin Scott as you cared
for Joe Gillibrand.”

She had confessed to Sue Marsh as she might
to the shadow of her own old age. Sue Marsh
had spoken as she might to her own lost youth.
They looked into each other’s eyes. Helen
stood tall and pale, like something opposing
a flood that was sweeping nearer. The old
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woman laughed. Her laughter said that she
thought Helen very young.

‘ How does ta like Martin ? "’ she queried.

Helen paused. When the words came they
rushed forth from the deeps of silent yecars.
She was not confessing to Sue Marsh, but to
that shadow of her own old age.

“How ? "’ she crooned. ‘‘ Why, th’ ground
he walks on, th’ old coat he wears—when 1 see
him far off, an’ when I see him near, when he
frowns an’ when he smiles, an’ when he quotes
from books an’ thinks hisscl’ wise, an’ when
he thinks hissel’ strong—an’ a’ about him.
For better or worse, if he wcre a leper, or a
murderer, an’ a’ against him. That’s how.”

Sue Marsh sank back on her pillows.

She was smiling.

“ That were just how I cared for Joe,” she
said. “Lass! Lass! It’s best for such as we
be to wed wi’ one we care naught for. Th’
other would walk over us.”

All night long Helen stayed with her, holding
her shaking hands when the spasms came on,
watching her fascinatedly as she slumbered
between, when exhausted, listening to the
talk of this starved woman, turning always in
the direction of sex or gold, the two obscssions
of her perverted mind, listcning in sickly horror.
When she left that house in the grey dawn she
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was years older. Something of the scene she
had left had eaten into her. She cast fearful
glances behind her, leaving that house of living
death.

She peered in at the farm window and saw
the kitchen was empty. Martin had not yet
returned. Several things told her this.

She passed noiselessly out from the garden
and down the hill-side, 1ill she came to the
wood, a-thrill with morning. The blue world
of the wild hyacinths was a-dance. She saw
nothing of it. Thec screws of her rack were
turning, turning. She was waiting and listen-
ing for Martin, to catch the first glimpse of his
face as he approached, with her destiny in his
hand. She was waiting, desperately strong to
fight for Ler very soul.



CHAPTER VI

ALMOST WON

IKE a cat watching for its prey, Helen
was watching for Martin. Her body

was almost hidden in the long grass.
Coal-black hair streamed wide on cach side her
face. Through the dark, shining meshes of it
the bluebells burned. Out of the whiteness of
her face her eyes shone with a light that would
have had her burned as a witch in olden days.
Her lips were vividly red. She was ever biting
them. The black cloak was tossed over the
bough of an ivy-strangled oak some yards
away ; it waved solemnly and slowly in the
wind.

The old blouse of soldicr-red, open at the
throat to allow her to breathe more freely,
gave her a look unlike the women of Four
Gates.

She was looking through the round, deep-
shadowed arch of the old lichen-lined bridge.
The half-circle of the arch mirrowed in the
water completed a perfectly rounded frame,
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wherein was set a vignette of the real and
imaged world, shimmering green and golden
glory, interspaced with springtime sky. If a
bird flew from one bank to the other there
seemed Lo be two, one in air, one in water. The
wagtail on the still grey stone was preening its
wing in the wave below.

Away beyond a pebble-white bank the river
curved mysteriously out of sight.

She was waiting for Martin. She looked
again at the still reaches of river at her feet,
charmedly still like some crystal-gazer.

She was watching for Martin.

For seven hours she had waited thus. Twenty-
eight quarters had chimed {from the square, grey
tower of Four Gates church. She had stirred
slightly whenever that sound broke the still-
ness, until the last stroke. At the last stroke
she had not moved at all, as if she had inured
hersell to wait till the crack of doom, if needs
be. Many pictures had passed into that mirror
at her feet, from school-children on their way
to school, to old age, hobbling along with “one
foot in the grave ”; a pair of lovers had kissed
there unwitting of one who watched them
hungrily ; a young mother had paused to rest
there with her baby ; the whole gamut of human
life had passed over the old bridge to be re-
flected at the feet of the woman in the grass.
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At last, into the mirror, stepped the figure
she had waited for.

She did not start.

She was looking intently into the mirror

Martin had stopped midway on the bridge.
He was hatless. His face had its most emg-
matic expression, and that dark sallowness ot
tint which in times of crisis was cver accen-
tuated. He looked towards the farm once,
then down at the waters. He was alone, and for
aught he knew, unwatched. But no shadow
of what he felt or thought crossed his counte-
nance. He had wrapped himselt round in sheet-
ice. It was his most difficult mood. He would
be sombrely cold, answering in monosyllables.
Helen coiled herself face downwards in the
grass. There was no need 1o look further. She
had seen and knew. When she looked up again
the bridge was empty. Martin had gone.
Would he take the gap in the hedge and come
down by the river, or proceed up the lane to
pass through the farmyard? If he came
down by the river she would know that under
that enigmatic look was hidden some indecision,
that he was taking the longest way round
because he was afraid—afraid of her.

Placing her ear to the ground, she listened.

There was the soft, swaymg sound from the
bluebells, the fine, almost inaudible voices of
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myriads of grass-blades, the murmur of winged
insects, and always the deep, solemn undertone
of the river, like a great rich chord with which
all the slighter sounds blended, aerial laughter
harmonising with the chant of a god.

She heard the crackling of the hawthorn
boughs pushed aside as he came through the
gap in the hedge. He had chosen the river-
path. She coilea herself more closely in the
deep grass. Whenever she came down into
that wood a wild, pagan faith always shot
her through, from the memory of the spell
she had cast there. She felt herself twice
as strong in the wood, and Martin twice as
weak.

She watched him advance. He was thread-
ing his way to avoid crushing the bluebells or
any little life of the grasses. The paradox of the
humanitarianism that could keep her soul on
the rack, yet shudder lest the pulp of a bluebell
be crushed back into the sod, gave her a wild
desire to laugh. Never before had she felt like
laughing at so unfitting a moment. Her throat
throbbed, too. A pulse had sprung into it
suddenly and feverishly. She pinched herself
fiercely to shake off this strange feeling. She
must be strong, strong as those who fight for
their very existence. She must be alert, like
an animal.
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When he was within some yards of her she
sat up unexpectedly.

‘“ Martin ! ” she cried.

The blood rushed to his brow.

He stood looking at her. She was sitting in
the grass, little bits of it sprinkled over her.
The sun was shining full on her. She was
laughing | She had said “ Martin,” like a child
playing hide-and-seek. He wondered if she
knew that laughter curved her mouth so that
it drove him almost wild to refrain from kiss-
ing it.

“ It seems a long time sin’ tha went, Martin,”
she said, as he waited for her to firc the first
shot.

She had fhg’d him. He knew she was most
dangerous, then.

“ Ay,” he answered.

He directed his glance towards the farm.

“How's my Aunt Milly?"” she asked,
formally sympathetic.

“ Dead,” he answered.

“Dead!” ejaculated Helen. He saw her
soul in her eyes.

“ Ay, dead,” he said, with formal reproof.
“ Aren’t ta sorry ? ”’

‘“ I never tell lies,” she said, *“ if 1 can help it.”

‘“ There isn't another woman in Four Gates
but would—"
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He stopped.

‘‘ Tha should ha’ bin a local preacher, Martin,"”
she gibed. He opened his lips as to answer the
taunt, then closed them again.

“I can’t help havin’ been brought to Four
Gates,”” she added.

Helen went on: ‘““I've never scen Aunt
Milly. Blood’s thicker than water, I know,
but fire’s fiercer than eithe:. Love’s fire. How
far can ta go back, Martin ? Thice generations
at most—then a’s misty. An’ what’s behind
that mist ? Disease ; weakness, crime, happen.
Do I want to look? When Matly O’ Bill's
wanted to insure her father for another penny,
th’ Insurance men came, an’ axed questions.
Is love such traffickin’? I'd dee before be on
a par wi’ such! I give a’, an’ want a’, an’ risk
a’. If love isn’t that, put it on a grocer’s bill
an’ calculate what it’ll cost an’ if it’s worth it.
Martin! Maitin! I'm a woman, but a better
mon than thec!”

Her voice had 1uu the gamut of fiery scorn,
crooning love, hurd cynicism, and the glow of
the poets.

‘““ Nay,” began Martin.

He stopped. It was dangerous to * barge ”
with Lor.

“Martin,” she called. With a swift movement
she had risen, standing face to face with him.



ALMOST WON 105

She was stroking the sleeve of his coat, with an
abandon of affection.

“This isn't a play-house,” he said. She
ignored the taunt. Her lips had lost their
colour.

“I'll dee if tha leaves me, Martin,” she told
him. “I may go on catin’, an’ slecpin’, an’
talkin’—but I’'ll bc dead. Promise me, Mar-
tin__—l’

‘““ Remember {ha'rt a Four Gates woman,”
he said, as she still held himm. His voice was
brutal.

But he had turned his glance from her face.

“Sit down by e, Martin,” she pleaded.
“I'm not goin’ to fight. I've bin through
Hell.” Her voice caught. There was a sob on
her lips, though she was trying to laugh. Her
smile was the most tragic thing hc had ever
beheld.

“I'm i Hell, yet,” he told her, but his voice
had lost its fierceness. As he spoke he tried to
loosen her band from his sleeve. It came away
as if he had brushed a snow-flake off, strong
though her hands were. There was a limpness
about her that he had never scen befoie. After
her passionate, virilc outburst of a few moments
back, it was the more marked. She drooped.
It gave him a curiously elated sense of domin-
ance. He so seldom felt himself her equal. She
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had cried out for truce from the long battle.
He felt as the conqueror of some barbarian.

“I'll sit down, then, for five minutes,” he
compromised, and laid his watch in the grass.

They sat down together. Her hands lay idly
on her lap. There was an abandon of fatigue
in their pose. Her shoulders drooped, her
head was bent, so that her face was half hidden.
The cloud of hair about her reminded him again
of the little girl who had looked at him so
searchingly years ago, as if wondering what sort
of play-fellow he would be.

He drew nearer to her.

She did not move or look up.

A gust of wind went through the wood,
stirring the shadows at their feet to fantastic
changes. The cloud of her hair was blown
across his cheek. His blood tingled at the touch.
One of her hands moved languidly and caught
the recreant tresses, twisted them into a knot
which she thrust inside the neck of the soldier-
red blouse. A suspicion shot faintly through his
mind that she knew that her close, silky cap of
black hair lent to her the look of a weary boy pal.

But she was not looking at him.

He could look his fill at her, without meeting
the dit turbing magnetism of her eyes. She sat
beside him, tame as the tamest woman in Four
Gates. She placed one of her hands out into
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the grass and leaned upon the strength of her
arm. It seemed nearly too weak to hold her
up. Slowly Martin’s hand travelled across the
grass, reached that white hand, then covered it
from sight with his own. Her fingers did not
tremble ; neither did they lock in his, in their
old eager way. Again the conqueror’s feeling
surged through him. He had a consciousness
that she was at his mercy, his to stay by or
forsake ; he was a god thereby, he, a common,
toiling man to the rest of the world. He was
stronger than she, now. He had thought her
invincible. She was less than he at this moment.
The knowledge felt to give him back some man-
hood which he had felt to be slipping from him
in his indeterminate thoughts, of late. The
wonderful Helen who had laughed where he
had shuddered, who had seemed to defy the
very gods themsclves, was beaten. The rack
of waiting for him had smashed her up. Her
sullen dctermination, her aggressiveness, her
almost inhuman boldness of staring fears in the
face, her bright shamelessness—all were gone.
She was on the level of the other women of
Four Gates, the women who “ would wait to be
asked "’ ; the women who wept where she would
fight ; the women who gained balm for their
hurts from the sympathy of other women,
whilst she smiled to hide wounds. The woman
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who was not afraid of the lonesome darkness
of a moor in the gloaming, afraid of being bogged
or beset by the barguest, was weak as any, after
this long fight, and he who had sometimes felt
out-manned by her, felt himself grow in stature
as she had become understandable and weaker.
Something primitive and ancestral swept him
through, the subdued passivity of her mood
gave him so keen a sense of her dependence on
him. She had said she must die, if he left her.
The crushing feeling of her magnitude was
gone. Her boast that she was the better man
of the two had been spoken almost before the
lowering of her banner. He could not but be
glad. It was right that he should be the
stronger. This creature who sat so droopingly
by him, by tireless energy, watchfulness, by
every appeal save to his animal nature, had
fettered him down in a hell of fiery unrest for
five weary years. She had spoken words that
were rivets of steel to bind his soul. She had
made appeals that became commands because
of their unanswerableness. She had grown to
be something to wonder at and fear as well as
love, whilst he had felt to dwindle and peak, to
grow into a straw at whom the gods laughed.
She had nonc of her disturbing words to say
now ; nor was her silence that strong silence
more powerful than words.
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This moment’s dominance was his.

‘“ An’ tha'll dee if I leave thee, Helen ? " he
queried.

He had shed half his mail. What need was
there of mail before so weak a thing ?

“T’'ll dee, Martin,” she answered.

““ Tha loves me greatly, Helen ? ” he asked.

Yet even as he did so it seemed strange to him
that he, the moment’s master, should ask this
of the lesser one, even as Helen, when dominant,
asked it of him, in her jealous, fearful way. He
was trying to think in his old way, but found
it more hard; there was so little to fear in her.

““More than tha cares for me, Martin,” she
answered, droopingly.

A wave of tenderness swept him nearer to
her.

“Tha doesn’t know, Hclen, tha doesn’t
know,” he said.

There was something trance-like in her looks.
Her head rested wearily against his shoulder,
where he had drawn it. Samson might have
felt so sure of his strength before he was shorn.

He touched her cheek gently with his lips.

The coldness of it terrorised him.

“Tha’rt cowd, Helen,” he said.

She did not answer, but sat as if too weary to

move.
He had clasped the thin shoulders.



II0 HELEN OF FOUR GATES

He was wondering if her lips were cold also.

He kissed them. She might have been out
in the frost.

The whisper of the wind through the grasses
was the only answer he got. Her body was
close to his, so close that he might have felt
the throbbing of her heart. But that was calm
and dispassionate also.

“Tha'rt cowd, Helen,” he repeated, shaking
her arm a little.

“ 1 feel cowd, Martin,” she answered.

He could not tell if she referred only to
physical coldness. In a moment a fear had
caught him, octopus-like. His secure strength
of dominance fell from him.

“Helen——" he called, tensely.

There was an awful stillness that seemed to
lap him round like lead. Some pulse had
stopped beating—some pulse to which the grass
waved, the sun shone, the birds sang. His cry
was wrenched from him against his will. Up
near the Corple Stones, some hours ago, he
had wished that she might let him go. The
shadow of reality was bitterer than the dream.
Had the rack of suffering been too much ? He
remembered having read that the brightest
fires bunt out most quickly. Worlds burnt
themselves out, passing into darkness and
negation. Human loves had their limits, so
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much rapture, so much to suffer, ere darkness
fell and the coldness of a dead world. Helen’s
might have burnt out. Supposing that his
dream meant that! Ages of superstition woke
in his mind in a moment.

‘““Helen,” he repeated. ‘“Tha hasn’t gone
away from me ? ”’

He felt to be struggling with death.

She did not move or look at him.

Then he clasped her to him. He was kissing
her wildly as one who would galvanise a corpse
into life.

“Does ta care for me? Only tell me that,
Helen ? ” he reiterated.

“1 care, Martin,” she answered him mechani-
cally, with that strange passivity. It sounded
worse than any denial. He remembcred the
sudden coming of love, like a miracle. They
were gathering May blossom on their way from
the Fair, and Helen had stumbled down from
the hedge, floundering against him, the blossoms
and thorns and her hair striking his breast, and
love the beautiful, the awful, was upon them.

Even so suddenly, he knew, love could
depart.

He shook her gently again, calling her name,
whilst his repetitions sounded foolish in his
ears.

“ Tha les, Helen,” he said fiercely. * Them
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as love don’t say it like that. Let’s have th’
truth; whatever it is, I can bear it. Tell
me. Why arta so cowd, so different wi’ me ?
Helen!”

Then he fell to kissing her again, because she
did not speak. But her chill hand freed itself
from his, and motioned him languidly away,
beating as if at his warm heart—to tell him that
space to breathe, frcedom, peace, were better
things than the slavery and tumult of love.
Even so, a love in its death-agony might cry
out and beat for release.

She wanted peace.

She could love no more, suffer no more.

That was how he interprcted it all, this
bewildering phase.

He laid her down on the grass, moving some
paces away, and stood looking at the river.
The spot had a mocking aspect to him. It
seemed that places had souls and could laugh
at human misery. The moment became tense
with such fate that all his life might have led
up to it. His brain swam. He hung on a dizzy
bridge over the gulfs of Eternity, whilst yet
he knew that this moment, this day, this agony
would pass, this terrible Present become the
toleravle Past. Helen had ceased to love. If
he left Four Gates it would be as a homeless

beggar.
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No, it could not be true.

He would ask her yet again, call her this once
more.

“ Helen,” he pleaded, then stopped hope-
lessly.

He was kneeling down by her, in the carcless
blowing world of grass-spires.

Her eyes unclosed.

They were full of tears. Her breath came in
little gasps, as one coming from some numbing
spell, some semblance of death.

He took her hand between both of his.

“I thought tha didn’'t care, Hclen, any
more,” he said. “ Why were ta so strange wi’
me ? "’

“I don’t know,” she answered. ‘‘1 sort of
gave out, Martin. The feclin’ seemed to go
away from me. ’Twere awful. I only wanted
to lie still, an’ be left alone. But it wasn’t that
I didn’t care, Martin. I wondcr if folk i’ their
coffins hear folk talkin’ round them, as I heard
thee ? ”

She looked back at him, with something of
her old look.

“I thought I were stronger than that,” she
laughed, weakly. “Fancy givin’ out like
that.”

She had come back. She had never gone
away, It was only physical reaction, born of

1
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mental anxiety. He had taken it for the death
of love.

‘ Kiss, Martin,” she begged. Her voice came
weakly, but held the throb of the old eagerness,
with the croon of love that was half a laugh at
its own folly.

“ Tha couldn’t stop lovin’, Helen ? *’ he asked,
kissing her chcek. He was cautious now in his
kissing. She was waking up to the situation.

She shook her head somewhat sorrowfully.

She had waited all these hours, to be strong
in order to attack Martin, and a moment’s
physical weakness, that sense of life half fading
from her limbs, had helped her more than her
fiercest attack could have done. She felt again
that almost irresistible desire to laugh. Weak-
ness, not strength, won men, then. The gods
had been on her side, this once. But she must
follow up the advantage. Already possibilities
were presenting themselves.

““ Tha thought I had stopped carin’, Martin,”
she said. ‘‘ What did it feel like ?

He gave her an cloquent look.

His face had resumed some of its usual re-
serve, but his hands shook a little.

She nestled against his coat wearily.

‘““Tha’s felt it once,” she crooned, smiling
faintly, that weakness wrapping her round with
something pallidly beautiful. ‘ I've had it near
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me, that fear, neet an’ day, for five years. I've
dreamt tha were gone from me an’ Four Gates,
an’ wakened wi’ th’ pain, an’ made myself
sleep again, an’ in the mornin’ there it’s bin
again, like a shadow, followin’ me. An’it’s the
first time I've given out, Martin. They made
me strong, Martin. They say folk are made for
their places. They made me strong. Happen
that’s how they make souls has to burn i’ hell.
Th’ weak ones would burn away, an’ stop
sufferin’ too soon.”

He met her pale, wonderful look—the glory
of her eyes. She had told him that this
moment’s agony under which he had cried out
had been her companion, night and day, for
five years.

« I‘ass____"

He bent over her. His lips were parted in
some utterance great with fate for both of them.
The breath of the words was on his lips. Helen
felt it. Eye met eye. Martin’s weakened under
the challenge of hers. Marlin was giving in.
The gods had sent him to her, through the wood
that knew her spell—that she might take him
unawares, with their aid. She sat up, and clung
to him, like a white flame.

A throstle was singing some yards away in a
green bush.

Martin came nearer the edge of the gulf.
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“Thy e’en are black as neet, now,” he said.
His own were shining with that rare softmess
that occasionally lit them up. Helen was wait-
ing. She did not understand. She was afraid
he was gaining timc. She wished him to say
something that would bind him forever to her
and Four Gates, for she knew if he spoke it he
would abide by it.

He saw it in her eyes. Her intense glance
almost scorched his face. Her parted lips, her
hungry look said,  Now, say it now, Martin.”

Martin dallied, as if it werce sweet to him.

His expression was dreamy,

“I wonder,” he said musingly, ‘ why no
other woman’s flesh thrills me as thine does ?

“ Why does th’ quail o’ the moor choose one
mate and leave another ?”’ Heclen answered.
The bare, scientific fact became poctry as she
spoke it, and the clod of earth at their fcet was
shot through with more vivid glory.

“Tha’rt thin—pale, like a new moon,” he
murmured. ‘ An’ thi ¢’cn are so dark, and thy
hair. Helen—I Delicve tha’rt beautiful, that
men would think so if ever tha left Four Gates.”

“T’Il never leave Four Gates,” said Helen.

Her fingers were twined 1ound his now, there
was the crooning music in her voice, but the
burning look on her face was still more marked.
Was Martin never going to speak ?
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“Tha’d never leave Four Gates ? ”’ Martin
asked, studying her face.

She was waiting for him to pick up the
broken threads of five yecars ago, whilst he was
asking foolish questions, making comments on
her looks, and what others would think of them.
She frowned. A scnse of the indignity of it
irked her. Out of thc long patience of her
waiting came something fiery and impulsive
that urged her to say, “ Takec me or leave me,
Martin—but don’t be long about it.”” Then she
looked full at him, sccing a look that she had
never seen since that evcning five ycars ago.
In a flash the truth burst upon her. In this
tender conning over ot what was to him half
a miracle, Martin Scoti was alrcady picking up
the threads of five ycars ago. His had been
a brief tenderness, revealing itself only as they
had crossed the spaces of two moonlht fields.
Then he had said soberly, “ We mun ax thy
father.” That father had laid bare a horror-
shaded future, and the tender lover had become
the saturnine man. The door had been shut on
that joyous tenderness for five long years. He
was going back now—and she had only just
perceived it. It was lad’s love he was giving
her at this moment, sweet-scented, happy lad’s
love that had lived somehow through storm,
iron restraints, strigglcs between them.
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She leancd against him and listened to the
voice of the river. She wanted to realise
it. She felt even younger than when she was
a little girl, for she had been lonely then, and
loneliness is aging. She was young, young,
young ! The throstle seemed to sing it. Martin
and she would both live years yet—in one house ;
grow old together, and sleep in Four Gates
churchyard together. They would fight for,
and somectimes with, each other. I{ was not
an earthly Paradise she wanted, it was only
life ; toiling, suffering, joy-veined life, with
Martin, that she wanted. The glory of life was
rushing towards her, darkened though it might
be by the clouds of her destiny. She was sailing
through blazing seas of splendour after leaving
the greyness of valleys barren with negation.
The deepest cores of her hopes opened, sunned
by the look in Martin’s eyes.

“ Why wouldn’t ta ever leave Four Gates ? ”
he was asking again.

It had bcen a long pausc.

Both had f{fallen upon their own dreams,
listening to the throstle.

Helen had travelled far since he put the ques-
tion before.

Sh looked into his face, seeing the look still

there.
“ Because I’ve suftered so much here,” she
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said. ‘““An’ now—I am goin’ to bc happy
here ; happier than I've ever becn before, eh,
Martin ? ”

Helen looked questioningly at Martin, a proud
humility in look and voice. That voice was
pitched half a note lower, a sign of disturbance.
She not only knew herself to be in Martin’s
hands, but she was going to tell him so, and ask
him what hc meant to do with her. The
courage, the love that was grecater than Four
Gates, was held in bondage by the pride that
was of Four Gates. The colour had flamed into
her cheek.

“Am I goin’ to be happy, Martin ? "’ she
asked.

Even so a savage might knecl prostrate
before some god, head in the dust.

The god bent his head nearer.

“How can I say?” he answered, very
humbly.

The colour had fled her lips again.

“ Am I, Martin ? " she persisted. “Am I?
I want to know—now.”

There was a swift movement. Martin had
laid his cheek boyishly against hers. Some-
thing of adventurc was in his expression. The
very air about them seemed aware that at last
his indecision must go. There was a hush—
a stillness. Maitin’s lips were parted for words
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for which Hclen waited thirstily. But they
were never spoken.

Before they came, the air was beated by
discordant crics, the growling and yelping of
the dog, the swish of branches being swept
aside bchind them, and a mad party, headed
by old Mason, swepl down towards them. His
hair stood almost on end, his eyes rolled in
trenzy. He was making cries more akin to the
beasts than to men. His head was lowered, his
arms swaying like the sails of a windmill to
sweep any obstacle from his path. It was a
sight terrible {0 sce. Nature had loosed a ghoul
upon the beauty of the springtimec noon. The
lovers had risen to view it. Martin was looking
on it with rc-awakened loathing. He watched
old Mason’s movements with dull horror.

“He’s goin’ to pitch hissel’ into th' river.
Stop him, Martin !’ yelled Teddy Trip. Field-
ing Day, axe in hand, called from chopping
timber, was some yards behind Teddy.

““Martin ! ” exclaimed Helen, plucking his
sleeve.

“I'm off,” he said, in an undertoneé. Faint
as it was, she heard it amidst the din of voices.
She faced him.

“Where ? ” she asked sharply.

There was an odd determination on him as he
faced her.
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“ Anywhere—out o’ this,” he brcathed. The
next moment he had taken to his heels, * as if
old Nick were after him,” to use Teddy’s phrase.
Fielding Day and Teddy Trip wrestled with the
old man. But Helen stood looking after that
fleeing figure.

“It’s knocked th’ lass a bit giddy,” said
Teddy to Fielding as they got the old man
quiet between them. He had suddenly become
passive as a lamb. “I can manage him. Look
to th’ lass.”

Fielding Day dropped behind.

Helen had not moved a foot from where
Martin had left her. She looked dazed. The
tramp touched her on the arm. She started
nervously. Her eyes reminded him of a trtapped
hare’s he had secn.

“ We shall want some dinnect,” said Ficlding
Day.

She looked at him, but did not answer. He
repeated his remark.

‘““ Ay,” she answered, and swayed a little.

Day put out his hand to steady her.

He had caught hold of her elbow in his great
hand as she set out for the farm.

“I can walk—by misel’,” she said curtly.
She dragged her trembling limbs towards the
house, trying to walk straight. They were
getting her father up the stairs as she entered.
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Helen set Ficlding’s dinner on the table, then
sat down. When he came down with Teddy
he moved to the table and commenced to eat,
inviting Teddy also to sit down. Helen moved
towards the doorway of the kitchen.

“It’s Brungerly Market Day,” she said.
“1 shall go in ten minutes. If Martin comes to
his dinner it’ll be set recady under a cloth, in
th’ larder. My father’ll be a’ reight wi’ a bit
o’ watchin’.” She commenced to get ready.

She wenl upstairs and returned some
minutes later in her Sunday attire. She had
a basket on her arm.

There was hardness on her face belied by
something of panic that stared from her eycs.

“ Keep th’ firc in,” she commanded Fielding.
“I'll mayhap be back i’ time to bake. An’
Martin’ll want a fire if he comes.” She moved
to the door. She moved with sudden decision.
Fielding Day pushed his chair back-as he heard
the door close behind her. He watched her
from the window. There was the same definite
movement as she went through the yard. The
dog followed her, but reluctantly went into its
kennel at her bidding.

“Could ta follow her without bein’ sin ?”
Day a.ked Teddy Trip, suddenly, turning from
the window. ‘‘ I’m bothered about her. She’s
upset. I want to know which way she goes.”
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Teddy Trip shook his head.

“ I’ve known Helen sin she were so high,” he
said, holding his hand a yard from the floor.
“I'm noan goin’ to spy on her—not if Jesus
Christ Hissel’ axed me.”

“I'm fleyed she may be goin’ to do hersel’
mischief,” said Ficlding. “Ii tha’ll not go—I
will. Bui, nay, I dursen’t lcave th’ cow. It’s
due any time.”

Teddy pondercd.

“Tha thinks she’s goin’ to - - he stopped,
and shuddercd. Then he said, “ What shall
Ido?”

“Follow her to th’ 10ad an’ sce which way
she takes,” said Day, silting down at table.
‘““Then come back an’ tell me.” Ile spoke
masterfully, easily, with his eyes on Teddy.
After giving Helen timec to get a little way
ahead, Teddy went out. Ficlding Day com-
menced his dinner. Teddy Trip puffed into
the house just as he was finishing picking a
bone.

“Well ? " he asked, sucking out the marrow,

Teddy sat to recover his breath before
answering.

‘“ She’s stuck her basket in th’ hedge—hidden
among th’ hawthorn,” he said. ‘“ An’ I followed
her on, till she took a field-path an’ L saw th'’
fells i’ front. An’ I should ha’ kept after her
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then—but I sces Martin Scott i’ th’ front, an’
she starts peltin’ after him. So I came on here,
just to relieve thee.”

Fielding Day flung the bare bone down on
his plate.

“It’s a’ reight, then,” he said indifferently.

“ It’s 2 qucer do when women takes to chasin’
chaps,” Teddy soid meditatively.

Fielding laughed.

“ Doesn’t ta think so ? ** asked Teddy.

“It’s out o’ th’ common to do it openly,”
admitted the tramp.

“But as it happened—they were nobody
about—nobbut mec—an’ I've known her sin
she wor so high——" His voicc was per-
turbed.

“Say nowt o’ this in th’ village,” said
Fielding.

Teddy looked at him curiously.

“She’ll be Mrs. Day in less than three
months,” said he in reply to Teddy’s look.
“T can do a bit o’ chasin’ mysel’. An’
she’ll ha’ forgotten a’ about Martin soon
after.”

His voicc was very sure.

Teddy’s face lightened.

‘St Il be that happy-like,” said Teddy.

“ Ay,” answered Day. ‘ She’ll noan bother
about what’s gone before nor what’s comin’
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after. She’ll ha’ quite enough to go on wi’,
day by day.” His voicc was pleasant, almost
amiable.

“ Well, I'll be movin’,” said Teddy, the dis-
turbance gone out of his voice. ‘““I'm glad to
hear what I have heard. An’ good luck to thee.
Tha'rt a likely lad. An’ of course, I’ll say nowt
i’ th’ village, for I've known her sin she wor
so high——" He went.

Fielding heard the gatc closc soon after.

There was the sound of tapping on the floor
above. He went upstairs, standing outside the
door of that room where they had locked the
old man for safety.

“Let me out, Field,” came Abcl Mason’s
voice, sanity in every tone. ‘It werce a’ actin’,
Field. I saw ’em fro’ th’ windows. An’so——
How he ran, Field! How he ran!”

Fielding turned the key and let him out.

Briefly he told old Mason what had happened.

“ It’s gettin’ near th’ death,” laughed he in
answer. ‘“ A day or two now-—at most—an’
Martin’s gone. I’vc watched her fro’ bein’
little. She’s prouder nor her mother. She’ll
take thee. Everything’s strong in her. He
he! If she’d bin mine—she couldn’t ha’ bin
o’ stronger mak’. They only cast them o’ that
mould once in a while. Tha’ll ha’ summat on,
Field—to tame her—— " Again hc spoke
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testingly—with that shadow of fear in his heart.
Then he laughed. The wolf-like look had shot
into the eyes of Ficlding Day.

They tramped down thc stone steps.

After dinner old Mason sat looking at the
clock. There was a sultriness about the day
that presaged a storm later. At three it broke.
They could see it from the window, travelling
round the countryside, by town and hamlet,
louder and louder peals of thunder signalling
its approach to Four Gates. Day went to get
in the frightened cattle. He drove them before
him, whacking them to get them on the run.
Already he looked on them as his.

Old Mason got up from his chair to watch the
black clouds swoop past.

‘“ Storm—storm ! *’ he murmured once. “ It’s
bin a’ storm. Grand! Grand! If we can’t
ha’ love—storm’s th’ next best thing—force,
destruction, ruin, terror, blight, an’ earth-
shake.”

A blaze of lightning illumined his features.

There was something majestic in his expres-
sion.

Just then there was a terrific clap.

“ Th’ bolt’s fallen, somewhere,” said Fielding,
out of the hush that followed.

‘“ They’re allus fallin’,”” said the old man.

He turned from the window, crossed to his
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chair, and sat down. He relapsed into an evil,
cross-legged god again. But whenever a deeper
peal shook the house he laughed, gleefully, as
though it were some expression of his nature.



CHAPTER VII

MARTIN CALLS ON HIS SAINTS

N ‘ A 7ELL 2
Abel Mason turned from the
fire to look at Martin, who had
just entered, drenched to the skin.

‘“ How were Milly ? " he asked, giving no sign
that he had seen Martin that morming by the
river.

‘“Dead,” answered Martin, beginning to un-
lace his soaked shoes.

The old man’s pipe crashed upon the floor.
His exclamation sounded like grief. It was con-
sternation. If Martin tided over the burial of
Milly, his scheme might fail. Milly had been
very useful.

““ So it were as I said,” the old man murmured.
“Th’ last time tha'll need to go.”

‘“ Ay,” acquiesced Martin.

He kicked his other boot away like a part of
life he wished to be rid of.

“ Now, whear mun we put her ? ” went on

Abel Mason, with that note of grief in his voice.
128
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“ Put her!” ejaculated Martin.

‘“ She’s comin’ home to th’ only two i’ th’
world wi’ her blood—to be buried,” said Abel.
‘“ Ay. A drop o’ blood goes a tarrible long way.
She mun be browt to her own kith an’ kin.”

Martin did not answer.

“Tha could shift back agen, i’ three days,”
said old Mason, to let Martin know he wanted
his room.

Martin stood erect.

I shan’t nced th’ room,” came terscly.

“Eh?"” The grating of the chair-leg and his
heavy shoon drowned the joy in his voice.

“T shall want my wages,” Martin told him.

There was impatience in his tone.

“I can’t be left i’ th’ lurch, a’ on a minnit’s
notice,” grumbled Abcl Mason. He could not
spare Helen these thrce coming days of exquisite
agony, though it was sailing near the wind to
risk it. Three days of terrible hope for her, that
would exhaust her, then she would be washed
up to Day’s feet, by the tides of despair.

“How long ? ”’ queried Martin.

His hands were clenching and unclenching.

“ Three days.” And as a guarantee of good
faith, Abel Mason penned out an agreement to
give to Martin Scott his three months’ wages in
three days, provided he stayed the tine.

Soon afterwards he sat down to a meal, the

K



130 HELEN OF FOUR GATES

first he had touched for twenty-four hours. It
tasted good. He was going away. He must get
fit. Already the fact that he had taken the first
step had half divorccd him from the oppression
of thus grim housc. In thiec days he would have
shaken the dust of 1ts threshold from his feet—
forever.

Just then the gate cieaked.

It was only Day come in with a harness to
mend. The false alarm served Martin as a
warning. He crammed down the rest of the
food, only half hearing Mason’s directions about
the coffin and Milly’s arrival.

When his fect were set on the road he swung
along, wanderer’s [1tecdom entering his heart.
The wind in the branchcs made nomad-music.
“I'm going away,” it sccmcd to now shout, now
whisper, then rise to a clarion note of triumph.

‘“ She’s not beaten hir,” said Mason to Day,
after lus departuie  ““ She’ll never drag him
past Milly. But Helen 1 deep, tariible deep—
like aught that’s feightin’ fo1 1ts life. She’ll fight
reight to th’ end, like a trapped 1at. That’s how
it is she suffers so.”

“What could she do?” asked Ficlding.
Helen was not back. Her chase across the moors
had Dcen all for nothing.

O1d Mason sucked his pipe-stem.

“It’s not what will she do, it’s what won’t
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she do,” he said. “ She’s proud, but she wor-
ships Martin. She’d live i’ hell wi’ him an’
laugh, an’ mortify i’ heaven wi'out him. The
nearer he gets to goin’ the hiercer she'll get. It’s
my opinion she’ll fairly chuck herself at his head
—so0’s if he does get away it’ll ha’ to be reight
brutal, like chuckin’ her away, body an’ soul.
Now, Martin’s not brutal-—not so much so as
most chaps. An’ he likes her that weel he daren’t
look at her somectimes. An’ besides- ~if I’'m not
mista’en, Helen's never played her hussy-card
yet.”

“ Her what ? ” queried the tramp.

“I don’t know what tha’d ca’ it. T ca’ it her
hussy-card,” continued the cold man, as if he
liked the sound of the word. “ It’s not flirting.
She could {lirt no more nor a wild cat could flirt.
She’s savage. But fro’ Eve up’ards every
woman has had a hussy-card in their pack.
Some’s hardly known it were thear, an’ never
used it. Some has. Some has bin too proud—
an’ Helen’s proud. It’s showin’ a bit too much
stockin’, 1’ some, an’ showin’ too little, in others.
It’s wearin’ a ribbon to flap i’ somebody’s eyes
just when it shouldn’t. It’s owt—an’ it’s nowt,
in a way. It’s stickin’ to him with both
arms when he’s chivalrous, so as he can’t
get away. Lots play it wi'out knowin’ it. But
Helen—"
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There was the creak of the gate’s rusty hasp.

‘“ She’s here ! ” they muttered simultaneously.

Fielding was chopping up wood when she
entered ; old Mason was refilling his pipe.

“ Were there a good markit, Helen ? ’ asked
her father. *“ Ficld said tha’d gone to th’
markit.”

“ Fairish.”

She sat down in the hrst chair by the door as
she spoke. Old Mason poked the fire up. Her
hat was crooked, her face almost blue-white,
her sopped garments clung to her.  Atter a time
she came ncaier the firc and sat down in Martin’s
chair.

There were dark shadows under her eyes.  She
had been weeping tears of blood.  She had been
to a queer sort of market.

“Tha looks cowd,” said her father sympa-

thetically.
She moved resentfully in her chair.
“I'm a’ reight,” she said. “But T do feel

cowd to th’ marrow.” A slight pause. Then:
“ Where’s Martin ? ”

She had taken the bold, direct way of getting
to know.

““ Gone to th’ town to wire for thy Aunt Milly
bein’ fetched hoam,” said her father.

“Fetched—here? ” cjaculated the woman.
This last blow had sapped her ctrength. She
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sat down again. She had risen to stand over
the fire for a moment. For a long time she did
not move.

The choppety-chop of Ficlding’s axe came to
her, the murmur of their voices going on about
farm things.

“Tarrible quare, wild things, ferrets,” drawled
the old man, spitting into the fire. “ Th’ females
has got to be mated, or they dee. Tarrible
savage things.”

“ Ay, ay,” she heard TFiclding say ; then she
was lost in her own thoughts. HHow long they
had gone on talking she did not know. But a
word from Mason reached her. She leaped from
her chair. The red light of the fire shone on her
rigid countenance.

“What did yo’ say ? 7 she asked her father,
‘her voice scarcely more than a breath. * Goin’
i’ three days. Goin’.”

Fielding went on chopping.

She turned on him. The sound was too much.

“Stop ! 7 she commanded, as if his blows fell
on her heart. Ie laid his axe down.

The old man was looking at her with simu-
lated surprise.

“Why shouldn’t the lad go if he wants to
mend hissel’ ? 7 he drawled.  “Is there a law
agenit?”

She sat down.
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““ Ay, why shouldn’t he ? ”’ she asked, strug-
gling to hide herself behind a forced calm. “Is
th’ kettle boilin’.”

“ Ay, ha’ a cup o’ tay ? "’ said her father.

“Ay, I'll ha’ a cup o’ tay. A cup o’ tay is
varra comfortin’— after bein’ out,” she finished.
There was irony delicate as a thread of steel in
her tone.

A cup o’ tea to console her for the loss of
Martin Scott ! There were some in Four Gates,
she knew, who took a cup o’ tea when in sorrow.
It was a womanly and orthodnx beverage. And
she—she was a Four Gates woman. She sat
stirring her pot round and round, that smile on
her face that was like moonshine on a field of
polar ice. Amos Trip rattled into the yard with
the empty kits. Helen dragged them in, and
scalded them—rcady for morning.

The long hours trailed by. From twilight-
grey to sable turned the sky. It was a starless
night. The storm had passed over Four Gates,
but still raged in distant towns and hamlets, as
faint openings in the sky sometimes showed.
Fielding Day went 1o bed. Old Mason went to
bed. Helen said she would wait up for Martin.
She sat in Martin’s chair, in the ingle-nook, the
candlestick near her. She was trying to read
The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire
—trying to make sensc of the words. Ten
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o’clock. Eleven o’clock. Half-past eleven. She
put the book down, mended the fire, blew out
the candle. For some minutes she sat over the
flickering blaze, her knees almost touching her
chin. She was murmuring broken woids over
and over with drcary monotony, tiying to suck
faith from them still. They were the words of
the spell she had spoken in the autumn wood.
They were spoken differently now. Some of the
fire of faith was gone. What they lacked in fire
they had gained in the ferocity of despair.

She drew the long scttle up to the fire, placcd
a cushion made from an old garment for her
tired head—and lay down The dog was nosing
about amongst clothe» hung 1n one of the cor-
ners. She watched him begin to lick onc of
the hanging sleeves. It was Martin’s old coat.
Rising, she went to the corner and hiftcd 1t down
Jealously Ihfting it fiom 1cach of the dog she
pressed it against her bosom

“Maybe I come o’ mad folk,” she murmured
to the dog. “ Maybe 1t’s a form o’ madness to
love—as thc dogs love their masters” She
pulled off her bodice, with its Sunday look —and
lay down, wrappcd in Martin’s 1ough coat  The
touch of it on her bare neck and arms was a
swecel agony. She smclt at the slecves and
crushed the roughness of it closer to har The
dog came scenting it, too
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“We're savages, thee an’ me,” she said to
the dog. Then, more quictly, “ I mun sleep.
It'll take me all my time to beat him —then
she fell to stroking the coat again. Soon she
was aslcep—asleep even with the doom of
Martin’s going hanging over her, asleep because
slcep was strength, and shc willed it to be
strong, to go down, if shc went down, a
fighter.

A low growl from the dog wakened her.

The tell-tale gate had creaked.

She heard Martin’s funny little cough—some-
how characteristic of the man-—short, brusque,
cautious.

Then the door opened. He came into the
glimmer of the kitchen. The shadow was on
the dark settle; the darkness of his coat hid
Helen, and she had turned her face to the settle-
back—only her black hair streaming wide. His
own thoughts made him unobservant. He
iumbled about for matches, but found none.

A movement of the dog’s led him to see that
Helen was laid upon the settle. The last time
he had secn her she had fallen exhausted on the
bents, giving him his chance to losc her by going
into a curtain of trailing mist.

“ Aron’t ta goin’ to bed ? ”’ he asked.

His tone held a civil friendliness that struck
on her cars with a death-like sound of farewell.
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He was so sure of himself that he could greet her
without either bearishness or aloofness.

“No,” she said, without stirring. *° What is
there to sleep for >—to eat for ? ”

There was a short silence.

“Tha'rt goin’ away, Martin,” she said.

“ Ay,” he answered, with pleasant openness.

“So’'m I,” she said.

“It’s no good usin’ threats,” said Martin.
“ Nowt’ll stop me now. I'm just goin’.”

“I'm not thrcatenin’. I mean it. 1 shan’t
eat, Martin,” she said.

“Well, I'm goin’ to cat,” he said callously.
He stirred about, lit the candle, made his supper
ready, and sat down. When he bhad done his
meal, he pulled off his boots, stood them ncatly
together under the table, took up the candle,
and was moving away with a quict good night.

‘““ Art takin’ th’ lecet away wi’ thee? ” she
asked.

He came back.

““ Where shall I set it ? 7 he asked.

“There ! ” she told him.

He placed it on the chair drawn near to the
settle. The light fell full on her face, now turned
towards him. There was a wretched sickliness
about her look that startled him.

“ It’slike to be, Helen,” he suid. He was going
to sit down by her side and argue rationally



158 HELEN OF FOUR GATES

about it. She turned her face to the settle-back
again, with a slow movement of despair.

“1I shan’t eat—any more,” she said.

Martin sat down on the chair and held the
candlestick on his knees.

“That’s silly,” he said.

“Silly to stop eatin’ when th’ sun’s gone
out ? ” she laughed.

“T don’t want thee to dee, Helen,” he said,
god-like.

“But tha’d leave me to be buried alive, i’
Four Gates—to dry-rot—ine, a live woman, wi’
blood i’ my veins ! Tha’d leave me to starve an’
hunger an’ thirst—an’ cursc the stones beneath
my feet as if they were a prison-yard ! Tha’d
lcave me to go on year in year out, like a leper
tha dursen’t touch—an’ be glad I lived / Till I
grew old an’ lcaden, an’ thin as a shadow, a
passionate shadow, a ghost wi’ a’ th’ cravings
after life, like they say folk are that are killed
i’ th’ back an’ loiter round places! Tha’d be
comforted, away wi’ some other woman, an’
childer to climb on thy knee, to think poor Helen
still went on eatin’ an’ sleepin’ an’ doin’ odd jobs
herc i’ Four Gates, an’ thinkin’ o’ thee—till
Death came--or what tha feared! But tha
shan’t ha’ that comfort, Martin Scott. It's only
custom to go on catin’ when th’ best has gone
out o’ life. I've not had aught to eat for a day.
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Tha goes i’ three days. Six days after tha leaves
Four Gates I shall have gone further.” She
ceased. Martin had listened to the changes in
that low voice as a bird might listen to the
whistle of the fowler.

“Tha couldn’t do it,” he said, with knitted
brows.

She turned the daring beauty of her eyes on
his.

“ Why not ? ”’ she asked.

“ "Twould be wicked,” he said.

“Tha’s to fa’ back on what th’ parsons say,”
she said. “ What they’ve allus <aid to ciush
down th’ desire to be happy - ike birds and
beasts are happy. Say summat out o’ thy own
heart, Martin—don’t parrot {h’ parsons.”

“Tha'rt a liar ! said Martin. ‘ Therc¢’s no
parson about me.”

“Tha’ll leave me i’ Four Gates, Martin? ”’
she asked.

He did not speak.

But his lips were locked.

“Tha’d leave me hete—me, that am all thine,
Martin, thine! Every bit o’ my body, every
corner o’ my soul, every pulse o’ me. Tha’ll go
away from me—as if tha’d had no responsi-
bility for me an’ tha’d naught to do but go
away. I wouldn’t leave a dog so- a mangy,
miserable, whinin’ cur —that wanted me, that
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had no one else. Coward! What did ta come
to th’ farm for, an’ stan’ an’ look at me through
th’ whitc gate ? ”

She was sitting up.

Her cyes were ablaze in the wretchedness of
her face. There was a terror in her voice that
he had never heard before.

“Woman ! ” said Martin. There was terror
in his tone, too.

His voice was quivering.

“Ay, woman!” she repeated. She had
crysiallised in her tone the scorn of the plati-
tudes tossed to woman in place of happiness,
all through the ages.

She beat at her breasts with her pale hands.

“Tha’rt hysterical,” began Martin.

“ Happen,” she smiled, cold as glass. “ Hap-
pen. Th’ sea when it craves, th’ wind when it
sighs, th’ rain when it weeps—it’s hysterical.
It’s a custom to tell women so—like it’s a custom
to keep on catin’.”

“Tha’ll hurt thyself,” he chided, catching at
one of the hands that still beat at her breast,
cven as some savage woman might rock herself,
and beat her bosom at the coming of death to
take from her all she loved.

“Why shouldn’t T hurt myself —when tha can
hurt me ? ”’ she asked. “ Why shouldn’t I beat
breasts that aren’t fit to nourish ? Why should
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I have to hold to a life that’s not fit to pass on,
like a torch is passed on—forever an’ forever ? ”’

He bowed his head.

“ Good neet, Martin,” she said. ““ Good neet.
Go an’ sleep.”

He rose and stood up by the settle, looking
down on her, candle in hand.

He felt guilt upon him as he bent down, a plea
in his cyes.

* Kiss a coward ? "’ she laughed.

Then, whilst the agony was hot in his heart,
she made a sudden movement. The candle
clattered on the floor, guttering out into dark-
ness. She had drawn his head down 1o the solt-
ness of her throat. Iler kisses were in his hair —
the coat had come unbuttoned at the neck, and
his cheek was prisoned against her bosom.

“Tha’ll not go,” she was saying over and
over, like a frightened child.

“T shall go—go—nowt can stop me,”" said
Martin mechanically, as one repeating a litany.
He was trying to unclasp her fingers from the
back of his neck, trying not to think of her, her
touch, her voice, the words she had spoken. He
dragged himsclf from her clasp, trying to think
all the time that in three days he would be away.
The blood was beating in his brain.

Then he got free of her arms.

She looked at him as one who had fought for
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her soul. The old terror cf her power swept
over him, and made him cruel.

“Look! What would Lizzie Trip an’ a’ o’
them think o’ thee ? ”* he askcd, pointing at the
open coat, the bare gleam of her neck. He
averied his eycs.

Slowly the woman’s eyes travelled down to
that strip of bared flesh-—the flesh she had for-
golten, in her clemental purity. Her gaze
travelled to Martin's averted look—to his bent
head of shame —to his standing there in the red
light like a grim rock.

All the blood of her body swept into her face.
Red-hot needles of shame seemed to stab her
through. The sob of a helpless child came into
her throat, whilst she cowered down into the
coat.

Martin was looking at her.

““Jesu Maria! Save us from women and
wine ! ”’ he said suddenly, and staggered away.
They wcre old words {rom broken memories of
a child of poverty and religion. He had shouted
on the hosts of bloodless angels to help him.
He had invoked Hcaven'’s aid—whilst she had
only her own strength! He had assigned to her
the place where priests and stern moralists have
stood women from time immemorial—the place
somewhcre betwcen angels and demons, ac-
cerding to convenicnce. He had asked to be
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saved from her as men ask to be saved from
drugs.

Helen sat stunncd.

She heard him open a little window in the
passage—a window that looked out on a bed of
white pansies. He was standing (o let the wind
blow on him, she guessed.

He heard her low voice from behind the closed
door.

“Coward ! ” she «aid. “Cowaird  to shout to
Heaven. It’s waur nor gettin’ drunk. Coward !
A’ men have been cowards <in” Adam.  Cow-
ards! Beasts!”

There was deep «ilence. Then she heard his
steps move along the stone cortidor and up the
stairs where Milly Mason would soon be carvied.

She sat over the fire.

There was something cowering in her attitude
still. It reflected her mmd.  She cdatched the
coat up to her throat. But there was only the
dog, the great, loving, unquestioning soul
clothed in hair and flesh, to look at her. Martin
had cried out on the immaculate mighty ones—
to protect him from her—at the sight of a bit of
flesh. A power she had never thought to use
was laid bare to her. It was the card in the
pack which she had never played. It lay there,
powerful, come up through the ages, having
broken the hearts and crazed the brains of
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mighty men—Anthony, Nelson, Napoleon—ay,
ceven the gods themselves  She stared at the
fire as if she saw it there, potent, magical. She
laughed, as she had {elt like laughing before—at
the discovay that her physical weakness was a
keener weapon than her strength, her courage,
ber defiance and attack.

She opened the coat and stared down at that
strip of soft, white flesh.

“Dust to dust,” she murmured, touching it.

The dog came and laid its head on her knee.

She stared into the soft amber eves that could
blaze with the fites of hate on stranger and
encmy.

“Tha’s no soul,” she said to the dog.

Nero blinked.

“ Nobody tries to shame thee-—o’ Life,”” she
said, stroking the soft cars. A croon came into
the dog’s throat at the touch.

“Tha never asks questions— tha just loves,’
she said. The stub of a tail wagged. Her voice
was very soft.

“If T were God,” she said, “1 would only
give th’ animals souls, because they’re not
ashamed, nor fleyed, and ne’er ax questions.”

Then she lay down again on the settle.

The fire lopped into its centre.  All was gloom.
The tick-tick of the clock scemed thick. Some-
times a window-sash rattled, then the dog would

2
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growl. A sound came to him once that made
him start—then steal {o the settle. He began
to lick Helen’s face. He was licking tears away
in the darkness—such tears as only the calm,
strong weep when the lonely darkness wraps
them round, and prop by prop their strength has
given way.

Even as one savage soul comforting another
the dog licked those tears away.

She got up, pulled off Martin’s coat, and sat
shivering before the almost dead fire.

“ Jesu Maria ! ” she said, reproducing Martin's
tone.

Then she laid herself down on the hearthrug.
“Let me live wi’ th’ Dbeasts of the field.”  The
night wore un. Her voice counting softly up to
ten and back again, went on monotonously, as
to induce slecp. But cven sleep had gone.
When a blue bar appeared under the blind she
rose. The dog at her feet stirred also.  Ske
lifted up thc blind and stared out upon the
garden. Another morning had broken over Four

Gates.



CHAPTER VIII

THHE END OF THE WORLD

ELEN was alonc in the shadow-

H filled kitchen. She was lying on

the old <cttle, before the fire, listen-

ing in a dull fascination of horror to the ticking
ot the clock.

There were only two hours now, then Martin
was going away. The milk-kits were to scald
yet. She had gone on strike.

She had played the trump card of feminine
helplessness, much as it had hurt her proud
spirit to do so. For two days she had feigned
illncss, starving under Martin’s eyes. She
was parcherd with thirst, and afire with hunger.
The smell of food from the table behind her,
where Martin had spread her a meal before
going out, came to her like a temptation. But
to cat meant to bring back the colour to her
lips, to cat meant therefore to make it easier for
Mar.in to get away. She was treading down
the regal pride of her heart; she was appealing

to him as beggars, lepers, children, mangy
146
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animals appealed—to the human pity in the
human heart. Ob, the pain, the ignominy of it !
To be crying out to Martin's pity ! To be saying
literally, ““ If you lcave me, I know not what I
shall do!” Her hands clenched together under
the coat that covered her. The indignity, the
helpless futility of it! To be proud, yet to
have to throw pride away ! To be courageous,
yet to learn the meaning of fear; to De sane,
yet to fear that onc might go mad; to know
oneself greater even than the thing it loved,
in all these things, yet to have to plead to that
thing as a cripple pleads at a cross! The
mockery, the spite of it! Surely the fires of
hate were as heaven to the fires of love |
Martin said he was going. Shc had be-
gun to believe it. He¢ had only to come
back for his wages, and his box. That box
stood necar the scttle-end strapped, labelled,
rcady for his going. The blasphemy of it
shuddered through licr. He was leaving her—-
her to whom he had said in that moonlit ficld
with the bedge of foam-white blossoms—* I
love, forever, forever, forcver!’” She had
believed it then, she had belicved it since ; but
to say that, then to go away. Thcre were some
who said it and forgot, some sooner, some
later—but, Martin ! Did it come to cvery one
who loved the most, so, with such a horror of
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surprise and dull ache—that the one they
loved could be unfaithful > Love was for glory
or shame. But—Martin was leaving her as
people left infected houses, as rats left sinking
ships.

He had kissed her, he knew the taste of her
lips, he ; and none other ; he knew the croon
of her voice, he had scen bher proud, wild soul
in all its nakedness.  She had followed him
across the moor—calling his naine until strength
had given out. Had he called her so, she could
not have gone a yard. That was the first in-
cense of her pride, that she had cast on the
fires of love—odorous with sacrifice. Since
then, she had starved—starved to make her-
sclf pale, that the palecness of her lips might
strike to his heart. She had given him the key
of her heart.  There were women who only gave
to men the key of their faces—but she, Martin
knew her heart. Wherever he went he would
carry the key. And he was going away. He
had said so. All Four Gates had rung with it,
by this. It seemcd that every stick and stone
in the lancs must know that Martin Scott was
going away, that she was being lcft, even as
Joe Gillibrand left Sue Marsh all those years
back. Sue Marsh’s body had been found dead
that morning, behind the door, the blind white
cat licking her face—the face Joe Gillibrand
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had once brought the colour to with his comin:
and going.

Whenever Helen opened her eyes she saw
the ghost-like animal that had belonged to the
dead woman, crouched inside the fender. Martin
had bLrought it to the farm, to be cared for.
Martin was kind to cats.

She put out a weak hand, touching the box.
A half-scream left her lips as she touched it.
It was real. It was Martin’s box, with the key
of her heart inside it, to be carted away. She
fancicd that somecthing must happen to stop
him, then it crossed her mind that Sue Marsh
would have had the same thought, vears ago.
The gods were not to be frusted.  She must do
something. Yet——  She stared  Lelplessly
into the firc.

Across her memory came the recollection ot
that little scenc two nights ago, as he had stood
hypnotised by a little white dust.  Here in
Four Gates she was fighting for her soul.
Might she not play that white magic of dust
once, for her soul ? To be greater than the
gods! Her check flushed. She was laughing
tremulously. What was a little pride ? Throw
it away, the last sacrificc. But she frowncd
into the fire. She was proud. The narrow
tenets of Four Gates hemmed her round, at
times. It was so little, that pride—yct losing
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that—what was she ? No, no, she could, not
lose Martin. She was a savage. There were no
pale, beautiful saints with halos of dim gold in
her childhood. Her friends had been, will-o’-the-
wisps, witches, barguests, creatures of power,
who could raise the quick and the dead. These
breathed to her “ Win, win” — that only
defeat was ignoble, these carth-bound spirits
who hovered over the blowing bents, the wind-
paled rushes, those creatures who had stirred
the potion in the black pot that had the force
to overcloud the stars. Like Martin’s childish
saints, these al<o were bloodless, but they had
in them the breath of the hills and moors. They
were close to the carth and of it, whilst his
saints werc remote and cold.

What was it ?

It was ounly to play the spirits of her child-
hood against his—carth against heaven, life
against dcath, love against rcason. It was
only— but Four Gates sat in judgment in her
heart. 1t was so little that was left. But if
she threw it away—she would be nothing,
nothing any more ; no roots to her. So she
felt. She would have plucked herself up from
the foundation, and then——

TL > creak of the gate came to her, the sound
of a step.

She listened, hoping that it was not Martin.
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For once she, too, wanted to think, timc to
think.

It was Martin’s step.

She sat without moving.

He advanced into the circle of firchight

He stood with his back to the fire, looking
at her. The firchght wove a spdl abouat her.
He had barely looked at her for two days  In
two hours he would be away. IIc might lool:
at her now. That mecmory should be the only
thing he would kcep of Four Gates. Evay-
thing clse, every thread, his old dothes, should
be flung away. But that hitlc memory he
might keep. IIe was leaving Four Gates,
Never again should his eye glance upon i, on
the hills around it, the trces mn its fulds, the
places where he had hedged and ditched e
was leaving Helen. On both he nught It his
eye wander lovingly, for the last time. On
neither must he look too long e knew
that.

He was looking at her now.

It had always seemed to him that thare was
something about her in the findhght that he
never saw at any other timr. Onc mught have
expected her to make pas~cs on the air, and do
what she would, as she sat with the shadows
about her, and her long hair, black «s mght.
It was hard t¢ belicve that she was like the
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rest of mortals, limited in strength and power-
less to mould her own fate, struggle as she
might.

“ Well,” queried Martin, looking down at her.
“Nowt to say ?”

She moved her head {from side to side.

Her cyes were hidden.  They were looking
down at Suc Marsh’s blind white cat.

“Won’t ta wisli me luck, Helen ? ”’ asked
Martin.

She laughed, without looking up.

It was a little mocking, weary-toned laugh.

Then she looked at him.

Her eyes had that vivid greenness that re-
minded him of a cat’s.

“T wish thee luck, Martin Scott,” she said,
very slowly and deliberately.  She spoke in the
samic tones as those that had struck fear to
Andry’s heart, in that wet red wood, years back.
If she had not the powecr, her desire, her willing-
ness to play with clcmental fires, was as great
as that which had burnt in the heart of the
wildest witch in the county.

“ Ay,” said Martin uncasily. ‘“ But thcre’s
all sotts o’ luck.”

“Wby should I wish thee ill ?” she asked,
in a "vay that made him wonder whether or not
¢he spoke in bitter jest or quicet carnest. ‘* Why
should I wish thee ill 7 That would be wicked.
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Besides, were wishin’ any good tha wouldn’t
be goin’ away now.”

Martin was silent.

Then he said, as one who answers some
accusation : ‘“ No— why should ta wish me ill,
Heclen ? I never did thce any harm.”

“No,” she said, very simply, and looking
away from him. “ Tha only came—an’ went
away again, Martin.”

She was looking at the cat.

The curve of her cheek, the {fullness of her
mouth, the sheen of the black hair touching
her waist—he could drink it all in.

“Folk are free to come to a place an’ [ree
to go away again,” said Martin, a thin note of
antagonism, of sclf-defence, in his rational tone.
He was thinking of a tragedy that had happened
at a farm on a hillside not distant - of a mo-
ment’s passion in a man for which @ woman
must pay dear to the end of her days. The
man had gonc away.

“] never harmed thee, Helen,” he said
proudly. ‘ Folk are free to come an’ go, aren’t
they, when they lcave a lass as they find her,
an’ leave no trouble bchind ? ”

Her eyes turncd from their survey ot the
cat, with its peculiar blind stare and hungry
licking of its chops with the red tongue, 1o rest
on Martin’s face. There was a consciousness of



154 HELEN OF FOUR GATES

moral strength stamped upon it. Her look
passed over it, in lightning scorn.

“Tha fccls an angel compared wi’ Tim
Green,” she said, rcading his thoughts so well
that he almost started. “ Evil be wrought by
too little thought—an’ somctimes—by too
much. Tim took Matly and left her. It were
a’ the possession he knew. When tha goes
away—who is thete I could wed straight, Martin
Scott, wi’ thee in my c’en an’ my ears, ay, i’
my very dreams o’ neets, i’ my very blood, as
the air o’ Four Gates is part o’ me. What tha’s
left is hardly woith th’ takin’! ‘Leave no
trouble behind! Leave a lass as they find
her!’”” She laughed. Through the orthodox
moralitics of Four Gates and all other places
like it, she shot a shaft of ridicule. Martin was
pondering what to say 1o her.

“ Wilta lcave me as tha found me ? ” she asked.
“Wilta ? Can I get back to that place where
1 were before tha came—Dbefore 1 thought o’
thece ? Can I tear thee out o’ my life, just
because tha’s gone away, an’ has donc me
no harm, i’ the way Tim has harmed Matty ?
Aic there no other bonds than flesh bonds, no
other debts of honour but those ? Aren’t there
looks, a.’ words, an’ thoughts, that be forged
i’ firc, as much as if parson muttered ’em,—are
there no childer women noss i’ their dreams
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that belong as much to some men who left ’em
as any that go clothed i’ flesh, an’ able to suck
th’ longing from a weman’s breast, just because
they are flesh ? ”

Her words came out in a torrent.

It was an iron creed.

It was so old that it scemed startlingly new.
It was the creed of the sacredness of first love,
such as a tribal savage would have held, ere
the complexitics of modern life placed a barrier
between body and soul, gave leave to love and
depart fetterless, if that the law said that no
harm had bcen donc.

Its narrowness, its amazing claim {ook away
Martin’s breath.

“ But-——"" he said, then paused for words.
Then he went on, rather haltingly : “ How
many men an’ women are there i Four Gates,
or any other place for that, who wed th’ one
they first thought on, an’ kissed ?

She did not speak.

Like a sullen savage she sat on the old settle,
stubborn, unconvinced by any arguments he
could pour.

A wildness of something ncar despair shot
through him. Why was she not more like
the women of Four Gates 2 Why did she always
make it so hard, so uncomfortable, for himn ?
Why could she not put herself on one side, as
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many women might, smile, and say, “Go and
be happy, Martin. I{i is right ”’ ?

“““Tha’s th’ curse on thee,” he said, in a hard
tonc. “ Tha forgets. Can ta pass it on, and
on, and on, forever—-to put others through all
this we’re going through, to leave it all to be
fought over ? Tha’rt il last o’ th’ Masons.
Can ta not be brave cnough to say, It shall end
here” ?”

Hcelen looked at him.

FFlint mct flint.

TFrom the collision sparks were struck. The
little kitchen fadcd from the ken of both. They
werce fighting cach othcr now, ighting in animal
sclf-preservation — Martin’s fear of staying
and its consequences, Helen’s fear of his going
and its conscquences, wrestling with each other.

A savagery flashed into Helen'’s eyes.

Martin’s held the cruel tolerance of a modern
judge, dealing with reasons.

“Curst, am I ?” she cried, with a rcbellion
against the decrce of gods and men alike
blazing through her. “Why? Because I
might ha’ a child that were gladder or sadder
than most, at th’ comin’ up o’ th’ moon! Or
because it might fancy itself a prince, when its
pockets were empty ? Or because it might, in
some minute, plunge a knife into what it loved ?
Sanc men do that last, every day i’ th’ calendar.
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Mean men an’ weaklings an’ cowards are bred
every day o’ th’ week, an’ walk th’ streets i th’
sun an’ aren’t ashamed. What if I bore an
idiot ? Somewhere between man and dog his
mind would come. Would he be less happy ?
Would he be less loved ? Carst, am I ? I defy
the cursc. If I weren’t born to be happy, let
me dee. [ were born to live, to love. Who
shall say to me I weren’t 2 Thee—tell me if
tha can—tell me, this once, an’ I'll say no more
words—say to me, i’ th’ face o’ these woman’s
breasts, that I were born to be treated like a
leper ! Call on thy saints, an’ what th’ priests
told thee, an’ what folk gabble to mock th’
livin’ sun i’ the sky an’ th’ flowcrs 17 th’ ficlds—
an’ tell me, a livin’, breathin’ womon, to go
down to my grave i’ th’ lone dark, like a curst
creature ! Tell me that, Martin Scott, it tha
dur’st.”

She had torn open her bodice--savagely.

She was far away from Four Gates and its
tencts now. She might have been some high
priestess of Nature’s—imbued with the holi-
ness of life and its aspirations, and scorn of
those who ran from its battles. From every
tone, look, from e¢very inch of her tall form,
issued a majestic pride, defiance, and dignity.
Her look said, ““ Blasphemc, now, if tha can.”

They stood looking at each other.
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It was the cry of the human heart against the
bondage of custom’s cthics, against the fears
of the human mind.

She was daring his cold saints to protect him
now.

Slowly, like a man beside himself, Martin
movcd towards her. Ier hair showered about
her like a veil, but through it came the moonlike
gleam of her bLreasts. Her arms, their white-
ness hidden by the ugly bodice sleeves, were
crossed over her breast, so that therc was now
a look of primitive shrinking in her attitude.
But her eyes met his, filled with a look of scorn.
The purc shanelessness of her cast a radiance
about her. The little hollow under her proud
throat, the dusky holy vcil of woman’s hair
flowing over those gleaming breasts like a cloud
half hiding the moon—they madc her look fair
as the Mother of God. But never had any
painter painted a Madonna of so valiant a look.
It was as if she had declared her right to be the
mother of men by the rare and simple virtuc of
courage—courage that would dare all, risk all.

“Can ta tell me—now—to go an’ dee an’
rot—content an’ christian-like ? Can ta,
Martin ? ”’ she asked. '

Martm groaned.

‘“ Helen—--"" he pleaded.

His voice shook like a reed in the wind.
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He was looking in awe at what he had prayed
against two nights before.

It was not Helen that he saw before him,
asking him to tell her to rot and lic in a lonely
grave, accursed. It was Lifc —warn, pulsating
human life, shut off and thrust aside by some
whim of fate, crying out and calling, calling
louder than the voices of iron laws, social
customs, pricsts, philosophers, and school-
masters, saying, “ Why ? Why ? Why ?”

She had put him in the place of the judge,
the Pharisee—but beforc he condemined her she
had bidden him Jook at her.

“Hush ! ” he said in torment.

“ Tha can’t lcave me, Martin, tha can’t,” she
was saying.

He was trying to getl back, back to the firm
strand of reason on which he had stood during
these last days, back to the peace that had been
growing in his mind. He was looking away —
and his eycs fcll on the niche in the wall where
Abel Mason had once told him that his grand-
father had put the bloody rags he had ripped
from his throat—the grandfather on the
maternal side, from which the madness sprung,
the grandfather whose name had given no clue
for years that this Abel Mason was a branch
from that old man who had died cursing his
destiny.
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“ Martin ! ”’

The agony of the cry pierced his brain.

Had he turned his head he would have seen
that the thick hair was covered over the swell of
the white bosom, eclipsing its bcauty. Under
the old bodice her heart was beating in a
woman’s panic of agony and fright. She had
come back to Four Gates. Ixultation was
over. She was no high priestess. She was a
woman—her checks hot and cold with wonder
as to what Martin might think—if he would
understand. She belonged to Four Gates. It
claimed her remorselessly. Courage was big,
but Four Gates soil was round her roots. Fear
was upon her.  She had dared, she had walked
over burning ploughshares, to open the eyes
of Martin’s soul—she had used white magic,
but she had used it as a pricstess, not a courte-
san, because she was a Four Gates woman who
had lived from childhood with the storm-rack
of the moor and of destiny. But—Martin
might not understand. She had tried to snatch
fire from heaven. To get it she had walked
through Lell. She had risked all.

‘“ Martin ! ~

It was the child’s cry of terror at the threat
of daikness again.

Their dual voices rang together now. In
them both was still the sound of the struggle.
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In their voices was the sound of Martin listening
to his pale saints, and Helen crying out from the
tabernacle inhabited by spirits of earth, moulded
out of.the red clay and the salt seas.

*“No, no ” she could only mourn, as
though against the dark.

‘Her voice was faint. .

Her arms had fallen to her side. Her chin
was sunk on her breast.

- Martin did not look at her.

. *“ Better sorrow now than in twenty years,”
he said. ‘‘ Helen-—tha’ll thank me sometime,
when in years to come——"’

““ When we’re dead,” she moaned. * Mar-
tin!”’ But the thought that he could leave
her—mow—stunned her.

“ It’s like deein’, Helen,”” said Martin. “ Oh,
it’s hard. But—my son might ha’ this to fight,
to stan’ just here, like this. It’s sin we dally wi’.
I'm only a man, Helen. I dursen’t look at thee
any more. ’‘Twere sin to tempt me. For three
generations, Helen, it would be—on an’ on, an’
on—a mad race, cursin’ us when we’re dead—
think, Helen——"

#She was standing like something in marble
and ebony.

She saw him—saw his shadow on the wall,
crossing himself, the man who in those two
moments of crisis had been compelled to return

B ¢

Rarr .
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for sustenance to the faith of his chﬂd’hood
against the spell of life and love.

She saw him open the door, saw him ‘éﬂrough
the mist of this bad dream, in which she could not
cry out. Not only her tongue was dumb, cleav-
ing to her mouth in a great panic, but her very
brain had lost its function. She tried to think
of one word to say, only one word to cry aloud,
to keep him {from going through the doorway.
It seemed as if she had never known words,
never heard them, never learnt even the sim-
plest. Something whispered to her in a formless
sort of way that perhaps she was going mad,
was joining that long and shadowy line of the
accursed whom Martin had thrust her with.
How long she stood thus she did not know ; it
might have been only a few seconds, it might
have becn an cternity ; but when the sound of
the closing door came to her a galvanic shock
went through her, something woke up in that
dumb brain. She rushed to the closed door.

“ Martin! Martin! Martin!”

The cry rang out with a fierce intensity that
made the air quiver again. She was beating
with pale, helpless hands against the door.
Quite suddenly she perceived that all she had
to do was to lift the latch and then she could
get outside.

She was still calling that name, but almost
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withod£ knowing it, and running down the hill-

side th gh the long, wet grass, heedless of who
might Hear her. She was not conscious of any-
thing except that Martin was going away and
that she must stop him. She was running,
stumbling, crying, shouting for her soul to come
back. Once she thought she saw Martin, that
-he had turned at her cry—and something of a
perception that, if she were not out of her senses,
she was very miserable, camc {o her dimly.

She ran more quickly.

It could not be true. Martin could not be
leaving her.

Nothing so awful could be true.

That was what she told hersclf. Surely that
was Martin, away down the hill. Only, there
was a strange, heavy mist upon cverything, on
the earth, on the trees, in the sky. She must
hurry. She could overtake him beforc he
reached the bottom of the hill, or entered on the
road that ran past the houses wherc curious
faces could pcep. She remembered that she had
not fastened her bodice, and tried vainly to
fasten it with onc hand as she ran. What
mstter ? Martin was going away, and she could
not let him go for what Four Gates might think
of her.

Then the whole sky seemed to turn to a hellish
blaze of red. Her sight was bathed in blood.
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Through the red blindness she heard the even-
ing birds piping. Again she wondered if that
was how people heard the sounds of life when
they lay in the tomb. The red turned into
pitch-black—pitch-black cverywhere, through
which she groped dizzily, trying to clufch at
something to hang on to, but her hands only
clutched that empty air, all weird and black.
Martin was going away, and somcthing was
happening to her—her heart had missed half a
beat, maybe. She was swooning, like any weak-
ling woman who wept by the fireside. A rage
against herself torc through her brain.

““Weak fool!” she stammecred, condemning
herself, and bringing all thc force of her will
to bear, struggled against it. She stood quite
still—then tried to find something solid again.
Her hand touched something—a man’s coat.

‘““ Martin ! ” she cricd.

He bad turned back, then.

He could not leave her.

She began to laugh, chokingly, now the
terror was past. Things were dim yet, the sky
far away, but the birds did not seem as if she
heard them through grave-loam. She clutched
the man’s slceve.

T e mists began to clear from her sight. The
wind blew her hair about. Something of ecstasy
stirred in her. He had not gone.
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To-morrow she must punish him. Not even
Martin could go unpunished for putting her
through this agony. But now—just now, she
held him with a lost child’s panic.

Then, with the suddenness of a sword-thrust,
she heard Day’s voice say callously, ““ A bit of
a mistake. Scott’s gonc. But—blast it |—I'll
do as weel, won’t T? Tha mun shut thy c’en,
like they’re shut now, a’ th’ time, an’ think it’s
him.”

Helen’s eyes opened wide, staring into his
grinning countcnance. They had an uncanny
look, those eyes, appearing to gaze into bound-
less darkness.

“ Gone ? "’ she said tonelcssly.

After that dizzy joy she had felt, the waters
of despair rushed over her. She went deep under
them with a hopeless shudder. She would never
come up again. She knew it.

It was worse than pain.

It was death.

“Ay,” said Day’s voice, a long way off.
“He’s gone. But—I'm here.”

She heard herself laugh. She ought to be
weeping, weeping tears of blood. She was laugh-
ing instead. The sound reminded her of a
broken whistle Martin had played on when
first he came to the farm. Something had hap-
pened to it and all the music had gone, though
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the note-stops were left. What a queer pain it
was to die suddenly, and hear the world go on.

“Ay, I'm here,” she heard Day’s voice.
‘““ An’—one chap’s as good as another, isn’the? ”

His arm went round her, drew her close to
him. He was kissing her lips. She had once
felt that she would dic of shame if any but
Martin kissed her. She had been mistaken. It
didn’t hurt a bit. What was that he had said ?
One man as good as another ?  She heard her-
self laugh again. She had lived all these years
and never thought of it.

“T’ll take thee,” Day went on, as if she were
in the Left Luggage Department.

She laughed once more.

Even if a man is taking a woman for financial
gain, it hurts his vanity to be laughed at. It
hurt Day’s.

“ Stop thy damned laughin’,” he said, shaking
her by the shoulders. “1I said I'd take thee,
does ta hear ? ”

Her cyes stared into his.

There was laughter in them beside which tears
would have been light comedy.

“Wilta ? Tha'rt very good,” she answered,
with something finer than scorn in her tones.
It stang the tramp through his coarse rind.

“ All ower Four Gates it’s said tha’s hung
thysel’ on Martin,” he said, still holding her by
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the shoulders. ‘ When they look at thee
through their windows, as tha goes by, that’s
what they’ll be thinkin’—how he’s run away fro’
thee.”

There was a quiver about the lips. The pride
of her stirred. She withdrew hersclf from his
grasp. Her gaze fixed itself on the evening sky,
with the moon leering vacantly back at her.
She was thinking that Four Gates, and particu-
larly this hillside, had once scemed beautiful to
her. Now it seemed that she were caught here
in this bowl of the darkening hills. Ske could
not run away from Four Gates. She was of the
breed who live and die in a place. Four Gates
was her world. She could no more step out of
it than she could have deserted Martin. But
Martin had gone away, from ler, into that un-
known beyond the hills.

“T’ll take thee,” said Day again.

He was stuffing his pipe with tobacco, and
leaning against a tree, whilst watching her
narrowly. She had flung herself at Martin—all
fof nothing. She was tasting bitter waters.

“Well ? ” he asked her, at length, betwixt
pipe-stem and teeth.

“ If tha likes,” she answered.

The apathy of the tone was in striking con-
trast to the white flame of her face.

““Tha means it ? ”’ he queried.



108 HELEN OF FOUR GATES

She nodded her head in assent.

“ Why—— ? "’ he began.

She was beginning to move slowly up the hill-
side to that house empticd of joy and torment
now.

She turned her head sideways. Her eyes, set
in that strange smiling stare, met his.

“ Because tha'rt th’ first asked me,” she said.
““An’ because I don’t care. I've done a’ th’
carin’ I can. I've got throughit. An’—I'm not
goin’ to wear th’ willow.”

“ Tha understands,” he said, facing her grimly.
“Tha’ll be mine.”

“ Ay,” she acquicsced.

He still regarded her in a bewildered way.
He had expected some struggle, a longer chase.
She had fallen into his hand with no more re-
sistance than a dead thing.

He gripped her by the arm suddenly. Brute-
passion was in his eyes.

“ Mine, body an’ soul,” he said, savagery in
his voice. Conscienceless as he was, something
urged him on to sct the casc before her.

She drew hersclf up with a gesture of pride.

“*¢Soul,” ” she laughed. ‘ Nay—how much
does ta want for thy money ? Women sell their
bodies at Brungerly, I've heard. A parson once
talked of ‘em sellin’ their souls, these painted
women. He'd ne’er bin a woman. That was
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why. He’d have known they had none, else.
What they sell is flesh—like they throw to tigers
at Brungerly Fair.”

“ Well, flesh, then,” said Day, grinning.

He drew her to him.

Her passivity reminded him of a woman he
had once seen dragged from a canal. There was
something of the same stare on her face, too.
His kisses had the unrestraint ot a savage suck-
ing at a bone.

“ Give me th’ body, an’ T'll take chances on
th’ soul,” he grinned, releasing her <o suddenly
that she almost fell.

She regained her balance, looking at the cven-
ing sky, and did not answer.

“ What’s ta get out of it?” hc asked, as
they moved on again through the long wet
grass.

“ There werc some folk in Brungerly got sick
o’ sellin’ stuff cheap,” she said, * so they threw
it away, to go rottcn—to make sure it shouldn’t
be offered at twice,” shec smiled. “ What I get
out o’ th’ bargain is just that —sccurity.”

‘“ Agen Martin comin’ back ? ”’ he asked.

She nodded.

‘“ He'll not,” she remarked, with the tone ot
an outsider, contemplating the whole from an
impartial standpoint. “ But——"

She stared at the sky again.
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““Tha could ha’ committed suicide,” he said.

““ An’ folk gucss,” she smiled. “ An’ him be
sure. That would be stupid. Besides, I have
committed suicide, only thcre’ll be no coroner’s
inquest.” )

‘“‘ There may be hell after,” he grinned.

She was silent.

Her face said that she did not care. Her end
was a barrier, a barricr of flesh and blood, the
more devilish the more of security it gave against
any weakness of hers for Martin Scott.

“ I'm a sort of insurance against fire,” grinned
Day.

She nodded.

They were nearing the gate. The sharp scent
of lad’s-love came to them.

As they passed it she bent down, in a casual
way, and tried to pull it up by the roots. It
was the bush Martin had set years ago. Kneel-
ing therc on the flagstones she tugged at it until
it came up. She hurled it from her as if it had
been some loathsome thing.

“ Somebody’s comin’,” said Day, as she rose.
“ Fasten thy bodicc. It might get thee an ill
name,” he grinned.

Up the hillside came the sound of drunken
sing ng.

Passing into the farm kitchen, Helen covered
the bit of bared white neck.
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Her father had come in, and was curved over
the fire.

““ Where’s Martin ? ”’ he asked, looking up.

Helen was on the hearthstone now, fastening
up her hair. He poked the firc into a blaze to
see her face better.

“ Gone,” she answered, without turning into
the kindly shadows.

Her voice had its ordinary tone, save that it
had fallen balf a note. But he watched her
hands, empty of the hair now. They were
plucking her dress restlessly, with a little mono-
tonous movement.

Her lips were white, and her tceth caught
them at times.

She drew a chair up to the iable and began
to eat.

“Tha’rt hungry, aren’t tu ? ”’ hec asked.

“Haven’t I bin catin’ naught ? ” she asked,
clattering cup and spoon about. “ Haven't I
binill ?

He watched her.

She was eating, actually cating bread that
must taste like dust, swallowing lifc down
emptied as it was of joy. What a creature the
gods had given him to torturc. Men could eat
with their hearts torn out, he knew, but women
~—he watched her, pushing mouthful atter
mouthful down by sheer will.
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““So tha’rt better,” he remarked.

“ Ay, I'm better,” she answered, reaching for
the salt dredger.

“I'm fain,” he said. ‘“ Whear’s Day ? ”

Helen did not answer, for Day had opened
the door.

““Here!” he said. There was a note of tri-
umph in his voice. He passed round to the back
of Helen’s chair. The light from the lamp lit
up the rigidity of her face. There was a ghastli-
ness about her before which a lesser man might
have trembled, awed into a secmliness towards
something great as death. It was weird as if
that coffincd corpse upstairs should essay to eat.

Fielding Day looked over her head towards
the old man in the corner. He winked coarsely
and meaningly, then laid his finger and thumb
on the nape of the white neck.

“ She’s goin’ to be wed,” he told the old man.
“ Aren’t we, lass ? 7 He compelled her to turn
that wan face up to his by the pressurc of his
thumb. There was something in his attitude
that reminded Mason of the handling of a hare.

“Eh ? ” jerked the old man.

Then he burst into laughter.

“1 don’t believe it,” he said.

Helun turned her gaze upon him.,

“It’s true,” she said, reaching out for another
piece of bread.
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He rose from his chair.

“Let’s see thee kiss her, lad,” he said, with
simulated tenderness.

Helen pushed her chair back from the table.

Day caught her by the arm.

“ A good neet kiss,” he said.

She submitted passively to the indignity of
the coarse caresses such as she had received on
the hillside. Then, as she was turning away,
Day pulled her back to him, and kissed her
again. He left a blotch of tobacco-slaver on her
cheek, and laughed.

“Has t’ finished ? ' she asked quietly.

He nodded, letting her stagger again. With-
out wiping the brown spittle from her cheek she
took her candle. It was at this juncture that a
loud thumping {cll on the door.

“Go, see who ’tis, Helen,” said the old
man.

She went to the door with the candle lit, and
opened it.

“ Somebody to screw up in their wooden suit,
isn’t there ? ’ said a stuttering voice. “TI’ve
bin told she lives here. Whear is she ? What
I says is, ¢ Have a good time. You'll be a long
time dead !’ Whear is she ? This is Mason’s
farm, isn’t it, whear that dcad woman lives ? ”’

“Come to-morrow,” said Helen. “ You're
drunk, Jabez.”
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He stared at her, suddenly realising that the
door was open.

“Drunk ! ” he said indignantly. “ Drunk!”
and he lurched in through the doorway. * An’
if Tam ? Shouldn’t them as is drunk fasten up
them as is sober 7 Which room is she in? All
reight. Everything’s in order. Everything’s
in order.”

““ Show him th’ way, Helen,” said old Mason.
“He can’t hurt Milly, anyhow.”

Jabez was staring at Helen, in one of those
lulls that come to drunken men.

Candle in hand, she was looking at him. The
stillness and whiteness of her seemed to hypno-
tise him. Then he let out a yell like ten thou-
sand demons.

“She’s got up!” he shouted, and dashed
through the doorway.

Helen closed the door after him, and went up
to bed.

Abel Mason stretched out his hand to Day.
Then he went to a drawer, taking out a fat bag,
and emptied its contents on the table. The gold
shone in the lamplight.

‘““ Twenty, to be goin’ on wi’,” he said.

His lips moved as he counted. Day’s moved
also. They had to count over again, as he said
Mason had given him one too little.

“ Ay, there were but nineteen,” said Mason.
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He watched Day scrape it into an old purse
he had brought from the doss-house. Then he
leaned towards him across the table.

“ What’s ta think on her ? ”’ he asked, leering.

Day’s eyes met his with the same look. The
old man’s eyes narrowed. 1t was as if he would
pore into the tramp’s very being. The fear was
on him again. He was afraid that this man,
gloating over the little pile of sovercigns, and
with the wolfish face more wolfish still in its
double lust, might so far awake to Helen’s spell
as to be an inefficient tool of his revenge.

“ Did ta ever love a woman, Field ? ”’ he asked.

Day started, looked up, the bestial expression
of his face shattered.

“ Ay,” he said jerkily. ‘“ My mother. She
shut th’ door on me whenever I went—an’ she
ordered I'd not to go to her funeral, an’ she left
me her curse in her will. That’s th’ stock I
come on.”

“Tha'’rt a’ reight, Ficld,” said the old man
meditatively. “ But did ta notice her eyes,
Field ? Did ta notice her eyes ? ”

Day left him, shaking with laughter, over the
fire.

He had to pass Helen’s room, and listened
for any sound from within. The silence from
that other room where the dead lay was not
more deep. Creeping stealthily, he placed his
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eye to the keyhole. He saw her. She was sit-
ting by the table on which stood the candle.
She was biting into her own flesh—biting into
that bared white arm to discover whether she
were rcally dead or only in a trance. Those eyes,
with that look that had made Mason laugh, were
closed. Her lashes fluttered once. He moved
cautiously away Then he shrugged his shoul-
ders. Just for a single sccond he had felt fear
lest she should unclose those eyes, and know he
looked at her.



Book 11
CHAPTER IX

SNOW

CROSS the barren purity of the snow-
covered moor, with above it ‘‘the

wide open eye of the solitary sky,” the
wind made that whinny of unutterable sadness
which is born of ils having nothing to wrestle
with. The carth-bobs, the runncls betwcen the
bents, the tufts of fine, blood-tinted grasses
overhanging dark water-holes, the mounds
tossed up by the moles—all were covered by
that shroud that is as the symbol of sanctity to
the ascetic. Under it were furze-bushes, their
gold ready to shoot sun-like pomp on the face
of the world. All that was scen of them now
was a bloomless jag herc and there pricking
through the snow at its thinnest fold, like
cypress bloom in a winding sheet.
It was one vast, blinding track of whitcness.
Nou footprints lay upon it, save those made
by the fcet of moor-fowl, or the dragging of their
wings as they had flown law across it, ur the soft
N 177
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indents of the pads of a baby hare’s feet, born
in these wilds of March, on this height of desola«.
tion. Across the monotony of the sky a hawk
went, its wing like the sail of a ship forlorn on
an ashen sea.

It was even as a world where the foot of man
had never been.

Whilst ever, seeking vainly for something to
struggle with, the wind wandered, crying.

Into the desert of grey sky-space projected
the Corple Stones, ¢bon-dark. No snow clung
to their smooth, age-worn surfaces. But gaps
between them were filled with it in man-high
drifts.

Far below those black figures, dumb lookers
down on the muted valley, the trees in distance
—dwindled field and hedgerow were sheeted
phantoms, and away in thce unbroken whiteness
that might smite the onlooker with a sense of
icc-ages gone by, the reservoir was black. It
was hard to think that life had ever pulsated
here, or would again.

The hill-stair by which Martin Scott had
ascended to the moor on the night of his dream
by the little cradle-shaped pool, could now
have been climbed by no human foot. It was
sheet ice. Thaw-winds blowing at intervals,
had brought streams of snow-water over the
sharp moor-edge, only to freeze them into
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icicled daggers. The valley path was abandoned
by the cautious. Snowslides from the heights
were feared. As across the moor, so the valley
below the Stoncs showed no human footprints ;
if such had bcen they were now covered up by
the last downfall. In a drift the board of a
farmer’s cart thrust itself through the snow like
the prow of a foundering barque, and upon it
might have been rcad the name of onc Edward
Trip, farmer, of Corple Moor Farm.

Under that virgin snow were likewise buried
lambing sheep overtaken by the blizzard i’ the
dead o’ night; in those shrouded trees were
the descrted half-built nests of birds who had
travelled overscas, restless to reach one little
lane in the wide world, maybe one bush or
tree in this now lost valley. Lifc and hope
had sunk under this polar purity, and the wild-
ness of the overhanging hcights, with what
Lizzie Trip termed ‘ their God-forsaken look,”
was indeed something to make the timid
shudder.

Yet, toiling through the lonely vale, naked
of growth, empty of sound, save for that low,
tired intermézzo of the wind, was a human
figure, its garments sombre against the snow.
Occasionally it paused, as if luoking bchind
and before, then up at the Stones, with some
sense of freedom in the sight of these unin-
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habited wastes of snow and silence—then, it
would come on again, dodging the drifts.
Something in the way the snow was flung up
again after cach step, and in the sagging of its
garments on the powdery carpet, suggested its
being a woman. IHer appearance on the dumb
and barren aspect of the vale lent to her a
tragic lonclincss, with something of dignity
borrowed from the gloomy heights above, and
from the whole scene she wandered in. She
had the appearance of a wandcrer rather than
of one who travelled to any given place. But
when she paused, looking backwards, as if to
measurc the distance behind her, it might be
said that something of meclancholy pleasure
tinged that pale face, as if she wandered away
from, if not towards, some definite object or
place.

She advanced until she reached a gate that
looked upon an upland field. Against the white
crest of this hill-field a ghost of a moon flickered
wan light through the ashen sky. In the
smooth snow of the upland were footprints
extending from a cote in the middle way of it,
near a little farm. Leaning against the gate,
th* woman surveyed the marks of these human
feet, leading to the farm, with an expression of
weariness, amounting almost to distrust.

From over the hill-crest came the barking of
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dogs. She looked back along the path she had
traversed, then at the heights above. There
was a wistfulness in her glance, as though, were
it possible, she would never again turn into the
haunts of men.

Wanner than cver in its moon-pale charm,
with the hood of the same old cloak drawn over
her dusky hair, it was the face of Helen Day,
wife of the now locally famous Ficlding Day.

It was scarccly changed, save for a subtle,
restless crave that had gone out of the cyes. The
whole expression of the face, now, had in it an
almost inhuman remoteness from ordinary life.
If asked to define that expression, a psychologist
would have becn bafiled to say wherein lay its
power of fascination. Swcetness it had none
It was hard, chill, pallid, with a soullessness that
repulsed and attracted, this facc upturned to
the spectral moon hanging in the oppressive
sky. Its beauty was stone-like. But it was
a bcauty haunting in its clusiveness.

After a few minutes by the gate, she put
out her hand, unhasping a rusted chain.

The sound of the chain startled a hen and
her brood. The startled mother hustled her
chicks towards the cote, and watching the
picturc, a dim misery passed over the stoicism
of the woman at the gate, like mist over an ice
peak. Fastening the chain hurriedly, as one
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who chains down her mind, at the same time
fastening up some drcadful thought within it,
she passed into the ficld, walking straight
ahcad, edging as far as possible from the farm.
But it was all in vain.

The bright cycs of little Aggic Trip had spied
her. They disapprarcd quickly from the
window-panc ; the farm door opened, dogs
barked, and Lizzie, Dluc-aproned, bare-armed,
almost crushing in her matronlincss, with
Aggic’s curly head at her stout waist-line,
called across the intcrspace of snow, a note of
reproach in her northern burr :

““Hcelen Mason! An’—passin’ our door!”

Therc was no answer to that hurt surprise
but to advance 1o mect her, as she crossed the
farmyard, with its snow-swathed outbuildings
and lean-tos.

At the gate they looked into each other’s
eyes, Helen’s with that shrinking in them that
might be interpreted as some wild longing to
escapc from human inspection.

“Tha nced’st say tha were turnin’ in,” said
Lizzie bluntly. ‘If Aggic hadn’t seen thee,
tha’d ha’ gone by. Happen we’re not class
enot gh, scein’ thy husband—tha sees we follow
th’ world, if we’re out on it. We’ve sin his
picter i’ th’ Brumgerly News last week. An’
then—thee tryin’ to get past our door.”
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Helen smiled. Her smile and the clear look
of her were sufficient answer to Lizzie’s sus-
picion. The latter was convinced that whatever
madness had made Helen turn to those lone
snows rather than to a cup of tea and chat in
a cosy farm kitchen, it was not that of snobbish-
ness. Therc had always been a good deal she
had taken for granted in Helen Mason.

Helen followed Lizzie into the black-raftcred
kitchen, full of rosy lights on polished steel, and
on shining pewter vesscls that hung on the old-
fashioned wall-shelves, whilst the smell of nettle-
beer a-brewing and brcad in the baking, filled
every nook and cranny. Bcefore the fire was
Aggie’s baby-chair, now too small for her, but
holding the dilapidated form of a wooden doll
that stared crazily into the caverns of the fire.

Aggic took Helen’s cloak and made her
smile faintly by stroking the silk dress, now
unveiled, with reverent touch. Lizzic set her
chair near to the fire.

“It’s hot enough here,” said Helen, taking
Teddy’s chair in the shadowy ingle-nook.

“ How do I like livin’ here ? 7 sniffed Lizzie
contemptuously, in answer to a query from
Helen. ‘ Deein’ here, tha mecans. How would
ta like buryin’ alive ? But tha doesn’t know !
Nobody can know, till they come to it. Nowt
to see but them gret black Stones, fleysome

L
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as if they were sittin’ i’ Judgment—an’ to see
a bird go ower th’ sky, an’ wish tha’d wings to
be back i’ Four Gates. An’ nowt but th’ sound
o’ wind, an’ water, an’ when that thunner-
storm were on, Helen, this valley reminded me
o’ hell, like what hell might be—that black an’
dismal. Why folks ever lcaves Four Gates is
a mystery to me. But a bigger is how they can
go, an’ nc’er come back.”

Hclen looked at her as she slapped a lump
of dough into shape with a plump hand.

“Tha docsn’t know what it is to be lone-
some,” said Lizzie. ‘ Tha never lived away
from Four Gates.”

““No,” said Heclen, a small pale smile hover-
ing round her mouth. “I’ve ne’er been away
from Four Gates.”

“ An’ how’s thy father ?” asked Lizzie.
‘ Has he gotten his usc back yet ? 1 shouldn’t
ha’ thowt Le’d have had a stroke.”

“He can trail hissel’ across the floor to th’
window an’ back agen to his chair in th’ nook,
an’ that’s about a’,” answered the woman in
the corner. “‘ His speech is a bit twisted like,
but he makes mc understand. An’ it’s as good
as havin’ hands an’ feet, a’'most, to ha’ Field,
for he does all for him ’at he can’t do for hissel’.”

Again that pale smile flickered round her

mouth.
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She was staring down at a blue mark on the
,back of her hand, a mark half-hidden by the
*shadow of a cunningly arranged frilling of black
net.

“It’s nice when it’s likc that,” said Lizzie.
“A sort o’ son to him. Aggic, get me that
fork to prick this cake o’ thy dad’s, or he’ll
think its noan reight. His mother allus pricked
’em like this—three little fork marks—just to
let th’ witches out, an’ so we go on prickin’ ’em,
though nobody belicves i’ witchcraft, now.”

She set Teddy’s cake on one side, then looked
up swiftly.

“There’s a letter thcar—agen th’ clock, on
th’ dresser, Helen. Happen tha’ll like to see
it, seecin’ it’s fro’ an old friend o’ thine. Teddy
an’ me thowt Martin had nigh forgotten there
were a place on th’ map o’ the world ca’ed Four
Gates, or else "at he’d ta’en some mak o’ spite
agen it. Just rcach an’ rcad it—for my han’s
aren’t fit, for flour. Sin’ he writ Teddy when
he’d bin landed i’ Amcrica a month, an’ sends
back th’ brass he’d borrowed—we’d ne’er had a
wimp o’ him. An’ there’s nowt much i’ that
letter. Not a wimp o’ whether he’s wed an’
worried yet—nowt nobbut axin’ if Teddy could
let him ha’ enough brass to bring him back to
Four Gates an’ ’at it’s a matter o’ life an’ death.
An’ if Teddy can’t—— But thear ! Reach it.”
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Helen sat looking at Lizzie.

Through the chill remoteness of her look
flashed another, for a moment. But it was
. gone so quickly that Lizzie did not sce it.

She was stirring milk into a sweet-loaf for
Sunday, when she expected visitors from her
beloved Four Gates.

“ Get it,” she repeated. ““ Ile didn’t say we
hadn’t to show anybody, an’ he wouldn’t mind
thee seein’ it, anyhow. Ay, that’s it.”

Helen had risen aud was crossing over to the
dresscr.

She had re-seatcd herself, opening the letter
out, Lizzie’s spoon clicking, and her comments
made a running strcam of sound to which Helen
read.

“ Ay, an’ him used to be so proud,” puffed
Lizzic. * Aggie, open th’ oven-door for thy
father’s cake. But I know—1I could go on my
knees, my bare bended knces, to ax to get back
to Four Gates! But as for Teddy goin’ to ax
that pricst he mentioned on Aggie |
Aggic! Why, of cowse tha’s brunt thee!
Here. Shut that blubberin’—an’ I'll put thee
green salve on.”

Whi'st Lizzic was salving Aggie’s burn, Helen
was reading the letter. Shc broke up a cob on
the fire to get sufficicnt light. As the flames
leapt up she looked not unlike the wild-eyed
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girl who had sat in the red autumnal wood with
the dead leaves swirling about her as she drew
to her the soul of an invisible man, setting upon
him the spell that should bind him to her
though he fled to the uttermost corners of the
earth. He was coming back! Martin Scott
was coming back to Four Gates. He was coming
back as she had willed it that he should come
back, on that storm-rivcin day. He was coming
back—bcaten. She also was beaten—wrecked.
The big tides that had washed him out from
Four Gates had not been able to keep him, to
make him forget. He also was wrecked. He
must get the money, be able to come back.
She wanted to scc him—the man who had
thought he had only to get away, to leave Four
Gates behind him, forever ! The fool who had
held her in the hollow of his hand, and flung
her away, anywhere, to anyonc—the coward
who had kissed her and left her. He had taken
the way hc had thought without responsibility,
without risk, and he had to beg Teddy Trip to
send him the moncy to bring him back, a
burning crave writlen between the reserved
brevity of his letter.

“What’s ta think on it?” asked Lizzie,
fixing the staring doll in the arms of the sobbing
Aggie, to console her for the smart of the

burn.
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“Will Teddy lend him th' brass ? ”’ asked
Helen. '

“Teddy can’t,” said Lizzic austerely.  For
he’s got none 1o lend. It’s a’ gone—i’ this farm
he’s dreamed o’ so long!  Allus talkin’ of
a farm on th’ slope o’ a hill—an’ gotten it, an’
a’ our bit o’ brass swallowed up. Soit’s no use
Martin lookin’ to us—an’ as for Teddy runnin’
after that owd pricst on th’ strength o’ his
rememberin’ Martin, if Teddy couldn’t spare th’
brass—well, Teddy said it’s the craziest thing
he ever heard. Martin mun ha’ changed——"’

With which she opened the oven door, popped
Teddy’s cake in, slammed the door to, then sat
down, her broad back to the window, her face
shadowed, hut her cyes glinting as she looked
across at Helen. Aggic was sobbing in an
undertone now. The wooden doll was com-
forting her.

Therc was silence then, save for the loud tick
of the clock, the fall of a cinder on the snowy
hearth, the crackling sound of Teddy’s cake in
the oven, and from without the sound of the
wind over ihe snow.

Lizzic moved restlessly in her seat, then
Icaned forwards. The sheen of the fine gold
chain round the neck of the woman in the dusky
silk dress held her glance—and seemed to give
her courage.
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“ Thy father ne’er paid Martin them wages—
fro’ that day to this, I belicve,” she observed.

“Nor ever will,” said the woman in the
ingle. “Not if he waits till th’ Judgment
Day.”

“ Dead robbery, I call it,” said Lizzie.

“Martin should ha’ waited till my father
came home, an’ paid him,” said Helen. ‘“ He’ll
ne’er get it now—unless he goces to law.”

Whilst the bare supposition of a man who had
to borrow money to get back to Four Gates
going to law with a wealthy farmer made
Lizzie shake her head with a ““ Nay, nay, he’ll
noan go to law. But I thowt——"

‘“ Ay, there’s some thinks because my father
has had a stroke ’at it would soften his heart.
But that would never soften—though his
marrow ran away ! He’s harder nor ever, now.
Nobody °ll stick canncls round him an’ make
out he deed sorry for this an’ for that. He’s
isn’t the sort they make tracts on.”

Helen’s cyes met Lizzic’s squarely.

Despite herself, the latter’s silhouctte against
the window drooped disappointedly.

““ Well,” she said philosophically, “if he’ll
not, he’ll not. An’ now—ay, put it down on
th’ table. I’ll put it on th’ dresser agen. An’
now—tell us all th’ news o’ Four Gates.”

The telling did not take long, not even with
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the inclusion of the sow that had had a record
litter,—of Andry thc wcaver being about to
summons the new brewery people for pouring
stuff into his strcam that made his hens drunk
every Monday morning, and of his being about
to take a drunken hen as chief witness to
Brungerly old court. During the recital Lizzie
listened with a holy look. She wiped her eyes
on the corner of her apron, as one moved by
some religious ecstasy. Then, the tear and
smile still lingering in her eye, she looked round
the corner of her apron at Helen.

“ Hasn’t ta left summat out ?”’ she asked,
with tender slyness.

She saw Aggie lcaning against Helen, and
called her off with morec sharpness than the
occasion scemed to warrant.

“ An’ tak’ that buckct—an’ fill't,” she com-
manded. “ Th’ well frozen ? Well, that were
yesterday, mayhap it’s thawed now. An’let’s
ha’ no back-answers.”

Thus admonished, Aggie sct out across the
snow with her bucket.

Helen was sitting, somewhat rigidly, in the
corner.

There was an alertness, almost painful, in the
dark eyes, if the shadows had not woven a
kindly obscurity over her face—a strained,
shrinking look, almost akin to one of shame, of
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spiritual shuddering from hearing something
she dreaded cricd aloud upon the public
air.

“Teddy stopped to talk wi’ Andry about
his sow litterin’,”” began Lizzic again, taking up
the 'thread of conversation with an assumption
of being casual. “ Ay, that very day his cart
stuck i’ th’ drift, yon, on th’ way back. Andry’s
wife came out, as they barged, an’ she gave him
a wimp o’ news, an’ [ says to him, as he sat
where tha sits now, ‘Teddy Trip—Hclen’d ha’
told me, I'm surc—an’ how should Andry’s
wife know ? But the next time I see Helen, I'll
ax her.””

“ Ay ? ” said Hclen.

There was something as antagonistic in her
tone as on her face. The sound of it scemed to
fluster Lizzie.

“ Andry’s wife said—— "’ began Lizzie.

Then she broke off. The silence of the woman
in the corner was embarrassing. Lizzie rose, and
walking over to where Helen sat, stood before
her, looking down at her in a tender, searching
way. Their shadows on the wall stirred. From
a snow-covered field at the back of the farm
came the shrill cry of a curlew. Lizzie stood
smiling in that tender, motherly fashion.

Helen’s hands gripped the chair-arms that
were dented with Teddy cutting up his tobacco.



192 HELEN OF FOUR GATES

Her face was alabaster-white, her eyes had
darkencd in their old way when excited.

“Is’t true, Helen ? ”’ asked Lizzie.

‘“ Ay,” answered Helen.

“Tha’ll get through,” cheered Lizzie. ‘ Tha’rt
strong.”

““ Ay,” said the woman in the chair.

“It’s a wonnerful thing,” said Lizzie. “A
child born o’ two folk as loves——"

Helen smiled.

A soul in torment might have smiled so.

Lizzic was too taken up with the news to
notice.

“ When ? ” she asked softly.

“I” ihe fall,” answcred Helen. She was
staring drearily into the firc at a coffin-shaped
coal. A little beyond it appeared to be a minia-
ture wood, and when the wind blew down the
wide chimney red leaves were falling there—
falling, falling, even as they had fallen around
her when she had cast her spell on the wet wind,
so that she had fancicd it would mcet Martin,
whichever way he tried to cscape her.

Lizzie’s lips were moving, her plump fingers
counting against her apron. There were visions
in her cyes.

““ Next year at this time,” she said, “ it’ll be
after feclin’ its fecct. We couldn’t hold Aggie at
that age.”
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“It’ll happen dee,” said Helen.

The icy drip of those few words caused Lizzie
Trip to start back.

““Heclen ! ” she gasped. She poked up the fire
again, to sce that shadow-veiled face.

In cvery line of it was stamped loathing, a
sense of degradation. The cycs stared wild and
black.

“Isn’t there any way out ? ”

Heclen had risen from her chair, and stood up.

In her black attire, with dcad-white face, she
scemed some outraged goddess. Her words
stabbed at the air. From without came the
sobbing of the wind over the snow, and between
it came fragments of * Rock-a-bye, baby ” in
Aggic’s trcble, with that thin, sad thread of the
curlew’s cry fillering {lirough it.

“Helen! Thee!” cjaculated Lizzie, and
flopped into a chair.

Therc was silence. Then Lizzie said, as onc
thinking of a scene beyond a scene, “ Tha'rt
not poor.” Some of Lier ruddy colour had paled
a little.

A cinder dropping madc her start nervously.

“ It isn’t like you hardly knew how to keep a
roof ower your hecads, an’ hadn’t a rag to wrap
it in,” she said. ‘‘ Or—as if 'twere a bastard ! ”’

“It’s a bastard,” avowed Hclen tonclessly.
““ A real bastard—gotten in loathin’, growin’ i’

o
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loathin’, and it’ll see it writ on my face. Those
they ca’ bastards are holy compared wi' ’t.
Jesus Christ’s mother couldn’t show no marriage
lines when she went to th’ inn. But—#his/
Me—to come to this! A bastard thrust on me,
an’ to ha’ it put i’ th’ papers, an’ a presentation,
maybe—an’ a’ th’ time to know it comes into
th’ world lower than a dog, because—I'm agen
it all th’ time ! To struggle to give it life, when
1t’s ham—a’ hwm, an’ noan o’ me, an’ to hate it
motc for that, though it should make me love it
morc if—if he hadn’t been a tally-husband | ”’

Hcr voice tiailed off into mute misery.

Lizzic stared dumbfounded.

‘“ But you're wed,” she said fecbly.

“Folk think so,” said Helen. “ Like they’ll
think it isn’t a bastard.”

Lizzic shook her head hopelessly.

Helen had a half-mad look to her.

“ I've nowt to wrap it in,” said Helen, think-
ing of Lizzie’s past words. ‘‘ Not a rag o’ love
to welcome its limbs. I'm givin’ it every drop
o’ blood wi’ a grudge, an’ then, to ha’ its hands
fumblin’ an’ creepin’ round my breast, an’ it
smilin’ up i’ my face wi’ his eyes, maybe,
whilst every cell 1’ my body shrinks away from
it, o I'm clay-cold to it—me, to ha’ come to

this.”
“1f I hated a man ever so,” said Ligzie, I
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couldn’t but love a little innercent child—when
it sucked me.”

Helen laughed.

“ My father didn’t bring me up like a turtle-
dove,” she said. ‘“ An’ I'd no saints wi’ leets
round their heads, an’ faces like they’d no blood.
But there are some¢ women like their men be-
cause they happen to be th’ child’s father. It’s
ohly th’ other way wi’ me. I’'m made the other
way, somehow—allus th’ other way—runnin’
after what should run after me, runnin’ awa’ fro’
what I should run to. I fecl like creepin’ into a
dark hole, an’ ne’cr comin’ out agen—Ilike I were
disgraced. A’ these ycears--dreamin’, an’ grow-
in’--an’ th’ fruits—a bastard ! I-—I can’t face
it, Lizzie. Tell us—— "

She had thrown out her hanrs before her, as
if to ward off some terror. From outside caine
Aggie’s joyous voice, singing :

“Allin a 10w,
Gath-er 1’ snow,

Some said Yes,
An’ some said No.”

Lizzie rosc from her chair, and went towards
the cupboard.

“Teddy’s cake’s burnin’,” said Helen. ““Shall
I take it out ?”

Lizzie nodded, climbing upon a chair to reach
that top shelf. From the duskiest corner of it
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she took down a canister. Her colour was still
paled, with the gust of some old pain. Teddy’s
cakc was clean gone from her mind. She mar-
velled that Helen should think of it.

“It’s spoilt,” said that black-robed woman.

““ Ne’er mind,”” answered Lizzie.

“ Lect that cannel, Helcn,” she said, climbing
down. “ An’ ne’er mind scrapin’ th’ cake.”

Helen obeyed.

The candle shed its lustre on the two heads
bent over the open canister, and upwards on the
two pale faces, one quivering as with a backward
look, the other proud and firm. Once Lizzie
looked into that countenance with shuddering
wondcr.

“Aren’t ta fleyed ? Hasn’'t ta no con-
science ? ”’ she asked, almost in a whisper.

“1 munnot ha’ been there when they gave
’em out,” answerced Helen.

‘“ Ginger cake,” said Lizzie, tossing an old
paper away, after a second’s scrutiny. Helen
picked it up.

“ Therc’s summat on th’ back,” she said, and
then read out a name and address.

““That’s it,” said Lizzie. Then she sat down
by the table.

“1t’s a long way to Thorn,” she obscrved.
“Tha’ll not go to-day, an’ it’s darkenin’ for
more snow.”’

’
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“I'll go to-day,” said Helen. “1I suppose
she’ll live there yet.”

‘““ She were there a year back,” said Lizzic.
“ But I've not sin her fro’ that day to this. Billy
were iwenty last Thursday, an’ he were only a
babby then—just walkin’. ’Twere to save his
life T went to see old Betty, at Thorn, an’—I
hoped ’twouldn’t be written against me, bein’
so. Th’ doctor said he’d fade away if he hadn’t
nourishment—an’ if 1 didn’t keep at th’ mill I
couldn’t get ’em, an’ I ne’er could keep there
when I were carryin’ my childer, an’ then Teddy
lost his work—an’—’twere just a draught or two
o’ herbs.” A pause. Then she said, shakily :

“’Twould ha’ been a lad.”

Her voice died away.

She was staring at the candle-flame, with a
drawn look on her naturally plump face. Her
hand was beating a restless tattoo on the table.

‘“ She’ll be nigh on cighty,” she said, after a
moment’s silence. ‘“ An’ I expect she’ll be above
greaund—for such like don’t dee soon, them as
traffics wi’ th’ devil, for she said she’d witch it
back into th’ neet agen—an’ them herbs ‘at she
gave me ne’er grew i’ th’ sunleet, I’'m sure.”

Helen smiled sceptically, and got up to put
on her cloak.

When she was fastening it the door opencd
and Aggie tumbled in.  Het hair was white with
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snow. She had been lying down in a field, she
said, to make the shape of herself. Then she
ran and picked up her doll from the chair.

“You’'ve ncver looked at my babby,” she
said, with a matronliness quaint and touching.
“When I gel twenty-one years old T’ll have a
real one—instcad o’ a ring like Glen got when
it was her birthday.”

Helen smiled.

‘““ What is she called ? ” she asked gravely.

“Helen,” said Aggie. ““ Mr. Scott brought
her me fro’ Brungerly before he went away in
the big ship.” She began to sing and croon to it.

Lizzie followed Helen to the door.

The wind was blowing more wildly now.
Sometimes it raiscd a ghost-like curtain of snow
over the landscape.

“Tha’ll let me know ? ” ashed Lizzie.

‘“ Ay,” answered Hclen, drawing her hood
more closely over her brow. Then she said,
looking at Lizzie, “ Thanks!”

Lizzie drew back.

“Look ! ” she said, and pointed to a signpost
which stated that trespassers would be prose-
cuted. A single magpic, ink-black against the
snowy background, was perched on the pole.
As they looked, he flew over the wastes of snow.

“ An ill sign,” shuddcred Lizzic.

Hclen laughed.
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“1It’s iller—to be beaten,” she said, and set
her head towards Thorn, walking swiftly over .
the snow. There was somewhere to go to now
—to Thorn—to that desolate hamlet where
Martin had spent his unhappy childhood, near
the wide, wild Moss where he had watched the
hawks travel across the sky.

After two miles, during which the afternoon
light had waned considerably, she came to the
meeting of two roads. A vehicle came along one
of these. She waited.

““ Want a lift ? ” qucried the driver.

“ Ay. Thorn way,” answered Helen.

“I'm goin’ that way,” he began, then hesi-
tated.

“T can pay,” said the woman in the cloak.

“It isn’t that,” he said. A short conversa-
tion took place between him and someone within
the coach.

“ Let her get in,” said a clear voice, at length.
‘“ Let her get in.”

Helen climbed up into the dimness of the old
coach.

“Cold travelling weather,” said that pecu-
liarly penetrating voicc from the furthest
corner. “ And Thorn is a wild place.”

Helen saw white hair under a black cassock,
a long, thin, pale face, with a pair of intense
eyes, and from the blackness of the priestly
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gown she saw two thin, tapering hands in rest-
less motion. They might have been trying to
catch invisible birds—or perhaps they were only
chafing against the cold.

“I’'m going to sce a friend,”” said Helen. Even
as she spoke she had a sensc of doing so against
her will, and drew further into her corner, where
she looked out on a backward vista of the Corple
Stones.

“ 1 know every soul in Thorn,” said the voice.
“What did you say your {riend’s name was ? ”’

“T didn’t say,” said Helen, her eyes meeting
his now, that he might sce she was no fool. ‘“ But
she’s called Haggus—Betty Haggus.”

The old priest came out of his corner and
seated himself opposite to her now. The full
liglit from the coach-window was on his face,
that recmarkable {ace caten up by the intensity
of those eyes. Helen remembered that she had
seen him once, when walking with Martin in a
Four Gatcs lane, and how Martin had told her,
as he caught up with her, after talking to the
pricst, that he had been after catching his soul.
This was Martin’s pricst. This was the man who
had taught him about those pallid saints with
their halos—the saints who had ranged them-
selves on Martin’s side, against hcr, and the red
carth, and the lawless winds, and the spirits of
the moors and the cloughs.
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The old man’s hands were clutching and un-
clutching in their restless way. He leaned across
the coach, looking at the strong facc.

“ Then you’ll be sorry to hear that your friend
dicd last night,” he said. “I gave her sacra-
ment. Perhaps it is now no good your going to
Thorn—"

Hclen half rose from her scat.

““No,” she said. “ I must get back—to Four
Gates.”

“There is a road a little further on leads
straight there,” said the priest. “ Yes, I will
stop the coach when we reach it.  Four Gates,
did you say ? Four Gates.” His cyes seemed
to scan some mental register. At length they
lit up with a fiercer glow.

“Then you might know Martin Scott,” he
said. “I—that is, the Church has lost sight
of him for some time, but she ncver forgets.
No, she never forgets. She is like a woman
who has once loved and held. She waits. Do
you know Martin ? Is he there still ? 1 should
be glad if you would bear e a message to
him.”

“ He left Four Gates three years sin’,” said
Helen. “ Went abroad. He has no moncey, and
wants to get back.”

“ Do you remember his address ? ” asked the
priest.

»
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Helen gave it. It was stamped on her brain
from sceing it on the letter.

“You have a good memory,” smiled the
priest, taking it down. It was a long address.

‘ Like—the Church,” she smiled back at him.

He looked at her intently.

“ You are not ? "’ he began cagerly.

“ No, I don’t belong to you,” she said rudely.
“You would have bricked me up alive, a bit
back—burnt me, or hung me! Your saints—
they’ve no blood. T’d rather ha’ th’ smell of a
moor clod than your incense, or a body smell
from an old clout of a coat. I don’t like your
saints wi’ their pale faces. They look tired.
An’ they blaspheme so. 1f I'm not to be happy,
I’ll not pretend. But—you might get Martin
back. Ishould think you would be almost sure.”

She rose to her feet.

The mocking pagan smile met the eyes of the
old pricst.

“ Thank you,” he said, as if she had given
him something. He was folding up the leaf he
had written on. ““ I shall write Mr. Scott. Per-
haps I could mention your name——""

“Hc would scarcely know it,”” she smiled.
“We arc—almost strangers. I just happened
to know where he is, and that he wants to come
back. In small places folk know all about, even
if they don’t know, each other.”
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Then she got out as the coach was stopped
at the road leading to Four Gates.

When, she reached the village it was pitch
dark. But along the road, lit by the fitful light
of a lantern, a flock of sheep were being driven
along to Brungerly, to the slaughter.

The red lights of the farm greeted her, shining
down the hillside on a swell of snow. Crecping
up to the window she peered into the kitchen.

Fielding Day was bent over his books, at the
table, the red-globed lamp beside him making
his wolfish look morc kecn. Old Mason was in
the bed brought down into the kitchen for him
since his stroke.

“ Tha—gives her—too much string, Field,”
she heard him growl, in his twisted way.

Fielding Day looked up, across at the clock,
then at the figure on the bed.

‘“ String ! *’ he snarled. ‘“ I'll string her, when
she comes. I'll— "

Then he bent over his books again, his lips
moving as he counted.

The twisted laugh of her {father came to the
woman outside, the woman who, following on
after that flock of bleating sheep, had decided,
with primitive loathing, or with weariness, that
the gods were too much for her—that she could
not set her hand against anything so helpless as
an unborn child. Hcr father- -Fidding— Martin
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—the gods! These she could fight, the fierce.
But—a child !

She pressed the latch down noiselessly, and
was in upon them before they were aware.

“I've come,” she announced, smiling.

Day snapped his books together. He was
weary of struggling with unfceling figures. The
light of battle was in his eycs. He had that
half-laugh on his countenance which, with the
whiteness of his teeth, made him so like a wolf
at times.

“Ay,” he said, straightening himself up.
“So I'sce. Well, come in. Don’t be fleyed.”

“ Fleyed ? 7 she laughed, and advanced into
the middle of the kitchen. Ficlding Day stood
watching her as she leisurely took off her cloak
—watching and waiting, like something about to

spring.



CHAPTER X

A CHAIN OF FLESH

S Helen turned from hanging up her
cloak, Day faced her. “ Where’s ta

bin ? ” he snarled.

Helen’s eyes did not move from his. They
were watching cach otlier like animals that do
not trust each other enough to dare glance away
for a moment.

“I’ve bin out,” she told him, with cutling
brevity.

It would be uscless and humiliating to avoid
a quarrcl. Weary as she was she took up the
challenge.

From the bed in the corner came a cackling
laugh.

“ O—out ! "’ the old man mimicked, watching
darker passions swecp over Day’s face. He had
been promising Day morc share capital if he
turned the screw a little morec.

The savage beauty of Helen’s cycs were like
a laugh at Day. Terror, defiance, murder—
thoughts he could bring there, but two things

205
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never—appeal, or love. She was strong. He
had a dclight in trying to break her. She was
no reed, but a bar of tempered steel.

“ Where’s ta bin ? ” he repeated.

There was finality in his voice.

His hand shot out, catching her wrist in a
vice-like grip. ““ Now- whear hesta bin ? ” he
urged, smiling. “Tell thy devoted husband
whear tha’s bin th’ livelong day whilst he’s
toiled and moiled and pined for thee. Or—
shall 1 gie just another twist ? ”

““Th’—thy lovin’ husband,”” spluttered the
old man, pulling at the bedclothes, his frame
shaken by the silent laughter. “He he!”
He was thinking of the daik scenes that had
been enacted in that kitchen.

A little moan of pain camc from Helen’s
lips.

“Not yet ?”” There was demonic pleasant-
ness in Day’s query. He moved his thumb upon
the spot that communicated with the nerve
centre.

Agony paled Helen to death-hue. But she
was silent. After that moan she had set herself
not to cry out.

Then—Fielding Day let out an oath.

Fur the desperate woman had set her teeth
in the flesh of his hand, as she half-sank with
pain upon her knces.
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The blood of a savage race surged into Day’s
face. A woman had bitten him. A woman !
The insult of it! His slave had turned upon
him. He looked down at the blood on his hand
—the blood she had tasted. From the bed came
the laughter of the old man. The wind shouted
defiance outside.

“T’ll show thee for them tricks. I'm not
Martin. I’'m not onc to run away from a
woman——" The words came between his
teeth, clenched with pain.

He grabbed a handful of black hair and began
to drag her to her feet.  Two pale hands pressed
against the roots to numb the pain. The wild
eyes stared upwards into his. Hatred was in
them—but no appcal.

“I'll break thee in,” said Ficlding. A fiercer
throb shot through his wrist. His face was
livid. With his free hand he recached a stick
from a corner, still dragging her with him. They
jostled amongst the empty milk-kits yet to be
scalded.

She looked upwards at the stick with horror
at the insult. To be bcaten—Ilike a dog! She
had been beaten before, but not with a stick.
Of course—she could go away, lecave Four Gates,
and thereby confess to Four Gates, and to
Martin Scott, the fact that she was not happy.
Happy! She had never thought to be happy.
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But to be beaten—with Martin’s old stick !—
She looked at the stick. No, she would never
leave Four Gates. Never. They should never
know. Besides—this was her place, hell, maybe,
but still— her place. She would not be hounded
out of it. Besides--she had only five shillings.
Martin Scott had run away, away from Four
Gates. She would fight her fight out here, go
down here maybe.  And the farm, it was her
birthright. If only the man would strike—and
have done with it. Perhaps—it would not hurt
very much.  She closed her eyes against the
sight of the slick —against the sacrilege of it.
It was her ncked soul that the stick would
weal. Like an animal, she feared a stick—
feared il in cvery corner of her heart. And
that otick I Martin’s stick !

“Tic1d,” she breathed.

Her cyces were still closed.

With the cruclty in him he was not striking
at once.

““ Axin’ for mercy ! "’ he jeered. “ She doesn’t
like th’ stick, dad.”

0Old Mason laughed.

There was a gleam in his deep-set eyes.

“Th’—the barder tha strikes, the more tha’ll
be loved,” he said. “It’s th’ devil’s truth,
Ficld. He he! They be like dogs. Like
dogs.” He starcd away and beyond the two,
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yet his eyes missed no single detail of what was
going on before him, though, like a companion
picture, bchind it he saw the heights of the
Corple Stones, and another Helen beside him —
faltering the words that were betrayal. The
pale beauly was like hers, the eyes were the
samc as these—these staring upwards with
almost mad repulsion against the stick, Martin’s
old stick, made from a fifty ycars’ old ivy
vine.

“T’ll not be struck wi’ ’t, Field,” she whis-
pered. “I’ll not. TI'll kill mysel'—if tha
touches me wi’ ’t.”

Long shudders of physical loathing against
the contact of the stick ran through her.

Fielding Day laughed down at her.

“I{ she talks wild like that, dad,” he said,
“we’ll ha’ to send her to that big house in its
own grounds, wi’ rails round——"

Their dual laughter rang out.

With a sudden movement she sprang to her
feet, though Day still held her by the coils
of her hair, and the wrench of it was torture.
Spectre-pale in her black attire, and almost
spectre-thin, she looked at them.

‘ An’ what is 't you’d send ? ”’

Vibratingly her voice mocked them. IHer
frail body that could be bruiscd and broken she
granted them. With cvery cell of it shuddering
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back from the stick, she dcnied them all else,
strong once more, her soul girded for the blow
to come, by the bitierness of their taunts.

A fiercer cruelty shot into the eyes of the
younger man as he heard the mockery that
answered their mockery, the mockery of the
soul against what they could do to the body—
the mockery such as had sustained heroes,
martyrs, and the pioncers of all ages. .

“Tha’rt fleyed o’ th’ stick,” said Fielding,
““an’ tha’rt goin’ {o get it—unless tha says
whear tha’s bin. Come! If 't had bin Martin,
now, tha’d ha’ bin sloppin’ an’ slaverin’ in his
car-hoyl whear tha’d bin—if tha’d had th’
heart to leave him i’ peace a minute. Now—
out wi’ it.”

Even whilst she nerved herself for the insult
to come, with the maddening picture in her
mind, confuscd though it were, of how she would
have returned from a walk in the snowy soli-
tudes to tell of it to a faithful Martin, she
wondered why Fielding should refer twice to
Martin at such a time.

Then—the stick had touched her cheek, giv-
ing her a sickening, shuddering feeling. Her flesh
shrunk away from it, with the insane passion
that 1 savage would feel, knowing it a desecra-
tion. It was next door to Martin Scott beating
her, whilst he laughed at her. That quiver-
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ing woman’s flesh shrunk away from it, even
as it shrunk from Fielding’s brutish kisses—-
more intolerable than blows. He, looking down
into the hell of her look, had discovered another
means to punish her. Foot and fist she had
grown used to. Now hc had found Martin’s
stick. The primitive in her, akin to the beast
under the settle, loathed, feared, and hated a
stick. Another thought ran through her brain,
galvanising her from the stupor of horror the
touch of the stick had brought.

“ If tha strikes me where folk can see, Field,”
she panted, “T’ll ha’ thy blood.” She was a
white incarnation of terror and pride.

“Tha could say 't were the cupboard-door.
Two lovely black cycs——" he said, just
switching past her check again, making the air
sing.

“T’ll noan lie,” she said. But she cowered
at the thought of apologising and lying openly
to Four Gates. There was murder in her
glance. Her cyes swept the table for some
missile. Fielding Day laughed. As her glance
went over the table she saw her father. The
bed shook with his laughter. Then a cruelty
shot into her eyes. Any reference of her mother
always went through him with the hurt of a
sword.

“ My mother’d turn i’ her grave to sece you
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sat without a word to say,” she said. The old
man started.

“ Mention thy mother to me——"" he snarled
threateningly

“You cannot strike me, now,” taunted
Helen.  Then her face flushed.

“T'msorry,” she said. “ Yo'—-yo' arc makin’
me  vicious  as- yoursel’s——"  Her wvoice
died away into the lament of the wind.

“I can allus sirike thee,” said old Mason
“ N—ne—'cr forget it.”

S—wish!

The stick wlustlvd past her head.

[Fhen the old man started again, a smile of
gloating triumph overspreading lus face in place
of the savage gloom it had worn {or @ momendt.
A terrified woman's scream rung through the
dark house, a <cream not born of physical
anguish, but of fear and indignation against the
threat of a deeper insnlt. It picrced the silence
weirdly, echoing alongz the dim. cold corridor
that led up to the room that had been Martin
Scott’s, that led up to the room that had secn
Milly Mason laid between the pallid, flickering
candles. The old man heard that sound as a
high priest of Moloch might have heard the
shriek of a belated sacrifice ascend vainly to the
skics. In his glee he lcaned down over the bed-
side, patting the dog. The caress from that
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hand was so unusual that the beast whined with
terror.

Helen was not noticing her father.

Through cvery corner of her brain her own
scream rang. The rest was Ficlding Day’s
counicnance—that of a tamcr of wilid things —
and above her, mesmerising her, the stick.
Martin’s stick, the stick he had {found as they
came home from the fair on that blossomy,
moonlit night which was suiely part of some
other life. In the back of her brain, behind the
{fcar, was a curious, cold wonder it she would
go mad, were she beaten oft enough with that
stick, as some were diiven crazy in the olden
times, by stronge tortuies. Whilst she knew,
with shuddering expcctancey, that he had not
«truck her yet. He had only touched her
check, then whirled it past hor head, and still
threatened. Thercin lay the cruelty of the
man. She was getting like Martin - Martin
who had run away, afitaid, not of what was,
but of what might bhe.

Chey were breaking her, changing her, strive
as slie might.

She knew it in this moment.

They had made her scream, likec any tamc
woman ot Four Gates who feared hell, and
death, and judgment, and was good from {car.
They were making hier—a coward.
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The long body quivered with fear and loathing
at such a thought.

A coward !

Looking upwards she saw the laugh in
Ficlding’s eyes. She took possession of herself.

“Strike !’ she taunted. “ Strike ! ”

Somcthing that the stick had made her for-
gct came back to her, as she heard the low
sobbing of the wind over the snow, soft as a
child’s cry now. That crowning indignity might
serve as a barricade against these lesser oncs.
She faced Ficlding. She had unexpectedly
found a weapon. g

“ Strike ! 7’ shic repeated, with a laugh. ““ An’
when tha strikes— mind tha only strikes me,
beast, and not that which is thinc—thine—all
thine--none o’ mine—mind thee. If tha hurts
it, it may scrve thee as I do, now, some day.”

Remembering the barricade, she laughed
again, a very savage, and spat upon him.

Day’s arm was raised to strike—there was
murder in his eye. Then—her words suddenly
gave him a lightning shock. He stood, his arm
falling to his side, staring at her in bewilderment.

“ What’s ta mean, she-cat ? ”’ he asked.

“ Sirike me ! ”’ gibed Helen.

Old Mason, in puzzled disappointment, was
trying to solve the mystery of the change in the
scene.
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““ What’s ta mean ? "’ asked Day. Hc jerked
her to her fect, but in such a manner as not to
hurt her too much. A fear was written on his
face.

‘ Strike me—and mayhap thy son will curse
thee for it,”” she flung at him.

The simple words 1might have been a thunder-
bolt dropped on the silence of the kitchen.

The old man had raised himself in his bed.

‘“He he ! ” he laughed. *“ A child —a Cheru-
bim, an olive-branch, to come here—to this
h—house ! ”

He fcll back hcavily, his brow like thunder.

‘“ Qlive-branch,” echoed Helen. At her tone
both men started, so full of concentrated misery
and hatred it sounded. * Olive-branch!”

She met their eycs.

Her own conveyed a message that clectrified
them. That which would have melted some
other had enraged her—savage that she was,
barbarian who felt only that hers was a mother-
hood without meaning.

“ Conceived i’ hatred, born in hatred, suckled
on hatred!” she said. “’Twill come into th’
world like a fiend t My curse upon it, Field—
on all on it that’s thine.”

She went, a rushing cloud of black across the
kitchen, and into the shadows of the corridor.
Through the little window where Martin Scott
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had let the wind blow on him after his blasphemy
and invocation of the saints to save him from
hcr spell, she saw the stars shining, as she had
often scen thein through the boughs of the yew-
tree.

Then Fielding’s voice rang after her.

“We'll call it— Martin,” he shouted mock-
ingly.

. She returned, and stood in the doorway,
regarding him.

“ Why does ta spcak so often o’ Martin?”
she asked.

“Hc’s decin’--that owd lover o’ thine that
ran away,”” he said, whilst the old man chuckled.
“T’'ve sin one bas sin him—out yon—an’ th’
carth’ll be atop o’ him, ay, he’ll be pushin’ next
year’s daisics up, Martin Scott will, i’ th’ spring.
Turnin’ religious, too, they say—but not till
he’s supped decp o’ life, ay, dregs an’ a’. A
wreck he is, Martin Scott. We’ll ca’ th’ kid after
him, for owd times’ sake. Happen thgfll warm
it 1" thy Dreast then. Ay, Martin’s finished.
Tha’ll ne’er clap ¢’en on him again.”

I shall,” said Helen. ‘‘ He’s comin’ back.”

For the sccond time that night she electrified
the t:vo men.

“Comin’ back!” they cchoed. *“ To—Four
Gates ? ”

“ Ay,” she answered. ‘ Whear else should
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he come to ? Don’t folk allus creep back to dee
whear they’ve loved ? ”

Fielding Day and Helen looked into cach
other’s eyes.

The old man was looking at them both with
fierce satisfaction. The child he had feared was
to be another torment to Helen.  Hor old lover
was coming back. The old struggle might begin
again —anyhow, she would scc Martin dic, know
he was dying, as the leaves fell, and be unable
to breathe a word of regret—would have to act
as if he werc any other Four Gates man. On
the rack of the boss, bearing life that she had
curscd, with the tide of death creeping up round
her lover, she must let him be washed out with-
out a word. She was a Four Gates woman.

Helen was regarding Day in wonderment.

She had caught a note in his voice new to
her.

Then she started.

“Tha’rk nc’er jealous of a deein’ chap, wi'out
brass—a coward ’at ran away ? ”’ she gibed.

Then she saw by the look in his eyes that he,
also, had reccived the shock.

‘ Jealous ! ”” he growled.

But she knew the truth, even as he perccived
it, in that moment.

She turned and walked away into the shadow
of the corridor, away from that horror, her
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very lips blanched. Not content with her body,
with the carcase Martin Scott had left behind
him, the tyrant now wanted the very essence
of her, the soul of he1, the love of her, that
which had died on that cvening when she ran
down the hillside calling vainly on a coward’s
name. Hcr body he had made his. After a
long struggle he would find out that she was
only that—a body, with certain physical repul-
sions and fcars, a thing that ate, and slept and
walked about, counterfeiting life—but in reality,
dead, these thrce years, the soul of her gone
these three years, and only to be invoked, like
a spirit passed away before its time, violently,
by spells—such as Martin’s stick, Martin’s
name—-—

Martin she hated most of all..

Her father had brought Ler up like a wild cat,
yet teaching her to respect Four Gates, to give it
power over her. Love he had never given her.
Fielding Day had tortured her—kicked the
corpse Martin had left behind, stirring it to the
malignity that the dcad might fecl at being dis-
turbed.

Martin Scott had loved—and left her. This
was the worst insult.

She hated him for it.

Like a Four Gatcs woman she would hide
hate as love beneath a matronly calm.
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She sat in the dusk of the room that had been
Martin’s, loeking out on the stars. Her black
figure was silhouetted against the window.

“ Comin’ back! Comin’ back! To dce!”

The little words fell on the vault-like gloom
with wild ccstasy.

Then there was silence.

“‘Someday, Martin,”” she said, repeating
words spoken half in jest under the yew-tree,
“ ‘some day, tha’ll beg for a kiss—an’ I'll let
thce dec—without it.” ”

Ficlding Day’s steps came along the passage.

“Qpen this door,” he commanded.

“It’s noan fast,” answered Helen, out of the
heart of the blackncss.

“ It stuck,” he said.

There was a notc ol hesitation in his voice.

He entered the 1oom, sitting down on the bed.
He could sce her woman’s outline black against
the stars, weirdly bcautiful

“Tha’s got #o ha’ that child, curse it as tha
will,” he said, out of the darkness.

She laughed—a low, vibrating laugh.

“It’s th’ inevitable,” she said.

“ Not allus,” said the man.

“It’s th’ inevitable,” she tol.] him again, with
elemmental passion and disgust—as if she shook
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somecthing from her. “ Besides—it’s all o’ a
piece wi’ th’ rest.”

“Tha’s got to care for it—an’ for me,” he
said. She laughed as if she heard one com-
manding the tidcs.

“What’s thy price ? ” he said. ‘“ Everybody
hasone ! Some go cheap, some go dear. What'’s
thy pricc—the price o’ what tha’s ne’er gi'en
me.

“T've got no price,” said the woman.

“Tha’d lia’ gi’en thyscl” once,” said Ficlding,
with that mixture of sneering brutality and
tradcsman’s coldness.  “ But Martin wouldn’t
ha’ thee. Most folk are taken at their own
valyation. Even God—they say—won’t ha’
gi'en stuft. Thy price, Ilclen—the price o’
what tha chucked at Martin—an’ got back
1’ th’ face.”

There was silence.

Then she rosc- her figure a black pillar
against the star-littecred window space.

“ Take mic away fro’ Four Gates, Field,” she
said ficrcely. “ That’s—that’s my price.”

He went towards her swiftly.

“ What tfor ? ” he asked.

“T want——"

Her voice trailed into the silent darkness.

“ Tha wants to start afresh—to forget—Ilike
Martin did,” said the tramp-boss. “ Well—I
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&
can’t pay th’ price. I promised thy father allus
to stop i’ Four Gatcs.”

There was silence again.

He was frowning at the stars.

He had come to the place where he stood
between two gods—the god of Love, the god of
Ambition, serving the god of Hatred. To go
up he must torture the thing he loved, loved
after himself, not before, for so he could only
love, but it was sufficicni to shake him. In that
moment when she had taunted him with being
jealous of a man almost dead, a man at the
bottom, he had realised love.

A savage anlagonism to having this barricr
thrust across the path of his ambition rose in
his heart. He began to struggle- even as
Martin Scott had begun to struggle. Martin had
got away. Ficlding Day was stronger. DBut
Ficlding Day was more of a savage, less of a
complex modern.

“It’s too high a price,”” he «aid. “I can’t
pay it. Thy father wants to stay i’ Four Gates
—an’ it pays me better to suit him. Anyhow—
tha’rt mine. I paid seven and sixpence for
thee.”

He strodc nearer, taking her in his grasp.

“T like summat wild,” he said.

He laughed, in his old brutal way.

His lips ncared hers.
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Then from the window he saw¥the starshine
falling on her face. That strange beaten feeling
that had been his as she taunted him with
jealousy came on him again.

He let her go.

The futility of it was borne upon him.

“ Suit thysel’,” he said, with an assumption
of callousness.

He went out, banging the door.

“Thy father wants thee,” he called, some
minutes later.

Heclen trailed downstairs. ,

“I want some bread an’ milk,” growled
Mason. Hec was exhausted physically, lying
back on his pillows.

She made it, put the napkin under his chin,
and fed him with the spoon. Afterwards she
washed his hands and face. All the time his
eyes glared fury at her. His helplessness was
borne in upon him. The sumething he had not
understood in the scene between Helen and
Day haunted him, bringing the old fear.

“Ficld ! ” he breathed.

His tool approached.

“ Kiss her !’ he grimhed.

He starcd up into Day’s face. To his excited
imagination there was something of the shat-
tered look it had worn as he had once mentioned
his mother.
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“ Kiss thy¥fl-lovin’ wife | ”” he commanded.

Day took Helen by the shoulders and raised
her face to his. The wincing look metl him out
of her eyes.

He kissed her in s brutal way.

Mason was watching— the fear going

Behind his back Day’s hand was twitching,
as it had done once when the null had lost an
order.

Helen shook the old man’s pillow up.

“TIs it comfortable ? >’ she asked gently.

“ Comfortable as—h—11!"" hc gasped.

As she was bending over him he struck at her
breast. She put her hand to 1t, in agony for
a moment.

“I'd forgotten th’ kits,” <he said, igno1ing the
hurt. ‘“ Tha might ha’ washed ’em for me, I1eld,
bein’ such a lovin’ husband ! ”

“1 could kill her—whcn she bears wi’ me,”
Mason confided to Day when she had gone to
bed. ‘“She m-makes allowance for me, now.
Why ?”

 Day shook his head He was back m I
figures. As Mason watched the old lust of
profits creep into the man’s face, he sank
back on his pillows—and slept. The fcar slcpt
with him.



(TIAPTER XI
WHEN THL DEAD COML ALIVE

IZZ1IE TRIP, red with raking the fire,

I , spattered with whitcwash, her chemise

peeping  through the bursted armpit

of her red bodice, almost flung the moggi out of
the dish in her delight to sec Helen.

“T’ve kept thinkin’ o’ thee,” she exclaimed.
“1 said tha’d come,” picking up the spoon she
had let fall. ““ Eh, come up, an’ pu’ thy things
off, an’ tak’ Teddy’s cheer, for he’ll noan want
it yet. Two o’ th’ ewes were duc, an’ one’s ta’en
off to th’ tops, an’ he’s had to go traunchin’ after
her 1° this blanket o’ weet an’ mist, an’ th’
greaund on yon tops’ll be like sponges *at’s been
soakin’ sin th’ Flood. Scrves him reight, for
buryin’ me alive. That’s it, put thy feet on th’
fender Eh, dcar, I belicve I've getten too much
ginger in, now, an’ he said th’ last welly brunt
his guts out. Chaps is bad to please. They
sort o’ don’t know what they want, an’ when
they’ve getten it they’re wrong. It comes o’ th’

Lord makm’ Adam without axin’ poor Eve, I
224
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think, an’ it’s too late to alter it, now. Just
make that cat come off that fender, Helen.”

Here she saw Aggie stealing currants, smelled
something at the burn in the oven, noticed that
the cat was sniffing at a collop of bacon cooking
in a saucer before the fire, and made a dash
across from the table. She was, as Teddy
sajd, “like a flash of greased lightning.” In
a 'tricc she had banged the oven door open,
removed the cake, clouted Aggic with the oven
cloth, and made thc cai fly into an obscure
corner.

“ Thear ! ” said the woman who was buried
alive, jubilantly, and leancd back in the chair
into which she had floppcd atter Ler exertions.
She looked across at Helen, ghostlike in her
black dress, as she sat with p e hands lying still
in her lap, amidst the shadows.

The cyes of the two women met  Each knew
that the other had gone back 1o their last con-
versation in that room.

“Well ? ” said Lizzic.

The sniffing of Aggic, nursing her griel under
the table, came 10 them.

‘“ Betty Haggus were dead. So I never went,”
answered Helen.

[ Oh ' »

Lizzie’s ejaculation was eloquent.

‘““ So tha’rt goin’ for’ard ? ” said Lizzie.

Q



226 HELEN OF FOUR GATES

“Ay, I'm goin’ for’ard,” answercd Helen
drearily.

“Tha mun look after thysel’,” said Lizzie.
“ But tha looks warked to death. Tha’s a’ to
do for thy father, I'll bet.”

(¥4 Ay.’J

With that one little word, cold and hard,
Helen closed the door on the topic, once and
for all.

“ Martin isn’t comin’ back,”” remarked Lizzie,
watching Hclen's face.  Since that last visit she
had suspected something.

“Oh,” said Helen drowsily. There was a
remotc sound in her tone.  The heat of the Trip
kitchen was inducing the sleep that had deserted
her for a week.  Through that shadowy world
closing around her, she was conscious of Lizzic s
suspicions. She was amused, in a slecpy way,
at Lizzic’s transparency when she thought her-
self most decp, and at the queer fact that there
was nothing 1o hide from Lizzie, no emotion,
no regret, no ghosts conjured up at that name
of Martin Scott.

She had reached that place wherce feeling is
not, where no insult sullies, no love-bond en-
slaves, no rack wrings groan or prayer. The
pas. week her father and Fielding had been
devils to her. One kept her softening his pillows,
paying her by spitting at the pale face, the other
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had hounded her with his meaningless passion.
But she had felt nothing. Fecling was dead, at
last. She had peace. But slecp had gone away.
She was glad to creep into Teddy’s old chair,
now-—and rest.

““Why—shce’s dropped ofl to sleep,” said
Lizzie. *“S-sh! Be quict, Aggic.  Worn
through she looks, poor lass.”

“It’s th’ fire,” apologised Helen, and half-
asleep as she was, drew closcr into Teddy’s chair,
to get away from any human pity. Lizzic threw
an old bluc apron over her.

“Thy father’s had time cnough to gether
twenty lainbs up,” she remarked to Aggie. “ Eh,
he’s a grand un.  le's in A ale, somewhere.”

Shekneaded into her dough angtily, as il it were
Tecddy, and looked irritably at the darkening
sky.

Helen did not hear her voice any longer.

She was startled awake by the yelping of a
dog, mingling with a sad, trembling cry, and
Teddy’s boisterous laugh rolling a 11ch chord m
with it all. The door slamming to in the wind,
rattled the ornaments on the dresser.

“ Break my granny’s lustres, wilta, tha great
foo’ ? ” was Lizzic’s grecting of the dripping
wanderer.

“Daddy, did yo’ find th’ babby-shcep?”
queried Aggie ; then, secing it, she gave a shriek
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of delight that made the rafters echo. He had
slung it over his shoulder, where it gave forth
that timid appcal. Staggering into the red
circle of firclight, Teddy toppled his burden on
the hearthrug, smiling at his wife, and saying
foolishly, *“ We’re allus at hoam when we’re
wantced, aren’t we, lass ? 7’

Lizzic viewed him, her hands> muffled in dough.

“ Wet inside an’ out,” was her verdict. ““ If
cver o woman wed a foo’, T did. If I'd bin fed
to a cow’s {ail I’d ha’ come off as weel.”

“Th’ owd cwe’s dead as a door-nail,”’ said
Teddy, ignoring her anger. ““ Ay. Stiff yon at
th’ back of a rock, among that blasted snow
ihat hasn’t 2’ gone yet. Look after th’ orphan,
Lizzic, when I'm gone.  For my days are num-
bercd.”

“ Shut up, tha foo’, or tha’ll waken Helen,”
said his wife.

Teddy pecred round the shadowy kitchen.
At last he found her.

“Waken her ?” said Teddy. “I’ll kiss her,
nc’er mind waken her.  1've known her sin she
were so higli.”” In trying to fix the height from
the floor he almost lost his balance. Lizzie
heled him up.

“ Go an’ tumble on th’ lamb,” she scolded.

Teddy was looking at Helen, and scratching
his head. She reminded him of somethh{i. He
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was staring over at her, where the lanky-legged
lamb had crept ncar her, bleating in forlorn
fashion, all legs and shivers.

“T’ve a pal outside,” he said to Lizzic, sober-
ing for a moment.

Lizzic pushed him down into a chair.

“ He’s whear Le’ll stop, then,” she observed.

“ But—— " gasped Teddy.

“ Tha fetches no drunken pals in here,” she
asgurcd him.

#*He’s sober,” stuttcred Teddy, trying to
shake himself free. ““ He’s allus bin sober.”

“ Ay, you're a’ sober, but it’s when yo're
dead,” snapped Lizzie.

“But il’'s——- " began Teddy despairingly.

“ He’s no good, drunk or sober, if he’s a pal o’
thine,” said Lizzie conclusively. Teddy {found
out that he must be drunk. So soon as he got
up, Lizzic pushed Lim down again, like a jack-
in-the-box.

“’Tisn’t ale mukes a chap drunk,” he in-
formed her. “It’s th’ change o’ air. I wor
reight as rain outside. Lizzic, let him in— "

‘“ No,” said Lizzic.

C““It’s Martin,” protested Teddv.

Lizzie let him go so suddenly that he fell back
in his chair as though he had been rcleased from
elastic.

“ E}a great foo’! Why didn’t ta say so?”
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asked his spouse. She began to struggle with
the remnants of dough left on her hands. Most
of it was on Teddy’s wet coat.

““He were on th’ tops,” said Teddy. “ Eb,
ay. Th’ poor old cwe’s gone. When they’re
dead, they’re dead, a’ reight, an’ for a long time,
too. Hclen! Waken up! Eh, I knew thec
when tha were a little lass, wi’ big, hungered
cyes, an’ black hair like rat-tails, so straight.
An’ tha used to say ‘Tiss Helen.” Helen,
waken up.”

The woman in the chair sat stiffly white.
She had awakened. She heard Teddy’s ravings
without knowing their mecaning. She had
awakened, she who had imagined herself dead.
She could hear Lizzic’s voice calling outsicie
through the wet greyness—*‘ Martin, lad, Mar-
tin ”-—in the distance. She was alive, but
buricd—horrible truth. The stoical world she
had built around herscelf when the living earth
had turned to dust and ashes had, in its turn,
crumbled away from her.

Martin had comec back. His footsteps had
awakcned her. He was only a few yards dway.
She wanted to rush to the door, hurl herself
aga'nst it, keep him from entering. To have to
meet him— like this! Outside, she could hear
Lizzic’s voice, talking, talking. Her own tongue
stuck to the roof of her mouth. She had all the
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fear of going dumb that had been hers as Martin
rushed away from her. She had gone back to
that evening on the hillside, when she had stag-
gered blindly through the wet grass, shouting
his name. But she must sit still and smile now.
What agony coming alive was! And she must
not cry out, must not let them know that she
was fastened up, alive. The gatc creaked to the
touch of thosc hands that had let go of hers in
her nced. The sound shuddered through her.
She was fighting down a thousand years in her-
self, wrestling with the desire to scream, scream,
and scream, till the air shouted back. She was
beating with passionate hands against being
walled up, alive, away from Martin, remember-
'gg all the time that she must smile, as dead

omen smile behind their veils in that still,
tranquil way. That was his cough—abrupt,
characteristic. Only—it was more hollow. His
feet were on the flagstones now. They secmed
to walk on her heart. It began to beat, great
heavy strokes, sledge-hammer wise. She was
holding herself down in Teddy’s chair. The
knuckles of her hands were whitening in their
grip. She was strangling the self that wag
coming alive, as she sat there, trying to twist
ber white lips into a smilc ; the firclight became
a dull, red blur. The heart-beats were thunder
in her ears, now. Through the surging sound of
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it came the cry of the motherless lamb. The
throbbing of her heart shook her to the centre.
Always as she struggled against its agonised
desire to burst, the scream would threaten to
escape. Teddy was singing a country song,
about two young lovers and a new moon.

The earth was rocking. A qucer mist dimmed
matcrial objects. Then—Day’s child stirred
within her. Her nails bit into the wood of the
chair-arms. Trapped! A rush of tears came to
her eyes—the first drops of a tide washing slowly
up from black caves of grief. With them came
again the desire to scream till the hills shouted
back the voice of her misery and shame. Panig,
came as she felt the stinging wet on her cheeks.,,
She was—crying. They werc coming. He was,
coming. The lamp would soon be lit. She must
—smile.

“Come thee in out o’ th’ weet, lad,” Lizzie
was saying. ‘“ An’ get that drippin’ coyt off.”

He came in.  Helen could sce nothing else but
that dark figure. Shc was struggling frantically
with her heart now, holding it back with clammy
hands, fighting with it as with some desperate
animal, that was mad to live. The sweat broke
out on her brow, in her torment.  She had to
wrestic with the scream once more.

* He was leaning against the dresser. Even
in the unccrtain light there was a broken
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look in the whole figurc. The tides of chance
had washed him back to Four Gates—a wreck.
He had done this to himself, whilst to her ——
She was trying to hatc him as fools and cowards
should be hated.

““ Here’s another friend o’ thine,” said Lizzic,
motioning towards Helen’s corner.

Helen tried to lick her lips with her tongue.
Both were dry as dust. But behind her cyes
that tide of gricf came creeping ncarer to the
brink. She had that to fight, also.

Martin’s eycs were looking at her.

Teddy suddcenly started up, saying, ““ Let’s

’a leet.”

Go an’ break th’ glass, wilta ? ”’ said Lizzie.
' We’re millionaires, we are.”

‘T’ll leet that lamp or dee i’ th’ attempt,”
vowed Teddy.

Martin was still regarding Helen.  He had not
yet recognised her. But he soon would. She
must speak, or he would think—he might think
she cared a little. As the thought came to her
she wanted to laugh ; a great wave of laughter
flowed through her. Cared a little! She was
one great empty ache that she had {o sit there
in that chair, divided from him by a few yards.
He was a wreck, but he was hers,

As she tried to find words the child within her
moved again. She had un inicnsc desire to
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strangle it, but the crying of the lamb on the
hearthstone tore her betwixt rage and pity.

“How’s ta like this sort o’ weather agen,
Martin ? 7 she heard somconc ask. Why—it
was herself.  She had really managed to speak.
Her voice sounded, though, to have run miles
ahcad.

“Helen ! ” exclaimcd Martin Scott. He was
off guard. The word came to her tclling her all.
He spoke the word with the trembling cagerness
of a starving man. Then, conscious of being too
bold, he said, ‘“ It ss Helen Mason, isn’t it ? *’

“ Helen Day,” she corrected him, hearing her
own laugh come back to her ears strangek,
What a world of liars and hypocrites it must be
when men and women could act so, laugh sq..
with their very reasons swaying, their heaftts
breaking! The blood was singing in her ears,
that intolerable desire to scream and to laugh
was on her again.

In the background she could hear Teddy and
Lizzie squabbling about the lamp-glass.

Crash!

“ Thin glass, that,” he grumbled.

Lizzie sat down.

“There ! ” she said despaitingly. I knew
tha’d do it. Another sixpence gone bang.
Chaps arc noan contcnt unless they’re smashin’
summat.”
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Helen heard herself laugh. Then she was con-
scious that Martin was coming to sit in the chair
beside her. It was occupicd by Aggic’s doll.
She removed it for him. To do <o she had to
half rise from her chair. Her knees felt to shake
under her. He sat down. The dampness that
had come down with him from the tops rose
from his old coat and touched her check.  She
could smell 1he tobacco on his coat.

“I'm sorry T broke th’ glass, lass,” came
Teddy’s voice humbly.

“ Chaps is allus sorry when th’ damage is
done,” sobbed Lizzie.  Sixpence!”

“T'll go to bed, lass,” said Teddy penitently,
and stumbled off upstairs. *‘ It were th’ ewe
deein’ madc me get drunk.”

“Tha didn’t like America, then ?” Helen
heard hersclf asking.

*“ No,” he answecred.

He was looking at her with conscienceless
hunger, cating her up with those eyes ot his.
They werc on her hair now.

“ You’re thinner,” he remarked.

““ So are ta,” she said.

“I’'m as good as dcad,” he told her.

The tears and laughter strugglcd in her again.
Lizzie was still sighing about the broken lamp-
glass.

“Get away,” she heard her voice running on,
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“ Ficld thought he were done for, last winter.
He’d a cough. But I made him honey an’ butter,
an’ stood o’er him till he took it.”

She was lying magnificently, her invisible self
wondering, yct applauding her own cunning
artistry, which conjured up to the lonely man
so tender a domestic picture. She perceived his
looking at her in puzzled fashion. He was not
more surprised than she was. Bul he made no
reply. His hand tapped restlessly on the chair
arm.

“Now wc’ll ha’ a leet an’ some tay,” said
Lizzic, getting up from the floor. Aggic had
held the candle whilst she swept up the brokel.,
glass.

Lizzic asked Helen about her way of ]am-;
making.

Whilst she undressed Aggic, Helen and Martin
sat in silence.  From outside came the wind
blowing {rom the hills.

“ Good nect,” said lizzic {o the little night-
gowned figure. ‘“No, tha doesn’t take that
nasty doll a-muckying th’ clean pillows.” Aggie
went oft sulking.

“ Childer ! 7 said Lizzic. “ Eh, dear! They’re
like husbands.  Them as hasn’t got “em can bring
‘em up best. Tha’ll know about it, Helen,
soon—""  She stopped, conscious of having
let out the secrct.
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Helen’s heart was breaking her to pieces
almost. She could not sec Martin’s face. But
she sat trying to smile, her nails at the wood of
the chair again.

“Tha can help me to make tay,” said Lizzic.
Helen forced hersclf to walk, her limbs trembling
under her. The rest of the scene- -the lighting
of the lamp, the tea, Lizzie pushing the cake
across for her to cut Martin a picce, the gossip
of Four Gates, her own laugh and voice far away
from her, was all a nightmare.  She even asked
Martin how many lumps of sugar—as though she
could cver forget. At last it was over. Lizzic

ot her to sew him a button on—they laughed
because il was ““sewing sorrow to his back.” At
last she was rcady to go, standing cloaked, by
\he half-open door, cager to run, Lo get away—
like a hurt thing wanting a hole.

“ Martin’ll take thee to where th’ trap comes,”
said Lizzie.

Helen pushed back that sweeping tide of tears
again. Rclief was not to be yct.

Then they were out in the shadowy wetness.
The Corple Stones loomed down on them, crush-
ingly dark in the mist. A watery moon tried to
pierce the clouds at intervals.

“Th’ hirds’ll be back soon,” said Martin’s
voice.

‘““ Ay,” she replied.
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“ Noan i’ last year’s nests,” he said.

“ What’s th’ good ? ”’ she asked rationally.

He was looking at her again, amazed at her
calmness. She knew it. It sent that wave of
laughter over her again.

He stood still. She paused also. He was
going {o mention that other life of theirs, those
miserably sweetl days in that dark house.

“Helen,” he said huskily, “ I've come a’ these
miles to see thee before th’ carth’s on top o’ me.
Say sumuinat.” 1e paused a moment. The
skirl of the wind {rom the tops came to them, a
solitary cry. Hc went on hurriedly. That
drcary sound drove him on.

“ I’'m not axin’ much,” he said, standing Wlth
bowed head.  “ But —say summat, Helen, just
that tha hasn’t f{oigotten, that tha wouldn
wipe it out.”

She was choking back thosc tears, wild to
comc 1o her relicf, fighting that desperate heart
of hers again.

Far off she heard her voice obeying that
proud mind of hers, giving him the lie.

“I'm a respectable married woman, Martin
Scott,” it said, whilst that laughter tried to
shake her again. A respectable married woman |
The ir. ny of it.

She saw him looking at her with hungry be-
wilderment of unbclief at this coarse stamp of
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hers on that old love of theirs. He had asked
her for a crumb of remembrance, She had told
him it was not respectable.

With this look, which secmed to last an eter-
nity, he left her.

““ Good night, Mrs. Day,” he said.

She moved away, dragging hersclf along by
force. The passionate desire {o rush after him,
to make it up, as after their old quarrels and
struggles, was tcaring at her. But—she could
not. The gate banged aflter it let him through.
He was gone. She walked on a few yards,
gagging hersclf with a mouthful of the cloak.

er limbs were tottering, the last bit of strength
»ozing, but she dragged herself a little further.
{Under a hedge where last year’s leaves were
&ifted, she sank down. Her finger-tips clutched
at the mist-sodden earth, clawed at it even as
she had been clawed, the poor, bruised child of
it. Convulsive sobs, ending in more convulsive
laughter, tore themsclves upwards from the
heart to thosc pale lips. The whirlwind went
over her. Then the sobs came slower, and yet
more slow. The pulse of outward grief ran down.
She lay with tear-blotted face, staring hope-
lessly up at the darkening sky.

After a time she arose, shaking the leaves from
her cloak. She was talking to hersclf, with the
habit of those estranged from their kind.
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“It’salic!’ her lips writhed. ‘ Nobody dees
o’ grief.”

Far off she heard the wheels of the trap that
was to take her back to Four Gates. She looked
atl the misty heights of the Corple Stones. But
she had to go back. Four Gates and her man
were awaiting her. Cowards ran away. She
had been dead before. He had a live thing to
torture now, but she must go back, to her own
place, hell that it was. She was a respectable
Four Gatcs woman, going home to her honest
wedded husband, and to her little world, which
she had made to cat its words that she had been
mad on Martin Scott. As she went along she
was straightening her dishevelled garments
pushing back the wisp of hair that hung drunk
enly over her brow.  She had been buried aliv e,
but Four Gates must not know.



CHAPTER XII
DOCTOR GREAVES IS SORRY

N the wood by the water red leaves were
I falling. Teddy Trip had asked Martin to
stay on at Corple Stones Farm. He had
been a good help. Teddy could get away
oftener. Besides, Martin had made a clear
forty pounds in the summer, for Teddy, at
Brungerly Cattle Fair. Martin was finc on a
rarm. But he looked so ill that Four Gates was
altvays rumouring his death. He was going up
to Mason’s farm now. He was going for his
wages. He stumbled against a man half-way
up the hillside.
“Which way to Day’s?” asked a weak

voice.
Martin told the man, and followed in his

footsteps.

But Jim Brett travelled too fast for him,
He wanted to get back to Sally, and had heard
in the inn of the good luck of his old pal, Day.
It was like a beacon in his misery. The hatred
of Day in the village, mingled with admiration

R 241
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of him, had scared him not at all. Day and he
had dossed together. He went on.

Martin followed.

Those wages of his were really an excuse for
getting into the farm. Helen, so he had heard,
was at death’s door. He was crawling up the
wet hillside to be nearer her, crawling igno-
miniously, with that cough shaking him, to be
near the woman who cared nothing for him,
who was bearing another man’s child. He was
going up to the farm to ask for his wages. As
if he had not got them, to the full! In the inn
he had heard from Andry, who was blind drunk,
of how Helen had once tried to wed herself to
him, Martin Scott. He hadn't even minded tiY
publicity of the thing.

He was going up the hillside in answer do
that call from the past. A gust of coughing
seized himn on the crest of the hill. Whilst he
struggled in its grip a string of curses fell on his
cars. It was the man who had preccded. him,
coming back, hope knocked out of him again.
Day had laughed in his face and shut the door,
saying he didn’t know him.

Martin gave him a sixpence.

It was one Teddy had given him, with a
cattious look not to let Lizzie know. He had
takenit inirony of spirit. Cursing, the tramp went
down the hillside—back towards Little Moreton.
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Martin reached the white gate.

His hand felt the familiar notch in the third
paling.

The dog was in its kennel. It sprang up, the
heavy chain clanking at his approach.

He spoke its name.

It growled, menacing him.

It was a bad omen, he thought.

Even the dog had forgotten him.

If a dog forgot, how should a woman remem-
ber—remember and forgive everything ? The
lonely blackness of the night colled itself round
him, an inky, cold snake.

He placed his hand on the dog.

» The growl in its throat grew deeper, then
changed into a croon.

At that sound from the alinost blind beast,
the door opened. The old man had trailed
himself 1o open it. [ was one of his hetter
days. ’

“Oh, it’s thee, Martin,” he said. *“ Come
m.’)

For there were only three folk i the world
brought that croon to the dog’s throat. The
sound had announced Martin.

Martin entercd.

“Hello ! " said Fielding Day, sitting by the
hearth. He nodded coolly.

Martin nodded back, and sat down.
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The sight of Day sitting in his old chair
brought a maddening jealousy to him.

“TI’ve come for my wages,” he said, in his
old monotonous way.

Mason grinned.

“Thy wages,” he said pleasantly. ‘ Well—
tha’ll get ’em if tha waits long enough. Most
folk do.”

The hollow man sitting at the back of the
kitchen cleared his throat. Blast it! He was
going to cough, going to exhibit his weakness
before this strong, handsome husband of hers.
He tricd to stem it, but on it came, shaking him
to bits. He struggled against it all the time,
hating it like something human. At last hé
shook it oft.

There was absolute silence in the kitchen.

Then he heard, from the room next the
kitchen, his old room, the room in which he
had slept on that first night at the farm, the
voice of the doctor.

*“ Now, Mrs. Day——"’

The feet of Andry’s wife going over the floor
went over his heart.

¢ ﬁielding Day sat, trimming his nails.
rs. Day !

The title jabbed at Martin.

He hcard Andry’s wifc tramping about the
room again.
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Then she came out, with a cup in her hand,
and filled it from the kettle. -

“ How goes it ? ”’ asked old Mason. *‘ Tarrible
quiet amang it, isn’t she ? ”

““ Some is an’ some isn’t,” she remarked.

“ Ay,” answercd the old man. ““Tarrible un-
natural-like, it scems to me.”

His hands were clutching and unclutching at
the arms of the chair.

“She’ll noan Jdee ? ” he questioned.

“It’s bin a struggle, but 1 think it’ll be a’
reight,” she said.

The clutching at the chair ceascd.

“ Seems queer she doesn’t ery out like others,”
he said restlessly. Under cover of being anxious
that all was well he was longing for screams of
terror and agony.

“Some’s doomber nor other some,” said
Andry’s wife. “ But most flesh an’ blood cries
out at th’ finish. Some ca’s o’ their mothers,
poor things, an’ some ca’s on th’ Lord as has
ne’er thought on Him for ycars.”

She hurried away with the cup.

The threc men sat in silence.

The whining plea of Nero came to themyps
somehow conscious of something going on.

"Without asking leave Martin Scott went out,
and unclasping the chain, brought in the dog.

Fielding Day lookcd across at the shadow of



246 HELEN OF FOUR GATES

a man, sullen, ashcen, at whose feet the dog had
settled.

The two pairs of cyes met.

Volcanic firc smouldered in the depths of
both.

“Sort o’ free an’ casy like,” sneered Day.
‘“ Lettin’ th’ dog in without leave. We allus
keeps it on th’ chain.”

The hollow man laughed.

“There’s things can be chained an’ things
can’t be chained,” he said, in his husky
voice.

“ Shut up your gabble,” cried the old man.

He was drawn between two ccstasics—the
ecstasy that a storm was brewing between the
two men, and that Helen might hear it in that
other room, and the ecstasy of waiting for that
cry which Andry’s wifc said all flesh and blood
gave.

He was listening, listening with an intensity
that gave him a burning look.

“What docs ta mcan by that ?” asked
Ficlding Day of the hollow man.

Martin merely smiled.

“ Get out o’ here,” said the boss suddenly,
in a white fury.

“1 were herc afore thee,” laughed Martin.

“ 1 won’t ha’ my wifc upset wi’ hearing thee,”
said Ficlding.
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They were grinning at cach other, now, like
two animals, the man who had tossed away a
human soul, and the man who had picked up
the empty shell that had held it.

““I shan’t shift off this chair till T’'m rcady,”
said Martin.

His hand was caressing the dog.

The thing was crooning with an old delight—
crooning and sniffing rapturously at him, at his
dripping old coat, and the thin shoes that let
the water in.

“ Come under, Ne1o,” commanded the boss.

The dog slunk a few inches from the feet of
the broken man. Passion of an old worship
and fear of punishment were clashing.

“Nero ! ”

Martin’s husky whisper brought it back to his
fect.

Fielding Day crossed to the corner, and took
the ivy stick.

“ Not wi’ my stick,” said the hollow man, in
that monotonous voice. 1Ie had tisen to his
feet. The dog had risen to follow him, thinking
he was departing.

“Why didn’t ta tak’ th’ dog wi’ thee?”
jeered the boss.

‘Whilst all the timec each kncw that the
reference was not to the dog at all.

“ Shut up ! ”’ cried the old man.
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From that room whosc wall-corner came to
his ingle-nook, he had heard a muffled cry.

“’Twould follow me a’ the same,” boasted
Martin Scott.

Fielding grinned again. He had a fiendish
look.

He had rcached the stick.

The dog slunk away under the settle.

Ficlding Day approached and tried to poke
it out. But a growl, mingled with a whine of
fear, was all the answer.

Martin Scott stood watching him.

The old look of iron control was on him.

But when Day had moved the settle and
clutched the dog by its collar he crossed the
kitchen.

“Touch that beast wi’ my stick——" he
began.

Fielding Day threw back his head and
laughed. The next moment the ghost of a man
had rushed at him. They closed, two jealous
savages, swaying togcther, and the table with
the red-globed lamp crashed over.

“Hell ! ” laughed the old man.

He trailed himself across the kitchen, and
with a spurt of his old agility, inspired by the
y9y in his mind, he picked up the flaming lamp
and, opening the door, flung it out into the wet
garden.
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There was only the light of the fire over the
chaotic scene in the kitchen as he came back,
walked carefully past the wreckage and the
struggling men, to his chair.

“Now, fight, if you like, you devils!” he
gibed at them.

Like the god of Hate himself, he sat back in
his chair, listening to the music of those moans
torn from the woman in that other room,
listening to the broken panting of the man
who had deserted her, and to the inarticulate
curses of the man who had picked her up. He
wondered if Helen had heard and recogniscd
Martin’s voice.

“ Let go——"

It was Day’s voicc.

Martin’s thin hand was at his throat. Then
they had staggered, and rolled together on the
floor.

Martin was on top.

The firelight made a bright patch of blood-
red beside them. The black shadows danced
over them.

“I’'ll—gouge thy c’en out,” gasped Day.

Martin laughed.

Day shook himscl{ a little away from that
hand. .

They had forgotten the woman, now, as dogs
forget a bone they quarrel about in the ancient
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lust of battle. Only the desire to hurt was
there.

“Went away, an’ came back,” he laughed.
“ Think she cares now ? Tha’ll be dead, man—
dead, next spring. I’ve kissed her, man, I've
beat her—I’ve done as I liked. She’s bin mine,
all mine, cvery cell o’ her body——""

The taunting of his rival made Martin’s hand
slacken. His grip left the other’s throat.

But he still knelt on Day.

““She’s bin mine,” he said, looking into the
other’s cyes. ,

Ficlding Day was cunningly getting his leg
around Martin’s. From under the settle came
the growl of the dog.

“I don’t carc a hang for thy metaphysical
posscssions,” sncered the boss. “ A thing I've
hold on, is minc, If I—”

With a subtle twist he half gct from under
Martin.

Despite his words, there was demonic spite in
his face.

A swift moment and he was on top.

““ Now, Scott,” he said, in a voice of sup-
pressed rage. “I’'m a savage, an’ tha’s turned
me into one.”

He was pummelling into Martin’s head.

The latter had his tecth gripped. No sound
cscaped them.
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“ Tha'rt not worth killin’,” he said. “ Tha'll
soon be worm-fodder, wi'out my help. I've
Helen. She’s mine, just like a sharc’s mine.
I’'ve got th’ deceds. But just {o, teach thec
for comin’ here, an’ orderin’ th’ dog in or
out——"

His blows fell again.

Then, when he had spent himscli, he got
up.

Martin Scott lay still.

‘““Tha’s noan killed him, IFicld ? *’ asked the
old man.

He had rcalised that Day must have been
very angry. Why ? The old fear was back.

“T took carc o’ that,” answered the other.

Martin got up from the floor.

The dog camc creeping towards him, and
began 1o lick his boots.

Hc sat down again.

“ Here, let’s ha’ thee out——"" began Day,
crossing to the grey man. Martin’s face was
blceding badly.

Then the words died away.

Old Mason sat with a look of cestasy on his
face.

From that room stole a woman’s cry of an-
guish, escaped from tecth bared in agony.

The three men were silent.

At the sound tLe dog walked to the door of
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the room, scratched, and whined at what it did
not understand.

“Hell! If sh—sh—she should die,” gasped
the old man.

Divided in motives he had expressed what all
three felt. Ficlding Day’s ambition limited,
Mason’s revenge to burn out without fuel,
Martin—to dic in an empty world of ashes, if
onc woman died.

They heard Andry’s wifc give a startled “Oh'”
and the doctor’s “ Hush !”’ of warning.

Then into the silence that had seemed an
cternily rang a picrcing ciy of blind appeal.

“Martin ! ”

The strandcd woman had cried out to the
dying man.

He had sprung to his feet at the call. Fielding
Day sprang before him with a look of deadly

hatred.
‘ She has just harked back,” he said. ““ That’s

Martin lcapt towards the door lcading out of
the farm.

When he had closed it after him to within a
few inches, he said, ‘“ All thine, is she ? ” His
husky laughter was shaking with joy.

Ficlding Day’s curse followed hiin.

The old man had risen as soon as Martin was

gone.

a
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“ Tha’rt not i’ love wi’ her ? ** he asked, with
a gimlet-like look.

Day pushed his hands into his pockets.

“If any man makes out he has claims on
summat ’at’s mine,”’ he said, “I could kill him—
like a rat. She’s my property. An’ for that
cry o’ hers——"’

He cast a murdecrous look towards that closed
door.

“Tha needn’t fear,” said Mason. “Tha
needn’t fear. She’ll never leave thee for
him. She’d pluck her heart out by th’ roots
first.”

“ How do yo’ know ? ”’ queried Day.

“ Because i’ some things she fashions after
me,” said the old man. ‘ That’s why. An’
that’s why it’s so swcet a cup.”

He laughed that horrible silent laughter.
Then they heard Andry’s wilc coming.

Both men turned towards her.

“Is’tover?”

It was old Mason’s voice.

“ Ay,” said thc woman.

The firelight lcaping up showed her moved
face. She had not been a midwife long.

“Dead ? ” asked Fielding Day.

, There was dull horror in his tone
She nodded her hcad.
“ Dead. Helen dead ! ”” gasped the old man,
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staring at her. There was a magnitude of
anguish in the cry.

“No,” said the woman. “ Tk’ child, I mean.
A little lad, too. Still-born.”

“Th’ child,” he breathed. ‘I thowt——"

He sat him down again.

He had thought his life’s work blown down,
before the roof was on it.

“There’s bin a rumpus, hasn’t there? ”
asked 1he woman curiously.

“ A bit o’ bother about some wages Martin
thinks he should have,” said the old man.

“ She heard him,”” said the woman. “ Quick
cars she have.”

She eyed the two men narrowly.

“There’s your pay,” said Day’s voice.

The curiosity went from her cyes.

“She mun be kept quiet,” she said. “I'll
stay an hour--then 1 mun see to ’em at home.
I'll be back i’ th’ mornin’.”

She filled a vessel with water to wash the
dead child.

“It’s a bonnie bairn,” she said. “ Perfect,
too. But just—no soul in it.”

Fielding Day was pacing backwards and
forwards.

The doctor came out.

“ These things will happen,” he said. ““It’s
a pity. DBetter luck next time.”
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He hurried away.

At the foot of the hillside a dark figure rose
out of the wet grass.

“ How is—Mrs. Day ? ”” asked a man’s voice.
An’__l’

““ She’ll come through,”” said the doctor. ““ The
child was born decad. A great pity.” He hurried
on.
Martin Scott stared back at the farm. Then
he went on through the darkness.

He had forgotten the dripping of the rain,
and Day’s blows. A dceper insult than he
could deal had been dealt at the boss. He was
the father to a dead child, and in her agony
the wife of Brungerly’s scourge and pride had
called on the dying failure. His broken boots,
letting the rain through, Teddy’s tclling him
nol to let Lizzie sce that sixpence, his cough—
all were forgotten. He was a man. A woman
cared about him.



CHAPTER XIII

WOMEN AND DOGS—GO BACK

HE milk kits, scalded for the next day,

were piled outside, with the lids off.

A hundred eggs were ready for washing

on the table, just gathcred up. Abel Mason’s
bed had been changed and made.

‘“ Are yo’ better ? ”

Helen stood, cup in hand, looking down on
the old man. He was coming from one of his
intolerablc attacks of ncuralgia. He glared back
at the look on her face. It was scarcely pity,
and her query had been put as to any other
human being in pain.

“Tak’ thy face away fro’ me,” he hissed.
Then the pain came on again, and she was dab-
bing the soft heat of the sponge against the
nerves, whilst he was tortured with the resem-
blance to the other Helen—when she had looked
softly at him. He repaid her by upsetting the
cup over the becd, <o that the bedclothes were
stained with the vinegar. She was slaving night
and day now to keep him clean and comfortable.

He had half suspected once that Day gave her
256
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money to send some of the washing out. A
bundle had come in, but Day swore it was old
newspapers. Always his suspicions were on the
scent now. Almost helpless, she attended him
as if he were a baby—he, with the heart of a
fiend. He had taken to telling Day obscene
tales in her presence, to torture her that way.

She had an understanding of him lately, that
maddened him. Her face never showed the
disgust of the Pharisee. She tended him, pale
and quiet and unemotional, treating his assumed
vulgarity as part of his diseasc. She ncver spoke
of her mother now, to torturc him. She bore
with him, greatest torture of all.

‘1 want to go to sleep now,” he said.

She shaded the light by pulling the sheetdo
throw a shadow on his face. Her hands were
bleeding with much washing and the cold winds.
His latest torment had been to order Day to
crumple clean collars up and trample them, to
give her more to do. Her voice was trailingly
weak at times. She had not quite rccovered
from the birth of that dead child. He had told
Day another child would be a fine plan, but Day
had put into him a fear of the dcath of their
victim—with a half suspicion that Day was in
love with her. It had become his torment, that
thought. He was always watching, fearing, then
finding he was wrong.
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He awoke from a short sleep to see little Aggie
Trip within the cottage.

“ Mr. Scott’s got pncumonia. He’s deein’.
Mother says will yo’ come ? ”’ she was repeating.
“ An’, pleasc, I've to go back on Jerry’s cart—
if yo’ don’t come. Mr. Scott keeps sayin’
‘Helen !’ ”

Then she turned to Helen.

““ What’s hurt your face ? ” she asked.

“1 tumbled, Aggie,” Helen said, something
palpitating in her voice. It was harder to lic to
Aggic than to Four Gates. Abcl Mason's fist
had done that. It was the greatest insult she
had known—Dbecause Four Gates could see she
had that mysterious thing, a black eye. Day
would De suspected of it. To receive a black
eye was to lose caste. Bui what had racked her
most was the crushing coil of Day’s tenderness.
She fclt sometimes that she must run away
screcaming from his very presence. She was
alive, now.

“ Mr. Scott kissed me better when I fell,”’ said
Aggic. “ Mother says he’s goin’ to heaven. Is
he?”

“T shouldn’t wonder. He’ll be th’ fittest
there,” said Helen.

“ Isn’t heaven a nice place, then ? ”’ asked
Aggic.

“1 wani you to say this after mc—and tell
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Mr. Scott,” said Helen, passing this query.
“ Mrs. Day is very sorry, but she’s too busy to
come.”

Aggie piped the callous answer to that dying
plea.

‘“ Ay, tha can say it, Aggic,” laughed the old
man.

She started back.

“Fleyed of a poor harmless old man like
me ? ” he said, in a soft voice. But Aggie still
shrank.

“He’s just a poor old man that’s poorly,
Aggie,” said Helen. “ Give him a kiss.”

There was gentle malice in the words. Flesh
and blood could not resist some antagonisin to
the old man, at times.

Influenced by Helen, whom Aggic held a very
gospel of truth, the child pursed her lips and
neared the bed, shutting her blue eyes as she
went. A devil in hell threatencd with a lash of
fire could not have looked more evil. Aggie
recoiled.

““ No,” said Abel Mason, ““ I don’t like kisses,
Aggie. There arc sweetcr things. Kecep thine,
an’ do thy best an’ worst w1’ ‘em, some day.”

Helen was putting on cloak and veil.

Twilight was falling, but the black eye was
prominent. Shc had not been down in the
village for days.
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“ Field'll kill thee if tha goces,” said Mason.

He was purple with helpless rage.

“You'll bring another stroke on one o’ these
days,” she warned him dutifully. “ Youncedn’t
fear. I’'m nol goin’ to Martin. Therd’s one
stronger nor Field'll stop me. Mysel’ 1"

He heard her getting the hens in. They had
piled all the farm work on her too, save for a
little help from Amos Trip, who milked and
herded.

When she had gone, Micon eursed at Day for
his tardiness i coming {rom Brumgerlv. 1t was
Stocktaking Day. Thon he concolad himself Ly
planning other tortures for flolen. Whilst all
the 1ime he was conmting the cieps Helen made
down 1o the village te put Aggic on Jerry's cart.
A step sounded.

“Where is she 2 7 he roared.

Then his nouralgia come on

“ Martin’s " he began, shouting il out in
his agonv.

“She’s gone to that sacking— — " began the
other.

There was savage passion m his voice, there

celing— beyond mete power of possession.

i when Mason looked at lam he was grinning

cvoihe old way. Only the ghost of that fear

fpchad ol the old man again. He spoke of
o aned Jerry s cart.
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“ There were a child on by bersel’,” breathed
Day in relief. ‘“Hell! I didn’t want that
traunch-—after the day I’ve had.” ‘The fear died
down again in the old man’s heart. He knew
Day liked comf{ort.

“ She took Nero, so she’ll not ha’ gone far,”
said Day. “ Not wi’ yon cye. She's proud as
alicdl-cat. She’d ne’er show Martin that, cither.”
Mason laughed - -and Day grinned.  Then they
hicord Nero clawing the door.

“ She’s gone, then,” said Day, in a still voice.

He stood looking at Mason.

“I'Il get her before she lands,” he vowed
“ No man’s got to trcspass on my property.”

He rushed out.

Mason was laughing.

He lIay through the hours, hetween angutsh of
fear and rapturc at Helen's punishment to come.
In his attempts to reach o cup ol barley water
it spilled when near his lips.  Then he raged that
his hated cupbearer wmight be touching lips with
Martin. He turned to plan again, afraid of mad-
ness, at the thought.

Nero’s whine of welcome startled him.

It was Helen.

She entered and poked up firchght on the
darkuess.  She stood by the tire, oshen about
the mouth. She was twisting her wedding-
ring round and round by lnger. Day’s step
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made her start. Her nerves were going, too,
grinned the old man to himsclf, going as
Martin’s had gone, under the long strain.

She went to bed soon after.

“ Got her goin’ through the farm-gate,” said
Day.

“ Did ta kick her ? * asked Mason.

“I gave her a knock on th' other eye,” Day
told him, with his old brutality of look. “ An’
now I'm goin’ {o sleep th’ sleep o’ th’ just.
Martin’ll be dead i° th’ mornin’.”

“He may give a bit more sport vet,” said
Mason anxiously. ‘ But—I'm flcved “at he’s
nearly done.”

Day took his candle.

e came downstairs soon afterwards.

“TLocked out,” he said, and put on his shoes
to go to the tool-shed.  Some minutes later the
sound of the splintering of the wood of a door
1ang through the housc.

Then all was silent.

In the grey dawn Day came down.

“ Has she gone out ? ™ he asked.

“Lh?”

on’s voice was hoarse.
~Le’s not yon,” jerkad the boss.

v he spoke he was donning jacket and cap.
&t on aawled out of bed and looked from the

vy Lo see him running down the hillside
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The trick of Helen to lock Day out and get the
door smashed so that the key couldn’t be hidden,
had succeeded.

By hedge, dyke, and stone wall the boss went
straight to Corple Stones Farm. The brighicning
landscape was a flash before his cyes. He
stopped to regain breath and calmness by the
white gate. A cock was crowing. He passed up
the hill slope. The lamplight came under the
white window blind as he neared the farm.  He
ought to have rushed into the place. But he
wanted to know. A jealous crave was in his
blood, a mad pulse. Hc peered under the
window-blind, getting a full view of the
interior.

She was there, veiled 1o hide that blackened
flesh, sitting with the calm, bLard attitude
habitual 1o her. The lamp was on the table
beside her.

Martin was laid back on his couch pillow, his
eycs closed.

From upstairs came Lizzice’s sleepy voice :

“ Shout if he worsens, Helen,” she said. ““ An
mak’ thysel’ comfortable. Pu’ thy cloes off, an’
get a sup o’ tay.”

Helen had just arrived, Day gueseed, and
Lizz.e, dead-beat, had gone to lie down for an
hour, unless—-Martin was scized by the death-
struggle.
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He was in time for the full scene.

It secmed an hour of waiting to him before
Martin’s cyes unclosed. There was a start as his*
gaze fell on the face of the veiled woman. Day
rcalised that when last he had looked up it had
been to sce Lizzie’s ruddy countenance.

* So—tha’s come,” said the hollow man.

He had #ka’d her, as in the old days.

It was significant of the barrier he imagined
her coming Liad broken down.

She nodded.

Martin’s datk cycs were on her veiled face.

“Pu’ that thing oft,” said the husky wvoice
[retfully.

“It’s &’ reight,” she answered.

There was something in her tone he could not
understand. It was not coldness, or aloofness.
It was a sound as of something that came, not
from the heart, but the mind, something calcu-
Lating, almost mathenatical.

“Ilow long can ta stop ? 7 he asked. ““ Till
th’ finish ?

The woman turned her head, looking more
fully ot the ghastly man.

' tha dees sharp,” she said.
«agony shot into Martin’s face.

sl had come, but --

“ 'l do my best,” he said sullenly.  Then his

oo hanged.
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“ Let’s see thy face, Helen,” he begged pas-
sionately. “I’ll be a long time dead.”

“Tha can’t,” she said, finality in her voice.

‘“ Shake this pillow up,” he asked.

The strategy of despair was in the plea

Shaking his pillow she must come a little
nearer to him, at least.

She placed her arm under the pillow, raised
him, bending over him, buil in such a manner
that the helplcss man did not cven touch her
garment, though a whiif of sad, sweet lavender
came to him trom her bodice. He closed his
eyes, sniffing it.

Then he said pettishly, “ What’s ta ha’
lavender amang thy clocs for ?

Perhaps, always, down in the dark of the
tomD, that maddening smcll of lavender would
disturb his rest. ’

“ Put me back,” he asked wearily

There was silence again

“Is there aught tha want, ? " askad Helen,
with a nurse’s interest.

““ Ay,” he answered.

“What ? ” she asked, ha glance gomg lo-
wards the table, loaded with medicne and
nourishment.

“ A touch o’ thy lips before th’ coldness is on
mine,” he asked. There was sullen despair,
mingled with a cry of hopc, in the husky toncs.

$
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The man under the window made the slight-
(st movement towards the door. Then as the
window-stones obscured his vision, he moved
back again.

“Why should I?” asked Helen. “Tha
can’t talk like that.”

The chill respectability of a Four Gates mnatron
was in ler voice.

“Goaway ! 7’ cried Martin.

There was fierce agony in his voice.

She rose, as to depart.

“No!"” he cried. ‘““No. Don’t leave me.
- oh, this is hell.” The last four words writhed
themselves upon the silence.

“ Let me sup,” he asked presently. * That
barley-water——-"

She reached the cup to him, her arm under
the pillow, and was placing it to his lips.

With a suprame cffort of flesh and will, his
finger, a burning stick of bone and skin, coiled
itself round hers.  She tiied 1o withdraw it.

“Don’t ! he begger.

She did not answer.

“T can hear thy heart beatin’,” he said.

"Iis cyes were trying to penetrate the veil
i ow. Her face was whiter. He could see that.
[ 1e were signs that she felt. e might gain
that heaven a kiss of hers, belore going into
e dark.
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‘“ Arta goin’ to sup this stuff ? ’ she asked in
a steady voice. ‘“ An’ let go—or I'll ca’ Lizzic
down an’ say tha’rt ramblin’.”

The two pairs of cyes met in conflict.

The fear in the man’s cyes grew.

Helen, freeing her finger, sct the cup on the
table. ‘

With a groan of fatigue, Martin’s eyes closed.
He lay back, very still. He was asleep, with the
suddenness of wecakness. The woman was
watching the clock, and listening to his breath-
ing. Now that Martin was aslecp, she drew
ncarer to the lamp. Day could see her face—
the agony on it, cven through the veil. She held
the lamp nearer to Martin, to observe changes
in his face. Setting it down, he saw her hand
pressing to still her heart-beats.  She half rose.
With her handkerchief she wiped the grey brow
of sweat, listening again to the breathing. Then,
looking round, fearful that the walls might sec
her, she pressed the damp handkerchief against
her throat and nuddled against it, then slipped
it within her bodice.

“Martin ! ”

The man at the window heard this, after a long
silence.

The man she called did not move.

She bent nearer, listencd to his breathing.

““ Martin ! > she said, somcwhat louder.
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There was only silence.

The wind rattled a back window somewhat.

She was bending close to him now.

Day knew what was in her mind. It was in
his mind also. Decath might have come after
that lust futile struggle of Martin’s to keep her
finger within his.

“ Martin-—Martin Scott !~

Her lips were close to his car now. There was
a thin note of rising panic in the cry. Then, she
had hold of him by the shoulders. She was
shaking him, shaking him and calling in that
Jow, quaking voice of {car, in that flood of abso-
lute terror.  He did not move.

Day heaved a breath of relief.

With a cry full of desolate remorse, she sct
her lips to Martin’s.

Their warmth brought him back to conscious-
ness, his cyes unclosed, their dark misery bright-
cning into ccstasy. He saw her, palpitating,
wild with passionate gricf—surprised her at the
moment of her terror.

“Tha’rt—tha’rt not--dcad,” she gasped,
covered with shame.

e clutched at her as she was drawing away
ivoin him,

* Happen T—wbere,” hie said, b athing quick-

*ilapoen— tha steered e as I were goin’,
Helen 1 '
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" The terror of her shamed pride, taken in its
fortress, communicated itself to him. His cry
on her name was grovelling.

“1 shall soon be dead,” he said. * Forgie
me.”

She had drawn herself free, a tall, black
figure.

Low sobbing breaths camc from her.

““Oh ! ” she cried. She burst into convulsive
tears.

Sinking on her knees, she had drawn his head
into the crook of her arm. Unveiled, and with
cyes of generous tenderness, eyes that might be
thosc of the old Helen’s, she was looking down
on him. She was kissing him like a wild {hing.
It was so torrential that Day stood dumb-
founded. An avalanche had moved.

“ J—can’t stand—morc joy, Hclen,” he heard
Martin gasp. “ It'll kill me—an’—-1 want to
live.”

Then the boss rushed at the door, and shook
it in its socket.

““Who's there ? ” asked Helen.

“ Thy husband,” he said.  ““ Open this door,
or I'll batter it down.”

“ Wait a minute,” she said.

He heard her footsteps draw towards Martin
again. She had gone back, with her husband
at the door. Wild with jcalousy, after one
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desperate lunge at the heavy farm door with
his fist, he rushed back to the window.

Helen had forgotten his existence.

She was rubbing her cheek against Martin’s,
as she knelt at his side.

“’Twere th’ scct o’ Jerry’s cart—the tag-end
o’ it swingin’ away to th’ road led to thee, made
me follow,” she was saying. “But I didn’t
think to——"

Then, ““ Tha can’t dee, now, Martin. Don’t—
go away—agen.”’ '

Then, with shuddering reproach, “ How could
ta leave me, Martin ? ”

They were kissing again, kissing like two
children after a quarrel. Helen was sobbing,
and smiling, and stroking Martin’s face.

“What’s that wi’ ? 7 asked Martin, noticing
the blackened flesh, suddenly.

Then Day’s fist crashed through the window.

“This is where I come in,” said his voice,
murderously still in tone.  “ Now, open this
door. Tell her to open it, Scott. If tha doesn’t
—TI'll swing for her.”

“Open it, Helen,” said Martin’s voice.

“ i+t him,” she said. ‘“ What does it
matier?”

She was thinking of Martin’s soon having to
LR TR

“ Anciher kiss, then,” she breathed, in answer



WOMEN AND DOGS—GO BACK 271 .

to his look. Fielding’s hand was ripping at the
blind, now bare to his grasp.

“It’s all reight,” she said, opening the door
suddenly. “ Tha can come in.”

He came in.

“1I could tear thy pluck out, Scott,” he said
briefly. ‘“ But ’t isn’t worth th’ trouble. Tha’ll
be worm-fodder inside twenty-four hours.”
Then he turned to the woman. ““ Now,” he said, -
‘““arta ready ? ”

There was death in his glance for defiance.

Under the boss the outcast’s carclessness of
life was stirring—tihe recklessness that he had
learnt in the tramp-hole, where life did not count.

“I’'m comin’,” said the woman who had defied
him.

There was hidden satisfaction in her tone.

She backed towards the door, her eyes on
Martin.

‘“ Ay,” he said, in answer to her look.

Day started.

No word had been spoken by Helen.

But Martin had caught the burning agony of
her look lest he should die. He had smiled hope-
fully that he would get well, if possible.

““ If ever shc comes again, Scott,” said Day,
““if tha’s only five minutes to live—I'llend thee.”

[t was his way of barring Helen, by fear for
Martin.
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" Then Teddy Trip had thumped down the

wooden staircase, onc foot coming first all the
time.

He regarded Day—and the window.

“ What th’ hell’s up ? ”” he asked. “ Has ta
smashed my window ? ‘

Day tosscd half a sovercign down on the table.

“Thec harbour my wife at your place till
after Scott’s stiff,” he said. ““ An’ thine hasn’t a
name 1o cover hersel” wi'.”

“ 'l let thee know I’'m a respectable woman,”
shouted Lizzic. “ Just wait till I've gotten my
stays on.” Then shc gasped at mentioning her
stays.

“ Comec on ! said Day brutally, and dragged
at Helen.

It was full daylight as they got out.

The Corple Stones stuck up mto the sky.

Onc stone, almost unnoticed at any other
point, stood black and weird, by some strange
cffect of cloud and sun taking the curious look
¢f a borned Mephisto, with rigid lines, the sharp
chin pmhumnz; into and against the hcavcns
defiant cven in death.

Viohen the gate banged after them, and the
inoe- Hutlered within the cofe at the sound, Day
turned to Helen.

“Give us that rag tha stutfed inside thy
boeddice,” he said.
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She took it out and gave it to him.

Life had a sudden sweetness come into it.
Martin still breathed. Who knew ? It did not
seem that he could die, now.

Then, across the morning upland rang Lizzie’s
voice, sharp with its message :

“ Helen—Martin’s goin’,” she cried.

There were two swift opposing movements.

Day and Helen were struggling against each
other. But the man’s grasp was a vice.

“Cat!” he jerked. She had clawed his face.

Her throat was torn by jagged sobs.

Day forced her along.

Teddy Trin came running after them.

“ Lizzie’s mista’en, Helen,” he  panted.
“’Twere just a bad bout. We'll let thee know
—somchow.”

He had turned round, and Day’s ficrce glance
fell on his stolid, broad back.

“If he lives,” said Day, “it’s 2’ th’ same to
thee, Helen. If tha takes off wi” him, I'll find
you, and he’ll not boast o’ it longer nor two
minutes. An’’twould be a’” th’ bitterer for thee

to lose him then.”

They went on in silence.
She knew he spoke thie grim truth.
If Martin should die now, it would be harder
than had he dicd before she had kissed him as
T
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she thought him gone. If they stole happiness
from the altars of the grim gods of their unfortu-
nate destiny, it would be harder still to have the
cup shattered at their first draught.

When they reached the farm, Day gave a
report to Mason, still holding Helen’s elbow.

‘“ She wants a hidin’,” said Mason. ‘“ An’ I
can’t gie it to her.”

Ficlding Day took the dog-whip from the wall.
The rage he had hidden from the farm near the
Stones, all these silent miles, blazed out of him.

Time after time the lash coiled round her.

Like an unrepentant dog she took the punish-
ment sullenly. Only when a faint cry broke
from her lips Day hurled the whip away.

‘““ That’s it,” applauded Mason.

Day hurled the whip away. If the stick had
beaten himself at his own command, his face
could not have been morc dour. When Helen
had crept away, and he fancied the old man
asleep, he took something from a drawer, hurling
it into the fire.

“ What’s that ? ” asked Mason, alert, from
his bed.

“ U’lls,” said Day laconically. Mason was
dubivus.

Day poked it out of the fire to show hjm, that
wooden box, holding its charred emptiness to
P Pills,” he read on the blackened label.
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‘““ Ay,” he said, his fear subsiding.

It was a pill-box.

But it had held a secret gift Day had bought
for Helen, out of his own money, from that
which he carned himself, the sum he had begun
to set apart from the sums doled to him by the
old man. It was a trinket, such as Four Gates
lads would buy their lasses to wear about their
necks. Swecat of his had purchased it.



CHAPTER XIV

AT THE ELEVENTII HOUR MARTIN DECIDES
TO LIVE

HE red October sun, onc of its curves

I flattened by a cloud that was trying to

break itself on the heights of ,the
Corplc Stones, sent a crimson glow into Lizzie’s
kitchen. That always-busy woman was sorting
out hard grubby applcs such as grow wild in
the neglected farm-orchards of the north, for no
other purposec but to provide additional pig-
fodder. Whencever she found what she termed
a decent apple, bang it went into a tub under
the tablc beside which she stood. The rest
went into the fire, which was built half-way up
the cbimney, to dry a great heap of rushes and
bracken for cattle-bedding.

The bang of the apples falling into the tub,
i spluttering of those in the fire, mixed in
with the tick of the clock and the pipe of a
cricket in the warm ashes. Lizzic had put on her
best Sunday apron; Aggic was wearing a new
blue ribbon on her curls.  All this was in
276
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honour of Martin Scott’s recovery. Teddy was
out taking the summer’s growih {from the
hedges, making ditches for the winter rains. No
one would buy his farm.

“Don’t keep flackin’ about,” lizzic scolded
Martin. ‘““Th’ doctor said a chill might finish
thee. Eh, dcar, chaps arc th’ restlessest things
God ever made.”

Martin gave no answer  Swaddled in rugs
and blankets on the couch that taced the farm
window, he was slaring into an ashen sky,
where the sun would soon go down behind the
Stones.

Lizzic sighcd. Martin had not had a word
to throw to the cat, all atteinoon. The wav
he had tossed about had almost broken her
heart.

“That’ll be thy father,” she told Aggic.
Aggic ran out to look. She flew back.

“I{’s Helen,” she announced, and was about
to run ofl again, to meet het.

“ Come thce back,” commanded her mother
she turned towards Martin on finishing these
words.

“ Aggie an’ me’s goin’ to gether moar apples,”’
she told him, with a look that said he didn’t
des-rve it.

“ [hanks,” hc¢ smiled.

“ Keep out o’ th’ draughts,” she warned him,
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and went off, to dodge into the orchard without
Helen seeing them. She had a pleasure in
leaving the two togcther. Shc had not forgiven
Day his breaking of their window.

It seemed an eternity to Martin before the
door -latch moved to Helen’s hand. He had
crawled from the couch, throwing aside the
rugs, and trying to fix himself in Teddy’s chair
and appear at his best, with human shame at
being so weak. Looking like two laths nailed
together, as Lizzic said, his anxious, hungry
gaze was glued to the doorway she would pass
through.

The door opened, closed again.

She came straight towards him.

The sight of her face gave him a shock, hurt
him like a physical blow. She sank on the rug
near his chair, clutching at his hand like a wild
thing. .

“ Get me out o’ this, Martin,” she breathed,
rather than spoke. “ Get me out o’ it, somehow.
1t’s drivin’ me crazy—or maybc I'm crazy now.
Let’s get to th’ end, no matter what it is. Ifit’s
th’ grave, let’s get into that, an’ ha’ done wi’
it. Maybe they’ll bury us together. No, no.
ficid wouldn’t do that.”  She stared into the
fire. There was silence between them save for
her reiterated plea to him to get her out of the
misery he had brought upon her. Woman-like,
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she thought her broken god could perform
miracles.

He had refused her the best.

His pride forbade the offering of the worst,
a broken body, a mind cmbittered by those
years in which he had drunk the dregs of life,
and still been thirsty. The old habit of think-
ing camc to him. Hec was trying to defend her
from this hungry, but unworthy sclf of his,
as he had fenced to dcfend himself from her.

“Whear can we go? There’s nowhere to
run to,” he said, chillily rational.

She rosc, tall and straight, her head flung
back, her face with that frantic look.

“ Speak like that to me again,” she said,
‘““an’ tha’ll never scc me again.”

Staring into the fire, he crumpled up miser-
ably.

“1 can’t work for thee,” he jerked.

“Tha’ll not nced,” she assurcd him signifi-
cantly.

“1 couldn’t ha’ thee work for me,” he said
calmly, as stating a chemical fact.

“ Tha'll not nced,” she said, faintly smiling.
Then, with desperate energy she sank on the
rug again, clasping her knces with those thin
hands of hers. Her chin was lcaning on them.
Her eycs stared wildly into the fire.

“ Look herc,” she said fiercely, “I've had
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cnough on it, Martin. Enough o’ th’ hypocrisy
an’ shame on it, enough of wantin’ to be here an’
stayin’ yondcr, an’ wonderin’ how much more
to suffer yet. I can’t bear th’ crawl o’ his
fingers about me. I can’t. I'm a honest
woman. I wasn’t cut out for it. An’ I’m not
goin’ to slink here, Jike a guilty thing, to catch
scet 0’ thee now an’ then. Let’s end it.  Field'll
kill us. But we’ll not run away fro’ him or
Four Gates. \Wc'll be together, as we were
meant to be, an’ pay th’ price. Let’s be what
we were meant to be, an’ then face Four Gates—
an’ him.”

She was asking him to go and be killed, along
with her. She was mad, must be mad. She
was all his. They were (quals, the mad woman,
the one-lunged man.  Besides—six years of life,
paupcrised, on another man’s hearthstonc !
The Trips were kind. They wanted him to
stay, poor as they were. That was a grimmer
tragedy than to be killed. It appealed to his
mood. To be kicked out by Day and have
Helen tortured -No. To be killed along with
her, and have the laugh at him that they went
fo ther—Yes.

© Lass ! hie murmured, slipping a weak arm
atound her neck

“ Tha’ll go back on me!” she whispered,

wheliovingly.
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He took her face between his hands, made
her look at him. A relicf at some end in sight
was upon him. It took away that hopeless,
trapped feeling. They were going to meet the
gods who had laughed at them, to offer them
the remains of the sacrifice.

“For better, for worse,” he said. Then,
“ Seemingly wec’ve curst once another, instead
0’ blessin’, burnt onc another instead o’ healin’.
There’s nowt left but th’ worst. But I'll take
thy worst, an’ thankful. I’'m not much. An’
there’s things 1 ought to tell thee - - He
stared into the fire, frowning, the hortor of
those nights when he had tried to choke her
niemory, reviving.

She laid her fingers across his Iips. There was
ncither scorn nor pity in her look, but a weaty,
pagan disdain.

“I know,” she said <imply.  He started.
‘“I guessed. What’s it matticr, anyhow 2 It’s
all just as it happens.  What's it to do wi’ me ?
Am I a Christian ? What’s thy morals to o
wi’ me ? "’

There was fierce protest in her voice, now.

He looked at her. The distracted expression
on her face was abating. He was boginnng to
realisc that she was not mad, only desperate.
He was beginning to realis¢ the simple ~trength
of her. The splindour of her rushed at him,
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dazzling him. The courage of her put him in
awe. This was the woman whom he had argued
to himself about, for five years. Physical weak-
ness overcame him. He burst into tears.

“Christ ! ” he stuttered. “ What a mad
foo’ 17

It was his cpigram on himself.

“Don’t touch me. I'm not worth it,” he said
moodily.

She became a child, then, wiping his eyes as
she had once done when he wept about his dead
mother, on coming to the farm.

“Th’ worst to offer,” he said bitterly.

She was rubbing her check against his hand.

“This is th’ best,” she said, smiling. “1It’s
what they’ve all to take i’ Four Gates, those
pairs that live quict lives, an’ dee quiet deaths.
They’ve got to get down to one another’s worst,.
an’ be glad on it. But oh, Martin, if I could
only live years an’ ycars an’ years, wi’ th’ smoke
goin’ up fro’ our chimney, an’ saying ‘ Good
mornin’ ’ to the other women as 1 bought in for
dinner, as happy as them, an” as miscrable when
we'd had words—an’ to grow owd together, an’
see thee in th’ nook, an’ ax thec o’ a mornin’
how thy cough were, an’ thee after my—
rheumatics——""

She choked back childish tears, smiling wist-

Iy.
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“1 never wanted anything up i’ th* air,” she
confessed. - * Just common things, an’ a com-
mon life. Buat, ne’er mind—it’s done wi’, now.
To-neet ’ll finish it. I fecl it—here!” She laid
her hand on her breast.

Martin was staring at the ring on her hand.

“We’'ll leave it, 1’ some water, somewhear,”
she told him, following his glance.

“Let’s go,” said Martin, rising. “ Help me
into my coat—Tceddy'’s coat, 1 mean.”

He was without shame of his dependence, his
having to be helpcd, now. lle was her cqual,
at last.

They looked at cach other by the light of the
fire. .

She went to him with the little croon in her
voice. Then she lauglied, softly.

“J fecl clean to-neet,” she said. “ It isn’t
like there’d be any Dbotherin’ to-morrow, an’
Four Gates gapin’ at us. It'll all come out.
It’s th’ only thing 1've Dbeen fleyed on. It'’s
because I've lived i° Four Gates. But—we’ll
be dcad. An’—it’s when I'm livin’ I care about,
most. I want to be happy once. Tha'll kiss
me, as we were meant to—an’ 1Us timished.  It's
so simple.”

“ How ? ” he looked.

“1If tha goes, I go,” she said convincingly.
He asked no further questions.
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“I wonder,” she began wistfully. Then, “It’s
hard not to hope, isn’t it "’ There were tears
in her eyes again. A white passion swept over
her, born of her indignitics.

“1 wish him decad!” she exclaimed, in that
intense way. I wish him dead.”

“Don’t let’s waste time,” said Martin.

They passed through the doorway into that
red and grey world, with the ball of fire in the
sky, and the crushing heights of the Corple
Stones looming upon them.

Martin Icaned upon Helen.  They were hold-
ing hands— palm tu palm. A mouthtul of that
mist might kill him, so the doctor had said.
But there was notling to be afraid of, since
they were togethier, and so near hidding the
world good-bye.  Helen was happy. So was
he. There was no condemnation of Four Gates
to hide from. They would live, love, and pay
the royal price of it. It wa-n’t the Pelty Ses-
stons, or the Divoree Courl--or any of the sor-
Jid mis-ups of modern life. 11 was to snatch a
mafe  and dic {er it, the woman going into
' anknown with the one she cared most
les

“lass !

the tender intonation stole to Helen’s cars.
tio felt that she smiled, rather than saw it.

hudows were deecpening, and the mist.
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Somec kind of old antagonism felt to have passed
from the face of the earth to those two. Slowly,
almost inch by inch, they crept up to the
heights they had loved from childhood. On
gaining the top they stood still, looking over
the dark expanse of the moor. A few pools
shone red, catching the glow of the sinking sun.
Over the black ling the grouse scrcamed “ ga-
bak, ga-bak, ga-bak.” The cry was borne away
on the wet wind.

Hand in hand they went on, until they
reached a forest of bracken on the slopes. Tt
was almost dark by this Thev could scarcely
sce cach other’s face.  Amidst the bracken
Helen spread her cloak, to chech the rise of the
dew.

“It’s dry,” she told Martin.  ““ An’ flesh an’
blond’s warm. Cuddle down, Martin.”” There
was peacce in her voice.

They crept together.  The ghostly rustle of
the dead bracken came to them, and at wide
intervals the ‘“ ga-bak 7 of the grouse  Like
two lost childien they crept mto cach othet’s
arms, and were comforted.  The sun went
down, the carth grew coldcr.  Watery gleams
came from the moon, shining through the
vapours. Through the meht thev talked, or
were silent, huddlcd together, Teddy’s coat
buttoned round them both, Hclen’s hair a
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muffler for Martin’s neck. They spoke of all
that had happcened to them, the incvitableness of
this end, the glory of having come together at
last, though for such a little time. They
watched the grey dawn creep up, the sky
changing to opaline splendour, the valley
showing itsclf through chinks in rolling clouds,
a dream-world brightcning into sunlight at
their feet.

The curlew’s weird call came to their ears.

They were both thinking the same thought,
and rcad it in cach other’s ¢ yes.

“Bonnic!” said Helen, and stretched out
her arms to the world. Then she laughed,
rather shakily.

The little pools lit up one by one ; the wings
of bitds were mirroted m them. .

“We'll go, now,” «aid Helen.  “If Ficld’s
set out after us, he’ll ha’ bin without bite an’
sup, maybe, an’ him so helpless.”

She referred to her father.

“ Martin,” she murmurced, as if remembering
something non-important, “I forgot to tell
ilv he isn’t my father. I found it out one
noeet comin’ downstairs for a drink o’ water.
H¢ were sat over th’ fire, ralkin’—tellin’ it to
s shadow on th’ wall. Tt were just after I

d Dy, An’ ——  It’s ade me able to

w1’ him.”
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“Then it were a’ for nowt!” said Martin
hollowly.

‘“ But he told us—that time we came fro’ th’
fair——,” he muttered again.

Helen explained in a few words.

“For nowt,” he echoed, the irony of it send-
ing him nearly out of his senscs.

““ There’s somebody comin’,” he said sud-
denly. ‘“Look!”

Together they peered down into the film that
half hid the hill slopes and the valc.

“It’s him,” said Helen ‘“ An’ he’s forgotten
to put his lantern out. It looks «ickly, Martin
It looks like a death-candle at th’ burn. ILook
how stecady he comes on! I'm—I'm fleyed !”
There was a shudder in her voice. The sweet-
ness of life had turned her coward, for a
moment.

Martin tightened his grip on her shoulders,

“I'd give two off my six years tor a stick ! ”
he said.

They moved further up the slope, crept
through the bracken. Amidst their agony they
kissed convulsively, holding each other’s hands.
By peering through the bracken and down the
edge of the heighus, they saw that steady figurce
coming on.

“It’'s no good fightin® him He’s got a
revolver,” said Helen. ‘I know.”
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“He’s makin’ straight for this bracken
patch,” he answered.

Hclen was leaning against him,

“Let him come,” she said  *“ I-- [ can’t suifer
any more, Martin, Will—will 1t hurt much?”

“No woise than havin® a tooth pulled, o
<oldict once told me,” seid Martin, staccato-
fashion.

Then Lie <aid,  Curse th’ lost vears! Curs s
on mc for a mad foo’ ! Gi'c ue thy lips  Jus
whan he gots ower t odge, wdll kiss, an’ shut
our ¢’en "

“I shan’t he able to shut mme ™ said Hcden
hy-tcncelly - “1 allus want to lock  what's
comin’ ”’

Then she tore hersely fiom s cmbrace Lk
a mad thimg Standmg up, her black haun
blowing about her m the mormmg wind, her
dress {luttering, ha look wont downwards 10
the approaching hgure

Ic caw ha

They caught Ln friwmphant <shout on the
wind.  He maode v move towatds his weapon
I’ the mist came down between.

Liclen’s voice came 10 Martin where he lay
n ar the edge, unable to ot ncarer, a gust of
¢cushing sdzing him, tossmg bum about like

", whalst he wept and clutched at the dead

hev in Ios humibiation of weakness.



MARTIN DECIDES TO LIVE a8y

“ I'm not thine,” she called, in an ecstasy of
victory. “I'm Martin’s, all Martin’s. He’s
here wi’ me. We’ve bin here a’ nect.”

A shout of rage came from the man in the
mist.

“We’re like quail o’ th’ moor,” she called
again, peering down through the mist. ““ An’
when we’re dead, we’re mates still.  Come an’
kill us. We don’t care. We've lived.”

There was a report trom the 1evolver—a blind
shot into the mist.

“T'm here vet,” she called.  “ Thinkin’ o’
Martin, yet.”

A cry left her ps  Martin heard it. e
gave a vyell of fury between two bursts of
coughing.

“I’'m not hurt,” she called to him. “ Sum-
mat’s happened. He's fallm’-— 7

They heard the clattaimg of stones down the
track Day was climlang.  Then there was a yoll,
and silenee.

Helen looked over the edge and went back
to Martin.

“He’s fallen,” she said. “No. I didn’t
push him. He fell. He were vards away. The
mist lifted. Summat got up out o’ th’ grass.”

Martin came to the edge and looked over.

“Th’ lamp’s fired,” said Hclen.  She was
speaking with difticulty. Then <he said, “ Could

U
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a man fall so far—and not be dead ? ” Martin
shook his head. )

“I mun be sure,” she said.

“Look ! " said Martin. The mist had lifted
again.

A man was almost leaping down the hillside,
crashing through the dead bracken in his hurry
to get away.

“ Somebody’s done it,” said Helen. ‘‘Let’s
get away from here.”

There was an uneasiness in her tone. It was
hard to believe Day was dead. She feared his
getting up again.

“ T want to look,” she said, once. .

“ Better not,” said Martin significantly. “ Th’"
sooner we get away th’ better.”

She looked at him.

“Let’s get back to Four Gates, then,” she
said. “Th’ old man’ll be hungry an’ thirsty.
But I couldn’t go back—wi’out thee, Martin.”

They passed away from the tops where the
grouse feeding, feeding, as though they would
never leave off, made the morning air astir with
life. Sometimes, as they went down, they
paused to touch hands, lips again. They
alighted some hundreds of yards from where
that figure lay, the lamp smouldering out.

“I've got to sec,” breathed Helen, and ran
from Martin’s hold.



DECIDES TO LIVE  agi

She came back to where he waited.

“It’s awful. He’s dead,” she said. “It’s
true, Martin. We—we’re goin’ on livin’. Oh!"”
She drew a deep breath of joy, looking at the
sun—then gave a lhittle shuddering sigh, drawing
nearer to Martin.

“1 wish we could just live quet th’ rest of
our lives,” she said. ‘ I'm—tir’t.”



CHAPTER; XV

LOVE TRIUMPHANT

THE little grey village was opening its
doors to the sun, letting out break-
fast smells. Many faces peered from
the tiny-pancd, shining windows, as Helen and
Martin passed through the lanes. According
to Teddy Trip’s cousin, Margaret Trip, Martin
looked as though he had “ tumbled off a flittin’,”
whilst the woman who walked at his side seemed
to have lost her e’en to all but him. It was a new
Four Gates to Helen Mason. She was no longer
afraid of it. She had Martin. With him she
could live anywhere. She had discovered that
Four Gates had just meant—Martin Scott. She
was not afraid of it. But she was glad to get to the
path leading up the hill to the farm. She could
rest her hand within Martin’s, then. They
had all the fear joy brings to those long
desolate.

Reaching the farm-gate, Martin paused.
Momentary shame revived in him again. The
broken man’s humiliation shone in his eyes.

292
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In this moment of agony Helen's eyes caressed
him. He smiled, and passed in after her.

They found the kitchen door ajar, swinging to
and fro in the wind, just as Day had left it in
his rush from the house.

Helen entered first.

She expected to find her father somewhat
worse, but that glance at him as she entcred the
kitchen, shocked her into a little ery of sclf-
condemnation. The wretched man was laid
naked, save for his woollen shirt, on the bed in
the corner. The ashes from the dead fire were
strewn on his pillow, blown there by the cold
wind. The bedclothes, tossed from him in
some paroxysm of rage, lay upon the floor, the
blind dog huddling into thein, bleceding from a
wound Mason had managed to inflict by calling
it to him, to vent upon the beast his thwarted
spirit of hatred. The old man’s mouth was a
black, parched cavern. His cyes glared like a
savage animal’s. Mumbles of incoherent, curses
tore themselves fromn his unslaked throat. But
his eyes were the most tierrible things to
behold. They told the whole story. He was
mad.

“ Sup, father, sup,” said Helen, rushing to
him with a cup of barlcy-water. Then, to
Martin, ‘“ Leet th’ fire, sharp. Get him summat
warm. Get them salt bags out o’ th’ cupboard.
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Stir, Martin, stir.”” She ordered him as in the
old days.

With his gaze fastened upon her face, read-
ing it as the drink gurgled into him, part of it
dribbling back into the cup, Abel Mason’s
hand clutched at Helen’s as she held the vessel,
supporting him with her other arm under the
pillow.

“ Day’ll m-murder thee,” he gurgled, against
the cup side. As he watched her face hope died
in his, its wild hght retaken by the wilder one of
despair

“Enough!” he said, motioning the drink
away. With a superhuman spring he had
clawed at her, those long, yellow nails of his
ripping the white flesh of her arm. The cup
clattered to the floor.

“Blood!"” he ejaculated drunkenly, seeing
the gash.

Helen threw herself between Martin and the
bed.

“T’ll not touch him,” he assured her. ‘ But
—run down to th’ village an’ get two strong
men. He’ll get rough. He might hurt hissel’.
An’—he’s deein’, anyway.”

“No, no,” said Helen, flinging her hands
before her face. ‘‘ He’s waur—but not deein’.”

The woman whom Abel Mason had reared
only to torture, was conscious of a strange
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kinship with him. He had robbed her of all
but the remnants of joy. But half her wild
soul was of his nourishing.

“ Deein’ ! ”

The man on the bed half-roared the word.

“Deein’! Mec ?” he exclaimed, digging his
nails into the sheets. “No. I'll n-not dee,
I'l not! My work’s not done.” Then he said,
alertly, forcing that brain of his to the task,
breaking machine though it was, “ W-where’s
he ?” He was asking for Day, his weapon.

Helen Mason wavered.

She had lied often, but not to the dying.'
Her life with Day had been a lie.  She was sick
of lies.

“He’s dead,” she answered simply. ‘

There was a sound that made her start back,
dropping the rug she was trying to tuck around
the leaden feet. Hc had {witched at the sheet,
tearing it into ribbons. His passion-distorterd
fcatures, the bulging, red-glowing cyes, with the
tangle of white hair shaken over them, his
mouth writhing twisted words that were snarls
of obscenity, were a degradation to witness.
He bore a rcsemblance to some white-haired
giant ape, save for that spark of humanity that
addcd loathsomencss to the display. It was
the spirit of hatred starving in its den.

“ Warm him some milk, Martin,” saiil Helen,



296 HELEN OF FOUR GATES

her momentary horror gone. ‘ He'’s clay-
cold.”

“M-milky! ” gasped Abel. “I w-want
blood, th’ blood o’ every happy thing i’ th’
world. M-milk! I want th’ blood o’ thee,
Hinson’s spawn.” He was chewing at the
sheet, spattered with Ncro’s blood, smacking
at it, as he finished.

Martin had got the firc roaring, and the
salt-bags over it, on the shovel. Occasionally,
as he turned them to get them evenly heated,
he gave terse wainings that were commands to
Helen, bidding her keep out ot the reach of
Mason’s grip.

“Ay, kcep away fro’ me !’ laughed the
savage bcast on the bed. Then in the impotency
of his rage, he spat out his obscenc snarls once
more. White as alabaster, her lips bitten,
Helen went on tucking the clothes round him,
tending always that spark of humanity in him,
submerged as it was in the beast. Whilst, with
the cunning of the mad, he tried to drag her
down with shame in Martin’s sight.

The man approached with the salt-bags.

““Stick thesc to his {cet,” he said {aci-
turnly.

He was telling himsclf the same thing as
Helen—that Mason was dying, that they must
be tender. He knclt down on the fender,
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raking at the fire to drown the sound of those
awful words. Hclen tucked the bags to the
cold fect. Then she brought the warm milk,
held him up again. She was too quick for that
lightning clutch at her hair, and stood, pale and
panting, lcaning against the wall. There was
no fear or horror in her look. She was merely
protecting hersel{.

He spuried the drink from his mouth upon
her, mingled with that tuckling saliva. She
wiped it calmly from her check.

“Hc’s gettin’ energy,” murmured Mattin,
“Run an’ fetch somebody. It isn’t his own
strength. He’ll dee ragin’.”

“ Fetch p-parson,” gasp~d thc old man.
“Get him to p-pray. Hc he!”

“ Lic down,” pleaded Helen.  “ You're short-
enin’ your life.”

He raised himself on his elbow.

The compassion on the woman’s face, the
soft moved look of it, the sight of the tears
trembling on her lashes, the tears of the happy
weeping for the wrctched, stung Ium into
frenzy.

“ Thy m-mother were a-—-

He stopped suddenly. His gaze was glued to
a space of wall wherc a ray of sunlight stole m
through the chink of the blind.

“It’s true,” he decfied something, hollowly.

P2
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“It’s true. Take thy black hair from my
throat, Helen Hinson. Take it to hell! Helen—
look! What’s that ? ”

Hc had turned to Helen with a note of
human fear, addressing flesh and blood. But
as she put her hand out to soothe him, the threat
in his cyes, the infuriated look at finding him-
sclf appealing to her, made her draw it back.
His yellow stumps of teeth crashed together,
closing on air.

He fell back on his pillow.

After a few minutes, in which Helen had
warmed a blanket, wrapping it round him whilst
he looked the murder he could not cffect, he
muttered, “I want to cat. I’ll be better to-
morn. I—I'm not deein’! I can’t dee.” He
lay back once more, speechless, but looking
curses at them, at the two who had come
together despitc him.

“He'll get wild agen. Go for somebody to
hold him down,” said Martin.

The strange, primitive dignity of Helen
asserted itself unreasonably.

“No. He shan’t dee held down,” she said
irrationally. Then she shuddered. * Think o’
deein’ so full o’ hate,” she said. “ Th’ bitter-
ness, th’ emptiness——"’

The eyes were unclosing again.

“ K-keep thy damned p-pity!” mumbled



Mason. “Lift th’ dog on th’ bed. It’s my
o-only friend.”

Slinking and whining the poor beast was
lifted up.

‘“ Let m-me stroke it,” pleaded the old man.

Then as it was placed within range he clawed
at it, laughing shrilly till exhausted at its howls.
Martin had snatched it away, and gave it warm
milk to lap. Helen moved about, straightening
the kitchen. Martin sat in his old chair. Some-
thing was bubbling in a sauccpan.

From a slight stupor the old man awoke,
opening his eyes. He screamed in agony. Helen
rushed to the bed.

“ G-go away !’ he yclled to her, his glance
including Martin. ‘“Have I to sec yo' so—
sittin’ so, happy, when I'm i’ th’ g-grave ? ”

“ Let’s go out,” said Helen brokenly.

They stood together in the garden, looking
down the hill, leaving him alone, but ncar
enough to run if he should want them. His
voice, rising higher, came to them at intervals.
He was insisting on another life, telling himself
it must be—because he craved it so, to complete
his hate. He shouted, with curses, for life upon
life, till his work was donec.

The sun was shining on the hillside, bringing

a hint of green to it.
“ I never knew I cared—he brought me up,”
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said Helen. Her hand was cold in Martin’s
clasp. Her eyes motioned his to the sunlight

and the sky.
‘““Can it ever scem th’ same agen? " she
asked wearily. ‘“ A’ that hate——!"”

It was Martin’s turn to comfort.

Then he said “ Hush ! ”

Therc was a movement within the kitchen.

They entercd.

Mason had crept out of bed, and was sitting
on the edge of it. Some spurt of strength had
entered the wasted frame, tottering on the
brink of the grave.

. ‘“Lift me up,” he begged. ‘‘ Let me look at
th’ fire.”

Helen ignored Martin’s look.

Placing her hands firmly under his arm-pits
she walked him over, step by step, towards the
fire. He looked at it with a comforted cxpression,
mumbling about the cold. The mighty brain,
with its last spark of consciousness, was plotting.

“ Arc yo’ warmer ? ”’ asked Helen’s voice
gently. “ Maybe you’ll get better——"

A cry from Martin arrested her attention.

With a backward movement of cunning
Mason had grasped the thin, worn carving-
knife from the table. The fceble body nerved
itself in answer to that last command of the
brain, yet to win its way.
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‘“ Let go of him,” shouted Martin.

“I—can’t,” answered Hclen, shutting her
eyes.

The old, thin body would crash to the ground
if she let go.

Martin rushed towards the old man, trying
vainly to cover the space before that knife
descended into the woman'’s breast.

Then—there was a snarl of savage lust, the
mingled voices of man and beast. The old
man’s foot had touched the dog’s bleeding side
as Nero drank the milk. There was the thud
of a heavy body crashing against the old man,
the flash of teeth, and the blind dog had
turned on his master, stung into treachery by
the impulse of self-prescrvation, the hatred of
pain.

“ The stick ! ”’

Martin rushed to it in answer to Helen’s cry.

The two rolling forms were on the floor, now,
snarling and yelling. Mason was biting at the
dog—the dog at Mason. Before Martin reached
Nero with the stick, all was over. Both lay very
still, but the dog’s side was throbbing, throbbing
and bleeding, whilst low whines of fear and
degradation broke from him. He had outraged
great laws. He had bitten his master.

Helen sat with the old man’s hcad on her lap.
In her struggles to get Nero off him her hair had
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tumbled about her. It swept the distorted,
grinning face of hate near her breast.

The eyes opened, to see Helen’s face.

“Ten thousand eternities—to h-hate in!”
he breathed painfully. ‘‘C-curse you both,
an’ your childer’s childer. Ten thousand
etern ”

He choked midway in the crave.

The rattle was in his throat.

He clutched at air.

Helen leaned close down to him, her eyes
staring into his, that kinship in her calling to
him with a sob, “ You’re all th’ father I've
known. I like yo'——"’ with a vain endeavour
to give him love despite himself.

He stared back into those eyes, like Helen’s,
at the hair like his rival’s.

He was fighting with Death.

‘““I—h-hate ! ”’ he said vehemently.

Hc spat at her. The glare of his eyes was
furnacc-fierce. Quite suddenly his head fell
back, the repulsive grin of hate still living in the
dying, becoming fixecd. The light was fadmg
from his eyes.

‘“ M-Martin ! "’ sobbed Helen.

Martin Scott bent down.

“It’s over,” he said. ‘ Poor old devill”

He wiped the spittle that had cost Mason his
last bieath from Helen’s shuddering cheek.
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“To dee—so | ”’ she shivered.

“T'll ha’ to fetch someone,” he said.

“Don’t leaye me, Martin,” shrilled Helen.

That dead face was too terrible to look on.

Together they went down to the village.
They learnt there that a man named Jim Brett,
a tramp, had given himself up to the local con-
stable. He had pushed Day into eternity on
the impulsc of the minute. Slecping at last in
the wet bracken, after a shivering night, and
dreaming of Sarah, he had been awakened to
see Day. The sight of the tin-god had been too
much for him.

When Martin and Helen got back with the
doctor, the eyes of Abel Mason, closed gently by
Martin, had half-uncloscd again. They stared
hate at all who looked, until the coffin-lid
covered them. The old man’s will left all to
Day whilst he lived with Helen. The mortality
of Day had, curiously cnough, never entered
either Mason’s mind or Day’s. The tin-god had
left no will. Helen and Martin Scott would
have a pot o’ brass.

There were one or two pcople who specially
went out of their way to Corple Stones Farm
to ask how Helen came to be away from home
without her husband—as she must have been
not to be with him when he was killed. But
as Lizzie thought that * Lics were good enough
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for busy-bodies ”’ they went away as wise as
they came.

Spring !

The wind laughed in the green bracken. A
million heads tossed at once A brook tumbled
and laughed with a gurgle of clear joy. And
mixing in with it was a woman’s laugh—as clear
and happy.

Away ahead she could see Martin. He had
left her, parting the bracken to make her a
path through it. She could just sce the top of
his head and the movement his hands made
tossing the bracken on each side He had left
her. She had vowed shc could manage that
steep ascend through the bracken all by her-
self. It was a challenge. Her feet went into
sploshes of diamond-clear water left by the
tumbling of the stream. They stuck into the
clean dirt. She stopped sometimes to look at
the sky peeping back at her through the bracken.

“Hush ! ” called Martin suddenly.

She stopped.

‘“ What is it ? ”’ she breathed.

‘“ A sandpiper,” he told her. ‘“Sh—sh!”

The sweet, sad thread of sound palpitated on
the air. ‘

“Th’ first I've heard,” he confided to her, as
she reached him. She stood looking at him,
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whilst he Stared in the direction of the sand-
piper’s cry.

In his eyes was the reflection of her own face.

“Th’ eggs are bad to find,” he ruminated,
then gave a muted cry of delight.

She followed his gaze into the sky that made
her dizzy. Round and round it, in anxious
parental care, went a couple of peewits.

““ There’s a nest somewhere near,” he whis-
pered. He went stealthily, watching at times
the tricks of the parents to divert his attention,
catching all the notes of those voices away up
in the sky. Then, as he gained the moor-top,
he stalked alung right to the nest.

In a hollow ot the rushy ground were three
baby plovers. They were three bunches of
soft brown with bright eyes. Martin handed
one to Helen. She rubbed her cheek against it,
crooning. Then she glanced with quick sym-
pathy at the birds above Their voices were
insane with terrified passion now. Anger, grief,
lament floated down to them. Heclen touched
Martin on the arm, dragged him away, hastened
his putting the birds back into the nest in the
ground.

*“It’s a wonderful thing to hold in your hand
what’ll travel round and round the sky,” he
said. He took her hand in his, and they swung
across the moor-top, through the rushes that

X
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glistened in the sunshine like thousands of
knitting-needles, and the shining grass, and
over the soppy mosses and the bents.

When they could see the Corple Stones (they
had chmbed the Heights from the opposite
side) he stopped.

“ Whilst th’ rocks shall stand——"" he said
suddenly, speaking from some depths within
himself. The woman understood and smiled.
They sat down to eat, resting on a springy
couch of heather Below them unrolled to view
the splendour of a springtime vale, where a
thousand daisies werc staring at the sun in
golden-cyed joy of life.

“ T believe,” said Martin, in a voice of faith,
“I shall ive to be eighty, an’ hobble on a
stick.”

There was no answer but a quiet smile from
the woman at his side.

“Teddy’s farm needn’t be a failure,” he
went on thoughtfully. “This year I shall

2

SOW——
Swish !
A cloud of grouse flew across near to them,
and Martin forgot to complete his sentence.
From perfect hour to perfect hour they went
over the moor, or rested, till the dusk crept
down, and a lonely dog that guarded the
sheep followed them back for company, until
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dismissed by Martin. Then through the mist
they saw the twinkling light of their nest,
Corple Stones Farm, and went down towards
it, hand in hand, following the same star.

THE END
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