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2 THE ISLE OP UNREST.

and sailors tell that they are as treacherous as any

waters of the earth. Neither aneroid nor weather-

wisdom may, as a matter of fact, tell when a mistral

will arise, how it will blow, how veer, how drop and

rise, and drop again. For it will blow one day beneath

a cloudless sky, lashing the whole sea white like milk,

and blow harder to-morrow under racing clouds.

The great chestnut trees in and around Olmeta

groaned and strained in the grip of their lifelong foe.

The small door, the tiny windows, of every house were

rigorously closed. The whole place had a wind-swept

air despite the heavy foliage. Even the roads, and

notably the broad " Place," had been swept clean and

dustless. And in the middle of the " Place," between

the fountain and the church steps, a man lay dead

upon his face.

It is as well to state here, once for all, that we

are dealing with Olmeta-di-Tuda, and not that other

Olmeta—the virtuous, di Capocorso, in fact, which

would shudder at the thought of a dead man lying on

its "Place," before the windows of the very Mairie,

under the shadow of the church. For Cap Corse is the

good boy of Corsica, where men think sorrowfully

of the wilder communes to the south, and raise their

eyebrows at the very mention of Corte and Sartene

—

where, at all events, the women have for husbands,

men—and not degenerate Pisan vine-snippers.


