
TH E INTERLUDE
A Story of the Southern Desert

By MARJORIE L. C. PICKTHALL
As I went down the waterside,
None -but my foe to be my guide,
None but my foe to be my guide,
'On fair Kirkconnell Lea-

Oone would take Channing
for a man with a story in his
life. He is gray and thin,\~ 1 clad always in indefinite gray

t clothes that are too loase for
____ ~ him, and bis dull gray eyes

j look wearily upon theworld.
Gray, level, uncompromisingy gray is the colour of lis
wbole hard-working life,'save for this one interlude

t glows therein like a ruby strung on cbeap gray
ton thread.
Isliould neyer have learned of it, for 'lie is very

011nlY he fell iii and was away from the- office
some weeks. Hie had no0 family, no0 friends, and

'1g iii -in a boarding bouse is flot cheerful. I felt
'Y for him, and went to see himn and left bimie books. Among tbem there 'happenied to lie
grave's -Golden Treasury."
IWent to see hlm again as lie grew better, and

hi im wrapped in blankets on a sofa, surround-
by MY books. He was, for him, oddly taikative
excited. "This is the first long illness I've ever

," le told me,' "and it lias given me sucli a good
lice f or reading, 'the best chance I've ever bad.

alwýays worked too liard ta read mucli but
'aziînes and papers. But now, thanks to you,
drunk on books; I've only .been drunk onceIre in my life and then it was on sun."

Fie picked up the old "Golden Treasury," and
1', that it opened of itself at "Fair Helen,"-
'Il of Kirkconnell.' "This, now," lie said,,with
uîOius suppressed eagerness, "this book and thie

ýin lt -are ail fresli to, me, most of 'em. And
'e wonderful,' lovely tbings. So terribly true,
Look at this one." Hie began to moutli overflrst lines of "Pair Erelen" to himself, bis pale1eyes, larger ühan ever fro>m biîs illness, fixed

rbedly ~Upon the book.
It's one of t'he saddest, most beautiful laments
ever was written," I said to recall him, and lie
Id uP vacantly. "Yes," lie muttered, "I sup-

go. But it, would' have been certainly sadder,
Perbaps more beautiful, if the love had ail been
1elen's side. And in tliat case, don't you think
the mnan's rage against the nameless killer

d ýhave been proportionately. greater, s0 great
it would have sbaken bis life from its level

3e altered bis axis, as it were, shown bim new
and spaces, tbat were only namnes before? lie
d have been obliged to kilI tbe killer, of course,
Scoul scarcely have gone on living under hbis

'hannirig looked up at me, witli tbose pale,.tained gray eyes I -was used to seeing bent
biS ledgers. .AIl expression was gone from

Pta sort of borror of memnory. "'Plie little
?1flg report among those gray bot rocks," lielered, "andl ber baîr over my boots. ,My. God,lie, shail I forget it, 1 wonder ?"
fle Of~ the blankets* be was wrappéd in was an 1
ýavajO, a glow of unfaded crimson. lie turned
the top blanket of dark gray, and fingered the

,Of the red 'as lie toldhime.d I avoc
wsquite. young,"ph ad ns o oct sOnetimes failed to hear perfectly, "wben 1I

out West for a holiday to join my brother
'the mines. It was somewbere hereabouts"

Picked at the blanket-"but I can't remember,i
se I was drunk with varlous tbings ail tlie1 was there. I had spent-was spending-all t,'uth ti offices, just as I'ni spending my middle
1 rather hop'e I shaîl not have to spend my

Ibl there, Maybe this weak lung will save me
Anid heaveii-hy, those hard, golden, glow- dtreets....hrysolyte, beryl, topa;, and amethyst
,they'iI be homey, that's what tbey'll be. 0.Ye neyer dared to go back West again." i2 stared out of window at chill gray rain, fin-
ýl1l blanket. "Caza you imazjne how it strucrk

lie turned bis eyes slowly from the gray square
of thie window. "Can you imagine wbat it waw
like? We rode slowly, and I liad neyer ridden be
fore; out into a great, dry, gorgeous desert, and
liad neyer been ten miles away -from bricks anÈ
mortar. We camped one niglit beside a little bitte,
pool and some sage brusli; and I said my prayertý
lîke a friglitened c'hild, laoking up at the violet-
black sky and the fiery, palpitating stars.

"We reaclied the mines next day, and 1 was
in a dream already, a dream of loneliness and
colour and sun, sun, sun. Under the influence of
the sun, something inside me seemed to lie ready
to bloom like a flower, a fiery flower. Bob and tbeman from Candelaria, every one was very good to
me,. because I was -ilI and ignorant and wildly
humble, I suppose.

"The mines were insignificant scars, trivial
buildings, among tlie scarred red bllIs. Wbat made
tliem wonderful was a square of emerald green
growing stuif, real green, wliere tbey bad struck
rflore water-power tban they needed. Bob used to
point to the world-old river-beaches shelvîng out
fromn the red and golden cîiffs, and say, 'tliat's run-
nîng stili, under here,' and he'd strike the dust with
bis boot-heel. 'Tbink of it, Kid,' lie'd say, 'just aUne of artesian wells down tlie valley, and tbere"s
your rose blossoming.' I believe it's been done
now, but Bob didn't do it. lie died before,'and theman from Candelaria tock over thie mines, and
turned the valley into a blossoming rose, and tliengrew tired of it, and moved back into the desert
agaîn. And a. man from the East made the valleypay in farms... ..... It's quite a
long time ago.

"Bob said ta me, 'You can ride east or west as
far as those hilis,'-but lie called 'emu something
different-'but don't drift nortb or soutb, Kiddie.
And don't cross tlie bis.' The hUis to east and
west looked quite close, and to nortli and soutlitbey seemed to join, too; but,.Bob said tliey didn't,it was only» tbe illusion of distance. So that weseemed to be surroünded b>' a 'golden-red,' purple-
sbadowed bartier, within wlih was thie sun,; thestars, tbe sand, and tlie red rocks Bob was mining
into, sticking up like an islet out of a sea of sand;
just these, and the mirage. General>' it put snow-
peaks on the bills and cedar forests ini front of
tbem, or else a lake and acres of reeds. Until 1grew almost confused as to which was the realit>'
and whicb thbe dream-confused, yes; and carelesstoo. Nothing was real but tbe vibrating flood ofsuni and colour in whicli I moved absorbent, soaking
tliem up sponge fashion.

"T was madl>' in love with it ail, and madl>'frighltened at tinies. Tliere was no0 fear of my dis-
obeying Bob. 'Tlius'far,' lhe said, 'and no fartber,'
and 1 obeyed hm ta the letter. lie used to spend,a good deal of time watching me tbrougb a tele-
scope w'ben 1 went off on my> timid, encbanted ex-
pedîtions among those glowing cliffs and voiceless
dead splendours, never quite easy when I was out
of siglit. Hie was ver>' good to me, was Bob.

"Someëtinies those desiolations would yield up a[ittie speck of bumanit>'; supplies coming to our
[ittle mine on mule back, or- an Indian drifted down
from i ome more fertile'fastness with dried meat orturouoises fomr sale. Very rarcly, as I grcw more
bold or mnoreý spell-bound and tlirust furtlicr into
.he red barrier, I would meet one of these silent,
îtoic, glooming creatures, and tliey generally passed
ne indifferent>', thougli 1 was fascinated' by, tbem.
Bob said. 'They reý gentle and jealous,- untrustable
nd faithful, patient and fierce.' And wlien I said
*didn't understand, lie laughed. 'If you understood
hem,' lie said, 'you'd understand the dcsert-per-
laps. And wbo, dôes tbat?'

"So 1 went on witb my charmed, sun-drunk
v'anderings among-the blood-coloured ranges. ALa> out, camp, and a day back was Bob's rule for
ne. If I was longer lie came to fetcli me. At
ther tumes lie used to climb to the heiglits of bissland-rocks and watcb for me witli the telescope.

"Sometimes it used ta show me to hlm, a flyrawling upon the blank sands. Sometimes he
vould sec the fly crawl into the green soft shades
f the cedar mirage, or swallowcd up by thie long
Yaves of a lake, or Iost among reeds and beds ofvater-grasses wliere the wild..fowl bred; to corne
ut , a dark pin-prick on a towering rcd cIiff, where~o life was, where rain neyer camne, tornii lto foot-

holds witli the fury of aid-tume flood.
"I wonder if it sliowed him my meetings wîth

the girl? No, I don't think s4o.
E"I neyer knew lier naine. I saw lier first, a1silent, unfaltering figure on the rougli path. As she
came nearer, I saw that soie toucli, perliaps of
Spanish blood, liad made lier glow througli 'lerstale surface of expressionless quiet. Slie seenmed
ta me the desert personified. 1 stared at lier as shepassed, and ventured on a Spanisli greeting 1 liadlearned frai Bob. I've forgotten it now. She didnat answer, but lier dark eyes flamed at me, andwhen she liad gane by, I knew slie stopped and
calîl>' watclied me out of siglit.

"'After that I often met lier, moving tlirougli
my dream sure-foated, witli the desert's glow lie-liind the desert's mystery. Slie never spoke ta me,and I neyer knew lier name nar wliy slie was tliere.But sbe always met me witli a curious ligliteningof the expressionless face, a splendid flame in theSpanisli-Indian eyes, suddenly sliown and suddenlybidden. And she always stood and watclied me out
of siglit.

"I was moving in my dream of space and suniand colaur, and cared ta notice bier onl>' as sheseemed o'ne witli tliese. I was saturated with vliem,drunk upan tliem. I neyer even mentianed lier taBob, because-God belp me !-sie did nat seem talie of sufficient importance!1
"I was quite Young and ver>' ignorant, besides

being drunk. Once as I passed lier on a narrow
patli, I liad an idea that slie stoaped forward witli
a snake's quickness and touclied my 'land. But
when I looked again, stai-tled, she was passing me,
still and erect, lier face indifferent and the glow
shut out of lier Spanisli eyes.

"I ai telling tbis in tlie language of twenty
years' thouglit. Slie was not then of importanceenaugli for me ta speak of lier ta Bob; and neyer
a day from Vlien tilI now tliat she lias not been
present ta me, tliat 1 have not thouglit of 'lier. Slieis, sa greatly revenged or repaid, whichever you like
best.

"Her anm-. I can see it still, smaoth andsteady, the glow of red sbowing tlirougli the deli-cate copper>' skin like fire througli thin gold; there
were bracelets upon it, lieavy affairs of soft gold,and turquoises linked tagetlier witb silver cliains. Itliouglit slie wauld pass me as usual, tlie liglitening
of the face in answer ta my lialf-understood Spanishgreeting. But slie stapped and barred my way witli
lier autstretched arm, an'd lier long eyes, glowed
upan me.

"I checked stupidl>', with a casual admiration, acareless surprise. I cannot 110w realise the quick-ness of it ail. It seeîs as if it must have taken
longer to liappen, that my life's axis could not have
been so dlianged in a moment, that events 50 strange
must liave moved more slawly. But actually it was
done faster than I can tell it ta you. SIc barred
my way with thîs younig splendid arm, and I hungupon anc indifferent foot, wondening. .And then
suddenly she, looked back and moved -sa tliat she
was between me and the ascending patb. The gay,
vibrating lot sîilence was split b>' a little snap, andshut togetlier again. But thc girl laughed and slid
forwards on ta my shoulder, and'r knew shec a
dying.

I knew she wasý dying, and I knew wbat the
glow in 1-ler eyes had been. This knowledge tore
my life in two like the winid rips a Iowered blind,
showing the storm outside.. She la>' heavil>' upon
my arm, and laughed again, saying something in
lier own language; then she turncd ber smooth
cope> face up ta me, and I saw the sun-glow was

dyn romn behind theý clear skin. I kissed bler
once, -and the eyes briglitened again. Then she
slîpped froin my liold and feul, and there was notli-
ing but the empty yellowisli sky, thc palpitating botred rocks; and she, lier black hair rolled across my>
dusty boots, the fire gone forever from the thin
dead gold.

"I don't know liow long, I stood, looking down
at the girl to wliom I liad been indifferent, who, had
loved mie so that she had died for me. Sucli a thing
comes no more tlian once in a life, and ta me it hadcome unsouglit. Now that I look back, it seems
like the ver>' blossoming of the desert, a fier>, crini-
son, flower, beautiful beyond understanding, upon
an unsigly> gray vegetable. And those flowers

(Contimwed on P~age 21i)


