
2 THE ISLAND PROVIDENCE

This is no milk-and-water tale, but a tale of salt 
seas; let no one deem otherwise, despite the fol­
lowing picture, nor be deceived by it into fearing 
that kisses are to be the burden of my narrative. 
For my narrative is not precisely of lilac and 
lavender. But the world is not all of one colour ; 
there be grey of rocks for purple of the heather, 
green of the sea for white of its foam; and though 
I can tell you of the old painted women of the Isle 
Providence I can tell you (in my heart had rather 
tell you) of the Devon child with the wistful eyes, 
slant-set beneath her pensive brows—already 
pensive—and her hair, red then, let me say, and have 
done with it ; though to be sure it turned auburn 
with the years.

Long years after Upcott remembered her tiny, 
erect figure, her bent head, chin on flat little breast, 
slender arms pendant, as she welcomed him that day 
of second summer. Of her words he remembered 
but one phrase; of their play, that afternoon, in 
that high upland farm-close, nothing. He did 
remember that he was hot with playing, and cold 
with the after chill, when Cassandra’s mother came 
to him with some sweet morsel from the pantry and 
suggested that it was time for him to be going 
home to his own mother, the breeches notwith­
standing. Cassandra was to see him upon his way ; 
for though her youth and his were equal it is an 
unwritten law that the girl in such case, and at that 
age, must play mother. Of where she left him he 
retained no recollection. It was by the white­
washed wall at the barn that he, seeing their shadows


