
• THE ANCIENT LAW

hii arm and ipoke to him in a voice that had (alien

almost to a whisper.

At his words, which were ordinary enough, the man
turned on him a face which had paled slightly from
Gurprise or fear. In the twilight Ordway could see

his jaw drop while he fumbled awkwardly with his

gloved hands at the latch of the gate.

"I don't know what you mean—I don't know" he
repeated in a wheezing voice, "I 'm sorry, but I really

don't know," he insisted again as if in a helpless effort

to be understood. Once inside the garden, he closed

the gate with a bang behind him, and went rapidly

up the gravelled walk to the long piazza where the
light of a lamp under a red shade streamed through
the open door.

Turning away Ordway followed the street to the
end of the town, where it passed without distinct

change of character into the country road. On this

side the colour of the soil had paled until it looked
almost blanched under the rising moon. Though
the twilight was already in possession of the fields

a thin red line was still visible low in the west, and
beneath this the scattered lights in negro cabins
shone like obscure, greenish glow-worms, hidden
among clumps of sassafras or in stretches of dried
broomsedge. As Ordway looked at these humble
dwellings, it seemed to him that they might afford a
hospitality denied him by the more imposing houses
of the town. He had already eaten of the Negro's
charity, and it was possible that before dawn he
might be compelled to eat of it again.


