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which glows without lustre, fed by an atmos
phere in which might almost be perceived the 
fluttering of the dead.

Good-bye, Pimento! You were departing 
from the world well-served. The farm-house 
and the fortune of the odious intruder were light
ing up your corpse with merrier splendour than 
the candles bought by the bereaved Pepeta, mere 
yellowish tears of light.

Batistet returned desperate from his useless 
trip. Nobody had answered.

The plain, silent and scowling, had said good
bye to them for ever.

They were more alone than if they had been 
in the midst of a desert; the solitude of hatred 
was a thousand times worse than that of Nature.

They must flee from there; they must begin 
another life, with hunger ever treading at their 
heels: they must leave behind them the ruin of 
their work, and the small body of one of their 
own, the poor little fellow who was rotting in 
the earth, an innocent victim of the mad battle.

And all of them, with Oriental resignation, 
seated themselves upon the bank, and there 
awaited the day, their shoulders chilled with 
cold, but toasted from the front by the bed of live


