
PLAIN TALES FROM THE HILLS

she grew very lovely. When a Hill-girl grows lovely,

she is worth travelling fifty miles over bad ground to

look upon. Lispeth had a Greek face— one of those

faces people paint so often, and see so seldom. She

vriis of a pale, ivory colour, and, for her race, extremely

tall. Also, she possessed eyes that were wonderful

;

and, had she not been dressed in the abominable print-

cloths affected by Missions, you would, meeting her on

the hillside unexpectedly, have thought her the original

Diana of the Romans going out to slay.

Lisp'jth took to Christianity readily, and did not

abandon it when she reached womanhood, as do some
Hill-girls. Her own people hated her because she had,

they said, become a white woman and washed herself

daily ; and the Chaplain's wife did not know what to

do with her. One cannot ask a stately goddess, five

foot ten in her shoes, to clean plates and dishes. She

played with the Chaplain's children and took classes

in the Sunday School, and read all the books in

the house, and grew more and more beautiful, like

the Princesses in fairy tales. The Chaplain's wife

said that the girl ought to take service in Simla

as a nurse or something * genteel.' But Lispeth did

not want to take service. She was very happy where

she was.

When travellers— there were not many in those

years— came in to Kotgarh, Lispeth used to lock her-

self into her own room for fear they might take her

away to Simla, or out into the unknown world.

One day, a few months after she was seventeen years

old, Lispeth went out for a walk. She did not walk in

the manner of English ladies— a mile and a half out,

with a carriage-ride back again. She covered between


