
4*4 THE ANCIENT LAW

At the end of an hour Banks returned, and stood

over him with affectionate anxiety. "In a few

days you 'U be well enough to travel, Smith, and I '11

take you back with me to Tappahannock."

Ordway glanced up, smiling, and Banks saw in his

face, so thin that the flesh seemed almost transparent,

the rapt and luminous look with which he had stood

over his Bible in the green field or in the little grove

of pines.

"You will go back to Tapp&hft-'iock and Baxter

will take you in until you grow strong and well, and

then you can start your schools, or your library, and

look after the mills' instead of letting Baxter do it."

"Yes," said Ordway, "yes," but he had hardly

heard Banks's words, for his gaze was on the blue

sky, against which the spire of the church rose like

a pointing finger. His face shone as if from an 'n-

ward flame, and this flame, burning clearly in his

blue eyes, transfigured his look. Ah, Smith was

always a dreamer, thought Banks, with the uncom-

prehending simplicity of a child.

But Ordway was looking beyond Banks, beyond

the church spire, beyond the blue sky. He saw

himself, not as Banks pictured him, living quietly in

Tappahannock, but still struggling, still fighting, still

falling to rise and go on again. His message was

not for Tappahannock alone, but for all places where

there were men and women working and suffering

and going into prison and coming out. He heard

his voice speaking to them in the square of this town;

then in many squares and in many towns


