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hopes, thoughts. When he tried to cast himself 
into it, to rescue these treasured possessions, he 
was clutched back, thrown down, and left prostrate 
with his eyes darkened and the smell of death in 
his nostrils.

Sometimes he thought with terror that he had 
plunged too far, had given too much to Logan, 
had committed some obscure blasphemy, had been 
perhaps “ overseen " even in that moment when 
the weakness and all that was dead in him had 
been wrenched away. And he said to himself :—

“ No. This is much worse than death. It is 
foolish to seek any meaning in death, for death is 
not the worst."

It was no good turning to his people, for he 
knew that he was cut off from them. They were 
confined in their Judaism, from which he had 
broken free. That was one of the dead things 
which had been taken from him.

His mother could not help him, because she 
could not endure his unhappiness. The pain of it 
was too great for her, and he had to invent a 
spurious happiness, to pretend that he was work­
ing as usual, though with great difficulty, and that, 
as usual, he was out and about, seeing his friends. 
And in a way this pretence gave him relief, though 
he suffered for it afterwards. He suffered so 
cruelly that he was forced by it into making an 
effort to grope back into life.

He was able to take up his work again, and 
the exercise of his craft soothed him, though it 
gave him no escape. The conception of his market 
picture was dead. It was enclosed in Judaism, 
from which he was free. Yet he had no other 
conception in his mind, and he knew that any 
picture he might paint must spring from it. So 
he clung to the dead conception and made studies 
and drawings for its execution.

Some of these drawings he was able to sell to 
Tysoe, who worried him by coming to talk about
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