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THE GARDEN OF ALLAH

BOOK I

PRELUDE

npHE fatigue caused by a rough sc journey, and. pcrhap.. theA consciousness that .he would ha.e to be drewed bef.re

frotn ^eep«>g. There was deep silence in the H6tel de la Mer a"
Rc.>ertv,lle. The French officers who took their pension therehad .ong since ascended the hUl of Addouna to the barracks. The
ca/^s had closed their doors to the drinkers and domino playersThe lounging Arab boys had deserted the sandy Place IthManne.

Intheirsmallandduskybazaarsthelsraeliteshadreckoned
up the ukings of the day. ,nd curled themselves up in gaudy quilu

still ibirf*"/ 'V"" ^°^^ '^"^ «' three"^^.-!Jx'^e^
still about, and a few French and Spani^ds at the Port, wher^moored against to. wharf, lay the steamer Z. (?««ya/ ^.r/ra«2m which Domini had arrived that evening from Marseille.

^ ftl . K, *? '^* ^^" """^ P^"*"? Italian waiter, who haddnfted to North Africa from Pisa, had swept up the crumbs fromthe two long tables in the sa/Ze-d-manger, smoked a thia darkcigar ov.r a copy of the I?^cA^ A^gdnne, put the paper do^osnatched his blonde head, on which the hai; stood upTbrttres.'sured for a while at nothing in the firm manner of weai^men

oithe staL "T^-^ '° *'* ^""''^ '°'^'' o^^^^ «"le room

the ZmnrTIT '"'^
'''!,' ^" P'*^" ^° *^« Virgin. Mon ieur!the landlord, had muttered his last curse against the Jews anddrunk his last glass of rum. They snored life hone.c ^ople

"^
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cniiting their strength Uxc the morrow. In number two, Suzanne
Charpot, Domini's maid, was dreaming of the Rue de RiToli.

But Domini, with wide-open eyes, was staring from her big,

square pillow at the red Kick floor of her bedroom, on which
stood arious trunk:. itmiLtd hj the officials oi the Dc iane.

There were two windows in the room looking out towards the

Place de la Marine, below which lay the station. Closed ptr-

siennes of brownish-green, blistered wood protected them. One
of these windows was open. Yet the c«ndle at Domini's bedside

burnt steadily. The nighi was warm and quiet, without wind.

As she lay there, Dumini still felt the movement of the sea.

The passage had been a bad one. The ship, crammed with

French recruits for the African regiments, had pitched and
rolled almost incessantly for thirty-one hours, and Domini and
most of the recruits had been iU. Domini had had an inner

cabin, with a skylight opening on to the lower deck, and had
heard above the sound of the waves and winds theii groans and
exclamations, rough laughter, and half-timid, half-defiant conver-

sations as she shook in her berth. At Marseille she had seen

them come on board, one by one, dressed in every variety of

poor costume, each one looking anxiously around to see what
the others were like, each one carrying a mean yellow or black

bag or a carefully-tied bundle. On the wharf stood a Zouave, in

tremendous red trousers and a fez, among great heaps of dull

brown woollen rugs. And as the recruits came hesitatingly along

he stopped them with a sharp word, examined the tickets they

held out, gave each one a rug, and pointed to the gangway that

led from the wharf to the vessel. Domini, then leaning over

the rail of the upper deck, had noticed the different expressions

with which the recruits looked at the Zouave. To all of them he
wns a phenomenon, a mystery of Africa and of the new life for

wnich they were embarking. He stood there impudently and
indifferently among the woollen rugs, his red fez pushed well

back on his short, black hair cut en irosse, his bronzed face

twisted into a grimace of fiery contempt throwing, with his big and
muscular arms, rug after rug to the anxious young peasants who
filed before him. They all gazed at his legs in the billowing red

trousers ; some like children regarding a Jack-in-the-box which

had just sprung up into view, others like ignorant, but supe^
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•titioM, people who had unexpectedly come upon a shrine bjthe
wayiide. Oie or two teemed disposed to laugh nervously, as
the rery stupid Uugh at anything they see for the first time. But
fear seued them. They refrained convulaiTely and shambled on
to the pngway. looking sideways, Uke fowls, and holding their
rugs awkwardly to their breasts with their dirty, red hand',.

To Domini there was something pitiful in the sight of all
these lads, uprooted from their hones in France, stumbling help-
lessly on board this ship that was to convey them to Afria
They crowded together. Their [.oor bur.dles and bags jostled
one agamst the other. With th.sir clum«y boots they trod on
««ch other's feet And yet all wt e loc?ly strangers. No two in
the mob seemed to be acquaintances. And every Ud, each in
his different way, was furtively on the defensive, uneasily wonder
ing whether some misfortune might not presently come to him
from one of these unknown neighbours.

A few of the recruits, as they came on board, looked up atDommi as she leant over the rail; and in all the different
coloured and shaped eyes she thought she read a similar
dread, and nervous desire that things might lum out pretty well
for them m the new ixistence that had to be faced The
Zouave, wholly careless or unconscious of the fact that he was
an mcarnation of Afrl^ to these raw peasants, who had never
before stirred beyond the provinces where they were born, went
on taking the tickets, and tossing the woollen rugs to the passing
figures and pomting ferociously to the gangway. He got very
tired of his task towaras the end, and showed his fatigue to the
latest comers, shoving their rugs into their arms with brusque
violence. And when at length the wharf was bare he spat on it.
rubbed his short-fingered, sunburnt hands down the sides of his
blue jacket, and swaggered on board with the air of a dutiful but
injured man who longed to do harm in the world. By this time
the ship was about to cast off, and the recruits, ranged in line
along the bulwarks of the lower deck, were looking in silence
towards Marr ..Ue, which, with its tangle of tall houses, its forest

tlT^'T Tl "«jyj»^^°"« »"d workshops, now represented
to them the whole of France. The bronchial hoot of the siren
rose up menacingly. Suddenly two Arabs, in dirty white bur-
nouses and turbans bound with cords of camel's hair, came running
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•long the wharf. The liren hooted again. The Arabi bounded
o?er the gangway with grave faces. All the recruiU tur.^d to ex-
amine them with a mixture of superiority and deference, such as
a schoolboy might display when observing the agilities of a tigir.
The ropes fell heavUy from the posts of the quay into the wk.er[
and were drawn up dripping by the sailors,and Z# GiniralBerSrami
began to more out slowly among the motionless ships.

Domini, looking towards the land with the vague and yet
inquiring glance of those who are going out to sea, noticed the
church of Notre Dame de h Garde, perched on its high hill, and
dominating the noisy city, the harbour, the cold, grey squadrons
of the rocks and Monte Cristo's dungeon. At the time she
hardly knew it, but now, as she lay in bed in the silent inn, she
remembered that, keepmg her eyes upon the church, she had
murmured a confused prayer to tb"; Blessed Virgin for the
recruits. What was the prayer? ah.: could scarcely recall it.

A woman's petition, perhaps, against the temptations that beset
men shifting for themselves in far-oflF and dangerous countries

;

a woman's cry to a woman to watch over all those who wander.
When the land faded, and the white sea rose, less romantic

considerations took possession of her. She wished to sleep, and
drank a dose of a drug. It did not act completely, but only
numbed her senses. Through the long hours she lay in the
dark cabin, looking at the faint radiance that penetrated through
the gUss shutters of the skylight. The recruits, humanised and
drawn together by misery, were becoming acquainted. The
incessant murmur of their voices dropped down to her, with
the sound of the waves, and of the mysterious cries and creaking
shudders that go through labouring ships. And all these noises
seemed to her hoarse and pathetic, suggestive, too, of danger.

When they reached the African shore, and saw the lights of
houses twinkling upon the hills, the pale recruits were marshalled
on the white road by Zouaves, who met them from the barracks
of Robertville. Already they looked older than they had looked
when they embarked. Domini saw them march away up the
hill. They still clung to their bags and bundles. Some of them,
lifting shaky voices, tried to sing in chorus. One of the Zouavei
angrily shouted to them to be quiet. They obeyed, and disap-

peared heavily into the shadows, staring about them anxiously
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•t the f^thery palms that clustered in this new and dark country,
and at the shrouded figures of Arabs who met them on the way

TTie red bnck floor was hearing gently, Domini thought. She
found herself wondenng how the cane chair by the small wardrobe
kept Its footing, and why the cracked china basin in the iron
washstand. pamted bright yellow, did not stir and rattle. Her
dressing-bag was open. She could see the silver backs and tops
of the brushes and bottles in it gleaming. They made her think
suddenly of EngUnd. She had no idea why. But it was too

I'^IV^^^ \J^^'^' *° '^"^ '"^'"» »'°^ •» «P«° 'Windowwoud let in » cdd air. probably a biting bUst. The wooden
hutter would be shaking. There would be. perhaps, a sound of
ram. And Dommi found herself vaguely pitying England and
the people mewed up in it for the winter. Yet how many winters
she had spent there, dreaming of liberty and doing dreary things,
-things without savour, without meaning, without salvation for
brain or soul. Her mind was still dulled to a certain extent by
the narcotic she had taken. She was a strong and active woman,
with long hmbs and well-knit muscles, a clever fencer, a tire-
less swimmer, a fine horsewoman. But to-night she felt almost
neurotic, hke one of the weak or dissipated sisterhood for whom
rest cures are invented, and by whom bland doctors live.That heaving red floor continually emphasised for her her

present feebleness. She hated feebleness. So she blew out the
candle and, with misplaced energy, strove resolutely to sleep.
Possibly her resolution defeated its object. She continued in
a condition of dull and heavy wakefulness till the darkness
became intolerable to her. In it she saw perpetually the long

wr!r° K
*''*' P*'* '"""'^ ''•"d'°K "P '^^ hill of Addouna

? 1,11 i
^^'

f"*!.
*'"°*^'"' ^^^ 'P^'''"^ °» a ^^y of dreams.

Finally she resolved to accept a sleepless night. She lit her^ndle again and saw that the brick floor was no longer heaving,

^vrlh of^ K '^T !!;'
'*"'^ ^'' "bed-books" lay within

SrVe^td^IgtTold'^
"*''"^"^° '^''-^' ''^ ^^- ^^«

At JrVht'
*"**

""'"i^'u
'^' ^^"^ » long-continued rustling.

mcu. But the rustling continued and grew louder It
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loonded like a noiie coming from lomething rery wide, and
ipreed out u a veil over an immense surface. She got up*
walked across the floor to the open window and unfastened the
ptniinnu. Heary rain was falling. The night was tery black,
and smelt rich and damp, as if it held in its arms strange
oflieringf—a merchandise altogether foreign, tropical and alluring.

As she stood there, face to face with a wonder that she could not
see, Domini forgot Newman. She felt the braTe companionship
of mjsterj. In it she divined the beating pulses, the hot,
surging blood of freedom.

She wanted freedom, a wide horizon, the great winds, the
great sun, the terrible spaces, the glowing, shimmering radiance,
the hot, entrancing noons and bloomj, purple nights of Africa.
She wanted the nomad's fires and the acid roices of the Kabyle
dogs. She wanted the roar of the tom-toms, the clash of the
cymbals, the rattle of the negroes' castanets, the fluttering,

painted fingers of the dancers. She wanted—more than she
could express, more than she knew. It wu there, want, aching
in her heart, as she drew into her nostrils this strange and
wealthy atmosphere.

When Domini returned to her bed she found it impossible to
read any more Newman. The rain and the scents coming up
out of the hidden earth of Africa had carried her mind away, as
if on a magic carpet. She was content now to lie awake in the
datk.

Domini was thirty-two, unmarried, and in a singularly inde-
pendent—some might have thought a singularly lonely—situa-
tion. Her father, Lord Rens, had recently died, leaving
Domini, who was his only child, a large fortune. His life had
been a curicis and a tragic one. Lady Rens, Domini's mother,
had been a great beauty of a gipsy type, the daughter of a
Hungarian mother and of Sir Henry Arlworth, one of the most
prominent and ardent English Catholics of his day. A son of
his became a priest, and a famous preacher and writer on
religious subjects. Another child, a daughter, took the veil.
Lady Rens, who was not clever, although she was almost
universally considered to have the face of a muse, shared in
the family ardour for the Church, but was far too fond of the
world to leave it. While she was very young she met Lord Rens,
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• Lifeguardsmao of Uenty^ix. who caUed himself • Protestont
but who wu really quite bappy without any faith. He feU««Uy in lore with her and. in order to nuury her, became a
CathoUc, and even a rery derout one, aiding his wife's Church
by erery means in his power, giring Urge sums to CathoUc
chariues, and working, with almost fiery seal, for the spread of
CathoUcism in England.

/ ^ «• m^tma w
Unfortunately, his new faith was founded only on love for ahuman being, and when Lady Rcns, who was intensely pas-

tionate and impulsive, suddenly threw all her principles to\he
wmds, and ran away with a Hungarian musician, who had made
a furore one season in London by his magnificent violin-pUying.
her husband, stricken b his soul, and also wounded almost to
the death in his pride, abandoned abruptly the religion of thewoman who had converted and betrayed him.

Domini was nineteen, and had recenUy been presented at
Court when the scandal of her mother's escapade shook the
town, and changed her father in a day from one of the happiest
to one of the most cynical, embittered and despairing of men.
She, who had been brought up by both her parents as a Catholic,who had from her earliest years been earnestly educated in the
beauties of religion, was now exposed to the almost frantic
persuasions of a father who, hating all that he had formerly
loved, abandoning aU that, influenced by his faithless wife, he
had formerly clung to, wished to carry his daughter with him into
his new and most miserable way of life. But Domini, who, withmuch of her mother's dark beauty, had inherited much of her
quK • vehemence and passion, was also gifted with brains, and
with a certain largeness of temperament and clearness of insight
which Lady Rens lacked. Even when she was still quiverLg
under he shock and shame of her mother's guilt and h^own sohtude, she was unable to share her father's intensely
egoistic view of the religion of the culprit She could not be
persuaded that the faith in which she had been brought up was
proved to be a sham because one of its professors, whom Athad above all others loved and trusted, had broken away from its

her father, but remained in the -a of the mother she was
never to see again, and this in s^ ., extraordinary and dogged
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effofti 00 the part of Lord Rens to pervert her to hit own
Atheisni. Hit mind h«! been to warped by the agony of hii
heart that he had come to feel as if by tearing hii only chiW
from the religion he had been led to by the greater tinner he
had known, he would be, in torje degree at least, purifying his
life tarnished by his wife's conduct, raising again a little way the
pride she had trampled in the dust

Her uncle. Father Arlworth, helped Domini by his support and
counsel in this critical period of her life, and Lord Rens in time
ceased from the endeavour to carry his child with him as com-
panion in his tragic journey from lore and belief to hatred and
denial. He turned to the violent occupations of despair, and the
last years of his life were hideous enough, as the worid knew and
Domini sometimes suspected. But though Domini had resisted
him she was not unmoved or wholly uninfluenced by her
mother's desertion and its effect upon her father. She remained
a Catholic, but she gradually ceased from being a devout one.
Although she had seemed to stand firm she had in truth bee-
shaken, if not in her belief, in a more precious thing—h?T love.
She complied with the ordinances, but felt little of the inner
beauty of her faith. The effort she had made in withstanding
her father's assault upon it had exhausted her. Though she had
had the strength to triumph at the moment, a partial and secret
collapse was the price she had afterwards to pay. Father
Arlworth, who had a subtle understanding of human nature,
noticed that Domini was changed and slightly hardened by
the tragedy she had known, and was not surprised or shocked.
Nor did he attempt to force her character back into its
former way of beauty. He knew that to do so would be
dangerous, that Domini's nature required peace in which to
become absolutely normal oce again after the shock it had
sustained.

When Domini was twenty-one he died, and her safest guide,
the one who understood her best, went from her. The years
passed. She Uved with her embittered father, and drifted into
the unthinking worldliness of the life of her order. Her home
was far from ideaL Yet she would not marry. The wreck of
her parents' domestic life had rendered her mistrustful of human
reUtions. S^' had seen something of the terror of love, and
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eould not, like other women, regard it u aafety and u sweetness.
3o she put it from her, and ^trore to fiU her Ufe with aU those
lesser things which men and women grasp, u the Chinese grup
the opium pipe, those things which luU our comprehension of
reahties to sleep.

When Lord Rens died, still blaspheming, and without any of
the consolations of religion, Domini felt the imperious need of
change. She did not grieve actively for the dead man. In his
Ust years thoy had been rery far apart, and his death relieved her
from the perpetual contempUtion of a tragedy. Lord Rens had
grown to refiard his daughter almost with enmity in his enmity
against her mother's religion, which was hers. She had come to
thmk of him rather with pity than with love. Yet his death was
a shock to her. When he could speak no more, but only Ue
stUl, she ramembered suddenly just what he had been before her
mother^B flight. The succeeding period, long though it had been
and ugly, was blotted out. She wept for the poor, broken Ufe
now ended, and was afraid for his future in the other worid.
Mis departure into the unknown roused her abruptly to a clear
conception of how his action and her mother's had affected her
own character. As she stood by his bed she wondered what she
might have been if her mother had been true, her father happv
to the end. Then she felt afraid of herself, rerognising partiallv
and for the first time, how all these years ud seen her long
indifference. She felt self-conscious too, ignorant of the reiU
meaning of life, and as if she had always been, and still remained
rather a complicated piece of mechanism than a woman. A
desoUte enervation of spirit descended upon her, a sort of bitter
and yet dull perplexity. She began to wonder what she was!
oipable of what, of how much good or evil, and to feel .ure that
sh^ did not know, had never known or tried to find out. Once
Jn this state of mind, she went to confession. She came awav
feeling that she had just joined with the priest in a farce. How
can a woman who knows nothing about herself make anytb -ebut a worthies confession ? she thought. To say what you havedone u not dways to «iy what you are. And only what yon are
matters eternally.

^ ' ^
^J'lT^J' *^".i"

**"" perplexity of spirit, she left England
•nth only her maid u companion. After a short tour in the
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south of Europe, with which she was too familiar, she crossed the
sea to Africa, which she had never seen. Her destination was
Beni-Mora. She had chosen it because she liked its name,
because she saw on the map that it was an oasis in the Sahara
Desert, because she knew it was small, quiet, yet face to face with
an immensity of which she had often dreamed Idly she fancied
that perhaps in the sunny solitude of Beni-Mora, far from all the
friends and reminiscences of her old life, she might learn to
undersUnd herself. How? She did not know. She did not
seek to know. Het's was a vague pilgrimage, as many pil-

grimages are in this world—the journey of a searcher who
knew not what she sought. And so now she lay in the dark,
and heard the rustle of the warm African rain, and smelt the
perfumes rising from the ground, and felt that the unknown was
very dear her—the unknown with all its blessed possibilities of
change.

n
Long before dawn the Italian waiter rolled off his little bed,
put a cap on his head, and knocked at Domini's and at Suzanne
Charpot's doors.

It was still dark, and still raining, when the two women came
out to get into the carriage that was to take them to the station.

The Place de la Marine was a sea of mud, brown and sticky as
nougat. Wet palms dripped by the railing near a desolate kiosk
painted green and blue. The sky was grey and low. Curtains
of tarpaulin were let down on each side of the carriage, and
the ccQchman, who looked like a Maltese, and wore a round
cap edged with pale yellow fur, was muffled up to the ears.
Suzanne's white face was puffy with fatigue, and her dark eyes,
generally good-natured and hopeful, were dreary, and squinted
slightly, as she tipped the Italian waiter, and handed her mis-
tress's dressing-bag and rug into the carriage. The waiter stood
on the discoloured step, yawning from ear to ear. Even the tip

could not excite him. Before the carriage started he had gone
into the hotel and banged the door. The horses trotted quickly
through the mud, descending the hill. One of the tarpaulin
curtains had been left unbuttoned by the coachman. It flapped
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to and fro, and when its movement was outward Domini could
catch short glimpses of mud, of glistening palm-leaves with yellow
stems, of gas-lamps, and of something that was like an extended
grey nothingness. This was the sea. Twice she saw Arabs
trudgmg along, holding their skirts up in a bunch sideways, and
showmg legs bare beyond the knees. Hoods hid their faces.
They appeared to be agitoted by the weather, and to be con-
tmually trying to plant their naked feet in dry places. Suzanne,
who sat opposite to Domini, had her eyes shut. If she had not
from time to time passed her tongue quickly over her full, pale
lips she would have looked like a dead thing. The coquettish
angle at which her Uttle black hat was set on her head seemed
absurdly inappropriate to the occasion and her mood. It
suggested a hat being worn at some festival. Her black,
gloved hands were twisted together in her lap, and she allowed
her plump body to wag quite loosely with the motion of the
carnage, making no attempt at resistance. She had really the
appearance of a corpse sitting up. The tarpaulin flapped mono-
onously. The coachman cried out in the dimness to his horses
like a bird, prolonging his call drearily, and then violently crack-mg his whip. Domini kept her eyes fixed on the loose tarpaulin,
so that she might not miss one of the wet visions it discovered
by Its reiterated movement. She had not slept at all, and felt as
If there were a gritty dryness close behind her eyes. She also felt
very alert and enduring, but not in the least natural. Had some
extraordinary event occurred; had the carriage, for instance,
rolled over the edge of the road into the sea, she was convinced
that she could not have managed to be either surprised or
alarmed. If anyone had asked her whether she was tired she
would certainly have answered " No."

f^t^?„' t^l T-* w*''
,^°'"'°' ''" **^ » «^^'y 'yP«- She stood five

reet ten, had thick, almost coarse and wavy black hair that was
parted in the middle of her small head, dark, almond-shaped,
heavy-lidded eyes, and a clear, warmly-white skin, unflecked with
colour. She never flushed under the influence of excitement or
emotion. Her forehead was broad and low. Her eyebrows
were long and level, thicker than most women's. The shape of
her face was oval, with a straight, short nose, a short but rather
prominent and round chin, and a very expressive mouth, not
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very small, slightly depreued at the corners, with perfect teeth,
and red lips that were unusually flexible. Her figure was remark-
ably athletic, with shoulders that were broad in a woman, and a
naturally small waist Her hands and feet were also small. She
walked splendidly, like a Syrian, but without his defiant insolence.
In her face, when it was in repose, there was usually an expression
of still indifference, some thought of opposition. She looked her
age, and had nerer used a powder-puff in her Ufe. She could
smile easily and easily become animated, and in her animation
there was often fire, as in her calmness there was sometimes
cloud. Timid people were generally disconcerted by her appear-
ance, and her manner did not always reassure them. Her
obTious physical strength had something surprising in it, and
woke wonder as to ho^ it had been, or might be, used. Even
when her eyes were shut she looked singularly wakeful.

Domini and Suzanne got to the sUtion of Robertville much
too early. The large hall in which they had to wait was
miserably lit, blank and decidedly cold. The ticket -office
was on the left, and the room was dirided into two parts by a
broad, low counter, on which the heavy luggage was placed
before bemg weighed by two unshaven and hulking men in blue
smocks. Three or four Arab touts, in excessively shabby
European clothes and turbans, surrounded Domini, with offers
of assistance. One, the dirtiest of the group, with a gaping
eye-socket, in which there was no eye, succeeded by his
passionate volubility and impudence in attaching himself to herm a sort of official capacity. He spoke fluent, but faulty,
French, which attracted Suzanne, and, being abnormally muscular
and active, in an amazingly short time got hold of all their boxes
and bags and ranged them on the counter. He then indulged
in a dramatic performance, which he apparently considered
ikely to rouse into life and attention the two unshaven men in
smocks, who were smoking cigarettes, and staring vaguely at the
metal sheet on which the luggage was placed to be weighed
Suzanne remained expectantly in attendance, and Domini, having
nothing to do, and seeing no bench to rest on, walked slowly up
and down the hall near the entrance.

It was now half-past four in the morninp, and in the air
Domini fancied that she felt the cold breath of the coming
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dtwn. Bejond the opening of the sUtion, as the passed and
repassed in her slow and aimless walk, she saw the soaking
tarpaulin curtains of the carriage she had just left glistening
in the faint Ump-light. After a few minutes the Arabs she had
noticed on the road entered. Their brown, slipperless feet
were caked with sticky mud, and directly they found themselves
under shelter in a dry place they dropped the robes they had
been holding up, and, bending down, began to flick it oflF on to
the floor with their delicate fingers. They did this with
extraordinary care and precision, rubbed the soles of their feet
repeatedly against the boards, and then put on their yellow
slippers and threw back the hood* which had been drawn over
their heads.

A few French passengers straggled in, yawning and looking
irritable. The touts surrounded them, with noisy offers of
assisUnce. The men in smoucs still continued to smoke and
to stare at the metal sheet on the floor. Although the luggage
now extended in quite a long line upon the counter they paid
no attention to it, or to the violent and reiterated cries of the
Arabs who stood behind it, anxious to earn a tip by getting it

weighed and registered quickly. Apparently they were wrapped in
savage dreams. At length a light shone through the small opening
of the ticket-oflSce, the men in smocks stirred and threw down
their cigarette stumps, and the few travellecc pressed forward
against the counter, and pointed to their boxes with their sticks
and hands. Suzanne Charpot assumed an expression of attentive
suspicion, and Domini ceased from walking up and down.
Several of the recruits came in hastily, accompanied by two
Zouaves. They were wet, and looked dazed and tired out
Grasping their bags and bundles they went towards the platform.
A train glided slowly in, gleaming faintly with lights. Domini's
trunks were slammed down on the weighing machine, and
Suzanne, drawing out her purse, took her stand before the
shining hole of the ticket-office.

In the wet darkness there rose up a sound like a child
calling out an insulting remark. This was followed immediately
by the piping of a horn. With a jerk the tram started, passed
one by one the station lamps, and, with a steady jangling and
rattUng, drew out into the shrouded country. Domini was in
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a wretchedly-lit carriage with three Frenchmen, facing the doo?
which opened on to the platform. The man opposite to her
was enormously fat, with a coal-black beard growing up to
his eyes. He wore black gloves and trousers, a huge black
cloth hat, and a thick black cloak with a black buckle near the
throat. His eyes were shut, and his large, heavy head drooped
forward. Domini wondered if he was travelling to the funeral of
some relative. The two other men, one of whom looked like a
commercial traveller, kept shifting their feet upon the hot-water
tins that lay on the floor, clearing their throats and sighing
loudly. One of them coughed, let down the window, spat, drew
the window up, sat sideways, put his legs suddenly up on the
sea: and groaned. The train rattled more harshly, and shook
from side to side as it got up speed. Rain streamed down the
window-panes, through which it was impossible to see anything.

Domini still felt alert, but an overpowering sensatio:. of
dreariness had come to her. She did not attribute this sensa-
tion to fatigue. She did not try to analyse it She only felt as if

she had never seen or heard anything that was not cheerless, as
if she had never known anything that was not either sad, or odd,
or inexplicable. What did she remember? A train of trifles

that seemed to have been enough to fii'. all her life ; the arrival
of the nervous and badly-dressed recruits at the wharf, their
embarkation, their last staring and pathetic look at France, the
storn./ voyage, the sordid illness of almost everyone on board,
the approach long after sundown to the small and unknown
town, of which it was impossible to see anything clearly, the
marshalling of the recruits pale with sickness, their pitiful

attempt at cheerful singing, angrily checked by the Zouaves in
charge of them, their departure up the hill carrying their poor
belongings, the sleepless night, the sound of the rain falling,

the scents rising from the unseen earth, the tap of the Italian
waiter at the door, the damp drive to the station, the long wait
there, the sneering signal, followed by the piping horn, the
jerking and rattling of the carriage, the dim light within it

falling upon the stout Frenchman in his mourning, the streaming
water upon the window-panes. These few sights, sounds, sen-
sations were like the story of a afe to Domini just then, were more,
were like the whole of life ; always dull noise, strange, flitting.
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pale facet, Md an unknowa region that remained peipetually b-
Tisible, and that must sarely be ogly or terrible.

The train stopped frequendy at lonely little stations. Domini
looked out, letting down the window for a moment. At erch
sution she saw a tiny house with a peaked roof, a wooden
railing dividmg the pUtform from the country road, mud trass
bending beneath the weight of water^rops, and tall, dripping,
shaggy eucalyptus trees. Sometimes the station-master's children
peered at the train with curious eyes, and depressed-looking
Arabs, carefully wrapped up, their mouths and chins covered by
folds of linen, got in and out slowly.

Once Domini saw two women, in thin, floating white dresses
and spangled veils, hurrying by like ghosts in the dark. Heavy
silver ornaments jangled on their ankles, above their black
slippers spUshed with mud. Their sombre eyes stared out
from circles of kohl, and, with stained, claret-coloured hands
whose nails were bright red, they cUsped their light and bridal
raiment to their prominent breasts. They were escorted by a
gigantic man, almost black, with a zigzag scar across the left side
of his face, who wore a shining brown burnous over a erev
woollen jacket He pushed the two women into the train L if
he were pushing bales, and got in after them, showing enormous
bare legs, with calves that stuck out like lumps of iron.

The darkness began to fade, and presently, as the grey light
grew slowly stronger, the rain ceased, and it was possible to see
through the glass of the carriage wii dow.

The country began to disc itself, as if timidly, toDommis eyes. She had recent, .oticed that the train was
going very slowly, and she could now see why. They were
mounting « steep incline. The rich, damp earth of th. -lains
beyond RobertviUe, with its rank grass, its moist ploughland and
groves of eucalyptus, was already left behind. The train was
crawhng in a cup of the hills, grey, sterile and abandoned,
without roads or houses, without a single tree. Small, grey-green
bushes flourished here and there on tiny humps of eartk but
they seemed rather to emphasise than to diminish the aspect ofpoverf -esented by the soil, over which the dawn, risinrfrom
lae T Bs of night, -bed a cold and reticent illumination. By
• eas : the rouna.u hills, where the earth was brownish
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yellow, a flock of goats with flappbg etn tripped iloplTi foUowed

hj two Arab boyi in rags. One of the boys was playing upon a

pipe covered with red arabesques. Domini heard two or three

bars of the melody. They were ineffably wild and birdlike, very

clear and sweet They seemed to her to match exactly the

pure and ascetic light cast by the dawn over these bar-, grey

hills, and they stirred her abmptly from the depressed lassitude

in which the dreary chances of recent travel had drowned her.

She began, with a certain faint excitement, to realise that these

low, round-backed bills were African, that she was leaving

behind the sea, so n.any of whose waves wept along European

shores, that somewhere, beyond the broken and near horizon

line toward which the train was creeping, lay the great dewrt,

her destination, with its pale sanJs and desolate cities, its

sunburat tribes of workers, its robbers, warriors and priests,

its ethereal mysteries of mirage, its tragic splendours of colour,

of tempest and of heat A sense of a wider world than the

compressed world into which physical latigue had decoyed her

woke in her brain and heart. The little Arab, playing carelessly

upon his pipe with the red arabesques, was soon invisible among

his goats beside the dry water-course that was probably the

limit of his journeying, but Domini felt that like a musician at

the head of a procession he had played her bravely forward into

the dawn and Africa.

At Ah-Souf Domini changed into another train and had the

carriage to herself. The recruits had reached their destination.

Hers was a longer pilgrimage and still towards the sun. She

could not afterwards remember wnai she thought about during

tUis part of her journey. Subsequent events so coloured all her

memories of Africa that every fold of its sun-dried soil was

endowed in her mind with the significance of a living thing.

Every palm beside a well, every stunted vine and clambering

flower upon an auberge wall, every form of hill and silhouette of

shadow, became in her heart intense with the beauty and the

pathos she used, as a child, to think must lie beyond the sunset.

And so she forgot.

A strange sense of leaving all things behind had stolen over

her. She was really fatigued by travel and by want of sleep, but

she did not know it. Lying back in her seat, with her head
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gainst the dirty white covering of the shaking carriage, ihe

watched the great change that was coming orer the land.

It seemed as if God were putting forth His hand to withdraw

gradnalljr all things of His creation, all the furniture He h \ put

into the great Palace of the world; as if He meant to le^ire it

empty and utterly naked.

So Domini thought

First He took the rich and shaggy grass, and all the little

flowers that bloomed modestly in it Then He drew away the

orange groves, the oleander and the apricot trees, the faithful

eucalyptus with its pale stems and tressy foliage, the sweet waters

that fertilised the soil, making it soft and brown where the plough

seamed it into furrows, the tufted phmts and giant reeds that

crowd where water is. And still, as the train ran on. His gifts

were fewer. At last even the palms were gone, and the Barbary

fig displayed no longer among the crumbling boulders its tortured

strength, and the pale and fantastic evolutions of its unnatural

foliage. Stones lay everywhere upon the pale yellow or grey-

brown earth. Crystals glittered in the sun like shallow jewels,

and far away, under clouds that were dark and feathery, appeared

hard and relentless mountains, which looked as if they were made

of iron carved into horrible and jagged shapes. Where they fell

into ravines they became bUck. Their swelling bosses and

flanks, sharp sometimes as the spines of animals, were steel

coloured. Their summits were purple, deepening where the

clouds came down to ebony.

Journeying towards these terrible fastnesses were caravans

on which Domini looked with a heavy and lethargic interest

Many Kabyles, fairer than she was, moved slowly on foot towards

their rock villages.

Over the withered earth they went towards the distant

mountains and the clouds. The sun was hidden. The wind

continued to rise. Sand found its way in through the carriage

windows. The mountains, as Domini saw them more clearly,

looked more gloomy, more unearthly. There was something

unnatural in their hard outlines, in the rigid mystery of their

innumerable clefts. That all these people should be journeying

towards them was pathetic, and grieved the imagination.

The wind seemed so cold, now the sun was hidden, that she

•
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had drawn both the windowi up and thrown a rug over 1^
She put her feet up on the opposite seat, and half closed her
eyes. But she stiU turned them towards the glass on her left,
and watched. It seemed to her quite impossible that this
shakmg and slowlj moring train had any destination. The
desolation of the country had become so absolute that she could
not conceive of anything but still greater desolation lying
beyond. She had no feeling that she was merely trayersing a
tract of sterility. Her sensation was that she had passed the
boundary of the world God had created, and come into some
other places upon which He had never looked and of which He
had no knowledge.

AbnipUy she felt as if her father had entered into some such
region when he forced his way out of his reUgion. And in this
region he had died. She had stocd on the verge of it by his
deathbed. Now she was in it.

There were no Arabs journeying now. No tents huddled
among the low bushes. The last sign of vegetation was
obliterated. The earth rose and fell in a series of humps and
depressions, interspersed with piles of rock. Every shade of
yellow and of brown mingled and flowed away towards the foot
of the mountains. Here and there dry water-courses showed
their teeth. Their crumbling banks were like the rind of an
orange. Little birds, the hue of the earth, with tufted crests,
tripped jauntily among the stones, fluttered for a few yards and
alighted, with an air of strained alertness, as if their minute
bodies were fiiU of trembling wires. They were the only living
things Domini could see.

She thought again of her Father. In some such region as
this his soul must surely be wandering, far away from God.

She let down the glass.

The wind was really cold and blowing gustily. She drank itm as if she were tasting a new wine, and she was conscious at
once that she had never before breathed such air. There was
a wonderful, a startling flavour in it. the flavour of gigantic
spaces and of rolling leagues of emptiness. Neither among
mountains nor upon the sea had she ever found an atmosphere
so fiercely pure, clean and lively with unutterable freedom. She
leaned out to it, shutting her eyes. And now that she saw
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nothing her palate MToured it more intenwlj. The thoaght of
her Father fled from her. AU detailed thoughts, aU the minutic
of the mind were iwept away. She waa bracing henelf to an
encounter with something gigantic, something unshackled, the
being from whose lips this wonderful breath flowed.

When two lovers kiss their breath mingles, and, if they
really lore, each is conscious that in the breath of the loved
one is the loyed one's soul, coming forth from the temple of
the body through the temple door. As Domini leaned out,
seeing nothing, she was conscious that in this breath she drank
there was a soul, and it seemed to her that it was the soul which
flames in the centre of things, and beyond. She could not think
any longer of her Father as an outcast because he had abandoned
a rehgion. For all reUgions were surely here, marching side by
side; and behind them, background to them, there was some-
thing far greater than any religion. Was it snow or fire? Was
it the lawlessness of that which has made kws, or the calm of
that which has brought passion mto being? Greater lore than
IS m any creed, or greater freedom than is in any human Uberty ?
Domini only felt that if she had ever been a slave at this moment
she would have died of joy, reaUsing the boundless freedom that
circles this little earth.

" Thank God for it I " she murmured aloud.
Her own words woke her to a consciousness of ordinary things

—or made her :;eep to the eternal
She closed the window and sat down.
A littie Uter the sun came out again, and the various shades

of yellow and of orange that pUyed over the wrinkled earth
deepened and glowed. Domiai had sunk into a lethargy so
complete that, though not asleep, she was scarcely aware of the
sun. She was dreaming of liberty.

Presently the train slackened and stopped. She heard a loud
chattering of many voices and looked out. The sun was now
shining brilliantly, and she saw a sUtion crowded with Arabsm white burnouses, who were vociferously greeting friends in the
train, were offering enormous oranges for sale to the passengers,
or were walking up and down gazing curiously into the carriages,
with the unblinking determination and indifference to a return
of scrutiny which she had ahready noticed and thought animal.
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A gu«d ctme up, told her the place wa Bl-Akbrn. tad thtt the
teain would 1U7 there tea minutes to wait for the train from
Beni-Mora. She decided to get out and itretch her cramped
limbfc On the platform the found Susanne. looking likea penoawho had jutt been lUpped. One lide of the maid'i faceWM flushed and corered with a faint tracery of tiny line* The
other was greyish white. Sleep hung in her eyes, orer which the
hds drooped as If they were partiaUy paralysed. Her fingers
were yeUow from peeling an orange, and her smart Uttie hat was
cocked on one side. There were grains of sand on her bUck
gown, and when she saw her mistress she at once began to com-
press her lips, and to assume die expression of obstinate patience
characteristic of properly-brought-up senrants who find themselres
travelung far from home in outlandish pUcea.

" HaTe you been asleep, Susanne ? *

"No, Mam'xelle."
" You've had an orange ?

"

" I couldn't get it down, Mam'selle."

herd P^*"**^
'"*" ^^ *** *** ^ ''''" "^ ^** *^P "^^ ^°^««

"No, tiiank you, Mam'zelle. I couldn't touch this Arab
stuff."

"We shall soon be there now."
Susanne made aU her naturally small features look much

smaUer, glanced down at her skirt, and suddenly began to shake
the grams of sand from it in an outraged manner, at the same
time extending her left foot. Two or three young Arabs came
up and stood, staring, round her. Their eyes were magnificent,
and gravely observant. Suzanne went on shaking and patting
her skir^ and Domini walked away down the platform, wondering
what a French maid's mind was like. Suanne's cerUinly had
ite hmitations. It was evident that she was horrified by tiie sight
of bare legs. Why? 7 *«« «Bai

As Domini walked along the platform among the fruit-sellers,

S-if '*. t*"'^"*** P°'**'" '^^^ *^«^ ^^S^' the suring
chUdren and the ragged wanderers who thronged about the train*
she thought of the desert to which she was now so near. It lay.
she knew, beyond the terrific wall of rock that faced her. But
She could see no opening. The towering summits of the cliffs,
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Jagged u the teeth of « wolf, broke cradely npoo the serene
purity of the sky. Somewhere, concealed in the darkneai of the
gorge at their feet, wai the mouth from which had poured forth
that wonderful breath, quivering with freedom and with unearthly
thingi. The tun waa already decUning, and the light it
cast becoming softened and romanjic. Soon there would be
erening in the desert. Then there would be nighi. And she
would bt. tre in the night with all things that the desert
holds.

A train of camels was passing on the white road that
descended mto the shadow of the gorge. Some sarage-looking
men accompanied them, crying continually, "OoshI Ooshl"
They disappeared, desert-aen with their desert-beasts, bound no
doubt on some tremendous journey through the regions of the
f \ Where would they at last unlade the groaning camels ?
Lomini saw them in the midst of dunes red with the dying fires
of the west And their shadows lay along the sands like weary
things reposing.

She started when a low Yoice spoke to her in French, and,
turning round, saw a taU Arab boy, magnificently dressed in
pale blue cloth trousers, a Zouave jacket braided with gold,
and a fez, standing near her. She was struck by the colour
of his skin, which was faint as the colour of ca/l au hit, and by
the contrast between his huge bulk and his Unguid, almost
effeminate, demeanour. Ai she turned he smiled at her calmly,
and lifted one hand toward the wall of rock.

" Madame has seen the desert ? " he asked.
*• Never," answered Domini.
"It is the garden of oblivion," he said, still in a low voice,

and speaking with a delicate refinement that was almost mincing.
" In \he desert one forgets everything ; even the littie heart one
loves, and the desire of one's own soul."

" How can that be ? " asked Domini.
"Shal-1^ It is the will of God. One remembers nothing

any more."

His eyes were fixed upon the gigantic pinnacles of the
rocks. There was something fanatical and highly imaginative in
tjiei* gaze.

"Wha ji your name?" Domini asked.
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" Bfttoach. BfMteiB*. You art going to B«oi-Mort f

'

"Ym, Batouch."

"I toa To-night, under the mimoM trees, I thtU eompoM
e poem. It wiU be addressed to Irene, the dandng-giri. She
ii hke the httle moon when it first comes np above the palm

Just then the train from Beni-Mora ran into the sUtion. and
Domini turned to seek her carnage. As she was coming to
t she noticed, with the pang of the selfish trsTcUer who wishes
to hs undisturbed, that a taU man. attended by an Arab porter
holding Teen bag, was at. the door of it and was evidently
about to get in. He gUnced round as Domini came up, half
drew back rather awkwardly as if to aUow her to precede him,
then suddenly sprang in before her. The Arab lifted in the
bag, and the man, endeavouring hastily to thrust some money
mto his hand, dropped the coin, which fell down between the
step of the carriage and the platform. The Arab immediately
made a greedy dive after it, interposing his body between
Domini and the train; and she was obliged to stand waiting
white he looked for it, grubbing frantically in the earth with
his brown fingers, and uttering muffled exclamations, apparently
of rage. Meanwhile, the tall man had put tLe gi>.n bag up on
the rack, gone quickly to the far side of the carriage, and sat
down looking out of the window.

Domini was struck by the mixture of indecision and blunder-mg haste which he had shown, and by his lack of courtesy
Evidently he was not a gentleman, she thought, or he would
surely have obeyed his first impulse and allowed her to gei 'nto
the train before him. It seemed, too, as if he were determined
to be discourteous, for he sat with his shoulder deliberately
turned towards the door, and made no attempt to get his Arab
out of the way, although the train was just about to start
Domini was very tired, and she began to feel angry with him."
contemptuous too. The Arab could not find the money, and the
little horn now piped its warning of departure. It was absolutely
necessary for her to get in at once if she did not mean to stay
at El-Akbara. She tried to pass the grovelUng Arab, but as she
did so he suddenly sprang up, jumped on to the step of tim
carnage, and, thrusting his body half through the doorway
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btgM to addrea a tomnt of Anbic to tbo ptneDfer withia.
Tbo bora Maaded agab. and tha caniaga Jerkad backwaids
pieparatory to ttartiag oo its vaf to fiani-Mora.

Doaiiai caaght hold of tha short European jackat tha Aiab
was wearing, and said in French,^

««YoomtutletnMgetinatonca. Tha tiain is going."
Tha man, however, intent oo replacing the coin he had lost,

took no aotica of her, but went on vociferating and gesticulating.
The tiaveUer said something in Arabic Domini wu now very
angry. She gripped the Jacket, eierted all her force, and pulled
the Arab violenUy from the loor. He alighted on the platform
beside her and nearly fell ion he had recovered himself she
sprang up into the train, which began to move at that very
moment As she got in, the man who had caused all the bother
was leaning forward with a bit of sUver in his hand, looking as if
he were about to leave his seat Domini cast a gUnce of contempt
St him, and he turned quickly to the window again and stared
out, at the same time putting the coin back into his pocket
A dun flush rose on his cheek, but he attempted no apology,
and did not even offer to fissten the lower handle of the door.

"What a boor I * Domini thought as she bent out of the
window to do it

When she turned from the door, after securing the handle,
she found the caniage full of a pale twilight The train was
steaUnc into the gorge, foUowiug the caravan of camels which
she had seen disappearing. She paid no more attention to her
companion, and her feeling of acute irriution against him died
away for the moment. The towering cliffs cast mighty shadows,
the darkneu deepened, the train, quickening ita speed, seemed
training forward into the arms of night There was a chiU in
the air. Dommi drank it into her lungs again, and again was
starUed, stirred, by the life and the mentality of it She was
consaous of receiving it with passion, as if, mdeed, she held her
lips to a mouth and drank some being's very nature into hers,
bhe forgot her recent vexation and the man who had caused it
She forgot everything in mere sensation. She had oo time to
Mk. "Whither am I going?" She felt Uke one borne upon a
wave, seaward, to the wonder, to the danger, perhaps, of a mur-murwg unknown. The rocks leaned forward; their teeth rere



24 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH

li

fastened in the sky ; they enclosed the train, banishing the son

and the world from all the lives within it. She caught a fleeting

glimpse of rashing waters far beneath her ; of crumbling banks,

covered with dibris like the banks of a disused quarry; of

shattered boulders, grouped in a wild disorder, as if they had

been vomited forth from some underworld or cast headlong

from the sky ; of the flying shapes of fruit trees, mulberries and
apricot trees, oleanders and palms ; of dull yellow walls guarding

pools the colour of absinthe, imperturbable and still. A strong

impression of increasing cold and darkness grew in her, and the

noises of the train became hollow, and seemed to be expanding,

as if they were striving to press through the impending rocks and
find an outlet into space ; failing, they rose angrily, violently, in

Domini's ears, protesting, wrangling, shouting, declaiming. The
darkness became like the darkness of a nightmare. All the trees

vanished, as if they fled in fear. The rocks closed in as if to

( ^ the train. There was a moment in which Domini shut

3S, like one expectant of a tremendous blow that cannot

t oided.

She opened them to a flood of gold, out of which the face of

a man looked, like a face looking out of the heart of the sun.

Ill

It flashed upon her with the desert, with the burning heaps of

carnation and orange-coloured rocks, with the first sand wilder-

ness, the first brown villages glowing in the late radiance of the

afternoon like carven things of bronze, the first oasis of palms,

deep green as a wave of the sea and moving like a wave, the first

wonder of Sahara warmth and Sahara distance. She passed

through the golden door into the blue country, and saw this

face, and, for a moment, moved by the exalted sensation of a

magical change in all her world, she looked at it simply as a new
sight presented, with the sun, the mighty rocks, the hard, blind

villages, and the dense trees, to her eyes, and connected it with

nothing. It was part of this strange and glorious desert region to

her. That was all, for a moment
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Id the play of untempered golden light the face seemed pale.

It was narrow, rather long, with marked and prominent features,

a nose with a high bridge, a mouth with straight, red lips, and a
powerful chin. The ejen were hazel, almost yellow, with curious

markings of a darkr:: sm i(i& m the yellow, dark centres that

looked black, and C.itk outer circist. The eyelashes were Tery

long, the eyebrows hick and st ongly curved. The forehead
was high, and swelki ' u slightly above the temples. There
was no hair on the face, which was closely shaved. Near the

mouth were two faint lines that made Domini think of physical

suffering, and also of mediaeval knights. Despite the glory of

the sunshine there seemed to be a shadow falling across

the face.

This was all that Domini noticed before the spell of change
and the abrupt glory was broken, and she knew that she was
staring into the face of the man who had behaved so rudely at

the station of El-Akbara. The knowledge gave her a definite

shock, and she thought that her expression must have changed
abruptly, for a dull flush rose on the stranger's thin cheeks and
mounted to his rugged forehead. He glanced out of the window
and moved his hands uneasily. Domini noticed that they

scarcely tallied with his face. Though scrupulously clean, they

looked like the hands of a labourer, hard, broad and brown.
Even his wrists, and a small section of his left forearm, which
showed as he lifted his left hand from one knee to the other,

were heavily tinted by the sun. The spaces between the fingers

were wide, as they usually are in hands accustomed to grasping

implements, but the fingers themselves were rather delicate and
artistic.

Domini observed this swiftly. Then she saw that her neigh-

bour was unpleasantly conscious of her observation. This vexed
her vaguely, perhaps because even so trifling a circumstance was
like a thin link between them. She snapped it by ceasing to
look at or think of him. The window was down. A delicate

and warm breeze drifted in, coming from the thickets of the
palms. In flashing out of the darkness of the gorge Domini
bad had the sefisation of passing into a new world and a new
atmosphere. The sensation stayed with her now that she was
no longer dreaming or giving the reins to her imagination but
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meit ourial. So Domwi't fint Mnw of eudni >w» th. k„n^

pink m the ewmng light, deepening here tiid thmViZ

gSter'-ih^*
"";; " • 'o-- "w^r<2'.^.Tiginteoed. There w« aame down there in the riw hed Th.wreckage Of the tand, .he hoken fn«n.enh>.gl^mX. tfb™^

I^SfS i^
"?'<»",<>f •""ner that never ce«e^ of he.tZ

.-«^
*'*'"'» *°« '*ays game" with stones set in sauarea of

.ong L^Td .tZg ^"u* ^, ;:'.K^""*^H^'™«'
•'"

aw^A u^ 1 J
*."t«*ug ucaro, oeat on the ffround with a itaff

green. No one heeded him. A distant loand of the beatin,

ftuM adl. of Ubourer, in the palm-garden. Jd ofwo^^X'

.^»h^ T"!*"""' '"'» P'P'°8' of bomewanjioX•hepherd. drowned, with their pattering charaei. ••> .fcT^S?
-pour, of the we.,

; .oft twitteTg. offir^^Jr^;j^tS
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drif^r.n'!^''"''*",*' ^f ^^'^ °^«^*^ ^<^'i mutter Of camel
drivers to the r elvet-footed beasts.

.or.?*
«^avan which Domini had seen descending into the

tow!rdr?f^'\"T«
deliberately along the dLrt roadtowards the south. A watch-tower peeped above the palmsDoves were archng round it Many of them were white. They

2eotiT? '^'^^\^^^^J^
tower of glowing bronre. which

riept at the foot of the pink rocks. On the left rose a mass of

a^^'ll ^f "^ "°°*- ^^"*^8 rays of the sun struck it,and It glowed mysteriously like a mighty jewel.

.n.rW^^if'

^^"^"^ T °' *^* ''^^«''' "d *»»' »*J« crystals

waters, and the rose and mauve of the hills, the red and orange
of the earth, streamed by in the flames of the sun before the
passing train hke a barbaric procession, to the sound of the
hidden dnims. the cry of the hidden priest, and all the whisper-
ing melodies of these strange and unknown lives, tears started
nto her eyes. The entrance into this land of flame and colour,
through Its narrow and terrific portal, stirred her almost beyond
her present strength. The glory of this world mounted to her
heart, oppressing The embrace of Nature was so violent that
._
crushed her. c ^ like a Utile fly that had sought to wing

^ way to the sun ..u, at a million miles' distance from it, was
beingshnvelled by its heat. When all the voices of the villl^e

hear their fading echoes. Suddenly she knew that she ww
very tired, so tired that emotions acted upon her as physical
exertion acts upon an exhausted man. She sat down and

h,^! K*'. T\ ^°' ' ^°°« '^'"* •'^^ '"^y^ '^th her eye.

tterin!tMj;i°'"
''*' ""^ '^' ''^°^°''» »*'*"«« "^^ts were

attering, that the carnage was slowly filling with the inefiable
splendours of the west. Long afterwards she often wondered
whether she endowed the sunset of that day with supernatural

oTa, "JT
'^' '^^ "** "^'^- ^«^P» *^« salt mountiSn

of El-Aha did not really sparkle like the celestial mountains in

diH IT',? /^l"'"''- ^"^*P» '^"^ '*»°8 <=h«° of the Aure.d^d not reaUy look as if all its narrow clefts had been powderedwith the soft and bloomy leaves of unearthly violets, «dAe
desert was not cloudy in the distance towards the Zibtns with
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ihe magical blue the thought she saw there, a blue neither

tt hLror '"*
fV""'

'"* « *^« cd^e of a flamet

The sound of a movement made her look up. Her com-

oT^he" r *^S*°'"«
'" P'*^* »"^ 80-« ^"he oth r Sdeof the compartment He walked softly, no doubt with thedesire not to disturb Domini. Hi, back was towards her for

ve7SVnd'th'rH°^'"'
^'•^ '^ ^^ » P<'-'^"' -n. though

n.- il. J t ^!f
^*" ''^ '^«*^- It »»d« her think againof his labourer's hands, and she began to wonder idly what w^S

tt Tl":^, "'*l'' ?i^- «* -* ^^''^ ^ t»»« fa/comer"the same side as herself and u - 4 ov* -f hi. w,n/i«- •

"o*tt.^^h l--'
,«'?*''»'"« "d food fo. willing J H°,

or S™
obTOusl, been nude b, a French Uilor. The «uirof them was gtej ud W00II7, and the, were cnt tighter toihe

'rnX^fa^T.*'"""^ "«• "« "^0 00Vw *:

mMrti. B^ r ' '?" ""'"' '""""S I-*' dented in themiddle. By the way in which he looked out of the windo.Dom.nUu^ed that he. .«>, wa, ..eing the Sl«„ iTr tte fi^lime. There was wmething almost passionatelr attenH». i^h« ....tnde. «,mething of strained eag.'^es, iiZat X"h"^wh,di she could see from where she was sitS,g. Hcheek was not pale, as she had thought at Bnt. but bro-»

neath the sunburn there was pallor. She fancied he might be

•Sf?K":*."*^
''^ °°*'°8 "^^ t»»« extraordinary colouTe'ec^

;rorea1r^^"-">-
who meant. per^ps.to"re;r:ir

.ofJ«. ^hV'^^'^J'.
''*^/*''' '^"^ P^"""' •''=o»t supernaturalsoftness and hmpidu, of Ught falling at evening from a dt^.mg sun in a hot country came full upon him.«d bright^ed

mit, thick, and cut extremely short, as if his head had recently

^Stt':f*A'^.''''
convinced that he was notFrencrHe'

R^L u ^"»*^',P«rhaps, or a Russian from the «,uth of

SZ^r 7""°"^ "^''**"'^ ^ *^t attitude of profoundobsemtion. It suggested great force not merely of Mj.^t
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!Sl!'!""ir •^•" *'"«»™' codcenlniHon upon the thini

Th.jr were near Beni-Mora now. It. p,ln» ,ppM«d fu off«d m fte mid,, of .hen. . .now-white Z» tK«^beyond ud wound .t, rolling ,w,, from the foot of lowto^wn

r^» if " " ""^ >««"«« co«,«l with . „ft 'piwd"of bronie. A long >pur of rose^olouied mountain. .tMched

^^K^ '"f"^'
'""^ " *' «««'» quarter of me skv

m. a remote^r T '^"f«
""""""'^ *" "^ "-•

««t„rfJT ^ ?'" **"' *"« "•» »«»'!>» of smokej^ded from ,,. and light, glittered in it, like ««h.Cd
Domini had nerer before understood how .trangelT how|tr«mously, clour can at moment, appeal to the taSnattonIn thi, pageant of the Ea,t ,he saw Sse the nakTsou ofAfna; no f«ied, g«,tle thing, fearful of being "en, fcarfuof being known and under.tood; bu, a phenomenon Sa"

lealy bare before her, disdaining the clothing of ^a,s nl!^,[md fewer, of stream and tree. ispUpng itsdf whhT'alm™b««n msouciance, confident in iu spadou. power 2iSf.

HkS^ .J '^ "' ""^ *"'• Sbe resoonded to thi. rA^d

wlute Cheeks, .i^ "^ its'l-ue'Tii^'-L^^^^

^S, IS 1^,1, r,?""' " ^'"'"'" """'"8 toward.*,louth. And ail her duU perplexities, aU her bitterness of,«w«llh« qaejtioning. ,„d doubts, were swept a«yT °.S*«« -md into the endles, plains. She'^h^i cme from h«Ust confession asking herself, "What am I?» Sh.hl^ 7u
jntotely small confronted with'the pettLr, ofmod^,^l^
"rwithT"*

'""""^ '"'"^- No- .he did no, t«^T^•elf w,th any qnes^on^ for .he knew that something U^,
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•omething capable, lomething perhaps eren noble, rose a^
within her to greet all this nobility, all this mighty frankness
and fierce, undressed sincerity of nature. This desert ard
this sun would be her comrades, and she was not afraid of
them.

Without being aware of it she breathed out a great sigh,

feeling the necessity of liberating her joy of spirit, of letting

the body, however inadequately and absurdly, make some de-
monstration in response to the secret stirring of the soul. The
man in the far comer of the carriage turned and looked at her.
When she heard his movement Domini remembered her irrita*

tion against him at £1-Akbara. In this splendid moment the
feeling seemed to her so paltry and contemptible that she had
a lively impulse to make amends for the angry look she had
cast at him. Possibly, had she been quite normal, she would
have checked such an impulse. The voice of conventionality

would have made itself heard. But Domini could act vigor-

ously, and quite carelessly, when she was moved. And she
was deeply moved now, and longed to lavish the humanity,
the sympathy and ardour that were quick in her. In answer
to the stranger's movement she turned towards him, opening
her lips to speak to him. Afterwards she never knew what she
meant to say, whether, if she had spoken, the words would have
been French or English. For she did not speak.

The man's face was illuminated by the setting sun as he
sat half round on his seat, leaning with his right hand palm
downwards on the cushions. The light glittered on his shcrt
hair. He had pushed back his soft hat, and exposed his high,

rugged forehead to the air, and his brown left hand gripped the
top of the carriage door. The large, knotted veins on it, the
stretched sinews, were very perceptible. The hand looked
vio.ent Domini's eyes fell on it as she turned. The impulse
to speak began to fail, and when she glanced up at the man's
face she no longer felt it at alL For, despite the glory of the

sunset on him, there seemed to be a cold shadow in his eyes.

The faint lines near his mouth looked deeper than before, and
now suggested most powerfully the dreariness, the harshness
of long-continued suffering. The mouth itself was compressed
and grim, and the man's whole expression was fierce and
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•tartling as the expresiion of a criminal bracing himself to

endure inevitable detection. So crude and piercing ludeed

was thii mask confronting her that Domini started and was

inclined to shudder. For a minute the man's eyes held hers,

and she thought she saw in them unfathomable depths of

misery or of wickedness. She hardly knew which. Sonrow
was like crime, and cria . like the sheer desolation of grief

to her just then. And sb*^ thought of the outer darkneu
spoken of in the Bible. It came before her in the sunset

Her father was in it, and this stranger stood by him. The
thing was as vital, and fled as swiftly as a hallucination in a

madman's brain.

Domini looked down. All the triumph died out in her, all

the exquisite consciousness of the freedom, the colour, the

bigness of life. For there was a black spot on the sun

—

humanity, God's mistake ic the great plan of Creation. And
the shadow cast by humanity tempered, even surely conquered,

the light She wondered whether she would always feel

the cold of the sunless places in the golden dominion of

the sun.

The man had dropped his eyes toa His hand fell from

the door to his knee. He did not move till the train ran into

Beni-Mora, and the eager £aces of countless Arabs stared in

upon them from the scorched field of manoeuvres where Spahis

were exercising in the gathering twilight

IV

Having given her luggage ticket to a porter, Domini passed out

of the station followed by Suzanne, who looked and walked like

an exhausted nuurionette. Batouch, who had emerged from a

third-class compartment before the train stopped, followed them
closely, and as they reached the jostHng crowd of Arabs which

swarmed on the roadway he joined them with the air of a pro-

prietor.

"Which is Madame's hotel?"

Domini looked round.
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"Ah, touch I"
Sa«r jumped .. if her .tring hid be«, .htrply pulled. .„d

He -are white socks which almost met his panuloon*Scarcdy more th«i .n inch of pale brown skin was riSwe^ Thtgoldbutton. of hi. jacket glittered brightly. Hrbte rib!

tassel of his fez feU coquettishly towards his left tu above Jhrhwas set a pale blue flower with a woolly green leT
^^''^

Suzanne was slightly reassured by the flower and the bnVht

stou^. b''* ''^*l*,' 'I''
"^^ * P-*-»- in tJsVob'oshouting brown and black men. who clamoured about them like

JLTr^'ulTsSL^!"^^^'"-^"---^^^^^^^^

"Is"it^«?*''
'""^ '*" '^' ^^''' ^" ^^•"*»" ^^'"•"i <=o°t«"ed.

" Only a few minutes, Madame."
"I should like to walk there."
Suzanne coUapsed. Her bones became as wax with aoDre.

^r^amet roTe?.^'"^
*^^"»« -' ^-^^ of saniV^S;

^"Suzanne, you can get into the omnibus and take the hand-

-uid^'I Ltrrd^^liTi^i,',;^.^^ ran^i'?/-\^
c«.t and indubitable trousers, ^^^^r^^^^I^JT^^^^,:which was unmisukable she almost wept with joy

MeanwhUe Domini, escorted serenely by the ooet waifc.H
towards the long gardens of Beni-Mori She paS ^^^^1wooden bndge White dust was flying from th^r^d. ILawhich ««y of the Arab aristocracy were indolently st^ou2carrymg hghtly in their hands small red roses or sprigsTS
geranium In their white robes they looked, she ?ho^.h ^Ukemonks ttiough the cigarettes many of them were smok'nffoughtagainst the Uhision. Some of them were dressed like laSm pale^oloured cloth. They held each other's hands loolera.^ey sauntered along, chattering in soft contralto roic^ Two9i three were attended by servants, who walked a pace or Zl
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behind them on the left. Theu> w*m ».^~u *

nng A boy with a long, hooked oose itrouSi gr,„l, n«,h^

lookin?.^ th. ~. ^ ^ " ^"^^ *''^"»«'" '•'''•P««d Batouch.

^:i^rsii-z^i gS^r4 :L"i
^""•

long tails as they trotted briskly, urged on b; . ^0^0/^^^A b,g boy with heary brown eye, was the coach^« ^fil if.side .at a rery tall young negro, with a humorous ZtedJ<^"dressed mpnmrose yellow. He grinned at BatoucTout o^The..st.^wh.ch accentuated the coal-black hue of hL' 2^!.^,
"That is the Agha's son with Mabrouk."

with green. The ore of tt ^trw'n "" "''""'' """^ *'"«'^

few Arabs were sitting^^^^^l^^^::^-, ^
heeness slippers hanging from the toes oUhdrbfre flet

p"
yond the entrance of the tunnel Domini Lid se« tw„ h

' *"

galloping at a tremendous pace imo the d^rt Th '?
cloaks streamed out nvi^r kIT-i •

<iesert. Their red

which devTrS °he^fh«!f ^^'7 '^""''" °^ '^''' ^«"«».

^
F n ana blazed among the summits of the red moLntains.
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AU the contiMti of this Und were exquisite to Domini and

IL'^r T'^T w«jr. suggested eternal things; whispe^
through CO our. gU*« and shadow, through the pattern ofZ
^t^ 1 ''"^u ?• '^' "^^ ^'**^' "O'^ ^'"deriy warn, and

She and Batouch entered the tunnel, passing at once into
definite erening. The quiet of these gardenVwas'deUdouI «dw« only interrupted now and then by the sound of wheel/upon

^v K !
*«' °»™"e<l talk. Many of them indeed saidnothing, but rested like lotus^ters in graceful attitude? ii^hhanging hands, and eyes. «rft „ the eyes ofg^^s Tt

.'?«hfb^:'^fr
^^'' "' creeping^aters'^h a g4t*serenity bom of the inmost spirit of idleness.

logue"*
^'^'""^ '"''*** ''^ ^^' "^ '^^ *^«" * '"«"'<» »o«o-

He tob Domini that he had been in Paris, where he hadb.en the g.cit of a French poet who adored the East; that he

smoked the hashish and could sing the love songs of the Sahara •

^LnA .K**"

''*''"'*' '" " ^^ ^«'«^ »o Souf and to OuarS:

^InL^' K *'°?i;''"
° *^* ^"°"'

'
**^*^ ^'^ *=°"P<>»«d verse, inthe night when the uninstructed, the biawlers, the drinkers of

tiT^^^Vt ^^^'^'^^ P^*'^'" '''^^^^ »'^P>°g °' ''^^ting theirtime in the darkness over the pastimes of the lewd, when the^ ';«'•« 'weatmg under the smoky arches of the Moorish

r^ ?i K
"^.""'^ °^ ^^" dancing-girls sat in her flat-roofed house guarding the jewels and the amulets of her gav

confederation These verses were written both ir Arabic ^d
L!^ r. •

*°K '^I
^' ^^ ^*'" *°** ^^ ^"«»ds had found them

beautiful as the dawn, and as the palm trees of Ourlana by theArt«ian wells. All the girls of the Ouled Nafls were celebrated
in these poems-Aishoush and Irena. Fatma and BaaU. In^em also were enshrined legends of the venerable marabouts

who had fought above the rocky precipices of Constantine and
far oflF among the sands of the South. They told the stories of
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AU thi. informttioB, not wholly devoid of • mt- «,„i^Batouch poured forth ffentiv ami ««i^- .
^ egoism,

through ,h. twilight to STliS^ ^D. '' *• '^" '^''«'

tent to Utten. Th, .trw.. „ °^!: ,k ?'"°"" "** I""* «»•
pro»u„ci«i.„ .ahV:rjs:sit':°rd'rr.ti',»''
pened long «go in desert pUces and »« »i.! f f ^ *"P"

his old religion, of fenati^T 2d 1. it 7^^^^ "'

capari«,ned in red to the dandnX es o?sl^
'"' '*"*'•

these things cradled her humo^ ^t th^ iTomL^^*
'""^"

Pla. her.U.e.„..os.tre. de^^^nTSl t^^rd^n S
She had forgotten her bitter sensation in the mil-., ^ •

.h.;::r^X»«n.,*L':t't:rt:;jf^^^

point^ white T^h A«„^ S"",""
""' ""»«' ""owing

is upper .p. «dv»^?:r:^7x^'cr ifrom under the frrs of . f«, »i. * .

'^^"^ escaped

head. His ne^was I'^d XTnd'tta^f °" ^^^ --^^
derfuUy delicate and expressive ii^h ? ""*'* ''°°^"-

nails. When he laughed 'eW Zuwf'l T^ '^"'** P^'^^^
forward and tuckinefn hi. Vk^ , ! •

*^" ""^ *^~^'°8 *»*» head

2"^ottfhSHrs" -----^
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He tpoke to Batouch with intenie nrwdtj in Anbk, at the
same time ihooting glances half - ob^quiot j, half• impudent,
wholly and even pretematurally keen and intelligent at DominL
Batouch replied with the dignified Umguor that seeAed peculiar
to him. The colloquy continued for two or three minutes.
Domini thought it sounded Uke a quarrel, but she was not
accustomed to Arabs' talk. Meanwhile, the stranger in front had
slackened his pace, and was obviously lingering for his neglectful
guide. Once or twice he nearly stopped, and made a movement
as if to turn round. But he checked it and rent on slowly.
His guide spoke more and more vehemently, and suddenly^
tucking in his chin and displaying his rows of big and dazsling
teeth, burst into a gay and boyish laugh, at the same time shak-
ing his head rapidly. Then he shot one last sly look at Domini
and hurried on, airily swinging the green bag to and fro. His
arms had tiny bones, but they were evidently strong, and he
walked with the light ease of a young animal. After he had
gone he turned his head once and stared full at Domini. She
could not help Uughing at the vanity and consciousness of his
exprewiion. It was childish. Yet there was something ruthless
and wicked in it too. As he came up to the stranger the latter
looked round, said something to him, and then hastened forward
Domini wat struck by the difference between their gaits. For
the stranger, although he was so strongly built and muscular,
walked rather heavily and awkwardly, with a peculiar s» affling
motion of his feet. She began to wonder how old he #as.
About thirty-five or thirty-seven, she thought.

'• That is Hadj," said Batouch in his soft, rich voice.
"Hadj?"
•• Yes. He is my cousin. He lives in Beni-Mora, but he, too

has been in Paris. He has been in prison too."
'

"What for?"
" Subbing."

Batouch gave this piece of information with quiet indifference,
and continued,

—

" He likes to laugh. He is lazy. He has earned a great deal
of money, and now he has none. To-night he is very gay, be-
cause he has a client."

" I see. Then he is a guide f*
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"Many people In Bcnl-Mora are guidet. But H«dj it almiw
lucky in getting the English."

' '

"Thjtoun with him iint English I
- Domini excUimed.

She had wondered wh«t the trareller't nttiontlity wm. but

in, toa early for m^ytrareUer. yet. They fear the heat. And
besides, few English come here now. What a pity I They spendmoney, and hke to see ererything. Hadj is veVanxiourtoTuy

rich BT.ii?K^'*i
••xty francs. He hopes the Englishman isnch. But all the English are rich and generous."

Here Batouch looked steadily at Domini with his large, un-concerned eyes.
*^

•* This one speaks Arabic a little."

infe^"!-"* °*n!
"** '^P^^- ^^* ''« surprised by this piece of

PnXh **.;; /k"* "" •o'-ething. she thought, essentially un-

her mistake. His whole air and look, his manner of holding^msel of sitting, of walking-yes. especially of walking-wlSIf

J^t Lv Z" »K
' ''^^

'u'
"""" *° '^'""^ '^^o"* '*' »b; could

?dIv ?h. K ^ % ''^'^ characteristic of any other country.Idly she had said to herself that the stranger might be mAustrian or a RuW But she had been thinkbg of his cofou"

2 haH T. **"! *^° ''^'^'"' o' *^°" ^''o "««"». whomshe had met frequently m London, had hrir of that shade ofrather warm brown.

sently"*
^^^^ """^ '~''' "*"' " Englishman," she said pre-

" How should Hadj kno^ :
"

Madam* ^ V n
''^ ?""'"« °'" '^ *^* Catholic church,Madame. You wiU see it through the trees. And there u

house, which 18 near the hotel"
»««««
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At some diiUnce in the twilight of the tunnel Domini saw a

black figure in a soutane walking rery slowly towards them.
The stranger, who had been coTering the ground rapidly with
hw curious, shuffling stride, was much nearer to it than they
were, and, if he kept on at his present pace, would soon pass
It But suddenly Domini saw him pause and hesitate. He
bent down and seemed to be doing something to his boot
Hadj dropped the green bag, and was evidently about to kneel
down and assist him when he lifted himself up abruptly, looked
before him as if at the priest who was approaching, then turned
sharply to the right into a path which led out of the garden to
the arcades of the Rue Berthe. Hadj followed, gesticukting
frantically, and volubly ex^laming that the hotel was in the
opposite direction. But the stranger did not stop. He only
glanced swiftly back over his shoulder once, and then continued
on his way.

" What a funny man that is !
" said Batouch. " What does

he want to do ?
"

Domini did not answer him, for the priest was just passing
them, and she saw the church to the left among the trees. Ii
was a plain, unpretending building, with a white wooden door
set in an arch. Above the arch were a small cross, two windows
wirh rounded tops, a clock, and a white tower with a pink roof.
*: .e locked at it, and at the priest, whose face was dark and
meditative, with lustrous, but sad, brown eyes. Yet she thought
of the stranger.

Her attention was beginning to be strongly fixed upon this
unknown man. His appearance and manner were so unusual
that it was impossible not to notice him.

" There is the hotel, Madame !" said Batouch.
Domini saw it standing at right angles to the church, facing

the gardens. A little way back from the church was the priest's
house, a white building shaded by date palms and pepper trees.
As they drew near the stranger reappeared under the arcade,
above which was the terrace of the hotel. He vanished through
the big doorway followed by Hadj.

While Suzanne was unpacking Domini came out on to the
broad terrace which ran along the whole length of the Hdtel do
D^rt Her bedroom opened on to it in front, and at the
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bMk communicated with a .mall salon. This sabm opened on
to a second and smaller terrace, from which the desert could be
»een beyond the ^Ims. There seemed to be no guests in the
hoteL The verandah was deserted, and the peace of the softevcnmg was profound. Against the white parapet a small, round
tabte and a aine arm-chair had been placed. A subdued patter
of feet in slippers came up the stairway, and an Arab semnt
appeared with a tea-tray. He put it down on the table with the
precise deftness which Domini had already observed in the
Arabs at Robertville, and swiftly vanished. She sat down in
the chair and poured out the tea, leaning her left arm on the
parapet.

^>.^1^'^^\ r'^?'*^ "^ ^*' **"P*« ^"^^ compressed.
She was thankful for the quiet round her. Any harsh voice
would have been intolerable to her just then. There were many
sounds m the village, but they were vague, and mingled, flowing
together and composing one sound that was soothine. the
restrained and level voice of Life. It hummed in Domini's ears
as she sipped her tea, and gave an under-side of romance to the
peace. The light that floated in under the round arches of the

S?K? T '""^Kr^-
"^^ """ ^^ J"'* K°°« do''". "d the

bright colours bloomed no more upon the mountains, which
looked like silent monsters that had lost the hue of youth andhad suddenly become mysteriously old. The evening star shonem a sky that still held on its Western border some last ^te

S?^T^ f ^^^' *"^' " ^*' '"«°*^ °^y d"»ky 'wanderers
folded their loose garments round them, slung their lon<r «,ns

T^ ^^«^ »»»oulders. and prepared to start on their journeys
helped by the cool night wind that blows in the desert when iesun departs.

of ^rZt^ °!5
know of them, but she felt the near presence

tl ur
^^^\!^^ *»»« f««»°g quieted her nerves. ShTwas^nkful at this moment that she was travelling without anywoman fnend and was not persecuted by any sense of obiiga-

17: y i° ^"/**^f««'
to rest passive in the midst of quiet, and

J>ft hgh^ calm in the beUef, almost the certainty, that thS

kn^w "tT T'T'^ °° tcquainunce to disturb her. was to

dreamily. Liberty had always been her fetish. What woman
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\'v*

had more liberty than ihe had, here on this lonely ?erandah, with
the shadowy treei below?

The bell of the church near by chimed softly, and the familiar
sound fell strangely upon Domini's ears out here in Africa, re-

minding her of many sorrows. Her religion was linked with
terrible memories, with cruel struggles, with hateful scenes of
violence. Lord Rens had been a man of passionate tempera-
ment Strong in goodness when he had been led by love, he
had been equally strong in evil when hate had led him. Domini
bad been forced to contemplate at close quarters the raw
character of a warped man, from whom circumstance had stripped
all tenderness, nearly all reticence. The terror of truth was
known to her. She had shuddered before it, but she had been
obliged to watch it during many years. In coming to Beni-
Mora she had had a sort of vague, and almost childish, feeling
that she was putting the broad sea between herself and it Yet
before she had started it had been buried in the grave. She
never wished to behold such truth again. She wanted to look
upon some other truth of life—the truth of beauty, of calm, of
freedom. Lord Rens had always been a slave, the slave of love,
most of all when he was filled with hatred, and Domini, influ-

enced by his example, instinctively connected love with a chain.
Only the love a human being has for God seemed to her
sometimes the finest freedom ; the movement of the soul upward
into the infinite obedient to the call of the great Liberator. The
love of man for woman, of woman for man, she thought of as
imprisonment, bondage. Was not her mother a slave to the
man who had wrecked her life and carried her spirit beyond the
chance ofheaven ? Had not her father been a sUve to her mother ?

She shrank definitely from the contemplation of herself loving,
with all the strength she suspected in her heart, a human being.
In her religion only she had felt in rare moments something of
love. And now here, in this tremendous and conquering land,
she felt a divine stirring in her of love for Nature. For that after-

noon Nature, so often calm ...u meditative, or gently indifferent,

as one too complete to be aware of those who Uck completeness,
had impetuously summoneo her to worship, had ardently ap-
pealed to her for something more than a temperate watchfulness
or a sober admiration. There had been t most definite demand
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made upon her. Eren in her fatigue and in thii dreamy twilight

the was conscions of a latent excitement that was not lolled to
sleep. And at she sat there, while the darkness grew in the sky
and spread secretly along the sandy rills among the trees, she
wondered how much she held within her to gire in answer to
this cry to her of self-confident Nature. Was it only a little ?

She did not know. Perhaps she was too tired to know. But
howerer much it was it must seem meagre. What is even a
woman's heart given to the desert or a woman's soul to the sea?
What is the worship of anyone to the sunset among the hills, or
to the wind that lifts all the clouds from before the face of the
moon?
A chill stole over Domini. She felt like a very poor woman,

who can never know the joy of giving, because she does not
possess even a mite.

The church bell chimed again among the palms. Domini
heard voices quite clearly below her under the arcade. A French
cafi was insulled there, and two or three soldiers were taking their

apiriHf before dinner out in the air. They were talking of
France, as people in exile Ulk of their country, with the deliber-

ateness that would conceal regret and the child's instinctive

affection for the mother. Their voices made Domini think
again of the recruits, and then, because of them, of Notre Dame
de la Cide, the Mother of God, looking towards Africa. She
remembered the tragedy of her last confession. Would she be
able to confess here to the Father whom she had seen strolling in
the tunnel ? Would she learn to know here what she really was ?

How warm it was in the night, and how warmth, as it develops
the fecundity of the earth, develops also the possibilities in many
men and women. Despite her lassitude of body, which kept her
motionless as an idol in her chair, with her arm lying along the
parapet of the verandah, Domini felt as if a confused crowd of
things indefinable, but violent, was already stirring within her
nature, as if this new climate was calling armed men into being.
Could she not hear the murmur of their voices, the distant clash-
ing of their weapons ?

Without being aware of it she was dropping into sleep. The
sound of a footstep on the wooden floor of the verandah recalled
her. It was at some distance behind her. It croiied the verandah



I

4« THE GARDEN OF ALLAH

S ;?*''!^''
°°' ^'"" '•'• ^"''^ »»« ''^ »»«7in8 i» the hotel,

^rJ^"^' "''','r""^ ""*'" hearines. of the tread.

a«rH. ! u
°'!?

'
^•'^"^ «^*^ »»»« P*"Pet into thepalm

f^tee^sr
'• fi«u««of the Arabs werrflitting thr^gh

f«*UnJ TT'^^'^'"*"'-
I^^^'^i '^ oow wide awake. Thefcelmg of cahn serenity had left her. She was nervously troubledbythis presence near her, and swiftly recalled the few trifling

jnadent. of the day which had begun to delineate a cha:;crfof

diWr^br^v .
**"°^.*'^ unpleasant, all, at least, faintly

rt^J?^^
Yet, in sum, what was their meaning? The sketch

^d Z "'V^'
'"'•°«''''- ^°** *8»i° »»»* "'^ the longand lummous pathway of the tunnel, flickering with light and

iTth. »j; 'T'J*^*
'^*''' ^«"'^ °^ *»»« P"<^« f« down i^

s^rthin^Hfi 'I*
^^ '''° "" apparently desirous of doingjometh ng definite, hesitation had overtaken him. In his indeasion there was something horrible to her. something alarming.

f.J^^ A L"^ °°' '^^""^ ^^'""^ ^"' »nd her discom-

he ^^'"p K ^'V""^^ '? ^~' '"""^ ^'^'^^ °^ *»»« soldiers in

loudlf T^r^l**'
""^ '"''°^°« *^ **^*'»- They «>unded

w« finaT^
'^*^'" ''"'" ^^''^^S "P ^«"» ^'^^^ »e*ts. There

^.I^kUIT"* * ^'^"^P °^ f'«*' "<» ^"^^ voices died away!The church beU chimed again. As it did so Domini heard h^^
she heard a window shut sharply.

"Suzanne!" she called.

^Her maid appeared, yawning, with various parcel, in hei

" Yes, Mademoiselle."

" I sha'n't go down to the sa/le^manger to-night. Tell themto give me some dinner in my saltm."
" Yes, Mademoiselle."

"You did not see who was on the verandah just now?-
The maid looked surprised.

"I was in Mademoiselle's room."
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•* Yet. How near the church is."

"Mademoiselle wiU have no difficulty in getting to Mass.
She will not be obliged to go among all the Arabs."

Domini smiled.

" I hare come here to be among the Arabs, Suzanne."
The porter of the omnibus tells me they are dirty and very

dangerous. They carry knives, and their clothes are full of fleas."
" You will feel quite differently about them in the morning.

Don't forget about dinner."

"I will speak about it at once, Mademoiselle,"
Susanne disappeared, walking as one who suspects an ambush.
After dinner Domini went again to the rerandah. She found

Batouch there. He had now folded a snow-white turban round
his head, and looked like a young high priest of some ornate
rehgion. He suggested that Domini should come out with him
to visit the Rue det Ouled Nalils and see the strange dances of
the Sahara. But she declined.

" Not to-night, Batouch. I must go to bed. I haven't slept
for two nights."

" But I do not sleep, Madame. In the night I compose verses.
My brain is alive. My heart is on fire."

"Yes, but I am not a poet Besides, I may be here for a
long ume. I shall have many evenings to see the dances."

The poet looked displeased.

"The gentleman is going," he said. •• Hadj is at the door
waitmg for him now. But Hadj is afraid when he enters the
street of the dancers."

"Why?"
" There is a girl there who wishes to kill him. Her name is

Irena. She was sent away from Beni-Mora for six months, but
she has come back, and after aU this time she still wishes to kill
Hadj."

" What has he done to her ?
»

" He has not loved her. Yes, Hadj is afraid, but he will go
with the gentieman because he must earn money to buy a costiime
for they?* of Ramadan. I also wish to buy a new costume."

He looked at Domini with a dignified pUintiveness. His
pose agamst the pUlar of the verandah was superb. Over his
blue cloth jacket he had thrown a thin white burnous, which
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hung round him in classic fold* Domini could scarcely beUere
that so magmficent a creature was touting for a franc. The idea
certamly did occur to her, but she banished it For she was a
novice in Africa.

"I am too tired to go out to-night," she said decisirelT.
Good night, Madame. I shall be here to-morrow morning

at sejen o clock. The dawn in the garden of the gazeUes is like
the flames of Paradise, and you can see the Spahis galloDins
upon horses that are beautiful as—*

o
** 6

" I shall not get up early to-morrow."
Batouch assumed an expression that was tragically submissive

and turned to go. Just then Suzanne appeared at the French
window of her bedroom. She started as she perceived the poet,
who walked slowly past her to the staircase, throwing his burnous
back from his big shoulders, and stood looking after him. Her
eyes fixed themselves upon the section of bare leg that was visible
above his stockings white as the driven snow, and a faintly
sentimental expression mingled with their defiance and akrm

Domini got up from her chair and leaned over the parapetA streak of yeUow light from the doorway of the hotel lay upon
the white road below, and in a moment she saw two figures come
out from beneath the verandah and pause there. Hadj was one.
the stranger was the other. The stranger struck a match and
tried to light a cigar, but failed. He struck another match,
and then another, but sHll the cigar would not draw. Hadj
looked at him with mischievous astonishment.

" If Monsieur will permit me—" he began.
But the stranger took the cigar hastily from his mouth and

flung It away.

"I don't want to smoke," Domini heard him say in French.
Then he walked away with Hadj into the darkness.
As they disappeared Dommi heard a faint shrieking in the

distance. It was the music of the African hautboy.
The night was marvellously dry and warm. The thickly

gromng trees in the garden scarcely moved. It was very stiU
and very dark. Suzanne, standing at her window, looked like a
shadow m her black dress. Her attitude was romantic. Perhaps
the subtle influence of this Sahara village was beginning to steSu
even over her obdurate spirit
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The hautboy went on crying. Its notes, though faint, weie
•harp and piercing. Once more the church bell chimed among
the date palms, and the two musics, with their Tiolently differing

associations, dashing together smote upon Domini's heart with

s sense of trouble, almost of tragedy. The pulses in her temples

throbbed, and she clasped her hands tightly togethc. That
brief moment, in which she heard the duet of those two Toices,

was one of the most interesting, yet also one of the most painful

she had ever known. The church bell was silent now, but the

hautboy did not cease. It was barbarous and proTocative, shrill

with a persistent triumph.

Domini went to bed early, but she could not sleep. Just

before midnight she h.jrd someone walking up and down on the

verandah. The step was heavy and shuffling. It came and went,

came and went, without pause till she was in a fever of uneasiness.

Only when two chimed from the church did it cease at last.

She whispered a prayer to Notre Dame de la Garde, the Blessed

Virgin, looking towards Africa. For the first time she felt the

loneliness of her situation and that she was far away.

Towards morning Domini slept. It was nearly eight o'clock

when she awoke. The room was full of soft light which told of

the sun outside, and she got up at once, put on a pair of slippers

and opened the French window on to the verandah. Already

Beni-Mora was bathed in golden beams and full of gentle

activities. A flock of goats pattered by towards the edge of the

oasis. The Arab gardeners were lazily sweeping small leaves

from the narrow paths under the mimosa and pepper trees.

Soldiers in loose white suits, dark blue sashes and the fez, were
hastening from the Fort towards the market. A distant bugle

rang out and the snarl of camels was audible from the village,

Dommi stood on the verandah for a moment, drinking in the

desert air. It made her feel very pure and clean, as if she had
just bathed in clear water. She looked up at the limpid sky,

which seemed full of hope and of the power to grant blessings,

and she was glad that she had come to Beni-Mora. Her lonely
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•ewttion of the prcTioM night had gone. A. nU stood in th^

of the comingV „dofT.'' * """ *'" "^ ^^ fr««<»o»

i.i.j .1... .1
ooay.ina the had the nn comdounien thu h<i.hud that olher more n.y,t«i,™ veil her.oulTOt<XTl.««„meo«p^« to it, ™te ,h«. i, h«i been .inc. h!?Zhj^rZ

Undon n,.„.i„g, „ ^^'^% ^^ek"^

it u l!T/^^^^^^l
""* '^**P'°«' »I"»bereth not. When wea«t 18 not tired; when straitened it is not constrained wt!frightened it is not disturbed- but Hfc*. . «• i « ' ^*°

The sunhght on the page of the little book was like th* m'-M

»;»e.t',r ^•"-'^'^'^--o- 0,^^n^
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While the pnjed >lie pressed her face so hard against her
hands that patches of red came upon her cheeks. And after-
wards it seemed to her as if her first real, passionate prayer in
Beni-Mora had been almost like a command to God. Was not
such a fierce prajer perhaps \ bUsphemy?

She rose from that prayer to the first of her new days.
After breakfast she looked over the edge of the verandah and

saw Batouch and Hadj squatting together in the shadow of the
trees below. They were smoking cigarettes and talking eagerlv.
Their conversation, which was in Arabic, sounded violent The
accented words were like blows. Domini had not looked over
the parapet for more than a minute before the two guides saw
her and rose miling to their feet.

"I am waiting to show the village to Madame," said Batouch.
commg out softly into the road, while Hadj remained under the
trees, exposing his teeth in a sarcastic grin, which plainly enough
conveyed to Domini his pity for her sad mistake in not enjracinir
him as her attendant. *^ *

Domini nodded, went back into her room and put on a shady
hat. Suzanne handed her a large parasol lined with green, and
she descended the stairs rather slowly. She was not sure
whether she wanted a companion in her first walk about Beni-
Mora. There would be more savour of freedom in solitude.
Yet she had hardly the heart to dismiss Batouch, with all his
d^nity and determination. She resolved to take him for a Uttle
while and then to get rid of him on some pretext. Perhaps she
would make some purchases in the bazaars and send him to the
hotel with them.

•• Madame has slept well ? " asked the poet as she emerged
into the sun. *

" Pretty well," she answered, nodding again to Hadj, whose
gnn became more mischievous, and opening her parasol.
"Where are we going?"

*««"».

"Wherever Madame wishes. There is the market, the negro
Tillage, the mosque, the casino, the sUtue of the Cardinal, the
bazaars, the garden of the Count Ferdinand Anteoni."

"A garden," said Domini. " Is it a beautiful one ? "
Batouch was about to burst into a lyric ecstasy, but he

checked himself and said.—
^
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"Madame ihaU see for herself and tell me afterwards if b aUBurope there ii one luch garden.

"

Kj
"?^?• ""*".•'* *'^°* "'• 'w>n<i«'ft»l." the laid. imiling at

his patriotic conceit
"«»iug«i

"No doubt. Madame shaU teU me. Madame shaU tell me."
he repeated with imperturbable confidence.

said. " Wait for me here, Batouch."
She CTossed the road, passed the modest, one-storied house

of the priest, and came to the church, which looked out on to
the quiet gardens. Before going up the steps and in at the door
she paused for a moment. There was something touching to her
as a Catholic, in this symbol of her faith set thus far out m the
midst of IsUmism. The cross was surely rather loncly here.
She was consaous that smce she had come to this Und of another
creed, and of another creed held with fanaticism, her sentiment
for her own religion, which in England for many year, had been
but lukewarm, had suddenly gained in strength. She had an odd
ahnost manly, sensation that it was her duty in Africa to sUnd up
for her faith, not blatantly in words to imprcM others but per-
sevenngly m heart to satisfy herself. Sometimes she felt rVrr
protecure. She felt protectire to^iay as she looked at thishumWe building, which she likened to one of ^^e poor «unt. of
the Thel»id, who dwelt afar in desert places, ar ,i ,hose devotions
were broken by the night-cries of jackals » . . by the roar of
ravenous beasts. With this feeUng strong upon her she pushed
open the door and went in.

The interior was plain, even ugly. The walls were painted a
hideous drab. The stone floor was covered with small, hard,
straw-bottomed chairs and narrow wooden forms for the patient
knees of worshippers. In the front were two rows of private
chairs, with velvet cushions of various brilliant hues and velvet-
covered rai On the left was a high stone pulpit The altar
beyond Its mean black and gold railing, was dbgy and forlon,:On It there was a tmy gold cross with a gold sUiuctte of Christ
hangmg, surmounted by a canopy with four pillars, which looked
as If made of some unwholesome sweatmeat Long candles of
blue and gold and bouquets of dusty artificial flowers flanked it
Behind It. m a round niche, stood a painted figure of Christ
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"oMiDi « book. Tho 1.0 tdjuent lida ehiDdi h«l d«»^

S2.TJ2 «thTH^' "*u **V««
^"»«*' «»- chandelier. wiS

form of • .bell, and « confe..ional of .tone flanked LVWone of which bore the word,. "Grace, obtenue.!? Z oS^"Deaundes-and a card on which wa. printed, "Lhanie. enhonneur de Saint Antoine de Padoue »'

"wnie. en

Ih. meretncou. g«.,«, „d po«, of the pli,„ «i„u y«^

u.. „«,„ pj«f„, ,,., oI'g::.™ ri«t .r.ro°x '^snot fellm ihe great «d beautiful chutchM to wurrte ««.ccu.toaied.u EngUnd «,d on tb. Continent. iSoulh Z
breeze, African fingers, feeling, mm a sort of flutteiin«.„sDicior
.f not «.m,., round .be hear, o. this intruding S^rirrtShad wardered bither from some distant pUce, andTt^oT

fn^w'benttlu'S.''
""' "" '^' ""' "^ «- •*« *<' -'

She wandsred round slowly witb a erare face v.. j
*"••" •"! ""^ '" »' 'f «^ P'a"cr'S"t^^;.JSi4°,reJ

pageant of the .un which .he had seen last night a.ong Z
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mouauioa. And preseaUj the and this Uttle church in which
he itood tL)uc became pathetic in her thoughts, and even the
religion whii.h the one came to profeM in the other pathetic loa
For here, in A/ii a, she began to realise the wideneis of the world,
and that »r,/ ^« must surely seem to the Creator what these
plaster saio see ii >d just then to her.

"Oh, > ii- e, how UtUel" she whispered to herself.
"Let me .k c'^erl Oh. let me grow, and here, not onl?
hereafter i

'

The c» u c .1 V.
. c-fr.l-er She turned her head and saw the

priest who'j snc h»d ' .. ,u the tunnel entering. He came up
to her at ou ^ b* . • ,^er, and said,

•• I saw you frt r.nt f window, Madame, and thought I would
o«sr to show yc'j cui iiitle church here. We are Terr proud
oiit"

Domini liked his voice and his naive remark. His face, too,
though undistinguished, looked honest, kind and pathetic, but
with a pathos that was unaflfected and quite unconscious. The
lower part of it was hidden by a moustache and beard.

"Thank you," she answered. "I hare been looking round
already."

" You are a Catholic, Madame t"

"Yes."

The priest looked pleased. There was something childlike
in the mobility of his face.

" I am gUd," he said simply. " We are not a rich community
in Beni-Mora, but we have been fortunate in bygone years. Our
great Cardinal, the Father of Africa, loved this place and cherished
his children here."

"Cardinal Lavigerie?"
" Yes, Madame. His house is now a native hospital. His

sutue faces the beginning of the great desert road. But we
remember him and his spirit is still among us."

The priest's eyes lit up as he spoke. The almost tragic
expression of his face changed to one of enthusiasm.

" He loved Africa, I believe," Domini said.
•• His heart was here. And what he did ! I was to I avc be- n

one of his/fins amis, but my health prevented, and terwards
the association was dissolved."
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Th« nd espratsioa returoed to his face.

wSfF.*^
"And men are weak. But there are .tiU theWhitoFathm. whom h. founded. Gloriou. men. They cam

fanatical AraU respect the White Marabouts."
" You wish you were with them ? "

" Yee, l^dame. But my heiUth only permiu me to be ahumble paruhprie.th«e. Not aU who dXto enter tfS mo.tjevem hfe ou, do «>. If it were otherwi* I .hould long .Tn^ha^ been a monk. The Cardinal himself rt,owed me that m^duty lay m other paths." " "^
He pointed out to Domini one or two thing, in the churchwh ch he admired and thought worthy ; the ca^g of the iu^ran .nto grapes ea« of com. crosses, anchors; the wh^embroidered muslin that draped the ubemacle; the statue ^1bishop in a red and gold mitre holding a staff and Bibl^ TnJanother statue representing a «unt with a Unguid and ^n^uL^Uvecxpre,«on stretching out a Bible, on the leave, ofThTcH

tiny, smiling child was walking.
As they were about to leave the church he made Dominipau« m front of a painting of Sain Bruno dresJl^ a wWtemonkish robe, beneath which was written in gih letter -

" S»lnt Bnuto ordonne k tt» dkdpdet
De renoncer auz biens terrettica
Poar acqn^rir let biens cde«te&"

The disciples stood around the saint m grotesiue attitudes
<rf pious attention.

"*«»4uc aiuiuaes

•* That, I think, is very beautifu ," >ie said •« Wh« ,.«..m

Hi. dark eyes famed. Jb« then . faint, soDrano bark came

Kan^^ntT^k-"""' ' "— "^ "« «^-
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A imall white and yellow dog, very clean and well broshed,

wa« sitting on the step in an attentive attitude. Directly the
priest appeared it began to wag its short tail riolenUy and to run
round his feet, cunring its body into semi-circles. He bent down
and patted it.

" My little companion, Madame," he said. " He was not with
me yesterday, as he was being washed."

Then he took off his hat and walked towards his hous^
accompanied by Bous-Bous, who had suddenly assumed an air of
conscious majesty, as of one bom to preside oyer the fate of an
important personage.

Domini stood for a moment under the palm trees looking
after them. There was a steady shining in her eyes.

•• Madame is a Catholic too? " asked Batouch, staring steadUv
at her.

'

Domini nodded. She did not want to discuss religion with
an Arab minor poet just then.

"Take me to the market," she said, mindful of her secret
resolve to get rid of her companion as soon as possible.

They set out across the gardens.
It was a celestial day. All the clear, untempered light of the

world seemed to have made its home in Beni-Mora. Yet the
heat was not excessive, for the glorious strength of the sun was
robbed of its terror, its possible brutaUty, by the bright and
feathery dryness and coobess of the airs. She stepped out
bnskly. Her body seemed suddenly to become years younger,
All) of elasticity and radiant strength.

" Madame is very strong. Madame walks like a Bedouin."
Batouch's voice sounded seriously astonished, and Domini

burst out Uughing.
" In England there are many strong women. But I shall grow

stronger here. I shall become a real Arab. This air gives me life."

^

They were just reaching the road when there was a clatter of
uoofs, and a Spahi, mounted on a slim white horse, galloped past
at a tremendous pace, holding his reins high above the red peak
of his saddle and staring up at the sun. Domini looked after
him with critical admiration.

"You've got some good horses here," she said when tbe
Spahi had disappeared.
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" Madame knows how to ride ? •

She laughed again.
•• I'tc ridden erer since I was a child.*»
"You can buj a fine horse here for sixteen pounds.-

SrAra^
*"**• "^* **** ^~"**"" " *"•" " " ^* *^«"» «*

"Find me a good horse, a hone with spirit, and 111 buy him.*

e^JJThin*^
"*'~»»toKof«outinthede«:rt,farawayfrom

" You must not go alone."

"Why not?"
•* There are bandits in the desert"

o alo'^'^*
"^ revolver," Domini said carelessly. •• But I will

They were in sight of the market now, and the hum of
voices came to them, with nasal cries, the whine of praybu
beggars, and the fierce biaying of donkeys. At the end of thesmaU street in which they were Domini saw a wide open space, in
the centre of which stood a quantity of pillars supporting a
peaked roof. Round the sides of the square were arcadeTswsL-
ing with Arabs, and under the central roof a mob of figures came
and went, as flies go and come on a piece of meat flung out into
a sunny place.

"What a quantity of people! Do they all Uve in Beni-
Mors f " she asked

" No, they come from all parts of the desert to seU and to
buy. But most of those who sell are Mozabites."

Little children in bright-coloured rags came dancing round
Domini, holding out their copper - coloured hands, and crymg

whor^v^?!'^'^'' 'MsecMyamel" A deformed man!who looked like a distorted beeUe, crept round her feet, gazinnup at her with eyes that squinted horribly, and roaring in an
imperative voice some Arab formula in which the words " Allah-

of'^^
continuaUy recurred. A tall negro, with a long tuftof hair hanging from his shaven head, followed hard upon her

Sr"'"f .**^ *^^*"« *^"' ^° ^"""^ ^° y«»o^ fl»»^ werecwght, and trying to engage her attention, though with whatobje« she could not imagine. From aU directions taU men withnaked arms and legs, and fluttering white garments, came slowly
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toward, her. staring intentiy at her with loitront eyes, whose
expression seemed to denote rather a calm and dignified appraise-m«it than any ^Igar curiosity. Boys, with the whitest teeth shehad erer beheld, and flowers above their weU-shaped, delicate^ 'Sf^ T' **" "^'^ *"«*«*°« impndence. Her nostril,
were filled with a strange crowd of odours, which came from
humanity dressed m woollen garments, from fruits exposed for

2 1*? ^.fl^^"'*"^'^"
'*^°** *^^*«* *»«"q««t« of '0«* ringed

with tight border, of green leares, from burning incense twigs.
from raw meat, from amber ornaments and strong perfumes in
gla.. phials figured with gold-attar of rose, orange bl«^m°
geranium and white ? ac In the .hining heat of the Jun,soS
.cent, and movement, mingled, and were almo.t painfully vi^
and full of meaning and animation. Never had a Londcm mobon .ome g«»t >?* day wemed k> .ignificant and perK>nal toDommi a. this httle mob of desert people, come together for the
bartering of beasts, the buying of burnouses, weapons, skins and
jewel, gram for their camel., charm, for their women, .-ipe gli.ten-mg dat^ for the httle children at home in the brown eaiS house..

Batouch^ whf forced a path with great play of hi. huge .houldenMd mighty arm., she was surprised to find how much at home
.he felt m the midst of these fierce and uncivilised-looking
people. She had no sense of shrinking from their conUct. nofeehng of personal disgust at their touch. When her eyes chanced
to meet any of the bold, inquiring eyes around Z she wt.mclmed to smile as if in recognition of these children of the sunwho did not seem to her Uke s rangers, despite the unknowi^
language that struggled fiercely in their throaU. Neverthe^
.he did not wi.h to stay very long among them now. She ml
Bern-Mora, and to do that .he knew that she must de^h herselffrom close human contact. She desired the mind's bird's-eye

r.t!"^
'^!''' *

''*V^^-^*»''"
»°d • «"le solitude. So, when the

!S J!''T k"''''^"*'
"^'*** '° ^" '»'« ^^ °ot heed them,

^tte^^stliirJ^'
^""^ '' *'• ^-^^'-»^"« ^»'-^ '^ «Pon

" I sha'n't suy here," she said to him. " But I'll buy some
perfume.. Where can I get them ?

"
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A thin youth, brooding above a wooden tray cIom by, held up
in hu deUcate fingers a long bottie, sealed and furnished with a
tiny label, but Batouch shook his head.

" For perfumes you must go to Ahmeda, under the arcade."
They crossed a sunlit space and stood before a dark room,

sunk slightly below the level of the pathway in a deserted comer.
Shadows congregated here, and in the gloom Domini saw a bent
white figure hunched against the bUckened wall, and heard an
old voice murmuring like a drowsy bee. The perfume-seller was
immersed in the Koran, his back to the buying world. Batouch
was about to call upon him, when Domini checked the exclama-
tion with a quick gesture. For the first time the mystery that
coils like a great black serpent in the shining heart of the East
surtled and fascinated her, a mystery in which indifference and
devotion mingle. The white figure swayed slowly to and fro,
carrying the dull, humming voice with it, and now she seemed
to hear a far-away fanaUcism, the bourdon of a fataUsm which she
longed to understand.

" Ahmeda 1

"

Batouch shouted. His voice came like a stone from a
catapult. The merchant turned calmly and without haste,
showing an aquiline face covered with wrinkles, tufted with
white hairs, Ut by eyes that shone with the cruel expressive-
ness of a falcon's. After a short coUoquy in Arabic he raised
himself from his haunches, and came to the front of the room,
where there was a small wooden counter. He was smiling now
with a grace that was almost feminine.

"What perfume does Madame desire?" he said in
French.

Domini gazed at him as at a deep mystery, bu.^ with the
swching directness characteristic of her, a fearlessness so
absolute that it embarrassed many people.

"Please give me something that is of the East—not violets
not lilac."

"Amber," said Batouch.
The merchant, still smiling, reached up to a shelf, showing

an ann like a brown twig, and took down a glass bottle covered
with .^ and green lines. He removed the stopper, made Domini
take off her glove, touched her bare hand with the stopper, then
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^Se^onT^rT ^^^ ™*'*^ '^ ^'^P «^ P«rf««»« which htdsettled on her skin tiU it w»8 slightly red
-*«* ««h

"Now, smeU it," he commanded.

"Please give me some of that," she said,

a »hIZf""'if°* r*"^ ***• ""'^ »»^ • P»»W, where it h, like

pri^JoiSj £r^
''"'^'^ '' ^" ' -^^^^^ •"<» demanded a

simini^:;^ Jr " ^"" '^^^'^ -»^—
.
^-

"Pay him," she said, giving Batouch her purse.

of t^dromy bee hummed m the dudows. The wonhioMt^dthe Prophet itood before the feet of Altah
""""""W""*

-obid"!^^^-^' "• •«^ <-; « wom.„ U brwhite.

I wi g:T;^°"^r-- -^ "^ <««"« -the hot., .„d

"Alone? Madame will new find it"
"I can ask the way."

wiu'w^t'TheV \r»
«~« Madame to the gate. There Iwin wait for her. Monsieur the Count does not permit th«Arabs to enter with strangers."

^
"Very well," Domini said.

The seller of perfumes had led her towards a dr«.« ck

s.e,«'.w^"r?""r"* "^ "-^"«X ^iney walked towards it in the sun, through narrow wavs whe~

as tabulously nch, febulously generous to the Arabs.
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«..h FWH^"
^"^ to the F^ch. M.d«ne. but when he i. herecjch Fndty, upon our Sabbath, he come, to the gate with a bag

trZl Sl'ere^*
"^ ^' ^'^ ^^ ^^^^ - e.^

** And what is he ? French ? *

««Il?.*i?'**r' ^"« • " *^''*^ '"^*"'°«' •nd he has madegarden, ererywhere. He has three in Africa alone, and inonehe kee^ many hons. When he traTels he take. sS AraU ^Alum. He lores only the Arabs."
Domim^ began to feel interested in this wandering maker of

gardjffls. who was a pilgnm orer the world like Monte Cristo." Is he young ? " she asked.
"No."

"Married?"

.J'?^'
?**'

u^^ " '^"^^^ *'**"'• Sometimes he comes here

Mo«, But he IS here now. Twenty Arabs are alway. workingm the garden, and at night ten Arabs with guns are always awake?

inen there is danger at night?"

desert without arms are as birds in the air without wings."

,*Jl? A ^"f °? ^° *"°°8 '^* **«»«» ^o'' into a broad,

H^^ K '^1^*^ **" '*^* '*^^* »»y ^°d *»t ^^ nnder cuW
whose trunks could be seen the stony reaches of^e desert a^ ispurs of grcy-blue and faint rose^oloured mountains. On the

SfvonTLi^ J^"*?>'*^
^"™^"* "^ «*<>°« benches, andbeyond stood a huge white palace built in the Moorish stylTwith

peacock-blue bles. In the distance, among more pahn^ippeared
a number of low, flat huts of brown earth. The^SS. «^«
c^ry'"!^ •^V'^tched st«ightforward through ;normous

wXhl^r r^*'"
^"**^*^ '°P» *''»y*^ gently in the light

fl^ n5^L.
"'!'''" **^* *^*'*'*- Upon aU things rained aflood of blue and gold. A blinding radiance made aU Z^

"How glorious light is!" Domini excUimed, as she looked



5S THE GARDEN OF ALLAH
down the roMl to the point where its whitenen wai loM in themoTing ocean of the trees.

the Hgir*
"*^^^ "^^""^ enthnsi™. hering always lited in

"As we return from the garden we will risit the tower," he
•wd. pointing to the Moorish palace. " It is a hotel, and is not

l^ ST"*!, 1* ^"""'^f
*^^^- ^"»" '*»« '^'^ Madame will

see the whole of Bern-Mora. Here is the negro Tillage"
They trarersed its dusty alleys SI0WI7. On the side where the

low brown dweUings threw shadows some of the inhabitants were

l^^^ *^ «^ttering, wrapped in garments of gaudy cotton.
Little girls m the fiercest orange colour, with Uttooed foreheads
and leathern amulets, darted to and fro, chasing each other and
shrieking with laughter. Naked babies, whose sharen heads
made a warm resting-pUce for flies, stared at Domini with a
lustrous racancy of expression. At the comers of the alienunT«l^ women squatted, grinding com in primitire hand-mills,
or winding wool on wooden sticks. Their heads were covered
with plaits of imitation hair made of wool, in which barbaric
sUver ornaments were fastened, and their bUck necks and arms
jmgled with chains and bangles set with squares of red coral and
targe dull blue and green stones. Some of them caUed boldly to
Batouch, and he answered them with careless impudence. The
p^m-wood door of one of the houses stood wide open, andDommi looked in. She saw a dark space with floor and waUs of
earth, a ceiling of palm and brushwood, a low divan of earth
without mat or covering of any kind.

" They have no furniture ? " she asked Batouch.
"No. What do they want with it? They live out here in

the sun and go m to sleep."

Life simplified to this extent made her smUe. Yet she looked
at the squatting figures in the gaudy cotton rags with a stirring of
envy. The memory of her long and compUcated London years,
filled with a multitude of so^aUed pleasures which had never
stifled the dull pain set up in her heart by the rude shock of her
mother's sm and its result, made this naked, sunny, barbarous
existence seem desirable. She stood for a moment to watch twowomen sorting grain for kous-kous. Their guttural laughter, their
noisy Ulk, the quick and energetic movements of their busy black
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htndj, reininded her of chUdren'. gaiety. And Nature rce before

^J^ ««"»"ne, confronting artifice and the heary languor.

JoiTetTnS^?""""
Howhadri^e been able toYnStli:

^™r ilS^St^out-yir^
""'^^ '''' '^ '''^ *•

I

replle^'h eni^ "^ "^ '""'^" '"» ^"^ »-« «-." •»«

" You will suy here many weeks ? "

" Montht, pethap.. And perhaps I shall trarel on into the
I

desert Yes, I must do that"

«d"«« r ^''"'"'!'* '**• ''***? '"^ "**» *^« ^«««' "d went onand on for many days, we should come at last to Tombouctou,"
«id Batoud. "But rery likely we should be kilTedT^y the

u^..^^ "• ^*«* "d they hate stningers."

"^Mfi;:!^?'?
'''^^

'' ^^'^ "^""^ "'^ '*"• ^'^'"'y-

••Of being killed?"

He looked calmly surprised.

door ^r;^^"***
' ^ »f~d to *«

? AU must pass through thatdoor. It does not matter whether it is to^y or to-morrow."
You have no fear of death, then ? "

" Of course not Hare you, Madame ? "

He gazed at Domini with genuine astonishment
"I don't know," she answered.
And she wondered and could not teU.
"There is the Villa AnteonL"

from^t!;!;"'** "^'t^'u*"**
"** P^'°**^- They had turned aside

^1 n.
"^^ '"^ Tombouctou, left the village behind them, and

^mLT, ' "!1T ^T"^
''^''^ "^ P*'*"*^ to the desert The

^Ic!^ T""^? '^^^ "^^'^ *^* 8«^° ~" "^^^^ the narrowcuthnp, in the «arth gleamed with shallow water. But on theJ^o^er «de w.. limities, sterility; the wide, stony expanse oHhepeat nver bed. the Oued-Beni-Mora. then a low eS. cli^, iLd

S^oi^of^"*""* ^'P
^'' "'"''^^^ •'^^y >°to the shiningr^ons of the sun. At some distance, raised on a daaling white

iB.^ r
.^**"'*' ""^^ ' ^* ~of and a few tiny loopholeim-fd of wmdows. One side looked full upon the waferSeS
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ZlJ^i **"?
"^^^l.

•' ^^^ "*«^" to It, ran few* towiudi a
thicket of palmi and ended in an aicade of six open Mooruh
arch«, through which the fierce blue of the doudleniky stand.»^M..Imo«t theatrical effect. Beyond, mawe. of trL»w«ennblj looking almott bUck againrt the interne, blinding pallorof wall. TiUa and arcade, the intense blue abofT

windo^^**
* '^'^^ ***'"**'''' ^°"^ ^^ *"^^^ « no

"They are all on the other side, looking into the garden.-

arc^ firil^**^.^"*" * ^°^ The white Moorishwcade fraimng bare, quirenng blue, blue from the inmost heartofheai^ intense as a great Tehement cry. was beautiful as the««de of a Gem's home in Fairytand. Mystery hung about this

hidden things of golden meaning. She felt almost like a chUd

she h«rtened her steps tiU she reached a tall white gate ^Tm anarch of wood, and surmounted with a white coat of arms and two

f« ^11 •

'^'^ **" '^ "^^^ » "^^ ^^^^ *nd then began
to roll a agarette. ^

" I will wait here for Madame."

th.^r*' 7^t^' ^ ^^ **^ ""^ "" P"»«<i back softly inthe^te, and she stepped bto the garden and confronted a

respectfully and gently closed the door.
"May I walk about the garden a litUe ? " she asked.
She did not look round her yet, for the Arab's face interested

and even charmed her. It was aristocratic enchantingly in-
dolent. hke the face of a happ. lotus^ter. The great. liu4ous
eyes were tender as a gazelle's and thoughtless as the eyes of a
sleepy child. His perfecUy^haped feet were bare c- the shining
sand. In one hand he held a large red rose and i. .he other a
half-smoked cigarette.

Domini could not help smiling at him as she put her question,
and he smiled contentedly back at her as he answered, in a low.
level voice.

—

'

"You can go where you wUL Shall I show you the paths ? "

He kfted his hand and calmly smelt his red rose, keeping his
great eyes fixed upon her. Dommi's wish to be alone had lefi
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"T'm^I.' '^ ""**^^ geni of the gvden, and hii complywould add to it! mjiterj and fragrance.
w'lopa.y

II

You need not tUjr by the door ? " the asked.
No one wiU come. There ii no one in Beni-Mora. AndHassan will stoy."

»«-j««™. una

»« S* '^"?** '^'** his rose to a little tent that was pitched dose
to the gate ben««h a pepper tree. In it DominiL a bro^
boy curled up hke a dog «,d fast asleep. She began to feel Jishe had eaten hadjish. The world seemed mad?for dre^i^g

"Thank you, then."
•

BMt^ct "Z ^"
^l/"u

*^* **• *~*^*^ ~"°^ »« •«• whether
Batouch had miphed the truth. Must the European gardens
give way to this Eastern garden, take a lower place with lOl their
rOSP!! r

She stood on a great expanse of newly-raked smooth sand.

tnmmed evergreens, which projected at the top. forming a roof
and autmg a pleasant shade upon the sand. At intervals whitebcnch^ were pUced under this hedge. To the right was the
viUa, She Mw now that it was quite small There were two
lin«i of windows^n the ground floor and the upper storey.

verandah with a white railing, which was gained by a white stair-ewe outside the house buUt beneath the arches of the arcade.The villa was most delicately simple, but in this riot of blue and
gold Its ivory deanhness, set there upon the shining sand which
was warm to the foot, made it look magical to Domini. She
thought she had never known before what spotless purity was like.

Kde
*'* * bedrooms." murmured the Arab at her

••There are only bedrooms ?
" she asked in surprise.

»k ^— °^^^ '^'°*' **** drawing-room of Monsieur the Count.
the dming-room, the smoking-room, the Moorish bath, the room
of the httle dog, the kitdien and the rooms for the servants are
«n different parts of the garden. There is the dining-room."

He pointed with his rose to a large white building, whoseda^hng waUs showed here and there through the masse, of trees
to the left, where a little raised sand-path with flattened, slopmg
sides wound away into a maze of shadows diapered with gold.
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wrely • home of dreanu. . hami where the sun came to Ue downbeneath the treei and ileep.
•• What ii your name ?" she added.

M,fiSf M 'H^'^J^ ^^ "I was bom in this garden.My father, Mohammed, wu with Monsieur the Count

"

He led the way over the sand, moving silently on his long.

tewed, holding her breath. Only K>metimes she let her strong

wT^'^i^' "*?*'•" '*•''*"• She let it go now as she^dSimUin turned mto the golden diapered .hadoij of the UttleMSh*ndaune into the swaying mystery of the trees. The iZnJ^orjacrecy for remoteness, for the beauty of far away had Zetfmthaunted her, especially in the troubled moments of herUfeS«h«m. oppressed^ had overleaped the horiion line in answer to a«^hng from hidden things beyond. Her emotions had wlnLtijeekmg the great distances in which the dim purple twihVh
holds surely comfort for those who suffer. But she iLd neJethought to find any garden of peace that realised hefdr^r
NeverthelMs, she was already conscious that Smain with W,ro^ was showing her the way to her ideal, that her feet wer«

runSTer."
^^'"'' '''' '" ^^"^ ^ -- <^o^

Behind the evergreen hedge she heard the Uquid bubbling of

li.htt\V;!:^*''^^^^^^
"'^ ''''' *"^ ^*" *»»* Sntempe^Si^!

light behind them this murmur grew louder. It seem«S^„ if thegreen gloom m which they walked acted as a soundingWd toAe delicious voice The litUe path wound on and on between

t7r^7T 1,
^**?'' "^^^ '"PP^J '^^^^7 «way underthe broad and yellow-tipped leaves of dwarf palms, making amusic so famt that it was more Uke a remembeWd sound in fhemmd than one which slid upon the ear. On either hand towered

oS worid""
^^^' '"^ '^'' **""' "" '^' ^''''' ^~» *"^

There were many unknown to Domini, but she recognised

popUrs, false pepper trees, the huge olive trees caU^ Jamelons^
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white boreU. indianibbar and eooouttt trees. buMum, bem-boM. jpuccM, man, mimoM. and quantities of taU eucalyptusdws. Thickets of scarlet geranium flamed b the twilight. The
hibiscus lifted languidly its fnul and rosy cup, and tiie red gold

polished by an attentire fairy.
«^ «u oeen

As she went with Smafn farther into the recesses of die gar-d^ the Toice of the waterfaU died away. No birds were singSg.Domim Uiought that perhaps Uiey dared not sing lest they »%£wake the sun from it. golden rereries, but afkeiwards, when sheknew the garden better, she often heard them twittering with a.ubd««l. yet happy languor.as if Joining in a noctum upon dieedge of deep. Under die tree, the sand was yellow, of TshiSe

bare feet hke Smaln. Here and there it roM in .ymmetricallade pj^^mids, which hinted at absent gardener., perhap, enjo^

Nerer bei-ore had she fully understood the enchantment of
green, quite realised how happy a choice was made on that dayof Creation when it was showered prodigally over the world. But

X'f!?i '^J^^l.'**!""^
over die yellow «uid between the

nils, foUowmg die floating green robe of Smaln, she rested her
eyes, and her soul, on countless mingling shades of the delicious
colour; rough, furry green of geranium leares. silrer green of

, "Tr"T^ ^'^ '^ **"**"* P*^°" f~» ''^^^ th« «un held
aloof faded green of the eucalyptus, rich, emerald green of
fan-shaped, sunUt palms, hot. sultry green of bambc^s, duSdrowsy green of mulberry trees and brooding chestnuts. It waia choir of colours m one colour, Uke a choir of boys all with
treble roices singing to the sun.

^
Gold flickered everywhere, weaving patterns of enchantment

quivenng. viUl patterns of burning beauty. Down the narrowbmnching paths that led to imier mysteries the light ran inTnd
out, peeping between the divided leaves of plants, gKding over^e dippery edge, of the palm branches, trembling airily wherethe papyrus bent its antique head, dancing among the big blade!

t^^l^ k''
?P"*"*^ '» ^f*» ""'^ •"' there.^rest[ng

somnolent bees. AU the greens and all die golds of Oeatioi
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•we tuielf met togeUier in this pfofoood MtrMt to ««- .w-
perfect lurmooy of ewtli with .ua

^ prof. the

And now, growing eccuitomed to the perradin. riw^DonUn, begnn to heiu the tiny Muodi that brokTrrL?^from the tfeee and pUnti. Th.«ir.-!1 i

™yca«e
the «,ft deeign. of Ci^l^S^^rL 2^ ^["^""^
bearing it to the «nd. .triSigTh^^L^^ ^^J*^

"^
it to drop at I>omiS'.^m^ /T."* ^"^ "^ «•"*»•

TTww » the room of the liiUe dog," Mid SnuflB.They had come oot into a nneU open inu^ o-._i.ii.mimen« cocouut tree p«rided iX^iTS:!^ "5
two .,u«. ofi™. which wenlj^"^ SSSlST. H"^™h r^ow f^i^ ^ beneath^Jt^u.flS^t2Domim nw a tiny white toom with two ilau Ii^aZ^TZ .
theg^^d. Shew^.t.p.oita.SX*^™^'^-

SSlt^oJ^ .STIT:* •"• Ptxpte china dog with S»u auied onr hit back sternly itaring into Tacann Hi. !»

•• How long has he been there ? »

Domini turned from the window and looked at Sm^m ^k

Tjll?fnii'*°L^
''"1'**°'' ^*^*'»« »^« smoking-room.**

TJo^« « another of the innumemble alley, of the garden.

thoie the, had already traversed Tall .hnibe bent forward^
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"01^ Sauta, hw mo oiait ton lUt fudan I
•
iImmU

Smafa looked drowstijr pleaded

n..I7A!r **T* *° '''' *"*"'•
'^ '^ - 8»«i-">- he said.u the*

T^ loniuM of lune were left behind. Green d»k»».

lonl^idw '*^. 2"^ ""^ •*•' «<»•'"« «« Countlorei, »Kl Sinaln. " He comei here erery dar-'^ Wh« » U»,?" ..id Domini. .«Wenl, ...iping on .he p.1.

«di,:st*si:s.^r„a"btd:''
*'"' '^"- *- -^^ -^

wh."l,'.'l'^''i.'^r°*''*"°
"«*"'•• He i. in lore. Thati.

could not mow. mnA K-.M u u P ^ * wonderland. She

.ho~ qS^^tit^Z. ^^^"V':? f«. ofSn^.
muiiir tK.; ^ J ««» before had she heard anv

S^ltnrpratTbr"^ "**
"-!fr^

•*> »«^ to her a. 52

"^" waa, diatorted with omamenta and tricked out with
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abrupt runi, exquisitely unnecessary grace notes, and sudden
twitterings prolonged till a strange and frivolous Eternity tripped
in to banish Time, it grasped Domini's fancy and Uid a speU
upon her imagination. For it sounded as naively sincere as the
•ong ofa bird, and as if the heart from which it flowed were like
the heart of a child, a place of revelation not of concealment
The sun made men careless here. They opened their windows
to it, and one could see into the warm and glowing rooms.
Domini looked at the gentle Arab youth beside her, already twice
married and twice divorced. She listened to Larbi's unending
song of love. And she said to herself, *• These people, undviUsed
or not, at least live, and I have been dead aU my Ufe, dead in
life." That was horribly possible. She knew it as she felt the
enormously powerful speU of Africa descending upon her, en-
veloping her quietly but irresUtibly. The dream of this garden
was quick with a vague and yet fierce stirring of realities. There
was a murmuring of many small and distant voices, like the
voices of innumerable tiny things following restless activities in a
deep forest. As she stood there the hut grain of European dust
was lifted from Domini's souL How deeply it had been buried,
and for how many years.

"The greatest act of man is the act of renunciation." She
had just heard those words. The eyes of the priest had flamed as
he spoke them, and she had caught the spark of his enthusiasm.
But now another fire seemed lit within her, and she found
herself marvelling at such austerity. Was it not a fanatical
defiance flung into the face of the sun ? She shrank from her
owu thought, like one startled, and walked on softly in the
green darkness.

Larbi's flute became more distinct. Again and again it re-

peated the same queer little melody, changing the ornamentation
at the fantasy of the player. She looked for him among the trees
but saw no one. He must be in some very secret place. Smain
touched her.

•• Look
!
" he said, and his voice was very low.

He parted the touches ofsome palms with his delicate hands,
and Domini, peering between them, saw m a place of deep
shadows an isolated square room, whose white walls were almost
entirely concealed by masses of purple bougainvillea. It had a
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door. Immcnw &r tr^ JS I^
""©w doorway without a

namnr nbuid of flnelj raked land.
~"' " "• an«<i by a

" No, he It among the trees beyond."
"But someone is there."
She pointed to the arched window-space nearest t« th.* *

g.nUy.„dd.Uh«lT;^7^„,hJf'
•"»""" " •" '•"»"•"

" It II not Larbi. He would not go in there. Itmi»tbe-»

^,jn^ *• '^^ »'<"'«««» »• had com. to t"I d^r«y^»f the httte room and !ook«i out into thegarden ^ith ta";"

VI

DouiHi diev back and ilanced » «m.r. ev
tom«l ,0 feeling int™f«^ iT^' *'" ""' "" "»»-
he. nneaay.

"™"™. "« the sadden aensation rendered

J- It i, Monaieur the Coant," SmaTn „id cdml, and qui,.

pe^iMyrs^ ,^rrXh'n«:ren":^°°sr
"""^''•

once baniahed her momen^^mfo^^^n,"".'"""?"'
masonri b.t»e<n w.^i.Tl •

°'«»'»'<>'«- Thwe ii a fit..onr, Between impie bom m the nm. .ocial world. By the
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if

1

way in which Count Anteoni took off his hat and ipoke she knew
at once that all was right

"Thank you, Monsieur," she answered. ••! was told at
the gate you gave permission to traTeilen to visit your
garden."

« Certainly."

He spoke a few words in fluent Arabic to Smain, who turned
away and disappeared among the trees.

" I hope you will allow me to accompany you through the rest
of the garden," he said, turning again to Domini " It will give
me great pleasure."

" It is very kind of you."

The way in which the change of companion had been effected
made it seem a pleasant, inevitable courtesy, which neither im-
plied nor demanded anything.

"This is my little retreat," Count Anteoni continued, stand-
ing aside from the doorway that Domini might enter.

She drew a long breath when she was within.

The floor was of fine sand, beaten flat and hard, and strewn
with Eastern rugs of faint and delicate hues, dim greens and
faded rose colours, grey-blues and misty topaz yellows. Round
the white walls ran broad divans, also white, covered with prayer
rugs from Bagdad, and large cushions, elaborately worked in dull
gold and silver thread, with patterns of ibises and flamingoes in
flight. In the four angles of the room stood four tiny smoking-
tables of rough palm wood, holding hammered ash-trays of bronxe,
green bronze torches for the lighting of cigarettes, and vases of
Chinese dragon china filled with velvety red roses, gardenias
and sprigs of orange blossom. Leather footstools, covered with
Tunisian thread work, lay beside them. From the arches of the
window spaces hung old Moorish lamps of copper, fitted with
small panes of duU jewelled glass, such as may be seen in vener-
able church windows. In a round copper brazier, set on one of
the window-seats, incense twigs were drowsUy burning and giving
out thin, dwarf columns of scented smoke. Through the arch-
ways and the narrow doorway the dense walls of leafage were
visible standing on guard about this airy hermitage, and the hot
purple blossoms of the bougainvillea shed a cloud ot colour
through the bosky dimness.
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And itill the flute of Larbi

^
. , ^» showered soft, clear, whimsical

music from some hidden pUce close by.
Domini looked at her host, who was standing by the door-

way, leamng one arm against the irory-white wall.
"This is my second day in Africa," she said simply. " Youmay imagine what I think of your garden, what I feel in it. I

needn't tell you. Indeed, I am sure the tiaveUers you so kindly
let in most often have worried you with their raptures."

L- A^'^'uf
answered, with a still gravity which yet suggested

kindness, "for I leave nearly always before the travellers come.
That sounds a httle rude ? But you would not be in Beni-Mora
at this season, Madame, if it could include you."

"I have come here for peace," Domini replied simply.
She said It because she felt as if it was already understood bv

her comimnKm. '

Count Anteoni took down his arm from the white waU and
pulled a branch of the purple flowers slowly towards him through
the doorway. *

T> "J?"*-^
Peace-what is generally called so, at least-m

Beni-Mora, he answered rather slowly and meditatively. " That
IS to say, there is similarity of day with day, night with night.
The sun shines untiringly over the desert, and the desert always
hints at peace." '

He let the flowers go, and they sprang softly back, and
hung quivermg m the space beyond his thin figure. Then
ne added,

—

" Perhaps one should not say more than that"
"No?"
Domini sat down for a moment. She looked up at him with

her du-ect eyes and at the shaking flowers. The sound of Larbi's
flute was always in her ears.

••But may not one think, feel a little more?" she asked.

I ^^^^yj'f^^
If one can, if one must? But how? Africa" fierce »nd fiill of meaning as a furnace, you know."

Yes, I know—already," she replied.

Mo!^"«~^r^'''**T''**
'^* ^*^ »^^y ^^^' »»«« in Beni-

2h? ""?f*'*^"»'!: "** y«t powerfully. He said it. and last

C^^ """ *^"'^^ ^^ *^^ »*• I*«<^e a»d a flame.Coold they tjnst together. Wended, married ?
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"Africa seemt to me to agree through contradiction," the

added, smihng a little, and touching the inowy waU with her
right hand. " But then this it 017 second daj."

" Mine was when I was a boj of siateen."
" This garden wasn't here then ? "

"No. I had it made I came here with my mother. She
spoilt me. She let me hare my whim."

" This garden is your boy's whim ? **

" It was. Now it is a man's *

He seemed to hesitate.

"Paradise," suggested DominL
" I think I was going to say hiding-place."
There was no bitterness in hu odd, ugly Toice, yet surely the

words imphed bitterness. The wounded, the fearful, the disap-
pomtwl, the condemned hide. Perhaps he remembered this, for
he added rather quickly,

.w *i^
*^.* .***" '** ^ ^^"*»' Madame, for I come here to

thmk. This is my special thinking place."
" How strange !

" Domini exclaimed impulsively, and leanins
forward on the diran.

"

"Is it?"

«
I only mean that already Beni-Moia has seemed to me the

ideal place for that."

" For thought ?
"

" For finding out interior truth."

Count Anteoni looked at her rather swiftly and searchingly
His eyes were not large, but they were bright, and held none of
the languor so often seen in the eyes of his countrymen. His
face was ezpressiTe through its mobility rather than through its
contours. The features were small and refined, not noble, but
unmistakably aristocratic. The nose was sensitive, with wide
nostrils. A long and straight mousUche, turning sUghtly grey
did not hide the mouth, which had unusually pale lips. The
ears were set very flat against the head, and were finely shaped.
The chm was pointed. The general look of the whole face was
tense, cntical, conscious, but in the defiant rather than in the timid
sense. Such an expression belongs to men who would always be
aware of the thoughts and feelings of others concerning them,
but who would throw those thoughts and feelings off as decisively
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and energetically aa a dog ihaket the water-drops from its coat
on emerging from a swim.

*' And lending it forth, like Ishmael, to shift for itself in the
desert," he said.

The odd remark sounded like neither sUtement nor question,
merely like the sudden exclamation of a mind at work.

" Will you allow me to uke you through the rest of the gar-
den, Madame?" he added in a more formal Toice.

" Thank you," said Domini, who had already got up, moved
by the examining look cast at her.

There was nothing in it to resent, and she had not resented
it, but it had recalled her to the consciousness that they were
utter strangers to each other.

As they came out on to the pale riband of sand which circled
the little room Domini said,

—

"How wild and extraordinary that tune is I

"

" Larbi's. I suppose it is, but no African music seems strange
to me. I was bom on my father's estate, near Tunis. He was a
Sicilian, but came to North Africa each winter. I hare always
heard the tom-toms and the pipes, and I know nearly all the
desert songs of the nomads."

"This is a loTe-song, isn't it ?"

" Yes. Larbi is always in love, they tell me. Each new
dancer catches him in her net Happy Larbi I

"

" Because he can love so easily ?
"

" Or unlove so easily. Look at him, Madame."
At a little distance, under a big banana tree, and half hidden

by clumps of scarlet geraniums, Domini saw a huge and very
ugly Arab, with an almost black skin, squatting on his heels,
with a long yellow and red flute between his thick lips. His eyes
were bent down, and he did not see them, but went on busily
pUying, drawing from his flute coquettish phrases with his big and
bony fingers.

" And I pay him so much a week all the year round for doing
that," the Count said.

His grating voice sounded kind and amused. They walked
on, and Larbi's tune died gradually away.

"Somehow I can't be angry with the follies and vices of the
Arabs," the Count continued " I love them as they are; idle.



m

U THE GARDEN OP ALLAH
•bwr^yanjorou.. quick to .had Wood. g.ym chUdnm. whimrictiMen, Madame, were I talking to • ouu» I might dare to uvpretty women."

—•-• »*~s w wy

"Why not?"

futilli'1S„l*'riii,
^^"^^ »»'«^' i»8«fa»«» contempt of drU-ft«bM. But I lie them to »y their pray« five timea in theday at it u commanded, and no Arab who touches alcohol indefijnce of the Prophef. law acts foot in my garden?

wJ^T * ^""^ °^ hanhneia in hit voice at he aald the

iT 5S^^" n^ "' ''• •"'^^ Somehow iCriil^S

S^^.Jhr^K"^"*'**^"* "^^^ unconventional in himi^chjom^hing m bcr responded ta He waa perfectly poUte.

Certamly he was very much a man.
if^w.

"It is plMsant, too.- he resumed, after a slight pause, "to

ft^"ml^^*'"^"^^'»*«"«'*'^«" people ^ir^htfS&o^ «d mysterious eyes-wells without truth at the bottom of

She laughed.

" No one must think here but you !

»

coc^J[5'*'**'^**^*"'^''""''*°"^'«»^-
I- »ot that a grand

dog."
* **°* ****' P""*^" ^^^^ '»»« P«T>le

" You have seen my fetish ? "

"Smain showed him to me, with reverence."

niZ?^u ^''k"
*^? ^^' '^^^ **«^ that on moonlightnjght. they have heard him joining in the chorus of the Kaiyle

" You speak almost as if you believed it."

Thatr.liJ '^''t*'
"""^ •'"^ *^ ^ *^"«^« "T'^here else,rnat is partly why I come here."

;;

lo^ understand that-I mean believing much here."

soeU I y1 tK
^
'°w

^^^ *•*' "P*" «^ Beni-Mora, the desert«T«U I Yes. there is enchantment here-and so I never stay too

"For fear of what?"
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frni^'v °*?? "^ "^^^^ •""' ^^^ ^' He walkedfrom Uie hips, like nuoy Sicilian., .waying rery .lighUy, a. if heliked to be aware how .upple hi. bodyiftiU was^S Somin^|T«ke he .topped. They were now at i place where ^.T^^

r^ir^. ^b '^*" " *"«" »° B«i-Mora. Madame,
^^1. danger. Th,. .tartling air i. fuU of influence., of d«S

».H^ hl!^K^i*L^V
*° '^^ ** ^^^^^ "«* undewtand-bat it

7tLZ^ "^ '^' pcrfumweUer in hi. UtUe dark room, andof the .udden .en«Uon .he had had that my.tei7 coil^ Uk7«black Mrpent. in the .hining heart of the Ea.t
"^~"^^«»

teads^to my drawing-room, that on the right to the Moorid»

"And that?"

^^hat one goe. rtraight down to the wall that overlook, the

"Pleaaeletustakeit"

mHi^llT^^ '^^^ «e oOling to you? But you are wise.

^L^ A
^*" «thcr remarkable i. not its arrangemr^

withT it; "*??'
°^ '" '^'' ^"' ^^-^ ^*« ^»^t " »« flushmth^the Sahara-hke a man', thought, of truth with Truth.

* li^!
*"?^ "P

*i*
^^ °^ **** '*°*~« *°d ^» ^^^ voice gave» little grating crack. •'

" I don't beUeve they are .o different from one another a. thegarden and the desert."

She looked at him directly.
" It would be too ironical."

••But nothing is.- the Count said.
" Vou have discovered that in this garden ? •»

•• Ah, it is new to you, Madame 1

"

voic!!*
^ *"' *'"* '^*'* ''*' * """"^^ °^ f*^^ »>>"emes, in hi.

he idSS ^'If"
discovers the saddest thing in the loveliest pUce.-ne added. " There you begm to see the desert."
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Far away, at the nnall orifice of tlie tunnel of trees down which

they were walking, appeared a glaring patch of fierce and quircf-
iqgranligfat

M
I can only we the ran," Domini laid.

** I know so well what it hides that I imagine I actually see
the desert One loves one's kind, assiduous liar. Isnt it so ? "

"The imagination ? But perhaps I am not disposed to aUow
that it is a liar.*

"Who knows? You may be right"
He looked at her kindly with his bright eyes. It did not

seem to strike him that their conversation was curiously intimate,
considering that they were strangers to one another, that he did
not ereo know her name. Domini wondered suddenly how old
he was. That look made him seem much older than he had
seemed before. There was such an expression in his eyes as may
sometimes be seen in eyes that look at a chUd who is kissing a
tag doll with deep and determined affection. " Kiss your doll I

»

they seemed to say. "Put off the years when you must know
that dolls can never return a kiss."

"I begin to see the desert now," Domini said after a moment
of silent walking. •• How wonderful it is I

"

"Yes, it is. The most wonderful thing in Nature. You will
think it much more wonderful when you fancy you know it welL"

"Fancy I"

"I don't think anyone can ever really know the desert. It
is the^ thing that keeps caUing, and does not permit one to draw

m

" Bitf then one might learn to hate it."

"I don't think so. Truth does just the same, you know.
And yet men keep on trying to draw near."

"But sometimes they succeed."
" Do they ? Not when they live in gardens."
He laughed for the first time since they bad been together,

and all his face was covered with a network of little moving lines.
" One should never live in a garden, Madame."
"I wiU try to take your word for it, but the task will be

difficult"

" Yes ? More difficult perhaps, when you see what lies beside
my thoughts of truth."
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h. »t! i* "^u* 'J'^**?•
«»^ fro» *!»• tunnel and were seised^the fierce hand, of the nn. It w.« within half an hourTfi^n, and the radiance wa. blinding. Domini put np torp^•harply, hke one startled. She stopped.

»Pn"P«Moi

" But how tremendous f " she exclaimed.
Count Anteoni Uughed again, and drew down the brim of his

8^7 hat orer his eyes. The hand with which he did it wasalmost u burnt as an Arab's.

"You are afraid of it?"

inEufo^"-**'
^"^•'•^'«^»«- We don't know the sun really

fiJlVil.^*'*
"^'^ ^?"^*™ ^^^y* »®* «^«n « Sicily. It is

frS« J^* • T"*^'
^"' •* "~"* ^"'*'^" '"^y- Here it insist.

Z^f^
'"tense intimacy. If you can bear it we might dtdown for a moment ? " *

"Please."

All along the edge of the garden, from the viUa to theboundary of Count Anteoni's domain, ran a straight hi^h waUm«le of «rth bricks hardened by the sun and topped ^yatpl^
l^T^T^'H"^''' This wall was some eight feet high

. wfv .htr^ '** '^"/"^ **"* '^' «*^^<^° ^^ ^^^ in such
a way that the mner side was merely a low parapet running along

J«ts, m which one could rest and look fuU upon the desert as

SL'.tci^'h'''?
""'"•" "* '^^''^ ^° -« «^ ^^•»' "d th"

WninVK— ? ''• '*'*'"« °" ^^' °° *^« »0P Of the Wall andleanmg his right arm on his knee.
"There is the world on which I look for my hiding-place." he«wd. "A vast world, isn't it?"

uiugpiace, ne

Domini nodded without speaking.

wJl^Z':^^^ ^°'*]^ '^'°'' ^ '*^* "^''^'^ "hadow of the wall,

^d a .h.^ r^K'*^*,!";!?
**•* *'*•"• ^'y°"^ »*y »l^« -«t river

^«e cliffs were yeUow. From their edge stretched the desert,"Eternity stretches from the edge of Time. Only to the left^ the immeasurable expanse intruded upon by a long spur of»ouuua«. which ran out boldly for some di,Lce and th«

%
f
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2PP«4 •brapUy. «aqii.md and .buM b, the imperioo. iatt.MoMth the moontami wer« low, teot-Uke, cuuuuaoiH»kmrad
«Klttkt>ODs. which reminded Domini of those nuuit by • ihdteD.
out the*!, one imaller than the other tiU they melted into the
lefeL Th«rommiu of the meet dittwtmomitaint, which lewed

tTStH^
'•" of the desert were dark and mitily^

•*?!w .^ "• ^°° ^^ * "*« *»»»'• «•<*«» « »be hollows
with the faint maure and pmk which became carnation colourwhen the sun set

wtww

Domini scarcely looked at them. TiU now she had always
thought that she lored mountains. The desert suddenly madethem insigmficant, ahnost mean to her. She turned her eyes
to«nsrds the flat spaces. It was in them that majesty Uy.
mystery, power, and all deep and significant things. In the midst
of the nrer bed. and quite near, rose a round and squat white
tower with a small cupoU. Beyond it, on the little difT. was a
tengle of palms where a tiny oasis shelteici a few natire huts.A^ an immense distance, here and there, other oases showed asowk rtsjtns show on the «sa where there are hidden rocks. And
•toU fartha away, on aU hands, the desert seemed to curre up
jjightly like a shallow wine-hued cup to the misty blue horizonhn^ which resembled a fainUy seen and mysterious tropical sea.
so distant that its sultry murmur was lost in the embrace of iS
mterrening silence.

An Arab passed on the path below the waU. He did not see
them. A white dog with curlmgUps ran beside him. The Arab
was smging to himself in a low. bward Toice. He went on and
turned towards the oasis, stiU singing as he walked slowly.

« Do you know what he is singing ? - the Count asked.
Domini shook her head. She was straining her ears to hear

tne meiooy as loi^ as possible.

"It is a desert song of the freed negroes of Touggourt-' No
one but God and I knows what is in my heart'

"

Domini lowered her parasol to conceal her face. In the
distance she could still hear the song, but it w«. dying away.

Oh I what IS gomg to happen to me here f " she thought
Count Anteoni wu looking away from ner now across the

aesert. A stnnge impulse rose up in her. She coold not resist
It. bhe put down her parasol, exposing herself to the blinding
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nnUght, knelt down on the hot send, leened her eroif on the white
parapet, pot her chin in the upturned pelnu of her hands and
stared bto the deaert alnraet fiercely

"No one but God and I knows what is in mj heart,- she
thought ••But thafs not trae, that's not tru«). For I don't
know."

The last echo of the Arab's song fainted on the biasing air.
Surely it had changed now. Sorely, as he turned into the
shadows of the palms, he was singing, " No one but God knows
what is in my heart." Ye^ he was singing that " No one but
God—no one but God."

Count Anteoni looked down on her. She did not notice it,

and he kept his eyes on her for a moment Then he turned to
the desert again.

By degrees, as she watched, Domini became aware of many
things indicative of life, and of many lives m the tremendous
expanse that at first had seemed empty of all save sun and
mystery. She saw low, scattered tents, far-off columns of smoke
rising. She saw a bird pass acrou the blue and vanish towards
the mountains. Black shapes appeared among the tiny mounds
of earth, crowned witij dusty grass and dwarf tamarisk bushes.
She saw them more, like objects in a dream, slowly through the
shimmering gold. They were feeding camels, guarded by nomads
whom she could not see.

At first she persistenUy explored the distances, carried
forcibly by an ilan of her whole nature to tiie remotest pomts her
eyes could reach. Then she withdrew her gaze graduaUy, re-
luctantly, from the hidden summoning Unds, whose verges she
had witii difficulty gained, and looked, at first with apprehension
upon the nearer regions. But her apprehension died when she
found that the desert transmutes what is close as weU as what is
remote, suffuses even that which the hand could ahnost touch
with wonder, beauty and the deepest most strange, significance.

Quite near in the river bed she saw an Arab riding towards
the desert upon a prancing bUck horse. He mounted a steep bit
of path and came out on the flat ground at the cliff top. Then
he set his horse at a gallop, raising his bridle hand and striking
his heels into the flanks of the beast And each of his move-
ments, each of the movements of his horse, «as |)rofoundly in-
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teiesting, «,d held the •ttention of the onlooker in . rice. « Ifthe fate, of world, depended upon where he was o^itd^d how

Jr.tr?'''^:^~' A.t„ngofcamel.lad^!rhw^::

Domini fraught with almost terrible possibilitie.. WhW She

Wack .hape. moymg stealthily among the UtUe mounds' to thespirals of .moke rising into the glimmering «r. Who^^ded^ose camels? Who fed those distant faes? Who fZh^

Count Anteoni took out his watch and glanced at it.

«W *wi J°* *? "• '^ ** ^' °«*'^y ^^ »»o" of piayer," he

«V^ T^i** '*^'*'* " ''^^ ^"*^^"^ '^ '«''"d« Mecca?"
yes. I like to see men praying in the desert"

-,*i7V^°^v
*"^'ff««°"7. but Domini felt suddenly sure thatwithin him there were depths of imagination, of tendernew erenperhaps of mysticism.

^"ucrncss, eren

cath'li^lf!lf'**
'" '^^ ?*""* " unimaginable," he added. " Incathedrals they may exist very likely, and even feel at home. Ihave seen cathedrals in which I could beUeve I was one. bit-

iTmeTiJ^ir?"^""^' ^ ^- '- ^ ^^ <^-- « "^«

pomini, ttill with her round chin in her handi, searched theW«,ng region with her eye She «, three mn^£„t"tth the tnun of CMel. which was now deKendmg intolheri^bed In the riudow of the low white tower t« m,« w«hnddled, mot,onl«a. She look«l aw., te right .nd mTL^^

1^

I can see five," she answered.
"Ah I you are not accustomed to the desert."
There are more ?

"

"I could count up to a dozen. Which are yours ? "

.Uff ! " ^'*^'°« '*'*^'*' "^^ "^"^^ i° 'he shadow of thecliff oppo.ite to us. There is one asleep under a red rock whe«
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the path ascends into the dftsert And there an two more just

at the edge of the little oasis—Filiash, as it is called. One is

standing under a palm, and one is pacing up and down."
" You must hare splendid ejes."

" They are trained to the desert. But there are probably a
score of Arabs within sight whom I don't see."

"Ohl now I see the men at the edge of the oasis. How
oddly that one is moving. He goes up and down like a sailor on
the quarter-deck."

" Yes, it is curious. And he is in the full blaze of the sun.
That can't be an Arab."

He drew a silrer whistle from his waistcoat pocket, put it to
his lips and sounded a call. In a moment SmtUn came running
lightly OTer the sand. Count Anteoni said something to him in

Arabic He disappeared, and speedily returned with a pair of
field-glasses. While he was gone Domini watched the two doll-

like figures on the cliff in silence. One was standing under a
Urge isolated palm tree absolutely still, as Arabs often stand.

The other, at a short distance from him and full in the sun, went
to and fro, to and fro, always measuring the same space of desert,

and turning and returning at two given points which never varied.

He walked like a man hemmed in by walls, yet around him were
the infinite spaces. The effect was singuUurly unpleasant upon
Domini All things in the desert, as she had already noticed,

become almost terribly significant, and this peculiar activity

seemed full of some extraordinary and even horrible meaning.
She watched it with straining eyes.

Count Anteoni took the glasses from Smidn and looked
through them, adjusting them carefully to suit his sight.

*'Ecto/" he said. "I was right. That man is not an
Arab."

He moved the glasses and glanced at Domini
" You are not the only traveller here, Madame."
He looked through the glasses again.
•* I knew that," she said.

"Indeed?"
•• There is one at my hotel.**

" Possibly this is he. He makes me think of a caged tiger,

who has been so long in captivity that when you let him out he

n
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b«« to be all round him. What WM

till imagines the

he Uke?"
All the time he was speaking he was staring intently throwh

eyes and glanced at her inquiringly.

"Bull fSSVl'^rt
"'^^'

*S
'**^^*^ '**•"•»»* '^ •»o''»y-

JBut I feel that I don t know. He was quite unlike any ordinal

"Would you care to see if you can recognise him? Theseare really marvellous glasses."

Domini took them from Nim with some eagerness.
Twist them about till they suit your eyes,"

At first she could see nothing but a fierce yeUow glare. She

T^^^^ 7°' °^ ~^'" ^° '^'"^ • "«"<» ""^i^'S over oneof them and disappearing into a dark crevice, then the whit!
tower and the Arabs beneath it One was an old m^^^
tlt^l " "':

.

""* "^""^'^ *^^ ^P *>^ ^» brown nosc'ysUsaw the henna stams upon his nails. She Ufted the glasUs slowW

in! tS k' .^'T ,*""*' *°*^ ^* P*^»' P^-^d them one bl^e, and reached the last, which was separated from its com

n^tlirt.''"'"
'' '^^ • ^" ^^ ^ • «---^ ^e a ^STe

•;
He looks as if he had only one eye ! " she exclaimed.
The palm-tree man—yes."

^^^^She traveUed cautiously away from him, keeping the glasses

" Ah !

" she said on an indrawn breath.

her tars'^nrS^n'
'^' '*""' °*"^ "^ °^ » ^^«"' ^o><=« broke uponner ears, prolonging a strange call.

^
"The Mueddin." said Count Anteoni.
And he repeated in a low tone the words ot the aneel to th*

p«.phet: "Oh thou that art covered arise . . and ma^i^;1
tL rj-^l

'^^ *=^°*^"^' ^'^^ d^^P"* fro*" uncleanr»s.« '
ine call died away and was renewed three times The nM

Mecc fell upon their knee. u,d bowed Iheir head, to the hrt

I
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i

itonM. The Ull Arab nnder the palm sank down swiftly.

Domini kept the glasses at her eyes. Through them, as in a
sort of exaggerated vision, very far oflF, yet intensely distinct, she
saw the man with whom she had travelled m the train. He went
to and fro, to and fro on the horning ground till the fourth call

of the Mueddin died away. Then, as he approached the isokted
palm tree and saw the Arab beneath it fall to the earth and bow
his long body in prayer, he paused and stood still as if in con-
templation. The glasses were so powerful that it was possible to
see the expressions on faces even at that distance. The ex-
pression on the traveller's face was, or seemed to be, at first one
of profound attention. But this changed swiftly as he watched
the bowing figure, and was succeeded by a look of uneasiness,
then of fierce disgust, then—surely—of fear or horror. He
turned sharply away like a driven man, and hurried off along the
diff edge in a striding walk, quickening his steps each moment
till his departure became a flight. He disappeared behind a
projection of earth where the path sank to the river bed.

Domini laid the glasses down on the wall and looked at
Count Anteoni.

" You say an atheist in the desert is unimaginable ?
'*

"Isn't it true?"

" Has an atheist a hatred, a horror of prayer ?
"

"Chi lo sa ? The devil shrank away from the lifted Cross."
"Because he knew how much that was true it symbolised."
"No doubt had it been otherwise he would have jeered, not

cowered. But why do you ask me this questioii, Madame ? *

" I have just seen a man flee from the sight of prayer."
" Your fellow-traveller ?

"

"Yes. It was horrible."

&he gave him back the glasses.

"They reveal that which should be hidden," she said.
Count Anteoni took the glasses slowly from her hands. As

he bent to do it he looked steadily at her, and she could not
read the expression in his eyes.

"The desert is full of truth. Is that what you mean?" he
asked

She made no reply. Count Anteoni stretched out his hand
to the shining expanse before them.

r
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"The man who ii afraid of prayer it unwise to set foot

beyond the palm trees," he said.

"Why unwise?"

He answered her %ery gravely.

"TS*
^™*" ^^^ ' "ying: 'The desert is the garden of

• • ,

Domini did not ascend the tower of the hotel that morning.
She had seen enough for the moment, and did not wish to
disturb her impressions by adding to them. So she walked back
to the H6tel du Desert with Batouch.

Count Anteoni had said fcood-bye to her at the door of the
garden, and had begged her to come again whenever she liked,
and to spend as many hours there as she pleased.

" I shaU take you at your word," she said frankly. " I feel
that I may."

As they shook hands she gave him her card. He took out
bii«

"By the way," he said, "the big hotel you passed in
commg here is mine. I built it to prevent a more hideous one
being built, and let it to the proprietor. You might like to
ascend he tower. The view at sundown is incomparable. At
present the hotel is shut, but the guardian will show you every-
thing if you give him my card."

He penciUed some words in Arabic on the back from rieht
to left

*

"You write Arabic too?" Domini said, watching the forming
of the pretty curves with interest.

"Oh, yes, I am more than half African, though my father was
a Sicilian, and my mother a Roman."

He gave her the card, took off his hat and bowed. WTien
the tall white door was softly shut by Smain, Domini felt rather
like a new Eve expeUed from Paradise, without an Adam as a
companion in exile.

"Well, Madame?" said Batouch. "Have I spoken the
truth ?

"

"Yes. No European garden ran be so beautiful as that
Now I am going straight home."

She smiled to herself as she said the last word.
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Outside the hotel they foand Hadj looking ferocious. He

exchanged some words with Batouch, accompanying them with

Ae iu^"***
When he had finished speaking he spat upon

•• What is the matter with him ? " Domini asked.
-The Monsieur who is staying here would not take him to^y,

but went into the desert alone. Hadj wishes that the nonad.may cut his throat, and that his flesh may be eaten by jackaU.
Hadj IS sure that he is a bad man and will come to a bad end."

jhali I?*"**
*** ^^ °®' '^' * ^^^ ^"""^ ^^

' ®"* »«**»"

"Madame is quite different 1 would give my life for
Madame.

"Don't do that, but go this afternoon and £ad me a horse.
I don t want a quiet one, but something with devU, something
that a Spahi would like to ride."

*

The desert spirits were speaking to her body as well as to
her mrnd. A physical audacity was stirring in her, and she
longed to gire it Tent.

" Madame is like the lion. She is afraid of nothing."
"You speak without knowing, Batouch. : on't come for me

this afternoon, but bring round a horse, if you can find one.
to-morrow morning."

"This very evening I will—**

"No, Baiouch. I said to-morrow morning."
She spoke with a quiet but inflexible decision which sUenced

him. Then she gare him ten francs and went into the dark
house, from which the burning noonday sun was carefully ex-
cluded. She intended to rest after di/A,fur, and towards sunset
to go to the big hotel and mount alone to the summit of the
tower.

f«.J!M" ^'f'?"*
'^**''*' ""^ ^"°* "'"^^ o^ knives and forks

from the so/led manger told her that dijAinerina tc»df. She
went uprtairs, w...hed her face and hands in cold ^.ater, stood
stiU while Suanne shock the dust from her gown, and then
descended to the public room. The keen air had given her an
appetite.

The «/-& J ««^^ was large and shady, and was filled with«wU tables, at only three of which were people sitting. Four

/•I
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French officers rat together at one. A inMll, fat, penpiring man
of middle age, probably a commercial traveller, who had eyei
like a melancholy toad, was at another, eating olives with annotu
rapidity, and wiping his forehead perpetually with a dirty white
handkerchief. At the third was the priest with whom Domini
had spoken in the church. His napkin was tucked under his
beard, and he was drinking soup as he bent well over his plate.
A young Arab waiter, with a thin, dissipated face, stood near

the door in bright yellow slippers. When Domini came in he stole
forward to show her to her table, making a soft, shuffling sound
on the polished wooden fltior. The priest glanced up over hii
napkin, rose and bowed. The French officers stared with an
interest th'iy were too chivalrous to attempt to conceal Only
the fat little man was entirely unconcerned. He wiped his fore-
head, stuck his fork deftly into an olive, and continued to look
like a melancholy toad entangled by fate in commercial pursuits.

Domini's table was by a window, across which green Venetian
shutters were drawn. It ^ras at a considerable distance from the
other guests, who did not live in the house but came there each
day for theu: meals. Near it she noticed a table laid for one
person, and so arranged that if he came to dijeumr he would sit
exactly opposite to her. She wondered if it was for the \...,

whom she had just been looking through Count Anteoni'
glasses, the man who had fled from prayer in the •• Ga
Allah." As she glanced at the empty chair standing befo, c
knifes and forks, and the white cloth, she was uncertain whether
she wished it to be filled by the traveller or not. She felt his
presence in Beni-Mora as a warring element. That she knew.
She knew also that she had come there to find peace, a gJeat
calm and remoteness in which she could at last grow, develop,
loose her true self from cramping bondage, come to an under-
standing with herself, face her heart and soul, and—as it were—
look them in the eyes and know them for what they were, good
or evil. In the presence of this total stranger there was some-
thing unpleasantly distracting which she could not and did not
ignore, something which roused her antagonism and which at the
same time compelled her attention. She had been conscious of
it in the train, conscious of it in the tunnel at twilight, at night in
the hotel, and once again in Count Anteoni's garden. This man
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intruded himself, no donbt nnconscionslj, or eren agafnst hit will,

into her light, her thoughts, each time that she was on the point
of giving herself to what Count Anteoni called "the desert
ipiriu." So it had been when the train ran out of the tunnel into
the blue country. So it had been again when she leaned on the
white wall and gazed out OTer the shining fastnesses of the sun.
He was there like an enemy, like something determined,
egoistical, that said to her, "You would look at the greatness of
the desert, at immensity, infinity, God I—Look at me." And she
could not turn her eyes away. Each time the man had, as if with-
out effort, conquered the great competing power, fastened her
thoughts upon himself, set her imagination working about his life,

even made her heart beat faster with some thrill of—what ? Was
it pity ? Was it a faint horror ? She knew that to call the feel-

ing merely repugnance would not be sincere. The intensity, the
itality of the force shut up in a human being almost angered her
at this moment as she looked at the empty chair and realised all

that it had suddenly set at work. There was something insolent
in humanity as well as something divine, and )ust then she felt

the insolence more than the divinity. Terrifi f greater, more
overpowering than man, the desert was yet also so ^ehow less than
man, feebler, v^;uer. Or else how could she have been grasped,
moved, turned to curiosity, surmise, almost to a sort of dread-
all at the desert's expense—by the distant, moving figure seen
through the glasses ?

Yes, as she looked at the little white table and thought of all

this, Domini began to feel angry. Btn she was capable of effort,

whether mental or physical, and now she resolutely switched her
mbd off from the antagonistic stranger and devoted her thoughts
to the priest, whose narrow back she saw down the room in the
distance. As she ate her fish—a mystery of the seas of Robert-
ville—she imagined his quiet existence in this remote place,
sunny day succeeding sunny day, each one surely so like its

brother tiiat life must become a sort of dream, through which the
Toice of the church bell called melodiously and the incense rising
before the alter shed a drowsy perfume. How strange it must be
really to live in Beni-Mora, to have your house, your work here,
jom friendships here, your duties here, perhaps here too the tiny
action of earth which would hold at the last your body. It must
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be strange and monotonom, and jet inrelj rather iwcet, ratbet

The ofBcen lifted their heada from their platet, the fat maa
itared, the priest looked quietlj up over his napkin, and the Arab
umiter slipped foiirard with attentive haste For the swing door
of the sa/U-d-mangtr at this moment was pashed open, and the
trareller—so Domini called him in her thonghts—entered and
stood lookmg with hesiuUon from one table to another.

Domini did not glance op. She knew who it was and kept
her eyes resolutely on her plate. She heard the Arab speak, a
loud noise of stout booU tramping orer the wooden floor, and the
creak of a chair receiring a surely tired body. The traveUer sat
down heanly. She went on slowly eating the large RobertvUle
fish, which was like something between a trout and a herring. When
she L«d finished it she gated straight before her at the doth, and
strore to resume her thoughts of the priesfs life in Beni-Mora.
But she could not It seemed to her as if she were back againm Count Anteoni's garden. She looked once more tnrough the
glasses, and heard the four cries of the Mueddin, and saw the
paong figure m the burning heat, the Arab bent in prayer, the
one who watched him, the flight And she was indignant with
herself for her strange inability to gorern her mind. It seemed
to her a pitiful thing of which she should be hamed.

She heard the waiter set down a pUte upon the trareUer's
toble, and then the noise of a liquid being poured into a glass.
She could not keep her eyes down any more. Besides, why
should she? Beni-Mora was breeding in her a self-consciouw-
ness — or a too acute consciousness of others— that was
unnatural in her. She had nerer been sensitive like this
in her former life, but the fierce African sun seemed now to have
thawed the ice of her indifference. She felt everything with
almost unpleasant acuteness. AU her senses seemed to her
sharpened. She saw, she heard, as she had never sera and heard
till now. Suddenly she remembered her almost violent prayer—
"Let me be alive 1 Let me feel

!
" and she was aware that such

a prayer might have an answer that would be terrible.
Looking up thus with akind ofsevere determination she saw the

man again. He was eating and was not looking towards her, and
she fancied that his eyes were downcast with as much conscious

M
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resolution u heri had b«en a moment before. He wore the lame
suit at he had worn in the train, but now it was flecked with desert
dust She could not "place" him at all. He was not of the
small, fat man's order. They would hare nothing in common,
^th thr French oflScers ? She could not imagine how he would
te with inem. The only other man in the room—the serrant
had gone out for the moment—was the priest He and the priest
—4he7 would surely be antagonists. Had he not turned aside

to avoid the priest in the tunnel? Probably he was one of those
many men who actirely hate the priesthood, to whom the soutane
is anathema. Could he find pleasant companionship with such a
man as Count Anteoni, an original man, no doubt, but also a cul-

tiTated and easy man of the world ? She smiled internally at the
mere thought. Whatever this stranger might be she felt that he
was as far from being a man of the world as she was from being a
Cockney sempstress or a relied farourite in a harem. She could
not, she found, imagine him easily at home with any type of human
being with which she was acquainted. Yet no doubt, like all men,
he had somewhere friends, relations, possibly eren a wife, children.

No doubt—then why could she not believe it ?

The man had finished his fish. He rested his broad, burnt
hands on the table on each side of his plate and looked at them
steadily. Then he turned his head and glanced sideways at the

priest, who was behind him to the right Then he looked again
at his hands. And Domini knew that all the time he was think-

ing about her, as she was thinking about him. She felt the

violence of his thought like the violence of a hand striking her.

The Arab waiter brought her some rngout of mutton and peas,
and she looked down again at her plate.

As she left the room after dijeuner the priest again got up and
bowed. She stopped for a moment to sp<^ak to him. All the
Fren 1 officers surveyed her tall, upright figure and broad, afhletic

shoulders with intent admiration. Domini knew it and was in-

different. I a hundred French soldiers had been staring at her
critically she would not have cared at all. She was not a shy
woman and was in nowise uncomfortable when many eyes were
fixed upon her. So she stood and talked a little to the priest

about Count Anteoni and her pleasure in his garden. And as
she did so, feeling her present calm self-possession, she wondered

;ri
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ecretly at the whoUj unnatanl tiirmoU—the ctUed it that er
•nerating her feeling because it wai ununaU-^in which she hadocen s few ininu.«s before as she tat at her uble;

The priest spolce well of Count Anteoni.
" He is very generous, " he said.
Then he paused, twisting his napkin, and added,-

I K-r K
"•^

**V* ^^ '**^ intercourse with him. Madame.
I beliere he comes here in ntuch of solitude. He spends dayspnderen weeks alone shut up in his garden."

"Thinking,- she said.

The priest looked slightly surprised.
"It would be difficult not to think. Madame, would it not?-

I^Xr^. A^cy":-
"* ^^" ''^^'' -^« " • Bashl.

*hou der. The trarellcr had turned sideways. At once she badetZ
AU the afternoon she rested. The silence was profoundBen^Mor. was enjoying a siesta in the heat. DomirrSi

JTow Ind SrJ'* '•'r °' ""''' ^«» *»«»« gon^ f^h«now and ^e began to feel strangely at home. Suianne had^nged photograph., book-, flowers in the Uttle sJ^Zput
Z^Z thY! "f '^'T'*"^

*•*'"'" ^'"y coyeringTorer fhesofa and the two low chairs. The room had an air of cosines

n^'ZT '\Z".
• '^^ ""• ^°"^^ "' ^ wi.hout^t,"i

S^nf T '^''' 'ts simplicity, it. bare wooden floor and

r,n K. .:

The sun made everything right here. Without thesun-but 5he could not think of Beni-Mora without the sun

auicUv 1!?
**"
V ' '^'""*'*^ *°^ ^'**°'**^' "<» »»>« J^ours slipped

.?«^ L ^'^ «»«<*»• to di'tnrb her. She heard no f^
ti^rounnT"""''- o^i« °»"'ty in the house. Now and t^n

with the peculiar dry noise of palm leave, stirring in a brS^

chimed he hours and made her recall the previous evening

ttT.hehaT"?*'"'^"*'*^"'-
She could scarcely

S

that she had not yet spent twenty-four hours in Beni-Mora. A^vi^on came to her that she would be the«, for a lol^hufthat she would stnke roots into this sunny place ofpa«? ;^
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•he heard the chnrch Sell now she thought c*^ the interior of the
church and of the priest with an odd sort of familiar pleasure,
u people in England oft^n think of the village church in which
they hare always been accustomed to worvhip, and of the dergy-
man who ministers in it Sunday after Sunday. Yet at moments
she remembered her inward rry in Count Anteoni's garden, " Oh,
what is going to happen to e here ?* And then she was dimly
conscious that Beni-Mora » the home of many thtncru besides
peace. It held warring tufluences. At one mo-^- t It lulled
her and she was like an infant rocked in a cradi< t another
moment it stirred her, and she was a woman on tne edge of
mystr-toas possibilities. There must be many individualities
among the desert spirits of whom Count Anteoni had spoken.
Now one wm with her and whispered to her, now another. She
fancied the light touch of their hinds on hers, pulling gently at
her, as a child pulls you to take you to see a treasure. And
their treasure was surely far away, hidden in the distance of the
desert sands.

As soon as the sun began to decline towards the west she
put on her hat, thrust the card Count Anteoni had given her
into her glove and %et out tow ^ds the big hotel alone. She
met Hadj as she %»»]ked don .he arcade. He wished to
accompany her, and was c vident , filled with treacherous ideas
of supplanting his friend Batouch, but she gave him a franc and
sent him away. The fnu- soothed him slightly, yet she could
see that his chiidis^^ vanity nas injured. There was a malicious
gleam m his long, narrow eyes as he looked after her. Yet there
was genuine admiration too. The Arab bows down instinctively
before any dominating spirit, and such a spirit in a foreign
woman flashes in his eyes like a bright flame. Physical strength,
too, appeals to him with peculiar force. Hadj tossed his head
upwards, tucked in his chin, and muttered some words in his
brown throat as he noted the elastic grace with which the reject-
ing foreign woman moved till she was out of his sight And she
never looked back at him. That was a keen arrow in her quiver.
He fell into a deep reverie under the arcade and his face became
suddenly like the face of a sphinx.

Meanwhile Domini had forgotten him. She had turned to
the left down a small street in which some Indians and superior

i I
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Arabs had bazaars. One of the latter came out from the shadow
of his hanging rugs and embroideries as she passed, and, address-
ing her in a strange mixture of incorrect French and EngUsh,
begged her to come in and examine his wares.

She shook her head, but could not help looking at him with
interest

He was the thinnest man she had CTcr seen, and moved and
stood almost as if he were bond «s. The line of his deUcate
and yet arbitrary features was fierce. His face was pitted with
small-pox and marked by an old wound, evidently made by a
knife, which stretched from his left cheek to his forehead, end-
ing just over the left eyebrow. The expression of his eyes was
aUnost disgustingly intelligent WhUe they were fixed upon her
Domini felt as if her body were a glass box in which aU her
thoughts, feelings and desires were ranged for his inspection.
In his demeanour there was much that pleaded but also something
that commanded. His fingers were unnaturally long and held a
small bag, and he planted himself right before her in the road.

"Madame, come in, venez avec moi. Venez—venezi I
have much—I will show—j'ai des choses extraordinaireiJ Tenez

!

Look!"
He untied the mouth of the bag. Domini looked into it, ex-

pecting to see something precious—jewels perhaps. She saw only
a quantity of sand, laughed, and moved to go on. She thought
the Arab was an impudent fellow trying to make fun of her.

"No, no, Madame! Do not laugh! Ce sable est du d&ert.
IlyadeshistoiresUidedans. II y a ITiistoire de Madame. Come
bazaar! I will read for Madame—what will be—what will be-
come—I will read—I will tell. Tenez ! » He stared down into
the bag and his face became suddenly stem and fixed. " D^ja
je vois des choses dans la ne de Madame. Ahl Mon Dieul
Ah 1 Mon Dieu 1

"

"No, no," Domini said.

She had hesitated, but was now determined.
" I have no time to-day."

The man cast a quick and sly glance at her, then stared once
more into the bag.

"Ahl Mon Dieul Ah! Mon Dieul" he repeated. "The
life to come—the life of Madame—I see it in the bag I

"
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His Cice looked toitared Domini walked ob hurriedly.
When ihe had got to a little distance she glanced back. The
man was standing in the middle of the road and glaring into the
bag. His Toice came down the street to her.

*'Ahi Mon Dieu! Ah! Mon Dieul I see it—I see—je
Tois la Tie de Madame—Ah ! Mon Dieu !

"

There was an accent of dreadful suffering in his voice. It

made Domini shudder.

She passed the mouth of the dancers' street At the comer
there was a large CaI6 Maure, and here, on rugs laid by the side
of the road, numbers of Arabs were stretched, some sipping tea
from glasses, some playing dominoes, some conversing, some
staring calmly into vacancy, like animals drowned in a lethargic
dream. A black boy ran by holding a hammered brass tray on
which were some small china cups filled with thick coffee. Half-
way up the street he met three unveiled women clad in volumin-
ous white dresses, with scarlet, yellow, and purple handkerchiefs
bound over their black hair. He stopped and the women took
the cups with their henna-tinted fingers. Two young Arabs
joined them. There was a scuffle. White lumps of sugar flew
up into the air. Then there was a babel of voices, a torrent of
cries full of barbaric gaiety.

Before it had died out of Domini's ears she stood by the
statue of Cardinal Lavigerie. Rather militant than priestly,

raised high on a marble pedestal, it faced the long road which,
melting at last into a faint desert track, stretched away to
Tombouctou. The mitre upon the head was worn surely as
if it were a helmet, the pastoral staff with its double cross was
grasped as if it were a sword. Upon the lower cross was
stretched a figure of the Christ in agony. And the Cardinal,
gazing with the eyes of an eagle out into the pathless wastes
of sand that lay beyond the palm trees, seemed, by his mere
attitude, to cry to all the myriad hordes of men the deep-
bosomed Sahara mothered in her mystery and silence, "Come
unto the Church ! Come unto me I

"

He called men in from the desert Domini fancied his voice
echoing along the sands till the worshippers of Allah and of his
Prophet heard it like a clarion in Tombouctou.

When she reached the great hotel the sun was just beginning

I
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to set. She drew Count Aoteoni's card from her glore and
rang the belL After a long interral a magnificent man, with
the features of an Arab but a skin almost as black as a negio,
opened the door.

"Can I go up the tower to see the sunset?" she asked,
giring him the card.

The man bowed low, escorted her through a long hall full
of furniture shrouded in coverings, up a staircase, along a
corridor with numbered rooms, up a second staircase and out
upon a flat-terraced roof, from which the tower soared high
aboTe the houses and palms of BeniMora, a landmark visible
half-a-day's journey out in the desert A narrow spiral stair
inside the tower gained the summit.

"Ill go up alone," Domini said. "I shall stay some time
and I would rather not keep you."

She put some money into the Arab's hand. He looked
pleased, yet doubtful too for a moment. Then he seemed
to banish his hesitation and, with a deprecating smile, said
something which she could not understand. She nodded in-
telligently to get rid of him. Already, from the roof, she
caught sight of a great visionary panorama glowing with colour
and magic. She was impatient to climb still higher into the
sky, to look down on the world as an eagle does. So she
turned away decisively and mounted the dark, winding stair
till she reached Joor. She pushed it open with some difficulty,
and came out into the air at a dizay height, shutting the door
forcibly behind her with an energetic movement of her strong
arms.

The top of the tower was small and square, and guarded by a
white parapet breast high. In the ce- tre of it rose the outer
waUs and the ceUing of the top of the staircase, which prevented
a person standing on one side of the tower from seeing anybody
who was standing at the opposite side. There was just sufficient
space between parapet and sUi case wall for two people to pass
with difficulty and manoeuvring.

But Domini was not concerned with such trivial deUils, as
she would have thought them had she thought of them.
DirecUy she had shut the litUe door and felt herself alone-
alone as an eagle in the sky—she took the step forward that
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brought her to the parapet, leaned her arms on it, looked out
and was lost in a passion of contemplation.

At first she did not discern any of the multitudinous
minutiae in the great evening vision beneath and around her.

She only felt conscious of depth, height, space, colour, mystery,
cftlm. She did not measure. She did not differentiate. She
simply stood there, leaning lightly on the snowy plaster work,
and experienced something that she had never experienced
L^fore, that she had never imagined. It was scarcely vivid;

for in everything that is vivid there seems to be something
small, the point to which wonders converge, the intense spark

to which many fires have given themselves as food, the drop
which contains the murmuring force of innumerable rivers. It

was more than vivid. It was reliantly dim, as is that pulse of
life which is heard through and above the crash of generations

and centuries falling downwards into the abyss ; that persistent,

enduring heart-beat, indifferent in its mystical regularity, that

ignores and triumphs, and never grows louder nor diminishes,

inexorably calm, inexorably steady, undefeated—more—utterly
unaffected by unnumbered millions of tragedies and deaths.

Many sounds rose from far down beneath the tower, but at

first Domini did not hear them. She was only aware of an
immense, living silence, a silence flowing beneath, around and
above her in dumj, invisible waves. Circles of rest and peace,
cool and serene, widened as circles in a pool towards the unseen
limits of the satisfied world, limits lost in the hidden regions

beyond the misty, purple magic where sky and desert met
And she felt as if her brain, ceaselessly at work from its birth,

her heart, unresting hitherto in a commotion of desires, her soul,

an eternal flutter of anxious, passionate wings, folded themselves
together gently like the petals of roses when a summer night
comes inco a garden.

She was not conscious that she breathed while she stood
there. She thought her bosom ceased to rise and fall. The
very blood dreamed in her veins as the light of evening dreamed
in the blue.

She knew the Great Pause that seems to divide some human
Kves in two, as the Great Gulf divided him who lay in Abraham'!
bosom from him who was shrouded in the veil of fire.

,|v
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BOOK II

THE VOICE OF PRAYER

VII

THE music of things from below stole op through the
ethereal spaces to Domini without piercing her dream.

But suddenly she started with a sense of pain so acute that it

shook her body and set the pulses in her temples beating. She
lifked her arms swiftly from the parapet and turned her head.
She had heard a little grating noise which seemed to be near to
her, enclosed with her on this height in the narrow space of the
tower. Slight as it was, and short—already she no longer heard
it—it had in an instant driven her out of Hearen, as if it had
been an angel with a flaming sword. She felt sure that there
must be something alive with her at the tower summit, something
which by a sudden movement had caused the little noise she had
heard. What was it? When she turned her head she could
only see the outer wall of the staircase, a section of the narrow
white space which surrounded it, an angle of the parapet and
blue air.

She listened, holding her breath and closing her two hands
on the parapet, which was warm from the sun. Now, caught
back to reality, she could hear faintly the sounds from below in
Beni-Mora. But they did not concern her, and she wished to
shut them out from her ears. What did concern her was to
know what was with her up in the sky. Had a bird alighted on
the parapet and startled her by scratching at the plaster with its

beak ? Could a mouse have shufiled in the wall ? Or was there
a human being up there hidden from her by the masonry ?

This last supposition disturbed her almost absurdly for a
moment. She was inclined to walk quickly round to the
opposite side of the tower, but something stronger than her
iacUnatiOB, an imperious shyness, held her motionless. She had
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been canied so far twty from the world that she felt nnabie to
face the scrutiny of any world-bound creature. Having bf.en in
the transparent region of magic it seemed to her as if her secret,
the great secret of the absolutely true, the naked personality
hidden m ever, human being, were set blazing in her eyes like
some torch borne in a procession, just for that moment. The
moment past, she could look anyone fearlessly in the face;
but not now, not yet.

While she stood there, half turning round, she heard the
sound again and knew what caused it A foot had shifted on
the plaster floor. There was someone else then looking out over
the desert. A sudden i^ea struck her. Probably it was Count
Anteoni. He knew she as coming and might have decided o
act once more as her cicerone. He had not hea: 1 her climbing
the stairs, and, having gone to the far side of the tower, was no
doubt watching the sunset, lost in a dream as she had been.

She resolved not to disturb him—if it was he. When he had
dreuned enough he must inevitably come round to where she was
tianding in order to gain the staircase. She would let him find
her there. Less troubled now, but in an utterly changed mood,
she turned, leaned once more on the parapet and looked o n,
this time observantly, prepared to note the details that, combined
and veUed in the evening light of Africa, made the magic which
bad so instantly entranced hev.

She looked down into the village and could see its extent,
precisely how it was placed in the Sahara, in what relation exactly
it stood to the mountain ranges, to the palm groves and the arid,
sunburnt tracts, where its life centred and wherf it tailed away
into suburban edges not unlike the ragged edfjes ( worn gar-
ments, where it was idle and frivolous, where busy a jedulous.
She realised for the first time that there were two distmct layers
of life in Beni-Mora—the life of the streets, courts, gardens and
market-place, and above it the life of the roofs. Both were now
spread out before her, and the Utter, in its domestic intimacy,
mterested and charm. : her. She saw upon the roofs the children
playmg with UtUe dogs, goats, fowls, mothers in rags of gaudy
colours stirring the barley for kous-kour^ shredding vegetables,
poundmg coffee, stewing meat, plucking chickens, bending over
bowls from which rose the steam of soup; smaU girls, seated in

I
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dostj coraen, solemnly winding wool on sticks, and pausing, now
and then, to squeak to distant members of the home circle, or to

smell at flowers laid beside them as solace to their industry. An
old (,r»dduiother rocked and kissetl • nake i baby with a pot belly.

A big grey rat stole irom a rubbish heap close by her, flitted

across the sunlit space, and disappeared into a cranny. Pigeons

circled above the home activities, delicate lovers of the at:,

wandered among the palm tops, returned and fearlessly alighted

on the brown earth parapets, strutting hither a d thither and
making their perpetual, characteristic motion of the head, half

nod, lulf genuflection. Veiled girls promenaded to take the

evening cool, folding their arms beneath their flowing draperies,

and chattering to one another in voices that Domini could not

hear. More close at hand certain roofs in the dancers' street

revealed luxurious sofas on which painted houris were lolling in

sinuous attitudes, or were posed with a stifiness of idols, little

tables set with cofiee cups, others round which were gathered

Zouaves intent on card games, but ever ready to pause for a

caifess or for some jesting absurdity with the women who squatted

beside them. Some men, dressed like girls, went to and fro,

serving the dancers with sweetmeats and with cigarettes, theii

beards flowing down with a grotesque efiiect over their dresses of

embroidered muslin, their hairy arms emerging from hanging

sleeves of silk. A negro boy sat holding a tom-tom between his

bare knees and beating it with supple hands, and a Jewess per-

formed the stomach dance, waving two handkerchiefs stained red

and purple, and singing in a loud and barbarous contralto voice

which Domini could hear but very faintly. The card-players

stopped their game and watched her, and Domini watched too.

For the first time, and from this immense height, she saw this

universal dance of the east; the doll-like figure, fantastically

dwarfed, waving its tiny hands, wriggling its minute body, turning

about like a little top, strutting and bending, while the soldiers^

small almost from here as toys taken out of a box—assumed

attitudes of deep attention as they leaned upon the card-table,

stretching out their legs enveloped in balloon-like trousers.

Domini thought of the recruits, now, no doubt, undergoing

elsewhere their initiation. For a moment she seemed to see

their coarse peasant faces rigid with surprise, 'heir hanging jaws,
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sensual, roundchildish, and

Garde must seem t

With that thought she looked quickly away from the Jewess«nd the «,ld,ei.. She felt a sudden need of something m^ii^ly in relation with her inner self. She was almost ^^^she rcahsed how deep had been her momentary bterest b"
•ceue wggestive of .. Ucense which w« surely unattractire to
her. Yet was it uuattracbve? She scarcely knew. But sheknew that it had kindled in her a sudden and rery .trouj
cunosity, eren a vague, ntomentary desire that she had been

^"k "/T/f"* 'i
"^^ ^^*** Nafls-no. that was impossible.

She had not felt such a oesire even for an instant. Shelooked
towards the thickets of the palms, towards the mountams foil of
changing, exquisite colours, towards the desert. And at once
the dream byan to return, and she felt as if hands sUpped under
her heart and uplifted it

What depths and heights were within her, what deep, dark
TaUeys. and what mountain peaks I And how she travelledmtmn herself, with swiftness of light, with speed of the wind.What terrors of activity she knew. Did every human being know
similar terrors? .

6 »uww

The rolours everywhere deepened as day failed. The desert
spuit. were at work. She thought of Count Anteoni again, and
resolved to go round to the other side of the tower. A^ shemoved to do this she heard once more the shiftmg of a foot onAe plaster floor, then a step. Evidently she had infected him

T r "!^ !T ?°"^ *** ^^' °'~- She went on. still hearing
the step, turned the corner and stood face to face in the strong
evening light with the traveller. Their bodies almost touchedm the narrow space before they both stopped, startled. For a

look who have spoken together, who know something of each
other's hves. who may Uke or dislike, wish to avoid or to draw
near to each other, but who cannot pretend that they are
complete strangers, wholly indifferent to each other. They met
in the sky, almost as one bird may meet another on the wii^ij.And. to Dommi, at anyrate, it seemed as if the depth, height
space, colour, mystery and calm-yes, even the calm-which
were above, around and beneath them, had been placed there

! .

it

ifrl
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by hidden hands at a setting for their .nconnter, even tu the
abrupt pageant of the prerious day, into which the timin had
emerged from the blackness of the tunnel, oad surely been
created as a frame for the face which had locked upon her as
if out of the heart of the sun. The assumption was absurd, ttn«

reasonable, yet vital. She did not combat it because she felt it

too powerful for common sense to strive against And it seemed
to her that the stranger felt it too, that she saw her sensation
reflected in his eyes as he stood between the parapet and the
staircase wall, barring—io despite of himself—her path. The
moment seemed long while they stood motionless. Then the
man took off his soft hat awkwardly, yet with real politeness, and
stood quickly sideways against the parapet to let her pass. She
could have passed if rhe had brushed against him, and made a
movement to do so. Then she checked herself and looked at

him again as if she expected him to speak to her. His hat was
still in his hand, and the light desert wind faintly stirred his
short brown hair. He did not speak, but stood there crushing
himself against the plaster work with a sort of fierce timidity, as
if he dreaded the touch of her skirt against him, and longed to
make himself small, to shrivel up and let her go by in freedom.

"Thank you," she said in French.

She passed him, but was unable to do so without touching
him. Her left arm was hanging down, and her bare hand
knocked against the back of the hand in which he held his hat.

She felt as if at that moment she touched a furnace, and she saw
him shiver slightly, as over-fatigued men sometimes shiver in

daylight. An extraordinary, almost motherly, sensation of pity

for him came over her. She did not know why. The intense
heat of his hand, the shiver that ran over his body, his attitude
as he shrank with a kind of timid, yet ferocious, politeness
against the white wall, the expression in his eyes when their

hands touched—a look she could not analyse, but which seemed
to hold a mingling of wistfulness and repellence, as of a being
stretching out arms for succour, and crying at the same time,

"Don't draw near to me! Leave me to myse.;i"—everything
about him moved her. She felt that she was face to face with a

solitariness of soul such as she had never encountered before, a
solitariness that was cruel, that was weighed down with agony.
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Isn t It wonderful here? " the lud • anrf ^.—j l
rather ,o«d. «d .Uno-t .h«p. to'.^'.t^tt^^T

'" "^'^

He tunied roond .wiftly, jet lomehow relucttnUy. looked .ther tnxioMly «id ,ee«ed doubtful whether he wouM «J?After t .ilence that was ahort. but that .eemed, and in .uchcircttm.tance. wa., long, he answered, in French,!
""^

"Very wonderful, Madame."

looked at Dommi as tf he expected that .he would .hare in hS^.nsation. Very quietiy and deliberately riie leaned h^Lm.again on the parapet and .poke to him once more."We Mem to be the only trareUers here."
The man', attitude became .lighUy calmer. He looked lessmomentary ma. if he were in ha.te to go, but .tiuTler^and extraordinarily unconventional. ^' ^
"Yes, Madame; there are not many here.»

i'ardon, Madame—for yesterday."

.h-^'^tiTK*"*^*?*"
"»P"<=ity' *inost like that of a child inthe sound of hw voice as he said that. Domini knew at on^that he alluded to the incident at the sUtionTElSw^hS

he wa. trying to make amends. The way he did it touSSiW
T^^ cote?^^ 'T^'"^

^"^ ^" bandt^m 1^'
say, Uf course

1 Shake hands on it J" almost as an hot»^f
schoolboy might But she only answered.-

""*'

Z1^::lZT!l^:''''^''
Don'tthlnkofitanymW-

she'Z^^ed"'"' " "*""""* ^'^ ^^"^ - -'^ P«-t-t/'

The man laid one of his brown hands on the ton of »h*
parapet She looked at it. and it «^med to Lr thit she h.H

^y^ liL ^^ ***
'
*"^ "^ melancholy a. his.

fl
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He itiU ipoke with an odd dmidity, with an ait of liitening

to hii own speech as if in some strange waf it were (dienomenal
to him. It occurreJ to her that possiUj he had liTod much in

Icmelj places, in which his solitude had rarely been broken, and
he had been forced to acquire the habit of silence.

" But thej are very picturesque. They look almost like some
religious order when they wear their hoods. Don't you think so ?

"

She saw the brown hand lifted from the parapet, and heard
her companion's feet shift on the floor of tlw tower. But this

time he aid nothing. As she could not see his hand now she
looked out again over the panorama of the evening, which was
deepening in intensity with every passing moment, and imme-
diately she was conscious of two feelings that filled her with

wonder : a much stronger and sweeter sense of the African magic
than she had felt till now, and the certainty that the greater force

and sweetness of her feeling were caused by the fact that she had
a companion in her contemplation. This was strange. An
intense desire for loneliness had driven her out of Europe to

this desert place, and a companion, who was an utter stranger,

emphasised the significance, gave fibre to the beauty, intensity

to the mystery of that which she looked on. It was as if the

meaning of the African evening were suddenly doubled. She
thought of a dice-thrower who throws one dice and turns up six,

then throws two and turns up twelve. And she remained silent

in her surprise. The man stood siler^tly beside her. Afterwards
she felt as if, during this silence in the tower, some powerful and
unseen being had arrived mysteriously, introduced them to one
another and mysteriously departed.

The evening drew on in their silence and the dream was
deeper now. All that Domini had felt when first she approa. bed
the parapet she felt more strangely, and she grasped, with physical

and mental vision, not only the whole, but the innumerable parts

of that which she looked on. She saw, fancifully, the circles

widen in the pool of peace, but she saw also the things that had
been hidden in the pool. The beauty of dimness, the beauty of

clearness, joined hands. The one and the other were with her,

like sisterti. She heard the voices from below, and surely also

the voices of the stars that were approaching with the night,

Mending harm<miously and making a music in the air. The
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glowing sky and the glowing moantainf were at comrade*, e^h
TST7 ^ ***• •«otioiii of the other. The lights in the rocky

^Jl ^: ^^P^ clouds about the west Far off the misty
purple of the desert drew surely doeer. like a mother coming to
fold her children in her arms.

«'««ii w
The Jewess itiU danced upon the roof to the watching

^ouafw, but now there was something mysUcal in her tiny move-
ments, which no longer roused in Domini any furtire desire not
reauy inherent in her nature. There was something beautiful incwythmg seen from this altitude in this wondrous erening light

u^r' ^^"' tmmag to her companion, she said,—

h«„r^ "Jf??>*^ "«*' •" Beni-Mora from here at this
hour, do you think ?

thi.1lL^J?*"K'~ *?* ""'"~ *^" •••"•^ characteristic of

«TL^ ""* ^ ^^^^ " "^ P***^** "«•* ^'y difficult to him.
" 1 beliere not, Madame."
" Even that woman down there on that roof looks graceful—

the one dancing for those soldiers."

He did not answer. She glanced at him and pointed.
" Down there, do you see?"
She noUced that he did not follow her hand and that his

face became stem. He kept his eyes fixed on the trees of the
garden of the Gazelles near Cardinal Larigerie's sUtue and
repneo,^^

"Yes, Madame."
His manner made her think that perhaps he had seen the

.hT/u
J?«;«,*l"»rt«"«d t»»t it wasoutrageous. For a moment

•he felt shghtly uncomforuble. but determined not to let himremain under a false impression, she added carelessly,-

^mk them ugly enough if I were near, but from this heightererythmg is transformed." *
"That is true, Madame."

d^*^''"^^,^**'^
muttering sound in his voice, which was

thought It was the aale voice she had ever heard. I^medtobefiiUof. ,,ike his hands. Yet there w«^Ln«
coarae in either the one or the other. Everything abTt Wmw«

I

I
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vHal to • point that wu lo remarkable as to be ooC actually

unDatnral bot very near the unnatural

Shi glanced at him agab. He waa a big man, but rety thin.

Her esperienced eyet of an athletic woman told her that he was
capable of great and prolonged muscular eiertioo. He wu big-

boned and deep^hestedi and had nervous as well as muscular
strength. The timidity in him was strange in such a man. What
could it spring from 7 It was not like ordinary shyness, the
goMekmt of a big, awkward lout unaccustomed to woman's society

but able to be at his ease and boisterous in the midst of a
crowd of men. Dombi thought that he would be timid even
of men. YM it never struck her that he might be a coward,
unmanly. Such a quality would have sickened her at once, and
she knew she would have at once divined it He did not hold
himself very well, but was indined to stoop and to keep his head
low, as if he were in the habit of look*ug much on the ground.
The idiosyncrasy was rather ugly, and suggest*-:* melancholy to

her, the melancholy of a man given to ovtr-much meditation and
afiraid to face the radiant wonder of life.

She caught herself up at this last thought Sho—thinking
naturally that life was full of radiant wonder I W^s she then so
utterly transformed already by Beni-Mora ? Or id the thought
come to her because she stood side by side with wmeone whose
sorrows bad been unfathomably deeper than her own, and who,
therefore, all unconsciously, gave her a knowledge of her own-
till then unsuspected—hopefulness ?

She looked at her companion again. He seemed to have
relinquished his intention of leaving her, and was standing quietly

beside her, staring towards the desert, with his head slightly

drooped forward. In one hand he held a thick stick. He had
put his hat on again. His attitude was much calmer than it had
been. Already he seemed more at ease with her. She was gUd
of that She did not ask herself why. But the btense beauty
of evening in this land and at this height made her wish enthusias-

tically that it could produce a happiness such as it created in her

b everyone. Such beauty, with its voices, its colours, its Ibes
of tree and leaf, of wall and mountain ridge, its mystery of shapes
and movements, stilbess and dreaming distance, its atmosphere
of the far off come near, chastened by journeybg, fine with the
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1!I[*^'T
'** **'!"" **"^ **»''•«»• ^^'^ impenetrtble night.

i!!l»?^i
"*•' '**'"« '"** ^'*"8»»» ''»*»» ^00 »«<* tender »<!

toftWe inrenboo to be worshipped in any telflthnesi. It made
her feel u if .he could gladl, be a martyr for «o;een homan
beiogi. ai If .acriflce would be an easy thing if mad. lor those towhom such beauty would appeal Brotherhood rose up and criedm her. as it lurely sang in the sunset, in the mountains, the palmgrow and the desert The flame abore the hills, their purple
outhne, the moring, feathery trees, dark under the rose^oloured
glory of the west, and moM of aU the immeasurably remote
horuons, each moment more strange and more eternal, made her
long to make this harsh stranger happy.
^^"^One ought to find happiness here," she said to him rery

5^f„**TJ*"
^^^ *"'" ^^*^^ ro««><J ^« '^ood of his stick.

"^VhyP^hesaid.
He turned right rounu to her and looked at her with a sort

of anger.

"Why should you suppose so?" he added, speaking quite
quickly, and without his former uneasiness and conaciousncss.

"Because it is so beautiful and so calm."
"Calm J "he said. "Here!"
There was a sound of r sionate surprise in his voice.

?t?rj|[^, T'^^^' ^^ ^*^^ " »^ ^^^ ''"<' fighting, and must
6gh h«d If she were not to be beaten to the dust. But when
she looked at him she could find no weapons. She said nothing.
In a moment he spoke again.

" You find calm here," he said slowly. «' Yes, I see."
His head dropped lower and his fact sardened as he looked

over the edge of the parapet to the village, the blue desert.
Then he lifted his eyes to the mountains and the clear sky and
the shadowy moon. Each element in the evening scene was
examined with a fierce, painful scrutiny, as if he was resolved to
wring from each its secret

" ^hy, yes," he added in a low, muttering voice full of a sort

^mTert"*"'^'^"''"'^" ^**" "« "«»»»• Why, yes. it is

He spoke like a man who had been suddenly convinced, beyond
power of further unbelief, of something he had never suspected.
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never dreamed of. And the conviction seemed to be bitter to
him, even alarming.

" But away out there must be the real home of peace, I think,"
Domini said.

"Where?" said the man, quickly.

She pointed towards the south.

"In the depths of the desert," she said. "Far away from
civilisation, far away from modem men and modem women, and
all the noisy trifles we are accustomed to."

He looked towards the south eagerly. In everything he did
there was a flame-like intensity, as if he could not perform an
ordinary action, or turn his eyes upon any object, without
calling up in his mind, or heart, a violence of thought or of
feeling.

" You think it—you think there would be peace out there,

faraway in the desert?" he said, and his face relaxed slightly,

as if in obedience to some thought not wholly sad.
" It may be fanciful," she replied. " But I think there must

Surely Nature has not a lying face."

He was still gazing towards the south, from which the night
was slowly emerging, a traveller through a mist of blue. He
seemed to be held, fascinated by the desert which was fading
away gently, like a mystery which had drawn near to the light of
revelation, but which was now slipping back into an under-world
of m^c. He bent forward as one who watches a departure in
which he longs to share, and Domini felt sure that he had for-

gotten her. She felt, too, that this man was gripped by the
desert influence more fiercely even than she was, and that he
must have a stronger imagination, a greater force of projection
even than she had. Where she bore a Uper he lifted a blazing
torch.

A roar of drums rose up immediately beneath them. From
the negro village emerged a ragged procession ofthick-lipped men,
and singing, capering women tricked out in scarlet and yellow
shawls, headed by a male dancer clad in the skins of jackals,
and decorated with mirrors, camels' skulls and chains of animals'
teeth. He shouted and leaped, rolled his bulging eyes, and
protruded a fluttering tongue. The dust curled up round his
stamping, naked feet.
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"Yah-ah-lil Yah-ah-lil"
The howling chorug came up to the tower, with a clash of

enormous castanets, and of poles beaten rhythmically together.
" Yi yi-yi-yi 1 " went the shrill voices of the women.
The cloud of dust increased, enveloping the lower part of the

procession, tiU the black heads and waving arms emerged as if
from a maelstrom. The thunder of the drums was like the
thunder of a cataract in which the singers, disappearing towards
the village, seepied to be swept away.

The man at P--nini's side raised himself up with a jerk, and
all the former fierce timidity and consciousness came back to his
face. He turned round, pulled open the door behind him, and
took off his hat.

" Excuse me, Madame," he said. " Bon soir 1

»

•• I am coming too," Domini answered.
He looked uncomfortable and anxious, hesitated, then, as if

driven to do it in spite of himself, plunged downward through
the narrow doorway of the tower into the darkness. Domini
waited for a moment, listening to the heavy sound of his tread
on the wooden stairs. She frowned till her thick eyebrows
nearly met and the comers of her lips turned down. Then she
followed slowly. When she was on the stairs and the footsteps
died away below her she fully realised that for the first time in
her life a man had insulted her. Her face felt suddenly very hot
and her lips very dry, and she longed to use her physical strengthm a way not wholly feminine. In the hall, among the shrouded
furniture, she met the smiUng doorkeeper. She stopped.

" Did the gentleman who has just gone out give you his card ? "

she said abruptly.

The Arab assumed a fawning, servile expression.
"No, Madame, but he is a very good gentleman, and I know

well that Monsieur the Count—

"

Domini cut him short.

" Of what nationality is he ? *

••Monsieur the Count, Madame?"
"No, no."

"The gentleman ? I do not know. But he can speak Arabic
Oh, he IS a very nice—

"

" Bon soir! " said Domini, giving him a franc
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When she was out on the road in front of the hotel she sawthe stnuiger stnding along in the distance at the tail of the negro

p ocession. The dust stirred up by the dancer, whirled aSu^

iT-r l!r/*i °*??~ '^^^^ ~"°** ^"^ <»*'"*>Uess making
eager demands upon hi. generosity. He seemed to take no
notice of them, and as she watched him Domini was reminded
of h« retreat from the praying Arab in the desert that morning.

»K Jl
»»e wraid of women as he is afraid of prayer?" shethough^ and suddenly the sense of humiliation and anger left

nev^TfiTr'^'^^v?*'^ ^^ * P^''"^"* ^"^'"'y ~<* " »»»« had

IVaa ^- *! ***^"' "^'*°^- S^« '^'"^ ^^ tWs curiosity

si^ni^'' .T
^*' *^«« •' »»»• «"» moment when she saw the

swanger, acd had been growing ever since. One drcumstar eafter ano^ner had increased it tiU now it was definiter^n^^te
She wondered that she did not feel ashamed of such a feelingunusual m her. and surely unworthy, like a prying tWiT Of
«^1

her dd mdifference that side which confrSmed*S h^always been the most sturdy, the most solidly buUt Without
affecUt.on she had been a profoundly incurious'woman ^^Z
h^Tt.Z

~°*'*^' ^^ °'^"'' ^" *»' ^^^ ''^om she knew
best and was supposed to care for most Her nature had been
essentully languid in human intercourse. 1^ eTd^e^,

Ihe st^t
P"PP«^-"ow stirs an absent-minded passer in

In Africa it seemed that her whole nature had been eithe
yiolently renewed, or even changed. She could not^l wtch

impossible m the woman she had been but a week aeo the woiTnwho travelled to Marseille dulled, ignorant ^Thf^'el^Lg^n
for change. Perhaps instead of being angry she ought to wei

°i^.," t
'''"P**'" °^ *^* recreation she longed for.

While she changed her gown for dinner that night she debated

him m the salle^-man^r. She ought to cut him after what Tadoccur ed. she supposed. Then it seemed to her that to do towould be undignified and would give him the impression ?ha? hehad the power to offend her. Che resolved to bow to him ifthey met face to face. Just before she went downstin "hi
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realised how Tehement her internal debate had been, and waj
astonished. Suzanne was patting away something in a drawer,
bending down and stretching out her plump arms.

" Snsanne 1 " Domini said.

"Ye8,Mam'ieller
•• How long have you been with me ?

"

"Three years, Mam'relle."

The maid shut the drawer and turned round, fixing her
dark eyes on her mistress, and standing as if she were ready to
be photognpheu.

"Would you say that I am the same sort of person to^ay as
I was three years tgoi*

"

Suzanne looked like a cat that has been startled by a sudden
noise.

•*Thesame, Llam'zelle?"
" Yes. Do you think I have altered in that time ? "

Suzanne considered the question with her head slightly on one
side.

"Only here, Mam'selle," she replied at length.

"Here!" said Domini, rather eagerly. "Why, I have only
been here twenty-six hours."

" That is true. But Mam'zelle looks as if she had a little life

here, a little emotion. Mon Di?u I Mam'zelle will pardon me,
but what is a woman who feeia no emotion? A packet. Is it

not so, Mam'zelle?"

"Well, but what is there to be emotional about here?"
Suzanne looked vaguely crafty.

"Who knows, Mam'zelle? Who can say? Mon Dieu!
This village is dull, but it is odd. No band plays. There are
no shops for a girl to look into. There is nothing cAic except
the costumes of the Zouaves. But one cannot deny that it is

odd. When Mam'zelle was away this afternoon in the tower,
Monsieur Helmuth—

"

"Who is that?"

"The Monsieur who accompanies the omnibus to the station.
Monsieur Helmuth was polite enough to escort me through the
Tillage. Mon Dieu, Mam'zelle, I ssid to myself. • Anything might
occur here.'"

" Anything t What do you mean ? "
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fi«,?"i ^r*""*
"^'^ °*** '**" ^ '^°^''- She only made her

wWch w« dT'lJ!:"'";'*"
*^'"* *"^^^ '» ^" «>"-d Uttle chin,wluch was dimpled and unmeaning, and said—

h JoS?** n'''^
Mam'zelle ? This Tillage is dnU. that is true, but

It is odd. One does not find oneself in such place's every day."Domi.. could not help laughing at these Delphic utterances,
but she went downstairs thoughtfully. She knew Suzanne's
practical n>irit. Till now the maid had uever shoTany
capacity of imagination. Beni-Mora was certably beginning

Domini seemed to see an Eastern potter at work, sq^tting in

i^Te^ulrtfJ?°'
""' '^"~** '^"S'" changingL ouUine

tl^ .r K ^
"^^ "'°'^ "''^^'^ * ^""'^ ^<^'^ »n angle

here. t.U ,he clay began to show another woman, but with, «jrwei^e^he shadow of the former one lurkir, behind the n,!^

The stranger was not at dinner. His uble was laid andDomm. sat expectmg each moment to hear the shuffling tread

^n, ' k"*:! *T'* u°
'*^* ''***^*^° «<«>'• When he did^come she thought she was glad. After dinner she spoke fo

hi.^l^*!:i
^^^ ^°"^^ ^**'"** there. He had renouncedh« determined air. and his caAau-Zasf countenance and hS«body expressed enduring patho«. as of an injured. pat^nJaeatuS

laid out for the trampling of Domini's cruel feet

foot^remni!^
'^^

^'^^'^v''
'*•" ^'*"°^' "^^^ ^ne white^ocked

foot, remored its yellow slipper, shook out a tiny stone from the

STL .r^K '\."«""' •'""^y- gracefully and veryTadiy^en he pulled the white sock up with both hands and glancJS
at Domini out of the comers of his eyes.

" What's the matter ? "

hJ' a!***"* '*r,°'**
''"*' *° "^ **^* ^*"*=" o^ Beni-Mora. to

mnS^ r""" l\"'!f .'" ''* ^'^^^*^""' to enter the .«/? <2

the ^.i. f r .^"*^ ""«" '^ *^* ^*^ ™'^«". O' to wifness
tibe beautiful re!:^ous ecstasies of the dervishes from OumacT
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He threw kit burnoiu OTcr hit left shoulder with a sudden
gesture of despair that was fuU of exaggeration. Domini smiled.

" YottVe been rery good to-day," she said.
" I am always good, Madame. I am of a seiious disposition

Not one keeps Ramadan as I do."
•• I am sure of it GJo downstairs and wait for me under the

arcade."

Batouch's large face became suddenly a rendezvous of all the
gaieties.

" Madame is coming oat to-night ? *

'* Presently. Be in the arcade."

He swept away with an ample magnificence of joyous bearincr
and movement that was like a loud Te Deum.

"Suzanne! Suzanne!"
Domini had finished her cofiee.

" Mam'zelle !

" answered Suzanne, appearing.
" Would you like to come out with me to-night ? "

" Mam'zelle is going out ?
"

" Yes, to see the village by night."

Suzanne looked irresolute. Caven fear and curiosity fought
a battle within her, as was evident by the expressions that came
and went in her face before she answered.

" Shall we not be murdered, Mam'zeile, and are there interest-
ing things to see ?

"

"There are interesting things to see—dancers, singers, keef
smokers. But if you -e afraid don't come."

" Dancers, Mam I But the Arabs carry knives. And is
there singing ? I— 1 ..ould not like Mar^'zelleto go without me
But—"

"Come and protect me from the knivt^, then. Bring my
jacket—any one. I don't suppose I shall put it on."

As she spoke the distant tom-toms began. Suzanne started
nervously and looked at Domini with sincere apprehension.

" We bad better not go, Mam'zelle. It is not safe out here.
Men who make a noise like that would not respect us "

" I like it."

"That sound? But it is always the same and there is no
mus;c i i "t"

" Perhaps there is more in it than music. The jacket !
"
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Suttnne went gingerlj to fetch It The faint cry of theAfncin hautboy rose up above the tom-toms. The eveningmwas beginning. To-night Domini felt that she most go to Uie

distant music and learn to understand iu meaning, not only fo,
herself but for those who made it and danced to it night \Znjght It stirred her ima nation, and made her in love with
mystery, and anxious at least to steal to the very threshold of thebarbarous world. Did it stir those who had had it in Sieir ««ever since they were nak^d. sunburned babies rolling in the hot-andofthe&hara? Could it seem as ordinary to U^emw ^ecold uproar of the pianoK>rgan to the urchins of Whitechapel. orUie whme of the fiddle to the peasant, of Touraine whereSuzaime was bom ? She wanted to know. Suzanne retun^
with the jacket She still looked apprehensive, but she had^
on her hat and fastened a sprig of red geranium in the front ofher black gown. The curiosity was in the ascendant

"We are not going quite alone, Mam'zelle ? "

" No, ao. Batouch will protect us."
Suzanne breathed a furtive sigh.

w.^""- Tl "^ i°
^^"^

J'"**
"**^* "^'^ «^*^i' ''ho looked

both wicked and deplorable, and had a shabby air, in marked
contrast to Batouch's ostenutious triumph. Domini felt quite
sorry for him. ^

" You come with us too," she said.

Hadj squared his shoulders and insUntly looked vivacious
and almost smart But an undecided expression came into his

" Where is Madame going ?
"

" To see the village."

Batouch shot a glance at Hadj and smiled unp'easantly.
•• I will come with Madame."
Batouch still smiled.

Hadj.^*
"* ^""^^ '"* '^* ^"'*** ^*"'''" ''' "*'** 'ignificantly to

" I—I will come."
They set out Suzanne looked gently at the poet's legs andseemed comforted. *

" Take great care of Mademoiselle Suzanne," Domini said to
the poet. " She is a little nervous in the dark "



THE VOICE OF PRAYER ,„
" Mademoiaelle Suanne i. like the fint day after the fast of

Ramadan, rephed the poet, majestically. " No one would hann
her were she to wander alone Tombouctou."

The prospect drew from Suzanne a surtled gulp. Batouch
placed himself tenderly at her side and they set out, Domini
walking behmd with Hadj.

VIII

The village was full of the wan presage of the coming of the
moon. The night was very still and very warm. As they skirted
the long gardens Domini saw a light in the priest's house. It
made her wonder how he passed his solitary evenings when he
went home from the hotel, and she fancied him sitting in some
plainly-furnished little room with Bous-Bous and a few bookssmokmg a pipe and thinking sadly of the White Fathers of
Afnca and of his frustrated desire for complete renunciation.
With this last thought blended the stiU remote sound of the
hautboy. It suggested anything rather than renunciation-
mysterious melancholy-successor to passion—the cry of lonir'
ine, the wail of the unknown that draws some men and women
to splendid folhes and to ardent pilgrimages whose goal is the
mirage.

Hadj was talking in a low voice, but Domini did not listen to
him. She was vaguely aware that he was abusing Batouch. sayinc
that he was a liar, inclined to theft, a keef smoker, and in a
general way steeped to the lips in crime. But the moon was
rising, the distant music was becoming more distinct. She could
not hsten to Hadj.

As they turned into the street of the sand-diviner the first ray
of the moon fell on the white road. Far away at the end of the
stree Domini could see the black foliage of the trees in the
Garelles garden, and beyond, to the left, a dimness of shadowy
palms at the desert edge. The desert itself was not visible.
1 wo Arabs passed, shrouded in burnouses, with the hoods drawnup over their heads. Only their black beards could be seen.

2ZT '•j^"*
"^f^""'^^

"^ ''•^"^ '^^" «™«- Suzanne
shuddered and drew close to the poet. Her plump f..ce worked

I

i

SI I

11
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and ihe glanced appealinglj at her mittrets. Bat Domini was
not thinking of her, or of Tiolence or danger. The sound of the
tomtoms and hautbofs seemed suddenly much louder now that
the moon began to shine, making a whiteness among the white
houses of the village, the white robes of the inhabitants, a greater
whiteneM on the white road that by before them. And she was
thinking that the moon whiteness of Beni-Mora was more
passionate than pure, more like the blanched face of a lover than
the cool, pale cheek of a virgin. There was excitement in it,

suggestion greater even than the suggestion of the tremendous
coloured scenes of the evening that pieceded such a night. And
she mused of white heat and of what it means—the white heat of
the brain blazing with thoughts that govern, the white heat of the
heart blazing with emotions that make such thoughts seem cold.
She had never known either. Was she incapable of knowing
them ? Could she imagine them till there was physical heat in
her body if she was incapable of knowing them ? Suzanne and
the two Arabs were distant shadows to her when that first moon-
ray touched their feet. The passion of the nightb^ to bum
her, and she thought she would like to take her soul and hold it
out to the white flame.

As they passed the sand-diviner's house Domini saw his
spectral figure standing under the yellow light of the hanging
lantern in the middle of his carpet shop, which was lined from
floor to ceiling with dull red embroideries and dim with the
fumes of an incense brazier. He was talking to a Uttle boy, but
keeping a wary eye on the street, and he came out quickly,
beckonbg with his long hands, and calling softly, in a half-
chuckling and yet authoritative voice,—-

" Venez, Madame, venez ! Come ! come !

"

Suzanne seized Domini's arm.
"Not to-night I" Domini called out
" Yes, Madame, to-night. The vie of Madame is there in the

sand to-night. Je la vois, je U vois. C'est ]k dans le sable
to-night."

The moonlight showed the wound on his face. Suzanne
uttered a cry and hid her eyes with her hands. They went on
towards the trees. Hadj walked with hesitation.

" How loud the music is getting," Domini said to him.
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u«i GUYca an exprenion of tavage ferocity.

Hadj laughed with a marl.

hi» thick Up. like .«X • "•^•V^ «»>« '"'W .bow

"HaJima ia at the Fontaine Chaude." he cried." Keltoum wiU be there.-

wJ!h! '^ "**!*. ^''^**^'""**' She cannot dance. For aweek she will not dance. I know it"
^A«d--l™„, I. .t„^,- ,. ^^ ^, ^ ^^

';Do you not know, lUdJ-ben-Ibrahim?-
^^^A^ ma-«ua ^^ M,.. ^^ lUdj in hi,

They lad reuhed the aid of th. littla u»m ti. t •

of the pea, road which ..retchS «r4" tC^h^ "''''"~

. ..d.«r. I., before .hen>. rttTt^^tTS^ 'T^J^

o.«.Mw.kH„,wi.h ^^",S.^j- :r:s^X^rS:
^

I iMTe nothiog to mj to jwu*

Sit
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bing with the cluhlog mnsic that poa.-td from the rhraJ eafh
maurtst thronged with the white fignict of the desert men,
strolling slowly, softly as panthers, up and down. The moonlight
was growing brighter, as if invisiUe hands began to fan the white

flame of passion which lit np Beni-Mora. A patrol of Tiraillenrs

Indigenes passed by going np the street, in yellow and bine

uniforms, turbans and white gaiters, their rifles orer their broad
shoulders. The faint tramp of their "if^'hiirig feet was just

audible on the sandy road.

'* Hadj can go home if he is afraid of anything in the dandng
street," said Domini, rather maliciouiily. **Let us follow the

soldiers."

Hadj started as if he had been stung, and looked at Domini
as if he would like to strangle her.

" I am afraid of nothing," he exclaimed proudly. " V «dame
does not know Hadj-ben-Ibrahim."

Batouch laughed soundlessly, shaking his great shoulders.

It was erident that he had divined his cousin's wish to supplant

him and was busily taking his revenge. Domini was amused, and
as they went slowly up the street in the wake of the soldiers she

said,

—

"Do you often come here at night, Hadj-ben-Ibrahim?"
" Oh, yes, Madame, when I am alone. But with ladies

—

"

"You were here last night, weren't you, with the traveller

from the hotel?"
" No, Madame. The Monsieur of the hotel preferred to visit

the cafi of the story-teller, which is far more interesting. If

Madame will permit me to take her
—

*

But this last assault was too much for the poet's philosophy.

He suddenly threw off all pretence of graceful calm, and poured
out upon Hadj a torrent of vehement Arabic, accompanying it

with passionate gestures which filled Suzanne with horror and
Domini with secret delight. She liked this abrupt unveiling of

the raw. There had always lurked in her an audacity, a quick
spirit of adventure more boyish than feminine. She had reached
the age of thirty-two without ever gratifying it, or even fully

realising how much she longed to gratify it. But now she began

to understand it and to feel that it was imperious.
" I have a barbarian in me," she thought
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Alive wiU. tt. AriekinV^itSLlL • "" ** "'"•"«•

of boy. «d men. ™i«d to ,hiee froa.T«.?toT-,^'
'"'"'

bubiritjr. mingling ofanieLmnnlT ""^ * ^nMed

-on««c.l„.p^J^7;^^"^'"««' hood. m«l. ,ke„

. midnight mJ. I„ Ui?.SSo« ZllJTf °f ""• 'o ^k"'
"er were life waaderto. thMte I,.„?^

"' "" ""^ '«« lleys
turning to the g^TeJI^d

' °° »»'«")' "«nd. or „.
On tome of the baiconie. painted girb .-„ u.smoking ogarettea. Before each of .h- r k. fj ^*°'°* "<"

which the AdU „oi« of ru^^mt tUl^^ l"™^ '"»
gathered, watchtog the Derfo;,^n^ !f^ """' "=""'* were
The robe, of theLu^^^J^^fZ ^.^tf.

°" «»""•
Suzanne, and eye. atared at tti^T™ ^"^ "' °"""'« ""i

"This is the best dandng-house. Th#. ,.i,:m ^
Domini's height enabledV to JXt? t° m^"'*^"those gathered before the door and ^k r u ? "^^^'^^e" of

white-walled room. paintS^^'ith fil l**"*"*
"^^^^^ «^ «

:i:ir-ertw'o£S^V^ ^^tr-^^i™^
-.a.u^ee.up;ng^^-1;r^n~Jrat:r^t

II
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ground a divan crowded with women and oraiidMit, with inflated

cheeki and squinting eyes. She itood for a mooicot to look,

then the turned away. There was an ezpreaaion of disguit in

her eyes.

" No, I dont want to see children," ihe said. " That's too—"

She glanced at her escort and did not finish.

" I know," said Batouch. " Madame wishes for the real

Ottleds."

He led them across the street Hadj followed reluctantly.

Before going into this second dancing-house Domini stopped

•gain to see from ouUide what it was like, but only for an

instant. Then a brightness came into her eyes, an eager look.

" Yfs, take me in here," she said.

Batouch laughed softly, and Hadj uttered a word below his

breath.

" Madame will see Irena here," said Batouch, pushing the

watching Arabs unceremoniously away.

Domini did not answer. Her eyes were fixed on a man who

was sitting in a comer far up the room, bending forvrard and

staring intently at a woman who was in the act of stepping down

from a raised pUtform dcoor.^n d with iaiaps and small bunches

of flowers in earthen pots.

•• I wish to sit quite near the door," she whispered to Batouch

as they went in.

" But it is much better—"

"Do what I tell you," she said. "The left side of the

room."

Hadj looked a little happier. Suzanne was clinging to his

arm. He smiled at her with something of mischief, but he took

care, when a pUce was cleared on a bench for their party, to sit

down at the end next the door, and he cast an anxious glance

towards the pUtform where the dancing-girls atuched to the cafe

sat in a row, hunched up against the bare wall, waiting their turn

to perform. Then suddenly he shook his head, tucked in his

chin and laughed. His whole face was transformed from craven

fear to vivacious rascality. While he laughed he looked at

Batouch, who was ordering four cups of coffee from the negro

attendant. The poet took no notice. For the moment he was

intent upon his professional duties. But when the coffee was



THE VOICE OP PRAYER i,;

broaght, and let upon • rouod wooden itool between two
boocbee of rorai. he bMd time to note Hadj's ludden gaiety and
to rediieiti meaning. Intuntlj be ipoke to tbe negro in a low

!S***^ .'?^ .•***"*** Itttgbing. The negro iped away and
returned with the proprietor of tbe ^, a itout Kabyle with a fair
skm and blue eyei.

Batoach lowered hia Toice to a guttural whisper and spoke
in AraW^ while Hadj, shifting uneasily on the end seat, gUnced
•t him tideways out of his almond-shaped eyes. Domini heard
the name " Irene.- and guessed that Batouch was asking the
Kabyte to ad for her and make her dance. She could not
help being .mused for a moment by the comedy of intrigue.
complacenUy malignant on both sides, that was being pUyed by
the two cousins, but the moment passed and left her engrossed,
ab«>rbed, and not merely by the norelty of the surroundings, by
the strangeness of the women, of their costumes, and of their
movements. She watched them, but she watched more closely,
more eagerly, rather as a spy than as a spccUtor, one who was
watching them with an intentness, a still paMion, a fierce curiosity
and a sort of almost helpless wonder such as she had never seen
before, and could never have found wnhin herself to put at the
service of any human marvel.

Close to the top of the room on the right the stranger was
sittmg m the midst of a mob of Arabs, whose flowing draperies
ala ost concealed his ugly European clothes. On the wall imme-
diate y behind him was a briUiantly-coloured drawing of a fat OuledNad leenng at a French soldier, which made an unconventional
tackground to his leaning figure and sunburnt face, in which
there seemed now to be both asceticism and something so different
and so powerful that ii was likely, from moment to moment to
drive out the asceticism and t- achieve the loneliness of all con-
quering things. This fighting expression made Domini think
Of a Pictwe she had once seen representing a pilgrim going
through a dark forest attended by his angel and his devil. The
angel of the pilgrim was a weak and almost childish figure, frail,
bloodless, scarcely even radiant, while the devil was lusty and

.7;^ /rT".^ ^^ *"^ * "°^"»'' *q""™e face, which
•miled craftily, looking at the pilgrim. There was surely a devU
in the watchmg traveller which was pushing the angel out of him.

?M«
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Domini had ncTcr before seemed to see clearly the legendary
battle of the human heart. But it had never before been mani-
fested to her audadouslj in the human face.

All around the Arabs sat, motionless and at ease, gazing on
the curious dance of which they never tire—a dance which has
some ingenuity, much sensuality and provocation, but little

beauty and little mystery, unless—«s happens now and then—
an idol-like woman of the South, with all the enigma of the
distant desert in her kohl-tinted eyes, dances it with the sultry
gloom ofa half-awakened sphinx, and makes ofit a barbarous mani.
festation of the nature that lies hidden in the heart of the suo
a silent cry uttered by a savage body bom in a savage land.

In the cafi of Tahar, the Kabyle, there was at present no such
woman. His beauties, huddled together on their narrow bench
before a Uble decorated with glasses of water and sprigs of orange
blossom in earthen vases, looked dull and cheerless in their gaudy
clothes. Their bodies were well formed, but somnolent. Their
painted hands hung down like the hands of marionettes. The
one who was dancing suggested Duty clad in Eastern garb and
laying herselfout carefully to be wicked. Herjerks and wrigglings,
though violent, were inhuman, like those of a complicated piece
of mechanism devised by a morbid engineer. After a glance or
two at her Domini felt that she was bored by her own agilities^

Domini's wonder increased when she looked again at the traveller.

For it was this dance of the ennui of the East which raised up
in him this obvious battle, which drove his secret into the illumina-
tion of the hanging lamps and gave it to a woman, who felt half

confused, half ashamed at possessing it, and yet could not cast it

away.

If they both lived on, without speaking or meeting, for another
half century, Domini could never not know the shape of the devil

in this man, the light of the smile upon its face.

The dancing woman had observed him, and presently she
began slowly to wriggle towards him between the rows of Arabs,
fixing her eyes upon him and parting her scarlet lips in a greedy
smile. As she came on the stranger evidently began to realise

that he was her bourne. He had been leaning forward, but when
the approached, waving her red hands, shaking her prominent
breasts, and violently jerking her stomach, he sat straight up, and
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then, as if instinctirely trying to get away from her, pressed back^nst the wall, hiding the painting of the Ouled Nail and theFrench jolchcr. A dark flush rose on his face and even flooded
his fnrehead to his hair. Hi, eyes were full of a piteous

f,'^'^';V7u
*^".^**"' "** ^'^ 8'"^ "^"ost ««"% to right

» Id left of h,n> as if he expected the hooded Arlb sp<icUto« to
i >ndemn his presence there now that the dancer drew their

Dliii^'\r>'
7*** ^"^ "**'^^ ^' *=«"^"°» ana seemed

h^ \^' ^rLT*** '** °°" "^'Kctic demonstrations of
tier art She lifted her arms above her head, half closed her

r;^"'!!°*l"
expression of languid ecstasy and slowly

shuddered. Ther^ bending backward, she nearl/ touchedThe
floor swung round, still bending, and showed the long curve of

bench by the musicians, suddenly roused themselves and joined
their voicM in a shriU and prolonged twitter. The Arab, did

fLJ^^Al TT^ *^"^u
'• ^' **^* ^"'"•°°"» ^y^ i» the roomwere steadily fixed upon the man leaning back against the hideous

pichire on the wall and the gaudy siren curved almost into an
arch before him. The musicians blew their hautboys and beat

!!Z Su^^Tk
"*'''* ^^'""^'y' "^ •^^ things. Domini thought,

were filled with a sense of climax. She felt as if the roomfal
the inanimate objects, and all the animate figures in it werems^ments of an orchestra, and as if each indiWdual instni^eS
were contnbutmg to a slow, and great, and irresistible crescendo.

^ if nnT^*" -u?^
''''^ '^'^ '*^^ *»"* »«»»°«t his will, and

as if under some terrible compulsion.
His face was scarlet now, and his shining eyes looked down onthe dancer's throat and breast with a mingling of eagerness anS

horror Slowly she raised herself, turned, bent forwards quiver-
.ng. and pr«ented her face to him, while the women twittered

Th?h^;!!!.'",
°™'- ,^' """^ "^"^ »* h« '^thout moving.The hautboy players prolonged a wailing note, and the tom-tom.

gave forth a fierce and dull murmur almost like a death-ro"

Domin?* '^rSt ^T ^ ^? *"" "**"*^''' ^touch whispered toDommi. "Why does not he give her money?"

nf h7«
*^^^' *^* "''*;^" ^^ "*** understand what was expectedOf htm. The music changed again to a shrieking tune, the dancer

'rl
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drew back, did a few more steps, jerked her stomach with fury,

stamped her feet on the floor. Then once more she shuddered
slowly, half closed her eyes, glided close to the stranger, and falling

down deliberately laid her head on his knees, while again the

women twittered, and the long note of the hautboys went through

the room like a scream of interrogation.

Domini grew hot as she saw the look that came into the

stranger's face when the woman touched his knees.

'* Go and tell him it's money she wants 1 " she whispered to

Batouch. '•Go and tell him !

"

Batouch got up, but at this moment a roguish Arab boy, who
sat by the stranger, laughingly spoke to him, pointing to the

woman. The stranger thrust his hand into his pocket, found a

coin and, directed by the roguish youth, stuck it upon the dancer's

greasy forehead. At once she sprang to her feet The women
twittered. The music burst into a triumphant melody, and
through the room there went a stir. Almost ereryone in it

mored simultaneously. One man raised his hand to his hood

and settled it over his forehead. Another put his cigarette to his

lips. Another picked up his coffee^up. A fourth, who was

holding a flower, lifted it to his nose and smelt it. No one

remained quite still. With the stranger's action a sL^in had

been removed, a mental tension abruptly loosened, a sense of

ease let free in the room. Domini felt it acutely. The last

few minutes had been painful to her. She sighed with relief

at the cessation of another's agony. For the stranger had cer-

tainly—from shyness or whatever cause—been in agony while

the dancer kept her head upon his knees.

His angel had been in fear, perhaps, while his devil

—

But Domini tried resolutely to turn her thoughts from the

smiling face.

After pressing the money on the girl's forehead the man made
a movement as if he meant to leave the room, but once again the

curious indecision which Domini had observed in him before cut

his action, as it were, in two, leaving it half finished. As the

dancer, turning, wriggled slowly to the platform he buttoned up
hit jacket with a sort of hasty resolution, pulled it down with a

jerk, glanced swiftly round, and rose to his feet. Domini kept

her eyei oo him, and perhaps the? drew his, for, just as he was

.
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about to step into the narrow aisle that led to the door he saw
her. Instantly he sat down again, turned so that she could only
see part of his face, unbuttoned his jacket, took out ^ome matches
and busied himself in lighting a cigarette. She knew he had felt

her concentration on him, and was angry with herself. Had she
really a spy in her? Was she capable of being vulgarly curious
about a man ? A sudden movement of Hadj drew her attention.
His face was distorted by an expression that seemed half angry,
half fearful. Batouch was smiling seraphically as he gazed towards
the platform. Suzanne, with a pinched-up mouth, was looking
virginally at her lap. Her whole attitude showed her conscious-
ness of the many blazing eyes that were intently staring at her.

The stomach dance which she had just been watching had
amazed her so much that she felt as if she were the only
respectable woman in the world, and as if no one would
suppose it unless she hung out banners white as the walls
of Beni-Mora's houses. She strove to do so, and, meanwhile,
from time to time, cast sideway glances towards the platform to
see whether another stomach dance was preparing. She did not
see Hadj's excitement or the poefs malignant satisfaction, but she,
ith Domini, saw a small door behind the platform open, and the
' ut Kabyle appear followed by a girl who was robed in gold

iibsue, and decorated with cascades of golden coins.

Domini guessed at once that this was Irena, the returned
exile who wished to kill Hadj, and she was glad that a new
incident had occuned to switch off the general attention from the
stranger.

Irena was evidently a favourite. There was a grave movement
as she came in, a white undulation as all the shrouded forms bent
slightly forward in her direction. Only Hadj caught his burnous
round him with his thin fingers, dropped his chin, shook his hood
down upon his forehead, leaned back against the wall, and, curling
his legs under him, seraied to fall asleep. But beneath his brown
lids and long black lashes his furtive eyes followed every move-
ment of the girl in the sparkling robe.

She came in slowly and languidly, with a heavy and cross ex-
prMsion upon her face, which was thin to emaciation and painted
white, with scarlet lips and darkened eyes and eyebrows. Her
features were narrow and pointed. Her bones were tiny, and hei

Ml
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body wu 80 flender. her waist so small, that, with her flat breast
and meagre shoulders, she looked almost like a stick crowned
with a human face and hung with brilliant draperies. He* hair,
which was thick and dark brown, was eUborately braided and
corered with a yeUow sUk handkerchief. Domini thought she
looked consumptire, and was bitterly disappointed in her appear-
Mce. For some unknown reason she had expected the woman
who wisheo to kiU Hadj, and who obviously inspired him with
fear, to be a magnificent and glowing desert beauty. This woman
might be violent. She looked weary, anemic, and as if she
wished to go to bed, and Domini's contempt for Hadj increasedM she looked at her. To be afraid of a thin, tired, sleepy
creature such ^ M war oo pitiful. But Hadj did not seem to
thmk so. He had i ..od his hood sdll further forward, and wasnow merely a bundle concealed in the shade of Suzanne.

Irena stq>ped on to the platform, pushed the giri who sat at
the end of the bench tiU she moved up higher, sat down in the
vaaint place, drank some water out of the glass nearest to her,
and then remamed quite sdll staring at the floor, utterly indifferent
to the Arabs who were devouring her with their eyes. No doubt
the eyes of men had devoured her ever since she could remember.
It was obvious that they meant nothing to her, that they did not
even for an instant disturb the current of her dreary thoughts.

Another giri was dancing, a stout Oriental Jewess with a thick
hooked nose, large lips and bulging eyes, that looked as if they
had been newly scoured with emery powder. While she danced
she sang, or rather shouted roughly, an extraordinary melody that
suggested battle, murder and sudden death. Careless of on-
lookers, she sometimes scratched her head or rubbed her nose
without ceasing her contortions. Domini guessed that this was
the giri whom she had seen from the tower dancing upon the roof
in tb' sunset Distance and Ught had indeed transformed her.
Under the lamps she was the embodiment of all that was coarse
and greasy. Even the pitiful slendemess of Irena seemed attrac-
tive when compared with her billowing charms, which she kept in
a contmual commotion that was almost terrifying.

laccmr**^
" °^^^ ^^''^ "^^^ ^**''" '"**«*»*'«* Batouch. com-

Domioi's lips curled.
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"Doci not Madame think Irena beautiful as the moon onthe waters of the Oued Beni-Mora ? "

„ho' ri"rf1!? ^^'^K '"'• "^"*** "»"**^ " And I think a man

^Jil^n" int^^Lv'
~^ ' ""^* '^ -^"-^ '^^ •^'^^^ o' ^«

u xiJ'i^J
^"* ^'*°» » taU as a female palm in Ourlana.-

Domini looked at her again more carefully, and saw thatBatouch spoke the truth. Irena was unusnallV tall, but h«

.prance '"'"^ ^^^^*' ^'^ *^^ "^ «-« »>-' » little

n,Vlr"i?,
*^*

"i **u
* ''^*' *^"^*' '^ *''*'** »^ »^"? Why. I couldpick her up and throw her over that moon of yours."

Madame is strong. Madame is like the lioness. But Irena
18 the most terrible girl in all Beni-Mora if she loves or if she ilangry, the most terrible in aU the Sahara."

Domini laughed.

« But^Mt'Z^'^' "^'V'^T
^''•" "^^ ^**°"*^^' imperturbably.

fifn" vr "; '"^ '^* ^*^'- ^^»°y of the dancers ofBeni-Mora are murdered, each season two or three. But no manwould try to murder Irena. No man would dare."

mnJtn ^m''"
^" and unimpassioned way of alluding to themost horrible crimes as if they were perfectly natural, and in no

r/n K- .T "*u
" "''''^^'^ at, amazed Domini even morethan his statement about Irena.

•;
Why do they murder the dancers ? " she asked quickly.
For their jewels. At night, in those little rooms with the

sleeoTre V
"'^''"^ '" '^"' '' '* ^^^^ ^<^- "^er in to

In?/ '^ ''!'*'* ^°"' *y^ y«" ^^«*t»^*^ gently and a UtUe
loud. The woman hears. She is not afraid. She sleeps. Shedreams. Her throat is like that "-he threw back his h^exposmg his great neck. « Just before dawn you draw your knifefrom your burnous. You bend do~n. You cut the throat wi^!outno^e. You Uke the jewels. tL« money from the box by thebed. Ycu go down quieUy with bare feet. No one is on the

Sg-p^^-^ ^» ^'-»<> '^- »-^- ^" ^ the gr^:

'

'
The great hiding-place I

*
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"The desert, Madame."
He sipped his coffee. Domini looked at Wm, fascinated

Sazanneshirered. She had been listening. The loud contralto
cry of the Jewess rose up, with its suggestion of violence and of
rough mdifference. And Domini repeated softly,—

"The great hiding-place."

With every moment in Beni-Mora the desert seemed to
become more—more full of meaning, of variety, of mystery, of
terror. Was it everything? The garden of God, the great
hidmg-place of murderers ! She had called it, on the tower
the home of peace. In the gorge of ElAkbara, TJatouch had
spoken of it as a vast realm of forgetfulness, where the load of
memory slips from the weary shoulders and vanishes into the soft
gulf of the sands.

But was it everything then? And if it was so much to her
already, u a night and a day, what would it be when she knew it ?
what would it be to her after many nights and many days ? She
began to feel a sort of terror mingled with the most extraordinary
attraction she had ever known.

Hadj crouched right back against the waU. The voice of the
Jewess ceased in a shout. The hautboys stopped playine. Onlv
the tom-toms roared.

f*- f / js v/u.y

"Hadj can be happy now," observed Batouch in a voice of
unctuous satisfaction, "for Irena is going to dance. Look!
There is the little Miloud bringing her the daggers."

An Arab boy, with a beautiful face and a very dark skin,
shpped on to the platform with two long, pointed knives in his
hand. He laid them on the table before Irena, between the
bouquets of orange blossom, jumped lightly down and dis-
appeared. Directly the knives touched the Uble the hautboy
r'ayers blew a terrific blast, and then, swelling the note, till it
seemed as if they must burst both themselves and their instru-
ments, swung into a tremendous and magnificent tune, a tune
tingling with barbarity, yet such as an European could have sung
or written down. In an instant it gripped Domini and excited her
till she could hardly breathe. It poured fire into her veins and
set fire about her heart It was triumphant as a great song after
war in a wild land, cruel, vengeful, but so strong and so passion-
ately joyoui that it made the eyes shine and the blood leap, and

k
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the •pint rise up and clamour within *he body, clamour for utter
liberty, for action, for wide fields in which to roam, for long days
and nights of glory ard of lore, for intense hours of emotion and
of life lived with exultant desperation. It was a melody that
seemed to set the soul of Creation dancing before an ark. The
tom-toms accompanied it with an irregular but rhythmical roar
which Domini thought was like the deep-voiced shouting of
squadrons of fighting men.

Irena looked wearily at the knives. Her expression had not
changed, and Domini was amazed at her indifference. The eyes
of everyone in the room were fixed upon her. Even Suzanne
began to be less virginal in appearance under the influence of this

desert song of triumph. Domini did not let her eyes stray any
more towards the stranger. For the moment indeed she had for-

gotten him. Her attention was fastened upon the thin, cbnsump-
tive-looking creature who was staring at the two knives laid upon
the table. When the great tune had been played right through
once, and a passionate roll of tom-toms announced its repetitioa

Irena suddenly shot out her tiny arms, brought her hands down
on the knives, seized them and sprang to her feet. She had
passed from lassitude to vivid energy with an abruptness that was
almost demoniacal, and to an energy with which both mind and
body seemed to blaze. Then, as the hautboys screamed out the
tune once more, she held the knives above her head and danced.

Irena was not an Ouled Nafl. She was a Kabyle woman born
in the mountains of Djurdjura, not far from the village of
Tamouda. As a child she had lived in one of those chimneyless
and windowless mud cottages with red tiled roofs which are so
characteristic a feature of La Grande Kabylie. She had climbed
barefoot the savage hills, and descended into the gorges yellow with
the broom plant and dipped her brown toes in the waters of the
Sebaou. How had she drifted so far from the sharp spurs of her
native hills and fi-om the ruddy-haired, blue-eyed people of her
tribe ? Possibly she had sinned, as the Kabyle women often sin.

and fled from the wrath that she would understand, and that all

her fierce bravery could not hope to conquer. Or perhaps with
her Kabyle blood, itself a brew composed of various strains,

Greek, Roman, as well as Berber, were mingling some drops drawn
from desert sources, which had manifested themselves physically

fl
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De™i«tin«r -rT ° ***^^ '^"*» • "^^e and glorious

a larger "n.o,ph.re~u.thTcho,r^S,^''^°':L"«Tk
""

She looked and listened tUl she saw a7r,«I:
troop by, garlanded with «,./ I •

8"n<*« procession

-,fk J:
K«^«naea with mystery and triumph: War as a shan*

That came m a pale cloud of sand, with a pale crowH «/
shippers, those who had receired eS. from ?^ n .

"*[ ''°'"-

^d sought for mor.whit.^i:^„S^'^^^^^^^^^^

circling years
: murderers who had nined Mn..H,.^ -It v [

who had cast .«y terrible recollections m the ™^^ifr .?dune, „d in the treele., purple di.^«5 J"^oX^*K.
"

who h«l «„«o ™„l^ to re.< content with the world of hilh3

(
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frileys, ofiewwcpt rergetand murmuring rivers, and whobadbeendnmi. by the Ubouring loul, on and on towards the flat plainswhere roll for ever tlw golden wheels of the chariot of the^
hISTJ!!!*'

?' '^'** "^" "^ ^^^'^ '^^•i<^ chUdren

:

K.K S w^
•*»»"««« «7« "d • 'kin of bronie

: Passion, half faun.

beating cymbals hke monstrous spheres of fire.
And she saw palm trees waving, immense palm trees in the

jouth. It seemed to her that she travelled as far awayfrom Beni-Moim as she had traveUed from England in coming toBeni-Mora.
She made her way tow«-ds the sun, joining the pale crowd of theDesert s worshippers. And always, as she traveUed, she heard the
dashmgofthecymbalsofUberty. A conviction ;*» bom in her

hfT? J"""'
^"

'° ^°'' "^^ ^«*^ "^^^ «'"8«>y weU J that

that which It had to give to her ; that in the Desert she would learnmore of the meanmg of life than she could ever learn elsewhere
It seemed to her suddenly that she understood more clearly than
hitherto m what lay the intense, the over-mastering and hypnotic
attraction exercised already by the Desert over her natur^ In
the desert there must be, there was-she felt it-not only heat to
warrr, the body, but light to iUummate the dark places of the souLAn ^most fatalistic idea possessed her. She saw a figure-one of
the Messengers-sunding with her beside the corpse of her fatherand whispering in her ear " Beni-Mora »; taking her to the mapand pointing to the word there, filling her brain and heart with
suaestions, till--as she had bought ahnost without reason, and
at haphazard-she chose P.ni-Mora as the place to which shewould go m search of recovery, of self-knowledge. It had been
pr«)rd«ned. The Messenger had been sent. The Messenrerhad guided her And he would come again, when the time Lnp«^ and lead her on into the Desert. She felt it She knew itShe looked round at the Arabs. She was as much a fatalist
a. any one of them. She looked at the stranger. What was he?

Abruptly m her imagination a vision rose. She gazed one-more mto the crowd that thronged about the Desert havine re^ceived gifts at the Desert's hands, and in it she saw the stJ^^'ger
lie was kneehng. hu hands were stretched out, his head wasbowed, and he was praying. And. while he prayed. Liberty stood
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bj him smiling, and her fieiy cymbals were like the aureoles that
tllumme the beautiful faces of the saints.

For some reason that she could not understand her heart
began to beat fast, and she felt a burning sensation behind her
eyes.

She thought that this extraordinary music, that this anuuinc
daiiCe, excited her too much.

The white bundle at Suzanne's side sHrred. Ircna, holding
the daggers abore her head, had sprung from the litUe pUtform
and was dancmg on the earthen floor in the midst of the AnbsHer thin body shook conTulsirely in time to the music She
marked the accents with her shudders. Excitement had grown in
her bU she seemed to be in a fererish passion that was half exult-
ant. half despairing. In her expression, in her morements, in the
way she held herself, leaning backwards with her face looking uo
her breast and neck exposed as if she offered her life, her lore and
aU the mysteries in her, to an imagined being who dominated her
savage and ecstatic soul, there was a vivid suggestion of the two
elements m Passion—rapture and melancholy. In her dance she
incarnated passion whole by conveying the two halves that com-
pose It. Her eyes were nearly closed, as a woman closes them
when she has seeti the lips of her lover descending upon hers.And her mouth seemed to be receiving the fiery touch of another
mouth. In this moment she was a beautiful woman because she
looked like womanhood. And Domini understood why the Arabs
thought her more beautiful than the other dancers. She had what
they had not-genius. And genius, under whatever form, shows
to the world at moments the face of Aphrodite.

She came slowly nearer, and those by the platform turned
round to follow her with their eyes. Hadj's hood had slipped
completely down over his face and his chin was sunk^
his chest. Batouch noticed it and looked angry, but Domini
had forgotten both the comedy of the two cousins and the
tragedy of Irena's love for Hadj. She was completely under the
^sanation of this dance and of the music that accompanied itNow that Irena was near she was able to see that, without her
genius, there would have beet, no beauty in her face. It was
painfully thin, painfully long and haggard. Her life had written
a fatal wscnption across it as their life writes upon the faces
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ofpoorit«et*red children ih. on. word-W.n. a .k ut«. U,U. ,hi. d.«i,^, ,o„« t^ t^^Z much T^ "L?*"her robe of gold liuoe co»ered .iib .!.w

^* '•"*'« <>'

above her he«l. looked •• hT. 1 i .
** ""' '""T '>'»«•

«d .huddered\^ ,hi„l,Vlt • k"*""'"*
"•«»"'•

•he w« i-iuting .h.^W Nr.SrSU°,SSt" " *"' "-'
upon the jtrMger-i kneei. Th- .k ? ^ '"' ^^^T l^wl

her «d to T.h„. u« to iCi, rSSJ^te'^Z""*'
""' "

oppoiite to ti em and iu»«l .1,.,^ ..n T ••" **' •«<'»ll7

ing dance, ..it hoUin,T^!^ j! '*^'™'"« '"" *"ddj
«.ii.. tL tho^tfM:^'?*;^.,^'.';:t^ '''^•^'

golden coinfc She took out h., - ?
""• """» of

mone, at once, w'th A. nM '"'" """ *" "" »« «•«

all the danc":. dT^bi*fef'''sk''r'''"^
•'''''•" *"«i«d

was «ry worn. H„ m "h d^^d "Tm ' '°"°*' ""' "'
eyes there were tin, line. ,endingXn,„d L^^ "I^"«h«t Domni .ecretlv called , ,... j, I' " «>«head had™ .avage «,d triump^nt HeMri^^"^'"-

"""*''«•. .".=

wa, .he held her«lfc<^L.Tp^Z IT''"^ '""' ""
•von while .he wa, pau.ing',ormone,. .^d whSe'T*""''were furtiyel, reading Domini .he .hJn T . *"' '>"'

ful atmosphere, which .timrtSi bloL. ,
."'' *"' * P"""-

and created longing for unknots 'SI^.Tb^' ""{"" "••>•

watched her .he felt .h.t Irena m„ °u«"uZ .f
'^^'

magnificently, that dcpite her alm^t sSlL^
at mo„^„

permanent wearine.^„l, c«, „!' '^'^^ 'O""'""- «d
dance^e mu.t have known^U"c jo^ ,t, '"JT'

" *«
h«d .he would posK.. the canacitv ll\ °°* *' ''«
There w^ somethi;; bumi„;Xn he^° hjf^ f""

'^""•
long as she was alive, a spark of natar.*.,

""m on so
I. was that spark which ^ICT'^ol'^J'""^ "" "<"•

a light of beaut, through her haggledW ^ """" "^ ""^
The spirit blazed.

f?
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Domini put her hand at last into her parse and took oot a

pfece of gold. She was jus going to gire it to Irena when the
white bundle that was Hadj made a sudden, though slight, more,
ment. as if the thing inside it had shirered. Irena noHced it
with her half-closed eyes. Domini leaned forward and held out the
money then drew back startled. Irena had changed her posture
abruptly. Instead of keeping her head thrown back and expos-
ing her long throat, she lifted it, shot it forward. Her meagre
bosom almost diuppeared as she bent orer. Her arms fcU to
her sides. Her eyes opened wide and became full of a
sharp, peering intensity. Visions and dreams dropped out of
her. Now she wu only fierce and questioning, and horribly
alert She was looking at the white bundle. It shifted again
She sprang upon it, showing her teeth, caught hold of it. With
a swift turn of her thin hands she tore back the hood, and out
of the bundle came Hadj's head and face Uvid with fear. One
of the daggers flashed and came up at him. He leaped from the
seat and screamed. Suzanne echoed his cry. Then the whole
room was a turmoil of white garments and moving limbs. In an
instant everybody seemed to be leaping, calling out, grasping.
struKhng. Dommi tried to get up. but she was hemmed in. and
could not make a movement upward or free her arms, which
were pressed against her sides by the crowd around her. For amoment she thought she was going to be severely hurt or suffo-
cated. She did not feel afraid, but only indignant, like a boywho has been struck in the face and long, o retaliate. Someone
screamed again. It was Hadj. Suzani.e was on her feet, but
separated from her mistress. Batouch's arm was round her
Domini put her hands on the bench and tried to force herself
up, violently setting her broad shoulders against the Arabs who
were towering over her and covering her head and face with their
floating garments as they strove to see the fight between Hadi
and the dancer. The heat almost stifled her. and she was sud-
denly aware of a strong musky smell of perspiring humanity.
She was beginning to pant for breath when she felt two burning
hot, hard hands come down on hers, fingers like iron catch
hold of hers, go under them, drag up her hands. She could not
see who had seized her, but the life in the hands that were on
hers mingled with the life in her hands like one fluid with
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grip. UKl her heart toa
*'" ^^^ *^'° ""8ht in . fierce

«oorX"rwl'^tettre^hTte\^' ^^^^ ^^ ^ ^- ^^«

fr.. .nd the painted balcon e erow^^^^^^^
''' "'^ ^^*

looking down towards th^ca^Zlt^i T ^
S*'°''^

''*»'»«»

shrill roiceg. She !aw ^hf ? .^, '*^' "** chattering in

-rching at the doublMo the^C^n^TT '"^'«'°"

.tiU .truggUng. Then ,he ww tJ^Hhe IZ^u " ^^' """
She was not surprised.

™'^*"*' '"" *>««ide her.

"Whe'rt'ir^/r.id"
''""* "^ °"^'" '^^^ -'^ -ther bluntly.

"She got away before U5 with your guide, Madame «He held up his hands and looked at th.^ k :,
questioningly.

*'' ** *'*«™ ^a'd. eagerly,

"You weren't hurt?"
He dropped his hands quickly.
" Oh, no, it wasn't—"

«ni";r.wf4 *J::„"r;i'\' ;" ""'• i>«-w ..ood

Uughcd ,0 confrol"" '"^«'^- ,^'» "'" W' angry ,ad
IbU episode .he kneir .h« .k.

''" ""'<' '"» «""'«<' «
door of .he «5 and hU.L oJ" f.'"''!f

"^ ^"""S back ,o the

h»d oe.,1, .uffocaled he Vn ' ^f '1 "=" " "« "" "»»
an uninteoHon- P."agai„.rLT.re^ ""et-ifte^''

'"1
force in it—seemed to let loose • hI i .r" *^^^e ^as real

ought surely only to dwell il^e a «:;' " '"' "^' ' ^^^^ «

the doorway^ ^ °' ^^' ^'^°^ P"'^^^^ '^s way roughly in at

Z^.*" t'^J'*
"* ^'''^y' "'^^ »»^»^ Madame "

She looked at him. then she said abrupUy'^"Do you speak English?"
"™P"y.-

u».tw^:^z„gXhthe',hr,r"''' °^™" "> -«'
Such hesiuHon .bo°fIc '. ,S:*J"^"'«'7-"" "No.-
"« >«id, but still in French.-

'"^ """««• ^' ""«

"Yei"
^
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K ^^^^ *!?
***** '^^ ** '^^ "'^ ''y ^* ^'^ »*»« »»« wished

be had said " No."
From the ca/i the Arabs began to pour into the street. The

patrol was clearing the place. The women leaning over the
balconies cned out shrilly to learn the exact history of the
tamult, and the men standing underneath, and lifting up their
bronzed faces in the moonlight, replied in violent voices, gestScu-
Utmg vehemently while their hanging sleeves feU back from their
hairy arms.

" I am an Englishwoman," Domini said.

But she too felt obliged to speak still in French, as if a
sudden reserve told her to do sa He said nothing. They were
standing m -uite a crowd now. It swayed, parted suddenly, and
the soldiers appeared holding Irena. Hadj followed behind
shoutmg as ifm a frenzy of passion. There was some blood on
one of his hands and a streak of blood on the front of the loose
shirt he wore under his burnous. He kept on shooting out his
arms towards Irena as he walked, and frantically appealing to
the Arabs round him. When he saw the women on their
balconies he stopped for a moment and called out to them
Uke a man crazed. A Tirailleur pushed him on. The women
who had been quiet to hear him, burst forth again into a
paroxysm of chatter. Irena looked utterly indifferent and walked
feebly. The little procession disappeared in the moonlight
accompanied by the crowd.

" She has stabbed Hadj," Domini said. " Batouch will be glad »

She did not feel as if she were sorry. Indeed, she thought she
was glad too. That the dancer should try to do a thing and fail
would have seemed contradictory. And the streak of blood she
had just seen seemed to relieve her suddenly and to Uke from
her all anger, Her self-control returned.

.J'V'^^l r" **"*'* "**'*•" '^* "»^ *o »»«' companion.
"Good-night."

She remembered the episode of the tower that afternoon, and
resolved to take a definite line this time, and not to risk a
second desertion. She started off down the street, but found
him walking beside her in silence. She stopped.

" I am very much obliged to you for getting me out," the
aid, looking straight at him. " And now, good-night."
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Almost for the first time he endured her gaze without an*

uncertainty, and she saw that though he migirbe h^sTuti".'

m^e wake of the negro procession-he could also be a dog^
"I'll go with you, Madame," he said.
"Why?"

*

"It's night."

"I'm not afraid."

" I'" go with you, Madame."

^L'^l/'lTf" ^^VJ^^y^^'^^Pt his eyes on her, frowning.

MainJ^J "' *^* '^'**' wondering whether she wasgoing to refuse or not.

" I'll follow you, Madame."

of wt't ^a\^^ *'
^T"^

^° ''^ ^*^^ *h*t h** too. '^w thinking

to depri^'wm ^;:h " *'' "''*™*~" ^'^y'^-^^* •»»«-»'

oh^-ZV • .

*^* '«P"«»o° he was anxious to make-obnously anxious m an almost piteously determined way? liwas poor pride in her. a mean little feeling.
^ "

" Come with me," she said.

They went on t<^ether.

. 3* ^^'' '*'"*** "P by the fracas in Tahar's «/? were

n a ill
?"'*""'• "' "^*'*^ «^ *hem. gathered toge^'^n a little crowd, were quarrelling and shouting at the end of ih^

'^'^T.^T'
^^ ''' ^^^^"*'- ^'"*^'' -- -

he sld
^^^ ^*'**"*' *' '^'^"^^ *^ *^"" *° ^^'^^ » "de street,"

u. to^^T r!!' 1

^*.'*' ^** '*' *^* ''^* *^«'«- 't « bound to bring

He started,

"The and diTiner?" he nid in his low. strong voice.

She walked on into > tin, .Uej. He followed her.

••N^SSeT" *' "" "^ "'" "« *-« »""'""

roJfa^lT^ii'Sr"'"""
""" "•" "" ""•"» •«• '^'' -'»•

i

11
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The man made no reply.

"Will you pay him a visit?'* Domini asked curiously.
"No, Madame. I do not care for such things."
Suddenly she stood still

"Oh look!" she said. "How strange 1 And there are
others all down the street."

In the tiny alley tlie balconies of the houses nearly met. No
figures leaned on their railings. No chattering voices broke the
furtive silence that prevailed in this quarter of Beni-Mora. The
moonlight was fainter here, obscured by the close-set buildings,
and at the moment there was not an Arab in sight. The sense
of loneliness and peace was profound, and as the rare windows
of the houses, minute and protected by heavy gratings, were
dark. It had seemed co Domini at first as if all the inhabitants
were in bed and asleep. But, in passing on, she had seen a
.aint and bUnched illumination; then another; the vague vision
of an aperture; a seated figure making a darkness against white-
nejs; a second aperture and seated figure. She stopped and
stood stilL The man stood stUl beside her.

The alley was an alley of women. In every house on either
side of the way a similar picture of attentive patience was
revealed

:
a narrow Moorish archway with a wooden door set

back against the wall to show a steep and diminutive staircase
winding up into mystery; upon the highest stair a common
candlestick with a lit candle guttering in it, and, immediately
below, a giri, thickly painted, covered with barbarous jewels and
magnificentiy dressed, her hands, tinted with henna, folded in
her lap, her eyes watching under eyebrows heavily darkened, and
prolonged untU they met just above the bridge of the nose, to
which a number of black dots descended ; her naked, brown
ankles decorated with large circlets of gold or silver. The
candle shed upon each watcher a faint light that half revealed
her and left her half concealed upon her white staircase bounded
by white walls. And in her absolute silence, absolute stilbiess,
each one wholly mysterious as she gazed ceaselessly out
towards the empty, narrow street

The wot in before whose dwelling Domini had stopped was
an Ouled Nafl, with a square headdress of coloured handker-
chiefs and feathers, a pink and sUver shawl, a blue skirt of some



THE VOICE OF PRAYER ,35
Ain m.teriJ powdered with .a,« flower.. «,d , bred .il«r beltset with squares of red rnrai ck. _ -L-

"»"«" Buvcr oeii

h.»e looSd ^.TketL id.l
'

. %'-« "•"«"• ""* """'J

no.b„,..,rp^r-^p/r.»x:eL^

yWien Domini stopped ud ezdiimed she did not realise t«

•Jet^ce, e«:h one .lone on her ,t«r waiting in the nieht B« „

^u«r«tirsi:,^''"^' - *-'«"-'- o-red-s

^A^'!"^l^^ "' "'"'• •"• <'«»« men, almost black«th h^ cheek bone^ hollow cheeks. 8e«. falcon's e, "shinS
rough, sacklike brown garment, and wearing a turban bound .irh

h s^r hJ!,d'""TK''
'" "" "T"' "'"*'"' 0" •'-ethingTn

l.^u T""*" ™ « brief colloouy. The womanS^lr ""'t"^'^ """ «" -^"- ""''^^
the palm. She counted it twice deliberately. Then she nodded

dress, and went slowly up the stdrcase followed by the Arab who^sp«ih,s coarse draperies and lifted them, showing U^^
leg", •^e two d«appeared without noise into the darkiW

rrti-crrr'""-* "• """ -^ "• •"••^
mon^^irhl^^^trd.""

'""' " "" ""• »' "'^ « ««

Domini felt hot and rather sick. She wondered why she h«i«ood there watching. Yet she h«I no. been ablelo LrTJ^
^^•J' *? «?PP«' '»<=k into the middle of the ."e,"dw,Uked on with the m«. beside her she wondered what he ™hmking of her. She could not talk to him any mo" Ste™
«* other to right „d toft of them, of the still fi^urer^^

H^miv^;'?'' "" ^»" »'• •' '"• <«»2rgtor«5?Her comp«,io« dtd wt speakj but a. tbey walked he glanced

I
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furtirely from one side to the other, then stared down rteadUy onthe white road. When they turned to the right «,d camTouI bJ

l^Uck agamat the moon, .he felt relieved and wa. able to^
African thing, and people." .he «ud. « That i. why I L iJtbleto fall into mistake, in «,ch a pUce a. thi.. A, there U Se

?r:X"JteTtt°"^'^^*'-^^-
^--otha;kyTu:;2:

" Why ?
" "" ^^^ ^ ""^ ashamed-I wa. Lhamed/'

it
'l^f°''~°'*"^-^f«/»'''^wardne... But you will forgive

A J.- T u
*^*^"««™ed to the .ociety of ladies-like you.Anything I hare done I hare not done ouTof ruden^ Thiu.

all I can say. I have not done it out of rudeness."
He seemed to be almost trembling with agitation.

^^

I know. I know." she said. " Besides, it was nothing.-

«»rn.«l«K'*i''"''^""^^'*-
I understand that I am notw coarse-fibred as not to understand that

»

Domini suddenly felt that to take his view of the matter

^'fStl'"'' ' "^ ''^"^ ^ ^^* ^-^-* course.\vrIS

this'Imeir*
™'' *' "^"''^ "^* "'"' ^ »^ ^-««» ^* ^«>»

She held out her hand. He grasped it. and again she felt asIf a furnace were pouring its fiery heat upon her.
** Good-night"

"Good-night. Madame. Thank you."
She was going away to the hotel door, but she stopped.My name i. Domini Enfilden," she said in English.

exJct^"lS^*tLT!,K^*~*^'^^^«'**^^-
She waited. Sheexpected him to tell her hi. name. There wa. a silence At l..f

^

My name i. Bonr-Bori. Androvsky."
"Batouch told me you were Engliah," Ae wud.
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**Mj mother was Enelish. but mv father i^. . c •

Tiilis. That is my n*m^
^ ^ * ^'"'"*» '^°"»

uood-night," Dommi said again,

the night
^^^ "" P"°"^ »''» "' »«<*ing i»

.-*a

IX

night before, and Domin? S^ . ^P° ''^'^ P^™**°* the

occupation with Su^Z wK ^°T'".*""^ "«"«^ »»» P'«-

ery suflScient reason B«fK ^u J^
"PPear »t the hotel for a

made un th^ir t»:»<i. v ^ . .
jusnce m Ueni-Mora had

«aaiii»DoetwM„„,ir.i r "" "^ ""'?"' «« the

troublfC Wten li^
'°^' !° """• ""^ *" »<" •«'"> to

iri

^'1
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Domini admired the horie. but wished to momit it herself

before coming to any conclusion about it She had brought herown saddle with her and ordered Batouch to put it on the animal.
Meanwhile she went upstairs to change into her habit. When she
came out again on to the rerandah Boris Androrsky was there,
standing bareheaded in the sun and looking down at Batouch
and the horse. He turned quickly, greeted Domini with a deep
bow, then examined her costume with wondering, startled eyes.

"I'm going to try that horse," she said with deliberate
fnendhness. "To see if 111 buy him. Are you a judge of a
horse?"

* ' -o

"I fear not, Madame."
She had spoken in English and he replied in the same

^guage. She was standing at the head of the stairs holding
her whip lightly in her right hand. Her splendid figure was
defined by the perfectly-fitting, plain habit, and she saw him
look at It with a strange expression in his eyes, an admiration
that was almost ferocious, and that was yet respectful and even
pure. It was like the glance of a passionate schoolboy verging
on young manhood, whose natural instincts were astir but whose
temperament was unwarped by vice ; a glance that was a burning
tribute, and that told a whole story of sex and surely of
hot, inquinng ignorance—strange glance of a n}an no longer
very young. It made something in her leap and quiver. She
was startled and almost angered by that, but not by the eyes
that caused it.

'

**Au rewt'r," she said, turning to go down.
"May I—might I see you get up?" said Androvskv.
"Get up! "she said.

"Upon the horse?"
She could not help smiling at his fashion of expressing the

act of mounting. He was not a sportsman evidently, despite his
muscular strength.

" Certainly, if you like. Come along."
Without thinking of it she spoke rather as to a schoolboy, not

with superiority but with the sort of bluffness age sometimes uses
good-naturedly to youth. He did not seem to resent it and
followed her down to the arcade.

The side saddle was on and the poet held the grey by the
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uneuilj from the eronnd flirkin. k:. --
ueiicaic leet

loMtaa and .I.nJf»„ •^' "'*=^*"K »'• narrow quarters with his

-J?i!
,?'"«"« tideways wit'u his dark and brilliant eves.

h^t "Z "'• "^'^ • "•'"«" •-*«"'g<^'^« that was aW
H?.!.r^°'"'' 7"* "P '** *^^"* »"^ «^^<^^ him with herZl
IT^"^ "** "°'**'*- H« ''hole body seemed a-ciri^er

d"ucr *^ ^^'^^ ^""^"^^^ •''^^ *^- -^o -"«

theho«l°LS'*°^^
near the waiter, looking at Domini and atthe horse with wonder and alarm in his eyes.

AndroTsky sprang forward on to the path. Hii em .».bla^ng wift «u,i.„. She «w it and laughed gail,
'
^'

She had been reining him in. Now .he let him eo and

BoM-aw* and leaned owr his bmshwood fence to look afterher. Bous-Bou. barked in a light soprano. The X^b JZ

a7^^h^',w°"' "" •""" '^- The Arab waiter .n.iW" If with «iti.faction at beholding perfect competence BwAndr-^^y stood quite stiU looking dSm the dus^^Tat Thedimmishmg form, of horse and rider, and when the,<Mam«,^

ill

* 1
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It wu the poet's amply seductire roice. Aodrorsky started.
" I don't ride," he said curtly.

•' I will teach Monsieur. I am the best teacher in Beni-Mora.
In three lessons Monsieur will

—

"

"I don't ride, I tell you."

Androvsky was looking angry. He stepped out into the road.
Bous-Bous, who was now observing Nature at the priest's garden
gate, emerged with some sprightliness and trotted towards him,
evidently with the intention of making his acquaintance. Coming
up to him the little dog raised his head and uttered a short bark,
•»t the same time wagging his Uil in a kindly, though not effusive
manner. Androvsky looked down, bent quickly and patted him,
as only a man really fond of animals and accustomed to them
knows how to pat. Bous-Bous was openly gratified. He began
to wriggle affectionately. The priest in his garden smiled.
Androvsky had not seen him and went on playing with the dog,
who now made preparations to lie down on his curly back in the
road in the hope of being tickled, a process he was an amateur of.

Still smiling, and with a friendly look on his face, the priest came
out of his garden an -^oroached the playmates.

"Good morning, Msieur," he said poUtely, raising his hat.
•• I see you like dogs."

Androvsky lifted himself up, leaving Bous-Bous in a prayerful
attitude, his paws raised devoutly towards the heavens. When
he saw that it was the priest who had addressed him his face
changed, hardened to grimness, and his lips trembled slightly.

" That's my little dog," the priest continued in a gentle voice.
" He has evidently taken a great fancy to you."

Batouch was watching Androvsky under the arcade, and noted
the sudden change in bis expression and his whole bearing.

"I—I did not know he was your dog. Monsieur, or I should
not have interfered with him," said Androvsky.

Bous-Bous jumped up against his leg. He pushed the little

dog rather roughly away and stepped back to the arcade. The
priest looked puzzled and slightly hurt At this moment the soft
thud of horse's hoofs was audible on the road and Domini came
cantering back to the hotel. Her eyes were sparkling, her face
was radiant She bowed to the priest and reined up before tb«
hotel door, where Androvsky was standing.
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*'I11 buy him," she laid to Batouch, who s..elled with aUii-
faction at the thought of hii commiMion. "And I'll go for a
long ride nor—out into the desert"

"You will not go alone, Madame?"
It was the priest's roice. She smiled down at him gaily.

"Should I be carried off by nomads. Monsieur?"
" It would not be safe for a lady, beliere me."
Satouch swept forward to reassure the priest
" I am Madame's guide. I hare a horse ready saddled to

accompany Madame. I hare sent for it already, M'sieur."
One of the little Arab boys was indeed visible running with

aU his might towards the Rue Berthe. Domini's face suddenly
clouded. The presence of the guide would take all the edge off
her pleasure, and in the short gallop she had just had she had
savoured its keenness. She was alive with the desire to be happy.

" I don't need you, Batouch," she sa^*^

But the poet was inexorable, backed up by the priest
" It is my duty to accompany Madame. I am responsible ^oi

her safety."

" Indeed, you cannot go into the desert alone," said the
priest

Domini glanced at Androvsky, who was standing silently

under the arcade, a little withdrawn, looking uncomforuble and
self-conscious. She remembered her thought on the tower of the
dice-thrower, and of how the presence of the stranger had seemed
to double her pleasure then. Up the road from the Rue Berthe
came the noise of a galloping horse. The shoeblack was re-

tumug furiously, his bare legs sticking out on either side of a
fiery light chestnut with a streaming mane and tail

" Monsieur Androvsky," she said.

He started.

"Madame?"
" Will you come with me for a ride into the desert? "

His face was flooded with scarlet, and he came a step forward,
looking up at her.

" I
!

" he said with an accent of infinite surprise.
" Yes. WiU you ?

"

The chestnut thundered up and was pulled sharply back on
its haunches. Androvsky shot a sideways glance at it and

1
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hetiuted. Domini thought he wm going to refnae and wishedhe had not asked him, wished it passionately.

"Nert. mind," she said, ahnost bruUlly in her Texationat
what she bad done.

"Batouchl"
The poet was about to spring upon the hone when Androvskv

caught him by the arm.
'

"I will go," he said.

Batonch looked vicious.

" But Monsieur told me he did not—"
He rtopped. The hand on his arm had given him a wrench

that made him feel as if his flesh were caught between steel
pincers. AndroTsky came up to the chestnut.

" Oh, ifs an Arab saddle," said Domini.
" It does not matter, Madame."
His face was stern.

" Are you accustomed to them ?"
"It makes no difference."

He took hold of the rein and put his foot in the high stirrup,
but so awkwardly that he kicked the horse in the side. ll
plunged.

" Take care I " said Domini
Androvsky hung on, ar- climbed somehow into the saddle

coming down on it heft y, with a thud. The horse, now
thoroughly startled, plut .d furiously and lashed out with its
hind legs. Androvsky was thrown forward against the high red
peak of the saddle with his hands on the animal's neck. There
was a struggle. He tugged at the rein violently. The horse
jumped back, reared, plunged sideways as if about to bolt
Androvsky was shot off and fell on his right shoulder heavily!
Batouch caught the horse while Androvsky got up. He was
white with dust. There was even dust on his face and in his
short hair. He looked passionate.

"You see," Batouch began, speaking to Domini, "that
Monsieur cannot—

"

"Give me the rein I " said Androvsky.
There was a sound in his deep voice that was terrible. He

was looking not at Domini but at the priest, who stood a little
aaide with an expression of concern on his face. Bous-Bous
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barked with excitement «t the conflict AndroTikr took the
rem, and, with a tort of furioui determinaUon, ipranf into the
saddleand pressed his legs against the horse's flanks. It reared
up. The priest moved back under th a palm trees, the Arab bors
scattered. Batouch sought the shelter of the arcade, and the
hors^ with a short, whining neigh that was like a cry of temper,
bolted between the trunks of the trees, heading for the deM^
and disappeared in a flash.

^
" He will be kiUed," said the priest
Bous-Bous barked frantically.

"It is his own fiiult," said the poet. "He told me himself
just now that he did not know how to ride."

•• Why didn't you tell me so ? " Domini exclaimed
" Madame—

"

U.V t^"^ *°°^ following Androvsky at a slow canter lest
she should fnght«i his horse by coming up behind it She ca^
out from the ^ade of the palms into the sun. The desert hty
before her She searched it eagerly with her eyes and saw
Androvsky's horse far off in the river bed, still going at a gaUoo
toward, the south, toward, that region in which .he had told himon the tower she thought that peace must dweU. It was as if hehad believed her words blindly and was franticaUy in chase of
peace. And she pursued him through the blazing sunlight
She was out m the desert at length, beyond the last belt of
verdure, beyond the last line of palms. The desert wind was on
her cheek and m her hair The desert spaces stretched around

wnnkled. sun-dned earth. The red rocks, seamed with many
hades of colour that aU suggested primeval fires and the relent-

less action of heat, were heaped about her. But her eyes were
fixed on the far-off moving speck that was the horse carryine
Androvsky madly towards the south. The light and fir<Lthe
great airs, the sense of the chase intoxicated her. She stru^ herhorse with the whip. It leaped, as if clearing an immcMe
obsucle. came down lightly and strained forward into the shin^
mysteries at a furious gallop. The black speck grew large?She was gaining. The crumbling, diff-Iike bank on her left
Jhowed a nmt in which a faint track rose sharply to the flatness
beyond. She put her horse at it and came out among the tiny

4 -I

*4'
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A pale MBd flew vp here about the horse's feet AndrowW ...
JHU below her in the difficult ground where Se wattZ^Vn^

rS^ .^l^^K^ ^^ ***. '^* *^"°«^"« ^ »»'• peak of hisred saddle, his legs set forward, his feet stuckinto the•hort stirrups with their metal toe<.p.. The animal's temperwas nearly .pent. She could see that. The terror had gonTo^

frnrr .^. addle peak, catch at the flying rein, draw it up, iZ

"«'• ««n«^h »«»t be enormous,* Domini thought, with asai tied admiration.

He turned h.s head, saw her, and put his horse at the bankWhich was steep here and without any gap.
'

•• You can't do it." she called.

iank! 1?J'
''" *^"* '^'

'I?''
^^ ^'* ^'^^^ ^'' «*« the horse's

flanks and came on recklessly. She thought the horse would
either refuse or try to get up and roll back on its rider. Itsprang at he bank and mounted like a wild cat. Tncre was ano.se of falling stones, a shower of scattered earth-clods droppingdownward and he was beside her. white with dust, stream nfwith sweat, panting as if the labouring breath would rip his che^fopen, with the horse's foam on his forehead, and a Lage a^dyet exultant gleam in his eyes.

^
They looked at each other in silence, while their horsesstanding quietly lowered their narrow, graceful heads Zitouched noses with delicate inquiry. Then she said —
" I almost thought—

"

'

She stopped.

^^"Yes?" he said, on a great gasping breath that was like a

"-that you were ofT to the ceiiire of the earth. or-I don'tknow what I thought. You aren't hurt ? "

"No."
He could only speak in mono, lables as yet. She looked

at nis horse keenly.
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'He
I ride

won t give auch more trouble Juit now. Shall
bMk?"

Ai she ipoke the threw a longing gUnce at the far desert, at
the verge of which wu a duU green line betokening the diMant
palmtofaooasii.

*

Androvskj ihook hit head.

-But you-" Shehetiuted. " Pcrhapt you aren't accuttomed
to hortes, and with that saddle "

He shook hit bead again, drew a tremendoui breath and
taid,

—

" I don't care, 111 go on, I wont go back."
He put up one hand, brushed the foam (torn bis streaming

forehead, and said again fierct 1y, —
"I won't go back."

Hi, face was extraordinary with its dogged, passionate
expression show»g through the dust and the sweat; like tb- face
oft man in a fight to the death, she thought, a fight with fists.
She was glad at his Ust words and liked the iron sound in his
Toice.

" Come on, then."

And they began to ride towards the dull green line of the
oasis, slowly on the sandy waste among thr HtUe round humps
where the dusty clusters of bushes grew.

•'You weren't hurt by the faU " she said. " It looked a bad
one.

you

" I don't know whether I wa
He spoke almost 'onghly.

"You asked me t ride with you," he added.

I don't care whether I was."

"I'U ridewi:h

She rememb red what Batouch had said. There was pluckm this man, pluc. tl at surged up in the blundering awkwardness,
the hetitatKn the incompetence and rudeness of him like a
black rock out of the sea. She did not answer. They rode on.
always slowly. His horse, having had its will, and baring known
his strengui at the nd of his incompetence, went quietly, thougha^ys w,th tha fe .h.rv. Ught. tripping action peculiar to pufe-
bred Arabs, ai a, tion that suggests the treading of a spring
board rather tha^ of the solid earth. And Androvsky
•ecmed a httle more at home on it, although he sat awkwardly
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on the chtiMike saddle, and grasped the rein too mnch as the
drowning man seizes the straw. Domini rode without looking at

^Lw l\'^'^L^^\*^^
''*' ctitidmng hi. performance.

When he had roUed in the dust she had been conscious of a
sharp sensation of contempt The men she had been ac-
customed to meet aU her life rode, shot, played gPties as a
matter of course. She was herself an athlete, and. Uke nearly all
athletic women, inclined to be pitUess towards any man who was
not so strong and so agile as herself. But this man had kiUed
her contempt at once by his desperate determination not to be
beaten. She knew by the look she had just seen in his eyes that
tf to nde with her that day meant death to him he would have
done It nevertheless.

likediT
''°"^'**^ "" ^" "^^ *^* ^'^''^' ^^-nost more than

"Your horse goes better now," she said at last to break the
silence.

"Does it?" he said.
•• You don't know !

*

"Madame, I know nothing of horses or riding. I have not
been on a horse for more than twenty years.*

She was amazed.
•• We ought to go back then," she exclaimed.
"Why? Other men ride-I will ride. I do it badly

Forgive me." '

"Forgive you I "she said. " I admire your pluck. But why
have you never ridden all these years ?

"

After a pause he answered,—
"I—I did not—I had not the opportunity."
His voice was suddenly constrained. She did not pursue

the subject, but stroked her horse's neck and turned her eyes
towards the dark green line on the horizon. Now that she was
really out m the desert she felt almost bewildered by it, and as if
she understood it far less than when she looked at it from Count
Anteonis garden. The thousands upon thousands of sand
huinps, each crowned with its dusty dwarf bush, each one pre-
cisely like the others, agitated her as if she were confronted by
1 VMt multitude of people. She wanted some point which
would keep the eyes from travelling but could not find it, and
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WM mmtaHj rtatltnu the iwimmer far ont at «m .k« ;-
by wave on wave, and who seei b«TrL k • \l

^" P™***<*

r-u .
»""* "* *™* immense exDan«» ? ck.

felt an overpowering need to find one. and looked^.
the green line.

**° ®"*=* "o^ *t

"Do you think we could eo as far ai th.»>» -k ^ ,

Androvsky. pointing with her whip
'*"*'' '^^ "'^^

" Yes, Madame."
•• It must be an oasis. Don't you think so ? -
"Yes. I can go faster."
** Keep your rein loose. Don't null his mn.,f». v ^ .

mind my telUng you. I've been with^hori^Tm^ »'"

"
Thank you," he answered.

"^'^^J We.

••And keep your heels more out. That's murh K^f*. »
sure you could teach me a thousand thin« it Su L^ ^ .

' "
to let me teach you this " * . " wiU be kmd of you

" I have nothing to teach," he said.
Their horses broke into a canter and mith *u -^

men. Domfai fd, „„« aUm^^^ 1."*
'A* "r^"

"^

but felt radiant yet half lazy too. Tl^yZ^StJ^ ?*" T'

whom ihe knew nothing, but in whom ,he hSl nolte^ h^ ^
mgpeculiariti.,. She «. n.tn„ai, fe^^^tatKXt
ihetrj^thirr ^"''"" "''« - •• "-''S

«:.''..:!:a''^:;;^rwJ'«*~*7«'.
«» .-.wne«....«i«, iMM. 41 ^g, possible now to see slight
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irreguUritiefl in it, as in a blurred dash of paint flung across a
canTas by an uncertain hand, but impossible to distinguish palm
trees. The air sparkled as it' full of a tiny dust of intensely
brilliant jewels, and near the ground there seemed to quiver a
maze of dancing specks of Ught. ETcrywhere there was solitude,
yet everywhere there was surely a ceaseless movement of mmate
and vital things, scarce visible sun fairies eternally at play.

And Domini's careless feeling grew. She had never before
experienced so deliciojs a recklessness. Head and heart were
Ught, reckless of thought or love. Sad things had no meaning
here and grave things no place. For the blood was full of
sun jjams dancing to a lilt of Apollo. Nothing mattered here.
Even Death wore a robe of gold and went with an airy step.
Ah, yes, from this region of quivering Ught and heat the Arabs
drew their easy and lustrous resignation. Out here one was in
the hands of a God who surely sang as He created and had not
created fear.

Many minutes passed, but Domini was careless of time as o!
aU else. The green Une broke into feathery tufts, broadened
into a still far-off dimness of palms.

"Water!"
Androvsk/s voice spoke as if startied. Domini pulled up.

Their horses stood side by side, and at once, with the cessation
of motion, the mysticism of the desert came upon them and the
marvel of its silence, and they seemed to be set there in a wonder
ful dream, themselves and their horses dreamUke.

" Water 1 " he said again.

He pointed, and along the right-hand edge of the oasis
Domini saw grey, calm waters. The palms ran out into them
and were bathed by them softly. And on their bosom here and
there rose small, dim islets. Yes, there was water, and yet— The
mystery of it was a mystery she had never known to brood even
over a white northern sea in a twilight hour of winter, was
deeper than the mystery of the Venetian laguna marfa, when the
Angelus beU chimes at sunset, and each distant boat, each bend-
ing rower and patient fisherman, becomes a marvel, an eerie thinsm the gold.

^
** Is it mirage ?

" she said to him almost in a whisper.
And suddenly she sbivei«d.
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"Yes, it is, it must be."

He did not answer. His left hand, holding the rein, dropped
down on the saddle peak, and he stared across the waste, leaning
forward and moring his lips. She looked at him and forgot even
the mirage m a sadden longing to understand exactly what he was
fefeUng. His mystery—the mystery of that which is human and
is forerer stretching out its arms—was as the fluid mystery of tno
mirage, and seemed to blend at that moment with the mystery she
knew lay in herself. The mirage was within them as it was far
off before them in the desert, still, grey, full surely of indistinct
movement, and eren perhaps of sound they could not hear.

At last he turned and looked at her.

" Yes, it must be mirage," he said. " The nothing that seems
to be so much. A man comes out into the desert and he finds
there mirage. He trayels right out and that's what he reaches—
or at least he can't reach it, but just sees it far away. And thafs
all. And is that what a man finds when he comes out into the
world?"

It was the first time he had spoken without any trace of
reserve to her, for even on the tower, though there had been
tumult in his voice and a fierceness of some strange passion in his
words, there had been struggle in his manner, as if the pressure
of feeling forced him to speak in despite of something which
bade him keep silence. Now !ie spoke as if to someone whom
he knew and with whom he had talked of many things.

"But you ought to know better than I do," she answered.
"I I"

•• Yes. You are a man, and have been in the world, and must
know what it has to give—whether there's only mirage, or some-
thujg that can be grasped and felt aad lived in, and—"

"Yes, I'm a man and I ought to know," he replied •• Well I
don't know, but I mean to know."

There was a savage sound in his voice.
" I should like to know too," Domini said quieUy. " And I

feel as if it was the desert that was going to teach me."
"Thcdeiert^how?"
••Idontknow."
He pointed again to the mirage.
" But that's what there is in the desert."

t
.!'

n
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"That—and what else?"
" Is there anything else ?

*

••Perhaps ererything,- she answered. "I am like you. Iwant to know." ' *

He looked straight into her eyes and there was something
dominating in his expression.

,'Z°*!J*""*
'* " ^^ *****" ***** ^°^^ *««»» you whether theword holds anything but a mirage," he said slowly. "WelL Idon t think It would be the desert that could teach me.-

She said nothing more, but let her horse go and rode off. He
foUowed, and as he rode awkwardly, yet brarely. pressing his
strong legs against his animal's flanks and holding his thin body
bent forward, he looked at Domini's upright figure and brilliant
elastic grace-that gave in to her horse as ware gires hi to wind- with a passion of envy in his eyei.

They did not speak again till the great palm gardens of the
oasis they had seen far off -ere close upon them. From the
d«ert they looked both shabby and superb, as if some miUionaire
had poured forth money to create a Paradise out here, and, whenU was nearly finished, had suddenly repented of his whim and
refused to spend another farthing. The thousands upon
thousands of mighty trees were bounded by long, irregular walls
of hard earth, at the top of which were stuck distraught thorn
bushes. These walls gave the rough, penurious aspect which was
in such sharp contrast to the exotic mystery they guarded. Yetm the fierce blaze of the sun their meanness was not disagreeableDommi even liked it. It seemed to her as if the dSert had
thrown up waves to protect this daring oasis which ventured to
fling Its green glory like a defiance in the face of the Sahaim. A
wide track of earth, sprinkled with stones and covered with deep
ruts, holes and hummocks, wound in from the desert between the
earthen walls and vanished into the heart of the oasis. Thev
followed it.

'

Domini was filled with a sort of romantic curiosity. This
luxury of palms far out in the mic'st of desolation, untended
apparently by human hands-for no figures moved among them,
there was no one on the road-suggested some hidden purpose
and activity, some concealed personage, perhaps an Eastern
Anteoni, whose lair lay sorely somewhere beyond them. Am she
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,j,

to iwietauci to be . wSnlt!
•»'»?>oii. to go onwMd. to leet,

b. goi^to happL toTj"
"°°" """"'"" "^S "^ht

„p,'!" "^ "" «"* "'^ '•" ' " Out looW « hi„ „ „f„ ,

"y«i,Madamev»hei.id.

A ^ u I ?^ "» ^® answered.

Th.^ u* *^ ''*J' *°^"^» the dense thicketi of th. n,iThe track narrowed tiU the trees on .;*k .

j^**" **' *h« Palms.

•noving shade across it aL!? •, " ''^'^ cast patterns of

Asfar a-threy^^uld,...K r"^!"'
"^'^'^^ '^^ <»<^Pened.

in the little;sr ^e z^^T^ij:^'',
^°«^^ -»^

them the messaire of ,>7 i u
^""^^^ but sent in after

Domini Jad drunk into hlrl^^ '^? "*^""°"'' ^^««th which

breath warlike fp^^T^^^^^^ That

earth walls conceale^e gardl^^^^^^ *? ^"^ ^^^^^ »^'8^

and see what th.y cLulf^Xthe? th^'
^^ '° ^"^'^ °^'

in these dim and silent "^s^.„ ? ' '" *"^ ^^'^^"'"Ks

grassy lawns.
^**'' "^ I^*»^* «' ''^t". flower, or

Her horse neighed.

"Something is coming," she said.

White dog. n»h.d to «d t^ th. if" t*."""*

Li^ii
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batter it panionatelj with a pole, and a long line of sneering
camel* confronted them, treading itealthily, and turning their
serpentine necks from side to side as thej came onwards with a
soft and weary inflexibility. In the distance there was a rision of
a glaring market-pUce crowded with moving forms and humming
with noises.

The change from mysterious peace to this virid and con-
centrated life was startling.

With difficulty they avoided the onset of the camels by pull-
mg their horses into the midst of the dreamers against the waUs,
who rolled and scrambled into places of safety, then stood up
and surrounded them, sUring with an almost terrible interest
upon them, and surveying their horses with the eyes of
connoisseurs. The children danced up and began to ask for
alms, and an immense man, with a broken nose and brown teeth
hke tusks, laid a gigantic hand on Domini's bridle and said m
atrocious French,—

'

"I am the guide, I am the guide. Look at my cerrificates.
Take no one else. The people here are robbers. I am the only
honest man. I will show Madame everything. I wiU take
Madame to the inn. Look—my certificates! Read them!
Read what the English lord says of me. I alone am honest
here. I am honest MusUpha I I am honest MusUpha !

"

He thrust a packet of discoloured papers and dirty visiting-
cards mto her hands. She dropped them, laughing, and they
floated down over the horse's neck. The man leaped frantically
to pick them up, assisted by the robbers round about A second
caravan of camels appeared, preceded by some filthy men in
rags, who cried, " Oosh 1 oosh I " to clear the way. The immense
man, brandishmg his recovered certificates, plunged forward to
encounter them, shouting in Arabic, hustled them back, kicked
them, struck at the camels with a stick till those in front receded
upon those behind and the street was blocked by struggling
beasts and resounded with roaring snark. the thud of wooden
bales clashing together, and the desperate protests of the camel-
dnveis, one of whom was sent rolling into a noisome dust heap
with his turban torn from his head.

" The inn
!

This is the inn I Madame will descend here.
Madame wiU eat m the garden. Monsieur Alphonse I Monsieui
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Alphonte
!

Here are clients for di/euner. I hare brought them.
Do not beUeve Mohammed It is I that—I wUl assist Madame
to descend. I will—"

Domini was standing in a tiny cabaret before a row of
absinthe botUes, laughing, almost breathless. She scarcely knew
how she had come there. Looking back she saw Androvsky
8tiU sitting on his horse in the midst of the cUmouring mob. She
went to the low doorway but Mustapha barred her exit.

" This is Sidi-Zerzour. Madame will eat in the garden. She
is tired, fainting. She wiU eat and then she will see the great
Mosque of Zerzour."

" Sidi-Zerzour I " she exclaimed. " Monsieur Androvsky, do
you know where we are ? This is the famous Sidi-Zerzour, where
the great warrior is buried, and where the Arabs make pilgrimaffes
to worship at his tomb."

"Yes, Madame."
He answered in a low voice.

••As we are here we ought to see it. Do you know, I think
we must yield to honest Mustapha and have dijeuner in the
garden. It is twelve o'clock and I am hungry. We might visit
the mosque afterwards and ride home in the afternoon."

He sat there hunched up on the horse and looked at her in
silent hesitation, while the Arabs stood round sUring.

•* You'd rather not?"
She spoke quietiy. He shook his feet out of the stirrups.

A number of brown hands and arms shot fortix to help him.
Dommi turned back into the cabaret. She heard a tornado of
voices outside, a horse neighing and trampling, a scuffling of feet,
but she did not glance round. In about three minutes Androvsky
jomed her. He was limping slightiy and bending forward more
than ever. Behind the counter on which stood tiie absinthe
bottles was a tarnished mirror, and she saw him glance quickly,
almost guUtily into it, put up his hands and try to brush the dust
from his hair, his shoulders.

•• Let me do it," she said abruptly. •• Turn round."
He obeyed without a word, turning his back to her. With

her two hands, which were covered with soft, loose suede gloves,
she beat and brushed the dust from his coat. He stood quite
iliU while she did it. When she had finished she said,—
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" There, thtfi belter."

which could be m^n h,-- 7^ wougn a gmaU doorway beyond

Bower.. The uneven ground of it was bare. tmi«^>S^r,Vh«nl « Piquet, rising here into a hump, wC^i!^

-^./~wTg:.r:r,ts':f.r.rLS^^pa.-::,-?L^
shade upon the earth in sharp con mt S!h?i,J^-^ 1f^

garden ran a .low stream of mn^T^^ J'l't^ , '^^
crumbling banks trodden by many ne.J^t BevotT.

""'^

another lower waU of crth ..f .
^'^"^ *' '^^ 3^

- J 1 .
^"°» y*^ anoiiier ma«e of nalm*. w—and silence brooded here like r^^nHu. « iT ^ "***

i«™T.,^<SV«rd'cX'Tfh'Tr *!:•
^"'

earth.
crawled m the hot cracki of the

The landlord wished to put a uble under the vine do* to
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the «Aif»/ will, but Domini begged him to bring It to the end
of the garden near the stream. With the furious asustance ofhoMst MufUpha he carried it ther« and quickly laid it in the
shadow of a «g tree, while Domini and AndroTsky waited in
Blence on two itraw-bottomed ehairi.

The atmosphere of the garden was hostUe to conrersation.
The sluggish muddy stream, the almost motionless trees, the
impnsoned heat between the surrounding waUs, the fiunt bu« of
the flies cauMd drowsiness to creep upon the spirit The Ionsnd^ too, and the ardent desert air. made this repose a luxun^
AadroTsky's face lost iu emotional expression as he gas^
aknost racantly at the brown water shifting slowly by bcSreen
the brown b«iks and the brown walU abore which the palm
trees peered. His ackbg Umbs relaxed. His hands huns
loose between his knees. And Domini half closed her eyes. A
cunous peace descended upon her. Lapped in the heat and
sUence for the moment she wanted nothing. The faint buzz of
the flies sounded in her ears and seemed more silent than even
the silence to which it drew attention. Never before, not in

frZ »K M " Sf^*? ^ '^ ^*'* ""« ""«»y withdrawn
from the world. The feathery tops of the palms were like the
heads of sentinels guarding her from contact with aU that she
had known. And beyond them lay the desert, the empty, sun-
ut waste. She shut her eyes, and murmured to herself, "I amm far away. I am in far away." And the flies said it in her
ears monotonously. And the lizards whispered it as they
slipped in and out of the Uttle dark holes in the walk. She
heard ^drovsky stir, and she moved her lips slowly. And the
fliM and the lizards contmued the refrain. But she said now.
" We are m far away."

'

Honest MusUpha strode forward. He had a Bashi-Bazouk
tread to wake up a world. 2?(,>««r was ready. Domini sighed.
They took their pUces under the fig tree on either side of thedc^ table covered with a rough white doth, and Mustapha.
with tremendous gestures, and gigantic postures suggesting the
untamed-'descendant of legions of freeborn. «m-suSled men.
served them with red fish, omelette, gazdk gkaks, cheese^
oranges and dates, with white wine and Val« wa^r ^^

Andiovsky scarcely spoke. Now that he was sitting at a
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meal with Domini he wm obmudy tmhmMM^ All hi. maf»menu were «af<on«riou.. He -emed fndd to eat and.^
prolonged eylanations of the delidou. (Utout of S/Lert

••It «ally i. delidou..- «ud Domini, who wa. eating it.••But perhaps 70U don't care about meat"
She .poke quite carelewly and wu .urpriaed to ^e him

is^-daorgisf
"''*" •-^*^^- ^' --««*^^ ^«»P

curiSitH ''".fT'"**'^ «*^"« • »*>«<* o' 'he whip to her

He .eemed wmehow part of her impwwion of the de.ert, andnow a. ttiejr «tt under the fig tree between the high ei^w^^
IS??emi^V.^ r' ^ ""^~>^" .ilenceiforTcTh*

^ Jk k7 i*^ ^ *"'»"• *•»* <»«•«« '^thout him.

ne.., and then the sun and the blue country. Ther had frTnwi

A«^- hfut^bi'r; ;' ?• »"*-* night'Then^'h^^'ceTthl
African luutboy had died away. Hi. step had broken its

hSkn!i? ^^"«^«V'«
8-den of Count Anteoni 1^ oherself kneeling on the hot sand with her arm. on the whitepa«pet and ga«ng out over the region, of the .un. of h«r d^mupon the tower, of her rinon when Irena danced. Hew»,^^

Th^ Jwtt
°"^°'r ^^*'^ ''""^^^ ^^^^^^th^ioThip;^

JetrtrLi"" Sr
P»^« P~<»««o» that received gift, from^h"

S^f^";;:? "J'.P**''" *^ ^«"^ ^er attention from the

J^LTV~"^ ^^ ^'^^ had completely died away

betonged to the de.ert more even than the Arab. did. that thedesert .pint, were close about him, cla.ping hi. hand^wWsf
*

mgm hi. ears, and laying their un.een haSd. about hi. hSS.

mo^^^t^^'^-^'"'' I>o«»i .et her chair onceBoie m front of the duggi.h .tieam. while honeat Mu.Upha
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boanded, with motioai toggettiTe of an ostentatiotii panther, to
get the coffee. Androvskj foUowed her after an iniunt of
hesitation.

"Do smoke,- she said.

He lit a small cigar with diflcnlty. She did not wish to
watch him, but she could not help glancing at him once or twice,
and Ae conviction came to her that he was unaccustomed to
smoking. She lit a cigarette, and saw him look at her with a sort
of horrified surprise which changed to staring interest There
was more boy, more chUd in this man than in any man she had
ever known. Yet at moments she felt as if he had penetrated
more profoundly into the dark and winding TaUeys of experience
than all the men of her acquaintance.

"Monsieur Androrsky," she said, looking at the slow waters
of the stream sUpping by towards the hidden gardens, "is the
desert new to you ?

"

She longed to know.
"Yes, Madame."
« I thought perhaps—I wondered a little whether you had

IrafeUed in it already."

" No, Madame. I saw it for the first time the day before
yesterday."

"When I did."

"Yes."

So they had entered it for the first time together. She was
silent, watching the pale smoke curl up through the shade and
out into the glare of the sun, the lizards creeping oyer the hot
earth, the flies circUng beneath the lofty waUs, the palm trees
looking over into this garden from the gardens all around
gardens belonging to Eastern people, bom here, and who would
probably die here, and go to dust among the roots of the
palms.

On the earthen bank on the far side of the stream there
appeared, while she gated, a brilliant figure. It came soundlessly
on bare feet from a hidden garden ; a tall, unveiled girl, dressedm draperies of vivid magenta, who carried in her exquisitely-
shaped brown hands a number of handkerchiefs—scarlet, orange
yellow, green and flesh colour. She did not glance into the
•fiierge garden, but caught up her draperies into a bunch with

4

:^'
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•n» hand, apotiog her dioi hp a, ,(„„ ^ ^ ^^

KM*. Her liat of bioa» mmOBd^I j *"' "'

u>g upon her, the brown huk.. .kTlf-^ ••ilht Micua-

r„^r^' "•• >"»^'"-^Kr^t:,-^;
She withdrew the handkerchiefs from the itiM„ -^^ .and ipread them one bj one apon t^ Si^' ^^'^^ **"*•

letting her draperie. fii. 5rhT.hTI^ a^^JT^J.
'** *y'

them .he turned round. «d. n?lonL^j!^**T^
task, looked under her le^l brow ^T!w^^^^^ '^*** ^"
«w Domini and her co^on ^ J^^

*^'" **PP^^ "<^

quite .till for a »om«T.Ten '.lip^':!;;*.^^ »?.' '^
whence .he had come Onlw »k. k^^ ' ^ ***• direction

.he ,.« «-::?-Thinutflhe'ti-'jrur'J"' ^^come agaia Domini wghed.
°~ «>"">«• tod would

AnZ.'!;;/
'""" '~"*" '" -^ "«»<« t. h^dfU-n ,0

^
JMadamV he «id in . .,„w, .tern «,ic^ «, did .o. look «
Domini felt piqued.
"Why not? "die retorted.
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^wjwtkr rice «u cloudy and almott cniefTh«e MU«c women do not intereit me," he laid **1m^nothimf attrtctife in the«.»

«c mw. i see

Domiai irnew tliAt he vm telhng her a He. W^a -k
•«» hi» watching the danc.ng ^J. ^ tIw. ^iJV I

"*"*

r ^-'^"
.f*

-'^ '° her.einhe„!h.t it waf „"f, [, ^£1bTpocntf. Afterward, .be knew that it wa. anaer ^t In^lT.
tening a lie to her.

*" ** Androv.ky'«

tJ "^ t!:r''
**"'^ '^•*''' "^^ ""''^ bluntly.They looked at each other.

^

^
Why not, Ma iame ? - he uid. " If I say it i, «, > «

She he«tated. At that moment .he real !J? .k k
asto«i.hmeu,that t.«. wa. -omethiig "n^rmafJ.^couSmake her almost afr ad. that could pre^nt her eL Lk.irom d >ing ihe thing she had resolved trSo Im^f.^**T
felt hosule to ..im. a.d riie knew thiO. ^ tUt ^omet h

'"^
feeling hosHle to her.

moment, he wa.

^i;'^i:'L;;dcoii;,~'^''^^''-"^-<>- ^« ^--ord

dJ^J^TI^ ^'"'H"
^^^**""' "P^° '^'- ^ith the coffee.Domim helped Androy.ky to it. Sh« .., m»k^\ ^Z

effort to perform thi. simple act with . .» ,™i
^***

indifferent, composure.
'^ **' *°^ "Pparently

"Thank you, Madame."

were^in ".n't
'''""'^'^

^T"*' **"* «»»« «* hard and „ if ice

more coming out from the brownlrldl Ar^^l^ "^
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^ coin, «ded through the muddy niei ud .tood befer.Do,»m^ Andro«k7. blotting out 4. ghring ^ij^^thoT young SgurM. TTieir miling fcco were „w C«3
"ofident. «,d they .tr.tch«I out their deUcu: l^^^l^

deU^.^J.rn.in?S..'™hX"rdX"r,^SSell^J^
a-t "tainS tlen.. thrSScS:L'^d

aauets, the tnangnlar silver skewen that fastened the draoerie.

HT* S'..*^"!'^
•''^^« ^'^'"^ *^« narrow gJ^esf^Skedwith god thread, and hung with lumps of coral, that drcU^ th«.nuU^ dastic waists. Her inventory was an ada^ o LrJwie^!lasted Androvsky sat on his low straw chair witiThhi wall o70«ng womanhood before him. of young woma^ood noT^ier

Si riTn"^ *^"?' *^"' ^«^'' »»'^y' nature Z^°Xthe sun and damp with the trickHng drops of the wa^ Th.^vjd draperies touched him. and preLtly^ lUtle ha^d s ole^uto hi. breast, caught at the silver chain that Uy acio^ it 2ljerked out of it. hiding-place-a wooden cross.
^

Domini saw the light on it for a second, heard a low fier«.«damation saw Androvsky's arm push the pre^hiid ^^^^Zaway, and then a thing that was strange. ^ ^
He got up violently from his chair with the cross hannn»

loose on his breast. Then he seized hold of rt.irpp^*^hfcha^ in two. threw the cross passionately into theTtS^ andwalked away down the garden. The four girls, with a^Se^'
«y of excitement, rushed into the water, heedless of draS
for the vanished ornament. Domini stood up and watched^em- Androvskydid not come back. Some minutes'asl^
TTien there was an exclamation of triumph from the rtream

silver chain m her dripping fingers. Domini cast a swift glLe
thlLn %• ,A"<^^°vsky had disappeared. Quickly she wem tothe edge of the water. As she was in riding dres, she w™ noornament, except two earrings made of large and ^uti^ul

them out to the girl, signifying by gestures that she bartered
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«w,.rf ckTr l«immi fiagen closed round the wet

C^^h.Ti:' "^f^ «k« "OB into he, bo»B. ^^
U^^m'lSt '^' ""'' ""*""' -'«> • --'

.,» n ? J ^ "" """^ Musupha wu tmnx to beet

iigni toat revealed ao intensity of mental Antatinn .«j -w

«»«*«»«» »n schooling his voice as he asked.—Do you wish to visit the vUlage. Madame?"

1 will come. I wish to come."

•Uent^nduring had acted as an irritant to the mind. She r!!

sJSr^T"'"'^!--'^
and even perhaps for that which it recalled.

^ *"' '*•

The assent sounded determined yet reluctant «?»,. v».

r«;-!i ^.J!. ^ **"* °"~'' *'^'« accompanied by a little

oTi:dm^?irh,''.''K* f!*^°«
-"ket-placHithiSiiS.

01 red meat made bUck by Hies, its heaps of refuse, its row. «f

Dj ueir goods. The none here wu terrific. ETerrone ,t^^f be Boutins »d the np^e, 0, the «.!... trS^STtST^r

i.

m
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of hammera on iheeti of irmi, the dry Up of Um ihoemaker*!
wooden wand on the soles of coontleu slippers, the thud of the
coffee-beater's blunt club on the beans, and the groaning grunt
with which he accompanied each downward stroke mingled with
the incessant roar of camels, and seemed to be made more
deafming and intolerable by the fierce heat of the sun, and by
the innumerable smells which seethed forth upon the air.

Domini felt her nerves set on edge, and was thankful when they
came once more into the narrow alleys tluit ran ererywhere be-
tween the brown, Mind houses. In them thera was shade and
silence and mystery. MusUpha strode before to show the way,
Domini and Androvsky followed, and behind glided the little

mob of barefoot inquisiton in long shirts, speechless and intent,

and always hopeful of some chance scatttting of money by the
wealthy travellers.

The tumult of the market-place at length died away, and
Domini was conscious of a curious, far-off murmur. At first it

was so faint that she was scarcely aware of it, and merely felt the
soothing influence of its level monotony. But as they walked on
it grew deeper, stronger. It was like the sound of countless
multitudes of bees buxsing in the noon among flowers, drowsily,
ceaselessly. She stopped under a low mud arch to listen. And
when she listened, standing still, a feeling of awe came upon her,
and she knew that she had never heard such a strangely imprest
sive, strangely suggestive sound before.

"What is that? "she said.

She looked at Androvsky.

"I don't know, Madame. It must be people."
•• But what can they be doing ?

»

"They are praying in the mosque where Sidi-Zersour is

buried," said Mustapha.

Domini remembered the perfume-seller. This was the sound
she had heard in his sunken chamber, infinitely multiplied.
TTiey went on again slowly. MusUpha had lost something of
his flaring manner, and his gait was subdued. He walked with
a sort of soft caution, like a man approaching holy ground.
And Domini was moved by his sadden reverence. It was im-
pressive in such a fierce and greedy scoundrel The level
mnrmor deepened, strengthened. All the empty and dim alleys
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ranounding the unseen mosque were alive with it, as if the earth
of the houses, the palm-wood beams, the iron bars of the tiny,
shuttered windows, the very thorns of the brushwood roofs were
praying ceaselessly and intenUy in secret under voices. This
was a world intense with prayer as a flame is intense with heat,
with prayer penetrating and compelling, urgent in its persistence,
powerful in its deep and sultry concentration, yet almost op-
pressive, almost terrible in iu monotony.

"Allah-Akbarl Allah-Akbar I " It was the murmur of the
desert and the murmur of the sun. It was the whisper of the
mirage and of the airs that stole among the palm leaves. It was
the perpetual heart-beat of this world that was engulfing her,
taking her to its warm and glowing bosom with soft and
tyrannical intention.

"Allah I AUahl Allah I - Surely God must be very near,
bending to such an everlasting cry. Never before, not even
when the beU sounded and the Host was raised, had Domini felt
the nearness of God to His world, the absolute certainty of a
Creator listening to His creatures, watching them, wanting them,
meaning them some day to be one with Him, as she felt it now
while she threaded the dingy alleys towards theca countless men
who prayed.

Androvsky was walking slowly as if in pain.

"Your shoulder isn't hurting you?" she whispered.
This long sound of prayer moved her to the soul, made her

feel very fuU of compassion for everybody and everything, and
as if prayer were a cord binding the world together. He shook
his head silently. She looked at him, and felt that he was moved
also, but whether as she was she could not telL His face was
like that of a man stricken with awe. Mustapha turned round to
them. The everlasting murmur was now so near that it seemed
to be within them, as if they, too, prayed at the tomb of Zerzour.

"Follow me into the court, Madame," MusUpha said, "and
remain at the door while I fetch the slippers."

They turned a comer, and came to an open space before an
archway, which led into the first of the courts surrounding the
mosque. Under the archway Arabs were sittmg silently, as if
immersed in profound reveries. They did not move, but stared
poo the strangers, and Domini fancied that there was enmity in

11
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^^u rr ^T°^ *•"• "P**" *" "°'^° parement lurrounded
with lofky walls, more Arabs were gathered, kneeling, bowing
their heads to the ground, and muttering ceaseless words in deep
jdmost growling, voices. Their fingers slipped over the beads of
the chaplets they wore round their necks, and Domini thought
of her rosary. Some prayed alone, removed in shady cornas.
with faces turned to the wall. Others were gathered into knots
But each one pursued his own devotions, immersed in a stranee.'
interior solitude to which surely penetrated an unseen ray of
sacred light. There were young boys praying, and old, wrinkled
men, eagles of the desert, with fierce eyes that did not soften as
they cned the greatness of Allah, the greatness of his Proohet
but gleamed as if their belief were a thing of flame and bronie
The boys sometimes glanced at each other while they pimyed.*
and after each glance they swayed with greater violence, and
bowed down with more passionate abasement. The vision of
prayer had stirred them to a young longing for excess. The
spint of emulation flickered through them and turned their
worship into war.

In a second and smaller court before the portal of the mosque
men were learning the Koran. Dressed in white they sat in circles
holding squares of some material that looked like cardboard
covered with minute Arab characters, pretty, symmetrical curves
and Imes, dots and dashes. The teachers squatted in the midst
expounding the sacred text in nasal voices with a swiftness and
vivacity that seemed pugnacious. There was violence within
these courts. Domini could imagine the worshippers sprinrine
up from their knees to tear to pieces an intruding dog of an
unbehever. then sinking to their knees again while the blood
tnckled over the sun-dried pavement and the lifeless body lav
there to rot and draw the flies.

"Allah I Allah! Allah!"
There was something imperious in such ardent, such concen-

trated and untiring worship, a demand which surely could not be
overiooked or set aside. The tameness, the half-heartedness of
Western prayer and Western praise had no place here. This
prayer was hot as the sunlight, this praise was a mounting fire
The breath of this human incense was as the breath of a furnace
pounng forth to the gates of the Paradise of Allah. It gave to
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JJomlai a quite new conception of religion, of the reUtion be-
tween Creator and created. The personal pride which, like
Wood in a body, mm through aU the veins of the mind of
Mohammedanism, that measureless hauteur which sets the soul
of a Sultan in the twisted frame of a beggar at a street comer, and
makes impressive, eren almost majestical, the filthy marabout,
qiUTcnng with palsy and devoured by disease, who squats beneath
a holy budi thick with the discoloured rags of the faithful, was
not abased at the shrine of the warrior Zcrzour, was not cast oflfm the act of adoration. These Arabs humbled themselves in the
body. Their foreheads touched the stones. By their attitudes
they seemed as if they wished to make themselves even with the
ground, to shrink into the space occupied by a grain of sand
Yet they were proud in the presence of Allah, as if the firmness
of their beUef m him and his right dealing, the fury of their
contempt and hatred for those who looked not towards Mecca
nor regarded Ramadan, gave them a patent of nobiUty. Dcspit*
then- genuflexions they were all as men who knew, and never
forgot, that on them was conferred the right to keep on their
head-covenng in the presence of their King. With their closed
eyes they looked God fiiU in the face. Their dull and growling
murmur had the majesty of thunder rolUng through the sky.

Mustapha had disappeared within the mosque, leaving Domini
and Androvsky for the moment alone in the midst of the wor-
shippers. From the shadowy interior came forth a ceaseless
sound of prayer to join the prayer without. There was a narrow
stone seat by the mosque door and she sat down upon it. She
felt suddenly weary, as one being hypnotised feels weary when
the body and spirit begin to yield to the spell of the operator
Androvsky remained standing. His eyes were fixed on the
ground, and she thought his face looked almost phantom-like,
as If the blood had sunk away from it, leaving it white beneath
the brown tint set there by the sun. He stayed quite stiU. The
dark shadow cast by the towering mosque fell upon him, and his
immobUe figure suggested to her ranges of infinite melancholy.
She sighed as one oppressed. There was an old man prayine
near them at the threshold of the door, with his face turned
towards the interior. He was very thin, almost a skeleton, was
dressed m rags through which his copper-coloured body, sharp
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with ctrce<ofertd bonet. could be «w», and lud . wmty whitebj«rd kicking up. like . bnuh. on the tip of hi.p^ S^T

TTuK^l""^ ** '^^ of the «!». w«. full of Mnile T«om^tndhj. toothl^ mouth, with it. Up. folded inwiud.. mo^T^.
Petually.Mtfheweretrjringtohito. With rhythndoa regulX

mo«,ue M If he wished to strike it. withdrew them. peu^dZa
N t'^*'!S'"?'«^

And M his ««. shot fSih^Sr^
^S?:!

"**
u"**"°«

'"^^ fiUl of wed, yet inten«,X

erils UiT^^kI^k? *""'
"T* ^^ d«°o«»ciiig God for the«^ that had beset hu neulj ended Ufe. Poor, horrible old

Z. to^.^?^ ''" <do^ to him than die wii but did nS

!S"ytrm^ Nowthatshehadseenhimdiecouldnottakl
aer eyes from him. His perpetual gesture, his perpetual shriek,^e abominable to her in the midst of the boNS^SSSieJ^S
the humming voices of prayer. Each time he stoiTS^ni^ue and uttered his piercing cry she seemed to hir an«Uh spoken ma sanctuary. She longed to stop him. TwJ

aeated by the mulutudcs of adorers, and at last she could nolonger endure his reiterated enmity.

«TVr^?*^**^u^**™- «««t»rted»nd looked at her.

^ Jhat old man," she whispered. "Can't you speak to

Androvsky gUnced at him for the first time.
" Speak to him. Madame ? Why ? "

"He—he's horrible I"
She felt a sudden disinclination to tell Androvsky whv th«old man was horrible to her. ^ ^ '"*

" What do you wish me to say to him ? "

doing'tilU!^'"
'^'" K» -igh' be .bl. t, ..op hta from

Andronky bent down ind qxAe to the old nan in AmbitH^ot out hi. m„ „d «it.„,ed hi. trembling .SidTn
Domim got up quickly.

" 1 can't bear it," she said. stUl in a whisper. "
It's a. if h«were cursmg God."
*» • u oc
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Aadronky looked at the old man again, this time with pro-
found attention.

"Im't it?* the laid. "lan't it as if he were cursing God
while the whole world worshipped ? And that one cry of hatred
leems kmder than the praiiei of the whole world."

"We can't stop if
Something in his voice made her say abruptly,-^
" Do you wish to stop it ?

"

He did not answer. The old man struck at the mosque and
shrieked. Domini shuddered.

" I can't stay here," she said

At this moment MnsUpha appeared, followed by the guardian
of the mosque, who carried two pairs of tattered slippers.

" Monsieur and Madame must take off their boots. Then I
will show the mosque."

Domini put on the sUppers hastily, and went into the mosque
without waiting to see whether Androvsky was foUowing. And
the old man's furious cry pursued her through the doorway.

Within there was space and darkness. The darkness seemed
to be pcaying. Vistas of yellowish-white arches stretched away in
front, to right and left On the floor, covered with matting,
quantities of shrouded figures knelt and swayed, stood up sud.
denly, knelt again, bowed down their foreheads. Preceded by
Mustapha and the guide, who walked on their stockinged feet,

Domini slowly threaded her way among them, following a wind-
ing path whose borders were praying men. To prevent her
slippers from falUng off she had to shuflle along without lifting

her feet from the ground. With the reguUrity of a beating pulse
the old man's shriek, fainter now, came to her from without. But
presently, as she penetrated farther into the mosque, it was swal-
lowed up by the sound of prayer. No one seemed to see her or
to know that she was there. She brushed against the white
garments of worshippers, and when she did so she felt as if she
touched the hem of the garments of mystery, and she held her
habit together with her hands lest she should recall even one of
these hearts that were surely very far off.

Mustapha and the guardian stood still and looked round at
Domini Their faces were solemn. The expre*8ion of greedy
anxiety had gone out of Mustapha's eyes. For the moment the
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thought of money had been driTen oat of hii mind bt tome
frtverpre^xxupation. She aw in the emi-darkneM two wooZ!
doort^b^weenpUlm. They w«ep«nlJ^.S^^
ftrtened w,th cUmp. and bolt, of hammered Jopper than«>Sd
enormoualyold. Against them were naUed twopi^ J^S^
horje. with human headi, and two more picC^^^^
fimustical town, of Ea.tem hou«» and miniet. in gdd^rSb«±ground. BaU. of purple and yeUow gla«. and<^.J^!t
^.^^ ^" "5*^ "^^ '^^ **"^ with mwt

^t^nf i •
'^^ '^'^ «^^^ •"^ P^''^'^ with.^

"Thi.i-thetombofSidi.Zenour.-whi.peredMu.topha.
"It

1. opened once a year."
•-wpiw. n

The guardian of the moKjue feU on hi. knee, before th« tn^K
" That is Mecca."

^^
* *®"'*'

Mustapha pointed to the picture, of the dty. Then he. too.dropped down and prewed hi. forehead against the mS^Domim gUnoed round for AndroT.ky. He wa. not theTThe'

the gnat, dun building who wa. not wor.hipping. And .hefeUa terrible uolatwn. a. if die were excomSLcated^ a. tf .hedared not pray, for a moment almost a. if the Godto whom tw!torrent of worship flowed were ho.tae to her alon^

soli^Sf?''"
'*'**"' '"" '•^^ "'^ • -^^^^ *>^ »»'»««*ble

It pas.^ quickly, and, standing under the rotive lamp, beforette painted doo«, .he prayed too. sUently. She .hS^ her eti

JJ^'s^e t^^S'r'"
°' '" "ligion^the little church c^ ^^Mora. She tried to imagine the yoice of prayer aU about herthe voice of the great Catholic Church. But that^ no!

jpossible. Even when .he saw nothing, and turned ^ ^^mward upon itself, and strove to .et this new world into whT^

It a sound that surely rose from the sand, from the heart and thespirit of the sand, from the heart and the spiric of d^t^lacT
«id that went up in the darkness of the mosque andS-Oder the arches through the doorway, above the palms ..2^^

1
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flat-roofed homes, and that winged its fierce way, like a desert

eagle, towards the sun.

Mustapha's haiui was on her arm. The guardian, too, had

risen from his knees and drawn from his robe and lit a candle.

She came to a tiny doorway, passed throuf^ it and began to

movnt a winding stair. The sound oS prayer mounted with her

from the mosque, and when she came out upon the platform en«

closed in the summit of the minaret she heard it stiU and it was

multiplied. ¥ot all the voices from the outside courts joined it,

and many voices from the roofs of the houses round about.

Men were praying there too, praying in the glare of the sun

upon their housetops. She saw them from the minaret, and she

saw the town that had sprung up round the tomb of the saint,

and all the palms of the oasis, and beyond them immeasurable

spaces of desert

"AUah-Akbarl AUah-Akbar!"

She was above the eternal cry now. She had mounted like

a prayer towards the sun, like a living, pulsing prayer, like the

soul of prayer. She gazed at the far-off desert and saw prayer

travelling, the soul of i»ayer travelling—^whither? Where was

the end? Where was the halting-place, with at last the pitched

tent, the camp fires, and the long, the long repose ?

When she came down and reached the court she found the

old man still striking at the mosque and shrieking out his

trembling imprecation. And she found Androvsky still stand-

ing by him with fascinated eyes.

She had mounted with the voice of prayer into the sunshine,

surely a little way towards God.

Androvsky had remained in the dark shadow with a curse.

It was foolish, perhaps—a woman's vagrant imcj—but she

wished he had mounted with her.

I



BOOK III

THE OARDKN

J?

IT WW noon In the desert

The Toice of the Mueddin diod away on the minarat and
the golden silence that comet out of the heart of the inn lankdown once more softly over emything. Nature seemed nn-
natamUy stiU in the heat The aUght winds were not at pUy
and the {Minis of Beni-Mora stood motionless as palm trees in •
dream. The daj was Uke a dream, intense and passionate, jet
tottched with something nnearthlj, something almost spiritual
In the cloudless hlne of the sky there seemed a magical depth,
regions of colour in^uiitely prolonged. In the Tision of the
distances, where desert blent with sky, earth sorely curving up
to meet the downward corring heaven, the dimness was like a
Toice whispering strange petitions. The ranges of mountains
slept m the burning sand, and the Ught slept b their clefts like
the Unguid in cool pUces. For there was a glorious bmguor
eren m the light, as if the son were faintly oppressed by tlie
marvel of his power. The clearness of the atmosphere in the
remote desert was not obscured, but was impregnated with the
mystery that is the wonder child of shadows. The far-off gold
that kept it seemed to contain a secret darkness. In the oasis
of Beni-Mora men, who had slowly roused themselves to pray
sank down to sleep again m the warm twiUght of shrouded
gardens or the warm night of windowless rooms.

In the garden of Count Anteoni Larbi's flute was sUent
"It is like noon in a mirage," Domini said sofUy.
Count Anteoni nodded.
"I feel as if I were looking at myself a long way off," she

added. "As if I saw nyself as I saw the grey sea and the
islands on the way o Sidi-Zerzour. What magic there is here.
And I can t get accustomed to it Each day I wonder at it more
and find it more inexplicable. It almost frightens me."

lyo
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"You eoald be frightenadr*

"Not euOj bjr ovtndt thingi—at leut 1 hope not."

"By what then ?»

** I icarrdj know. Sometimes I think aU the outside things,
which do what an called the violent deeds in life, an tame, and
timid, and ridicnlooslj impotent in comparison with the things
we can't see, which do the deeds we cant describe."

"In the mirage of this knd 70a begin to see the exterior life

M a mirage 7 You are learning, 70U are learning."

There was a creeping sound of something that was almost
impish in his voice.

** Are you a secret agent ? " Domini asked him.
"Of whom, Madame?"
She was silent She seemed to be considering. He watched

her with curiosity in his bright eyes.

"Of the desert," she answered at length, quite seriously.
"A secret agent has always a definite object What is mine ? "

"How can I know ? How can I tell what the desert desires ? "

"Already you personify it i

"

The network of wrinkles showed itself in his brown face as he
smiled, surely with triumph.

"I think I did that from the first," she answered gravely.

"I know I did."

"And what sort of personage docs the desert seem to you?"
" You ask me a great many questions to^y."
"Mirage questions, perhaps. Forgive me. Ut us listen to

the question-—or is it the demand?—of the desert in this noon-
tide hour, the greatest hour of all the twenty-four in such a land
as this."

They were silent again, watching the noon, listening to it,

feeling it, as they had been silent when the Mucddin's nasal voice
rose in the call to pnyer.

Count Anteoni stood in the sunshine by the low white parapet
of the garden. Domini sat on a low chair in the shadow cast by
a great jamelon tree. At her feet was a bush of vivid scarlet
geraniums, against which her white linen dress looked curiously
blanched. There was a half-drowsy, yet imaginative light in her
g'psy eyes, and her motionless figure, her quiet hands, covered
with whUe aloves, lying loosely in her Up, looked attentive and
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Jfil^iT'* "t'V"*!;;*
"P*" **^" '« ^'"*^ ^« but had not com-

pleted Its work of stiUmg all the poises of Ufe that throbbed within
her And m truth there was a speU upon her, the spell of the
golden noon. By turns she gare herself to it consciously, then
consciously stroTe to deny herself to its subtie summons Andeach time she tned to withdraw it seemed to her that the speU

curred m a smUe that was neither joyous nor sad. that was per-haps rather part perplexed and part expectant.
After a minute of this silence Count Anteoni drew back from

the sun and sat down in a chair beside Domini. He took out
Qis watch.

."gZ?1^1"'T^?* "'^' ""^ "y 8"*"*- ''^ be here."
Guests I she said with an accent of surprise.

•• I invited the priest to make an even number."

" You don't dislike him ? -

" I like him. I respect him.»
"But I'm afraid you rxen't pleased?"
Domini looked him straight in the face.
"Why did you inrite Father Roubier?" she said
" Isn't four better than three ? "

"You don't want to tell me."

T Jl^T *
^l*!!**

°!*^'^<'"»- You have dirined it so why should

tol'i^""''*^**'-
I «ked Father Roubier because I wished

to see the man of prayer with the man who fled from prayer."
•Mussulman prayer." she said quickly.
"Prayer," he said.

His voice was peculiarly harsh at that moment It gratedW^ an mstrument on a rough surface. Domini knew that
seoetly he was standing up for the Arab faith, that her last

Thl' h , "T*^u°
•'^^' •«""»* ^* '^P0° of the peoplewhom he loved with an odd. concealed passion whose &e shebegan to feel at moments as she grew to know him better

«., iT.
'*^'° •^" ^*" "*°°" **» «^b other that their for-

Domini looked as if she were no longer a wonder-stricken
•ifht-seer m this marveUou, garden of the sun. but as if luhZ
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become familiT with it Yet her wonder was not gone. It was
only different. There was less sheer amazement, more affection

in it. As she had said, she had not become accustomed to the
magic of Africa. Its strangeness, its contrasts still startled and
moved her. But she began to feel as if she belonged to Beni-

Mora, as if Beni-Mora would perhaps miss her a little if she went
away.

Ten days had passed since the ride to Sidi-Zerzour—days
rather like a dream to Domini.

What she had sought in coming to Beni-Mora she was surely

finding. Her act was bringing forth its fruit. She had put a gulf,

in which rolled the sea, between the land of the old life and the

land in which at least the new life was to begin. The complete-

ness of the severance had acted upon her like a blow that does
not stun but wakens. The days went like a dream, but in the
dream there was the stir of birth. Her lassitude was permanently
gone. There had been no returning after the first hours of ex-

citement. The frost that had numbed her senses had utterly

melted away. Who could be frost-bound in this land of fire?

She had longed for peace and she was surely finding it, but it was
a peace without stagnation. Hope dwelt in it, and expectancy,

vague but persistent. As to forgetfuluess, sometimes she woke
from the dream and was almost dazed, almost ashamed to think
how much she was foi^etting, and how quickly. Her European
life and friends—some of them intimate and close—were like a
far-off cloud on the horizon, flying still farther before a steady

wind that set from her to it. Soon it would disappear, would be
as if it had never been. Now and then, with a sort of fierce ob-

stinacy, she tried to stay the flight she aad desired, and desired

still. She said to herself, " I will remember. It's contemptible

to forget like this. It's weak to be able to." Then she looked
at the mountains or the desert, at two Arabs playing the ladies'

game under the shadow of a cafi wall, or at a girl in dusty orange

filling a goatskin pitcher at a well bsneath a palm tree, and she

succumbed to the lulling influence, smiling as they smile who hear
the gentle ripple of the waters of Lethe.

She heard them perhaps most clearly when she wandered in

Count Anteoni's garden. He had made her free of it in their

first interview. She had ventured to take him at his word, know-
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ing that if he repented she would divine it He had made hei
feel that he had not repented. Sometimes she did not see himu
she threaded the sandj alleys between the little rills, hearing the
distant song of Larbi's amorous flute, or sat in the dense shade of
the trees watching through a window-space of quivering golden
leaves the passing of the caravans along the desert tracks. Some-
times a UtUe wreath of ascending smoke, curling above the purple
petals of bougainvillea, or the red cloud of oleanders, told her of
his presence m some retired thinking-place. Oftener he joined
her, with an easy poUteness that did not conceal his oddity but
clothed it in a pleasant garment, and they ulked for a while or
stayed for a whUe in an agreeable sUence that each felt to be
sympathetic.

Dommi thought of him as a new species of man-a hermit of
the world. He knew the worid and did not hate it. His satire
was rarely quite ungenUe. He did not strike her as a disappointed
man who fled to solitude in bitterness of spirit, but rather as an
imaginative man with an unusual feeUng for romance, and per-
haps a desL'j for freedom that the normal civilised Ufe restrained
too muca. He loved thought as many love conversation, silence
as some love music. Now and then he said a sad or bitter thing
Sometimes she seemed to be near to something stem. Sometimes
she felt as if there were a secret link which connected him with
the perfume-seller in his Uttle darkened chamber, with the legions
who prayed about the tomb of Sidi-Zerzour. But these moments
were rare. As a rule he was whimsical and kind, with the kind-
ness of a good-hearted man who was human even in his detach-
ment from ordinary humanity. His humour was a salt with plenty
of savour. His imagination was of a sort which interested and
even charmed her.

She felt, too, that she interested him and that he was a man
not readily interested in ordinary human beings. He had seen
too many and judged too shrewdly and too swiftly to be easily
held for very long. She had no ambition to hold him, and had
never in her Ufe consciously striven to attract or retain any man
but she was woman enough to find his obvious pleasure in her
society agreeable. She thought that her genuine adoration of the
garden he had made, of ;he land in which it was set, had not a
Uttie to do with the happy nature of their intercourse. For she
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felt certain tbat beneath the light saUre of hit manner, hii often
smiling airs of detachment and quiet independence, there was
something that could seek almost with passion, that could cling
with resolution, that could even love with persii»;cnce. And she
fancied that he sought in the desert, that he du.^ to its mystery,
that he loved it and the garden he had created in it Once she
had laughingly caUed him a desert spirit He had smiled as if
with contentment

They knew little of each other, yet they had become :riend»
in the garden which he never left

One day she said to him,

—

« You love the desert Why do you never go into it ? •

"I prefer to watch it," he repUcd. "When you are in the
desert it bewilders you."

She remembered what she had felt during her f-st ride with
Androvsky.

"I believe you are afraid of it," she said challengingly.
"Fear is sometimes the beginning of wisdom," he answered.

"But you are without it I know."
" How do you know ?

"

"Every day I see you galloping away into the sun."
She thought there was a faint sound of warning—or was it of

rebuke—in his voice. It made her feel defiant
"I think you lose a great deal by not gaUopmg into the sun

too," she said.

"Butifldontride?"
That made her think of Androvsky and his angry resolution.

It had not been t' resolution of a day. Wearied and stiflFened
as he had been by the expedition to Sidi-Zerxour, actually injured
by his faU—she knew from Batouch that he had been obliged to
call in the Beni-Mora doctor to bandage his shoulder—«he had
been roused at dawn on the day foUowing by his tread on the
verandah. She had kin still while it descended the staircase, but
then the sharp neighing of a horse had awakened an irresistible
cunosity in her. She had got up, wrapped herself in a fur coat
and shpped out on to the verandah. The sun was not above the
horizon line of the desert, but the darkness of night was melting
into a luminous grey. The air was almost cold. The pahu
looked spectral, even terrible, the empty and silent gardens
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melancholy and dangerous. It was not an hour for activity, for

determination, but for reverie, for apprehension.

Below, a sleepy Arab boy, his hood drawn over his head, held
the chestnut horse by the bridle. Androvsky came out from the
arcade. He wore a cap pulled down to his eyebrows, which
changed his appearance, giving him, as seen from above, >,ue look
of a groom or stable hand. He stood for a minute and stared at

the horse. Then he limped round to the left side and carefully

mounted, following out the directions Domini had given him the
previous day : to avoid touching the animal wi^b his foot, to have
the rein in his fingers before leaving the ground, and to come
down in the saddle as lightly as possible. She noted that all her
hints were taken with infinite precaution. Once on the horse he
tried to sit up straight, but found the effort too great in his weary
and bruised condition. He leaned forward over the saddle peak,
and rode away in the luminous greyness towards the desert.

The horse went quietly, as if affected by the mystery of the still

hour. Horse and rider disappeared. The Arab boy wandered
off in the direction of the viUage. But Domini remained looking
after Androvsky. She saw nothing but the grim palms and the
spectral atmosphere in which the desert lay. Yet she did not
move till a red spear was thrust up out of the east towards the
last waning star.

He had gone to learn his lesson in the desert.

Three days afterwards she rode with him again. She diu ..ot

let him know of her presence on the verandah, and h? said
nothing of his departure in the dawn. He spoke very little and
seemed much occupied with his horse, and she saw that he was
more than determined—that he was apt at acquiring control of a
physical exercise new to him. His great strength stood him in
good stead. Only a man hard in the body could have so rapidly
recovered from the effects of that first day of defeat and struggle.
His absolute reticence about his efforts and the iron will that
prompted them pleased Domini. She found them worthy ofa man.

She rode with him on three occasions, twice in the oasis
through the brown villages, once out into the desert on the
caravan road that Batouch had told her led at last to Tom-
bouctou. They did not travel *

r along it, but Domini knew at
once that this route held more fascination for her than the rouf
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to Sidi-Zerzonr. There wu far more nnd in this region of the

desert. The little humps crowned with the scrub the camels
feed on were fewer, so that the flatness of thj ground was more
definite. Here and there large dunes of golden-coloured sand
rose, some straigti. as city wall', some curred like seats in ar
amphitheatre, others indented, crenellated like battlements, un-
dulating in beast-like shapes. The distant panorama of desert

was urbroken 'jy any risible oasis and powerfully suggested
Eternity to Domini.

" When I go out into the desert for my long journey I shall

go by this road," she said to Androvsky.

"You are going on a journey t " he said, looking at her as if

startled.

"Soma day."

••All alone?"

"I suppose I must Uke a caravan, two or three Arabs, some
horses, a tent or two. It's easy to manage. Batouch will arrange

it for me."

AndroTsky still looked startled, and half angry she thought
They had pulled up their horses among the sand dunes. It was
near sunset, and the breath of evening was in the air, making its

coolness even more ethereal, more thinly pure than in the day-

time. The atmosphere was so clear that when they glanced

back they could see the flag fluttering upon the white tower of

the great hotel of Beni-Mora, many kilometres away among the

palms ; so still that they could hear the bark of a Kabyle dog far

off near a nomad's tent pitched in the green land by the water-

springs of old Beni-Mora. When they looked in front of them
they seemed to see thousands of leagues of flatness, stretching on
and on till the pale 7ellowish brown of it grew darker, merged
into a strange blueness, like the blue of a hot mist above a

southern lake, then into violet, then into—the thing they could not
see, the sumtnoaing thing whose voice Domini's imagination beard,

like a remote and thrilling echo, whenever she was in the desert.

" I did not know you were going on a journey, Madame,"
Androvsky said.

"Don't you remember?" she rejoined laughingly. "That I

told you on the tower I thought peace must dwell out there.

Well, some day I shall set oat to find it."
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" That leems a long time ago, Madame," he muttered.

Sometimes, when speaking to her, he dropped his Toice till

she could scarcely hear him, and sounded like a man commun-
ing with himself.

A red light from the sinking sun fell upon the dunes. As
thej rode back over them their horses seemed to be wading
through a silent sea of blood. The sky in the west looked like

an enormous conflagration, in which tortured things were
struggling and lifting twisted arms.

Domini's acquaintance with Androrsky had not progressed
so easily and pleasantly as her intercourse with Count Anteoni.
She recognised that he was what is called a "difficult man."
Now and then, as if under the prompting influence of some
secret and violent emotion, he spoke with apparent naturalness,

spoke perhaps oat of his heart. Each time he did so she noticed
that there was something of either doubt or amazement in what
he said. She gathered that he was slow to rely, quick to mis-
trust She gathered, too, that very many things surprised him,
and felt sure that he hid nearly all of them from her, and would—
had not his own will sometimes betrayed him—have hidden all.

His reserve was as intense as everything about him. There was
a fierceness in it that revealed its existence. He always conveyed
to »•' " f eljag of strength, physical and menUl. Yet he always
CO K), a feeling of uneasiness. To a woman of Domini's
te < nt uneasiness usually implies a public or secret weak
n&. . Androvsky's she seemed to be aware of passion, as if it

were one to dash obstacles aside, to break through doors of iron,

to rush out into the open. And then—what then? To tremble
at the world before him? At what he had done ? She did not
know. But she did know that even in his uneasiness there

seemed to be fibre, muscle, sinew, nerve—all which goes to make
strength, swiftness.

Speech was singularly difficult to him. Silence seemed to be
natural, not irksome. After a few words he fell into it and re-

mained in it And he was less self-conscious in silence than in

speech. He seemed, she fancied, to feel himself safer, more a

man when he was not speaking. To him the use of words was
surely like a yielding.

He bad a peculiar fiusulty of making his presence felt when
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he was lilent, as if directly he ceased from speaking the flame in
him was fanned and leaped up at the outside world beyond its

She did not know whether he was a gentleman or not
If anyone had asked her, before she came to Beni-Mora.

whether it would be possible for her to take four solitary rides
with a man, to meet him-if only for a few minute^-every day
of ten days, to sit opposite to him, and not far from him, at meaU
during the same space of time, and to be unable to say to herself
whether he was or was not a gentleman by birth and education—
feelmg set aside—she would have answered without hesiution that
It would be utterly impossible. Vet so it was. She could not
deade. She could not place him. She could not imagine what
his parentage, what his youth, his manhood had been. She
could not fancy him in any environment—sare that golden light,
that blue radiance, in which she had first consciously and fully
met him face to face. She could not hear him in converse with
any set of men or women, or invent, in her mind, what he might
be hkely to say to them. She could not conceive him bound by
any ties of home, or family, mother, sister «ife, child. When she
looked at him, thought about him, he preseu.. J himself to her
alone, like a thing in the air.

Yet he was more male than other men, breathed humanity—
of some kind—as fire breathes heat

The child there was in him ^Jmost confused her, made her
wonder whether long contact with the world had tarnished her
own original simplicity. But she only saw the child in him now
and then, and she fancied that it, too, he was anxious to conceal.

This man had certainly a power to rouse feeling in others.
She knew it by her own experience. By turns he had made her
feel motheriy, protecting, curious, constrained, passionate,
energetic, timid-yes, almost timid and sb . No other human
being had ever, even at moments, thus got the better of her
natural audacity, lack of self^nsciousness and inherent almost
boyish, boldness. Nor was she aware what it was in him which
sometimes made her uncertain of herself.

She wondered. But he often woke up wonder in her.
DesDite their rides, their moments of intercourse in the hoteL
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on the venuidah, the scarcely felt mora intimate with him than
•he had at first Sometime* indeed ihe thought that the felt

leti so, that the moment when the train ran out of the tunnel
into the blue country was the moment in which they had been
nearest to each other since they trod the Terges of each other's

lives.

She had never definitely said to herself, " Do I like him or
dislike him?"

Now, as she sat with Count Anteoni watching the noon, the
half-drowsy, half-imaginative expression had gone out of her face.

She looked rather rigid, rather formidable.

Androvsky and Count Anteoni had never met The Count
had seen Androvsky in the distance from his garden more than
once, but Androvsky had not seen him. The meeting that was
about to take place was due to Domini. She had spoken to
Androvsky on several occasions of the romantic beauty of this

desert garden.

" It is like a garden of the Arabian Nights,* she had said.

He did not look enlighteaed, and she was moved to ask him
abruptly whether he had ever read the famous book. He had not.
A doubt came to her whether he had ever even heard of it She
mentioned the fact of Count Anteoni't having made the garden,
and spoke r' m, sketching lightly his whimsicality, his affection
for the Arab ais love of solitude and of African life. She also
mentioned that he was by birth a Sicilian.

Androvsky said nothing.
•' You should go and see the garden," she continued. " Count

Anteoni allows visitors to explore it."

" I am sure it must be very beautiful, Madame," he replied,
rather coldly, she thought

He did not say that he would ga
As the garden wor upon her, as its enchanted mystery, the

airy wonder of its shadowy places, the glory of its trembling
golden vistas, the restfulnesr of its green defiles, the strange,
almost unearthly peace that reigned within it embalmed her spirit,
as she learned not only to marvel at it, to be entranced by it, but
to feel at home in it and love it, she was conscious of a persistent
desire that Androvsky should know it too.
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Perhaps hii dogged determination about the riding had
touched her more than ihe was aware. She often saw before her
the bent figure, that looked tired, riding alone into the luminous
grey ; starting thus early that his act, humble and determined,
might not be known by her. He did not know that she had seen
him, not only on that morning, but on many subsequent morn-
ings, settbg forth to study the new art in the solitude of the still

hours. But the fact that she had seen, had watched till horse
and rider vanished beyond the palms, had understood—why,
perhaps moved her to this permaneui wish that he coul ' share
her pleasure in the garden, know it as she did.

She did not argue with herself about the matter. She only
knew that she wished, that presently she meant Androvsky to

pass through the white gate and be met on the sand by Smidfn
with his rose.

One day Count Anteoni had asked her whether she had made
acquaintance with the man who had fled from prayer.

" Yes," she said. •• You know it"

"How?"
" We Nave ridden to Sidi-Zerzour."

" I am not always by the wall."

" No, but I think you were that day."

"Why do you think so?"
"I am ••'ire you weie."

He dif' not eith<. . ackn. i»ledge or deny it.

" He oas never been n *e my garden," he said.

"No."
*• He ought to come."

"I have tjld him -50.'^

•' Ah ? Is he coming
" I don't think so.".

" Persuade him to. I ha ^ a pride in my garden—oh, you
have no idea what a pride ! ^ny neglect of it, any indifference
about it rasps me, plays upo the -aw nerve each one of us
possettes."

He spoke smilingly. She dit ^ kno* what he was feeling,
whether the remote thinker or the » thic him was at work 01
pUy.

" I doubt if he is a man to be e«. , ^ «» 4," she said.
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" Perhapi aot—pemude him."

After • moment Domini said,

—

" I wonder whether 70U recogniw that there are obsUclei
which the human will cant negotiate?"

" I could icarcelj live where I do without recognising that
the grains of sand are ofien driTen by the wind. But when there
is no wind !

"

•They lie still?"

** And are the desert I want to have a Strang ^jmerience."
"What?"
" KJiU in my garden."

"A fantasia?"

"Something far more t«nal. A lunch party, a ifftumr.
Will you honour me ?

"

" By breakfasting with you ? Yes, of course. Thank you."
•* And will 70U bring—the second sun worshipper ? "

She looked into the Count's small, shining eyes.
'* Monsieur Androvsky ?

"

"If that is his name. I can send him an inviution, of
course. But that's rather formal, and I don't think he is formaL"

" On what day do you ask us ? "

"Any day—Friday."
" And why do you ask us ?

"

" I wish to orercome this indifference to my gr rden. „ hurts
me not only in my pride but in my affections.'^

The whole thing had been like « sort c» swous game.
Domini had not said that she would f^uvey the odd inyitation

j

but when she was alone, and thought ot the way b which Count
Anteoni had said " Persuade him," she knew she would, and she
meant Androvsky to accept it. This was an opportunity of
seeing him in company with another man, a man of the world,
who had read, travelled, thought and doubtless hved.

She asked him that evening, and saw the red, that came as it

comes in a boy's face, mount to his forehead.

"Everybody who comes to Beni-Mora comes to see the
garden," she said before he could reply. " Crunt Anteoni is

half angry with yea for being an exception."
" But—but, Madame, how can Monsieur the Count know that

I am here ? I have not seen him."
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•• He knowi th*re ii a second tm?eUer, and he's a hoipiuble

man. Monsieur Ajtdrc^Ay, I want yea to come ; I want jrou to

lee the garden."

'• It is ter) vi of *oo, liadaae.*

The reluctance i' !.» Toice was extreme. Yet he did not JIke

to say na While he hesitated, Domini continued,—
*' You remember when I asked you to ride ?

"

"Yes, Madame."

"That was new to you. Well, it has given you pleasure

•sn't it?"

••Yes, Madame."
*• So will the garden. I want to put another pleasure into

your life."

She had begun to speak with the light persuasiTcneJ of a

woman of the world wishing to orercome a man's diffidence or

obstinacy, but while she said the words she felt a sudden earnest-

ness rush over her. It went into the roice, and surely smote

upon him like a gust of th^ hot wind that sometimes blows out

of the desert

" I shall come, Madame," he said quickly.

•• Friday. I may be in the garden in the morning. Ill meet

you at the gate ' . half-past twelye."

" Friday ? " ^e said.

Already he seemed to be wavering in his acceptance. Domini

did not stay with him any longer.

•' I'm glad," she said in a finishing ton&

And she went away.

Now Count Anteoni told her that he had invited the priest.

She felt vexed, and her face showed that she did. A cloud came

down and immediately she looked changed and disquieting. Yet

she liked the pries^. As she sat in silence er vexa n became

more profound. She felt certain that if Androvsky had known

the prsst was coming he would not have accepted the invitation.

She wished him to come, yet she wished he had known. He
might think t lat she had known the fact and had concealed it.

She did not suppose for a moment that he disliked Father

Roubier personally, but he certainly avoided him. He bowed to

him in the coffee-room of the hotel, hut never spoke to him.

Batouch had told her about the episode with Bous-Ious. And

I

i

HI
i ' I
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she had seen Bous-Bous endeavour to renew the intimacy and
repulsed with determination. Androvsky most dislike the priest-
hood. He might fancy that she, a bdiering Catholic, had—a
number of disagreeable suppositions ran through her mind.
She had always been inclined to hate the propagandist since the
tragedy in her family. It v^s a pity Count Anteoni had not in-
dulged his imp in a different fashion. The beauty of the noon
seemed spoiled.

" Forgive my malice," Count Anteoni said. " It was really a
thing of thistledown. Can it be going to do harm? I can
scarcely think so.*

" Noi no."

She roused herself, with the instinct ofa woman who has lived
much in the world to conceal the vexation that, visible, would
cause a depression to stand in the natural place of cheerfulness.

"The desert is making me abominably natural," she thought
At this moment the black figure of Father Roubier came out

of the shadows of the trees with Bous-Bous trotting importanUv
beside it

'

"Ah, Father," said Count Anteoni, going to meet him, while
Domini got up from her chair, "it is good of you to come out in
the sun to eat fish with such a bad parishioner as I am. Your
little companion is welcome."

He patted Bous-Bous, who took little notice of him.
"You know Miss Enfilden, I think ?" continued the Count.
" Father Roubier and I meet every day," said Domini, smiling
" MademoiseUe has been good enough to take a kind interestm the humble work of the Church in Beni-Mora," said the priest

with the serious simplicity characteristic of him.
He was a sincere man, utterly without pretension, and, as such

men often are, quieUy at home with anybody of whatever class or
creed.

"I must go to the garden gate," Domini said. "Will you
excuse me for a moment ?

"

"To meet Monsieur Androvsky? Let us accompany vou if
Father Roubier—" *^^ '

" Please don't trouble. I won't be a minute."
Something in her voice made Count Anteoni at once acquiesce^

defying his courteous instinct.
*
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'•We will wait for you here," he said.

There was a whimsical plea for forgirenest in his eyes.

Domini's did not reject it; they did not answer it. She walked

away, and the two men looked after her tall figure with admira-

tion. As she went along the sand paths between the little

streams, and came into the deep shade, her Tezation seemed to

grow darker like the garden ways. For a moment she thought

she understood the sensations that must surely sometimes beset a

treacherous woman. Yet she was incapable of treachery. Smain

was standing dreamily on the great sweep of sand before the

villa. She and he were old friends now, and every day he calmly

gave her a flower when she came into the garden.

"What time is it, Smain ?
"

" Nearly half-past twelve, Madame."
"Will you open the door and see if anyone is coming?"

He went towards the great door, and Domini sat down on a

bench under the evergreen roof to wait. She had seldom felt

more discomposed, and began to reason with herself almost

angrily. Even if the presence of the priest was unpleasant to

Androvsky, why should she mind ? Antagonism to the priest-

hood was certainly not a mental condition to be fostered but a

prejudice to be broken down. But she had wished—she still

wished with ardour—that Androvsky's first visit to the garden

should be a happy one, should pass off delightfully. She had a

dawning instinct to make things smooth for him. Surely they

had been rough in the past, rougher even than for herself. And
she wondered for an instant whether he had come to Beni-Mora,

as she had come, vaguely seeking for a happiness scarcely

embodied in a definite thought
" There is a gentleman coming, Madame."

It was the soft voice of Smain from the gate. In a moment
Androvsky stood before it. Domini saw him framed in the white

wood, with the brilliant blue behind him and a narrow glimpse of

the watercourse. He was standing still and hesitating.

" Monsieur Androvsky ! " she called.

He started, looked across the sand, and stepped into the garden

with a sort of reluctant caution that pained her, she scarcely knew
why. She got up and went towards him, and t!i«y met full in

the sunshine.

i
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" I came to be your dcerone.*
"Thank you, Madame."
Ther- was the cUck of wood striking against wood as Smalta

closed th-s gate. Androvsky turned quickly and looked behind
him. His demeanour was that of a man whose nerves were tor-
mentmg him. Domini began to dread telling him of the presence
of the pnest, and, characteristically, did without hesiuticn what
she feared to do.

"This is the way,- she said.

Then, as they tum-^d into the shadow of the trees and began
to walk between the rills of water, she added abruptly,—

"Father Roubier is here already, so our party is complete."
Androvsky stood still.

" Father Roubier I You did not teU me he was coming."
" I did not know it till five minutes ago."
She stood still too, and looked at him. There was a flaming

of distrust m his eyes, his Ups were compressed, and his whole
body betokened hostility.

"I did not understand. I thought Signor Anteoni would be
alone here."

" Father Roubier is a pleasant companion, sincere and simole.
Everyone likes him."

^

"No doubt, Madame. But—the fact is I "— he aesitoted
then added, almost with violence—" I do not care for priests."

'

" I am sorry. Still, for once—for an hour—you can surely—"
She did not finish the sentence. While she was speaking she

felt the banality of such phrases spoken to such a man, and
suddenly changed tone and manner.

" Monsieur Androvsky," she said, laying one hand on his arm,
I knew you would not Uke Father Roubier's being here. If I

had known he was coming I should have told you in order that
you might have kept away if you wished to. But now that you
are here—now that Smain h^ let you in and the Count and
Father Roubier must know of it, I am sure you wiU stoy and
govern your disUke. You intend to turn back. I see that
Well, I ask you to stay."

She was not thinking of herself, but of him. Instinct told
her to teach him the way to conceal his aversion. ReUeai would
proclaim it
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" For yourself I ask you," she added. " If you go, you tell

them what you have told me. You don't -rish to do that."

They looked at each other. Then, without a word, he walked

on again. As she kept beside him she felt as if in that moment
their acquaintanceship had sprung forward, like a thing that had
been forcibly restrained and that was now sharply released.

They did not speak again till they saw, at the end ofan alley, the

Count and the priest standing together beneath the jamelon tree.

Bous-Bous ran forward barking, and Domini was conscious that

Androvsky braced himself up, like a fighter stepping into the

arena. Her keen sensitiveness of mind and body was so infected

by his secret impetuosity of feeling that it seemed to her as if his

encounter with the two men framed in the sunlight were a great

event which might be fraught with strange consequences. She
almost held her breath as she and Androvsky came down the path
and the fierce sunrays reached out to light up their faces.

Count Anteoni stepped forward to greet them.
" Monsieur Androvsky—Count Anteoni," she said.

The hands of the two men met. She saw that Androvsk/s
was lifted reluctantly.

"Welcome to my garden," Count Anteoni said with his

invariable easy courtesy. " Every traveller has to pay his tribute

to my domain. I dare to exact that as the oldest European
inhabitant of Beni-Mora."

Androvsky said nothing. His eyes were on the priest. The
Count noticed it, and added,

—

"Do you know Father Roubier?"
" We have often seen each other in the hotel," Father Roubier

said with his usual straightforward simplicity.

He held out his hand, but Androvsky bowed hastily and
awkwardly and did not seem to see it. Domini glanced at Count
Anteoni, and surprised a piercing expression in his bright eyes.

It died away at once, and he said,

—

" Let us go to the saUe-drmanger. Dijeuner will be ready.
Miss Enfilden."

She joined him, concealing her reluctance to leave Androvsky
with the priest, and walked beside him down the path, preceded
by Bous-Bous.

" Is myy2/(f going to be a failure ?" he murmured.
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She did not reply. Her heart was full of vexation, almost of

bitterness. She felt angry with Count Anteoni, with Androvsky,
with herself. She almost felt angry with poor Father Roubier.

"Forgive me I do forgive me I" the Count whispered. "I
meant no harm."

She forced herself to smile, but ^be silence behind them,
where the two men were following, oppressed her. If only
Androvsky would speak! He had not said one word since
they were aU together. Suddenly she turned her head and
said,

—

" Did you ever see such palms, Monsieur Androvsky ? Aren't
they magnificent?"

Her voice was challenging, imperative. It commanded him
to rouse himself, to speak, as a touch of the i >h commands a
horse to quicken its pace. Androvsky raised his head, which
had been suik on his breast as he walked.

" Palms
!

' he said confusedly. « Yes, they are wonderful."
" You cari> for trees ? " asked the Count, following Domini's

lead and speaking with a definite intention to forcea conversation
" Yes, Monsieur, certainly."

"I have some wonderful fellows here. After iUjeuner you
must let me show them to you. I spent years in collecting my
children and teaching them to live rightly in the desert."

Very naturaUy, while he spoke, he had joined Androvsky, and
now walked on with him, pointing out the different varieties of
trees. Domini was conscious of a sense of relief and of a strong
feeling of gratitude to their host Following upon the gratitude
came a less pleasant consciousness of Androvsky's lack of good
breeding He was certainly not a man of the world, whatever he
might be. To-day, perhaps absurdly, she felt responsible for
him, and as if he owed it to her to bear himself bravely and
govern his dislikes if they clashed with the feelings of his com-
panions. She longed hotly for him to make a good impression,
and, when her eyes met Father Roubier's, was almost moved to
ask his pardon for Androvsky's rudeness. But the Father seemed
unconscious of it, and began to speak abou, the splendour of the
African v jetation.

"Does not its luxuriance surprise you after England? "he
laid.
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"No^^she replied bluntly. "Ever since I have been in

Africa 1 have felt that I was in a land of passionate growth."

««7jut—^the desert?" he replied wilh a gesture towards the

lon^ dats of the Sahara, which were ^till visible between the trees.

" I should find it there to," sbo answered. " There, perhaps,

most of all."

He looked at her with a gentle wonder. She did not explain

that she was no longer thinking of growth in Nature.

The salle-d-manger stood at the end of a broad avenue of

palms not far from the villa. Two Arab servants were waiting

on each side of the white step that led into an ante-room filled

with divans and coffee-tables. Beyond was a lofty apartmeitt.

with an arched roof, in the centre of which was an oval tabic

laid for b: ;akfast, and decorated with masses of trumpet-shaped

scarlet flowsrs in silver vases. Behind each of the four high-

backed chairs stood an Arab motionless as a statue. Evidently

the Count's/^/k WiS to be attended by a good deal of ceremony.

Domini felt sorry, though not for herself. She had been ac-

customed to ceremony all her life, and noticed it, as a rule, almost

as little as the air she breathed. But she feared that to

Androvsky it would be novel and unpleasant As they came

into the shady room she saw him glance swiftly at the walls

covered with dark Persian hangings, at the servants in their

embroidered jackets, wide trousers and snow-white turbans, at

the vivid flowers on tie table, then at the tall windows, over

which flexible outside blinds, dull green in colour, were drawn j

and it seemed to her that ha was feeling like a trapped animal,

full of a fury of uneasiness. Father Roubier's unconscious

serenity in the midst of a luxury to which he was quite unac-

ustomed emphasized Androvsky's secret agitation, which was no

,ecret to Domini, and which she knew must be obvious to Count

Anteoni. She began to wish ardently that she had let Androvsky

follow his impulse to go when he heard of Father Roubier's

presence.

They sat down. She was on the Count's right hand, with

Androvsky opposite to her and Father Roubier oa her left. As

they took their places she and the Father said a silent grace

and made the sign of the C'oss, and when she glanced up after

doing so she saw Androvsky's h.:nd lifted to his forehead. For
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a moment she fancied that he had joined in the tiny prayer
and was about to m. ke the sacred sign, but as she looked at him
his hand feU heavily to the table. The gUsses by his plate
Jingled.

"I only remembered this morning that this is zfour maigre "
said Count Anteoni as they unfolded tneir napkins. "I aru
afraid, Father Roubier, you will not be abl^ to do full justice tomy chef, Hamdane, although he has thought of you and done
his best for you. But I hope Miss Enfilaen and—"

"I keep Friday," Domini interruptec. quietly,
"Yes? Poor Hamdane 1

"

He looked in grave despau, but she kne^r that he was reallv
pleased that she kept the fast day.

^
"Anyhow," he continued, «I hope that you. Monsieur

Androvsky. mil be able to join me in testing Hamdane's powers
to the full. Or are you too—

"

He did not continue, for Androvsky at once said, in a loud
and firm voice,—

•• I keep no fast days."

The words sounded like a defiance flung at the two Catholics
and for a moment Dom'-ni tti >ught that Father Roubier wasgomg to treat them as a challenge, for he lifted his head and
there was a flash of sudden .ire in his eyes. But he only said
turning to the Count,— ^

"I think Mademoiselle and I shall find our little Ramadan a
very easy business. I once breakfasted with you on a Friday-
two years ago it was, I thiak-aud I have not forgotten the
banquet you gave me."

Domini felt as if the priest had snubbed Androvsky, as a
saint might snub, without knowing that he did so. She was
angry with Androvsky and yet she was full of pity for him. Why
could he not meet courtesy with graciousness ? There was
something almost inhuman in his demeanour. To-day he had
returned to his worst self, to the man who had twice treated her
with brutal rudenesp

"Do the Arabs really keep Ramadan strictly?" she asked,
lookmg away from Androvsky.

" Very," said Father Roubier. "Although, of course, I am
not in sympathy with their religion, I have often been moved by



THE GARDEN 191

their adherence to iV les. There is something very grand in

the human heart dti. ;rately taking upon itself the yolce of

discipline."

<'Isl&m—the very word means the surrender of the human
will to the will of God," said Count Anteoni. "That word and
its meaning lie like the shadow of a commanding hand on the

soul of every Arab, even of the absinthe-drinking renegades one
sees here and there who have caught the vices of their

conquerors. In the greatest scoundrel that the Prophet's robe

covers there is an abiding and acute sense of necessary surrender.

The Arabs, at anyrate, do not buzz against their Creator, like

midges raging at the sun in whose beams they are dancing."

"No," assented the priest. "At least in that respect they

are superior to many who call themselves Christians. Their pride

is immense, but it never makes itself ridiculous."

"You mean by trying to defy the Divine Will?" said

Domini.
" Exactly, Mademoiselle."

She thought of her dead father.

The servants stole round the tabl.\ handing various dishes

noiselessly. One of them, at this moment, poured red wine into

Androvsky's glass. He uttered a low erclamation that sounded
like a beginning of protest hastily checked.

"You prefer white wine ? " said Count Anteoni.

"No, thank you, Monsieur."

He lifted the glass to his lips and drained it.

"Are you a judge of wine?" added the Count. "That is

made from my own grapes. I have vineyards near Tunis."
" It is excellent," said Androvsky.

Domini noticed that he spoke in a louder voice than usual,

as if he were making a determined effort to throw off the uneasiness

thai evideniiy oppressed him. He ate heartily, choosing almost
ostentatiously dishes in which there was meat But everything

that he did, even this eating of meat, gave her the impression
that he was—subtly, how she did not know—defying not only
the priest but himself. Now and then she glanced across at him,
and when she did so he was always looking away from her.

Alter praising the wine he had relapsed into silence, and Count
Anteoni—she thought moved by a very delicate sense of tact^^-

•^1

u

i|!
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did not directly address him ag»in just then, but resumed the in-
terrupted conversation about the Arabs, first explaining that the
servants understood no French. He discussed them with ammute knowledge that evidently sprang from a very realaffec-
tion, and presently she could not help alluding to this.

sh said***"^
^^^ ***^* *^* ^^^* ^" "°" '^ *"^ Europeans,"

He fixed his bright eyes upon her, and she thought that just
then they looked brighter than ever before.

"Why? "he asked quietly.

"Do you know the sound that comes into the voice of a lover
of children when it speaks of a child ?

"

"Ah 1—the note of a deep indulgence ? "

" I hear it in yours whenever you speak of the Arabs."
She spoke half jestingly. For a moment he did not reolv

Then he said to the priest,

—

" You have lived long in Africa, Father. Have not you some-
thing of the same feeling towards these children of the sun ? »

"Yes, and I have noticed it in our dead Cardinal"
"Cardinal Lavigerie."

Andro^ky bent over his plate. He seemed suddenlv to
withdraw his mmd forcibly from this conversation in which he
was taking no active part, as if he refused even to listen to it

•• He is your hero, I know," the Count said sympathetically
" He did a great deal for me."
"And for Africa, /jid he was wise."
"You mean in some special way?" Domini said.
"Yes. He looked deep enough into the dark souls of the

desert men to find out that his success with them must come
chiefly through his goodness to their dark bodies. You aren't
shocked, Father?"

" No, no. There is truth in that."

But the priest assented rather sadly.

" Mahomet thought too much of the body," he added.
Domini saw the Count compress his lips. Then he turned to

Androvsky and said,

—

" Do you think so. Monsieur i
"

It was a definite, a resolute attempt to draw his guest into the
conversation. Androvsky could not ignore it He looked up
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relnctantlj from hii pUte. Hit eyes met Domioi'i bat immedi
ateljr tn?elled away from them.

*' I doubt—"he laid.

He paused, laid his hands ou the ubie, claspbg its edge, and
continued firmly, eren with a sort of hard violence.

"I doubt if most good men, or men who want to be good
think enough about the body, consider it enough. I have thousht
that I think it stilL-

iwTeuiougm

As he finished he stared at the priest, almost menacingly
Then, as if mored by an after-thought, he added,—

•• As to Mahomet, I know very little about him. But perhaps
he obtained his great influence by recognising that the bodies of
men are of great importance, of tremendous— tremendous
importance."

Domini saw that the interest of Count Anteoni b his guest
was suddenly and ritally arous«'d by what he had just said, perhaps
even more by his peculiar way of saying it, as if it were forced
from him by some secret, irresistible compuUion. And the
Count's interest seemed to take hands with her interest, which
had had a much longer existence. Father Roubier, however,
broke in with a slightly cold,—

"It is a very dangerous thing, I think, to dwell upon the
importonce of the perishable. One runs tiie risk of detracting
from the much greater imporUnce of the imperishable."

"Yet ifs the sUrved wolves that devour the villages," said
Androvsky.

For the first time Domini felt his Russian origin. There was
a silence. Father Roubier looked straight before bim, but
Count Anteoni's eyes were fixed piercingly upon Androvsky. At
last he said,

—

" May I ask, Monsieur, if you are a Russian ? "

" My father was. But I have never set foot in Russia."
"The soul tdat I find in the music and li, rature of your

country is, to me, the most interesting soul » . Europe," the
Count said with a ring of deep earnestness in his grating voice.

Spoken as he spoke it, no compliment could have been more
gracious, even moving. But Androvsky only replied abruptly—

" I'm afraid I know nothing of all that."
*

Domini felt hot with a sort of shame, as at a close friend's
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pablie diiplay of Ignorance. ' be began to apeak to the Count
of Russian music, books, with an enthusiasm that was sincere.
For she, to<^ had found in the soul from the Steppes a meaning
and a magic that had taken her soul prisoner. And suddenly,
while she talked, she thought of the Desert as the burning brother
of the frigid Sleppea. Was it the wonder of the eternal flats that
had s|)oken to her inmost heart sometimes in London concert-
rooms, in her room at night when she read, forgetting time, which
spoke to her now more fiercely under the palms of Africa? At
the thought something mystical seemed to stand in her enthusiasm.
The mystery of space floated about her. But she did not express
her thought Count Anteoni expressed it for her.

"The Steppes and the Desert are akin, you know," he said.
" Despite the opposition of frost and fire."

" just what I was thinking I " she exclaimed. " That must be
why—"

She stopped short

"Yes?" said the Count.
Both Father Roubier and Androvsky looked at he with

expectancy. But she did not continue her sentence, »nd her
failure to do so was covered, or at the least excused, by a
diversion that secretly she blessed. At this moment, from the
ante-room, there came a sound of African music, both soft and
barbarous. First there was only one reiterated liquid note, clear
and glassy, a note that suggested night in a remote place. Then,
beneath it, as foundation to it, rose a rustling sound as of a forest of
reeds through which a breese went rhythmically. Into this stole
the broken song of a thin instrument with a timbre rustic and
antique as the timbre of the oboe, but fainter, frailer. A twang
of sofUy-pluckcd strings supported its wild and pathetic utterance,
and presently vhe almost stifled throb of a Uttle tom-tom that
must have been placed at a distance. It was like a beating heart

The Count and his guests sat listening in silence. Domini
began to feel curiously expectant, yet she did not recognise the
odd melody. Her sensation was that some other music must be
coming which she had heard before, which had moved her deeply
at some time in her life. She glanced at the Count and found
him looking at her with a whimsical exp" . as if he were a
kind conspirator whose plot would soon ^ vrn.
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voice.

He bent towtrdi her.

" Watt! "be whispered. ««yitenl"
She nw Andrordcj frown. His face was dirtorted bv an

expression of pain, and she wondered if he, like some Europeans,
found the barbarity of the desert music ugly and eti o distressing
to the nenres. While she wondered a voice began to sing, always
accompanied by the four instrumnts. It wm a contnlto voice,
but sounded like a youth's.

" What is that song ? " she asked under her breath " Surely
I must have heard it I

"

'• You dont know?"
"Wait!"

She searched her heart. It seemef t. ^ thr the kn^ the
song. At some period of her Ufe she h* srtainly been deeply
moved by it—but when? where? The ^ died away, and
was succeeded by a soft chorus singing m aoion.ovaiy,—

"WoTO-Wun*.'

Then it rose once more in a dreanf and retw-irt '-efrain, like
the voice of a soul communing with itmU io the ..^eit. above the
instruments and the murmuring chores

" You remember?" whispered the Count.
She moved her head in assent \ dki »ot >«, She could

not speak. It was the song the Ai^ bad uoi^ m m tur led into
the shadow of the palm trees, the song of tlh r-'M negroes of
Touggourt :—

" No one but God and I

Knows what is b my heart."

The priest leaned back in his chair. His dairk eyes were cast
down, and his thin, sun-browned hands were folded together in
a way that suggested prayer. Did this desert song of tie black
men, children of God like him as their song affirmed, stir his
soul to some grave petition that embraced the wants of all
humanity ?

Androvsky was sitting quite stiU. He was also looking down
and the lids covered his eyes. An expression of pain still

Imgered on his face, but it was less cruel, no longer tortured,
but melancholy. And Domini, as she Ustened, recalled the
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•h«n|t err that had rieen within h« m the Anh dinppatred

J^ T**"^ »»»• 07 of the toul in Ufa •bhwuSw Tf
2!!?^J? ^ ^^"^ ^ '^'^ «*»• 'oicM of hidden
Ato^"Whjtiegoint to happen to me here?- But thttoj

^laH. ST'/'T'.T'* *" »»".«»Jy when confronted by

S!h.r^ ^'^'« *«»»«» been perhtp. hidden ta the womb.
Onpr then wu H born. And now the dejt had paned and the
ni^ti,«idthe tong brought with it the 07 once more, the err•nd raddenlj iometUng else, another foice that, very far away
•eemed to be making aniwer to it That ant jrer the conld not
hear. The word* of it were hidden in the womb aa, once, the
worti of her intense question. Only she felt that an answer hadbe« made. The frture knew, and had begun to try to teU her.She was on the my edge of knowledge whUe she listened, buthe could not stop into the marrellons Und.

PresenUy Count Anteoni spoke to the priest
" You have heard this song, no doubt, Father ? "

Father Roubier shook his head.
"I don't think so, but I can nerer remember the Arab

music.

*' Perhaps you dislike it ?
"

« No. na It U ugly in a way, but there seems a great deal
of mcanmg ,n It In this song especially there is-one might
almost call it beauty." •

"Wonderful beauty," Domini said in a low voice, still
listening to the song. ' "

"The words are beautiful." said the Count, this time address-

l^^'lTke thi^ ~''*'' "' **°°'' ^'''' '**'" •^ **"' "^^^

** * 2J* P^"« <"«• ^ «>« w*t«.
The fish dies in the air,

Aad I die in the dnnea of the desert land
ror my love that is deep and sad.'

te«r!I^?
** ''*'°™* '°""*'»' " "^'^ - *°<J ^^ »»<Je a gesturetoward the inner room, m which the low murmur of " Wurra-

rrf^.J'^
-gain-" the singer reiterates always the same

" • No one but God and I
Koows what is in my heart '*
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rdmn. Andmky turned pde. There were drope of .weat

SJ5*J!:2S!?- "••^"••^«'wioetohi.V«.iw
l«nd t»«bW » th« wn. or the wine WM .put upon^h^^
t^ ^" *»"^ »»*^<>^ D<>«ta» Wt thTwhtVmoili^

L^^'iirK ""'.'?• The Image of th. taperJ
^?!L;r^ ^iiK**"-."?^

She «w Andfonky tdS file

SLl^lStJ^K **^'** itjuggert^I a male power, which
ndgh make for either good or etil. hot which had nothing to dowith httleneM. For a moment Count Anteoni and the pri^

Tt " i'
»»»<V lud come into the pre.^TI

.nfti?!
^**

i^^^u "^^ ^™''- ^^ "«'' the K>ng died
•oftly away. Only the instrument, went on pUying. The

dmi throbbing affected Domini almort terribly. She w.» ro-heved. yet regretful, when at length it ceased.

.11'if?" "t***.^***
'^'^ anteroom?" the Count »id. "Coffee

will be brought there."
vw«co

lOh, but-^n't let 0. .ee them I " Domini exclaimed.
"The munaan. ?

"

She nodded.

"You would rather not hear any more music? "
"If you don't aiindl"

away and returned almost immediately.
"Now we can go," the Count »id. " They have vanished."

k™ ^"? u^^**** ^* ''*• *^<^~* *»>** the music bad movedhim too. A. they got up he said,—

Snml^Tli.'***^
'^' *^'"^ " ^^ ^""^ "^ somsthing more.Some of these desert poete can teach us to think."

vou ^w'^r?"' *!"!"• Pf'^P^" '^^ '*»• Co""*- " What doyou uj, Monsieur Androvsky ? "

thel^fr^^ Tufu**? ^••^ ^" •y" ''««» t«»«d towardsthe door through which the Mund of the muuc had come.

k
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" I

!

" he answered. " I—Monsieur, I am afraid that to me
this music means very little. I cannot judge of it"

"But the words?" asked the Count with a certain pressure.
" They do not seem to me to suggest much more than the

music"

The Count said no more. As she went into the outer room
Domini felt angry, as she had felt angry in the garden at Sidi-

Zerzour when Androvsky said,

—

"These native women do not interest me. I see nothing
attractire in them."

For now, as then, she knew that he had lied.

till

XI

Domini came into the ante-room alone. The three men had
paused for a moment behind her, and the sound of a match
struck reached her ears as she went listlessly forward to the door
which was open to the broad garden path, and stood looking out
into the sunshine. Butterflies were flitting here and there
through the riot of gold, and she heard faint bird-notes from the
shadows of the trees, echoed by the more distant twitter of
Larbi's flute. On the left, between the palms, she caught
glimpses of the desert and of the hard and brilliant mountains,
and, as she stood there, she remembered her sensations on first

entering the garden and how soon she had learnt to love it. It

had always seemed to her a sunny paradise of peace until this

moment But now she felt as if she were compassed about by
clouds. The vagrant movement of the butterflies irritated her
eyes, the distant sound of the flute distressed her ears, and all

the peace had gone. Once again this man destroyed the spell

Nature had cast upon her. Because she knew that he had lied,

her joy in the garden, her deeper joy in the desert that embraced
it, were stricken. Yet why should he not lie ? Which of us

does not lie about his feelings? Has reserve no right to

armour ?

She heard her companions entering the room and turned
round. At that moment her heart was swept by an emotion
almost of hatred to Androvsky. Because of it the smiled. A
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forced gaiety dawned in her. She sat down on one of the low
dirans, and, as she asked Count Anteoni for a cigarette and lit

It, she thought, " How shall I punish him ? » That lie, not even
told to her and about so slight a matter, seemed to her an attack
which she resented and must return. Not for a moment did she
ask herself if she were reasonable. A voice within her said, "I
will not be lied to, I wUl not even bear a lie told to another in
my presence by this man." And the voice was imperious.

Count Anteoni remained beside her, smoking a cigar.
Father Roubier took a seat by the UtUe table in front of her
But Androvsky went over to the door she had just left, and
stood, as she had, looking out into the sunshine. Bous Bous
followed him, and snuffed affectionately round his feet, trvine to
gain his attention. ' "^

"My little dog seems very fond of your friend," the priest
said to Domini.

" My friend I
»

" Monsieur Androvsky."

She lowered her voice.

"He is only a travelUng acquaintance, f know nothing of

The priest looked gently surprised and Count Anteoni blew
forth a fragrant cloud of smoke.

" He seems a remarkable man," the priest said mildly.
"Do you think so?"
She began to speak to Count Anteoni about some absurdity

of Batouch, forcing her mind into a light and frivolous mood,
and he echoed her tone with a clever obedience for which
secretly she blessed him. In a moment they were laughing
together with apparent merriment, and Father Roubier smiled
innocently at their light-heartedness, believing in it sincerdy
But Androvsky suddenly turned round with a dark and morose
countenance.

" Come in out of the sunshine," said the Count. " It is too
strong. Try this chair. Coffee will be—ah, here it is I

"

Two servants appeared, carrying it.

"Thank you, Monsieur," Androvsky said with reluctant
courtesy.

He came towards them with determination and sat down,
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drawing forward his chair till he was facing Domini. Directly he
was quiet Bous-Bous sprang upon his knee and lay down
hastily, blinking his eyes, which were almost concealed by hair,
and hearing a sigh which made the priest look kindly at him,
eren while he said deprecatingly,

"Bous-Bous I Bous-Bous I UtUe rascal, little pig-down,
down I

"

" Oh, leave him. Monsieur !

" muttered Androvsky. " It's all
the same to me."

"He really has no shame where h=s heart is concemed."
"Arab I" said the Count "He has learnt it in Beni-

Mora.*

"Perhaps he has taken lessons from Larbi," said Domini.
" Hark i He is playing to-day. For whom ? "

" I never ask now," said the Couns " The name changes so
often."

•

"Constancy is not an Arab fault?" Domini asked.
"You say 'fault,' Madame," interposed the priest
"Yes, Father," she returned with a light touch of conscious

cynicism. "Surely in this world that which is apt to bring
ineviuble misery with it must be accounted a fault"

" But can constancy do that ?
"

" Don't you think so, in a worid of ceaseless change?
"Then how shall we reckon truth in a world of Us?" asked

the Count. " Is that a fault too ?
"

"Ask Monsieur Androvsky," said Domini, quickly.
"I obey," said the Count, looking over at his guest
"Ah, but I am sure I know," Domini added. "I am sure

you think truth a thing we should aU avoid in such a world as
this. Don't you, Monsieur ?

"

"If you are sure, Madame, why ask me?" Androvsky
replied.

There was in his voice a sound that was sUrtling. Suddenly
the priest reached out his hand and lifted Bous-Bous on to his
knee, and Count Anteoni very lightly and indifferently inter-
posed.

"Truth-telling among Arabs becomes a dire necessity to
Europeans. One cannot out-lie them, and it doesn't pay to run
second to Orientals. So one leams, with tears, to be sincere
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Father Roubier is shocked by my apologia for my own blatant
truthfulness."

The priest laughed.
»• I Uve so little in what is called ' the world ' that I'm afrrad

I'm very ready to take drollery for a serious expression of
opinion."

He stroked Bous-Bous's white back, and added, with a simple
geniality that seemed to spring rather from a desire to be kind
than from any temperamental source,

—

•• But I hope 1 shall always be able to enjoy innocent fun.**

As he spoke his eyes rested on Androvsky's face, and suddenly
he looked grare and put Bous-Bous gently down on the floor.

•• I'm afraid I must be going," he said.

"Already? "said his host
' I dare not allow myself too much idleness. If once I began

to be idle in this climate I should become like an Arab and do
nothing all day but sit in the sun."

"As I do. Father, we meet very seldom, but whenever we
do I feel myself a cumberer of the earth."

Domini had never before heard him speak with such humble-
ness. The priest flushed like a boy.

"We each serve in our own way," he said quickly. "The
Arab who sits all day in the sun may be heard as a song of praise
where He is."

And then he took his leave. This time he did not extend his
hand to Androvsky, but only bowed to him, lifting his white
helmet. As he went away in the sun with Bous-bous the three
he had left folio- sd him with their eyes. For Androvsky bar*
turned his chair sideways, as if involuntarily.

" I shall le'Ti to love Father Roubier," Domini said.

Androvsky moved his seat round again till his back was to
the garden, and placed his broad hands palm downward on his
knees.

"Yes?** said the Count
" He is so transparently good, and he bears his great dis-

appointment so beautifully."

" What great disappointment ? "

" He longed to become a monk."
Androvsky got up from his seat and walked back to the

m
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btonghl thi. hu come fro" f«3T/«.Tb ""T?" "'"'

awaj^ from Beni-HM.aD, « wcred viUagt-a s.cr«d vUlaie »
H. repeated the I,.t word,, lowering hi. ™^ ^'•
Of course go and lee him."

"And you?"

bacft'otm!"
'""'• ^°*^~"^^' ^"^^ -^ »t»<i-^ -th his

"Won't you show Monsieur Androvsky the garden?"Hearing his name Androvskv turneH Lh^k -n

aJ^I "l'
''.*'' «"'"' '^'°'»' ">»>•'•

' on the divan »nH

outch an/STirca:^";,;:'' xtn-^r^i^- """*' ""• "^'^ »

Do you care to see the garden ?

"

"Thank you, Madame—yes," he reolied m if -Uk
*=»'- ffot iin or,^ *u

repiiea, as if with an effortgot UD, and they went out together on towalk. broad

li Whici do 70U ura.: to go? "she asked.
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She saw him glance at her quickly, with anxiety in his eyes
" You know best where we should go, Madame."
•* I daresay you won't care abou>» it Probably you are not

interested in gardens. It does not niatt';^' really which pa .h we
uke. They are all very much alike."

" I am sure they lire all very beautiful.*

Suddenly he had become humble, anxious to please her.

But now the violcL contrasts in him, unlike the violent contrasts,

of nature in this land, exasperated her. She longed to be left

alone. She felt ashamed of Androvsky, and also of herself; she
condemned herself bitterly for the interest she had taken in him,
for her desire to put some pleasure into a life she had deemed
sad, for her curiosity about him, for her wish to share joy with
him. She laughed at herself secretly for what she now called
her folly in having connected him imaginatively with the desert,

whereas in reality he made the desert, as everything he
approached, lose in beauty and wonder. His was a destructive
personality. She knew it now. Why had she not realised it

before? He was a man co put gall in the cup of pleasure, to
create uneasiness, self-consciousness, constraint round about him,
to call up spectres at the banquet of life. Well, in the future she
could avoid him. After to-day she need never have any more
intercourse with him. With that thought, that interior sense of
her perfect freedom in regard to this man, an abrupt, but always
cold, content came to her, putting him a long way off where
surely all that he thought and did was entirely indifferent to her.

" Come along, then," she said. " Well go this way."
And she txwned down an alley which led towards the home of

the purple dog. She did not know at the moment that akiything
had influenced her to choose that particular path, but very soon
the sound of Larbi's flute grew louder, and she guessed that in
reality the music had attracted her. Androvsky walked beside
her without a word. She felt that he was not looking about him,
not noticing anything, and she stopped decisively.

"Why should we take all this trouble?" she said bluntly.
•• I hate pretence and I thought I had travelled far away from it.

But we are both pretending."
*• Pretending, Madame ? " he said in a startled voice.
" Yea. I that I want to show you this garden, you that yon

tit
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mr fault f k«7k^ ^' " *^*^ *» prctenA It is all

"Please, stoft Madame."
"Why?"
" You have made a mistake."
" In what ? "

•• I do want to see this garden.-

"fSfnot ^u) *''°'.^"" ^'^ '"<*" through it..

„ J
^® "ot ''wh to see it alone."

*

no. pretend." * " """ °'™ «""' '«• " H^ I do

do m'."
"" "'* "" "" «>'«»« 1»i" cba.g«l .. Bu, ,o„

•' Worse I"

ci,^*!!'..
^"^ "' '^ "" •»« »' Africa."

It Shew" irw',"'L:r " !f^"'"<' '" *' "»- «o«T

thought .he cS^ •Y.t"T ^r^""""- ^^ •"='»<' »'

gust of aiHaden ^kh sol^- "»*»*^^^«»y '•^coUed as from a
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AodroTiky dropped hit eyes. Hii whole body expressed
bumilUtioD, and something that suggested to her despair.

"Oh, you must think me mad to spea^ like this I" she ex
claimed. " Of course people must be aUowed to arm themselves
against the curiosity of others. I know that The fact is I am
under a spell here. I have been living for many, many years in
the cold. I have been like a woman in a prison without any
light, and—"

"You have been in a prison !
" he said, lifting his head and

looking at her eagerly.

" I have been Uving in wfc*t is caU td the great world."
" And you call that a jMison ?

"

"Now that I am Uvmg in the greater wowd, really living at
last. I have been in the heart of insincerity, and now I have
come into the heart, the fiery heart of sincerity. It's there-
there "—she pointed to the desert. " And it hu intoxicated me

;

I think it has made me unreasonable. I expect everyone—not
an Arab—to be as it is, and every little thing th .t isn't quite
frank, every pretence, Is like a horrible Uttle hand tugging at me,
as if trying to take me back to the prison I have left I think,
deep down, I have always loathed lies, but never as I have
loathed them since I came here. It seems to me as if only in
the desert there is freedom for the body, and only in truth there
is freedom for the souL"

She stopped, drew a long breath, and added,—
"You must forgive me. I have worried you. I have made

you do what you didn't want to do. And then I have attacked
you. It is unpardonable."

"Show me the garden, Madame," he said in a very low voice.
Her outburst over, she felt a slight self-consciousness. She

wondered what he thought of her n^^ became aware of her
unconventionality. His curious ta persistent reticence made
her frankness the more marked. Yet the painful sensation of
oppression and exasperation had passed away from her and she
no longer thought of his personality as destructive. In obedience
to his last words she walked on, and he kept heavily beside her,
till they were in the deep shadows of the closely-growing trees
and the spell of the garden began to return upon her, banishing
the thought of self.

y
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** Liiten I » ihe itid presentlr.
Lwbi's flute wu wrj near.

" One of the gardenen. But he learcelr erer waAm w. «

perpetually in lore. That i. why he^'^ '^^*"' ^'

^

.. V ^^Jt ^°^'"»«« »»»•» ? " AndroTsky asked,
yes. Do you think it sounds like one ? "

" How should I know, Madame ? "

He stood looking in the direction from which »h. - •

came, and now it seemed to hold himTci^t^J l^T
question, which sounded to her almost chS^^d wtS, .t*did not answer. Domini glanced at hisattento^H^towhteh hgr^nshadows Icntadhanessthatwasmy.te.Si^h.?raSt^^^^^
which always suggested to her both wearinessVnd sfaLnoth ^ Jremembered the pasrionate romanceTo ^.e^S^S^ ^^
awoke when she first heard Larbi's flute iTw« «T ? '***

which had closed a window in th"e house o H^^i'^ttd'denly drawn away, giving to her eyes the horiac^n of/neTwolWas that shutter now drawn back for him ? ^o doJb^L .posmon was absurd. Men of his emotional and Styi i"^

Not ignotMt, she was neverth.k»; ^dS. " "^ """ "'

He started.

"Yes. Thank you."
When they were sitting side by side, closely wardedgigantic fiff an<i «.h .cf.,.,* » .' . ^ '-*"»«*/ guaraea

fa^rh?ad"V-
''""' -^ ""'•^ «-' - -S" P-- o? the

Whom does he love ? "
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•• No doubt one of those native women 70U consider utterly

..jhout attraction.- she answered with a faint touch of malice
which made him redden.

" But you come here erery day?" he said

" Yes. Has he ever seen you ?

"

"Larbi? Often. What has that to do with it ?
•

lie did not reply.

Odd and disconnected u Larbi's melodies were, thtj created
an atmosphere of wild tenderness. SponUneously they bubbled
up out of the heart of the Eastern world and, when L pUyer
was invisible as now. suggested an ebon faun couched in hot
sand at the foot of a palm tree and making music to Ustenini
•unbeams and amorous spirits of the waste.

« Do you like it ?" she said presently in an under voice.
" Yes, Madame. And you ? *

That « « fong of .n the secrets of humanity and of the desert
too. And It does not try to tell them. It only says that thev
exist and that God knows them. But. I remember, you do not
like that song."

" Madame," he answered slowly, and as if he were choosing his
words, ••! see that you understood. The song did move methough I said not. But no, I do not Uke it"

" Do you care to tell me why?"
"Such a song as that seems to me an-it is like an intrusion

There are things that should be let alone. There are dark places
that should be left dark."

^

"You mean that all human beings hold within them secrets
and that no allusion even should ever be made to thos^
secrets?

»"«•«

" Yes."

" I understand."

After a pause he said, anxious!), Ne thought,—
"Am I right, Madame, or is my thought ridiculous?"
He asked it so simply that she felt touched.
"I'm sure you could never be ridiculous," she said quickly.

thtk.^^)^^^^V'\J^'-
I^l^^'t'^^ow. That song makes methmk and feel, and ,0 I love it. Perhaps if you heard it alone-"
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^Then I should hate It," he interpoMd.
H« Toice wu Uke an uncontrolled inner Toiee ipeakinc"Arc not thought and feeUng-- she began
But he interrupted her.

"I^y.ri* i"
^^' "'*!'' ***** *"•*• •» ^^ ''orid-"And all the happmets."

"Do they?"

"They must."

;;Ther want to think deeply, to feel deeply?-

.u J^'
.."'**'*'**«' ^^^ central figure of a world.tTa»eH,than d.e without having felt to the uttimosr^n tf Hre«sorrow. My whole nature revolts against the idrtS Iv.j1 !^

^3 feel Uttle or nothing reaUy. It^V to^ifu^t^K

.^« h^*'"
'"•'^ '^ '^^ ^*^ "*^^*' »>«" ««erly unSappf Y«

J^e
had never been really happy. Africa had uSght h^r

"Perhaps not," she answered. « But—some dav—»
She stopped. '

"Yes, Madame?"
"Could one sUy long in such a world as this and not beeither mtensely happy or intensely unhappy? I don"fee7ls^

aftr,!
^^"'"*- ^'*"^°*'» •^^ ^' beat upon onl dayafter day and—one must learn to feel here."

^

never to De the prey of any deep emotion.

" Or, having come, one should leave it"
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Om can alwaji do that," the taid. looking at him

ao9

She uw fear in his but
fear of penl but fear of flight. So rtrongly was this idea borne in
upon her that the bluntly cxcUimed,—

wwin
" Unle« it i. one-, nature to f»» thing., never to turn one',

back. Ii it jrourt, Monsieur Andrr vsky ? *

"Fear could never drive me to leav« Beni-Mora." he
answered.

•• Sometimes I think that the only virtue in us is courage." she
said, "that it include, all the others. I believe I could forgive
everythmg where I found absolute courage."

Androvsky'i eyes were lit up as if by a flicker of inward
fire.

"You might create the virtue you love," he said hoarsely.
They looked at each other for a moment Did he mean that

she might create it in him ?

Perhaps she would have asked, or perhaps he would have told
her, but at that moment something happened. Larbi stopped
playing. In the last few minutes they had both foigotten thathe
was playing, trat when he ceased the garden changed. Some-thmg was withdrawn in which, without knowing it, they had been
protecting themselves, and when the music faded their armour
dropped away from them. With the complete silence came an
altered atmosphere, the tenderness of mysticism instead of the
tenderness of a wild humanity. The love of man seemed to de-
part out of the garden and another love to enter it, as when God
walked under the trees in the cool of the day. And they sat
quite still, as If a common impulse muted their lips. In the lone
silence that foUowed Domini thought of her image of the palm
tree growing towards the African sun, feeling growing in the hear
of a human being. But was it a worthy image? For the palm
tree rises high. It soars into the air. But presently it ceasM to
grow. There is nothing infinite in its growth. And the lonij
hot years pass away and there it stands, never nearer to the
infimte gold . f the sun. But in the intense f ding of a man orwoman is there not infinitude ? Is there not a movement that is
ceaseless till death comes to destroy-or to translate ?

AnH A 7" 7*"^ '^* ''^ '^''"^'"e in the silence of the garden.And Androvsky? He sat beside her with his head belt. hS
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l»»n<ii hanging betwMo hii knees, hii eyes guing befora him at
the ofdered tangle of the great trees. Hit lips were sUghUy
parted, and on his stroogljr-uarked face there was an expression
as of emotional peace, u if the soul of the man were feeUng deeply
IB calm. The restlessness, the violence that had made hi>
demeanour so embarraMing during and after the diftumtr had
anished. He was a different man. And presently, noticing it,

feeling his sensitive serenity, Domini seemed to see the great
Mother at work about this chUd of hers. Nature at her tender
task of pacification. The shared silence became to her like a
song of thanksgiving, in which »- the green things of the garden
joined. And beyond them th. esert Uy listening, the Garden
of Allah sttentive to the voices of man's garden. She could
hardly beUeve that but a few minutes before she had b«ea full of
irntation and bitterness, not free even from a touch of pride that
was almost petty. But when she remembered that it was so she
realised the abysses and the heights of which the heart is mingled,
and an intense desire came to her to be always upon the heights
of her own heart. For there only was the light of happiness.
Never could she know joy if she foreswore nobiUty. Never could
she be at peace with the love within her—love of something that
was not self, of something that seemed vaguer than God, as if it

had entered into God and made him Love—unless she mounted
upwards during her little span of life. Again, as before in this
land, m the first sunset, on the tower, on the minaret of the
mosque of Sidi-Zcrxour, Nature spoke to her intimate words of
inspiration, laid upon her the hands of healing, giving her powers
she surely had not known or conceived of till now. And the
passion that is the chiefest grace of goodness, making it the fire
that purifies, as it is the litUe sister of the poor that tends the
suffering, the hungry, the groping beggar-world, stirred within
her, like the child not yet born, but whose destii , is with the
angels. And she longed to make some great offering at the altar
on whose lowest step she stood, and she was filled, for the first
time consciously, with woman's sacred desire for sacrifice.

A soft step on the sand broke the silence and scattered her
aspirations. Count Anteoni was coming towards them between
the trees. The light of happiness was still upon his face and made
him look much younger than usual His whole bearing, in m
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eUftidtj and boojrant ooungt, wu ftiU of anttciMtioB. Ai he
came up to them he said to Domini,—

" Do foti remember chiding me ? **

•*II*iheiaid. "For what?*
AndroTtky Mt up and the expreMioo of leienity paised away

from his face.
'

"For nerer galloping away into the sun."
"Oh t—yes, I do remember."
"Well, I am going to obey you. I am going to make a

journey."

"Into the desert?'*

" Three hundred kilometres on horseback. I start to-morrow "

She looked up at him with a new interest. He saw it and
laughed, almost like a boy.

"Ah, your contempt for me is dying I

"

" How can you speak of contempt ? "

"But you were full of if He turned to Androvsky. "Miss
Enfilden thought I could not sit a horse. Monsieur, unlike yo'
Forgive me for saying that you are almost more darenievil tha
the Arabs themselves. I saw you the other day set your stallio.
at the bank of the river bed. I did not think any horse could
have done it, but you knew better."

"1 did not know at alV'ttid Androvsky. " I had not ridden
for over twenty years until that day."

He spoke with a blunt determination which made Domini
remember their recent conversation on truth-telling.

" Dip mio I » said the Count, slowly, and looking at him with
undisgmsed wonder. "You must have a wiU and a frame of
iron."

" I am pretty strong."

He spoke rather roughly. Since the Count had joined them
Domini noticed that Androvsky had become a diflFerent man
Once more he was on the defensive. The Count did not seem to
notice It Perhaps he was too radiant.

"I hope I shall endure as well as you, Monsieur," he said.
I go to Beni-Hassan to visit Sidi El Hadj Alssa. one of the

mightiest marabouts in the Sahara. In your Church," he
added, turning again to Domini, "he would be a powerful
Uudinal."
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She noticed the "jour." Evidently the Count was not a pro-

fessing Catholic. Doubtless, like many modern Italians, he was

a free-thinker in matters of religion.

" I am afraid I have never heard ofhim," she said. " In which

direction does Beni-Hissn^j lie ?
"

*' To go there on- cakes the ca;n /an route that the natives call

the route to Tomboi :tcu."

An eager look cau l- Ir.fo bat face.

"My road 1" she said.

"Yours?"
"The one I shall travel on. You remember, Monsieur

Androvsky?"
" Yes, Madame."
" Let me into your secret," said the Count, laughingly, yet

with interest too.

"It is no secret. It is only that I love that route. It

fascinates me, and I mean some day to make a desert journey

along it."

" What s pity that we cannot join forces," the Count said.

" I should feel it an honour to show the desert to one who has

the reverence for it, the understanding of its spell, that you have."

He spoke earnestly, paused, and then added,

—

" But I know well what you are thinking."

•'What is that?"

" That you will go to the desert alone. You are right. It is

the only way, at anyrate the first time. I went like that many
years ago."

She said nothing in assent, and Androvsky got up from the

bench.
" I must go, Monsieur."
" Already 1 But have you seen the garden ?

"

" It is wonderful Good-bye, Monsieur. Thank you."

" But—let me see you to the gate. On Fridays—

"

He was turning to Domini when she got up too.

" Don't you distribute alms on Fridays ? " she said.

" How should you know it ?"

" I have heard all about you. But is this the hour? *

"Yes."
" Let me see the distribution."
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" And we will speed Monsieur Androvsky on his way at the

same time."

She noticed that there was no question in his mind of her

going with AndroTsky. Did she mean to go with him ? She had

not decided yet

They walked towards the gate and were soon on the great

sweep of sand before the yilla. A murmur of many voices was

audible outside in the desert, nasal exclamations, loud guttural

cries that sounded angry, the twittering of flutes and the snarl

of camels.

" Do you hear my pensioners? " said the Count. "They are

always impatient."

There was the noise of a tom-tom and of a whining shriek.

" That is old Bel Cassem's announcement of his presence. He
has been living on me for years, the old rufiSan, ever since his

right eye was gouged out by his rival in the affections of the

Mar^hale of the dancing-girls. Smai'n !

"

He blew his silver whistle. Instantly Smain came out of the

villa carrying a money-bag. The Count took it and weighed it

in his hand, looking at Domini with the joyous expression still

upon his face.

" Have you ever made a thank-offering ? " he said.

"No."
" That tells me something. Well, to-day I wish to make a

thank-offering to the desert."

" What has it done for you ?
"

"Who knows? Who knows?"

He laughed aloud, almost like a boy. Androvsky glanced at

him with a sort of wondering envy.

" And I want you to share in my little distribution," he added.

"And you. Monsieur, if you don't mind. There are moments
when—Open the gate, Smsun I

"

His ardour was infectious and Domini felt stirred by it to a

sudden sense of the joy of life. She looked at Androvsky, to in-

clude him in the vigour of gaiety which swept from the Count to

her, and found him staring apprehensively at the Count, who was
now loosening the string of the bag. Smai'n had reached the gate.

He lifted the bar of wood and opened it Instantly a crowd of

dark faces and turbaned heads were thrust through the tall

m
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aperture, a multitude of dusky hands fluttered frantically, and the

cry of eager voices, saluting, begging, calling down blessings, relat-

ing troubles, shrieking wants, proclaiming virtues and necessities,

rose into an almost deafening uproar. But not a foot was lifted

over the lintel to press the sunlit sand. The Count's pensioners

might be clamorous, but they knew what they might not do. As
he saw them the wrinkles in his face deepened and his fingers

quickened to achieve their purpose.

" My pensioners are very hungry to<lay, and, as you see, they
don*t mind saying so. Hark at Bel Cassem 1

"

The tom-tom and the shriek that went with it made it a fierce

crescendo.

" That means he is starving—the old hypocrite ! Aren't they
like the wolves in your Russia, Monsieur ? But we must feed
them. We mustn't let them devour our Beni-Mora. That's it I

"

He threw the string on to the sand, plunged his hand into the

bag and brought it out full of copper coins. The mouths opened
wider, the hands waved more frantically, and all the dark eyes

gleamed with the light of greed.

"Will you help me ? " he said to DominL
" Of course. Wbiit fun !

"

Her eyes we. ming too, but with the dancing fires of a

gay impulse of gc . ty which made her wish that the bag con
tained her money. He filled her hands with coins.

" Choose whom you will And now, Monsieur I
*

For the moment he was so boyishly concentrated on the im-

mediate present that he had ceased to observe whether the whim
of others jumped with his own. Otherwise he must have been
struck by Androvsky's marked discomfort, which indeed almost
amounted to agitation. The sight of the throng of Arabs at the

gateway, the clamour of their voices, evidently roused within him
something akin to fear. He looked at them with distaste, and
had drawn back several steps upon the sand, and now, as the

Count held out to him a hand filled with money, he made no
motion to take it, and half turned as if he thought of retreating

into the recesses of the garden.

" Here, Monsieur ! here 1 " exclaimed the Count, with his eyes
on the crowd, towards which Domini was walking with a sort of

mischievooa slowness, to whet those appetites already so voracious.
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Androvtky set his teeth and took the money, dropping one or
two pieces on the ground. For a moment the Count seemed
doubtful of his guest's participation in his own lirely mood.

" Is this boring you ? " he asked. " Because if so— "

" No, no. Monsieur, not at all 1 What am I to do ?
"

" Those hands will tell you."

The clamour gr^w more exigent
" And when you want more come to me !•

Then he called out in Arabic, " Gently ! Gently ! " as the
vehement scuffling seemed about to degenerate into actual fight-

ing at Domini's approach, and huri.^d forward, fc.Mowed more
slowly by Androvsky.

Smain, from whose velvety eyes the dreams were not banished
by the uproar, stood languidly by the porter's tent, gazing at
Androvsky. Something in the demeanour of the new visitor

seemed to attract him. Domini, meanwhile, had reached the
gateway. Gently, with a capricious deftness and all a woman's
passion for personal choice, she dropped the bits of money into
the hands belonging to the faces that attracted her, disregarding
the bellowings of those passed over. The light from all these
gleaming eyes made her feel warm, the clamour that poured from
these brown throats excited her. When her fingers were empty
she touched the G>unt's arm eagerly.

'• More, more, please !

"

" Ecco, Signora."

He held out to her the bag. She plunged her hands into it

and came nearer to the gate, both hands full of money and held
high above her head. The Arabs leapt up at her like dogs at a
bone, and for a moment she waited, laughing with all her heart.

Then she made a movement to throw the money over the heads
of the near ones to the unfortunates who were dancing and shriek-
ing on the outskirts of the mob. But suddenly her hands dropped
and she uttered a startled exclamation.

The sand diviner of the red bazaar, slipping like a reptile
under the waving arms and between the furious bodies of the
beggars, stood up before her with a smile on his wounded face,

stretched out to her his emaciated hands with a fawning, yet half
satirical, gesture of desire.

•N
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The money dropped from Domini's fingers and rolled upon the
sand at the Diviner's fetst. But though he had surely come to ask.

for ahns, he took no heed of it While the Arabs round hun fell

upon their knees and fought like animals for the p'under, he stood
gazing at Domini. The smile still dickered about his lips. His
hand was still stretched out

Instinctively she had mored backwards. Something that was
like a thrill of fear, mental not physical, went through her, b.'.tshe

kept her eyes steadily on his, as if, despite the fear, she fought
against him.

The contest of the beggars had became so passionate that
Count Anteoni's commai:ds were forgotten. Urged by the pres-
sure from behind those in the front scrambled or fell over the sacred
threshold. The garden was invaded by a shrieking mob. Smain
ran forward, and the autocrat that dwelt in the Count side by side
with the benefactor suddenly emerged. He blew his whistle four
times. At each call a stalwart Arab appeared.

" Shut the gate I " he commanded sternly.

The attendants furiously repulse f the mob, using their fists

and feet without mercy. In the twinkling of an eye the sand was
cleared and Smain had his hand upon the door to shut it. But
the Diviner stopped him with a gesture, and in a fawning yet im-
perious voice called out something to the Count.

The Count turned to Domini.
"This is an interesting feUow. Would you like to know

him ?
"

Her mind said no, yet her body assented. For she bowed
her head. The Count beckoned. The Diviner stepped
stealthily on to the sand with an air of subtle triumph, and
SmaHn swung forward the great leaf of palm wood.

"Wait!" the Count cried, as if suddenly recollecting some-
thing. •• Where is Monsieur Androvsky ?

"

" Isn" he—? " Domiui glanced round. " I don't know."
He went quickly to the door and looked out The Arabs,

silent now and respectful, crowded about him, salaaming. He
smiled at them kindly, and spoke to one or twa They
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answered gnTely. An old man with one eye lifted his hand, in

which wai a tom-tom of stretched goatskin, and pointed towards

the oasis, rapidly moring his toothless jaws. The Count

stepped hack into the garden, dismissed his pensioners with a

masterful wave of the hand, and himself shut the door.

" Monsieur Androvsky has gone—without saying good-bye,"

he said.

Again Domini felt ashamed for Androvsky.

"I don't think he likes my pensioners," the Count added,

in an amused voices " or me."
" I am sure—" Domini began.

But he stopped her.

"Miss Enfilden, in a world of lies I look to you for truth."

His mancsr chaffed her, but his voice now had a ring of earnest-

ness. She said nothing. All this time the Diviner was standing

on the sand, still smiling, but with downcast eyes. His thin body
looked satirical and Domini felt a strong aversion from him, yet

a strong interest in him too. Something in his appearance and
manner suggested power and mystery as well as cunning. The
Count said some words to him in Arabic, and at once he walked

forward and disappeared amc ^ the trees, going so silently and
smoothly that she seemed to watch a panther gliding into the

depths of a jungle where its prey lay hid. She looked at the

Count interrogatively.

•'He will wait in ihtfumeir."
•• Where we first met ?

"

"Yes."

"What for?"
" For us, if you choose."
•• Tell me about him. I have seen him twice. He followed

tne with a bag of sand."

" He is a desert man. I don't know his tribe, but before he
settled here he was a nomad, one of the wanderers who dwell in

tents, a man of the sand ; as much of the sand as a viper or a

scorpion. One would suppose such beings were bred by the

marriage of the sand-grains. The sand tells him secrets."

" He says. Do you believe it ?
'*

*' Would you like to test it ?
"

"How?"

1l
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•* By coming with me to ihc/umoir t

"

She hesitated obriously.

"Mind," he added. "I do not press it A word from me
and he u gone. But yon are fearless, md you have spoken
already, will speak much more intimately in the future, with the
desert spirits."

" How do you know that ? "

" The • much more ini jutely ' ?

"Yes."

" I do not know it, but—which is much more—I feel it
"

She was sUent. looking towards the trees where the
Dmner had disappeared. Count Anteoni's boyish merriment
had faded away. He looked grave, almost sad.

"I am not afraid." she said at last. " No, but-I will confess
It—there is something horrible about that man to me. I felt it
the first time I saw him. His eyes are too intelligent. Thev
look ill with intelligence."

" Let me send him away. Smain !

"

But she stopped him. Directly be made the suggestion she
felt that she must know more of this man.

•' No. Let us go to theJumoir."
" Very well. Go, Smain I

"

Smain went into the little tent by the gate, sat down on his
haunches and began to smell at a sprig of orange blossom
Dommi and the Count walked into the darkness of the trees.

"What is his name?" she asked.
"Aloui"

"Aloul."

She repeated the word slowly. There was a reluctant and
yet fascinated sound in her voice.

"There is melody in the name," he said.

"Yes. Has he—has he ever looked into the sand for you ?"
"Once—a long time ago."
" May I—dare I ask if he found truth there ? "

" He found nothing for all the years that have passed since
then."

" Nothing I

"

There was a sound of relief in h( r voice.
" For those years."
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She i^ced at him and saw that <mce again his face had lit

ap into ardour.

" He found what is still to come ? " she said.

And he repeated,

—

" He found what is still to ccme."

Then thej walked on in silence till they saw the purple

blossoms of the bougainvillea clinging to the white walls of the

fumoir, Domini stopped on the narrow path.

" Is he in there ? " she asked almost in a whisper.

"No doubt."
*' Larbi was playing the first day I came here."

"Yes."
" I wish he was playing now."

The silence seemed to her unnaturally intense.

" Eren his love must have repose."

She went on a step or two till, but still from a distance, she

could look over the low plaster wall beneath the nearest window
space into the little room.

" Yes, there he is 1 " she whispered.

The Diyiner was crouching on the floor with his back
towards them and his head bent down. Only his shoulders

could be seen, covered with a white gandoura. They moved
perpetually but slightly.

"What is he doing?"
** Speaking with his ancestor.*

"His ancestor?"

"The sand. Aloul!"

He called softly. The figure rose, without sound and instantly,

and the face of the Diviner smiled at them through the purple

flowers. Again Domini had the sensation that her body was a glass

box in which her thoughts, feelings and desires were ranged for this

man's inspection; but she walked resolutely through the narrow
doorway and sat down on one of (he divans. Count Anteoni
followed.

She now saw that in the centre of the room, on the ground,

there was a symmetrical pyra: \ of sand, and that the Diviner

was gently folding together a bag in his long and flexible

fingers.

" You see I " said the Count
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She nodded, without speaking. The Uttle ttnd heap held

her eye*. She strove to think it absurd and the man who had
shaken it out a charUtan of the desert, but she was reallj gripped
by an odd feeling of awe, as if she were seaeUy expectant of
some magical demonstration.

The Diriner squatted down once more on his haunches,
stretched out his fingers above the sand heap, looked at her and
smiled.

"La ^e de Madame—I see it in the sable-la vie de
Madame dans U grand d^ert du Sahara."

His eyes seemed to rout out the secrets from every comer of
her being, and to scatter them upon the ground as the sand was
scattered.

"Dans le grand desert du Sahara," Count Anteoni repeated,
as If he loved the music of the words. •• Then there is a desert
life for Madame ?

"

The Diviner dropped his fingers on to the pyramid, lightly
pressing the sand down and outward. He no longer looked at
Domini. The searching and the satire slipped away from his
eyes and body. He seemed to have foii;otten the two watchers
and to be concentrated upon the grains of sand. Domini
noticed that the tortured expression, which had come into his
face when she met him in the street and he stared into the bas
had returned to it. A'.er pressing down the sand he spreS
the bag which had held it at Domini's feet, and defUy tiansferred
the sand to it, scattering the grains loosely over the sacking, b
a sort of pattern. Then, bending closely over them, he stLed
at them m silence for a long time. His pock-rrarked face was
set hke stone. His emaciated hands, stretched out, rested
above the grains Uke carven things. His body seemed entirely
breathless in its absolute immobility.

The Count stood in the doorway, stai as he was, surrounded
by the motionless purple flowers. Beyond, in their serried ranks,
stood the motionless trees. No incense was burning in the
htUe brazier to-day. This cloistered world seemed spell-bound.A low murmur at last broke the silence. It came from theDmner He began to talk rapidly, but as if to himself, and as
he talked he moved again, broke up with his fingers the patterns
In the sand, formed fresh ones; spirals, circles, snake-like lines.
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•eries of mounting doto that reminded Domini of ipray flung bj

• U antain, curves, squares and oblongs. So swiftly was it done

and undone that the sand seemed to be endowed with life, to be

explaining itself in these patterns, to be presenting deliberate

glimpses of hitherto hidden truths. And always the voice went

on, and the eyes were downcast, loid the body, save for the

moving hands and arms, was absolutely motionless.

Domini looked over the Diviner to Count Anteoni, who came

gently forward and sat down, bending his head to listen to the

voice.

" Is it Arabic ? " she whispered.

He nodded.

"Can you understand it ?
"

" Not yet. Presently it will get slower, clearer. He always

begins like this."

" Translate it for me.**

"Exactly as it is?"

••Exactly as it is."

"Whatever it may be?"
" Whatever it may be."

He glanced at the tortured face of the Diviner and looked

grave.

" Remember you have said I am fearless," she said.

He answered,

—

•' Whatever it is you shall know it."

Then they were silent again. Gradually the Diviner's voice

grew clearer, the pace of its words less rapid, but always it

sounded mysterious and inward, less like the voice of a man
than the distant voice of a secret.

" I can hear now," whispered the Count
"What is he saying?"
" He is speaking about the desert"

"Yes?"
" He sees a great storm. Wait a moment !

*

The voice spoke for some seconds and ceased, and once

again the Diviner remained absolutely motionless, with his banc's

extended above the grains like carven thmgs.
" He sees a great sand-storm, one of the most terrible that

has ever burst over the Sahara. Everything is blotted out. The

JLi
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desert Tanlshei. BeniMon it hidden. It is day, yet there is a
darkneu like night. In this darkness he sees a train of camels
waiting by a church.*

"A mosque }
"

"No, a church. In the church there is a sound of music.
The roar of the wind, the roar of the camels, mingles with the
sound and drowns it. He cannot hear it any more. It is as
if the desert is angry and wishes to kill the music in the church
your life is beginning."

"My life?"

"Your real life. He says that now you are fully bom, that
till now there has been a veil around your soul like the veil ofthe
womb around a child."

"He says that I"

There was a sound of deep emot in in her roice.

"That is all. The roar of the wind from the desert has
silenced the music in the church, and all is dark."

The Diviner moved agam, and formed fresh patterns in the
sand with feverish rapidity, and again began to speak swiftly.

"He sees the train of camels that waited by the church
starting on a desert journey. The storm has not abated. They
pass through the oasis into the desert He sees them going
towa-ds the south."

Domini leaned forward on the divan, looking at Count
Anteoni above the bent body of the Diviner.

" By what route ? " she whispered.

"By the route which the natives call the road to
Tombouctou."

" But—it is my journey !

"

" Upon one of the camels, in a palanquin such as the great
sheikhs use to carry their women, there are two people, protected
against the storm bf curtains. They are Rilent, listening to the
roaring of the wind. One cf Ihem is you."

" Two people 1

"

" Two people."

" But—who is the other ?
"

" He cannot see. It is as if the blackness of the storm weie
deeper round about the other and hid the other from him. The
caravan passes on and is lost in the desolation and the stwm."
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She Mid nothing, bat looked down at the thin body of the

Dirtner cronched doM to her knees. Wu thii pock-nuuked face

the fftce of a prophet ? Did thik ikin and bone envelop the loul

of a seer? She no longer wisi.ed that Larbi was playing upon

bis flute or felt the silence to be unnatural. For this man

had filled it with the roar of the desert wind. And in the wind

there struggled and was finally lost the sound of Toices of her

Faith chaining—what? The wind was too strong. The voices

were too faint She could not hear.

Once more the Diviner sti* ' ed. For some minutes his fingers

were busy in the sand. But now they moved more slowly and no

words came from his lips. Domini and the Count bent low to

watch what he was doing. The look of torture upon his face in-

creased. It was terrible, and mau2 upon Domini an indelible

impression, for she could not help connecting it with his vision of

her future, and it suggested to her formless phantoms of despair.

She looked into the sand, as if she, too, would be able to see

what he saw and had not told, looked till she began to feel

almost hypnotised. The Diviner's hands trembled now as they

made the patterns, and his breast heaved under his white robe.

Presently he traced in the sand a triangle and began to speak.

The Count bent down till his ear was almost at the Diviner's

lips, and Domini held her breath. That caravan lost in the

desolation of the desert, in the storm and the darkness—^where

was it? What had been its fate? Sweat ran down over the

Diviner's face, and dropped upon his robe, upon his hands, upon

the sand, making dark spots. And the voice whispered on

huskily till she was in a fever of impatience. She saw upon the

face of the Count the Diviner's tortured look reflected. Was it

not also on her face? A link surely bound them all together in

this tiny room, close circled by the tall trees and the intense

silence. She looked at the triangle in the sand. It was very

distinct, more distinct than the other patterns had been. What

did it represent? She searched her mind, thinking of the

desert, of her life there, of man's life in the desert. Was it not

tent-shaped? She saw it as a tent, as her tent pitched some-

where in the waste far from the habitations of men. Now the

trembling hands were still, the voice was still, but the sweat did

not cease fron dropping down upon the sand-

I {
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"Tell me I " the murmorad to the Count.
He obeyed, seeming now to ipeak with an effort.

" It it (u away in the deaert—

"

He panted.

"Yet? Vet?*
"Very far away in a sandy place. There are immense dunes,

immenie white dunei of tand on every tide, like mountains.
Near at hand there it a gleam of many firet. They are lit in the
market-place of a detert city. Among the dunet, with camels
picketed behind it, there it a tent—"

She pointed to the triangle traced upon the sand.
" I knew it." the whitpered. " It it my tent."

"He teet you there, as he saw yon in the palanquin. But
BOW it it night and you are quite alone. Vou are not atleep.
Something keept you awake. Vou are excited. Vou go out
of the tent upon the dunet and look towardt the fires of
the city. He heart the jackalt howling all around you,
and sees the skeletons of dead camelt white under the
moon."

She shuddered in tpite of herself.

" There it tomething tremendout in your tool. He says it is

at if all the date palms of the desert bore their fruit together, and
in all the dry placet, where men and camelt have died of thirst

in bygone yeart, running springs burst forth, and at if the sand
were covered with millions of golden flowers big as the flower of
the aloe."

" But then it is joy, it must be joy I

"

" He says it is great joy."

" Then why does he look like that, breathe like that ?"

She indicated the Diviner, who was trembling where he
crouched, and breathing heavily, and always sweating like one in

agony.

" There is more," said the Count, slowly.

"TeUme."
" Vou stand alone upon the dunes and you look towards the

city. He hears the tom-toms beating, and distant cries as if

there were a fantasia. Then he seet a figure among the dunes
coming towards you."

"Who is it?" she asked.

,



THE GARDEN 935

He did not aiuwer. But ihe did not wish hun to answer.

She bad ipolien without meaning to ipeak.
" You watch thii figur*. It comet to fou, walking heavily."
•• Walking hearily?-

" That it what he layt. The dates ihrivel on the palmi, the
itreami dry up, the flowers droop and die in the sand. In the
city the tom-toms bint away and the red fires fade away. All is

dark and silent And then he sees
—

"

*' Wait I " Domini said almost sharply.

He sat looking at her. She pressed her hands together.

In her dark face, with its heary eyebrows and strong, generous
mouth, a contest showed, a struggle between some quick desire

and some more sluggish but determined reluctance. In a
moment she spoke again.

" I won't hear anything more, please."

" But you said • whatever it may be,'
"•

"Yes. But I won't hear anything more."

She spoke rery quietly, with determination.

The Diviner was beginning to move his hands again, to make
fresh patterns in the sand, to speak swiftly once more.

"Shall I stop him?"
"Please."

"Then would you mind going out into the garden? I will

join you in a moment. Take care not to disturb him."
She got up with precaution, held her skirts together with her

hands, and slipped softly out on to the garden path. For a
moment she was inclined to wait there, to look back and see
what was happening in the fumoir. But she resisted her in-

clination, and walked on slowly till she reached the bench where
she had sat an hour before with Androvsky. There she sat

down and waited. In a few minutes she saw the Count coming
towards her alone. His face was very grave, but lightened with
a slight smile when he saw her.

" He has gone ? " she asked.

"Yes."

He was about to sit beside her, but she said quickly,

—

" Would you mind going back to the jamelon tree ? "

"Where we sat this morning ?"

"Was it only—Yes."

%
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"Certainly.-

•• Oh, but you are going away to-morrow I You have a lot to
do, probably?**

''Nothing. My men will arrange everything."

She got up, and they walked in silence till they saw once
more the immense spaces of the desert bathed in the afternoon
sun. As Domini looked at them again she knew that their

wonder, their meaning, had increased for her. The steady
crescendo that was beginning almost to frighten her was
maintained—the crescendo of the voice of the Sahara. To what
tremendous demonstration was this crescendo tending, to what
ultimate glory or terror? She felt that her soul was as yet too
undeveloped to conceive. The Diviner had been right There
was a veil around it, like the veil of the womb that hides the un-
born child.

Under the jamelon tree she sat down once mora
"May I light a cigar?" the Count asked.

"Do."
He struck a match, lit a cigar, and sat down on her left, by

the garden wall.

" Tell me frankly," he said. ** Do you wish to Ulk or to be
sUent?"

" I wish to speak to yon."

" I am sorry now I asked you to test AlouTs powers."
"Why?"
** Because I fear they made an unpleasant impression upon

you."

" That was not why I made you stop him."
"No?"
" You don't understand me. I was not afraid. I can only

say that, but I can't give you my reason for stopping him. I

wished to tell you that it was not fear."

"I believe—I know that you are fearless," he said with an
unusual warmth. "You are sure that I don't understand
you ?

"

" Remember the refrain of the Freed Negroes' song I

"

« Ah, yes—those black fellows. But I know something of you,
Miss Enfilden—yes, I do."

" I would rather yoa did—^you and your garden."
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" And—«OBie day—: should like you to know a little more
of me."

" Thank yon. When will you come back ?
"

" I cant telL But you are not leaving ?
**

"Not yet."

The idea of leaving Beni-Mora troubled her heart strangely.
"No, I am too happy here."

"Are you really happy ?"

" At anyrate I am happier than I have ever been before."
"You are on the verge."

He was looking at hei with eyes in which there was tender
ness, but suddenly they flashed fire, and he exclaimed,—

" My desert land must not bring you despair."

She was startled by his sudden vehemence.
" What I would not hear I " she said. " You know it I

•

" It is not my fault. I am ready to tell it to you."
" No. But do you believe it ? Do you believe that man can

read the future in the sand ? How can it be ?
"

" How can a thousand things be ? How can these desert
men stand in fire, with their naked feet set on burning brands,
with burning brands under their armpits, and not be burned?
How can they pierce themselves with skewers and cut themselves
with knives and no blood flow ? But I told you the first day I

met you; the desert always makes me the same gift when I
return to it"

"What gift?"

"The gift of belief."

"Then you do believe in that man—^Aloui ?'

"Do you?"
"I can only say that it seemed to me as if it might be

divmation. If I had not felt that I should not have stopped it.

I should have .rtated it as a game."
" It impressed you as it impresses me. Well, for both of us

the desert has gifts. Let us accept them fearlessly. ItisthewiU
of Allah."

She remembered her vision of the pale procession. Would
she walk in it at Ust ?

"You are as fiatalistic as an Arab " she said.
"And yon?"
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'• I

!
* she answered simply. " I believe that I am in the

hands of God, and I know that perfect lore can ncTcr harm me.*
After a moment he said, gentlj,

—

'* Miss Enfilden, I want to ask something of tou.*
"Yes?-
••Will you make a sacrifice? To-morrow I start at dawn.

Will you be here to wish me God-speed on my journey ?"

"OfcourselwiU."
•• It will be good of you. I shall value it from you. And—

and when—if you erer make your long journey on that road the
route to the south—I wUl wish you AlUh's blessing in the Garden
of Allah."

He spoke with solemnity, almost with passion, and she felt the
tears very near her eyes. Then they sat in silence, looking out
OTer the desert.

And she heard its voices calling.

XIII

On the following morning, before dawn, Domini awoke, stirred
from sleep by her anxiety, persistent even in what seemed un-
consciousness, to speed Count Anteoni upon his desert journey.
She did not know why he was going, but she felt that some great
issue in his life hung upon the accomplishment of the purpose
with which he set out, and without affecUtion she ardently
desired that accomplishment. As soon as she awoke she lit a
candle and glanced at her watch. She knew by the hour that the
dawn was near, and she got up at once and made her toilet
She had told Batouch to be at the hotel door before sunrise to
accompany her to the garden, and she wondered ifhe were below.
A stillness as of deep night prevailed in the house, making her
movements, while she dressed, seem unnaturally load. When
she put on her hat, and looked into the glass to see if it were just
at the right angle, she thought her face, always white, was
haggard. This departure made her a little sad. It suggested to
her the instability of circumstance, the perpetual change that
occurs in life. The going of her kind host made her own going
more possible than before, even more likely. Some words from
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the Bible kept on running through her brain : •• Here have we no
continuing dty." In the lilent darkness their cadence held an
ineffable melancholy. Her mind heard them as the ear, in a
pathetic moment, hears sometimes a distent strain of music
wailing like a phantom through the mrisible. And the everlast-
ing journeying of all created things oppressed her heart.

When she had buttoned her jacket and drawn on her gloves
she went to the French window and pushed back the shutters.
A wan semi-darkness looked in upon her. Again sLe wondered
whether Batouch had come. It seemed to her unlikely. She
could not imagine that anyone in all the world was up and
purposeful but herself. This hour seemed created as a curtein
for unconsciousness. Very softly she stepped out upon the
verandah and looked over the parapet. She could see the white
road, mysteriously white, below. It was deserted. She leaned
down.

" Batouch 1 " she called softly. " Batouch !
"

He might be hidden under the arcade, sleeping in his burnous.
"Batouch I Batouch!"
No answer came. She stood by the parapet, waiting and

looking down the road.

All the stars had faded, yet there was no suggestion of tb-
8un. She faced an unrelenting austerity. For a moment sh.
thought of this atmosphere, this dense stillness, this gravity of
vague and shadowy trees, as the environment of those who had
erred, of the lost spirits of men who had died in mortal sin.

Ahnost she expected to see the desperate shade of her dead
father pass between the black stems of the palm trees, vanish into
the grey mantle that wrapped the hidden world.

*' Batouch ! Batouch 1

"

He was not there. That was certain. She resolved to set
out alone and went back into her bedroom to get her revolver.
When she came out again with it in her hand .' idrovsky was
standing on the verandah just outside her window. He took off
his hat and looked from her face to the revolver. She was
sUrtled by his appearance, for she had not heard his step, and
had been companioned by a sense of ureparable solitude. This
was the first time she had seen him since he vanished from the
garden on the previous day.
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** Yoo ue going out, Madiune?" he nkL
"Yes."

"Not alone?"
" I believe so. Unless I find Batoach below."

She slipped the reTolver into the pocket of the loose coat she
wore.

"Butitisdark."
" It will be day very soon. Look !"

She pointed tow;j-ds the east, where a light, delicate and
mysterious as the distant lights in the opal, was gently pushing
in the sky.

"You ought not to go alone."

" Unless Batouch is there I must I have given a promise
and I must keep it There is no danger."

He hesitated, looking at her with an anxious, ahnost a
suspicious, expression.

"Good-bye, Monsieur Androvsky."

She went towards the staircase. He followed her quickly to

the head of it

"Don't trouble to come down with me."
"If—if Batouch is not there—might not I guard you,

Madame ? * She remembered the Count's words and answered,—
"Let me tell you where I am going. I am going to say

good-bye to Count Anteoni before he starts for his desert

journey."

Androvsky stood there without a word.

" Now, do you care to come if I don't find Batouch? Mind,
I'm not the least afraid."

" Perhaps he is there—if you told him."

He muttered the words. His whole manner had changed.
Now he looked more than suspicious—cloudy and fierce.

"Possibly."

She began to descend the stairs. He did not follow her, but

stood looking after her. When she reached the arcade it was
deserted. Batouch had forgotten or had overslept himself.

She could have walked on under the roof that was the floor

of the verandah, but instead she stepped out into the road.

Androvsky was above hec uy the parapet She glanced up and
said,

—
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*'He ii not here, but it ii of no consequence. Dawn is

breaking. An rtwrir I
"

Slowly he took off his hat. As she went away down the road

he was holding it in his hand, looking after her.

" He does not like the Count," she thought

At the comer she turned into the street where the sand

diviner had his bazaar, and as she neared his door she was

aware of a certain trepidation. She did not want to see those

piercing eyes looking at her in the semi-darkness, and she hurried

her steps. But her anxiety was needless. All the doors were

shut, all the inhabitants doubtless wrapped in sleep. Yet, when

she had gained the end of the street, she looked back, half

expecting to see an ^>parition of a thin figure, a torturnd face, to

hear a voice, Uke a goblin's voice, calling after her. Midway

down the street there was a num coming slowly behind her. For

a moment she thought it was the Diviner in pursuit, but some-

thing in the gait soon showed her her mistake. There was a

heaviness in the movement of this man quite unlike the lithe and

serpentine agility of Alotd. Although she could not see the face,

or even distinguish the costume in the morning twilight, she knew

it for Androvsky. From a distance he was watching over her.

She did not hesitote but walked on quickly again. She did not

wish him to know that she had seen him. When she came to the

long road that skirted the desert she met the breeze of dawn that

blows out of the east across the flats, and drank in its celestial

purity. Between the palms, far away towards Sidi-Zerzour, above

the long indigo line of the Sahara, there rose a curve of deep red

gold. The sun was coming up to take possession of h's waiting

world. She longed to ride out to meet him, to give him a

passionate welcome in the sand, and the opening words of the

Egyptian "Adoration of the Sun by the Perfect Souls" came to

her lips :

—

•• Hommage k ToL Dieu Soleil. Seigneur du Ciel, Roi sur

la Terrel Lion du Soirl Grande ime divine, vivante ^

toujours.''

Why had she not ordered her horse to ride a little way with

Count Anteoni? She might have pretended that she was starting

on her great journey.

The red gold curve became a semi-circle of burnishec glory



2^2 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH
iwting upon the deep blue, then a fun dicle that detached itself
majesticaUy and moonted calmlj up the cIoudleM sky. A stream
of hght poured into the oasis, and Domini, who had paused for a
moment in silent worship, went on swiftly through the neno
village, which was all astir, and down the track to the white rilla

^.,.
,,.*** "®* *'*"*^' ~°"** «"" ^ «• ^^^*^ AndroTsky was

stUl following her, for, since the sun had come, she hs i the
confident sensation that he was no longer near.

He had surely given her bto the guardianship of the sun.
The door of the garden stood wide open, and, as she entered,

she saw^ magnificent horses prancing upon the sweep ofsand
in the midst of a little group of Arabs. Smain greeted her with
graceful warmth and begged her to follow him to the Amoir
where the Count was waiting for her.

*

"It is good of you I" the Count said, meeting her in the
doorway. •• I relied on you, you see I

"

Breakfast for two was scattered upon the little smoking-Ubles-
coffee, eggs, rolls, fruit, sweetmeats. And everywhere spriss of
orange blossom fiUed the cool air with delicate sweetness

"How delicious I "-he exclaimed. "A breakfast here I But
—no, not there I

•*

"Why not?"
" That is exactly where he was."
" Aloui

! How superstitious you are !

"

He moved her table. She sat down near the doorway and
poured out coffee for them both.

"You look workmanlike."
She glanced at his riding-dress and long whip. Smoked

glasses hung across his chest b? a thin cord.
"i shall hare some hard riding, but I'm tough, though youmay not thmk it I've covered many a league of my friend in

bygone years."
'

He upped an eggshell smartly, and began to eat with
appetite.

He smiled.

.ftjJf" Tr**'' u
*" ^'PP^' " » P*°"» »" « *»PPy "hen.

after a long ilkiess, he goes once more to church."
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"The deiert seems to be ererything to you.*
"I feel that I am going out to freedom, to mora than

freedom." He stretched out his arms above his head.

I*

Yet you have stayed always in this garden all these days."
" I was waiting for my summons, as you will wait for yours."
" What summons could I have ?

"

" It will come 1 " he said with couTiction. " It will come I

"

She was sUent, thinking of the Diviner's yision in the sand, of the
caravan of camels disappearing in the storm towards the south.
Presently she asked him,—

" Are you ever coming back ?
"

He looked at her in surprise, then laughed.
" Of course. What are you thinking ?

"

"That perhaps you will not come back, that perhaps the
desert will keep you."

"And my garden?"
She looked out across the tiny sand-path and the running

rill of water to the great trees stirred by the cool breeze of
dawn.

•• It would miss you."

After a moment, during which his bright eyes followed hers,
he said,

—

"Do you know, I have a great beUef in the intuitions of
good women ?

"

"Yes?-
"An almost fanatical belief. Will you answer me a question

at once, without consideration, without any time for thought?"
" If you ask me to."

•' I do ask you."

"Then—?"
" Do you see me in this garden any more ?"
A voice answered,

—

"No."
It was her own, yet it seemed another's vc'ce, with whtch she

had nothing to do.

A great feeling of sorrow swept over her as she heard it
" Do come back I " she said.

The Count had got up. The brightness of his eyes was
obscured.
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"If DOC here, we ihall meet agun," he nid slovta;

"Where?"
"In the desert."

"DidtheDiriner—» No, doo't teU me."
She got op toa
" It is time for 70U to start 7

"

"Nearly."

A sort of constraint had settled over them. She felt it pain-

fully for a moment. Did it proceed from something in his

mind or in her. P She could not tell. They walked slowly
down one of the little paths and presently found themsdves
before the room in which sat the purple dog.

" If I am never to OMne back I must say good-bye to him,"
the Count said.

" But you will come back."

"That roice said 'No.'"
" It was a lying Toice."

"Perhaps."

They looked in at the window and met the ferocious eyes of
the dog.

" And if I never come back will he bay the moon for his

old master?" said the Count with a whimsical, yet sad, smile.

"I put him here. And will these trees, many of which I

planted, whisper a regret ? Absurd, isn't it, Miss Enfilden ? I

never can feel that the growing things in my garden do not

know me as I know them."

" Someone will regret you if—"
"Will you? WiU you really?"

"Yes."

"I believe it."

He looked at her. She could see, by the expression of

his eyes, that he was on the point of saying something, but

was held back by some fighting sensation, perhaps by some
reserve.

"What is it?"

"May I speak frankly to you without offence?" he asked.
" I am really rather old, you know."

" Do speak."

" That guest of mine yesterday

—
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" Moofieur AadroTikj ?
*

** Yes. He interested me enonnoosly, profonndlj."
" Really I Yet he wu at his worst yesterdaj."

"Perhaps that was why. At anyrate, he interested me more
than any man I have seen for years. But

—

"

He paused, looking in at the little chamber where the dog
kept guard.

" But my interest was complicated by a feeling that I was
face to face with a human being who was at odds with life,

with himself, even with his Creator—a man who had done what
the Arabs never do—defied Allah in Allah's garden.*

"OhI"
She utterr! a little exclamation of pain. It seemed to her

that he was gathering up and was expressing scattered, half

formless thoughts of hers.

*• You know," he continued, looking more steadily into the
room of the dog, " that in Algeria there is a floating popuUtion
composed of many mixed elements. I could tell you strange

stones o' tragedies that have occurred in this land, even her-j in

Beni-Mora, tragedies of violence, of greed, of—tragedies that

were not brought about by Arabs."

He turned suddenly and looked right into her eyes.

"But why am I saying all this?" he suddenly exclaimed.
"What is written is written, and such women as you are
guarded."

"Guarded? By whom?"
" By their own souls."

"I am not afraid," she said quietly.

"Need you tell me that? Miss Enfilden, I scarcely know
why I have said even as little as I have said. For I am, as you
know, a fatalist. But certain people, very few, so awaken our
regard that they make us forget our own convictions, and might
even lead us to try to tamper with the designs of the Almighty.
Whatever is to be for you, you will be able to endure. That
I know. Why should I, or any one, seek to know more for you ?

But still there are moments in which the bravest want a human
hand to help them, a human voice to comfort them. In the
desert, wherever I may be—and I shall tell you—I am at your
sorvice."
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*<Thaiilr jon," the laid amply.
She gave him her hand. He held it almost as a father or a

guardian might hare held it

" And thii garden ia joun day and night—SmaTn knows."
"Thank you," she said again.

The shrill whinnying of a horse came to them from a distance.
Their hands fell apart. Count Anteoni looked round him slowly
at the great cocoanut tree, at the shaggy grass of the lawn, at the
tall bamhoos and the drooping mulberry trees. She saw that he
was Uking a silent farewell of them.

"This was a waste," he said at last with a half-stiled sigh.
" I turned it into a little Eden and now I am learins it."

"For a time."

" And if it were for erer ? Well, the great thing is to let the
waste within one be turned into an Eden, if that is possible.
And yet how many human beings strive against the great
Gardener. At any rate I will not be one of them."

" And I will not be one."
" ShaU we say good-bye here ?

"

" No. Let OS say it from the wall, and let me see you ride
away into the desert."

She had forgotten for the moment that his route was the
road through the oasU. He did not remind her of it. It was
easy to ride across the desert and join the route where it came
out from the last palms.

" So be it. Will you go to the wall then ? "

He touched her hand again and walked away towards the
TiUa, slowly on the pale silver of the sand. When his figure
was hidden by the trunks of the trees Domini made her way to
the white parapet. She sat down on one of the tiny seats cut in
it, leaned her cheek in her hand and waited. The sun was
gathering strength, but the air was stiU delidously cool, almost
cold, and the desert had not yet put on its aspect of fiery desoU-
tion. It looked dreamlike and romantic, not only in its
distances but near at hand. There must surely be dew, she
fancied, in the Garden of Allah. She could see no one travelling
in it, only some far away camels grazing. In Cz dawn the
desert was the home of the breeze, of gentle sunbeams and of
liberty. Preseutiy she heard the noise of horses cantering near
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ftt hand, and Coant Anteooi, followed by two Arab attendaoti,

cam* round the bend of the wall and drew up beneath her. He
rode on a high red Arab laddle, and a rkhlf-omamented gun
wai flung in an embroidered caie behind him on the right-hand

•ide. A broad and soft brown hat kept the tan from his fore-

head. The two attendanta rode on a few paces and waited in

the shadow of the wall.

"Dont you wish jrou weregoing out^^he said. "Out into

that?* And he pointed with his whip towards the dreamlike

blue of the far hodion. She leaned over, lookisg down at him
and at his horse, which fidgeted and arched his white neck and
dropped foam from his Mack flexible lips.

" No," she answered after a moment of thought ** I must
speak the truth, you know.*

"To me, always.*

" I feel that you were right, that my summons has not yet

come '<o me."
-' And when it comes ?

*

" I shall obey it without fear, eren if I go in the storm and the

darkness."

He glanced at the radiant sky, at the golden beams slanting

down upon the palms.

"The Koran says, 'The fate of erery man hare We bound
about his neck.' May yours be as serene, as beautiful, as a

string of pearls."

" But I hare nerer cared to wear pearls," she answered.

"No? What are your stones ?

"

"Rubies."

"Blood! No others?"
" Sapphires."

" The sky at night*

"And opals."

" Fires gleaming across the white of moonlit dunes. Do you
remember ?

*

"I remember."
" And you do not ask me for the end of the Diviner's rision

eren now ?

"

« No.*

She hesitated for an mstant. Then she added,—
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•i»otl»«*i bte la It M well u mj own. and that to hear would be
to mtrade, perhapa, upon another's •ecreta."

** That was your reason ?
"

"My only reason.- And then the added, repeating con-

** Perhaps you are rigltt."

A stronger breath of the cod wind came orer the flats, and aU
the Pjlm trees rvstled. Through the gvdeo there wu a deUcatc
sbr of lifo.

»*B««i«

" My children are mormuring fareweU," said the Count " I
hear them. It is time I Good-bye, Miss Enfilden-my friend, if
I may call you sa May Allah hare you in hi. keeping, and.when your summons comes, obey it—alone."

As he said the last word his grating voice dropped to a deeo
note of^mwt. almost solemn, grarity. Then he lifted his hattouched his horse with his heel, and gaUoped away into the s^Domim watched the three riders tiU they were only speck,
an the surface of the desert. Then they became one with iCand
were lost m the dreamUke radiance of the morning. But she didnot move. Shesat with her eyes fixed up on the blue horizon A
gr«it loneliness had entered into her spirit. Till Cour,t Anteonihad gone she did not realise how much sbe had become accus-

But durecUy those trny, moving specks became one wit . the
desert she knew that a gap had opened in her life U mi ht beT K u K T^'i^

**''^ *"** ^*^P- ^^' ^^^^ -»« the desert,

fro™ hir*
^^^''^'''^ ^T'^^d as a giver, hac uken «>mething

from her. And now. as she sat looking at it. wiuie the sun grew
stronger and the light more brilliant, ^k . the mounSin!
gradually assumed a harsher aspect, and t. e details of things, in^e dawn so deh^tely dear, became, .. it were, more piercing in
their sharpness, she realised a new ana urribie aspect of it. Thatwhich has the power to bestow has anotr.er ,.ower. She had seenthe great procession of those who had ret ived gifts from the
d«ert's l^ds. Would she some day. or i. .he .fght w^en Zsky was hke a sapphire, see the processior ,f nose from whom the
desert had taken away perhaps their dreams, erhaps their hopes.
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perhaps ef«n all that thajr pawtonately lored and had detperataly
dung to?

And in which of the two proceitioni would ihe walk ?
She got np with a ligh. The garden had become tngic to

her for the moment, full of a brooding melancholy. Aa the
turned to leave it ihe reaolred to go to the priett She had nerei
yet entered hii house. Just then the wanted to speak to some-
one with whom she could be as a little child, to whom she could
liberate some part of her qiirit simply, certain of a simple, yet not
foolish, reception of it by one to whom she could UxA up. She
desired to be not with the friend so much as with the spiritual

director. Something was alive within her, something of distress,
almost of apprehension, which needed the soothing hand, not of
human love, but of religion.

When she reached the priest's house Beni-Mora was astir with
a pleasant bustle of life. The miliUry note pealed through ito

symphony. Spahis were galloping along the white roads.
Tiraillei»i went by bearing despatches. Zouaves stood under
the pahns, staring calmly at the morning, their sunburned hands
loosely clasped upon muskeU whose butts rested in the sand.

But Domini scarcdy noticed the brilliant gaiety of the life

about her. She was preoccupied, even sad. Yet, as she entered
the little garden of the priest, and tapped gently at his door, a
sensation of hope sfnrang up in her heart, born of the sustaining
power of her rdigion.

An Arab boy answered her knock, said that the Father was in,

and led her at once to a small, plainly-furnished room, with white-
washed walls, and a window opening on to an enclosure at the
back, where several Urge palm trees reared their tufted heads
above the smoothly-raked sand. In a moment the priest came
in, smiling with pleasure and holding out his hands in welcome.

" I athcr," she said at once, " I am come to have a little tolk
with you. Have you 3 f^^ iioments to pre rre?"

"Sit down, my--'

He drew forwar , ^ ^,^ opposite.
" You are not
** I don't know w ^jt "

She was silent f< -«bw^ TI^ ' "^^ said,—

>

** I want to tell ^a a attk ab-^
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He looked at her kindly without a word.
His eyes were an inriution to her to speak, and witha»»

him why she had come to Beni-Mora. and something of herparents' tragedy and its effect upon her.
"I wanted to renew my heart, to find myself,' she said"My Me has been cold, careless, I never lost my faitrbm ialmosl forgot that I had it Imade Uttleuseof it 'lletitn^st-Many do that, but a time comes when they feel tluMhe

t^f^fni^" ' """' "• ''P* '"«'*' " '' ^^y "^ " i- the

"Yes."

" And this is an hour of need for yon. But indeed, i. th^
erer an hour that is not?"

»«i. maeea, is there

" I feel tOKiay, I—"
aie stopped, suddenly conscious of the vagueness ofher apDre-

srfT.K'! T^'
»>« PO««on difficultXch hardTci^h^

f^rJ wH k'^IT*^
•°'""'*^ y^' -^^y knew what, o,exactly why she had come. '

«,n,!!i *^^*T° "^"^ *^~***'**^' '** ^«»»* Anteoni." she re-sumed. - He has gone on a desert journey."
"For long?"

'

" I don't know, but I feel that it wiU be."
•• He comes and goes very suddenly. Often he is here and Ido not even know it."

A ^! " *
*i?*°**

"*"' **"' ^ ''^^^k *»« " * good man."As she spoke about him she began to realise that somethingm l«m had roused the desire in her to come to the priest
*

And he sees far," she added.
She looked steadUy at the priest, who was waitins ouietl* f«

hrL"'"; k'^*
"" «^' »"* ^^ -* ^-»»>»« h«S ju« Lnby trymg to help her to go on. to be explicit.

f K 7.**"! f**"*
*** ^"^ P*'^'" *»« continued. « And I thouahtI had found it I thought so till to-day."

'^a
* "»ought

" We only find peace in one pUce, and only there by our own
will according with God's."

^^ oy owr own

" You mean within ourselvefc"
"It it not so?"
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" Yes. Then I was foolish to travel in search of it."
•• I would not saj that Place assists the heart. I think, and

the way of hfe. I thought so once."
" When 70a wished to be a monk ? "

A deep sadness came into his eyes.
•• Yes," he said. " And even now I find it very difficult to say,

' It was not thy will, and so it is not mine.' But would you care
to teU me if anything has occurred recently to trouble you ? »

"Something has occurred, Father."
More excitement came into her face and manner.
"Do you think," she went on, " that it is right to try to avoid

what hfe seems to be bringing to one, to seek shelter from—from
the storm ? Don't monks do that ? Please forgive me if—"

"Sincerity will not hurt me," he interrupted quietly. « If h
did I should indeed be unworthy of my calling. Perhaps it is
not right for alL Perhaps that is why I am here instead of—"

"Ah, but I remember, yon wanted to be one of thc>Ww

" That was my first hope. But you "—very simply he turned
from his troubles to her»-«you are hesitating, are you not
between two courses?"

'

"I scarcely know. But I want you to tell me. Ought we
not always to think of others more than of ourselves ?"

"So long as we take care not to put ourselves in too great
danger. The soul should be brave but not foolhardy."

His voice had changed, had become stronger, even a little
stem.

" There are risks that no good Christian ought to run : it is
not cowardice, it is wisdom that avoids the Evil One. I have
known people who seemed almost to think it was their mission
to convert the fallen angels. They confused their powers with
the powers that belong to God only."

"Yes, but—it is so difficult to—if a human being were pos

thit oi
V"^'"' '^"'^ "**' ^**" t^~would you not go near to

^ A ^l^ P5»y«* *nd been told that any power was given me
to do what Christ did." 8 mc

^•Jl^**
***' out-yes, I know. But sometimes that power isgiven—even to women.^'
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"Perhtpieq)eciiaiytotheiiL I think the de?a luu more fear

of a good mother than of many laints.*

Domini realised almost with agony in that moment how her
own soul had been stripped of a predous armour. A feeling of
bitter helplessness took possession of her, and of contempt for
what she now suddenly looked upon as fooUsh pride. The priest
saw that his words had hurt her, yet he did not just then t/y to
pour balm upon the wound.

"You came to me t<Hlay as to a spiritual director, did you
not?" he asked.

^

"Yes, Father."

"Yet you do not wish to be frank with me. Isnt that
true?"

There was a pierdng look b the eyes he fixed upon her.
" Yes," she answered bravely.

" Why ? Cannot you—«t least wUl not you tell me ? "

A similar reason to that which had caused her to refuse to
hear what the Diriner had seen in the sand caused her now to
answer,

—

"There is something I cannot say. I am sui» I am right not
to say It."

^
" Do you wish me to speak frankly to you, my child ?

"

"Yes, you may."
•• You hare told me enough of your past life to make me feel

sure that for some time to come you ought to be very careful in
regard to your faith. By the mercy of God you have been pre-
jenred from the greatest of aU dangers-the danger of losing your
beliefm the teachings of the only true Church!^ You hare come
here to renew your faith which, not killed, has been stricken.
reduced.-may I not say ?--to a sort of invalidism. Are you sure

^aI^T!'' ^
*'**^?*****" ^*' *° help "-he hesitated obviously, then

added slowly-"othi'r.? There are periods in which one cannotdo what one may be able to do in the far future. The convales-
cent who is just tottering in the new attempt to walk is not
wise to lend an arm to another. To do so may seem nobly
unselfish, but is it not foUy? And then, my child, we ought tobe scrupulously aware what is our real motive for wishing to
assis another. I. it of God, or is it of ourselves? Is it a per-
•onal desire to increase a perhaps unworthy, a worldly happin^s?
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Egotism 11 a parent of many children, and often they do not
recognise their father."

Just for a moment Domini felt a heat of anger rise witl ::i her
She did not express it, and did not know that she had shov^c a
sign of it till she heard Father Roubier say,

—

"If you knew how often I hare found that what for a moment
I beliered to be my noblest aspirations had sprung from a tiny,

hidden seed (rf ^[oism 1

"

At oatrt her anger died away.
** That is terribly true," she said. « Of us all, I mean."
She got up.

"You are going?"

"Yes. I want to think somethmg out You hare made me
want to. I must do it Perhaps III come again."

" Do. I want to help you if I can."

There was such a heartfelt sound in hit rtf.^ that impulsively
she held out her hand.

" I know you do. Perhaps you will be able ta"
But even as she said the last words doubt crept into her

mind, even into her voice.

The priest came to his gate to see Domini off, and directly

she had left him she noticed that Androvsky was under the
arcade and had been a witness of their partmg. As she went
past him and into the hotel she saw that he looked greatly dis-

turbed and ezdted. His &ce was lit up by the now fiery ^e
of the sun, and when, in passing, she nodded to him, and he
took off his hat, he cast at her a glance that wac like an accusa-
tion. As soon as she gained the verandah she heard his heavy si sp
upon the stair. For a moment she hesitated. Should she go
into her room and so avoid him, or remain and let him speak to
her? She knew that he was following her with that purpose.
Her mind was almost instantly made up. She crossed the veran-
dah and sat down in the low chair th«t was always placed out-
side her French window. Androvsky fi»llofed her and stood
beside her. He did not say anything for ft moment, nor did she.
Then he spoke with a sort of passionate attempt to sound care-
less and indifferent

"Monsieur Anteoni has gone, I suppose, Madame?"
" Yes, he has gooe. I reached the garden safely, you se«."
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" Batouch came Uter. He was much ashamed when he found

you had gone. I believe he is afraid, and is hiding himself till

four anger shall have passed away."
She Uughed.

"Batouch could not easily make me angry. I am not like
you, Monsieur Androvsky."

Her sudden challenge startled him, as she had meant it

should. He mored quickly, as at an unexpected touch.
"I; Madame?"
"Ves; I think you are tcry often angry. I think you are

angry now."

His face was flooded with red.

••Why should I be angry?" he stammered, like a man com-
pletely taken aback.

" How can I tell ? But, as I came in just now, you looked at
me as if you wanted to punish me."

•• I—I am afraid—it seems that my face says a great deal that

"Your Ups would not choose to say. Well, it docs. Why
are you angry with me ? " She gazed at him mercilessly, studying
the trouble of his face. The combative part of her nature had
been roused by the glance he had cast at her. What right had
he, had any man, to look at her like that?

Her blunt directness lashed him back into the firmness he had
lost. She felt in a moment that there was a fighting capacity in
him equal, perhaps superior, to her own.

•* When I saw you come from the priest's house, Madame, I
felt as if you had been there speaking about me—about my con-
duct of yesterday."

•• Indeed I Why should I do that ?
"

" I thought as you had kindly wished me to come—*
He stopped.
•• Well ? " she said, in rather a hard roi^e.
" Madame, I don't know what I thought, what I think—only

I cannot bear that you should apologise for any conduct of mine.
Indeed, I cannot bear it."

He looked fearfully excited and moved two or three steps
way, then returned.

•• Were you doing that ? " he asked. •• Were you, Madame ?
"
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**I nerer mentioned your name to Father Roabier, nor did he
to me," she answered.

For a moment he looked relieTed, then a sudden suspicion
seemed to strike him.

"But without mentioning mj nrune?" he said.
"You wish to accuse me of quibbling, of insincerity,

then I* she exclaimed, with a heat almost equal to his
own.

"No, Madame, not Madame, I—I have suffered much. I
am suspicious of everybody. Forgive me, foigive me I

"

He spoke almost with distraction. In his manner there was
something desperate.

" I am sure you have suffered," she said more gently, yet
with a certain inflezibiUty at which she herself wondered, yet
which she could not control "You will always sufier if you
cannot govern yourself. You wiU make people dislike you, be
suspicious of you."

" Suspicious I Who is suspicious of me ? " he asked sharply.
" Who has any right to be suspicious of me ? "

She looked up and fancied that, for an instant, she saw some-
thing as ugly as terror in his eyes.

"Surely you know that people don't ask permission to be
suspicious of their fellow-men?" she said.

"No one here has any right to consider me or my actions," he
said, fierceness blazing out of him. " I am a free man, and can do
as I will No one has any right—no one I

"

Domini felt as if the words were meant for her, as if he had
struck her. She was so angry that she did not trust herself to
speak, and instinctively she put her hand up to her breast, as a
woman might who had received a blow. She touched something
small and hard that was hidden beneath her gown. It was the
Uttle wooden cross Androvsky had thrown into the stream at
Sidi-Zerzour. As she realised that her anger died. She was
humbled and ashamed. What was her reUgion if, at a word, she
could be stirred to such a feeling of passion ?

" I, at least, am not suspicious of you," she said, choosing the
ery words that were most difficult for her to say just then. " And
Father Roubiei^f you mduded him—is too fine-hearted to
cherish unworthy suspicions of anyone."
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She got up. Her voice wu full of a rabdued, but itrong,

emotion.

" Oh, Monsieur Androvtky I
* she said. " Do go orer and see

him. Make friends with him. Nerer mind yesterday. I want
you to be friends with him, with everyone here. Let us make
Beni-Mora a place of peace and goodwill."

Then she went acroM the verandah quickly to her room, and
passed in, closing the window behind her.

ptftuner was brought up into her sitting-room. She ate it in
solitude, and Ute in the afternoon she went out on the verandah.
She had made up her mind to spend an hour in the church. She
had told Father Roubier that she wanted to think something out
Since she had left him the burden upon her mind had become
heavier, and she longed to be alone in the twilight near the altar.

Perhaps she might be able to cast down the burden there. In
the verandah she stood for a moment and thought how wonderful
was the difference between dawn and sunset in this Und. The
gardens, that had looked like a place of departed and unhappp
spirits when she rose that day, were now bathed in the luminous
rays of the declining sun, were alive with the softly-caUing voices
of children, quivered with romance, with a dreamlike, golden
charm. The stillness of the evenmg was intense, enclosing the
children's voices, which presently died away ; but while she was
marvelling at it she was disturbed by a shaip noise of knocking.
She looked in the direction from which it came and saw Androv-
sky standing before the priest's door. As she looked, the door
was opened by the Arab boy and Androvsky went in.

Then she did not think of the gardens any more. With a
radiant expression in her eyes she went down and crossed over
to the church. It was empty. She went sofUy to a/nW^ near
the altar, knelt down and covered her eyes with her hands.

At first she did not pray, or even think consciously, but just
rested in the attitude which always seems to bring humanity
nearest its God. And, almost immediately, she began to feel a
quietude of spirit, as if something deUcate descended upon her,
and lay Ughtiy about her, shrouding her from the troubles of the
world. How sweet it was to have the faith that brings with it

such tender protection, to have the trust that keeps aUve through
the swift passage of the years the spirit of the little child. How
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meet it wu to be able to rest There wai «t thii moment a
•ensation of deep joy within her. It grew in the silence of the
church, andt as it grew, Inrought with it presently a growing con-
idonsness of the lires beyond thoee walla, of other spirits

capabte of suffering, of conflict and of peace, not far away; till

she knew that this present blessing oi happiness came to her, not
only frmn the scarce-realised thought of God, but also from the
icarce-realised thought of man.

Qose by, divided from her only by a little masonry, a few
feet of sand, a few palm trees, Androvsky was with the priest

Still kneeling, with her face between her hands, Domini be-

gan to think and pray. The memory of her petition to Notre
Dame de la Garde came back to her. Before she knew Africa

she had prayed for men wandering, and perhaps unhappy, theie^

for men wh(Mn she would probably never see again, would never
know. And now that she was growing familiar with this bmd,
divined something of its wonders and its dangers, she prayed for

a man in it whom she did know, who was very near to her
making a sacrifice of his prejudices, perhaps of his fears, at

her desire. She prayed for Androvsky without words, making
of her feeling of gratitude to him a i^rayer, and presently, in the
darkness framed by her hands, she seemed to see Liberty once
more, as m the shadows of the dancing-house, standing baide a
man who pra^ far out in the glory of the desert The storm,
spoken of by the Diviner, did not always rage. It was stilled to
hear his prayer. And the darkness had fled, and the light drew
near to listen. She pressed her face more strongly against her
hands, and began to think more definitely.

Was this interview with the priest the first step taken by
Androvsky towards the gift the desert held for him 7

He must surely be a man who hated religion, or thought he
hated it

Perhaps he looked upon it as a chain, instead of as the
hammer that strikes away the fetters from the slave.

Yet he had w<Mn a cross.

She lifted her head, put her hand into her breast, and drew
out the cross. What was its history? She wondered as she
looked at it Had someone who loved him given it to him,
someone, perhaps, who grieved at his hatred of holiness, and
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humble.t ^oibob wmetime. do, prore itself . Uttlc guided
WMdf.diuiuig truth? H.d.wo«n«,giTenittohim?

She bid the cron down on the edge of the/w.*«

QK rl!!?J*^
^ gleaming now on the windows of the church.She reahsed the p^euit that was nurching up the wett, the panion

thf-S^.T'^f^-
She glanced from the red mdiance on

the gUM to the dull brown wood of the ciom. Blood and agonyhad ««le It the mystical .ymbol that it was-bloodwS^Sr
harmfnS T**"*'?*"?^^"'-

That burden was still u^n

SiteiSl^JS .r''^ ?' '^^^ ^^ ''••«»»'• • ''^K**' that her
interview with the pnest had not lifted. For she had not beenable to be quite frank with the priest Something had hddlSback from ab«,l„te sincerity, and so he had not spoken quiS
plainly M Uiat was in his mind. His words had Ln a hule

^RllSt 'k*
^/«^*"?<>? t^« »<*ning that Uy behind them.

ReaUy, he had warned her against Androysky, and CountAnteoni had warned her against Androvsky. They were two^«
of very different types. One was unworldly as a child. TheoJh^
knewtheworld. Neither ofthem had any acquaintanceSh ^5
hadspokenm them. teUing them that he was a m«, to be shunned
perhaps feared. And her own instinct? What had it said? Whatdid It say ?

««» fi^nt ^T^ f^"*
'*"* '*""""*** " *^« **"'^- B»t She couldnot think dearly reason calmly, or even pray passionately. Fora vagueness had come into her mind Uke the vae^ness of

twilight that filled the space beneath the 'ta^ rT'ofrnine

TT I'^^T^
'** ^^' ^' ^^' '*»°"K»»'» *°d feelings lost their

1^^; K?
'° '^* '"""*^' °^ ^>»°«- B«t " they vanidiedsurely they whispered. " That whidi is written is written.-

The mosques of IsUm echoed those words, and surely Uiis
httle church that bravdy stood among them.

" That which is written is written."
Domini rose from her knees, hid the wooden cross oncemore m her breast, and went out into the evening.
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At ilie left the chmch door something occtirred which stnick

the figuencM from her. She came upon Androrskj and the
pnett Thejr were standing together at the tatter's gate, which
he was m the act of opening to an accompaniment of joyous
barking from Bous-Bous. Both men looked strongly expie^re,

srtiSiS^tJr^^rm!'^'^^^'^-^^ ^-pp«>

"I am gUd.- Domini said. "We ought aU to be friends
nere.

There was a perceptible pause. Then Androvsky lifted his

"Good erenfag, Madame," he said. " Good evening, Father.-
And he walked away quickly.

The priest looked after him and sighed profoundly.
"Oh, Madame I " he exclaimed, as if impelled to Ubeiate hismmd to someone, "what is the m«tter with that man? Whatu the matter?"

^^

He stared fixedly into the twilight after Androvsky's retreating

" With Monsieur Androvsky ?
*

She siwke quieUy, but her mind was fuU of apprehension, and
she looked searchingly at the priest

"Yes. What can it be?"
"But—I don't understand."
" Why did he come to see me?"
"I asked him to come."
She blurted out the words without knowing why, only feeling

that she must speak the truth.
^ /

-b

"You asked him 1"

" Yes. I wanted you to be friends—and I thought perhaos
you might—" ^ ^ *^

"Yes?"

stublirri*"**^
you to be friends." She repeated it almost

"I have never before felt so ill at ease with any human being."
exclaimed the priest with tense excitement "And yet I could
not let him go. Whenever he was about to leave me I was
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impeUfd to preit him tc MMin. W« apok* of Um moM oidio-
ly thingi, ud aU tlM timt it «M M if ira were ia a great
tngedj. What ia ha? What can ha be?" (He itiU looked
down the road.)

**X dont know. I know nothiag. Ha it a man tiavdltng, a«
other men travel"

"Oh, no I*

"What do TOD mean. Father?"

" I mean that other tfareUen are not Uke thii man."
He leaned hie thin haode heavilj on the gate, and ihe nw,

by the ezpretsion of hii ejei, that he was going to lay ^m^tK^t
startling.

"Madame," he said, lowering his voice, "I did not speak
quite frankly to 70a this afternoon. You may, or 70a may not,
hare understood what I meant. But now I will speak plainly
As a priest I warn yon, I warn you most soleauily, not to »»«aW^

friends with this man."
There was a silence, then Domini said,—
" Please give me your reason for this warning."
"That I can't do."

"Because you have 00 reason, or because it is not one you
care to tell me?"

"I have no reason to give. My instinct is my reason. I
know nothing of this man—I pity him. I shall piay for him.
He needs prayers, yes, he needs them. But you are a woman
out here alone. You have spoken to me of yourself and I feel
it my duty to say that I advise you most earnestly to br<:ak off

your acquaintance with Monsieur Androvsky."
"Do you mean that you think him evil?"
" I don't know whether he is evil, I don't know what he is."
" I know he is not evil."

The {tfiest looked at her, wondering.
"You know—how?"
" My instinct," she said, coming a step nearer, and putting

her hand, too, on the gate near his. "Why should we desert
him?"

"Desert him, Madame I"

Father Roubier's voice sounded amaxed.
"Yes. You say he needs pnyers. I know it Father, an

^ttt^ahm
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not Um fiaett pnjren, Um tmast, thote that go most iwifUj to

HMfen—acts?"
The priest did not reply for a momeat He looked at her

and leemed to be thinking deeply.

"Why did yon lend Mondeur Androrsky to me thia after-

noon 7 " he laid at last abmptly.

"I knew yoo were a good man, and I fancied if yon became

friends you o^t help him."

His face softened.

"A good man," he said. 'Ahl" He shook his head sadly,

with a soond that was like a little pathetic laugh. " 1—a good

man I And I allow an almost invincible personal feeling to con-

quer my inward sense of right 1 Madame, come into the garden

for a moment"
He opened the gate, she passed in, and he led her round the

house to the enclosure at the back, where they could talk in

greater privacy. Then he continued,

—

"You are right, Madame. I am here to try to do God's

work, and sometimes it is better to act for a human being, per

haps, even than to pray for him. I will tell you that I feel an

almost invincible rep 'gnance to Monsieur Androvsky, a repug-

nance that is almost stronger than my will to hold it in check."

He shivered slightly. "But, with God's help, I'll conquer that.

If he sUys on here 111 try to be his friend. Ill do all I can. If

he is unhappy, far away from good, perhaps—I say it humbly,

Madame^ I assure you—I might help him. But "—and here his

face and manner changed, became firmer, more dominating—

"you are not a jviest, and—

"

" No, only a woman," she said, interrupting him.

Something in her voice arrested him. There was a long

silence in which they paced slowly up and down on the sand

between the palm trees. The tvdlight was dying into night

Already the tom-toms were throbbing in the street of the dancers,

and the shriek of the distant pipes was faintly heard. At last the

priest spoke again.

"Madame," he said, "when you came to me this afternoon

there was something that you could not tell me."

"Yes."
" Had it anythii^ to do vnth Monsieur Androvsky f*
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mtoiber?'*
^^ ^^ wwen. Doot jou re-

tile int tioMt I V/.« -^ 1J ,'*""^*»W«» 1 can be Of use for

Sr«.. '""^ '«'»•><>' -o. ,o« ,01 oo. Uk. «h,«

future.-
^*^ And I feel th.(. too. about tbe

»pis:nLw'''.!irku.:'"^r^ •!" -nth
. touch «,

j« «ou« to .u.d Of 4 «d . Siii j^^r^j":;

his soni H. J!^k- r "'• ""'°'' '-™'^ <»<""> within
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eoald. Her k«trt wm in tormoll, tad the seemed ;o be is the

ridrt 01 ft croiro.

Bstooch WW •! Um door, lookiiig eteboracely contrite tod
reftdj witk hk Uo. H« had been leiied with fnrer ir the night,

in tokoB wbneof he held vp haodi which htgtp to ihako like

wiad^wepC leftvei. Only now had he been able t drag bimseif

from his quilt aad, itill afflicted as he was, to creep to hi&

hoBOurad patron and ciaTe her pardon. Domini gave it wtth an
abtttacted carelassnass that ovidKitly hurt hit ptkle, and wat
passing into the hotd iHien he said,

—

**Iitoa is going to many HadJ, ^ sdame."

Slaoe the fracM at the dancing-house both the dancer auid

bar victim had been i^ler lock and key.

*«To marry her after she tried to kill him 1 * said Domini.
**Yes, Madame. He lorn her as the palm tret lovet the son

He will take her to his room, and she will wear a veil, and work
for him and never go out any mora.**

•*Whatl She will live like the Arab women?"
**0f coarse, Madame, ^t there '» a very nice torace on

the roof oiUside Hadj's room, and Hadj will permit her to take

the air there, in the evening or when it is hot"
** She most love Hadj very much."

'*She does, or why sbonld she try to kill him ?'

So that was African love a knife-thrust and a taking of

Um^ veil i The thought of it added a farther complication to the

disorder that was in her mind.
" I will see you after dinner, Batouch," she said.

She felt that she mast do something, go somewhere that

night She coald mrt remain quiet

Batouch drew himself up and threw out his broad chest
His cringing air gave place to importance, and, as he leaned
against the white pillar of the arcade, folded his ample burnous
round him, and glanced up at the sky he saw, in fancy, a five-

franc piece glittering in the chariot of the moon.
The priest did not oome to <&iner that night, but Androvsky

wss alratdy at his table when Domini came into the saile-i-

mamer. He got up from his seat and bowed formally, but did
not speak. Tccrjembering his outburst of the morning she
realised t>*e suspicion which her second interview with the priest
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had probftblj created in hit miad, and now the was not freedom
a feeling of discomfort that almost resembled gwlt. For now
she had been led to discuss Androrskr with Father Roabier. and
had It not been almost au apology when she said, •« I know he is
not era »? Once or twice daring dinner, when her eyes met
Androwky's for a moment, she imagined that he must know why
she had been at the priest's house, that anger was steadily in-
creasing m him.

He was a man who hated to be obsenred, to be criticised
His sensitiveness was altogether abnormal, and made her wonder
afresh where his previous life had been passed. It must surely
have been a very sheltered existence. Contact with the world
blunts the fine edge of our feeUng with regard to othera' opinion
of us. In the world men learn to be heedless of the everlasting
bua of comment that attends their goings out and their comings
m. But Androvsky was like a youth, alive to the tiniest whisper
set on fire by a glance. To such a nature life in the world must
be perpetual torture. She thought of him with a sorrow that—
strangely in her—was not tinged with contempt That which
manifested by another man would certainly have moved her to
impatience, if not to wrath, in this man woke other sensations-
curiosity, pity, terror.

Yes—terror. To-night she knew that The long day, begun
in the semi-darkness before the dawn and ending in the semi
darkness of the twilight, had, with its events that would have
seemed to another ordinary and trivial enough, carried her for-
ward a stage on an emotional pilgrimage. The half-veUed wam-
mgs of Count Anteoni and of the priest, followed by the latter's
almost passionately abrupt plain speaking, had not been without
effect To-mght something of Europe and her life there, with its
civilised experience and drastic training in the management of
woman'- relations with humanity in general, crept back under the
palm trees and the brilliant sUrs of Africa; and. despite the
fatalism condemned by Father Roubier. she was more conscious
than she had hitherto been of how others—the outside worid—
would be likely to regard her acquaintance with Androvsky. She
stood, as it were, and looked on at the events in which she her-
self had been and was involved, and in that moment she was first
•ware of a thrill of something akin to terror, as it perhaps, without
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knowing ft, she had been moving amid a great darkness, as if

periiaps a greater darkness were approaching. Suddenly she saw
Androvsky as some strange and ghastly figure of legend ; aa the

wandering Jew met by a traveller at cross roads and distinguished

for an instant in an oUiqne lightning flash ; as Vanderdecken
passing in the hurricane and throwing a blood-red illumination

from the sails of his haunted ship ; as the ereriasting climber of

the Brocken, as the shrouded Arab oi the Eastern legend, who
announces coming disaster to the wanderers ui the desert by beat-

ing a death-roll on a drum among the dunes.

And with Count Anteoni and die priest she set another figure,

that of the sand diviner, whose tortured fiue had suggested a man
looking on a fate that was terrible. Had not he, too, warned her ?

Had not the warning been threefold, been given to her by the

world, the Church, and the under-wwld—the world beneath the

veil?

She met Androvsk/s eyes. He was getting up to leave the

room. His movement caught her away from things visionary,

but not from worldly things. She still looked on at herself moving
amid these events at which her world would laugh or wonder, and,

perhaps for the first time in her life, she was uneasily self-con-

scious because of the self that watched herself, as if that self held

something coldly satirical that mocked at her and marvelled.

XIV

*• What shall I do to-night ?
"

Alone in the now empty saJle-d-manger Domini asked herself

the question. She was restless, terribly restless in mind, and
wanted distraction. The idea of going to her room, of reading,

even of sitting quietly in the verandah, was intolerable to her. She
longed for action, swiftness, excitement, the help ofoutside things,

of that exterior life which she had told Count Anteoni she had
begun to see as a mirage. Had she been in a city she would have
gone to a theatre to witness some tremendous drama, or to hear

some passionate or terrible opera. Beni-Mora might have been
a place of many and strange tragedies, would be no doubt i^in,
but it offered at this moment Uttle to satisfv her mood. The
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danoet of the Cirfft Maures, the song, ofthe smokers of the keef
thelonghistonesof the story-teUers between the lighted amdles-!

in London. P«ns, «,y great capital that spends itself to suit thechanging moods of men. With a sigh she got op and went ouito the Arcade. Batouch joined hwimmedLely:
" What can I do to-night, Batouch ? " she said.
"There are the femmes manresques," he besan.
"No, no.*

^
•• Would Madame like to hear the story-teUer?"
"Na I should not understand him."
" I can explain to Madame."
"No.-
She stepped out mto the road
"There will be a moon to-night, wont IhereF-she said,

looking up at the starry sky.
^

"Yes, Madame, Uter.*

" What time wiU it rise?"
" Between nine and ten."

She stood in the road, thinking. It had occurred to her thatshe had never seen moonHse in the desert
"And now it is "-she looked at her watch-" only eight"

the
;^'^'"'"' ""' '^ •" *^ "^^- -»• "P PO^ upon

"Don't talk so much, Batouch," she said brusquely.
To-mght the easy and luscious imaginings of the poet worried

Y^twh^a t'lJ'K'rT**^- ««P«««°cee^»dS^bedTe'
Yet what could she do without him ? After a pause she said-Can one go into the desert at night ? "

tellw2r/«a!;^r!,
'»7»»<»»>«<i"gerou.. One cannot

tell what may be in the desert by night"
These words made her long to go. They held a charm, a

violence perhaps, of the unknown.
'

"One might ride," she said. "Why not? Who could hurt
OS u we were mounted and armed ? "

DjurdTu^T " '"'• " *'^ ^*'" ^ *^« ^-"'- of »»»«

"And you, Batouch ? Aren't you biare i
"

"Madame, I am afraid of nothing."
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loftf*
^^ "'*' "' *' boMtfuUy, like Hadj, but oaiiily. almost

"Well, we are neither of us afraid. Let us ride out on the
Tombouctou road and see the moon rise. Ill go and put on my
habit."

"Ft
"Madame should take her rerolTer."
" Of course. Bring the horses round at nine."
When she had put on her habit it was only a few minutes

after eight She longed to be in the saddle, going at fuU speed
up the long, white road between the palms. Physical movement
was necessary to her, and she began to pace up and down the
rerandah quickly. She wished she had ordered the horses at
once, or that she could do something definite to fill up the time
tiU they came. As she turned at the end of the verandah she
saw a white form approaching her; when it drew near she recog-
nised Hadj, looking self<onscious and mischievous, but a little
triumphant too. At this moment she was gUd to see him. He
receiyed her congratuUtions on his recovery and approaching
marriage with a sort of skitUsh gaiety, but she soon discovered
that he had come with a money-making reason. Having seen his
cousm safely off the premises, it had evidently occurred to him
to turn an honest penny. And pennies were now speciaUy
needful to him ui view of married life.

" Does Madame wish to see something strange and wonderful
to-night ? he asked, after a moment, looking at her sideways out
of the comers of his wicked eyes, which, as Domini could see.
were swift to read character and mood

" I am going out riding."

He looked astonished.

"In the night?"

"Yes. Batouch has gone to fetch the horses.*
Hadj's face became a mask of sulkiness.
"If Madame goes with Batouch she wiU be killed. There

•re robbers in the desert, and Batouch is afraid of—"
"Could we see the strange and wonderful thing in an hour?"

she mterrupted.

The gay and skittish expression ratumed instantly to his &ce.
Yes, Madame."

^^
-What is U?"
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He shook hit head and made an artful gesture with his hand

in theau-.

''Madame shaU see.*

His long eyes were full of mystery, and he mored towards the
staircase.

" Come, Madame."
Domini Uughed and followed him. She felt as if she were

pUying a game, yet her curiosity was roused. They went softly
down and sUpped out of the hotel like chUdren fearins to be
caught *

"Batouch will be angry. There wUl be white foam on his
hps," whispered Hadj, dropping his chin and chuckling low in
his throat *' This way, Madame."

He led her quickly across the gardens to the Rue Berthe, and
down a number of small streets, tiU they reached a white house
before which, on a hump, three palm trees grew from one trunk.
Beyond was waste ground, and further away a stretch of sand and
low dunes lost in the darkness of the, as yet, moonless night.
Domim looked at the house and at Hadj, and wondered if it
would be foolish to enter.

"What is it?" she asked again.

But he only repUed, " Madame will see !" and struck his flat
hand upon the door. It was opened a little way, and a broad
fcce corered with little humps and dents showed, the thick lips
parted and muttering quickly. Then the &ce was withdrawn
the door opened wider, and Hadj beckoned to Domini to go in!
After a moment's hesitaUon she did so, and found herself in a
small Ulterior court, with a tiled floor, pillars^ and high up a
gallery of carved wood, from which, doubtless, dwelling-rooms
opened. In the court, upon cushions, were seated four vacant-
lookmg men, with bare arms and legs and long matted hair,
before a brazier, from which rose a sharply pungent perfume.
Two of these men were very young, with pale, ascetic faces and
weary eyes. They looked like young priests of the Sahara. At
a short distance, upon a red pUlow, sat a tiny boy of about three
years old, dressed in yellow and green. When Domini and Hadj
came into the court no one looked at them except the child,
who stared with slowly-rolling, solemn eyes, slightly shifting on
the piUow. Hadj beckoned to Domini to seat herself upon some

i
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mgfl between the pilUn, nt down beside her and began to make
a cigarette. Complete lilence preraUed. The four men sUred
at the brazier, holding their nostrils over the incense fumes which
rose from it in airy spirals. The child continued to stare at
Domini Hadj Ut his cigarette. And time roUed on.

Domini had desired riolence, and had been conyeyed into a
dumbness of mystery, that fell upon her turmoU of spirit like a
blow. What struck her as espedally strange and unnatural was
the fact that the men with whom she was sitting in the dim court
of this lonely house had not looked at her, did not appear to
know that she was there. Hadj had caught the aroma of their
mediutions with the perfume of the incense, for his eyes had lost
their mischief and become gloomily profound, as if they stared
on bygone centuries or watched a far-off future. Even the child
began to look elderly, and worn as with fastings and with watch-
ings. As the fumes perpetually ascended from the red-hot coals
of the brazier the sharp smell of the perfume grew stronger.
There was in it something provocative and exciting that was like a
sound, and Domini marveUed that the four men who crouched
over it and drank it in perpetually could be unaffected by its

influence when she, who was at some disUnce from it, felt dawn-
ing in her desires of movement, of action, almost a physical
necessity to get up and do something extraordinary, absurd or
passionate, such as she had never done or dreamed of tiU tiiis

moment.

A low growl Uke that of a wild beast broke the silence.
Domini did not know at first whence it came. She stared at the
four men, but they were all gazing vacantly into the brazier, their
naked arms drooping to the floor. She glanced at Hadj. He
was delicately taking a cigarette paper from a little case. The
child—no, it was absurd even to think of a child emitting such
a sound.

Someone growled again more fiercely, and this time Domini
saw that it was the palest of the ascetic-looking youths. He
shook back his long hair, rose to his feet with a bound, and
moving mto the centre of the court gazed ferociously at his com-
|«nions. As if in obedience to the glance, two of tiiem stretched
theu arms backwards, found two tom-toms, and began to beat
them loudly and monotonously. The young ascetic bowed to



»6o THE GARDEN OF ALLAH

2S^J^K "•^^ *** ^""^ ^ '*>« tom-toa.. alway. jumpingofUy from the paTement Hi. long htir feU orer hi. &ee wdbMk upon hu .houlder. with • monotonou. regularity thatumtated U,e tom-tom., a. if he rtrore to mould hi.^ in ixLrdmth the feti.h to which he offered adoimtion. Fleck. offoi„
appeared upon hi. Up., and the a«*tici.m in hi. eye. changed

^1^ *J*r. "^ ''^"^^ ^^ '^ »^»^ i" long ^d•nake-Uce undulation, above which hi. hair flew to and (to.

the altar, .tole to a comer and returned with a large and curved

oU^dt^^K •

."^i.^""*
'°°^'"« •* ^°»»«« ^« <^"'« »o hH^d

stiU, growled again long and furiou.ly. threw himMlf on his kneesbefore Domini. Ucked hi. lip., then, abrupUy thrusting forn^d

inched ,t up with a loud noise, nrallowed it with a pilp. andgrowled for more. She fed him again, while the tom-t^.^'m
on oanng. and the child on it. red pillow watched with its we^
t»ain^ll»! u

* r' ^"" ^""^ »"*^ °"^y * ^"«°>"t of glass

nn !!!"
"'"~°"** y*>"* bo'^^i to the tom-tom., leaping gentlyon the pavement foamed at the mouth, growled, .nuffed up thencense fumes, shook his long mane, and placed hi, naked feet

ol '^H ^' '°''' "^ **** ''*""• «« P^«<=ked out a coal a^drolled hu, tongue round it. He pUiced red coal, under hi. ^e
SThLTh* f^V^*"

*"'"• P'""'°« »»« *"« *««^ his .ides.

Tnd all »K '^ k' ^
'"°°°^*' ^° **" *y* '^l^^t »«"«« his eye.And all the time he leaped and bowed and foamed, undulating

h^s body hke a snake. The chUd looked on with a ;till ^^^,and the tom-toms never ceased From the gallery above tintedfaces peered down, but Domini did not see them.^ Her attemJonwas taken captive by the young priests of the Sahara. For soshe called them m her mind, realising that they were religious
fanatics whose half^rrazy devotion seemed to lift them above the

hL '^"i?
'^^'^ \^' ^^^' ^" «^ ^' "^«"""» °ow took

his turn, throwing hi. tom-tom to the eater of glass, who had

i
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wakened from his trance. He bowed and leaped i thrust spikes

behind his eyes, through his cheeks, his lips, his arms ; drove a loag

nail into his head with a wooden hammer ; stood upon the sharp

edge of an upturned sword bUde. With the spikes protruding

from his face in all directions, and his ejes bulging out from
them like balls, he spun in a maze of hair, barking like a dog.

The child regarded him with a still attention, and the incense

fumes were cloudy in the court Then the hut of the four men
sprang up in the midst of a more passionate uproar from the tom-
toms. He wore a filthy burnous, and, with a shriek, he plunged
his hand into its hood and threw some squirming things upon
the floor. They b^an to run, rearing stiff tails into the air. He
sank down, blew upon them, caught them, letting them set their

tail-weapons m his fingers, and lifting them thus, imbedded, high

abore the floor. Then again he put them down, breathed upon
each one, drew a circle round each with his forefinger. His face

had suddenly become intense, hypnotic. The scorpions, as if

mesmerised, remained utterly still, each in its place within its

imaginary circle, that had become a cage; and their master
bowed to the fetish of the tom-toms, leaped, grinned, and bowed
again, undulating his body in a maze of hair.

Domini felt as if she, like the scorpions, had been mesmerised.
She, too, was surely bound in a circle, breathed upon by some
arrogant breath of fanaticism, commanded by some horrid power.
She looked at the scorpions and felt a sort of pity for them.
From time to time the bowing fanatic glanced at them through
his hair out of the corners of his eyes, licked his lips, shook his

shoulders, and uttered a long howl, thrilling with the note of
greed. The tom-toms pulsed faster and faster, louder and
louder, and all the men began to sing a fierce chant, the song
surely of desert souls driven crazy by religion. One of the
scorpions moved slightly, reared its tail, began to run. Instantly,

as if at a signal, the dancer fell upon his knees, bent down his
head, seized it in his teeth, munched it and swallowed it. At
the same moment with the uproar of the tom-toms there mingled
a loud knocking on the door.

Hadj's lips curled back from his pointed teeth and he looked
dangerous.

" It is Batooch I " he snarled.
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Domini got up. Without . word, turning her biurk upon the

•corjonH«ter. the roar of the tom-tom., and the knocldnjon the door. H*dj foUowcd her quickly. protcrtinT 2
S*ck ^' "^J'* r" "''** ^* ^^ white^^'Sd it^ck

1 PC When he «w her he held out hi. hand. Sh^gave him wme money, he opened the door, and .he oTmeout mto the night by the triple palm tree, l^ouc^ «cSd^ere looking furiou.. with the bridle, of two hor.^i^
hi. «rm. He began to .peak in Arabic to Hadj, buHhe^PF^ h,m with an imperiou. ge.ture. gave Hadj W tand m a moment wa« in the uddle and cantering a^^

«o iLhin^^K
''?"'' ''• «*^^°P of Batouch-ahcS^LS^g'

up behmd her and turned her head.
"Batouch." .he «ud, "you are the .marte.f-.he

. the fashion m London when a lady ride, out withAe^ attendant who guard, her-the really' .mart thing to

read'y'Ln"
''*''"* "" '^' '"'''• ^' '''^''^'^ ^'^'^ •

"No, Madame*

.« Z!"*
*""*^' ''^^ »t • "hort distance behind her.

hemd/rll,/'"
***'^ ^^ ^'"'"' ~"*"*^ «»• congratulating

herself on the .uccess of her expedient.

Il.hfi'^.T!!? '^'^^l^
the Tillage, fuU of .trolling white figures,

1 Ti ?'"^^' '°"** *'^*' '^^ »'g»'fi««t to her as noother road had ever been. Each time she saw it, stretchinRon till u was lost in the serried masse, of the palmsie!
|ma^nat,on was stirred by a longing to wander through
barbanc Unds. by a nomad feeling that was almost irresistibfe.

I I T^ ''" ' "^^ ^^ ^*** *• '^"- When she was «.
It she had a strange sensation as if she changed, dereloped.
drew near to some ideal. It influenced her a. one peSTnmay influence another. Now for the fir.t time .he inu on
it in the night, riding on the crowded shadows of its palm..
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went more ilowly. Sh% had a desiitShe drew rein and
to be ooiielest.

In the obscurity the thickets of the palms looked more
exotic than in the light of day. There was do motion in

them. Each tree stood like a delicately carren thing, silhouetted

against the remote purple of the void. In the profound
firmament the stars burned with a tremulous ardour they
DCTcr show in northern skies. The mystery of thit African
night rose not from vaporous veils and the long movement
of winds, but was breathed out by clearness, brightness,

stillness. It was the deepest of all mystery—the mjwtery of
vastness and of peace.

No one was on the road. The sound of the hoite*! feet

were sharply distinct b the night On all sides, but far

off, the guard dogs were barking by the hidden homes of

men. The air was warm as in a hothouse, but light and
faintly impregnated with perfume shed surely by the mystical

garments of night as she glided on with Domini towards
the desert From the bUckness of the palms there came
sometimes thin notes of the birds of night, the whirring

noise of insects, the glassy pipe of a frog in the reeds by a
pool behind a hot brown wall.

She rode through one of the villages of old Beni-Mcra,
silent, unlighted, with empty streets and closed ca//s maures,
touched her horse with the whip, and cantered on at a quicker
pace. As she drew near to the desert her desire to be in
it increased. There was some coarse grass here. The palm
trees grew less thickly. She heard more clearly the barking of
the Kabyle dogs, and knew that tents were not far off. Now,
between the trunks of the trees, she saw the twinkling of distant
fires, and the sound of running water fell on her ears, mingling
with the persutent noise of the insects, and the faint cries of the
birds and frogs. In front, where the road came out from the
shadows of the Ust tret*, lay a vast dimness, not wholly unlike
another starless sky, streiched beneath the starry sky in which
the moon had not yet risen. She set her horse at a gallop and
came into the desert, rushing through the dark.

"Madame! Madame I"

Batonch's voice was calling her. She galloped faster, like one
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hte^JdlT
• ""'^^ "^ ^"* ^^^ W« orer

^M«U«»e. we mart not go f«rth«. we murt keep ne^ the

"Why?*
"It ijjnot Mfe at night in the dcert, and betide*--

PuuS^n^J*^ •**
u**'''

'^•^«* -i^" her.. She

•^iSL'' M.H
"^^*'^ **• "** myteriouriy.^

"Who?"

the hint. .ludo„ bUckneM whereuKi bL^. S?.^^

me M a guide any more,"
*^*' ^'

She smiled for a moment, but the smile died away and .^inshe looked mto the night. She was not af,Sd pSii^tT!
long and troubled, and had left its mark noon her tLT
had driven her forth into the darkn^ anTl^'h^ndthfr^Il^
when she was left alone in the sa/le^.manger. W« U notThItrague terror which, making the resUessnesT had^t h« to ^jwhite house by the triple palm tree, had bri,^ i^now to ttdesert? She asked henelf whiiJ^k^ v j ,

® thewca nersei^ wbile she hstened. and the hidden
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honemAD of whom B«touch hMl ipoken bMMM in her inuginii-
tioo OM with the legenduj rictimi of fate , with the Jew by the
CTOM nwdi, the nMriner beating ever about the rockbonnd
•hoies of the world, the climber in the witches' Sabbath, the
phantom Arab b the .and. Still holding her rerolrer, the turned
her hone and rode slowlj towards the distant fires, from whichcm the barking of the dop. At some hundred of yards from
them she paused.

" I shall suy here," she said to Batouch. •• Where does the
moon nse?"

He stretched his arm towards the desert, which sloped gentiy.
almost imperceptibly, towards the east

r
• /,

" Wde back a litUe way towards the oasis. The horseman
was behind us. If he is stUl following you will meet him. Don't
go far. Do as I tell you, Batouch."

With obvious reluctance he obeyed her. She saw him puU
up his horse at a distance where he had her just in sight. Then
•he turned so that she could not see him and looked towards the
deswt and the east The reTolver seemed unnaturaUy heavy in
her hand. She glanced at it for a moment and listened with
intensity for the beat of horse's hoofs, and her wakeful imagimt.
tion created a sound that was non-existent in her ears. With it
she heard a gaUop that was spectral u the gaUop of the black
bones which carried Mephistopheles and Faust to the abyss. It
died away almost at once, and she knew it for an imagination.
To-ni^t she was peopUng the desert with phantoms. Even the
fires of the nomads were as the fires that flicker in an abode of
witches, the shadows that passed before them were as goblins
Jbat had come up out of the sand to hold revel in the moonlight
Were they, too, waiting for a signal from the sky ?

At the thought of the moon she drew up the reins that hadbeen lying loosely on her horse's neck and rode some paces

h.T^ ^^^ ^~" *^' ^'"^ *'" *»°'*°8 »»»« '«volver in her

Sahara? The Jew would face it without fear. Why not thehoneman of Batouch? She dropped it into the pocket of the

t.A'^"
"'^'" ** *••* **»• darkness of the sky was slowlvfading mto a luminous mystery that rose from the underwoS[ .
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mystery that at first was faint and tremulous, pale with a pallor
of silver and primrose, but that deepened slowly into a Uve and
ardent gold against which a group of three palm trees detached
themselves from the desert like messengers sent forth by it to
give a salutation to the moon. They were jet black against the
gold, distinct though very distant The night and the vast plain
from which they rose lent them a significance that was unearthly.
Their long, thin stems and drooping, feathery leaves were living
and pathetic as the night thoughts of a woman who has suffered,
but who turns, with a gesture of longing that wiU not be denied,
to the radiance that dwells at the heart of the world. And
those black palms against the gold, that stillness of darkness
and Ught in immensity, banished Domini's faint sense of
horror. The spectres faded awiy. She fixed her eyes on the
palms.

Now all the notes of the living things that do not sleep by
nigh*, but make music by reedy pools, in underwood, among the
blades of grass and along the banks of streams, were audible to
her again, filling her mind with the mystery of existence. The
glassy note of the frogs was like a falling of something small and
pointed upon a sheet of crystal. The whirr of the insr^ts
suggested a ceaselessly active mentality. The faint cries of the
birds dropped down like jewels slipping from the trees. And
suddenly she felt that she was as nothing in the vastness and the
complication of the night. Even the pas-ion that she knew lay,
like a dark and silent flood, within her soul, a flood that, once
released from its boundaries, had surely the power to rush
irresistibly forward, to submerge old landmarks and change the face
of a world—even that seemed to lose its depth for a moment,
to be shallow as the first ripple of a tide upon the sand. And
she forgot that the first ripple has all the ocean behind it.

Red deepened and glowed in the gold behind the three
palms, and the upper rim of the round moor, red too as blood,
crept above the desert Domini, leaning forward with one hand
upon her horse's warm neck, watched until the full circle was
poised for a moment on the horizon, holding the palms in its

frame of fire. She had never seen a moon look so immense and
10 vivid as this moon that came up into the night like a portent,
fiercs jret serene, moon of a barbaric world, such u might have
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shone upon Herod when be heard the voice of the Baptist in hit

dungeon, or upon the wife of Pilate when in a dream she was
troubled. It suggested to her the powerful watcher of tragic

events fraught with long chains of consequence, that would last

on through centuries, as it turned its blood-red gaze upon the

desert, upon the palms, upon her ; and, leaning upon her horse's

neck, she too—like Pilate's wife—fell into a sort of strange and
troubled dream for a moment, full of strong, yet ghastly, light

and of shapes that flitted across a background of fire.

In it she saw the priest with a fanatical look of warning in

his eyes, Count Anteoni beneath the trees of his garden, the

perfume-seller in his dark bazaar, Irena with her long throat

exposed and her thin arms drooping, the sand diviner spreading

forth his hands, Androvsky galloping upon a horse as if pursued.

This last vision returned again and again. As the moon rose a

stream of light that seemed tragic fell across the desert and was
woven mysteriously into the light of her waking dream. The
three palms looked larger. She fancied that she saw them
growing, becoming monstrous as they stood in the lery centre of

the path of the nocturnal glory, and suddenly she remembered
her thought when she sat with Androvsky in the garden, that

feeling grows in human hearts like palms rising in the desert.

But these palms were tragic and aspired towards the blood-red

moon. Suddenly she was seized with a fear of feeling, of the

growth of any intense sensation within her, and realised, with an
almost feverish vividness, the impotence of a soul caught in the

grip of a great passion, swayed hither and thither, led into

strange paths, along the edges, perhaps into the depths of

immeasurable abysses. She had said to Androvsky that she

would rather be the centre of a world tragedy than die without

having felt to the uttermost even if it were sorrow. Was that

not the speech of a mad woman, or at least of a woman who was
so ignorant of the life of feeling that her words were idle and
ridiculous ? Again she felt desperately that she did not know
herself, and this lack of the most essential of all knowledge
reduced her for a moment to a bitterness of despair that seem<^
worse than the bitterness of death. The vastness of the desert

appalled her. The red moon held within its circle all the blood
of die OMrtyn of lif« and of idMds. She shivered in the saddle



268 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH
Her natuze seemed to shrink and quiver, and a cry for protectloB
TOK witliin her, the cry of the woman who cannot face life alone,
who must find a protector, who must cling to a strong arm, who
needs man as the world needs God.

Then again it seemed to her that she saw Androrsky gallopine
upon a horse as if pursued.

MoTcd by a desire to do something to combat this strange
despair, born of the moonrise and the night, she sat erect in her
saddle, and resolutely looked at the desert, striring to get away
from herselfm a hard contemplation of the details that surrounded
her, the outward things that were coming each moment into
clearer new. She gazed steadily towards the palms that sharply
cut the moonlight As she did so something black moved away
from them, as if it had been part of them and now detached itself
with the intention of approaching her along the track. At first it

was merely a moving blot, formless and small, but as it drew
nearer she saw that it was a horseman riding slowly, perhaps
stealthily, across the sand. She glanced behind her, and saw
3atouch not far off, and the fires of the nomads. Then she
turned again to watch the horseman. He came steadily forward.

" Madamer
It was the voice of Batouch.
•• Stoy where you are I " she caUed out to him.
She heard ihe soft sound of the horse's feet and could see the

attitude of its rider. He was leaning forward as if searching the
mght. She rode to meet him, and thev came to each other in the
path of the light she had thought tragic.

"You followed me?"
"I cannot see you go out alone into the desert at night,"

Androvsky replied.

" But you have no right to follow me."
•• I cannot let harm come to you, Madame.*
She was silent. A moment before she had been longing for a

protector. One had come to her, the man whom she had been
settmg with those legendary figures who have saddened and
appaUed the imaginations of men. She looked at the dark figure
of Androvsky leaning forward on the horse whose feet were set
on the path of the moon, and she did not know whether she felt
confidence in him or fear of him. All that the priest had said
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rose ap b her mind, all that Count Anteoni had hinted and that

had been risible in the face of the sand diviner. This man had
followed her into the night as a guardian. Did she need some-
one, something, to guard her from him ? A faint horror was still

upon her. Perhaps he knew it and resented it, for he drew him-
self upright on his horse and spoke again, with a decision that
was rare in him.

"Let me send Batouch back to Beni-Mora, Madame."
"Why?" she asked, in a low ?oice that was full of

hesitation.

" You do not need him now."

He was looking at her with a defiant, a challenging expression
that was his answer to her expression of vague distrust and
apprehctision.

" How do you know that ?
"

He did not answer the question, but only said,

—

"It is better here without him. May I send him away,
Madame."

She bent her head. Androvskr rode off and she saw him
speaking to Batouch, who shock his heid as if in contradiction.

"Batouch !" she called out. "You can ride back to Beni-
Mora. We shall follow directly."

The poet cantered forward.

" Madame, it is not safe."

The sound of his voice made Domini suddenly know what
she had not been sure of before—that she wished to be alone
with Androvsky.

" Go, Batouch I " she said. " I tell you to go."

Batouch turned his horse without a word, and disappeared
into the darkness of the distant palms.

When they were alone together Domini and Androvsky sat

silent on their horses for some minutes. Their faces were turned
towards the desert, which was now luminous beneath the moon.
Its loneliness t jverpowering in the night, and made speech at
first an impos-ibility, and even thought difficult. At Ust
Androvsky said,

—

" Madame, why did you look at me like that just now, as if

you—as if you hesitated to remain alone with me ?
"

Suddenly she resolved to tell him of her oppression of tiM

m
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night She felt as if to do to would leUere her of somethinc that
was hke a pain at her heart

.u
"^fJ*

"'"^ occurred to you that we are strangers to each
oAer ? she nid. " That we know nothing of each other's lives ?
What do you know of me or I of you ?

He shifted in his saddle and moved the reins from one hand
to the other, but said nothing.

"Would it seem strange to you if I did hesitate—if evennow—

"

"Yes," he interrupted violently, "it would seem strange to

"Why?"
"You would rely on an Arab and not rely upon me." he said

with in ose bitterness.

" I did not say so."

"Yet at first you wished to keep Batouch.**
"Yes."

"Then—*
" Batouch is my attendant"
"And I? Perhaps I am nothing but a man whom you dis-

trust; whom—whom others tell you to think ill ot"
"I judge for myself."
" But if others speak iU of me ? *

" It would not influence me—for long."
She added the Ust words after a pause. She wished to be

stnctly truthful, and to-night she was not sure that the words of
the priest had made no impression upon her.

"For long!" he repeated. Then he said abruptly. "The
pnest hates me."

"No."

"And Count Anteoni?"
" You interested Count Anteoni greatly."
"Interested him!"
His voice sounded intensely suspicious in the night
« Don't you wish to interest anyone ? It seems to me that to

be uninteresting is to live eternally alone in a sunless desert

"

I wish-I should like to think that I-" He stopped, then
saia, with a sort of ashamea determination. "Could I ever
interest you, Madame ?

"
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"Yet," the answered qtiietlj.

'* But yoa would nther be protected by an Arab than by me.
The priest has—

"

••To-night I do not seem to be myself," she said, interrupting

him. " Perhaps there is some physical reason. I got up very

early, and—don't you tret feel oppressed, suspicious, doubtful of

life, people, yourself, ererything, without apparent reason ? Don't
you know what it is to have nightmare without sleeping?"

" I ! But you are diflTerent."

••To-night I have felt—2 do feel as if there were tragedy near
me, perhaps coming towards me," she said simply, "and I am
oppressed, I am almost afraid."

When she had said it she felt happier, as if a burden she
carried were suddenly lighter. As he did not speak she glanced
at him. The moonrays lit up his face. It looked ghastly, drawn
and old, so changed that she scarcely recognised it and felt, for

a moment, as if she were with a stranger. She looked away
quickly, wondering if what she had seen was merely some strange

effect of the moon, or whether Androvsky was really altered for a
moment by the action of some terrible grief, one of those sudden
sorrows that rush upon a man from the hidden depths of his

nature and tear his soul, till his whole being is lacerated, and he
feels as if his soul were flesh and were streaming with the blood
from mortal wounds. The silence between them was long. In
it she presently heard a reiterated noise that sounded like struggle

and pain made audible. It was Androvsky's breathing. In the
soft and exquisite air of the desert he was gasping like a man
shut up in a cellar. She looked again towards him, startled. As
she did so he turned his horse sideways and rode away a few
paces. Then he pulled up his horse. He was now merely a
black shape upon the moonlight, motionless and inaudible. She
could not take her eyes from this shape. Its blackness suggested
to her the blacKness of a gulf. Her memory still heard that
sound of deep-drawa breathing or gasping, heard it end quivered
beneath it as a tender-hearted person quivers seeing a helpless
creature being ill-used. She hesitated for a moment, and ihen,
carried away by an irresistible impulse to try to soothe this

extr'^mity of pain which she was unable to undtrstar^', she rode
up to Androvsky. When she reached him she di . not know

s
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what ihe had meant to say or do. She felt roddeuiy impotent
and intniMve, and even horribly shy. But before she had time
for speech or action he turned to her and uid. lifting up his
hands with the reins in them and then dropping them down
heavily upon his horse's neck,—

"Madame, I wanted to tell you that to-morrow I—" He
stopped.

"Yes? "she said.

He turned his head away from her till she could not see bis
face.

"To-morrow I am leaving Beni-Mora."
" To-morrow I " she said.

She did not feel the horse under her, the reins in her hand
She did not see the desert or the moon. Though she was look-
ing at Androvsky she no longer perceived him. At the sound of
his words It seemed to her as if all outside thbgs she had everknown had foundered, like a ship whose bottom is ripped up by
a razor-edged rock, as if with them had foundered, too, all things
withm herself: thoughts, feelings, even the bodUy powers that
were of the essence of her life; sense of taste, smell, hearing
sight, the capacity of movement and of deliberate repose
Nothing seemed to remain except the knowledge that she was
still alive and had spoken.

" Yes, to-morrow I shall go away.*
His face was still turned from her, and his voice sounded as

If it spoke to someone at a distance, someone who could hear asman cannot hear.

" To-morrow," she repeated.

She knew she had spoken again, but it did not seem to her as
If she had heard herself speak. She looked at her hands holding
the rems, knew that she looked at them, yet felt as if she were
not seemg them while she did so. The moonlit desert was surely
flickering round her, and away to the horizon in waves that were
caused by the disappearance of that ship which had suddenly
foundered with all its countless lives. And she knew of the
movement of these waves as the soul of one of the drowned,
already released from the body, might know of the movement on
the surface of the sea beneath which its body was hidden.

But the soul was evidently nothing without the body, or, «t
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moBt, merely i continuance of power to know that all which had
been was no more. All which had been wai no more.

At last her mind began to work again, and those words went
through it with persistence. She thought of the fascination of
Africa, that enormous, orerpowering fascination which had taken
possession of her body and spirit. What had become of it ?

What had become of the romance of the palm gardens, of the
brown villages, of the red mountains, of the white town with its

lights, iU white figures, its throbbing music? And the mystical
attraction of the desert—where was it now ? lu voice, that had
called her persistently, was suddenly silent. Its hand, that had
been laid upon her, was removed. She looked at it in the moon-
light and it was no longer the desert, sand with a soul in it, blue
distances full of a music of summons, spaces peopled with spirits

from the sun. It was only a barren waste of dried-up matter,
arid, featureless, desolate, ghastly with the bones of things that

had died.

She heard the dogs barking by the tents of the nomads and
the noises of the insects, but still she did not feel the horse under-
neath her. Yet she was gradually recovering her powers, and
their recovery brought with it sharp, physical pain, such as is

felt by a person who has b:jen nearly drowned and is restored
from unconsciousness.

Androvsky turned rou .
, -saw his eyes fastened upon her,

and instantly pride awoV . and, with pride, her whole self.

She felt her horse ;, ihe reins in her hands, the
stirrup at her foot. She m- . . ^ in her saddle. The blood tingled
in her veins fiercely, bitteriy, as if it had become suddenly acrid.
She felt as if her face were scarlet, as if her whole body flushed,
and as if the flush could be seen by her companion. For a
moment she was clothed from head to foot in a fiery garment of
shame. But she faced Androvsky with calm eyes, and her lips

smiled.

•'You are tired of it?" she said.
«* I never meant to stay long," he answered, looking down.
•* There is not very much to do here. Shall we ride back to

the village now ?
"

She turned her horse, and as she did so cast one more glance
at the three palm trees that stood far out on the path of tht
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mooB. They looked like three malignant fates lifting up theli
handi b malediction. For a moment ihe shivered in the saddle
Then she touched her horse with the whip and turned her eyes
away. Androvsky followed her and rode by her side in silence.

To gain the oasis they passed near to the tents of the nomads,
whose fires were dying out. The guard-dogs were barking
furiously, and straining at the cords which fastened them to the
tent pegs, by the short hedges of brushwood that sheltered the
doors of filthy rags. The Arabs were all within, no doubt huddled
op on the ground asleep. One tent was pitched alone, at a con-
siderable distance from the others, and under the first pahns of
the oasis. A fire smouldered before it, casting a flickering gleam
of light upon something dark which Uy upon the ground between
It and the tent. Tied to the tent was a large white dog, which
was not barking, but which was howUng as if in an agony of fear
Before Domini and Androvsky drew near to th'b tent the howling
of the dog reached them and startled them. There was in it a
note that seemed humanly expressive, as if it were a person trying
to scream out words but unable to from horror. Both of them
instinctively pulled up their horses, listened, then rode forward
When they reached the tent they saw the dark thing lying by
the fire.

"What is it ?" Domini whispered.
"An Arab asleep, I suppose." Androvsky answered, starine

at the motionless object.

"But the dog-" She looked at the white shape leapioi;
frantically against the tent. "Are you sure?"

"It must be. Look, it is wrapped in rags and the head is
covered."

"I don't know."
She stared at it The howling of the dog grew louder, as

if It were straming every nerve to tell them something dreadful.
"Do you mind getting oflF and seeing what it is? Ill hold

the horse."

He swung himself out of the saddle. She caught his rein
and watched him go forward to the thing that lay by the fire
bend down over it, touch it, recoil from it, then—as if with a
determined effort—kneel down beside it on the ground and
take the rags that covered it in his hands. After a moment of
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contempUtioD of what they hai hidden he dropped the rags

—

or rather threw them from him with a Tiolent gesture—got up

aod came back to Domini, and looked at her without ipeaking.

She bent down.

"Ill teU jou—"she said. '*ini teU jou what it is. It's a

dead woman."

It seemed to her as if the dark thing Ijing jy )che fire was

herself.

" Yes," he said. " It's a woman who has been strangled."

" Poor woman I " she said. " Poor—poor woman I

"

And it seemed to her as if she said it of herself.

XV

LyiNO in bed in the dark that night Domini heard the church

clock chime the hours. She was not restless though she was

wakeful. Indeed, she felt like a woman to whom an injection

of morphia had been administered, as if she never wished to

more again. She lay there counting the minutes that made the

passing hours, counting them calmly, with an inexorable and

almost cold self-possession. The process presently became

mechanical, and she was able, at the same time, to dwell upon
theeventi. ' at had fc^wed upon t discovery of the murdered

woman by the tent : Androvsky's pu..ing aside of the door of the

tent to find it empty, their sh<»t ride to the encampment close

by, their rousing up of the sleeping Arabs within, filthy nomads
clothed in patched garments, unveiled women with wrinkled,

staring faces, huge plaits of false hair and amulets. From
the tents the strange figures had streamed forth into the light

of the moon and the fading fires, gesticulating, talking loudly,

furiously, in an uncouth language that was unintelligible to her.

Led by Androvsky they had come to the c rpse, while the air

was rent by the frantic barking of all the guard dogs and the

howling of the dog that had been a witness of .he murder.

Then in the night had risen the shrill wailing of the women,
a w.iiling that seemed to pierce the stars and shudder out to the

remotest confines of the desert, and in the cold white radiance

of the moon a savage vision of grief had been presented to ha
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ertt: naked armi getticuUting u if they itrow tn rammon
engeance from hearen, daw-like hand* casting earth upon
headi from which dangled Fatma hands, chains of tarnished
sil?er and lumps of coral that reminded her of congealed uiood,
bodies that swayed and writhed u if st.icken with conrulsions
or rent by seren devils. She remembered how strange had
seemed to her the ?ast calm, the vast silence, that encompassed
this noisy outburst of humanity, how inflexible had looked the
eno mous moon, how unsympathetic the brightly shining stars,
how fererish and irritable the flickering illumination of the
flames that spurted up and fainted away like things stiU living
but in the agonies of death.

Then had followed her silent ride back to Bcni-Moia with
Androvsky along the straight road which had always fascinated
her spirit of adventure. They had ridden slowly, without
looking at each other, witho exchanging a word. She had
felt dry and weary, like an old woman who had passed through
a long life of suflering and emerged into a region where any
acute feeling is unable to exist, as at a certain altitude from the
earth human life can no longer exist. The beat of the horses'
hoofs upon the road had sounded hard, as her heart felt, cold as
the temperature of her mind. Her body, which usually swayed
to her horse's slightest morement, was rigid in the saddle. She
recollected that once, when her horse stumbled, shi luul thrilled
with an abrupt anger that was almost ferorious, and had lifted
her whip to Ush it. But the hand had slipped down nervelessly,
and she had fallen again into her frigid reverie.

When they reached the hotel she had dropped to the ground
heavily, and heavily had ascended the steps of the verandah,
follow^ by Androvsky. Without turning to him o;: bidding him
good-night she had gone to her room. She hat* -. acted with
intentional rudeness or indifference—indeed, she had felt incapable
of an intention. Simply, she had forgotten, for the first time
perhaps in her life, an ordinary act of courtesy, as an old person
sometimes forgets you are there and withdraws mto himself.
Androvsky had said nothing, had not tried to attract her attention
to himself. She had heard his steps die away on the verandah.
Then, mechanically, she had undressed and got into bed, where
she was now mechanically counting the passing momenta.
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PraMotly the became aware of her own ttillnete and eon-

aacted it with the ttiUneM of the dead woman bj the tent She

lay, at it wtie, watching her own corpae u a Catholic keepi vigil

betide a body that has not yet been put into the grave. Bat in

this chamber of death there were no flowers, no lighted candles,

no lips that moved in prayer. She had gone to bed without

praybg. She remembercKl that now, but with indifference.

Dead people do not pray. The living pray for them. But even

the watcher could not pray. Another hour struck in the belfry

of the church. Sha listened to the chime and left off counting

the moments, and this act of cessation made more perfect the

peace of the dead woman.
When the sun rose her sensation (^ d(><»th passed away,

leaving behind it, however, a lethargy of mind ;jid body such as

she had never known before the previous night. Susanne,

coming in to call her, exclaimed,

—

"Mam'zelleisiU?"

"No. Why should I be ill?"

" Mam'selle looks so strange," the maid said, regarding her

with round and curious eyes. ** As if
—

"

She hesitated.

" Give me my tea," Domini said.

When she was drinking it she asked,—
"Do you know at what time the train leaves Beni-Mora—the

passenger trai4 7"

" Yes, Nfam'selle. There is only one in the day. It goes

soon after twelve. Mocsieur Helmuth told me."
••Oh!"
•• What gown will—?"

*• Any gown—the white linen one I had on yesterday."

"Yes, Mam'selle."

" No, not that. Any other gown. Is it going to be hot ?
"

" Very hot, Ma-n'zelle. There is not a cloud in the sky."
" How strange 1 " Domini said, in a low voice that Suzanne

did not hear. When she was up and dressed she said,

—

" I am going out to Count Anteoni's garden. I think I'll—
yes, I'll take a book with me."

She went into her little salon and looked at the volumes
scattered about there, some books of devotion, travel, books on
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•port, RosMtti'i and Newman's poems, some French novels, and
the norels of Jane Austen, of which, oddly, considering her
nature, she was very fond. For the first time in her life the,
struck her as shriyelled. petty chronicles of shriveUed. bloodlesa
artificial hres. She turned back into her bedroom, took up the
htfle white Tolume of the Imi/atum, which Uy alwars near her
bed, and went out into the rerandah. She looked neither to
nght nor left, but at once descended the staircase and took her
way along the arcadfr

When she reached the gate of the garden she hesitated
brfore knocking upon it. The sight of the vUla. the arches, the
white walls and clustering trees she knew so weU hurt her so
fnghtfully, so unexpectedly, that she felt frightened and sick, and
as If she must go away quickly to some pJace which she had
neyer seen, and which could caU up no reminiscences in her
mind. Perhaps she would have gone into the oasis, or along the
path thai skirted the rirer bed, had not Smain softly opened the
gate and come out to meet her, holding a great velvety rose b his
Urn hand.

He gave it to her without a word, smiling languidly with eyes
in which the sun seemed caught and turned to glittering dark-
ness, and as she took it and moved it in her fingers, looking at
the wine-coloured petals on which lay tiny drops of water
gleaming with thin and silvery lights, she remembered her first
visit to the garden, and the mysterious enchantment that had
floated out to her through the gate from the golden vistas and the
dusky shadows of the trees, the feeling of romantic expectation
that had stirred within her as she stepped on to the sand and
saw before her the winding ways disappearing into dimness
between the nils edged by the pink geraniums.

How long ago that seemed, like a remembrance of early
childhood in the heart of one who is old.

Now that the gate was open she resolved to go into the
garden. She might as well be there as elsewhere. She stepped
in. holding the rose in her hand. One of the drops of water
slipped from an outer petal and fell upon the sand. She thought
of It as a tear. The rose was weeping but her eyes were dry. She
touched the rose with her lips.

ToKiay the garden was like a stranger to her. but a stranger

«

r4

4
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with whom she had oiic»—long, long igo—been intimate, whom
•he had tnuted, and by whom the had been betiajed. She
looked at it and Icnew that she had thought it beautiful and loved
it From its recesses had come to her troops of dreams. The
leares of its trees had touched her as with tender hands. The
waters of its rills had whispered to her of the hidden things that
lie in tiie breast of joy. The golden rays that played through its

scented aUeys had played, too, through the shadows of her heart,
E aking a warmth and light there that seemed to come from
heaven. She knew this as one knows of the apparent humanity
that greeted one's own humanity in the friend who is a friend no
longer, and she sickened at it as at the thought of remembered
intimacy with one proved treacherous. There seemed to her
nothing ridiculous in tins personification of the garden, as there
had formerly seemed to her nothing ridiculous in her thought of
the desert as a being; but the fact that she did thus instinctively
personify the nature that surrounded her gave to the garden in
her eyes an aspect that was hostile and even threatening, as if she
faced a love now changed to hate, a cold and inimical watchful-
ness that knew too much about her, to which she had once told
all her happy secrets and murmured aU her hopes. She did not
hate the garden, but she felt as if she feared it. The movements
of its leaves conveyed to her uneasiness. The hidden places,
which once had been to her retreats peopled with tranquil bless-
ings, were now become ambushes m which lay lurking enemies.

Yet she did not leave it, for tonlay something seemed to teU
her that it was meant that she should suffer, and she bowed in
spirit to the decree.

She went on slowly till she reached i\it fitmoir. She entered
it and sat down.

She had not seen any of the gardeners or heard the note of a
flute. The day was very still. She looked at the narrow door-
way and remembered exactly the attitude in which Count Anteoni
had stood during their first interview, holding a trailing branch of
the bougainvillea in his hand. She saw him as a shadow that
the desert had taken. Glancing down at the carpet of sand she
imagined Uie figure of the sand diviner crouching tiiere and le-
ttlted bis prophecy, and direcdy she did this she knew that she
had beheved m it She had believed that one day she would ride
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out into the desert in a storm, and that with her, enclosed in the
curtains of a palanquin, there would be a companion. TheDinner had not told her who would be this companion. Dark-
ness was about him rendering him invisible to the eyes of the
•eer. But her heart had told her. She had seen the other figure
lathepaUnquin. It was a man. It was Androvsky.

She had believed that she would go out into the desert with
Androvsky, with this traveller of whose history, of whose soul, sheknew nothing. Some inherent fatalism within her had told hersa And now—?

The darkness of the shade beneath the trees in this inmost
recess of the garden fell upon her like the darkness of that storm
in which the desert was blotted out, and it was fearful to her
because she felt that she must travel in the storm alone. Till now
she had been very much alone in life and had realised that such
sohtude was dreary, that in it development was difficult, and that
It fhecked the steps of the pilgrim who should go upward to the
heights of life. But never tiU now had she felt the fierce tragedy
of sohtude, the utter terror of it. As she sat in theA«^,>, look
ing down on the smoothly-raked sand, she said to herself that till
this moment she had never had any idea of the meanine of
sohtude. It was the desert within a human soul, but the d^ert
without the sun. And she knew this because at last she loved,
ihe dark and silent flood of passion that Uy within her had
l>een released from its boundaries, the old landmarks were r pt
away for ever, the face of the worid was changed.

She loved Androvsky. Everything in her loved him ; aU that
she had been, all that she was, all that she could ever be loved
him

;
that which was physical in her, that which was spiritual, the

brain, the heart, the soul, body and flame burning within it-
all that made her the wonder that is woman, loved him. She was
love for Androvsky. It seemed to her that she was nothing else,
had never been anything else. The past years were nothmg. thepam by which she was stricken when her mother fled, by which
she was tormented when her father died bkspheming. were
nothmg. There was no room in her for anything but love of
Androvsky. At this moment even her love of God seemed to
have been expelled from her. Afterwards she remembered that
She did not think of it now. For her there was a universe with
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but one figure in it—Androvsky. She was unconicioui of herself

except as love for him. She was unconscious of any Creatire

Power to whom she owed the fact that he was there to be loved

by her. She was passion, and he was that to which passion

flowed.

The woild was the stream and the sea.

As she sat there with her hands folded on her knees, her eyes

bent down, and the purple flowers all about her, she felt simplified

and cleansed, as if a mass of little things had been swept from her,

leaving space for the great thing that hencbiorth must for ever

dwell within her and dominate her life. The burning shame of

which she had been conscious on the previous night, when
Androvsky told her of his approaching departure and she was
stricken as by a lightning flash, had died away from her utterly.

She remembered it with wonder. How should she be ashamed
of love ? She thought that it would be impossible to her to be
ashamed, even if Androvsky knew all that she knew. Just then

the immense truth of her feeling conquered everything else, made
every other thing seem false, and she said to herself that of truth

she did not know how to be ashamed. But with the knowledge
of the immense truth of her love came the knowledge of the

immense sorrow that might, that must, dwell side by side with it

Suddenly she moved. She lifted her eyes from the sand and
looked out into the garden. Besides this truth within her there

was one other thing in the world that was true. Androvsky was
going away. While she sat there the moments were passing.

They were making the hours that were bent upon destruction.

She was sitting in the garden now and Androvsky was close by.

A little time would pass noiselessly. She would be sitting there

and Androvsky would be far away, gone from the desert, gone out
of her life no doubt for ever. And the garden would not have
changed. Each tree would stand in its place, each flower would
still give forth its scent. The breeze would go on travelling

through the lacework of the branches, the streams slipping

between the sandy walls of the rills. The inexorable sun would
shine, and the desert would whisper in its blue distances of the
unseen things that always dwell beyond. And Androvsky would
be gone. Their short intercourse, so full of pain, uneasiness,

reserve, so fragmentary, so troubled by abrupt violences, by

1

1

it
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ignorance, by t .eiwe of horror even on the one side, and brw^mcj consunt «.,pidon on the other, would have come

she expected inanimate Nature to take up arms for her against
this fate. Yet she did not for a moment iink of Uking u?a m
She did not mtend to return to it tiU he was gone. The idea of

7tZ^Z r*^'
*^"* "'** **'' "^°*^ There is «, intensity

?lS^fK^ 8"*''*»«'.«^<>». but there is a greater intensity of

t^n?K '*1.*" ."*'**" i»PO~ible. the feeling that seems toturn a human being into a sheU of stone within which bum all^e firejof creation. Domini knew that she would not moTe ou

::^^::!i^L^ ''" ^^-^^ -^-^ ^« '^-^ - ^-

.nH^n! ***f ^^ u
°''° *^* ^'"''^*^ »I«° »^« «*t by her side,

h« r V I u
^'^^ " "P- '^*^'' "8*»* *>^ •*» ^«»i«« Pa««« madeher think for the first time, "Do I love GcJ any more?" And

'Zl^'tL ^"^,1,' "^l ^"^ *****"8**^ "«'^« I •-•^ loved

S^ h. I^A
'"°''^5**«\^' ber love for Androvsky. for this bodyAat she had seen for this soul tUt she had seen through thebody Uke a flame through gUss. made her believe just th«m that

If she had ever thought-and certainly she had thought- that sheloved a being whom she had never seen, never even imaginatively
projected. ,he had deceived herself. The act of faith%L n^impossible but the act of love for the object on which t^Tfaithwas concentrated now seemed to her impossible. For her bodv

^11 l^T?"^
P"""^*' "'^ ^"" «^ » "°^ • ^"'y «f »tf«- The fleshhat had slept was awakened and knew itself. And she couldl^oonger feel that she could love that which her flesh c^ld nottoucl, that which could not touch her flesh. And she ^d 'oherself without terror, even without regret. "I do not love Inever have loved, God."

*

She looked into the book :

"Unspeakable, indeed, is the sweetness of thy contempUtionwhich thou bestowest on them that love thee."
'«°P«"on.

AnHT^i/w""*"? t '^' <^o°t«™Plation' She remembered
Androvskys face looking at her out of the heart of the sun a.they met for the first tmie in the blue country. In that moment



THE GARDEN «83

she put him consciouslj in the place of God, coid there was
nothing within her to my, " You are committing m<mal oin."

She looked into the book once mote and her eyes fell

upon the words which she had read on her first morning in

Beni-Mora

:

" Love watcheth, and sleeping, slumbereth not. When wcary

it is not tired; when straitened it in not constrained; when
frightened it is not disturbed; but like a yivid flame and a

burning torch it mounteth upwards and securely passeth

through all. Whosoerer loTeth knoweth the cry of this voice."

She had always loved these words and thought them the most
beautiful in the book, but now they came to her with the newness

of the first spring morning that ever dawned upon the world.

The depth of them was laid bare to her, and, with that depth, the

depth of her own heart The paralysis of anguish passed from

her. She no longer looked to Nature as one dumbly seeking

help. For they led her to herself, ai\d made her look into herself

and her own love and know it " WLen frightened it is not dis-

turbed—it securely passeth through klL" Tha» was absolutely

true—true as her love. She looked down into her love, and she

saw there the face of God, but thought she saw the face of human
love only. And it was so beautiful and so strong that eveu the

tears upon it gave her courage, and she said to herself, " Nothing
matters, nothing can matter so long as I have this love within me.
He is going away, but I am not sad, for I am going with him—my
love, all that I am—that is going with him, will always be with

him."

Just then it seemed to her that if she had seen Androvsky
lying dead before her on the sand she could not have felt un-

happy. Nothing could do harm to a great love. It was the

one permanent, eternally vital thing, clad in an armour of fire

that no weapon could pierce, free of all terror from outside
things because it held its safety within its own heart, everlastmgly

enough, perfectly, flawlessly complete for and in itself. From
that moment fear left her, restlessness left her. Anyone looking
in upon her from the garden would have looked in upon a
great, calm happiness.

Presently there came a step upon the sand of the garden
walks. A man, going slowly, with a sort of passionate rductance*
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M if iomething immensely .trong was trying to hold him back.

Sdn. Ir .v" *'°J
"*"' **"* °^ *« ««'<=• ""•Wrie into the

L''"or."rhisS„ht:;iatr "' ^>
Hi. thin Cheeks h«, faUent rttTLeS^frj^d^e^t^d

S! M K f »«>Perfect mask to a pallor that, fullyTisible, would hare been more terrible than that of icor^In his eye, there was a fixed expresrion of feroaous irST^i

from some dreadful misery, and cursed himself becausrhe

«s«Jl^
*^*? ? ^""^ *^* «*'^«' <""rtively but minutely

l^^Tw ' 5""*'*^ ^"*''"~ »»« ««xJ "till ^en heturned back and went a litUe way towards the wide swTn ni

ou. ambling h„d^ b«,k. off b«„ch.. .ad ftrS.rcn':'

h^r".i ^ dommtting r-b. th.t ,«. rising in

Hb «„ce died .«,. H. took hold of one h.id w,"h .beotber and went on silently

Domini was stiU sitting, with one hand resting on the o»n

came to It .0 softly that she did not he» hi. step. He sawher, aood quite stUl ander the tree^ «,d looked « ha f"I
^.ZJ' " "'irr

^"^ '"' '^^^o «' "» "tLed .rb.cone uiother man. The ferodt» of grief and anger faded from
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hit eyes, which were filled with an expression ofprofound wonder
then of flickering uncertainty, then of hard manly resolution

a fighting expreuion that was full of sex and passion. The
guilty, fnrtiTe look which had been stamped upon all his

fehlurc^ sp'^cially upon his lips, Tanished. Suddenly he became
younger 5n appearance. His figure straightened itself. His
hands ceased from trembling. He moved away from the trees,

and went to the doorway of thtfi^ptoir.

Domini looked up, saw him, and got up quietly, clasping her
fingers round the li> Me book.

AndroTsky stood just beyond the doorway, took off his hat,

kept it in his hand, and said,

—

" I came here to say good-bye.*

He made a morement as if to come into ihejiimair, but she
stopped it by coming at once to the opening. She felt that she
could not speak to him enclosed within walls, under a roof. He
drew back, and she came out and stood beside him on the
sand.

•* Did you know I should come ? " he said.

She noticed that he had ceased to call her '* Madame," and
also that there was in his voice a sound she had not heard in it

before, a note of new self-possession that suggested a spirit con-

centrating itself and aware of its own strength to acl^

•• No," she answered.
** Were you coming back to the hotel this morning ? " he asked.
"No."
He was silent for a moment. Then he said sloHy,

—

" Then—then you did not wish—you did not mean to see
me again before I went ?

"

"It was not that. I came to the garden—I had to come I
had to be alone."

"You want to be alone?" he said. "You want to be
alone?"

Already the strength was dying out of his voice and face, and
the old uneasiness was waking up in him. A dreadful ex-
pression of pain came into his eyes.

"Was that why you—you looked so happy?" he said in a
harsh, trembling voice.

"When?"
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**l itood for • long while looking at you when yon wete ia

there "—he pointed to tht/unmr--'* and your face was happy—
your face was happy."

•• Yes, I know.»
" You wiU be happy alone?—alone fa the desert?"
When he said that she felt suddenly the agony of the water-

less spaces, the agony of the unpeopled wastes. Her whole
spint shrank and quirered, all the great joy of her love died
within her. A moment before she had stood upon the heights
of her heart Now she sank into its deepest, blackest abyssee.
She looked at him and said nothing.

" You will not be happy alone.*

His Toice no longer trembled. He caught hold of her left
hand, awkwardly, nenrously, but held it strongly with his close to
his side, and went on speaking.

•• Nobody is happy alone. Nothing i»~men and women^
children—animals—» \ bird flew across the shadowy space under
the trees, foUowed by another bird ; he pointed to them ; they
disappeared—"The birds, too, they must have companionship
Everything wants a companion."

"Yes."

" But then—you will stay here alone in the desert ? *

"What else can I do ? " she said.

"And that journey," he went on, still holding her hand fast
against his side, " your journey into the desert—you will take it

alone?"

" What else can I do ? " she repeated in a lower voice.
It seemed to her that he was deliberately pressing her down

into the uttermost darkness.

"You will not go."
•* Yes, I shall go.'

She spoke with conviction. Even in that moment—most of
all in that moment—she knew that she would obey the summons
of the desert

" I—I shall never know the desert," he said. " I thought-
it seemed to me that I, too, should go out into it. I have
wanted to go. You have made me want to eo."

"Yes. Once you said to me that peace must dwell out
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there. It wu on the tower the—the fint time you erer ipoke to

me."
*' I remember."
** I wonder d—I <^n wonder why 70a ipoke to me.*

She knew '*e wai looking at her with intensity, bat the kept

her eyei on the land. There was something in them that she

Aslt he most not see, a light that had just come into them as she

realised that already, on the tower before she eren knew him,

she had loTed him. It was that loTe, already bom in her heart

but as yet unconscious of its own existence, which had so

strangely increased for her the magic of the African evening

when she watched it with him. But before—suddenly she knew
that she had lored AndroTsky from the banning, from the

moment when his face looked at her as if out of the heart of the

lun. That was why her entry into the desert had been full of

such extraordinary significance. This man and the desert were,

had always been, as one in her mind. Never had she thought

of the one without the other. Never had she been mysteriously

called by the desert without hearing as a far-off echo the voice

of Androvsky, or been drawn onward by the mystical summons
of the blue distances without being drawn onward, too, oy the

mystical summons of the heart to which her own responded.

The link between the man and the desert was indissoluble.

She could not conceive of its being severed, and as she realised

this, she realised also something that turned her whole nature

into flame.
|]

She could not conceive of Androvsky's not loving her, of his

not having loved her from the moment when he saw her in the

sun. To him, too, the desert had made a revelation—the revela- ij

\ion of her face, and of the soul behind it looking through it. In

the flames of the sun, as they went into the desert, the flames of

their two spirits had been blended. She knew that certainly and
for ever. Then how could it be possible that Androvsky should
not go out with her into the desert?

"Why did you speak to me ? " he said.

"We came into the desert together," she answered simply.

"We had to ki )w each other."
" And now—now—we have to say—

"

His voice ceased. Far away there was the thin sound of a



s8S THE GARDEN OF ALLAH
chiflM. Domini had never befeie beard the church bell b the
garden, and now she felt as if ihe heard it not with her ears bat
with her spirit As she heard she felt Andronky's hand, which
had been hot upon hers, turn cold. He let her hand go, and
again she was stricken bj the horrible sound she had heard the
previous night in the desert, when he turned his horse and rode
away from her. And now, as then, he turned away from her in
silence, but she knew that this time be was leaving her, that thii

movement was his final good-bye. With his head bowed down
he took a few steps. He was near to a turning of the path. She
watched him, knowing that within lets than a moment she would
be watching only the trees and the sand. She gaxed at the bent
figure, calling up all her faculties, crying out to herself passion
ately, desperately, "Remember it—remember it as it is—there—
before you—j«»«t as it is—for ever." As it reached the turning,
in the distance of the garden rose the light twitter of the flute of
Larbi. Androvsky stopped, stood still with his back turned
towards her. And Larbi, hiddai and far off, showered out hit
little notea of African love, of love in the desert where the sun ii

everlasting, and the passion of man is hot as the sun, where
Liberty reigns, lifting her cymbals that are as spheres of fire, and
the footsteps of Freedom are heard upon the sand, treading to-

wards the south.

Larbi played—pUyed on and on, untiring as the love that
blossomed with the world, but that will not die when the world
dies.

Then Androvsky came back quickly till he reached the place
where Domini was standing. He put his hands on her shoulders.
Then he sank down on the sand, letting his hands slip down over
her breast and along her whole body till they cUsped themselves
round her knees. He pressed his face into her dress against her
knees.

" I love you," he said. " I love you—but don't Usten to me
—you mustn't hear it—you mustn't. But I must say it. I can't
—I can't go till I say it. I love you—I love you."

She heard him sobbing against her knees, and the sound was
as the sound of strength made audible. She put her handti
against his temples.

" I am listening," she said. " I must hear it."
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He looked up, rote to hii feet, put hit handi ebind her

•houlden, held her, and set hii lipe on hen, prening hit whole

body agftinft hen.
•• Hear it I " he laid, muttering againit her lipa. •' Hear it I

lo?e 7on—I lore jou."

The two birds they had leen fiew back beneath the trees,

turned in an airy circle, rose above the trees into the blue sky,

and, side by side, winged their way out of the garden to the

desert.



BOOK IV

THE JOURNEY

XVI

ON the evening before the day of Domini'i marriage with

Androviky there wr . a strange sunset, which attracted

even the attention and roused the comment of the Arabs. The
daj had been calm and beautiful, one of the most lo?elj days of

the North African spring, and Batouch, resting from the

ttluoaphant labour of kuperintending the final preparations for a

long desert journey, augured a morning of Paradise fot the de-

parture along the straight road that led at Ust to Tombouctou. But
as the radiant afternoon drew to its end there came into the blue

sky a whiteness that suggested a heaven turning pale b the con-

teiapUtion of some act that was piteous and terrible. And under
this blanching heaven the desert, and all things and people of

the oasir of Beoi-Mors, assumed an aspect of apprehension, as if

they felt themselves to be in the thrall of some power whose
omnipotence they could not question and whose purpose they
feared. This whiteness was shot, at the hour of sunset, with

streaks of sulphur yellow, and dappled with small, ribbed clouds
tinged with yellow^een, a bitter and cruel shade of green that

distressed the eyes as a merciless light distresses them ; but these

colours quickly faded, and again the whiteness prevailed for a

brief space of time before the heavy falling of a darkness un-

pierced by stars. With this darkness came a faint moaning of

hollow wind from the desert, a lamentable murmur that shuddered
over the great spaces, crept among the palms and the flat-roofed

hi uses, and died away at the foot of the brown mountains beyond
the Hammam Salahine. The succeeding silence, short and in-

tense, was like a sound of fear, like the cry of a voice lifted up in

protest against the approach of an unknown, but dreaded, fate.

Then the wind came again with a stronger moaning and a

lengthened Ufe, not yet forceful, not yet with all its powers, but

more tenacious, more acquainted with ^delf and the deeds that it
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might do when the night was black tmong the vast landi which
were its birth-place, among the crouching plains and the trembling

palm groveik »hat would be its battle-ground.

1^ Batouch looked grave as he listened to the wind and the creak

ingofthe palm stems one against another. Sand came upon his

(ace .
He pulled the hood of his burnous over his turban and across

his cheeks, covered his mouth with a fold of his haik and stared

into the blackness, like an animal in search of something his

iostinct has detected approaching from a distance.

Ali was beside him in the doorway of the Cafd Maure, a slim

Arab boy, bronse-coloured and serious as an idol, who was a
troubadour <tf the Sahara, singer of " Janat " and many love-

songs, player of the guiur backed with sand tortoise and faced
w ith stretched goatskin. Behind them swung an oil bmp fastened
to a beam of pttlm, and the red ashes glowed in the coffee niche
and shed a ray upon the shelf of small white cups with faint designs
of gold. Id a comjr, his bUck face and arms faintly relieved
against the ^all, an old negro crouched, gazing into vacancy
with bulging eyes, and beating with a curved palm stem upnn an
oval drum, whose murmur was deep and hollow as the murmur
of the wind, and seemed indeed its echo prisoned within the
room and str- ing to escape.

"There i vind on my eyelids," said Batouch. "It is bad
for to-morrow. When Allah sends the sand we should cover
the face and play the Udies' game within the«i//, we should not
travel on the road towards the south."

Ali said nothing, but drew up his haik over his mouth and nose,
and looked into the night, folding his thin hands in his burnoiA

" Achmed will sleep in the Bordj of Arba," continued Batouch
in a low, murmuring voice, as if i;peaking to himself. "And the
beasts will be in the cour*. Nothing can remain outside, for
there will be a greater roaring of the wind at Arba. Can it be the
will of Allah that we rest in the tents to-morrow? "

Ali made no answer. The wind had suddenly died down.
The sand grains came no more against their eyelids and the folds
of their haiks. Behind them the negro's drum gave out mono-
tonously its echo of the wind. fiUing the silence of the night.

" Whatever Allah sends," Batouch went on softly after a pause,
" Madame will go. She is brave as the Hon. There is no jackal
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in Madame. Irena it not more brave that the is. But Madame
will nerer wear the veil for a man's sake. She will not wear the
reil, but she could gire a knife-thrust if he were to look at another
woman as he has looked at her, as he will look at her to-morrow.
She is proud as a Touareg and there is fierceness in her. But he
will never look at another woman as he will look at her to-morrow.
The Roumi is not as we are."

The wind came back to join its sound with the drum, im-
prisoning the two Arabs in a muttering circle.

•• They will not care," said Batouch. •• They will go out into
the storm without fear."

The sand pattered more sharply on his eyelids. He drew
back into the cafi. Ali followed him, and they squatted down
side by side upon the ground and looked before them seriously.
The noise of the wind increased till it nearly drowned the noise
of the negro's drum. Presently the one-eyed owner of the eafe
brought them two cups of coflFee, setting the cups near their
stockinged feet. They rolled two cigarettes and smoked in
silence, sipping the coffee from time to time. Then Ali began
to glance towards the negro. Half shutting his eyes, and assum-
ing a languid expression that was almost sickly, he stretched his
lips in a smile, gently moving his head from side to side. Batouch
watched him. Presently he opened his lips and began to sing :—

•• The love of women «i like % date that is golden in the ran,

_. , ,
That is golden—

The love of women is like a gazelle that comes to drink—
To drink at the water springs—

The love of women is like the nargileh, and like the dust of the keei
That is mingled with tobacco and with honey.

Put the reed between thy lips, O loving man

!

And draw dreams from the hashish that is the love of women I

JanatI Janat ! JanatI"

The wind grew louder and sand was blown along the cafi
floor and about the coffee-cups.

•' The love of women is like the rose of the Caid's garden
Tiiat is full of silver tears—

The love of women is like the first day of the spring
When the children play at Cora—

The love of women is like the Derbouka that has been warmed at the fire
And gives oat a sweet sound.

Take it in thy hands, O loving man I

And sing to the Derbouka thai is the love of women.
Jaaatl JanatI JanatI"
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In the doorway, where the lamp swung from the beam, a
man in European dresi stood stiU to listen. The wind wailed
behind him and stirred his clothes. His eyes shone in the faint
light with a fierceness of emotion in ^ich there was a joy that
was almost terrible, but in which there seemed also to be some-
thing that was troubled. When the song died away, and only the
voices of the wind and the drum spoke to the darkness, he dis-
appeared into the night. The Arabs did not see him,

"Just! Janatl Janatl"

The night drew on and the storm increased. All the doors
of the houses were closely shut. Upon the roofs the guard dogs
crouched, shivering and whining, against the earthen parapets.
The camels groaned in the fondouks, and the tufted heads of
the palms swayed like the waves of the sea. And the Sahara
seemed to be lifting up its voice in a summons that was
tremendous as a summons to Judgment.

Domini had always known that the desert would summon
her. She heard its summons now in the night without fear.
The roaring of the tempest was sweet in her ears as the sound of
the Derbouka to the loving man of the sands. It accorded with
the fire that lit up the cloud of passion in her heart. Its
wildness marched in step with a marching wildness in her veins
and pulses. For her gipsy blood was astir to-night, and the
recklessness of the boy in her seemed to clamour with the
storm. The sound of the wind was as the sound of the clashing
cymbals of Liberty, caUing her to the adventure that love would
glonfy, to the far-away life that love would make perfect, to
the untrodden paths of the sun of which she had dreamed in
the shadows, and on which she would set her feet at last with the
comrade of her soul.

To-morrow her life would begin, her real life, the Ufe of which
men and women dream as the prisoner dreams of freedom.
And she was glad, she thanked God, that her past years had
been empty of joy, that in her youth she had been robbed of
youth s pleasures. She thanked God that she had come to maturity
without knowing love. It seemed to her that to love in early
Ufe was almost pitiful, was a catastrophe, an experience for which
the soul was not ready, and so could not appreciate at its fuU and
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wonderfal Talne. She tiioaght of it as of a child being taken away
from the world to Paradise without having known the pain of

existence in the world, and at that moment she worshipped
suffering. Every tear that she had ever shed she loved, every weary
hour, every despondent thought, every cruel disappointment.
She called around her the congregation of her past sorrows, and
she blessed them and bade them depart from her for ever.

As she heard the roaring of the wind she smiled. The
Sahara was fulfilling the words of the Diviner. To-morrow she
and Androvsky would go out into the storm and the

darkness together. The train of camels would be lost in the

desolation of the desert. And the people of Beni-Mora would
see it vanish, and, perhaps, would pity those who were bidden by
the curtains of the palanquin. They would pity her ar Suzanne
pitied her, openly, with eyes that were tragic. She laughed
aloud.

It was late in the night. Midnight had sounded yet she did

not go to bed. She feared to sleep, to lose the consciousness of

her joy, of the glory which had come into her life. She was a

miser of the golden hours of this black and howling night. To
sleep would be to be robbed. A splendid avarice in her rebelled

against the thought of sleep.

Was Androvsky sleeping? She wondered and longed to

know.

To-night she was fully aware for the first time of the inherent

fearlessness of her character, which was made perfect at last bv
her perfect love. Alone, she had always had courage. Even in

her most listless hours she had never been a craven. But nc"
she felt the completeness of a nature clothed in armour that

rendered it impregnable. It was a strange thing that mnn
should have the power to put the finishing touch to God's wor

that religion should stoop to be a handmaid to faith m a huma>i

being. But she did not think it strange. Everything in life seemed
to her to be in perfect accord because iier heart was in perfect

accord with another heart.

And she welcomed the storm. She even welcomed something
else that came to her now in the storm : the memory of the sand
diviner's tortured face as he gazed down reading her fate in the

sand. For what was an untroubled fate ? Surely a life that crept
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•long the hollows and had no impulse to call it to the heights.

Knowing the flawless perfection of her armour she had a wild
longing to prore it She wished that there should be assaults

upon her love, because she knew she could resist them one and
aU, and she wished to hare the keen joy of resisting them. Thoe
is a health of body so keen and vital tfaiat it desires combat. The
soul sometimes knows a precisely similar health and is filled with
a similar desire.

•• Put my lore to the proof, O God !

" was Domini's last prayer
that night when the storm was at its wildest. "Put my lore to

the uttermost proof that he may know it, as he can never ki. >w it

otherwise."

And she fell asleep at length, peacefully, in the tumult of the
night, feeling that Grod had b ard her prayer.

The dawn came struggling like an exhausted pilgrim through
the windy dark, paie and faint, with no courage, it seeme 1, to
grow bravely into day. As if with the sedulous effort of some-
thing weary but of unconquered will, it slowly lit up Beni-Mora
with a feeble light that flickered in a cloud of whirling sand,
revealing the desolation of an almost featureless void. The
village, the whole oasis, was penetrated by a passionate fog that

instead of brooding heavily, phlegmatically, over the face of life

and nature travelled like a demented thing bent upon instant

destruction, and coming thus cloudily to be more free for crime.
It was an emissary of the desert, propelled with irresistible force
from the farthest recesses ofthe dunes, and the desert itselfseemed
to be hurrying behind it as if to ,py upon the doing of its deeds.
As the sea in a^great storm rages against the land, ferocious that
land should be, so the desert now raged against the oasis that
ventured to exist in its bosom. Every palm tree was the victim
of its wrath, every running rill, every habitation of man. Along
the tunnels of mimosa it went like a foaming tide through a
cavern, roaring towards the mountains. It returned and swept
about the narrow streets, eddying at the comers, beating upon
the palm-wood doors, behind which the painted dancing-girls
were cowering, cold under their pigments and their heavy jewels,
their red hands trembling and clasping one another, clamouring
about the minarets of the mosques on which the frightened doves
were sheltering, shaking the fences that shut in the gazelles b
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their plemuno^ t^g «t the great itatue of the Cardinal that
f»c«i It rewlutely, holding up the double ciou as if to exorcise
It. battering upon the tall, white tower on whose summit Domini^ first spoken with Androvsky, raging through the aUeys of
Count Anteom's garden, the arcades of his vilta, the window-
apaces of the /^wiV, from whose walls it tore down frantically
the purple petals of the bougainviUea and dashed them, like
enemies defeated, upon the quirering paths which were made of
Its own body.

Everywhere in the oasis it came with a lust to kill, but surely
Its deepest enmity was concentrated upon the CathoUc Church

TJere, despite the tempest, people were huddled, drawn
together not so much by the ceremony that was to Uke placewithm as by the desire to see the departure of an unusual

**^J^* ,r ^""^ ^*"*'' ^'^^'^ °«''» " propagated with a
rapidity seldom equalled in the homes of cirilisation. It runs
from mouth to mouth like fire along straw. And Batouch. inh« glo^, had not b^en slow to speak of the venders prepared
under his supenntcadence to make complete the desert journey
of his mistress and Androvsky. The main part of the camp had
already gone forward, and must have reached Arba, the first halt-
ing stage outside Beni-Mora; tents, the horses for the Roumis.
the mules to carry necessary baggage, the cooking utensils and
the guard dogs. But the Roumis themselves were to depart
from the church on aimel-back direc.7 the marriage was accom-
plished. Dommi, who had a native hatred of everything that
savoured of ostentation, had wished for a tiny expedition, and
would gladly have gone out into the desert with but one tent
Batouch and a servant to do the cooking. But the journey was
to be long and indefinite, an aimless wandering through the land
of liberty towards the south, without fixed purpose or time of
returning. She knew nothing of what was necessary for such a
lourney. and tired of ceaseless argument, and too much occupied
with joy to burden herself with detail, at last let Batouch have
his way.

" I leave it to you, Batouch," she said. « But, remember, as
few people and beasts as possible. And as you say we must have
camels for certam parts of the journey, we will travel the first
stage on camelbacfc"
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Consciously she helped to fulfil the prediction of the Diviner,

and then she left Batouch free.

Now outside the church, shrouded closely in hoods and haiks,

grey and brown bundles with staring eyes, the desert men were
huddled against the church wall in the «/ind, Hadj was there,

and Smain, sheltering in his burnous roses from Count Anteoni's
garden. Larbi had come with his flute and the perfume^eller
from his black bazaar. For Domini had bought perfumes from
him on her last day in Beni-Mont Most of Count Anteoni's
gardeners had assembled. They looked upon the Roumi lady,

who rode magnificently, but who could dream as they dreamed,
too, as a friend. Had she not haunted the alleys where they
worked and idled till they had learned to expect her, and to miss
her when she did not come? And with those whom Domini
knew were assembled their friends, and their friends' friends, men
of Beni-Mora, iiica from the near oases, and also many of those
desert wanderers who drift in daily out of the sands lo the
centres of buying and selling, barter their goods for the goods of
the North, or sell their loads of dates for money, and, having
enjoyed the dissipation of the eafis and of the dancing-houses,
drift away again into the pathless wastes which are their home.

Few of the French population had ventured out, and the
church itself was almost deserted when the hour for the wedding
drew nigh.

The priest came from his little house, bending forward against
the wind, his eyes partially protected from the driving sand by
blue spectacles. His face, which was habitually grave, to-da^
looked sad and stern, like the face of a man about to perform
task that was against his inclination, even perhaps against his
conscience. He glanced at the waiting Arabs and hastened Into
the church, taking off his spectacles as he did so, and wiping his
eyes, which were red from the action of the sand-grains, with a
silk pocket-handkerch^t:. When he reached the sacristy he shut
himself into it alone for a moment. He sat down on a chair and,
leaning his arms upon the wooden table that stood in the centre
of the room, bent forward and stared before him at the wall
opposite, listening to the howling r' *hc wind.

Father Roubier had an almor sionate affection for his
Uttle church of Beni-Mora. So Iol, d ardently i.. J he prayed
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and taught in it, so often had he passed the twilight hoars in it

alone wrapped in religious reveries, or searching his conscience
for the shadows of ainful thoughts, that it had become to him as
a fnend. and more than a friend. He thought of it sometimes as
his confessor and sometimes as his child. Its stones were to him
as flesh and blood, its altars as lips that whispered consolation in
answer to his prayers. The figures of its saints were heavenly
companions. In its ugliness he perceived only beauty, in its
tawdriness only the graces that are sweet offerings to God. The
love that, had he not been a priest, he might have given to a
woman he poured forth upon his church, and with it that other
love which, had it been the design of his Heavenly Father, would
have fitted him for the ascetic, yet impassioned, life of an ardent
and devoted monk. To defend tiiis consecrated building against
outrage he would, without hesitation, have given his last drop of
blood. And now ha was to perform in it an act against which
his whole nature revolted ; he was to join indissolubly the lives of
these two strangers who had come to Beni-Mora—Domini Enfilden
and Boris Androvsky. He was to put on the surplice and white
stole, to say the solemn and irreparable " Ego Jungo," to sprinkle
the ring with holy water and bless it

As he sat there alone, Ustening to the howling of the storm
outside, he went mentally through the coming ceremony. He
thought of the wonderful grace and beauty of the prayers of
benediction, and it seemed to him that to pronounce them with
his lips, while his nature revolted against his own utterance, was
to perform a shameful act, was to offer an insult to this little

church he loved.

Yet how could he help performing this act? He knew that
he would do it. Within a few minutes he would be standing
before the altar, he would be looking into the faces of this man
and woman whose love he was called upon to consecrate. He
would consecrate it, and they would go out from him into the
desert man and wife. They would be lost to his sight in the
storm.

His eyes fell upon a silver crucifix that was hanging upon the
wall in front of him. He was not a very imaginative man, not a
man given to fancies, a dreamer of dreams more real to him than
life, or a seer of visions. But tonJay he was stirred, and perhaps
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the nnwonted turmoil of hit mind acted subtly upon his nervous
system. Afterwards he felt certain that it must have been so, for

in no other way could he account for a fantasy that beset him at

this moment
As he looked 9t the crucifix there came against the church a

more furious beating of the wind, and it seemed to him that the
Christ upon the cross shuddered.

He saw it shudder. He started, leaned across the table and
stared at the crucifix with eyes that were full of an amazement that

wu mingled with horror. Then he got npi crossed the room
and touched the crucifix with his finger. As he did so, the
acolyte, whose duty it was to help him to robe, knocked at the
sacristy door. The sharp noise jrecalled him to himself. He
knew that for the first time in his life he had been the slave of an
optical delusion. He knew it, and yet he could not banish the
feeling that God himself was averse from the act that he was on
the point of committing in this church that confronted Islam,

that God himself shuddered as surely even He, the Creator, must
shudder at some of the actions of His creatures. And this feeling

added immensely to the distress of the priest's mind. In per-

forming this ceremony he now had the dreadful sensation that he
was putting himself into direct antagonism with God. His
iostinctire horror of Androrsky had nerer been so great as it was
to-day. In vain he had striven to conquer it, to draw near to
this man who roused all the repulsion of his nature. His efforts

had been useless. He had prayed to be given the sympathy foi

this man that the true Christian ought to feel towards every human
being, even the most degraded. But he felt that his prayers had
not been answered. With every day his antipathy for Androvsky
increased. Yet he was entirely unable to ground it upon any
definite fact in Androvsky's character. He did not know that
character, "fte man was as much a mystery to him as on the
day when they first met And to this living mystery from which
his soul recoiled he was about to consign, with all the beautiful
and solemn blessings of his Church, a woman whose character he
respected, whose innate purity, strength and nobility he had
quickly divined, and no less quickly learned to love.

It was a bitter, even a horrible, moment to him.
The UtUe acolyte, a French boy, son of the postmaster of

I
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Bcni-Mora, was .ttrtled by the sight of the Ftther*! ftee when beopened the tacnstj door. He had never before leen such an
expression of almost hanh pain in those usuaUy kind ejes. andhe drew back from the threshold like one afraid. His movement
recaued the priest to a sharp consciousness of the necessities of
the moment, and with a strong effort he conquered his pain

ZnS'^llVTT^ ••* ^^"''^ cxprewion of it He smiledgenUj at the httle boy and said,—
"Is it time?"
rhe child looked reassured.

"Yes, Father."

He came into the sacristy and went towards the cupboard

he did so he glanced at it. He opened the cupboard, then stood
for a moment and again turned his eyes to the Christ The
Father watched him.

"What are you looking at, Paul ? " he asked.
"Nothing. Father," the boy repUed, with a sudden expression

of reluctance that was almost obstinate.
And he began to take the priest's robes out of the cupboard.
Just then the wind wailed again furiously about the church,

and the crucifix fell down upon the floor of the sacristy

hi. ItV^ »tarted forward, picked it up. and stood with it in
his hand. He glanced at the wall, and saw at once that the nail
to which the crucifix had been fastened had come out of its hole.

TVu *l
'^ P^*»J" ^*^ ^e« detached, perhaps some days ago.

and the hole had become too large to retain the nail. The ex-
planation of the matter was perfectly simple and comprehensible.
Yet the pnest felt as if a catastrophe had just taken place. As
he stared at the cross he heard a little noise near him. The
acolyte was crying.

"Why. Paul, what's the matter?" he said.

Why did It do that ?
"

"Perhaps it was the wind. Everything is shaking. Come,
come, my child, there is nothing to be afraid of."

He laid the crucifix on the table. Paul dried his eyes with
nis fists.

"I don't like to^ay," he said. " I don't like today."



THE JOURNEY 301

The priest patted him on the shoulder.

"The weather has upset jou," he said, smiling.

But the nenrous behavioor of the child deepened strangely

his own sense of aiq;)rehension. When he had robed he waited

for the arrival of the bride and bridegroom. There was to be
no mass, and no masic except the Wedding March, which the

harmonium player, a Marseillais employed in the date-packing

trade, insisted on performing to do honour to Mademoiselle
Enfilden, who had taken such an interest in the music of the

church. AndroTsky, as the priest had ascertained, had been
brought up in the Catholic religion, but, when questioned, he had
said quietly that he was no longer a practising Catholic and that

he never went to confession. Under these circumstances it was
not possible to have a nuptial mass. The service would be short

and plain, and the priest was glad that this was so. Presently the

harmonium player came in.

" I may play my loudest to-day. Father," he said, " but no one
will hear me."

He laughed, settled the pin—Joan of Arc's face in metal-
in his azure blue necktie, and added,—

"Nom d'un chien, the wind's a cruel wedding guest !"

The priest nodded without speaking.

"Would you believe. Father," the man continued, "that
Mademoiselle and her husband are going to start for Arba from
the church door in all this storoLi Batouch is getting the
palanquin on to the camel. How they will ever—

"

" Hush !

" said the priest, holding up a warning finger.

This idle chatter displeased him in the church, but he had
another reason for wishing to stop the conversation. It renewed
his dread to hear of the projected journey, and made him see,

as in a shadowy vision; Domini Enfilden's figure disappearbg
into the windy desolation of the desert protected by the living

mystery he hated. Yes, at this moment, he no longer denied it

to himself. There was something in Androvsky that he actually
hated with his whole soul, hated even in his church, at the very
threshold of ihe altar where stood the tabernacle containing the
sacred Host. As he thoroughly realised this for a moment he was
shocked at himself, recoiled mentally from his own feeling. But
then something within him seemed to rise up and say, "Perhaps

i
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It ia beeauM you wa near to the Hoit that jou hate thii man
Perhaps you are right to hate him when he draws nigh to the
body of Christ."

* *

Nevertheless when, some minutes later, he stood within the
altar rails and sa^ the face of Domini, he was conscious of
another thought, that came through his mind, dark with doubt
like a ray of gold: "Can I be right in hating what this goodwoman—this woman whose confession I have received, whose
heart I know—can I be right in hating what she loves, in fearing
what she trusts, in secretly condemning what she openly en
thrones?" And almost in despite of himself he felt reassured
for an instant, even happy m the thought of what he wa«
about to do.

Domini's face at aU times suggested strength. The mental
and emotional power of her were forcibly expressed, too, through
her UU and athletic body, which was full of easy grace, but full
too, of weU-knit firmness. To-day she looked not unlike a
splendid Amazon who could have been a splendid nun had she
entered into religion. As she stood there by Androvsky, simply
dressed for the wild journey that was before her, the sUght hint
in her personality of a Sparton youth, that stamped her with a
very definite originaUty, was blended with, even transfigured by
a vromanliness so intense as to be almost fierce, a womanlinesi
that had the fervour, the glowing vigour of a glory that had
suddenly become fully aware of itself, and of all the deeds that
It could not only conceive but do. She was triumph embodied
in the flesh, not the triumph that is a school-bully but that spreads
wings, conscious at last that the human being has kinship with
the angels, and need not, should not, wait for death to seek
bravely their comradeship. She was love triumphant, woman
utterly fearless because instinctively aware that she was fulfilling
her divine mission.

As he gazed at her the priest had a strange thought—of how
Christ's face must have looked when He said, "Lazarus come
forth I

"

Androvsky stood by her, but the priest did not look at him.
The wind roared round the church, the narrow windows

rattled, and the clouds of sand driven against them made a
pattering as of fingers Upping frantically upon the glass. The
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bu/rcoloared ciuuiiui trembled, and the dutty pbk ribands tied
round the ropei of the cbandelien ihook mceisantly to and fro,
M if itriving to escape and to join the multitudes of torn and
disfigured things that were swept through space by the breath
of the storm. Beyond the windows, Taguely seen at moments
through the clouds of sand, the ouUines of the palm leaves
wayered, descended, rose, darted f^'Ma side to side, like hands of
the demented.

Suzanne, who was one of the witnesses, trembled, and moved
her fttU lips nervously. She disapproved utterly of her mistress's
wedding, and still more of a honeymoon in the desert. For
herself she did not care. Very shortly she was going to marry
Monsieur Helmutb, the important person in l*verv who ac-
companied thi! hotel omnibus to the sution, and meanwhile she
was to remaiu at Beni-V ..a under tne chaperonage of Madame
Armande, the proprietress of the hotel. But it shocked her that
a mistress of hers, and a member of the English aristocracy,
should be married m a costume suiuble for a camel ride, and
should start off to go U bon DUu alone knew where, shut up in
a palanquin like any bUck woman covered with lumps of coral
and bracelets like handcuffs.

The othe. witnesses were the mayor of Beni-Mora, a middle-
aged doctor, who wore the conventional eveningKiress of French
ceremony, and looked as if the wind had made him as sleepy as
a bear on the point of hibernating, and the son of Madame
Armande, a Uvely young man, with a buUet head and easer.
black eyes. The latter took a keen interest in the ceremony
butthema.or blinked pathetically, and occasionaUy rubbed his
Urge hooked nose as if iuiploringittokeep his whole person from
oroopmg down mto a heavy doze.

The priest, sp«aking in a conventional voice that was strangely

K ,l"'T
o»hi3 inward emotion, asked Androvsky and Domini

whether they would Uke each other for wife and husband, and

h«d «,d cold as ice when it replied, and suddenly he thought of

who 1 ;^*f 'T*" '""• °**^^*™^^ «^" snow-bound w«t^whose scanty trees were leafless. But Domini's voice was T^
the storm was past. The mayor onstraining himself to Le^
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awak« a Uttk longer, garo DomiDi awaj, while Suzanne dropped
lean into a pocket-nandkercbief edged with roie^oloured frillin.
the gift of Moniieur Helnrath. Then, when the troths had beeo
plighted in the midit of a more pasuonate roaring of the wind
the priest, conquering a terrible inward reluctance that beset bin
dopite his endeavour to feel deucbed and formal, merely t
priest engaged in a ceremony that it was his office to carry out,
but in which he bad no personal interest, spoke the fateful
words,

—

" JSgo totifuHgo vos in moMmonium im momim Patrit tt FiHi ti

Sfiriius SancH. Amtn.*'

He said this without look .^ . the man and woman who stood
before him, the man on the right band and the woman oo the
left, but when he lifted bis hand to sprinkle them with holy
water be could not forbear gUndng at them, and be saw Domini
as a shining radiance, but Androvsky as a thing of stone. With
a movement that seemed to the priest sinister b iu oppressed
deliberation, Androvsky placed gold and silver upon the book
with the marriage ring.

The priest spoke again, slowly, in the uproar of the wind, aftei
blessing the ring.

**AdJMtorium nostrum in nomine Domini.''
After the reply the *'Domint, txaudi orationtm mfam," the "Ei

clamor* the "Dominus voiiscum," and the "£t cum spiritu
tuo," the " Oremus," and the prayer following, he sprinkled the
ring with holy water in the form of a cross and gave it to
Androvsky to give with gold and silver to Domini. Androvsky
took the ring, repeated the formula, "With this ring," etc., then
stUl, as it seemed to the priest, with the same sinister delibera-
tion, placed it on the thumb of the bride's uncovered band, say-
ing, "Jn the name of the Father," then on her second finger,
saying, " Of the Son," then on her third finger, saying, " Of/he
Holy Ghost," then on her fourth finger. But at this moment,
when he should have said '* Amen," there was a long pause of
silence. During it—why he did not know—the priest found him
self thinking of the saying of St Isidore of Seville that the ring of
marriage is left on the fourth finger of the bride's hand because
that finger contains a vein directly connected with the heart,

'*Amenr
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Androvtkjr hid ipoken. The {nriett itarted, and went on

with the " Ccmfirma hoc, Vna." And from this point until the

•«Ar Chnstum Domitutm nas/ntmt Amtn,'* which, since there wu
DO Man* closed the ceremony, he felt more master of himself

and his emotions than at any time preriottsly during this day.

A sensation of finality, of the irreTOcable, came to him. He said

within himself, " This matter hu passed out of my hands into

the hands of God." And in the midst of the riolence of the

•torm a calm stole upon his spirit. " God knows best t " he said

within himself. " God knows best 1

"

Those words and the state ci feeling that was linked with

them were, and had always been to him as mighty pro* iing arms

that uplifted him above the beating wares of the sea c ife. The

Wedding March sounded when the priest bade good-bye to the

huslMod and wife whom he had made one. He was able to do

it tranquilly. He even pressed AndroTsky's hand.

** Be good to her," he said. " She is—she is a good woman."

To his surprise Androvsky suddenly wrung his hand almost

passionately, and the priest saw that there were tears in his eyes.

That night the priest prayed long and earnestly for all

wanderers in the desert

VVlien Domini and Androvsky came out from the church they

saw vaguely a camel lying down before the door, bending its bead

and snarling fiercely. Upon its back was a palanquin of dark-red

stuff, with a roof of stuff stretched upon strong, curved sticks, and

curtains which could be drawn or undrawL at pleasure. The
desert men crowded about it like eager phantoms in the wind,

half sr«n in the driving mist of sand. Clinging to Androvsky's

arm, Donini struggled forward to the camel. As she did so,

Sma!n, unfolding for an instant his burnous, pressed into her

hands his mass of roses. She thanked him with a smile he

scarcely saw and a word that was borne away upon the wind. At
Larbi's lips she saw the little flute and his thick fingers fluttering

upon the holes. She knew that he was playing his love-song for

her, but she could not hear it except in her heart. The perfume-

seller sprinkled her gravely with essence, and for a moment she

felt as if she were again in his dark bazaar, and seemed to catch

among the voices of the storm the sound of men muttering

prayers to Allah as in the mosque of Sidi-Zeriour.

V
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Then she was in the palanquin with Androvskj close beside her.
At this moment Batouch took hold of the curtains of the

palanquin to draw them close, but she put out her hand and
stopped him. She wanted to see the last of the church, of the
tormented gardens she had learnt to love.

He looked astonished, but yielded to her gesture, and told the
camel-driver to make the animal rise to its feet. The driver
took his stick and plied it, crying out, "A-ah! A-ahl" The
camel turned its head towards him, showing its teeth, and snarl-
ing with a sort of dreary passion.

" A-ah 1 " shouted the driver. " A-ah I A-ak I

"

The camel began to get up.

As it did so, from the shrouded group of desert men one
started forward to the paUnquin, throwing oflF his burnous and
gesticulating with thin naked arms, as if about to commit some
violent act. It was the sand-diviner. Made fantastic and
unreal by the whirlmg sand grains, Domini saw his lean face
pitted with smallpox; I 'Fes, blazing with an inteUigence that
was demoniacal, fixed .er ; the long wound that stretched
from his cheek to his . .nead. The pleading that had been
mingled with the almost tyrannical command of his demeanour
had vanished now. He looked ferocious, arbitrary, like a savage
of genius full of some frightful message of warning or rebuke.
As "ae camel rose he cried aloud some words in Arabic Domini
heard his voice, but could not understand the words. Laying
his hands on the stuff of the palanquin he shouted again, then
took away his hands and shook them above his head towards
the desert, still staring at Domini with his fanatical eyes.

The wind shrieked, the sand grains whirled in spirals about
his body, the camel began to move away from the church slowly
towards the village.

" A-ah I " cried the camel-driver. " A-ah !

"

In the storm his call sounded like a wail of despair.

XVII

As the voice of the Diviner fainted away on the wind, and the
vision of his wounded face and piercing eyes was lost in the
whirling sand grains, Androvsky stretched out his hand and drew
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together the hetry curtains of the palanquin. The world was
shut out. They were alone for the first time as man and wife,
moving deUberately on this beast they could not see, but whose
slow and monotonous gait swung them gently to and fro, out
from the last traces of civiUsation into the 'ife c->f ,be sands.
With each soft step the camel* took they w,jut a little faithcr
from Beni-Mora, came a little nearer to th. i 1 berty of vrhich
Domini had sometimes dreamed, to the sm.^n^ e.va and the
lifted spheres of fire.

She shut her eyes now. She did not want to see her husband
or to touch his hand. She did not want to speak. She only
wanted to feel in the uttermost depths of her spirit this move-
ment, steady and persistent, towards the goal of her earthly
desires, to reaUse absolutely the marvellous truth that after yean
of lovelessness, and a dreariness more benumbing than acute
misery, happiness more intense than any she had been able to
conceive of in her moments of greatest yearning was being poured
mto her heart, that she was being uken to the place where she
would be with the one human being whose presence blotted out
even the memory of the false world and gave to her the true
And whereas in the dead years she had sometimes been afraid
of feeling too much the emptiness and the desolation of her life
she was now afraid of feeling too little its fulness and its
splendour, was afraid of some day looking back to this superb
moment of her earthly fate, and being conscious that she had
not grasped its meaning till it was gone, that she had done that
most terrible of aU things-realised that she had been happy to
the limits of her capacit; for happiness only when her happiness
was numbered with the past.

But could that ever be ? Was Time, such Time as this, not
Eternity? Could such earthly things as this intense joy ever
have been and no longer be ? It seemed to her that it could not

•A f
*
^^f

**"* ''^'^ ^*'^ Eternity's hand, and went out
with that great gmde into the endlessness of supreme perfection.
For her just then, the Creator's scheme was rounded to a flaw-
less circle. All things fell into order, stars and men. the silent
growing thmgs, the seas, the mountains and the plains, fell into

"il:i^^f '^°" '** °***' **^* *^^»"'»»<» *>^ »he canticle,-
senedicite, omnia opera t

"
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"Bless ye the Lord!" The roaring of the wind abont th-

palanquin became the dominant voice of this choir in Domini's
ears.

" Bless ye the Lord I " It was obedient, not as the sUve but
as the free will is obedient, as her heart, which joined its voice
with this wind of the desert was obedient, because it gloriously
chose with all its powers, passions, aspirations to be so. The
real obedience is only love fulfilling its last desire, and this great
song was the fulfilling of the last desire of aU created things.
Domini knew that she did realise the joy of this moment of her
life now when she felt no longer that she was a woman but only
that she was a living praise winging upward to God.
A warm, strong hand clasped hers. She opened her eyes.

In the dim twilight of the palanquin she saw the darkness of
Androvsky's tall figure sitting in the crouched attitude rendered
necessary by the peculiar seat, and swaying slightly to the move-
ment of the camel. The light was so obscure that she coula not
see his eyes or clearly discern his features, but she felt that he
was gazing at her shadowy figure, that his mind was passionately at

work. Had he, too, been silently praising God for his happiness,
and was he now wishing the body to join in the soul's delight ?

She left her hand in his passively. The sense of her woman-
hood, lost for a moment in the ecstasy of worship, had returned
to her, but with a new and tremendous meaning which seemed
to change her nature. Androvsky forcibly pressed her hand with
his, let it go, then pressed it again, repeating the action with a
regularity that seemed suggested by some guidance. She imagined
him pressing her hand each time his heart pulsed. She did not
want to return the pressure. As she felt his hand thus closing
and unclosing over hers, she was conscious that she, who in their

intercourse had played a dominant part, who had even deliberately
brought about that intercourse by her action on the tower, now
longed to be passive and, forgetting her own power and the
strength and force of her nature, to lose herself in the greater
strength and force of this man to whom she had given herself.

Never before had she wished to be anything but strong. Nor
did she desire weakness now, but only that his nature should rise

above hers with eagle's wings, that when she looked up she should
see him, never when she looked down. She thought that to see
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him below her would kill her, and she opened her lips to say so.

But something in the windy darkness :ept her silent The heavy
curtains of the paUnquin shook perpetually, and the tall wooden
rods on which they were slung creaked, making a small, incessant
noise like a complaining, which joined itself with the more distant
but louder noise made by the leaves of the thousands of palm
trees dashed furiously together. From behind came the groaning
of one of the camels, borne on the gusts of the wind, and faint
sounds of the calling voices of the Arabs who accompanied them.
It was not a time to speak.

She wondered where they were, in what part of the oasis,
whether they had yet gained the beginning of the great route
which had always fascinated her, and which was now the road to
the goal of all her earthly desires. But there was nothing to tell
her. She travelled in a world of dimness and the roar of wind,
and in this obscurity and uproar, combined with perpetual though
slight motion, she lost all count of time. She had no idea how
long it was since she had come out of the church door with
Androvsky. At first she thought it was only a few minutes, and
that the camels must be just coming to the statue of the Cardinal.
Then she thought that it might be an »•— r, even more; that
Count Anteoni's garden was long since 1- /nd, and that they
were passing, perhaps, along the narrow i < o of the viUage of
old Teni-Mora, and nearing the edge of the oasis. But even in
this confusion of mind she felt that something would tell her
when the last palms had vanished in the sand mist and the
caravan came out into the desert. The sound of the wind would
surely be different when they met it on the immense flats, where
there was nothing to break its fury. Or even if it were not dif-
ferent. she felt that she would know, that the desert would surely
speak to her m the m aent when, at last, it took her to itself.
It could not be that they would be taken by the desert and she
not know It But she wanted Androvsky to know it too. For
She felt that the moment when the desert took them, man and
wife, would be a great moment in their lives, greater even than
that m which they met as they came into the blue country. And
.he set herself to listen, with a passionate expectation, with an
attention so close and determined that it thrilled her body. »ndeven affected her maides.
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What she was listening for was a rising of the wind, a crescendo

of Its voice. She was anticipating a triumphant cry from the
Sahara, unUnuted power made audible in a sound Uke the blowiae
oi the clarion of the sands.

Androvsky's hand was stiU on hers, but now it did not move
as if obeying the pulsations of his heart. It held hers closely
warmly, and sent his strength to her, and presenUy, for an instonj
takmg her mind from the desert, she lost herself in the mystery
and the wonder of human companionship. She realised that the
touch of Androvsky's hand on hers altered for her herself, and
the whole universe as it was presented to her, as she observed
and felt it Nothing remained as it was when he did not touch
her. There was something stupefying in the thought, som-^hing
almost terrible. The wonder that is alive in the tiny thi„ «'

love, and that makes tremendously important their presence m
or absence from, a woman's life, took hold on her completely for
the first time, and set her forever in a changed world, a world in
which a great knowledge ruled instead of a great ignorance. With
the consciousness of exactly what Androvsky's touch meant to her
came a multiple consciousness of a thousand other things, all

connected with him and her consecrated relation to him. She
quivered with understanding. All the gates of her soul were
being opened, and the white light of comprehension of those
things which make life splendid and fruitful wa. pouring in upon
her. Within the dim, contained space of the palanquin, that was
slowly carried onward through the passion of the storm, there
was an effulgence of unseen glory that grew in splendour moment
by moment A woman was being born of a woman, woman who
knew herself of woman who did not know herself, woman who
henceforth would divinely love her womanhood of woman who
had often wondered why she had been created woman.

The words muttered by the man of the sand in Count Anteoni's
garden were coming true. In the church of Beni-Mora the life of
Domini had begun more reaUy than when her mother strove in
the pains of childbirth and her first faint cry answered the voice
of the world's light when it spoke to her.

Slowly the caravan moved on. The camel-drivers sang low
under the folds of their haiks those mysterious songs of the East
that seem the songs of heat and loUtude. Batouch, smothered

I
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in his burnous, his large head sunk upon his chest, slumbered
hke a potentate relieved from cares of State. Till Arba was
reached his duty was accompUshed. AU, perched behind him
on the camel, stared into the dimness with eyes steady and
remote as those of a vulture of the desert. Th<j houses of Beni-
Mora faded in the mist of the sand, the statue of the Cardinal
holding the double cross, the tower of the hotel, the shuddering
trees of Count Anteoni's garden. Along the white blur, which
was the road the camels painfully advanced, urged by the cries
and the sticks of the running drivers. Presently the brown
buildings of old Beni-Mora came partially into sight, peeping
here and there through the flying sands aud the frantic palm
leaves. The desert was at hand.

AU began to sing, breathing his song into the back of
Batouch's hood.

•• The love of women b like the hoUday song thmt the boy lings gaily
In the sanny garden

—

The love of women is Uke the little moon, the Uttle happy moon
Tn. , ,

In the last night of Ramadan.The lore of women U like the great silence that steaU at dusk
c» .V ^ "*^

l^^
scented blossoms of the orange tree.

Sit thee down beneath the orange tree, O loving man !

That thou mayst know the kiss that tells the Iwe of women.
JanatI JanatI Janatl"

Batouch stirred uneasily, pulled his hood from his eyes and
looked mto the storm gravely. Then he shifted on the camel'shump and said to AM,—

"How shall we get to Arba? The wind is like aU the
Touaregs going to battle. And when we leave the oasis—"

'The Wind is going down, Batouch-ben-Brahim," responded
Ah, calmly. "This evening the Roumis can lie in the

^J^T^'K'
*^''^ "P' ^'^'^^^ "^^^ «*'"*^°»- He mt into the

wind, blew his nose m his burnous, and answered,—
"You are a child, and can sing a pretty song, but—"
Ah pomted with his delicate hand towards the south.Do you not see the light in he sky ? "

Batouch stared before him, and perceived that there was in

S desert
^y.''' '*''""' "^^^^^ ' whitenessgrowing where
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•• As we come into the desert the wind will fall," said All

and again he began to sing to himself,

—

••JtnatI Janat! Janatl"

Domini could not see the light in the south, and no premoni-
tion warned her of any coming abatement of the storm. Once
more she had begun to listen to the roaring of the wind and to
wait for the larger voice of the desert, for the triumphant clarion
of the sands that would announce to her her entry with Andre?-
sky into the Ufe of the wastes. Again she personified the Sahara,
but now more vividly than ever before. In the obscurity she
seemed to see it far away, like a great heroic figure, waiting for

her and her passion, waiting in a region of gold and silken airs at
the back of the tempest to crown her life with a joy wide as its

dreamlike spaces, to teach her mind the inner truths that lie

beyond the crowded ways of men, and to open her heart to the
most profound messages of Nature.

She listeatd, holdmg Androvsky's hand, and she felt that he
was listening too, with an intensity strong as her own, or stronger.
Presently his hand closed upon hers more tightly, almost hurting
her physically. As it did so she gUnced up, but not at him, and
noticed that the curtains of the palanquin were fluttering less

fiercely. Once, for an instant, they were almost still. Then
again they moved as if tugged by invisible hands; then were
almost still once more. At the same time the wind's voice sank
in her ears like a music dropping downward in a hollow place.
It rose, but swiftly sank a second time to a softer rmsh, and she
perceived in the curtained enclosure a faintly growing light which
enabled her to see, for the first time since she had left the church,
her husband's features. He was looking at her with an expres'
sion of anticipation in which there was awe, and she realised that
in her expectation of the welcome of tiie desert she had been
mistaken. She had listened for the sounding of a clarion, but
she was to be greeted by a still, small voice. She understood
the awe in her husband's eyes and shared it. And she knew at

once, with a sudden thrill of rapture, that in the scheme of

things there are blessings and nobilities undreamed of by man,
and that must always come upon hfan with a glorious shock of

•urprise, showing him the poor faultiness of what he had thought,
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perhaps, his most mtgnificent imaginings. Elisha sought for the

Lord in the fire and in the whirlwind ; but in the still, small voice

onward came the Lord.

Incom larablj more wonderful than what she had waited for

seemed to her now this sudden falling of the storm, this mystical

voice that came to them out of the heart of the sands telling

them that they were passing at last into the arms of the Sahara.

The wind sank rapidly. The light grew in the ( -lanquin. From
without the voices of the camel-drivers, and of Bat >uch and Ali

talking together, reached their ears distinctly. Yet they remained

silent. It seemed as if they feared by speech to break the spell

of the calm thu^ was flowing around them, as if they feared to

interrupt the murmur of the desert. Domini now returned the

gaze of her husband. She could not take her eyes from his,

for she wished him to read ail the joy that was in her heart ; she

wished him to penetrate her thoughts, to understand her desires,

to be at one with the woman who had been bom on the eve of

the passing of the wind. With the coming of this mystic calm

was coming surely something else. The silence was bringing

with it the fusing of two natures. The desert in this moment
was drawing together two souls into a union which Time and

Death would have no power to destroy. Presently the wind

completely died away, only a faint breeze fluttered the curtains of

the palanquin, and the light that penetrated between them here

and there was no longer white, but sparkled with a tiny dust of

gold. Then Androvsky moved to open the curtains, and Domini
spoke for the first time since their marriage.

" Wail," she said in a low voice.

He dropped his hand obediently, and looked at her with

inquiry in his eyes.

•• Don't let us look till we are far out," she said, •' far away
from Beni-Mora,"

He made no answer, but she saw that he understood all that

was in her heart. He leaned a little nearer to her and stretched

out his arm as if to put it round her. But he did not put it

round her, and she knew why. He was husbanding his grfit joy

as she had husbanded the dark hours of the previous night that

to her were golden. And that unfinished action, that impulse
unfulfilled, showed her more clearly the depths of his passion for
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tfij

D of his handi about her
did not do now was the
e woold do in the life that
jw entirely she belonged to
d like a poor child before

her eTen than had the desperate c
kneea in the garden. That which
greatest assertion possible of aU th
was before them, and made her fe
him. Something within her tren .a uxe a noor ehiM K.f

"Mxtamel-heclIeA "MwUmel-
"
What U it I' «ked Domini, .tilling , .igh.

Ito dow'V ^ '" ''*'"'^'
' **" ""=• *« '""I of M.<U,m.

from .JTolti'tr.TtK""'''"'""'"' "^ ' «"" 8™"i"«

lar ofa Mw Kii / ^ ^^^' ^^'~'**' '»»• -o^tJ^. '^here Arba

coTcred thickly mth tamansk bushes which was a feeding-place
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for immense herds of camels, the blue was clear and the light of

the sun intense. A delicate breexe travelled about them, stirring

the bushes and the robes of the Arabs, who were throwing back
their hoods, and uncovering their mouths, and smiling at them,
but seriouslj as Arabs alone can smile. Beside them stood two
white and yellow guard dogs, blinkmg and looking weary.

For a moment they stood still, blinking too, almost like the
dogs. The ch<aige to this immensity and light from the narrow
darkness of the palanquin overwhelmed their senses. They said
nothing, but only stared silently. Alien Domini, with a large

gesture, stretched her arms above her head, drawing a deep breath
which ended in a little, almost sobbing, laugh of exultation.

" Out of prison," she said disconnectedly. " Out of prison—
into this 1 " Suddenly she turned upon Androvsky and caught his

arm, and twined both of her arms round it with a strong confidence
that was oj-eless of everything -.n the intensity of its happiness.

"All my life I've been in prison," she said. "You've un-
locked the door !

" And then, as suddenly as she had caught his

arm, she let it go. Something surged up in her, making her
almost afraid, or, if not that, confused. It was as if her nature
were a horse taking the bit between its teeth preparatory to a
tremendous gallop. Whither? She did not know. She was
intoxicated by the growing light, the sharp, delicious air, the huge
spaces around her, the solitude with this mar ^ho held her soul
surely in his hands. She had always connected him with the
desert. Now he was hers in the desert, and the desert was hers
with him. But was it possible? Could such a fate have been
held in reserve for her? She scarcely dared even to try to
realise the meaning of her situation, lest at a breath it should be
changed. Just then she felt that if she ventured to weigh and
measure her wonderful gift Androvsky would fall dead at her feet
and the desert be folded together Hke a scroll.

" There is Beni-Mora, Madame," said Batouch.
She was glad he spoke to her, turned and followed with her

eyes his pointing hand. Far oflF she saw a green darkness of
palms, and above it a white tower, smaU, from here, as the tower
of a castle of dolls.

" The tower !
»' she said to Androvsky. "We first spoke in it

We must bid it good-bye."
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wmt^K^ r^* ' '^^"'^ **^ '*"''*" *«'^<»« it- AndroTsky

Ta^.1 • -ovemcnt of her hand. She noticed now that hemade no moTement that he did not ob^rre with a K>rt of

wh^n'Se'j;::.::;.-
"^ '^' "^^ ^^ ^^'''^- ^^^ ^-« --

"We mutt—we owe it that."

m.ir^^Ti' •"*^.'^V''««
*>"«y spreading a cloth upon the sand.

glasses. botU^ from a great basket slung on one of the camelsThty moved deftly seriously intent upon their task. The^t
bTtlTh? ::!?'°« '^' ~'^' '^' »«"°<^ *»»• ^^d- «Pon their

I^ deLTeJ°I^H''T°""'.^' **P*"^°« '^"' mouths, showing

^th.^^ '

"** '""'"^ *^''' *»«»*^» fro» «<i«to side

Taich^sTrrorer
'""'• ^^"^ -"^ ^^--^^ -- -t

«ked. commg nearer to him on the sand softly, lith a woman'!longmg to hear him explain what rS, understoSi.

A J^l ^ ''•'* ^""^ •'• '" "^^ P*lm«. or the sky. or thedesert ? he answered almost «tvagely. •• What ca^ I <5re Ifyou were mme behind iron bars in iat prison y^ s^e of-dont^you think It's enough for me-too much-'a currunnlng

not h^.^''
''^'^'^ "*"* ''°'^' ""^*' ^' ^''**»»^' '^o'ds she could

"
U'H Vr-

'"'
^^'''^J

" ••'* "'^ '^^^ • '^^^^ i° her Toice.Its all m you. Everything's in you- everything that

%ut"th?.!?'V'*^?'^^
"''''''^ *°^ -°»^ 4«"h-''

••amf"^:!l^,'t%'*'''
^"' "^'^ *^^' ^^^ -• -'^ ^"^-'

"Peace!" said Androvsky.
"Yes. Don't you remember once I said that there must bapeace m the desert Then is it in me-^or you ? "

"Peace I "he r«sTv»af*H «it^j»_ t .

peace,wani it. Dont ask too much of me I Let me live to-day,Uve as only a man can who-let me live with all thatto-day—Dommi. Men ask to die
IS m me

Domini I**

in peace. Oh, Domini—
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V7
;preuedHit espreciion was like anns

her mouth, a heart that beat on I

" Madame est servie I " cried Batonch in a merry roice.

His mistress did not seem to hear him. He aied again,

—

" Madame est servie I

"

Then Domini turned round and came to the first meal in the

Btnd. Two cushions lay beside the cloth upon an Arab quilt of

white, red and orange colour. Upon the cloth, in vases of rough
pottery, stained with designs in purple, were arranged the roses

brought by Smain from Count Anteoni's garden.

" Our wedding breakfast I " Domini said under her breath.

She felt just then as if she were living in a wonderful romance.
They sat down side by side and ate with a good appetite,

served by Batouch and Ali. Now and then a pale yellow

butterfly, yellow as the sand, flitted by them. Small yeh ^w birds

with crested heads ran swiftly among the scrub, or flew low over

the flats. In the sky the vapours gathered themselves together

and moved slowly away towards the east, leaving the blue abovf
their heads unflecked with whit-. With each moment the heat

of the sun grew more intense. The wind had gone. It was
difficult to believe that it had ever roared over the desert A
little way from them the camel-drivers squatted beside the beasts,

eating flat loaves of yellow bread, and talking together in low,

guttural voices. The guard dogs roamed round them, uneasily
hungry. In the distance, before a tent of patched rags, a woman,
scantily clad in bright red cotton, was suckling a child and staring

at the caravan.

Domini and Androvsky scarcely spoke i% they ate. Once she
said,

—

"Do you realise thai luis is a wedding breakfast ?
"

She was thinking of the many wedding receptions she had
attended in London, of crowds of smai-Jv dressed women staring
enviously at tiaras, and sets of jewels arrangeo in cases upon
tables, of brides and bridegrooms, looking flushed and anxious,
standing under canopies of flowers and forcin^ their tired lips
into smiles as they replied to stereotyped congratulations, while
detectives—pooriy disguised as gentlemen—hovered in the back-
ground to see that none of the presents mysteriously disappeared.
Her presents were the velvety roses in the earthen vases, the
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;|

A wedding breakfMt," Androvsky said.

••Nw ^"' ***'****** ''**" ^''* "*''" **"° *® *"••"

II

Then 700 cant lore thif one as much u I do."
•* Much more," be aniwered.
She looked at him, remembering how often in the oast »h,.n

^c^f^: '"^^ "**""^^' "^"^^ '^ borneTn upTher tha

" Do you think." she laid. " that it ia possible for rou whnhave ncrer hred in cities, to lore this land aVi love h?" '

Hhn- » k5 T""^ °" **" ^^^'^^ "** »«»n«d down till his

and his eyes fixed upon her, he answered,-
'

" But It is not the Und I am loving."
His absolute concentration upon her made her »h{«v !. .

h« joy .0 ,1. She longed to exptain how h.Td the d«l^ «^
left ha»d. which Uy pain, downwwd, in the warm send.

becauJ Ue:!"--""'"
"" '^"' "^•"«

' f»"-'' ^O" » '•

She stopped.

"Yes, Domini? "he said.

n.«^«M r;;:sr^hr"" ""^« " "»• "» <^*

,jr»x^Lt,:;^.:^:.d*--'^^^^^
AJv^.r^^^^' ''^'^ ^'"'"K ^°>»«°»« herds of o^?
appeared the serpentine necks flexibly moving to and fro, now
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beodiag deUbentdy towardi the dxutf twigi. dow itratched
•tratfht forward u if in patient learch for some lolace of the
camel'i fate that bj b the remotenew of the desert Baby
cameli, many of them only a few dayi old, yet already vowed to
the eternal pilgrimages of the wastes, with mUd faces and lone,
disobedient-looking legs, ran from the caravan, nerrously seeking
their morose mothers, who cast upon them gUnces that seemed
expressiTe of a disdainful pity. In front, beyond a watercourse,
now dried up, rose the low hUl on which stood the Bordj, a huge
Kiuarc bmlding, with two square towers pierced with loopholes.
From a distance it resembled a fort threatening the desert in
magmficent isolation. lu towers were black against the clear
lemon of the failing sunlight. Pigeons, that looked also black
flew perpetuallyabout them, and the telegraph posts, thatbordered
the way at regular intervals on the left, made a diminishing series
of black vertical lines sharply cutting the yeUow tiU they were
lost to sight in the south. To Domini these posts were like
pointing fingers beckoning her onward to the farthest distances
of the sun. Drugged by the long journey over the flats, and the
unceasing caress of the air, that was like an importunate lover
ever unsatisfied, she watched from the height on which she was
perched this evening scene of roaming, feeding animals, staring
nomads, monotonous herbage and vague, surely - retreaUng
mountains, with quiet, dreamy eyes. Everything which she saw
seemed to her beautiful, a little remote and a little fantastic
The s o" movement of the camels, the swifter movements of the
circhng pigeons about the square towers on the hiU, the motion-
less, or gently-gliding. Arabs with their clubs held slantwise, the
telegraph poles, one smaUer than the other, diminishing till—as
If magically-they disappeared in the lemon that was growing
into gold, were woven together for her by the shuttle of the
desert into a softly brilliant tapestry-one of those Upestries that
IS like a legend struck to sleep as the Beauty in her palace. Asthey began to mount the hill, and the radiance of the sky
incrwsed, this impression faded, for the Ufe that centred round
the Bordj was vivid, though sparse in comparison with the eddy-mg hfe of towns, and had that air of peculiar concentmUon whichmay be noted in pictures representing a halt in the desert

No longer did the strongly-buUt Bordj seem to Domini like a
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fort threatening the oncomer, but like a stalwart host welcoming
him, a host who kept open house in this treeless desolation that
yet had, for her, no feature that was desolate. It was earth-
coloured, built of stone, and had in the middle of the facade that
faced them an immense hospitable doorway with a whits arch
above it. This doorway gave a partial view of a vast courtyard,
in which animals and people were moving to and fro. Round
about, under ihe sheltering shadow of the windowless wall, were
many Arabs, some squatting on their haunches, some standing
upright with their backs against the stone, some moving from one
group to another, gesticulating and talking vivaciously. Boys
were playing a game with stones set in an ordered series of small
holes scooped by their fingers in the dust. A negro crossed
the flat space before the Bordj carrying on his hcid a huge
earthen vase to the well near by, where a crowd ofbUck donkeys,
just relieved of their loads of brushwood, was being watered.
From the south two Spahis were riding in on white horses,
their scarlet cloaks floating out over their saddles ; and from the
west, moving slowly to a wailing sound of indistinct music, a
faint beating of tom-toms, was approaching a large caravan in a
cloud of dust which floated back from it and melted away into
the radiance of the sunset.

When they gained the great open space before the building
they were bathed in the soft golden light, in which all these
figures of Africans, and »" ^ese animals, looked mysterious and
beautiful, and full of that immeasurable significance which the

desert sheds upon those who move in it, specially at dawn or at

sundown. From the plateau they dominated the whole of the
plain they had traversed as far as Beni-Mora, which on the

morrow would fade into the blue horizon. Its thousands of

palms made a darkness in the gold, and still the tower of the

hotel was faintly visible, pointing like a needle towards the sky.

The range of mounuins showed their rosy flanks in the distance.

They, too, on the morrow would be lost in the desert spaces, the
last outposts of the world of hill and valley, of stream and sea.

Only in the deceptive dream of the mirage would they appear
once more, looming in a pearl-coloured shaking veil like a fluid

on the edge of some visionary lagune.

Domini was glad that on this first night of their journey they



THE JOURNEY 331

could stiU tee Beni-Mora, the place where they had foirad each
other and been given to each other by the Church. As the
camel stopped before the great doorway of the Bordj she turned
in the palanquin and looked down upon the desert, motioning to
the camel-drirer to leave the beast for a moment. She put her
arm through Androvsky's and made his eyes follow hers across
the vast spaces made magical by the sinking sun to that darkness
of distent palms which, to her, would be a sacred place for ever.
And as they looked in silence all that Beni-Mora meant to her
came upon her. She saw again the garden hushed in the heat
of noon. She saw Androvsky at her feet on the sand. She
heard the chiming church bell and the twitter of Larbi's flute.
The dark blur of trees was as the heart of the world to her and as
the heart of life. It had seen the birth of her soul and given to
her another newborn soul There was a pathos in seeing it fade
like a thing sinking down tiU it became one with the immeasur-
able sands, and at that moment she said to herself, " When shall
I see Beni-Mora again—and how?** She looked at Androvsky,
met his eyes, and thought, "When I see it again how different I
shall be I How I shall be changed 1" And in the sunset she
seemed to be saying a mute good-bye to one who was fading with
Beni-Mora.

As soon as they had got off the camel and were standing in
the group of staring Arabs, Batouch begged them to come to
their tents, where tea would be ready. He led them round the
angle of the wall towards the west, and there, pitched in the fuU
radiance of the sunset, with a wide space of hard earth gleaming
with gypse around it, was a white tent Before it, in the open
air, was stretched a handsome Arab carpet, and on this carpet
were set a folding uble and two folding chairs. The table held a
jajMnned tray with teacups, a milk jug and pUtes of biscuits,
and by It, m an attitude that looked deUberately picturesque,
stood Ouardi, the youth selected by Batouch to fill the office of
butler m the desert

Ouardi smiled a broad welcome as they approached, and, having
made sure that his pose had been admired, retired to the cook's
abode to fetch the teapot, whUe Batouch invited Domini and
Androvsky to inspect the tent prepared for them. Dominiwanted with a dropped-out word. She stiU felt in a dream.
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But Androvsky, after casting towards the tent door a glance that

was full of a sort of fierce shyness, moved away a few steps, and

stood at the edge of the hill looking down upon the incoming

caravan, whose music was now plainly audible in the stillness of

the waste.

Domini went into the tent that was to be their home for

many weeks, alone. And she was glad just then that she was

alone. For she too, like Androvsky, felt a sort of exquis''.e

trouble moving, like a wave, in her heart. On some pretext, but

only after an expression of admiration, she got rid of Batouch.

Then she stood and looked round.

From the big tent opened a smaller one, which was to serve

Androvsky as a dressing-room and both of them as a baggage

room. She did not go into that, but saw, with one glance of soft

inquiry, the two small, low beds, the strips of gay carpet, ihe

dressing-table, the washhand-stand and the two cane chairs which

furnished the sleeping-tent. Then she looked back to the

aperture. In the distance, standing alone at the edge of the hill,

she saw Androvsky, bathed in the sunset, looking out over the

hidden desert from which rose the wild sound of African music,

steadily growing louder. It seemed to her as if he must be

gazing at the plains of heaven, so magically brilliant and tender,

so pellucidly clear and delicate was the atmosphere and the

colour of the sky. She saw no other form, only his, in this poem

of ligh , in this wide world of the sinking sun. And the music

seemed to be about his feet, to rise from the sand and throb io

its breast.

At that moment the figure of Liberty, which she had seen in

the shadows of the dancing-house, came in at the tent door and

laid, for the first time, her lips on Domini's. That kiss was

surely the conr ation of the life of the sands. But to-day there

had been anoth consecration. Domini had a sudden impulse

to link the two consecrations together.

She drew from her breast the wooden cross Androvsky had

thrown into the stream at Sidi-2^rzour, and, softly going to one of

the beds, she pinned the cross above it on the ma of the

tent Then she turned and went out into the glory of the sunset

to meet the fierce music that was rising from the de :rt.
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XVIII

NiOHThad fallen over the desert, a clear purple night, starry

but without a moon. Around the Bordj, and before a Caf^ Maure

built ofbrown earth and palm-wood opposite to it, the Arabs who
were halting to sleep at Arba on their journeys to and from Beni-

Mora were huddled, sipping coffee, playing dominoes by the faint

light of an oil lamp, smoking cigarettes and long pipes of

keef. Within the court of the Bordj the mules were feeding

tranquilly in rows. The camels roamed the plain among the

tamarisk bushes, watched OTer by shrouded shadowy guardians

sleepless as they were. The mountains, the palms of Beni-Mora,

were lost in the darkness that lay oyer the desert

On the low hill, at some distance beyond the white

tent of Domini and Androvsky, the obscurity was lit up
fiercely by the blaze of a huge fire of brushwood, the flames

of which towered up towards the stars, flickering this way
and that as the breeze took them, and casting a wild illumination

upon the wild (aces of the rejoicing desert men who were

gathered about it, telling stories of the wastes, and singing

songs that were melancholy and remote to Western ears,

even though they hymned past victories over the infidels,

or passionate ecstasies of love in the golden regions of the

sun. The steam from bowls of cous-cous and stews of

mutton and vegetables curled up to join the thin smoke
that made a light curtain about this fantasia, and from
time to time, with a shrill cry of exultation, a half-naked form,

all gleaming eyes and teeth and polished bronze-hued limbs,

rushed out of the blackness beyond the fire, leaped through
the tongues of flame and vanished like a spectre into

the embrace of the night

All the members of the caravan, presided over by Batouch
in glory, were celebrating the wedding night of their master and
mistress.

Domini and Androvsky had already visited them by their

bonfire, haa received their compliments, watched the sword
dance and the dance of the dubs, touched with their
lips, or pretended to touch, the stem of a pipe of keef, listened
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to a marriage song warbled by Ali to the accompaniment
of a flute and little drumi, and applauded Ouardi's agility
in leaping through the flames. Then, with many good-nights,
pressures of the hand, and auguries for the morrow, they
had gone away into the cool darkness, silently towards their tent

They walked slowly, a little apart from each other. Domini
looked up at the stars and saw among them the star of Liberty.
AndroTsky looked at her and saw all the stars in her face. When
they reached the tent door they stopped on the warm earth. A
lamp was Ut within, casting a soft light on the simple furniture
and on the whiteness of the two beds, abore one of which
Domini imagined, though from without she could not see, the
wooden cross AndroTsky had once worn in his breast

"Shall we stay here a Uttle?" Domini said in a low voice
"Out here?" There was a long pause. Then Androvsky
answered,

—

"Yes. Let us feel it all—aU. Let us feel it to the full"
He caught hold of her hand with a sort of tender roughness

and twined his fingers between hers, pressing his palm against
hers.

« Don't let us miss anything to-night," he said. " All my life is

to-night. I've had no life yet To-morrow—who knows whether
we shaU be dead to-morrow? Who knows? But we're alive
to-night, flesh and blood, heart and soul. And there's nothing
here, there can be nothing here to take our life from us, the life

of our love to-night. For we're out in the desert, we're right
away from anyone, everything. We're in the great freedom.
Aren't we, Domini ? Aren't we ? "

"Yes," she said. "Yes."
He took her ether hand in the same way. He was facing her,

and he held his hands against his heart with hers in them, then
pressed her hands against her heart, then drew theoi back again
to his.

"Then let us realise it Let us forget our prison. Ut us
forget everything, everything that we ever knew before Beni-
Mora, Domini. It's dead, absolutely dead, unless we make it

live by thinking. And that's mad, crazy. Thought's the great
madness. Domini, have you forgotten everything before we
knew each other?"
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"Yes." she said. "Now—but only now. You've made me
forget it all."

There was a deep breathing under her voice. He held up

her hands to his shoulders and looked closely into her eyes, as

if he were trying to send all himself into her through those doors

of the soul opened to receive him. And now, in this moment,

she felt that her fierce desire was realised, that he was rising

above her on eagle's wings. And as on the night before the

weddmg she had blessed all the sorrows of her life, now she

blessed silently all the long silence of Androvsky, all his strange

reticence, his uncouthness, his avoidance of her in the banning
of their acquaintance. That which had made her pain by being,

now made her joy by having been and being no more. The
hidden man was rushing forth to her at last in his love. She

seemed to hear in the night the crash of a great obstacle, and the

voice of the flood of waters that had broken it down at length

and was escaping into liberty. His silence of the past now
made his speech intensely beautiful and wonderful to her. She

wanted to hear the waters more intensely, more intensely.

"Speak to me," she said. "You've spoken so little. Do
you know how little ? Tell me all you are. Till now I've only

felt all you are. And that's so much, but not enough for a

woman—not enough. I've taken you, but now—give me all

I've taken. Give—^keep on giving and gi^ng. From to-night

to receive will be my life. Long ago I've given all I had to you.

Give to me, give me everything. You know I've given all"

"All?" he said, and there was a throb in his deep voice, as

if some intense feeling rose from the depths of him and shook it.

"Yes, all," she whispered. "Already—and long ago—that
day in the garden. When I—when I put my hands against your

forehead—do you remember? I gave you all, for ever."

And as she spoke she bent down her face with a sort of proud
submission and put her forehead against his heart.

The purity in her voice and in her quiet, simple action

dazzled him like a flame shining suddenly in his eyes out of

blackness. And he, too, in that moment saw far up above him
the beating of an eagle's wings. To each one the other seemed
to bj on high, and as both looked up that was their uue
marriage.
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"I felt It," he said, touching her hair with his lips. " I felt

it in your hands. When you touched me that day it was as if you
were giring me the world and the stars. It frightened me to re-

ceire so much. I felt as if I had no place to put my gift in."
" Did your heart seem so small 7 " she said.

"You make everything I brrc and am seem small—and yet
great. What does it mean ?

"

"That you are great, as I am, because we Iotc. No one ii

small who lores. No one is poor, no one is bad, who loves.

Love bums up evil. It's the angel that destroys."

Her words seemed to send through his whole body a quivering
joy. He took her face between his hands and lifted it from his

heart.

" Is that true ? Is that true ?" he said. " I've—I've tried to

think that. If you knew how I've tried."

" And don't you know it is true ?
"

" I don't feel as if I knew anything that you do not tell me
to-night I don't feel as if I have, or am, anything but what you
give me, make me to-night. Can you understand that? Can
you understand what you are to me? That you are everything,

that I have nothing else, that I have never had anything else in

all these years that I have lived and that I have forgotten ? Can
you understand it? You said just now 'Speak to me, tell m<
all you are.' That's what I am, all I am, a man you have made
a man. You, Dombi—you have made me a man, you hav«
created me."

She was silent The intensity with which he spoke, the

intensity of his eyes while he was speaking, made her hear those
rushing waters as if she were being swept away by them.

" And you ? " he said. " You ?
"

"I?"
"This afternoon in the desert, when we were in the sand

looking at Beni-Mora, you began to tell me something and then
you stopped. And you said, 'I can't tell you. There's too

much light' Now the sun has gone."
'* Yes. But—but I want to listen to you. I want—"
She stopped. In the distance, by the great fire where the

Arabs were assembled, there rose a sound of music which
anested her attention. Ali was singing, holding in his hand a
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branc from the fire like a torch. She had heard him ling before,

and had loTed the timbre of hii roice, but only now did ihe

realise when she had first heard him and who he was. It was

be who, hidden from her, had sung the song of the freed negroes

of Touggoort in the gardens of Count Anteoni that day when

she had been angry with Androrsky and had afterwards been re-

conciled with him. And she knew now that it was he, because,

once more hidden from her—for against the curtain of darkness

she only saw the flame from the torch he held and moTed

rhythmically to the burden of his song—he was singing it again.

Androvsky, when she ceased to speak, suddenly put his arms

round her, as if he were afraid of her escaping from him in

her silence, and they stood thus at the tent door listening:

—

" The nielle dies in the wftter,

The fish dies in the air,

And I die in the donei of the de«ert lud
For ny lore that is deep and sad."

The chorus of hidden men by the fire rose in a low murmur

that was like the whisper of the desert in t'l.: night. Then the

contralto voice of AH came to Domini and Androvsky again, but

very faintly, from the distance where the flaming torch was

moving:—
*•No one bat God and I

Knows what is in my heart."

When the voice died away for a moment Domini whispered the

refram. Then she said,

—

" But is it true ? Can it be true for us to-night ?
"

Androvsky did not reply.

*• I don't think it is true," she added. "You know—dont
you?"

The voice of Ali rose again, and his torch flickered on the

soft wind of the night. Its movement was slow and eerie. It

seemed like his voice made visible, a voice of flame in the black-

ness of the world. They watched it. Presently she said once

more,

—

" You know what is in my heart—don't you?"
"Do I?" he said. "All?"
" All. My heart is full of one thing—quite full.'
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i "Then I know."
f " And—" the hesiuted, then added, " and voun ? '•

"Mine too."

J
*'I know all that is in it then?"

J She stiU ipoke questioningly. He did not reply, but held her

I
more cloielj, with a grasp that wai feverish in its intensity.

•* Do yon remember," she went on, " in the garden what yoo
said about that song?"

•Na"
" You have forgotten ? •

-I told you," he said. " I mean to forget everything."
•* Everything before we came to Beni-Mora ? "

"And more. Everything before you put your hands againstmy forehead, Domini. Your touch blotted out the past"
"Even the put at Beni-Mora?"
"Yes, even that There are many things I did and left un-

done, many things I said and never said that—I have forgotten—I have forgotten for ever."

There was a sternness in his voice now, a fiery intention.
"I understand." she said. "I have forgotten them too. but

not some thmgs."

"Which?"
"Not that night when you took me out of the dancing-house.

not our nde to Sidi-Zerzour, not—there are things I shaU re-
member. When I am dying, after I am dead, I shaU remember
tnem.

The song faded away. The torch was still, then fell down-
wards and became one with the fire. Then Androvsky drew
Uommi down beside him on to the warm earth before the tent
door, and held her hand in his against the earth.

"Feel it," he said. " It's our home, it's our liberty. Docs it
feel alive to you ?

'

/ wa h

"Yes."

"As if it had pulses, like the pulses in our hearts, and knew
what we know ?

"

.„ "^"*. .^°'*»«' Earth—I never understood what that meant
till to-night."

"We are beginning to understand together. Who can
understand anything alone?"
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He kept her hand always in his pressed against the desert as

against a heart. They both thought of it as a heart that was full

of lore and protection for them, of tinderstanding of them.

Going back to their words before the song of Ali« he said,—

** Lore burns up eril, then love can never be evil"

•* Not the act of loving."

"Or what it leads to," he said.

And again there was a sort of sternness in his voice, as if he

were insisting on something, w^re bent on conquering some

reluctance, or some voice contradicting

"I know that you are right," he added.

She did not speak, but—why she did not know—her thought

went to the wooden cross fastened to the canvas of the tent

close by, and for a momeat she kit a faint creeping sadneu in

her. But he pressed her hand more closely, and she was

conscious only of these two warmths—of his hand above her

hand and of the desert beneath it. Her whole life seemed

set in a glory of fire, in a heat that was life-giving, that

dominated her and evoked at the same time all of power that

was in her, causing her dormant fires, physical and spiritual, to

blaze up as if they were sheltered and fanned. The thought of

the cross faded. It was as if the fire destroyed it and it

became ashes—then nothing. She fixed her eyes on the distant

fire of the Arabs, which was beginning to die down slowly as the

night grew deeper.

" I have doubted many things," he said. " I've been afraid."

"You!" she said.

"Yes. You know it."

"How can I? Haven't I forgotten everything—since that

day in the garden ?
**

He drew up her hand and put it against his heart

" I'm jealous of the desert even," he whispered. " I won't let

you touch it any more to-night."

He looked into her eyes and saw that she was looking at the

distant fire, steadily, with an intense eagerness.

" Why do yon do that ? " he said.

"To-night I like to look at fire," she answered.

"Tell me why."
" It is as if I looked at you, at all that there is in yon that you
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i»rt never nid. nerer beeo able to ny to me, «11 that you neveran «iy to me but that I know all the same."

"But," be Mid, "that fire u—

*

inJ^^^'^J^^} "*• •"'•^ *«* P« "P »»i« »»nd and

.f?.^ '"?..*^ "^^ "" *«»^°« «»*»* *» »»>• fi« but at him.

that ^J's^!^z^:j^ "^ "''*' -^* ^^^ •"^^^•' • «-

An opiestion of ludden exaltation shone in her eyes.

*pJ^ St;:^!"
'""•" -"^ "^'- ''^' ^' ^'« ^- ^»>*

the^VZ !5^ *• *****"'^^'' ••*• *^* •»»« *«^«<» »« think of

.^^ rl, .•
"''"•"* "^ *»' ''^'^ lee it in the tentAnd God made jou love me," ihe laid. " What ii it ?

"

"Didyoo— ?«

^' No," he said in a low voice " Go on. Domini. Speak to

He sat stilL

N^^hli K
''" ?* "crednes. of their relation to each other.

Sn?^ 7 'P!""*" intimately of religion or of the mysteries^t he beyond and around human life. Once or twice, when »h^had been about to open her heart to him, to let him understand

had subUy turned her from it, without speech, merely by the force
of hi. inward determination that she should not brei though

Hr/*"*^^"u ''^°«^'' ''^^^ ^•' ^^ °« ber, and the starry
darkness above them, with the waste stretching around them, and^ cool tir that was like the breath of Ubevty upon their fice,
she was unconsaous of any secret, combative force in him. Itwas impossible to her to think there could be any combat, how-
ever mwajd, however subUe, betn « them. Surely if it we«
ever permuted to two natures to be in perfect accord theirs werem perfect accord to-night

fj'l T^ u^l^l P'"""*'* °^^^ '" *»» ''orf<i »o keenly as I

Even in the church to^iay he seemed farther away than to-night



THE JOURNEY 331

But •omehow—one hai thete thcMighti without knowing why—^I

bam alwayi beliered that the farther I went into the desert the

Dearer I ihoold come to God."

AndroTtkj moved again. The claip of his hand on hers

loosened, but he did not take his hand away.

"Why should—what should make you think that?" he asked

ilowly.

" Don't you know what the Arabs call the desert?"

"Na What do they call it?"

"The Garden of Allah."

" The Garden of Allah I " he repeated.

There was a sound like fear in his voice. Even her great joy

did not prevent her from noticing it, and she remembered, with a

thrill of pain, where and under what circumstances she had first

heard the Arabs' name for the desert

Could it be that this man she loved was secretly afraid of

something in the desert, some influence, some—? Her thought

stopped short, like a thing confused.

" Don't you think it a very beautiful name ? " she asked, with

an almost fierce longing to be reassured, to be made to know

that he, like her, loved the thought that God was specially near

to those who travelled in this land of solitude.

"Is it beautiful?"

" To me it is. It makes me feel as if in the desert I were

specially watched over and protected, even as if I were specially

loved there."

Suddenly Androvsky put his arm round her and strained her

to him.

" By me I By me )
" he said. " Think of me to-night, only

of me, as I think only of you."

He spoke as if he were jealous even of her thought of God, as

if he did not understand that it was the very intensity of her love

for him that made her, even in the midst of the passion of the

body, connect their love of each other with God's love of them.

In her heart this ovapower:i.g human love which, in the garden,

when first she realised it fully, had seemed to leave no room in

her for love of God, now in the moment when it was close to

absolute satisfaction seemed almost to be one with her love of

God. Perhaps no man could understand bow, in a good woman.
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Hi. breath stirred the thick tresKs of her hair.
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n>^SZi ^A.^^r? u"*
*^ °°' '•P'y- She could notpe«» any mora At last the something wild and lawlmc thl
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-It i. dying," Androvsky said. "It is d»in.r r^w .,

She pressed his hand again.

Domi^P^'^L'^S*
'"*'• '^' darkness?" he asked. "Do you.Domm, ? The desert is sending it The desert is sending it ?oyou, and for me because you love me."

^

flf i»^ n w^
'*'* ^'' '''^"*^ **y **^* ^™«'' broke in two. Part

"That is

darkness."

She felt his body trembling, as if the vehemence of the spirit

like us," he said. "Like us together m the
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confifled witUa it tbook it In the night th« tweeie sUghtlj

iocreaied, malung th« flaine of the lamp behind them in the

tentilidier. And the breese was like a meuage, brought to

them firom the desert bf some envoy in the darkness, telling

them not to be afraid of their wonderful gift of freedom with

uch other, but to take it open-handed, open-hearted, with the

great courage of Jof

.

" Domini, did you feel that gust of the wind ? It carried

away a doud of sparks from the fire and brought them a little

iray towards us. Did you see ? Fire wandering on the wbd
through the night calling to the fire that is in us. Wasn't it

beautiful? Everything is beautiful to night. There were never

such stars before."

She looked ap at them. Often she had watched the stars,

and known the vague longings, the almost terrible aspirations

they wake in their watchers. But to her also laey locked

different to-night, nearer to the earth, sh'S thought, brighter, more

living than ever bef< re, like strMge tendernesses made visibte,

peopling the night with an unconquerable sympathy. The vast

firmament was surely intent upon their happiness. Again the

breeze came to them across the waste, cool and breathing of the

dryness of the sands. Not fair away a jackal laughed. After a

pause it was answered by another jackal at a distance. The
voices of these desert beasts brought home to Domini with an

intimacy not felt by her before the exquisite remoteness of their

situation, and the shrill, discordant noise, rising and falling with

a sort of melancholy and sneering mirtii, mingled with bitterness,

wa;^ like a delicate music in her ears.

" Hark !

" Androvsky whispered.

The first jackal laughed ooce more, was answered again. A
third beast, evidently much farther off, lifted up a faint voice ike

a dismal echo. Then there was silence.

'* You loved that, Domini. It was like the calling of f'-eedom

to you—and to nae. We've fosnd freedom; we've 5--nd il

Let OS feel it Let us take hold of it It is the only thing, • he
only thing. But you can't know that as I do, Domini."

Again she was conscious that his intensity surpassed hers, a d
the consciousness, instead of saddening or vexing, made he thriil

wit> joy.
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'*I am maddened by thii freedom," he said; ** maddened by

it, Domini. I can't help—I can't
—

"

He laid his lips upon hers in a desperate caress that almon
suffocated her. Then he took his lips away from her lips and
kissed her throat, holding her head back against his shoulder.
She shut her eyes. He was indeed teaching her to forget. Eycd
the memory of the day m the garden when she heard the church
bell chime and the sound of Larbi's flute went from her. She
remembered nothing any more. The past was lost or laid in
sleep by the spell <rf sensation. Her nature galloped like an
Arab horse across the sands towards the sun, towards the fire

that sheds warmth afar but that devours all that draws near to it

At that moment she connected Androvsky with the tremendous
fires eternally blazing in the sun. She had a desire that be
should hurt her in the passionate intensity of his love for her.

Her nature, which till now had been ever ready to spring into
hostility at an accidental touch, which had shrunk instinctively
from physical contact with other human beings, melted, was
utterly transformed. She felt that she was now the opposite of all

that she had been—more woman than any other woman who
had ever lived. What had been an almost cold strength in

her went to increase the completeness of this yielding to one
stronger than herself. What had seemed boyish and almost
hard in her died away utterly under the embrace of this fierce

manhood.

"Domini," be spoke, whispering while he kissed her,

"Domini, the fire's gone out. It's dark."

He lifted her a little in his arms, still kissing her.
" Domini, it's dark, it's dark."

He lifted her more. She stood up, with his arms about
her, looking towards where the fire had been. She put her
hands against his face and softly pressed it back from hers,

but with a touch that was a caress. He yielded to her at

once.

"Look! "he said. " Do you love the darkness ? Tell me-
tell me that you love it."

She let her hand glide over his cheek in answer.
"Look at it Love it All the desert is in it, and our love

in the desert. Let us stay in the desert, let us stay in it for erti

im
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—for efer. It it jrour garden—yours. It has brought us every-

thing, Domini."

He took her hand and pressed it again and again over his

cheek lingeringly. Then, abruptly, he dropped it

" Come I " he said. '* Domini."

And he drew her in through the tent door almost violently.

A stronger gust of the n^ght wind followed them. Androvsky

took his arms slowly from Domini and turned to let down the

flap of the tent. While he was doing this she stood quite still.

The flame of the lamp flickered, throwing its light now here, now
there, uneasily. She saw the cross lit up for an instant and the

white bed beneath it The wind stirred her dark hair and was

cold about her neck, fiut the warmth there met and defied it

In that brief moment, while Androvsky was fastening the tent,

she seemed to live through centuries of intense and complicated

emotion. When the light flickered over the cross she felt as if

she could spend her life in passionate adoration at its foot ; but

when she did not see it, and the wind, coming in from the desert

through the tent door, where she heard the movement of Androv-
sky, stirred in her hair, she felt reckless, wayward, savage—and
something more. A cry rose in her that was like the cry of a
stranger, who yet was of her and in her, and from whom she
would not part.

Again the lamp flame flickered upon the cross. Quickly,

while she saw the cross plainly, she went forward to the bed
and fell on her knees by it, bending down her face upon its

whiteness.

When Androvsky had fastened the tent door he turned round
and saw her kneeling. He stood quite still as if petrified, staring

at her. Then, as the flame, now sheltered from the wind, burned
steadily, he saw the cross. He started as if someone had struck
him, hesitated, then, with a look of fierce and concentrated resolu-

tion on his face, went swiftly to the cross and pulled it from the
canvas roughly. He held it in his hand for an instant, then moved
to the tent door and stooped to unfasten the cords that held it to
the pegs, evidently with the intention of throwing the cross out
into the night. But he did not unfasten the cords. Something-
some sudden change of feeling, some secret and powerful reluct-

ance—checked him. He thrust the aoss into his pocket

1 tl
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Wl;

Then, returning to where Domini was kneeling, he put his armi
round her and drew her to her feet.

She did not resist him. Still holding her in his arms he

blew out the lamp.

XIX

Thb Arabs have a saying, "In the desert one forgets every-

thing, one remembers nothing any more."

To Domini it sometimes seemed the truest of all the true and
beautiful sayings of the East. Only three weeks had passed
away since the first halt at Arba, yet akeady her life at Beni-

Mora was faint in her mind as the dream of a distant past
Taken by the vast solitudes, journeying without definite aim from

one oasis to another through empty regioni^ bathed in eternal

sunshine, camping often in the midst of the sand by one of the

wells sunk for the nomads by the French engineers, strengthened

perpetually, yet perpetually soothed, by airs that were soft and
cool, as if mingled of silk and snow, they lived surely in a desert

dream with only a dream behind them. They had become as

one with the nomads, whose home is the moving tent, whose
hearthstone is the yellow sand of the dunes, whose God is liberty.

Domini loved this life with a love which had already become
a passion. All that she had imagined that the desert might be to

her she found that it was. In its so-called monotony she dis-

covered eternal interest. Of old she had thought the sea the

most wonderful thing in Nature. In the desert she seemed to

possess the sea with something added to it, a calm, a completeness,

a mystical tenderness, a passionate serenity. She though . of the

sea as a soul striving to fulfil its noblest aspirations, to be the

splendid thing it knew how to dream of. But she thought of the

desert as a soul that need strive no more, having attained. And
she, like the Arabs, called it always in her heart the Garden of

AUah. For in this wonderful calm, bright as the child's idea of

heaven, clear as a crystal with a sunbeam caught in it, silent as

a prayer that will be answered silently, God seemed to draw very

near to his wandering children. In the desert was the still, small

voice, and the still, small voice was the Lord.

Often at dawn or sundown, when, perhaps in the distance of
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the sands, or near at hand beneath the shade of the palms of

lome oasis by a waterspring, she watched the desert men in their

patched rags, with their lean, bronzed faces and eagle eyes turned

cowards Mecca, bowing their heads in prayer to the soil that the

sun made hot, she remembered Count Anteoni's words, " I like

to see men praying in the desert," and she understood with all

her heart and soul why. For the life of the desert was the most

perfect liberty that could be found on earth, and to see men thus

worshipping in liberty set before her a vision of free will upon

the heights. When she thought of the world she had known and

left, of the men who would always lire in it and know no other

world, she was saddened for a moment. Could she ever find else-

where such joy as she had found in the simple and unfettered life

of the wastes ? Could she ever exchange this life for another life,

even with Androvsky ?

One day she spoke to him of her intense joy in the wandering

fate, and the pain that came to her whenever she thought of

exchanging it for a life of civilisation in the midst of fixed groups

of mm.
They had halted for the noonday rest at a place called Sidi-

Hamdane, and in the afternoon were going to ride on to a Bordj

called Mogar, where they iueant to stay two or three days, as

Batouch had told them it was a good halting-place, and near to

haunts of the gazelle. The tents had already gone forward, and

Domini and Androvsky were lying upon a rug spread on the sand,

in the shadow of the grey wall of a traveller's house beside a well.

Behind them their horses were tethered to an iron ring in the

wall. Batouch and Ali were in the court of the house, talking to

the Arab guardian who dwelt there, but their voices were not

audible by the well, and absolute silence reigned, the intense yet

light silence that is in the desert at noontide, when the sun if at

the zenith, when the nomad sleeps under his low-pitched tent,

and the gardeners in the oases cease even from pretending to work
among the palms. From before the well ihe ground sank to a

plain of pale grey sand, which stretched away to a village hard in

aspect, as if carved out of bronze and all in one piece. In the

centre of it rose a mosque with a minaret and a number of

enpoUs, faintly gilded and shining modestly under the fierce rays

of the sua.

t
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liii:

At the foot of the Tillage the ground was white with saltpetre,

which resembled a corering of new fallm snow. To right and
left of it were isolated groups oi palms growing in threes and fours,

like trees that had formed themselves into cliques and set careful

barriers of sand between themselves and their despised brethren.
Here and there on the grey sand dark patches showed where
nomads had pitched their tents. But there was no movement of

human life. No camels were visible. No guard dogs b«rkea
The noon held all things in its golden grip.

" Boris 1 " Domini said, breaking a long silence.

"Yes, Domini?"
He turned towards her on the rug, stretching his long, thin

body Uzily as if in supreme physical contentment.
"You know that saying of the Arabs about forgetting every-

thing in the desert?"
•• Yes, Domini, I know it.»

"How long shall we sUy in this world of forgetfulness ?

»

He lifted himself up on his elbow quickly, and fixed his eyes
on hers.

"How long I
•

"Yes."

" But—do you wish to leave it ? Are you tired of it ?
"

There wuc a note of sharp anxiety in his voice.
" I don't answer such a question," she said, smiling at him.
"Ah, then, why do you try to frighten me?"
She put her hand in his.

" How burnt you are I " she said. " You are like an Arab of

the South."

" Let me become more like one. There's health here."
"And peace, perfect peace."

He said nothing. He was looking down now at the saod.
She laid her lips on his warm brown hand.
"There's all I want here," she added.
" Let us stay here."

"But some day we must go back, mustn't we?"
"Why?"
•* Can anything be lifelong—even our honeymoon ?"

"Suppose we choose that it shall be?"
"Can we choose such a thing? Is anybody allowed to
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choose to lire always quite happily without duties? Sometimes

I wonder. I love this wandering life so much, I am so happy in

it, that I sometimes think it cannot last much longer."

He began to sift the sand through his fingers swiftly.

'* Duties ? " he said in a low Toice.

"Yes. Oughtn't we to do something presently, something

besides being happy?"

'*What do you mean, Domini?"
• I hardly know, I don't know. You tell me."

There was an urging sound in her voice, as if she wanted,

almost demanded, something of him.

*' You mean that a man must do some work in his life if he is

to keep himself a man," he said, not as if he were asking a

question.

He spoke reluctantly but firmly.

" You know," he added, " that I have worked hard all my life,

hard like a labourer."

"Yes, I know," she said.

She stroked his hand, that was worn and rough, and spoke

eloquently of manual toil it had accomplished in the past

** I know. Before we were married, that day when we sat in

the garden, you told me your life and I told you mine. How
different they have been I

"

«*Yes,"hesaid.

He lit a cigar and watched the smoke curling up into the

gold of the sunlit atmosphere.

" Mine in the midst of the world and yours so far away from it

I often imagine that little place, £1 Kreir, the garden, your

mother, your twin-brother Constantine, that one-eyed Arab ser-

vant—what was his name?"
"ElMaqui."

"Yes, £1 Maqui, who taught you to play Cora and to sing

Arab songs, and to eat cous-cous with your fingers. I can

almost see Father Andr^ from whom you learnt to love the

Classics, and who talked to you of i^ilosophy. He's dead too,

isn'l he, like your mother?"

**I don't know whether P^ Andr< is dead. I have lost

sight of him," Androvsky said.

He still looked steadily at the rings ofsmoke curling up into the
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golden air. There was in his Toice a sound of embarrassment
She guessed that it came from the consciousness of the pain he
must hare caused the good priest who had lored him when be
ceased from practising the religion in which he had been brought
up. Even to her he nerer spoke frankly on religious subjects,
but she knew that he had been baptised a Catholic and been
educated for a time by priests. She knew, too, that he was no
longer a practising Catholic, and that, for some reason, he
dreaded any intimacy with priests. He never spoke against
them. He had scarcely erer spoken of them to her. But she
remembered his words in the garden, " I do not care for priests."

She remembered, too, his action in the tunnel on the day of hii

arrival in Beni-Mora. And the reticence that they both preserved
on the subject of religion, and its reason, were the only causes of

regret in this desert dream of hers. Even this regret, too, often
faded in hope. For in the desert, the Garden of Allah, she had
it borne in upon her that Androvsky would discover what he
must surely secretly be seeking—the truth that each man
must find for himself, truth for him of the eventual existence
in which the mysteries of this present existence will be made
plain, and of the Power that has fashioned all things.

And she was able to hope in silence, as women do for the

men they love.

"Don't think I do not realise that you have worked," she

went on after a pause. " You told me how you always cultivated

the land yourself, even when you were still a boy, that you
directed the Spanish labourers in the vineyards, that—^you hare
earned a long holiday. But should it last for ever ? "

"You are right Well, let us take an oasis; let us become
palm gardeners like that Frenchman at Meskoutine."

"And build ourselves an African house, white, with a terrace

roof."

" And sell our dates. We can give employment to the Arabs.
We can choose the poorest. We can improve their lives. After

all, if we owe a debt to anyone it is to them, to the desert. Let

us pay our debt to the desert men and live in the desert."
" It would be an ideal life," she said with her eyes shining on bis.

"And a possible life. Let us live it. I could not bear to

leave the desert. Where thould we go ?

"
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"Where should we go 1 " she repeated.

She was still looking at him, but now the expression of

her eyes had quite changed. They had become grare, and
enmined him seriously with a sort of deep inquiry. He sat

up on the Arab rug, leaning his back against the wall of the

traTcUers' house.

** Why do yon look at me like that, Domini ? " he asked with

a sudden stirring of something that was like uneasiness.

"I! I wu wondering what you would like, what other life

would suit you."

" Yes ? " he said quickly. " Yes 7
"

"It's very strange, Boris, but I cannot connect you with any-

thing but the desert, or see you anywhere but in the desert. I

cannot even imagine you among your Tines in Tunisia."

"They were not altogether mine," he corrected, still with a

certain excitement which he evidently endeavoured to repress.

" I—I had the right, the duty of cultivating the land."

" Well, however it was, you were always at work ; you were

responsible, weren't you?"
"Yes."

" I cant see you even in the vineyards or the wheat-fields.

Isn't it strange?"

She was always looking at him with the same deep and wholly

nnself-consdous inquiry.

"And as to London, Paris—

"

Suddenly she burst into a little laugh and her gravity

vanished.

" I think you would hate them," she said. "And they—^they

wouldn't like you because they wouldn't understand you."
" Let us buy our oasis," he said abruptly. " Build our African

house, sell our dates and remain in the desert I hear Batouch.
It must be time to ride on to Mogar. Batouch I Batouch !

"

Batouch came from the courtyard of the house wiping the

remains of a cous-cous from his languid lips.

"Untie the horses," said Androvsky.
" But, Monsieur, it is still too hot to travel Look 1 No one

is stirring. All the village is asleep."

He waved his enormous hand, with henna-tinted nails, towards
the distant town, carved sorely out of one huge piece of bronze.

I
'
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** Untie the horiei. There are gaselle in the plain neai
Mogar. Didn't yon tell me?"

"Yei, Monneor. but—"
" We'll get there early and go out after them at sunset. Now,

Domini."
They rode away in the burning heat of the noon towards the

south-west across the vast plains of grey sand, followed at a
short distance by Batouch and AIL

" Monsieur is mad to start in the noon," grumbled Batouch.
" But Monsieur is not like Madame. He may live in the desert
till he is old and his hair is grey as the sand, but he will never
be an Arab in his heart."

"Why, Batouch-ben-Brahim?"
"He cannot rest. To Madame the desert gives its calm, bnt

to Monsieur—" He did not finish his sentence. In front

Domini and Androvsky had put their horses to a gallop. The
sand flew up in a thin cloud around them.

"Nom d'un chieni" said Batouch, who, in unpoetical
moments, occasionally indulged in the expletives of the French
infidels who were his country's rulers. "What is there in the

mind of Monsieur which makes him ride as if he fled from ao
enemy ?

"

"I know not, but he goes like a hare before the sloughi,

Batouch-ben-Brahim," answered Ali, gravely.

Then they sent their horses on in chase of the doud of sand
towards the south-west.

About four in the afternoon they reached the camp at Mogar.
As they rode in slowly, for their horses were tired and stream-

ing with heat after their long canter across the sands, both
Domini and Androvsky were struck by the novelty <rf this halting-

place, which was quite unlike anything they had yet seen. The
ground rose gently but continuously foi a considerable time
before they saw in the distance the pitched tents with the dark
forms of the camels and mul«. Here they were out of the sands,

and upon hard, sterile soil covere<l with small stones embedded
in the wth. Beyond the tents they could see nothing but the

sky, which was now covered with small, ribbed grey clouds, sad-

coloured and autumnal, and a lonely tower built of stone, which
rose from the waste at about two hundred yards from the tents to
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the east Although they could see so little, howeyer, thej were

impressed with a sensation that they were on the edge of some

nst fision, of some grandiose effect of Nature, that would bring

to them a new and astonishing knowledge (^ the desert Perhaps

it was the sight oi the distant tower pointing to the grey clouds

that stirred in them this almost excit«l feeling of expectation.

"It is like a watch-tower," Domini said, pointing with her

whip. "But who could live in such a place, far from any

oasis?"

" And what can it overlook ? " said Androrsky. *' This is the

nearest horison line we have seen since we came into the desert"

"Yes, but—*
She glanced at him as they put their horses into a gentle

canter. Then she added,—

"You, took feel that we are coming to something tremendous,

don't you?"

Her horse whinneyed shrilly. Domini stroked its foam-

flecked neck with her hand.

"Abou is as full of anticipation as we are," she said.

Androvsky was looking towards the tower.

"That was built for French soldiers," he said. A moment

afterwards he added,

—

" I wonder why Batouch chose this place for us to camp in."

There was a faint sound of initation in his voice.

"Perhaps we shall know in a minute," Domini answered.

They cantered on. Their horses' hoofs rang with a hard sound

(» the stony ground.

"It's inhospitable here," Androvsky said. She looked at

him in surprise.

"I don't remember your taking a dislike to any halting-place

before," she said. " What's the matter, Boris ?
"

He smiled at her, but atlraost immediately his face was clouded

b ^e shadow of a gloom that seemed to respond to the gloom

of ;'%;i sky. And he fixed bis eyes again upon the tower.

"I like a far horizon," he answered. "And there's no sun

to-day."

" I suppose even in the desert we cannot have it always," she

said. And in her voice, too, there was a touch of melancholy, as

if she had caught his mood. A minute later she added,

—
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.ffJ!^J^T"?• ."^.^ ^^ ^'•^ ^ •»<>^ «»• »«»»• of the
•ttendtnt^ «iKl remed in their horsM «t the edge of • .lope th«WMiOmortt precipice. Then they tat .tiU in their «uidIet,Vaong

They had been hying for weeks in the midit of vastneii. ai^had become accustomed to see stretched out around themimmense taicts of land melting away into far blue dUtances, but
this Tiew from Mogar made them catch their breath and stirred
their pulses.

^

.«J!
"^ ^^^"^ ?*"* '^ •^ tomething unnatural in iti

existed in their nsion of it only. So, surely, might look a plain

«nd threateningly terrific Domini had a feeling that no human
eyes could really see such infinite tracts of land and water as those

hae. m Uie midst of the desert Infinite expanses of sea met
infinite plams of snow. Or so it seemed to both of them. And
theses was grey and cahn as a winter sea breathing its plaint
along a winter land. From it, here and there, rose islets whose
low difis were a deep red like the red of sandstone, a sad colour^ iuggMts tragedy, islets that looked desoUte, and as if no Ufehad ever been upon them, or could be. Back from the snowy
plains stretched sand dunes of the palest primrose colour, saod
dunes innumerable, myriads and myriads of them, rising and fall-
ing, ruing and falling, till they were lost in the grey distance of
this sUent world. In the foreground, at their horses' feet, wound
from the hiU summit a broad track famtiy marked in the deep
sand, and flanked by huge dunes shaped, by the action of the
winds, mto grotesque sembUuces of monsters, leviathans, beasts
with prodigious humps, sphinxes, whales. This track was
presenUy lost in the blanched pUins. Far away, immeasurably
far, sea snd snow blended and faded into the cloudy grey. Above
the near dunes two desert eagles were slowly wheeling in a weaiy
flight, occasionally sinking towards the sand, then rising again
towards the clouds. And the track was strewn with the bleached
bones of camels that had perished, or that had been slaughtered.
yn some long desert marcii.
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To the left of them the lolitary tower commanded this terrific

mton of detolatioii, teemed to wttch it ituidUjr, yet furtively,

with iti tiny loophole eyes.

"We have come into winter," Domini murmared.

She lodted at the white of the camels' bones, of the plains,

at the grey white of the sky, at the yellow pallor of the dunes.

<* How wonderful 1 How terrible 1 " she said.

She drew her horse to one side, a little nearer to AndroTsky's.

"Does the Russian in you greet this Und ?" she asked him.

He did not reply. He seemed to be Leld in thrall by the sad

immensity bdbre them.

"I reidise here what it must be to die in the desert, to be

killed by it—by hunger, by thirst in it,** she said {vesently, speak

ing u if to herself, and looking out over the mirage sea, the

mirage snow. " This is the first time I have really felt the terror

of the desert"

Her horse drooped its head till its nose nearly touched the

earth, and shook itself in a long shiver. She shivered too, as if

constrained to echo an animal's distress.

"Things have died here," Androvsky said, speaking at last in

a low voice and pointing with his long-lashed whip towards the

camels' skeletons. " Come, Domini, the horses are tired."

He cast another glance at the tower, and they dismounted by

their tent, which was pitched at the very edge of the steep slope

that sank down to the beast-like shapes of the near dunes.

An hour later Domini said to Androvsky,

—

"You won't go after gazelle this evening surely?"

They had been having coffee in the tent and had just

finished. Androvsky got up from his chair and went to the tent

door. The grey of the sky was pierced by a gleaming shaft from

the sun.

" Do you mind if I go ?" he said, turning towards her after a

glance to the desert
" No, but aren't you tired ?

"

He shook his head.
" I couldn't ride, and now I can ride. I couldn't shoot, and

I'm just beginning—"

"Go," she said quickly. "Besides, we want gazelle for

dinner, Batouch says, though I don't suppose we should starve
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riJ^J^K-
*• *»~ to «»»•««»» Ax* and ttood berfde h^tna M put nil irm round her.

•'If I were alone here, Borii," the mid, leuiing agaiaat hk
houlder. " I beUere I .hould feel horribl, md UnUy.'^

"ShiUIitaj?" '

He presMd her egaintt him.
"No. I shaU know 3rou are conUng back. Oh, how extn.

•rdmaj, U i. to think we Ured «, nunj year. wiU^rkno^
of««h^other'i exigence, that we Ufed alone. Were you evj

He hesitated before he rq)lied.
"I lometimet thought I was."
"But do you think now you ever really were?*
•• I doni know—perhape in a lonely sort of way.-
You can nerer be happy in that way now ? "

He said nothing, but, after a moment, he kissed her long and
hard, and as If he wanted to draw hex being into hia through the
door <M his lipe.

" Go<Hi-bye," he said, releasing her. •• I shaU be back direcUi
after sundown." '

, l^T ^'^ '^^ ^« *»»« d"k down there. If you were Ion
in the dunes I

"

She pointed to the distant sand hills rising and rallina
monotonously to the horizon.

*

•• If you are not back in good time," she said, " I shall stand
by the tower and ware a brand from the fire.*

"Why by the tower?"
" The ground is highest by the tower."
She watched him ride away on i mule, with two Arabs carry-

tog guns. They went towards the plains of saltpetre that looked
hke snow beside the sea that was only a mirage. Then she
turned back into the tent, took up a volume of Fromentin's, and
sat down m a foldingchair at the tent door. She read a Utile,
but It was diflScult to read with the mirage beneath her. Per-
petually her eyes were attracted from the book to its mystery
and plaintive sadness, that was like the sadness of something
unearthly, of a spirit that did not move but that suffered. She did
not put away the book, but presenUy she laid it down on her
knees, open, and sat gaaing. Androvsky had disappeared with
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the Artbi into iome fold of the uuuk. Tlio mo rty h«d

vaniihed with him. Without Andxonky muI th« swi—iht

kUI connected them together, end knew ihe would for ever—

the melancholy of thie detert icene was iocreued for her till

it became opptemiTe and Uy opon her tike a heavy weight She

was not a woman indined to any morbid imaginiagt. Indetd,

aU that waa morbid rooied in her an instinctive diqpiat But

the ludden greynesi of the weather, coming after weeka <rf ardent

lunihine, and combined with the fantaftk dewlatioo of the

lAodMape, which wu half real and half area], tnmed her for

the moment towards a dreariness of spirit that was rare m her.

She realised suddenly, u she looked and dk! not see

Androvsky even as a black and moving speck upon ihe plain.

<rhat the desert would seem to her without him. even in sunshine,

the awfttlnew of the desolation of it, the horroi of its disUnces.

And, realising this, she also realised the uncerta nty of th? human

afe in connection with any other human life. To be f penipnt

OQ another is to double the sum of the terrors of uacertwuty.

She had done that.

If the immeasunble sands took Androvsky and never gave

him back to her 1 What would she do 7

She gazed at the mirage sea with iu dim red ialands, and at

the sad white plains along its edge.

Winter—she would be plunged in eternal winter. And each

human life hangs on a thread. All deep love, aU consuming

passion, holds a great fear within the circle of a great glory.

ToKlay the fear within the circle of her glory seemed to grow.

But she suddenly realised that she ought to dominate it, to

confine it—as it were—to its original and permanent pro-

portions.

She got up, came out upon the edge of the hill, and walked

along it slowly towards the tower.

Outside, freed from the shadow of the tent, she felt less

oppressed, though still melancholy, and even slightly appre-

hensive, as if some trouble were coming to her and were near at

hand. Mentally she had made the tower the limit jf he. aalk,

and therefore when she reached it she stood stiU.

It was a squat, square tower, strongly constructed, with loop-

holes in the four sides, and now that she was by it she saw built
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oecki of the beasts for support they looked with a sort of

haggard eagerness in its direction.

Domini was roused from her contemplation of the mirage

and the day-dreams it suggested by the approach of this small

cavalcade. The officer was almost upon her ere she heard the

clatter of his mule among the stones. She looked up, startled,

and he looked down, even more surprised, apparently, to see a

lady ensconced at the foot of the tower. His astonishment and

exhaustion did not, however, get the better of his instinctive

good breeding, and sitting straight up in the saddle he took ofi

his sun helmet and asked Domini's pardon for disturbing her.

"But this is my home for the night, Madame," he added, at

the same time drawing a key from the pocket of his loose trousers.

*'And I'm thankful to reach it Ma fin I there have been several

moments in the last days when I never thought to see Mogar."

Slowly he swung himself off his mule and stood up, catching

on to the saddle with the one hand.

"F-ff fi" he said, pursing his lips. "I can barely stand.

Excuse me, Madame."

Domini had got up.

'< You are tired out," she said, looking at him and his men,

who bad now come up, with interest

"Pretty well indeed. We have been three days lost in the

great dunes in a sand-storm, and hit the track here just as we

were preparing for a—well, a great event"

" A great event ? " said Domini.

" The last m a man's life, Madame."

He spoke simply, even with a light touch of humour that was

almost cynical, but she felt beneath his words and manner a

solemnity and a thankfulness that attracted and moved her.

"Those terrible dunes
!

" she said.

And, turning, she looked out over them.

There was no sunset, but the deepening of the grey into a

dimness that seemed to have blackness behind it, the more

ghastly hue of the white plains of saltpetre, and the fading of the

mirage sea, whose islands now looked no longer red, but dull

brown specks in a pale mist, hinted at the rapid falling of night.

** My husband is out in them," she added.
" Your husband, Madame 1

"
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other as if trying hii strength, then added,—
^^' Not far. though. I «,ppose. For I see you have a camp

"He has only gone after gazelle."
As she said the last word she saw one of the soldiers, a mereboy, hck h,. hps and gire a sort of tragic wink at his comAron"A sudden thought struck her.

""'pwiions.

^"Don't think me impertinent, Monsieur, but-what aboutprovisions m your tower?"
*

"Oh, as to that, Madame, we shall do well enough. Here,open the door, Marelle 1

"

' ^
And he gave the key to a soldier, who wearily dismountedand thrust it into the door of the tower.

'niounied

be iHl!^" 1^ ^T ^ *^' ^"°«*
'

Your provisions mustbe exhausted unless you've been able to replenish them."

"I^d^lT"^^^'
^*'**"*- .W«»»««»"*«e«cous.cous.-And wme ? Have you any wine ? "

and^LV'Ji^rrlK"^'"
'' "^^ "^*"'''^ '''^^^ covered with sandand saw that their eyes were fixed upon her and wero «K;n,n

eagerly. AU the "good feUow" in her nature'o" up
* ""'

plenty""
"""' ^'* "^ "°^ ^^" •ome,"she said. "We have

with '^J'^^^;:zT^''''^'''^'''^'^ "^^^'^

to the °Jd!e«'"'*''*
"' *" comrades,'..he added, a. if speaking

tireJ^"**"^***
*' ^" "^'^ " °P*° •^^'»^*'° ''^^^ «t "P their

.JT*^*"^" "*V***
*****''• "y**" •« "'»«h too good; but Iaccept your offer as frankly as you have made .t. A UtUe w n

will be a godsend to us tc^night Thank you. Madame."
The soldiers looked as if they were going to cheer.
"Ill go to the camp—"

sittiL^T p ' V^'' T° «° ^°' ^°"' ^^^"^^^ You were•ittmg here. Pray, do not let us disturb you."

WWll"!?' "J*l""i*°**
' '^*" have togo back inamoment-

While they had been speaking the darkness had rapidly
increased. She looked towards the distant dunes and noZgL
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saw them. At once her mind went to Androrsky. Why had he

not letoraed? She thought of the lignaL From the camp,

behind their ileepbg-tent, rose the flames of a newly-made fire.

" If one of your men can go and tell Batouch—Batouch—to

come to me here I shall be grateful," she answered. "And I

want him to bring me a big brand from the fire over there."

She saw wonder dawning in the eyes fixed upon her* and

miled-
'< I want to signal to my husband," she said, "and this is the

highest point. He will see it best if I stand here."

" Go, Marelle, mk for Batouch, and be sure you bring the

brand from the fire.''

The man saluted and rode off with alacrity. The thought of

wine bad infused a gaiety into him and his companions.
'* Now, Monsieur, don't stand on ceremony," Domini said to

the officer. " Go in and make your toilet Yon are Iraging to^

I know."

" I am longing to look a little more decent—now, Madame,"
he said gallantly, and gazing at her with a sparkle of admiration

in his inflamed eyes " You will let me return in a moment to

escort you to the camp.*

"Thank you."

"Will you permit me—my name is De Trevignac."

" And mine is Madame Androvsky."
" Russian 1 " the officer Mud. *' The alliance in the desert I

Vive la Russie I
*

She laughed.

"That is for my husband, for I am English."

" Vive I'Angleterre I " he said.

The two soldiers echoed his words impulsively, lifting up in

the gathering darkness hoarse voices.

"Vive I'Angleterre 1"

" Thank you, thank you," she said. " Now, Monsieur, please

don't let me keep you."
" I shall be back directly," the officer replied.

And be turned and went into the tower, while the soldiers

rode round to the court, tugging at the cords of the led mules.

Domini waited for the return of Marelle. Her mood had
changed. A glow of cordial humanity chased away her melan-
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choly. The hoitess that lurks in erery womwi—that housewife
hottesa lense which goes hand-in-hand with the mother sense^
was aliye in her. She was keenly anxious to play the good fain
simply, unostentatiously, to these exhausted men who had come
to Mogar out of the jaws of Death, to see their weary faces shioe
under the mfluence of repose and good cheer, fiut the tower
looked desoUte The camp was gayer, cosier. Suddenly she
resolred to inrite them aU to dine in the camp that night

MareUe returned with Batouch. She saw them from a
distance coming through the darkness with bUuing torches io
their hands. When they came to her she said,—

"Batouch, I want you to order dinner in camp for the
soldiers."

A broad and radiant smUe irradiated the blunt Breton
features of Marelle.

"And Monsieur the officer will dine with me and Monsieur.
Gire us aU you can. Perhaps there will be some gaieUe."

She saw him opening his lips to say that the dinner would be
poor and stopped him.

IV
"

M?!! "!
*"*

T""
*^"* ""^ *•** champagne-the Pommen.We will dnnk to all safe returns. Now, give me the brand and

go and tell the cook."

As he gave up his torch and disappeared into the darkness De
Tiengnac came out from the tower. He still looked exhausted
and walked with some difficulty, but he had washed the sand
from his face with water from the artesian weU behind the tower
changed his uniform, brushed the sand from his yellow hair and
put on a smart gold-laced cap instead of his sun-helmet, 'ihe
spectacles were gone from his eyes, and between his lips was a
large cigar-his last, kept by him among the dunes as a pos-
sible solace in the dreadful hour of death.

"Monsieur de Trevignac, I want you to dine with us in camp
to-night-only to dine. We won't keep you from your bed one
moment after the coffee and the cognac You must seal the
triple alliance—France, Russia, England—in some champagne."

She had spoken gaily, cordially. She added more gravely,-

„,.„"^* *'°*"*'* *'**P* '"™°* ^^^^ »«on« t^ dunes every day.
Will you come?"

She held out her hand frankly, as a man might to another
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man. He pressed it m « man presses a woman's hand when he

ii feeling very soft and tender.

"Madame, what can I say, but that yon are too good to as

poor fellows, and that you will find it very difficult to get rid of

us, for we shall be so happy in your camp that we shall forget all

about our tower."

"That's settled then.'

With the brand in her hand she walked to the edge of the hilL

De Trevignac followed her. He had taken the other brand from

Marelle. They stood side by side, overlooking the immense de-

solation that was now almost hidden in the night.

"You are going to signal to your husband, Madame?"

"Yes."
" Let me do it for yon. See, I have the other brand t

*

" Thank you—but I will do it."

In the light of the flame that leaped up as if striving to touch

her face he saw a light in her eyes that he understood, and he

drooped his torch towards the earth while she lifted hers on high

and waved it in the blackness.

He watched her. The tall, strong, but exquisitely supple

figure, the uplifted arm with the torch sending forth a long tongue

of golden flame, the ardent and unconscious pose, that set before

him a warm passionate heart calling to another heart without

shame, made him think of her as some Goddess of the Sahara.

He had let his torch droop towards the earth, but, as she waved

hers, he had an irresistible impulse to join her in the action she

made heroic and superb. And presently he lifted his torch too,

and waved it beside hers in the night

She smiled at him in the flames.

" He must see them surely," she said.

From below, in the distance of the desert, there rose a loud

cry in a strong man's voice.

" Ah 1 " she exclaimed.

She called out in return in a warm, powerful voice. The
man's voice answered, nearer. She dropped her brand to the

earth.

" Monsieur, you will come then—in half an hour ?
"

"Madame, with the most heartfelt pleasure. But let me
accompany

—

" -
s
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^^'^^^ '^'' - "i" -^ -^ -I wood.

with which h. im.^^TrkeTud ^"l* 'rt's""''-^

•• You saw mj signal, Boris ?•
"Yes—"
He was going to say more, when she interrupted him eagerlvHave you any gazelle ? Ah—"

"»™ eagerly.

Across the mule of one of the Arah« »hm .«- - u j j

. ddicte h«m with thu.. P^in^ h^mJttri^ '^l *~P'°»

tJ'H!!?.'' Ti "
'J"-'*'"-

^"^ " <J™'"y 'o «•» cook',tent Ahmed." AndroTsky got off hi. mule.

" Ye.."

lotelto?'"""""'^- "•"'""""'bni-d. being w.r«l
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** To-night we have comradei in the desert."

" Comrades I " he said.

His voice sounded startled.

" Men who have escaped from a horrible death in the dunea."
"Arabs?"
"French."

Quickly she told him her storj. He listened in silence. When
she had finished he said nothing. But she saw him look at the
dimng-table laid for three and his expression was dark and
gloomy.

"Boris, you don't mind I" she said in surprise. "Surely
you would not refuse hospitality to these poor fellows I

"

She put her hand through his arm and pressed it.

" Have I done wrong ? But I know I haven't I

"

" Wrong I How could you do that ? "

He seemed to make an effort, to conquer something within
him.

" It's I who am wrong, Domini. The truth is, I can't bear our
happiness to be intruded upon even for a night. I want to be
alone with you. This life of ours in the desert has made me
desperately selfish. I want to be alone, quite alone, with
you."

"It's that! HowgUdlaml"
She laid her cheek against his arm.
"Then—* he said, " that other signal ? *

" Monsieur de Trevignac gave it."

Androvsky took his arm from hers abruptly.

"Monsieur de Trevignac!" he said. "Monsieur de
Trevignac ?

"

He stood as if in deep and anxious thought.
" Yes, the officer. That's his name. What is it. Boris ?

'

"Nothing."

There was a sound of voices approaching the camp in the
darkness. They were speaking French.

" I must—" said Androvsky, " I must—"
He made an uncertain movement, as if to go towards the

dunes, checked it, and went hurriedly into the dressing-tent. As
he disappeared De Trevignac came into the carap with Us men.
Batouch conducted the Utter with aU eeiemony towards the fire
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which burned before the tentt of the attendants, and. for th.moment. Domini was left alone with De Trerignac.

" My husband is coming direcUy.- she said. «* He was bte id
Jtrturning, but he brought gaseUe. Now you must nt down at

She led the way to the dining-tent. De Trerignac tlanced
at the Uble Udd for three with an eager anticipationKe^L'
Car too natural to try to conceal.

"Madame," he said. " if I disgrace myself to-night, if I «like an ogre m a fairy tale, will you forgive me? "

"I wUl not forgive you if you don't."
She spoke gaUy, nude him sit down in a foldingchair, and

insisted on putting a soft cushion at his back. Her manner wu
cheerful, almost eagerly kind and full of a amaraderu rare ia ,woman yet he noticed a change in her smce tiiey stood togetherwaving the brands by the tower. And he said to himself.!-

The husband—perhaps he's not so pleased at my appear-
ance. I wonder how long they've been married ? "

^^And he felt his curiosity to see "Monsieur Androvsky-

While they waited for him Domini made De Tievignac tcDher the story of his terrible adventure in the dunes. He did sosimply like a soldier, without exaggeration. When he had
finished she said.—

" You thought death was certain Uien ? »
" Quite certain, Madame."
She looked at him earnestly.

"To have faced a death like that in utter desolation, utter
loneliness, must make life seem very differeBt afterwards."

"Yes, Madame. But I did aot feel utterly aione."
" Vour men I

"

"No, Madame.*
After a pause he added, simply.—
" My mother is a devout CathoUc. Madame. I am her only

child, and-she taught me long ago that in any peril one is never
quite alone."

Domini's heart warmed to him. She loved this trust m God
so frankly shown by a soldier, member of an African regiment,
tttius wild land. She loved this brave reliance on the unseen is
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the midst of the temnr of the leen. Before they ipoke again

Andronkj crotaed the dark space between the tents and came
slowly into the circle of the lamplight

De Trevignac got up from his chair, and Domini introduced

the two men. As they bowed each shot a swift glance at the

other. Then Androrsky looked down, and two rertical lines

appeared on his high forehead aboTC his eyebrows. They gaTe

u> his face a sudden look of acute distress. De Trevignac thanked

him for his proffered hospitality with the ease of a man of the

world, assunung that the kind inritation to him and to his men
came from the husband as well as from the wife. When he had

finished speaking, AndroTsky, without looking up, said, in a Toice

that sounded to Domini new, as if he had deliberately assumed

It.-

" I am glad, Monsieur. We found gazelle, and so I hope—

I

hope you will have a fairly good dinner."

The words could scarcely have been more ordinary, but the

way in which they were uttered was so strange, sounded indeed

so forced, and so unnatural, that both De Trevignac and Domini
looked at the speaker in surprise. There was a pause. Then
Batouch and Otiardi came in with the soup.

" Come ! " Domini said. " Let us begin. Monsieur de
Trevignac, will you sit here on my right ?

"

They sat down. The two men were opposite to each other at

the ends of the small table, with a lamp between them. Domini
faced the tent door, and could see in the distance the tents

of the attendants lit up by the blaze of the fire, and the forms of

the Preach soldiers sitting at their table close to it, with the Arabs
clustering round them. Sounds of loud conversation and
occasional roars of Uughter, that was almost childish in its frank

lack of all restraint, told her that one feast was a success. She
looked at her companions and made a sudden resolve—almost
fierce—that the other, over which she was presiding, should be a
success too. But why was Androvsky so strange with other
men ? Why did he seem to become dmost a different human
being directly he was brought into any close contact with his

kind? Was it shyneai?? Had he a profound hatred of all

society? She remembered Count Anteoni's luncheon and the
distress Androvsky had caused her by his cold embarrasimenti
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then he w«t only her friend. Now he wt, her huibend Sh.longed for him to .how him.elf « hi. best That fc«^*„ot

Ih«^ •.'^'^'^"'"^'^ thedeethofhisfathc^e Ru^T
who had had hM hope. bla.ted by three years of drought Md bJ^e rotation of the dreaded Phyloxer.. Had he not to d"er2

^n'^h^:"::'."" '?^"'^** upUnd, among the SpanTst wo*men, of how he had toiled early and late in all kind, of weathJ P
m^fc^him^butforacompanyofmenwhodrewaft^JS 1
t^t^^lTuV.^'"'''^'^' TiU.hemethimheS '

nerer teavelled-he had nerer Ken almost anything of life A

and to gntify a man', natural ta.te for change. And. .tnuureh
perhapj. he had come almo.t at once to the'deaert. sJSToui'

Uiat a man acquire, only by long contact with all K>rt. and con

faU of fire and feelmg-a man with a great temperament. butalJ

Pernor *«" "'^^ ^'^ '""°^ '•"* ^^ »^**^ ''^^O'* »««<i wa.

tolwT^'ai.K'T ' "*"
T****

^*^ *^*^"«^* profoundly. She

l^lit™^^ S
* ^"' """^^ P'"'^-' •»»« •^"^'^ ^» fo' • 'nanOf na^rally deep reserve, who could not perhaps speak all histhought, to anyon^ even to the woman he loved'^Ard knowing

«.e her wiU upon th,s man who loved her. to force him to showh . best side to the guest who had come to them out of the terra,of the dunes. She would be obstinate for him.
Her Ups went down a Uttle at the corners De Trevifnacglanced at her above hi. .oup-pUte. and then at AndrovskT H^

rnL*the*"c!f/'.w
**""

r'^ ^^ •^^•^*^' "<» ''^o ^^^'^^^once the gulf that must have separated the kind of life led

ho.t. Such plf.. he knew, are bridged with difficulty. In this«ue a gieat love mutt have been the bridge. Hi, interest inthen two people, encountered by him in the de^laUon of the
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"I

wutM, sod when all his tmotions had been routed bjr the neftr-

nen «f peril, would hare been deep in any case. But there was
sonething that made it extraordinary, something connected with

AndroTsky. It seemed to him that he had seen, perhaps known
Afldrovsky at some time in his life. Yet Androrsky's fs'-e was

oot £uniliar to him. He could not yet tell from what he drew

this imprcision, but it was strong. He searched his memory.

Just at first fatigue was heavy upon him, but the hot soup, the

first glass of wine revived him. When Domini, full of her secret

obstinacy, began to talk gaily he was soon able easily to take his

part, and to join her in her effort to include Androvsky in the

conversation. The cheerful noise of the camp came to them
from without

" I'm afraid my men are lifting ap their voices rather loudly,"

said De Trevignac
•' We like It," said DominL " Don't we, Boris ?

"

There was a long peal of laughter from the distance. As it

died away Batouch's peculiar guttural chuckle, which had some-

thing negroid in it, was audible, prolonging itself in a loneliness

that spoke his pertinacious sense of humour.

"Certainly," said Androvsky, still in the same strained and
unnatural voice which had surprised Domini when she introduced

the two men. "We are accustomed to gaiety round the camp ^

fire."

"You are making a long sUy in the desert, Monsieur?"
asked De Trevignac.

'*I hope so. Monsieur. It depends on my—it depends on
Madame Androvsky."

"Why didn't he say • my wife ' ? " thought De Trevignac. And
again he searched his memory. Had he ever met this man ? If

lo, where?

*'I should like to stay in the desert for ever," Domini said

quickly, with a long look at her husband.
" I should not, Madame," De Trevignac said.

**! undersUnd. The desert has shown you its terrors."
•• Indeed it has."

"But to us it has only shown its enchantment. Hasn't it?"
She spoke to Androvsky. After a pause he replied,—
"Yes."
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The word, when it came, sounded like a lie.

For the first time since her marriage Domini felt a cold, likea wld of ice about her heart Was it possible that Androvskv
had not shared her joy in the desert? Had she been alone in
her happiness? For a moment she sat Uke one stunned by ablow. Then knowledge, reason, spoke in her. She knew of
AndroTsky's happiness with her, knew it absolutely. There aresome things m which a woman cannot be deceived. When
Androvsky was with her he wanted no other human beins
Nothing could take that certainty from her.

mJIP-^ T"u'" ',*** "'* ^^^^^ "there are places in the
desert in which meUncholy seems to brood, in which one has asense of the terrors of the wastes. Mogar, I think, is one ofthem, perhaps the only one we hare been in yet. This erenine
when I was sitting under the tower, even I "-and as she said^en I^ she smiled happily at Androvsky-" knew some fore-

.J'^>^^Tl" ^"*'°^»'^y "'d q«'cwy. "why riiouwyou—?" He broke off.

"Not of coming misfortune, I hope, Madame?" said De
Trejignac m a voice that was now irresJiiibly cheerful.

He was helping himself to some gazelle, which sent forth an
appetising odour, and Ouardi was proudly pouring out for him
the first glass of bUthely winking champagne

h.Jn\^?i?^l''?''' *l"'
everything looked sad and strange; Ibegan to think about the uncertainties of Ufe."

Domini and De Trevignac were sipping their champagne.
Ouardi came behind Androvsky to fill his glass.

his h^d° '

°''°

'

" ^* *"* ^""'"^ ^ *"°** **^*^' '' "^ '^^'"'^

De Trevignac started.

«n;n?""^-i°°^!'*
** ^°°^°^ »"^ "^^J* * distressed grimace,

pointing with a brown firjer at the glass.

clailS!'
^'*"*' ^''^ "*"' ^""^ champagne to-night 1" she ex-

to it!"

""""^'^ "*^"" "*''•" *** •'"''''"^
" ^ *" "**» accustomed

^•J^But to drink our guest's health afker hi. escape from
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AndroTsky took his hand from the glass and Ouardi filled it

with wine.

Then Domini raised her glass and drank to De Trevignac.

AndroTsky followed her example, but without geniality, and when

he put his lips to the wine he scarcely tasted it Then he put the

glass down and told Ouardi to give him red wine. And during

the rest of the evening he drank no more champagne. He also

ate very little, much less than usual, for in the desert they both

had the appetites of hunters.

After thanking them cordially for drinking his health, De

Trevignac said,

—

" I was nearly experiencing the certainty of death. But was

it Mogar that turned you to such thoughts, Madame?"

•'I think so. There is something sad, even portentous

about it*

She looked towards the tent door, imagining the immense

desolation that was hidden in the darkness outside, the white

plains, the mirage sea, the sand dunes like monsters, the bleached

bones of the dead camels with the eagles hovering above them.

•• Don't you think so, Boris? Don't you think it looks like a

place in which—like a tragic place, a place m which tragedies

ought to occur?"

••It is not places thai make tragedies," he said, "or at

least they make tragedies far more seldom than the people

in them."

He stopped, seemed to make an effort to throw off his taci-

turnity, and suddenly to be able to throw it off, at least partially.

For he continued speaking with greater naturalness and ease, even

with a certain dominating force.

•• If people would use their wills they need not be influenced

by place, they need not be governed by a thousand things, by

memories, by fears, by fancies—yes, even by fancies that are the

merest shadows, but out of which they make phantoms. Half

the terrors and miseries of life lie only in the minds of men.

They even cause the very tragedies they would avoid by expect-

ing them."

He said the last words with a sort of strong contempt—then

mora quietly, he added,

—

"You, Domini, why should you feel the uncertainty of life,
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especially at Mogar? You need not. You can choose not to.
iJfe IS the same in its chances here as everywhere?"

" But you," she answ-;red-« did you not feel a tragic influence
when we arrived here ? Do yoa remember how you looked at the
tower ?

"

"The tower!" he said, with a quick glance at De Trevignac.I—why should I look at the tower?"
"^I don't know, but you did, almost as if you were afraid

" My tower 1 " said De Trevignac.
Another roar of laughter reached them from the camp fire.

It made Domini smile in sympathy, but De Tre ignac and
Androvsky looked at each other for a moment, the one with -
sort of earnest inquiry, the other with hostility, or what seemed
hostility, across the ciicle of Umplight that Uy between them.

"A tower rising in the deser* emphasises the desolation. I
suppose that was it," Androvsky said, as the laugh died down
into Batouch's throaty chuckle. "It suggests lonely people
watching." * «- r

"For something that never comes, or somethmg terrible that
comes," De Trevignac said.

As he spoke the last words Androvsky moved uneasily in his
chair, and looked out towards the camp, as if he longed to get
up and go into the open air, as if the tent roof above hit h^d
oppressed him.

De Trevignac turned to Domini.
"In this case, Madame, you were the lonely watcher, and 1

was the something terrible that came."
She laughed. While she laughed De Trevignac noticed that

Androvsky looked at her with a sort of sad intentness, not re-
proachful or wondering, as an older person might look at a child
playing at the edge of some great gulf into which a false step
would precipitate it. He strove to interpret this strange look, so
obviously born in the face of his host in connection with himself.
It seemed to him that he must have met Androvsky, and that
Androvsky knew it, knew-what he did not yet know—where it
was and when. It seemed to him, too, that Androvsky thought
of him as the " something terrible " that had come to this woman
who sat between them out of the desert
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But how could it be ?

A profound curiosity was roused in him and he mentally

cursed his treacherous memory—if it were treacherous. For

possibly he might be mistaken. He had perhaps never met his

host before, and this strange manner of his might be due to some

inexplicable cause, or perhaps to some cause explicable and even

commonplace. This Monsieur Androvsky might be a very jealous

man, who had taken this woman away into the desert to mono-

polise her, and who resented even the chance intrusion of a

stranger. De Trevignac knew life and the strange passions of

men, knew that there are Europeans with the Arab temperament,

who secretly long for their women to wear the veil and live

secluded in the harem. Androvsky might be one of these.

When she had laughed Domini said,

—

" On the contrary. Monsieur, you turned my thoughts into a

happier current by your coming."

"How so?"
" You made me think of what are called the little things of

life that Are moie to us women than to you men, I suppose."

" Ah," he said. " This food, this wine, this chair with a

cushion, this gay light—Madame, they are not little things I have

to be grateful for. When I think of the dunes they seem to me
—they seem—"

Suddenly he stopped. His gay voice was choked. She saw

that there were tears in his blue eyes, which were fixed on her

with an expression of ardent gratitude. He cleared his throat.

•• Monsieur," he said to Androvsky, •* you will not think me
presuming on an acquaintance formed in the desert if I say that

till the end of ray life I—and my men—can only think of Madame
as the good Goddess of the desolate Sahara

!

"

He did not know how Androvsky would take this remark, he

did not care. For the moment in his impulsive nature there was

room only for admiration of the woman and gratitude for her

frank kindness. Androvsky said,

—

"Thank you, Monsieur."

He spoke with an intensity, even a fervour, that were startling.

For the first time since they had been together his voice was

absolutely natural, his manner was absolutely unconstrained, he

showed himself as he was, a man on fire with love for the woman
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D«L^ o1f" ^"'f *^^'"' *"^ ''^^ ^«="^*<> • '~™ word of

pondered that Dommi wa, hi. wife. Tho«. threelord,. and

X

way they were spoken, gare him the man and what he might be

^ZThI ''^.^r^' looked " her husband silently. Itseemed to her as if her heart were flooded with Ught. as if desolateMogar were the Garden of Eden before the angel iame When

mZZX ***""," ''" ''^ "°°* ^"**'^^^^°' t0Pi«- But from thatmoment the meal went more merrily. Androvsky «,emed to lose

nto the tent A cham of sympathy had been forged betweenthese three people. Possibly a touch might break it but for themoment it seemed strong.
•

At the end of the dinner Domini got up.
" ^« ^»^e no formalities in the desert." she said. " But I'mgomg to leave you together for a moment. Give Monsieur deTrevignac a agar. Boris. Coffee is coming directly."

a^Jtn^T ""V *^''*r^V^*' «°»P
fi'«- She wanted to leave themen together to seal their good fellowship. Her husband's

change from Uaturnity to cordiaUty had enchanted herHappmess was dancmg within her. She felt gay as a childBetween the fire and the tent she met Ouardi Laying a ^y.'
On .were a coffee-pot. cups, attle glasses and a UU bottle of apecul«r shape with a very thin neck and bulging sides.

finger
'
^'^'^'^" *^' *^^^^' ^°"^*'°«

^' with her

"T^at is an African liqueur, Madame, that you have never

"Another surprise of Batouch'sl" she interruoted eailv

:^^'J^r- ^^« o«- '^n ^^^^ we haveljfa

KU ""fT^"*"' *°f
'^* '^^"^ ^°' * ^^'^ "'°"t« looking at theblaze of the firj and at the faces lit up by it, French and a2The happy «>ldiers were singing a French song with a chorus ?othe delectation of the Arabs, who swayed to' and fn^. w^n^^Aeu hcaas and smiling in an effort to show appreciatiin ofth?

barbarous music of the Roumi.. Dre«y. terrible Mogar «d ft.
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Influencei were being defied by the wanderers halting m it She
thought of Androvsky's words about the human will overcoming
the influence of place, and a sudden desire came to her to go as
far as the tower where she had felt sad and apprehensire, to sUnd
b its shadow for an instant and to revel in her happiness.

She yielded to the impulse, walked to the tower, -nd stood
there facing the darkness which hid the dunes, the white plains,

the phantom sea, seeing them in her mind, and radiantly defying
them. Then she began to return to the camp, walking lightly, as
happy people walk. When she had gone a very short way she
heard someone coming towards her. It was too dark to see
who it was. She could only hear the steps among the stones.
They were hasty. They passed her and stopped behind her at
the tower. She wondered who it was, and supposed it must be
one of the soldiers come to fetch something, or perhaps tired and
hastening to bed

As she drew near to the camp she saw the lamplight shining
in the tent, where doubtless De Trevignac and Androvsky were
smoking and talking in frank good fellowship. It was like a
bright star, she thought, that gleam of light that shone out of her
home, the brightest of all the stars of Africa. She went towards
it. As she drew near she expected to hear the voices of the two
men, but she heard nothing. Nor did she see the blackness of
their forms in the circle of the light Perhaps they had gone out
to join the soldiers and the Arabs round the fire. She ha»»-ned
on, came to the tent entered it, and was confronted by her
husband, who was standing back in an angle formed by the
canvas, in the shadow, alone. On the floor near him lay a
quantity of fragments of glass.

" Boris !

" she said. '• Where is Monsieur de Trevignac ? "

« Gone,* replied Androvsky in a loud, firm voice.
She looked up at him. His face was grim and powerful, hard

like the face of a fighting man.
••Gone already? Why?"
•* He's tired out He told me to make his excuses to you."
"But—"
She saw on the table the coffee cupr. Two of them were

full of coffee. The third, hers, wis clean.
" But he hasn't drunk his ooffee

!

" she said.

ill

*rt
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She was Mtonished and ihov ^u it. She could not undersUnd

a man who had displayed such warm, even touching, appreciation
of her kindness leaving her without a word, taking the opportunity
of her momenury absence to disappear, to slink away—for she
put it like that to herself.

" No—he did not want coffee."
" But was anything the matter ?

"

She looked down at the broken glass, and saw stains upon
the ground among the fragments.

" What's this ? " she said. •• Oh, the African Uqueur 1

"

Suddenly Androvsky put his arm round her with an iron
grip, and led her away out of the tent. They crossed the space
to the sleeping tent in silence. She felt governed, and as if she
must yield to his will, but she also felt confused, even almost
alarmed mentally. The sleeping-tent was dark. When they
reached it Androvsky took his arm from her, and she heard him
searching for the matches. She was in the tent door and could
see that there was a light in the tower. De Trevignac must be
there already. No doubt it was he who had passed her in the
night when she was returning to the camp. Androvsky struck a
match and .it a candle. Then be came to the tent door and
saw her looking at the light m the tower.

"Come in, Domini," he said, taking her by the hand, and
speaking gently, but still with a firmness that hinted at command

She obeyed, and he quickly let down the flap of canvas
and shut out the night.

'

" What is it, Boris ? " she asked. *

She was standing by one of the beds.
" What has happened ?

"

"Why—happened?"
"I don't understand. Why did Monsieur de Trevignac go

away so suddenly ?

"

» e

" Domini, do you care whether he is here or gone? Do you
care?" He sat on the edge of the bed and drew her down
beside him.

"Do you want anyone to be with us, to break in upon our
lives ? Aren't we happier alone ?

"

"Boris!" she said, "You—did you let him see that you
wanted him to go ?

"
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It occurred to her luddenly that Androvtky, in hit lack of

worldly knowledge, might perhaps hate shown their guest that

he secretly resented the intrusion of a stranger upon them even
for one evening, and that De Trevignac, being a sensitive man,
bad been hurt and had abruptly gone away. Her social sense
revolted at this idea.

"You didnt let him see that, Boris I" she exclaimed.
"After his escape from death 1 It would have been in-

human."

"Perhaps my love for you might even make me that, Domini
And if it did—if you knew why I was inhuman—would you
blame me for it ? Would you hate me for it ?

"

There was a strong excitement dawning in him. It recalled

to her the first night in the desert when they sat together on the
ground and watched the waning of the fire.

•• Could you—could you hate me for anything, Domini ? " he
said. "Tellme—could you?"

His face was close to hers. She looked at him with her
long, steady eyes, that had truth written in their dark fire.

•• No," she answered. •• I could never hate you—now."
"Not if—not if I had done you harm ? Not if I had done

you a wrojg."

" Could you ever do me a wrong ? " she asked.

Sh -^ ' 'ng at him as if in deep thought for a moment.
"? ..nost as easily believe that God could," she said

at last '-'

" Tuv.^ /ou—you have perfect trust in me ?"

"But—have you ever thought I had not?" she asked.
There was wonder in her voice.

"But I have given my life to you," she added still with
wonder. " I am here in the desert with you. What more can
I give ? What more can I do ?

"

He put his arms about her and drew her head down on his
shoulder.

" Nothing, nothbg. You have given, you have done every-
thing—too much, too much. I feel myself below you, I know
myself below you—far, far down."

"How can you say that? I couldn't have loved you if it

were so." She spoke with complete conviction.
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*' Perhaps," he said, in • low voice, ** perhaps women neTa

realise what their lore can do. It might—it might—

"

" What, Boris?"
** It might do what Chrut did-—go down into hell to preach

to the—to the spirits in prison."

His Toice had dropped almost to a murmur. With one

hand on her cheek he kept her face pressed down upon bii

shoulder so that she could not see his face.

" It might do that, DominL"
** Boris," she said, almost whispering too, for his words and

manner filled her with a sort of awe, "I want you to tell

me something."

"What is it?*

" Are you quite happy with me here in the desert ? If yon

are I want you to tell me that you are. Remember—I shall

believe you."

" No other human being could ever give me the happinest

you give me."
" But—"
He interrupted her.

" No other human being ever has. Till I met you I had no

conception of the happiness there is in the world for a man and

woman who love each other."

" Then you are happy ?
"

"Don't I seem so?"

She did not reply. She was searching her heart for the

answer—searching it with an almost terrible sincerity. He waited

for her answer, sitting quite still. His hand was always against

her face. After what seemed to him an eternity she said,

—

"Boris I"

"Yes."
" Why did you say that about a woman's love being able even

to go down into hell to preach to the spirits in prison?"

He did not answer. His hand seemed to her to lie more

heavily on her cheek.

" I—I am not sure that you are quite happy with me," she said.

She spoke like one who reverenced truth, even though it slew

her. There was a note of agony in her voice.

" Hush 1 " he sild. " Hush, Domini I

"
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They were both tilent Beyond the cuym of the tent that

ihat out from them the camp they heard a sound of music.

Drums were being beaten. The African pipe was wailing. Then

the voice of Ali rose m the song of the " Freed Negroes " ;—

** No one bat God and I

KnowB what is in my heart."

At that moment Domini felt that the words were true-

horribly true.

*' Boris," she said. " Do you hear ?
"

•• Hush, Domini."

"I think there is something in your heart that sometimes

makes ycu sad even with me. I think perhaps I partly gueu

what it is."

He took his hand away from her face, his arm from her

shoulder, but she caught hold of him, and her arm was strong

like a man's.

*' Boris, you are with me, you are close to me, but do you

sometimes feel far away from God ?
"

He did not answer.

" I don't know ; I oughtn't to ask, perhaps. I dont ask—no,

I dont But, if it's thai, don't be too sad. It may all come

right—here in the desert. For the desert is the Garden of

Allah. And, Bo"' -put out the light."

He extinguish .he candle with his hand.

"You feel, perhaps, that you can't pray honestly now, but

some day you may be able to. You will be able to. I know it.

Before I krew I loved you I saw you—praying in the desert."

•• I! " he whispered. " You saw me praying in the desert 1

"

It seemed to her that he was afraid. She pressed him m> re

closely with her arms.

" It was that night in the dancing-house. I seemed to see a

crowd of people to whom the desert had given gifts, and to you

it had given the gift of prater. I saw you far out in the desert

praying."

She heard his hard breathing, f-lt it against her cheek.

" If—if it is that, Boris, don't despair. It may come. Keep

the cross. I am sure you have it. And I always pray for

you."

•A

;iti
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Thejr sat for • long while in th« dark, but they did not ipeak

again that night

Domini did not ileep, and Terj earW in the mwrning, Jtut u
dawn was beginning, the itole oat of tne tent, shutting down th«

canvas flap behind her.

It was cold outside— cold almost as in a northern winter.

The wind of the morning, that blew to her across the wavelike

dunes and the white pUins, seemed impregnated with ice. The
sky was a pallid grey. The camp was sleeping What had been
a fire, all red and gold and leaping beauty, was now a drcle of

ashes, grey as the sky. She stood 00 the euge of the hill and
looked towards the tower.

As she did so, from the house behind it came a string of

mules, picking their way among the stones OTer the hard earth.

De TreTir-!ac and his men were already departing from Mogar.
They ^^ ne towards her slowly. They had to pass her to

reach the trsck by which they were going on to the north and
civilisation. She stood to see them pass.

When they were quite near De Trevignac, who was riding,

with his head bent down on his chest, muffled in a heavy cloak,

looked up and saw her. She nodded to him. He sat up and
saluted. For a moment she thought that he was going on with-

out stopping to speak to her. She saw that he hesiuted what to

do. Then he pulled up his mule and prepared to get off.

" No, don't. Monsieur," she said.

She held out her hand.

"Good-bye," she added.

He took her hand, then sigced to his men to ride on. When
they had passed, saluting her, ae let her hand go. He had not

spoken a word. His face, burned scarlet by the sun, had a look

of exhaustion on it, but another look—of horror, she

thought, as if in his soul he was recoiling from her. His inflamed

blue eyes watched her, as if in a search that was intense. She
stood beside the mule in amazement. She could hardly believe

that this was the man who had thanked her, with tears in his

eyes, for her hospitality the night before. "Good-bye," ne

said, speaking at last, coldly. She saw him glance at the te*it

from which she had come. The horror in his face surdy
deepened. "Good-bye, Madsme." he repeated. "Thani yoo
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for yoor hotpltaUtj." He pulled up tho rein to ride on. The

mule moTed a step or two. Then luddenlj he checked it and

turned in the saddle. " Madame I " he said. " Madame 1

"

She came up to him. It seemed to her that be was going to

say something of tremendous importance to her. His lips,

blistered by the sun, opened to speak. But he only looked again

towards the tent in which Andiovsky was still sleeping, then at

her.

A long moment passed.

Then De Trevignac, u if moved by an irres! ible impulse,

leaned from the saddle asd made over Domini the sign of the

cross. His hand dropped down against the mule's side, and

without anothrr word, or look, he rode away to the north,

following his men.

XXI

»I^¥

i*;-

That same day, to the surprise of Batouch, they left Mogar.

To both Domini and Androvsky it seemed a tragic place, a place

where the desert showed them a countenance that was menacing.

They moved on towards the south, wandering aimlessly

through the warm regions of the sun. Then, as the spring drew

into summer, and the heat became daily -'ore inter laey

turned again northwards, and on an evening in May tched

their camp on the outskirts of the Sahara city of Amara.

This city, although situated in the northc.ru part of the

desert^ was called by the Arabs "The bcUy of th Sahara," and

also " The City of Scorpions. It lay in ...c midst of a vast region

of soft and shifting sand that suggested a white sea, in which the

oasis of date palms, at the edge of which the city stood, was a

green isUnd. From the south, whence the wanderers came, the

desert sloped gently upwards for a long distance, perhapj half a

day's march, and many kilometres before the city was reached

the minarets of its mosques were visible, pointing to the brilliant

blue sky that arched the whiteness of the sands. Round about

the city, on every side, great sand-hills rose like ramparts erected

by Nature to gua-d it from the assaults of enem.es. These hills

were black with the tents of desert tribes, which, from far off,

looked like multitudes of flies that had settled on the sands
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The palms of the oasis, which stretched northwatds from the

city, could not be seen from the south till the dty was reached,

and in late spring this region was a strange and barbarous pageant

of bine and white and gold; crude in its intensity, fierce in its

crudity, almost terrible in its blazing splendour that was like the

splendour about the portals o' the sun.

Domini and Androrsky rode towards Amara at a foot's pace,

looking towards its distant towers. A quivering silence lay

around them, yet already they seemed to hear the cr es of the

voices of a great multitude, to be aware of the movement of

thronging crowds of men. This was the first Sahara city they

had drawn near to, and their minds were full of memories of the

stories of Batouch, told to them by the camp fire at night in the

uninhabitated places which, till now, had been their home : stories

of the wealthy date merchants who trafficked here and dwelt Id

Oriental palaces, poor in aspect as seen from the dark and nanow
streets, or zgags, in which they were situated, but within full of

the splendours of Eastern luxury ; of the Jew money-lenders who
lived apart in their own quarter, rapacious as wolves, hoardiof

their gains, and practising the rites of their ancient and—
according to the Arabs—detestable religion ; of the marabouts,

or sacred men, revered by the Mohammedans, who rode on

white horses through the public ways, followed by adoring

fanatics who sought to touch their garments and amulets, and
demanded importunately miraculous blessings at their hands—^the

hedgehog's foot to protect their women in the peril of childbirth;

the scroll, covered with verses of the Koran and enclosed in a sheaf

of leather, that banishes ill dreams at night and stays the uncertain

feet of the sleep-walker ; the camel's skull that brings fruit to the

palm trees ; the red coral that stops the flow of blood from a knif^

wound—of the dancing-girls glittering in an armour of golden

pieces, their heads tyred with purple and red and yellow handker-

chiefs of silk, crowned with great bars of solid gold and tufted

with ostrich feathers ; of the dwarfs and jugglers who by night

perform in the market-place, contending for custom with the

sorceresses who tell the fates from shells gathered by mirage

seas; of the snak&<:harmers who arc immune from the poison

of serpents and the acrobats who come from far-off Persia

and Arabia to spread their carpets in the shadow of the Agha'i
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dwelUng and delight the eyes of negro and Kabyle, of Soudanese

and Touar^ with their feats of strength ; of the hashish smokers

who, usembled by night in an underground house whose ceiling

and walls were black as ebony, gare themselves up to day-dreams

of shifting glory, in which the things of earth and the joys and

passions of men reappeared, but transformed by the magic

influence of the dr\ig, made monstrous or fairylike, intensified or

turned to voluptuous languors, through which the Ouled-Nail

floated like a syren, promising ecstasies unknown even in

Baghdad, where the pale Circassian lifts her lustrous eyes, in

which the palms were heavy with dates of solid gold, and the

streams were gliding silver.

Often they had smiled over Batouch's opulent descriptions of

the marvels of Amara, which they suspected to be very far

away from the reality, yet, nevertheless, when they saw the

minarets soaring above the sands to the brassy heaven, it

seemed to them both as if, perhaps, they might be true.

The place looked intensely barbaric. The approach to it was

grandiose.

Wide as the sands had been, they seemed to widen out into a

greater immensity of arid pallor before the city gates as yet un-

seen. The stretch of blue above looked vaster here, the horizons

more remote, the radiance of the sun more vivid, more inexorable.

Nature surely expanded as if in an effort to hold her own against

some tremendous spectacle set in her bosom by the activity of

men, who were strong and ardent as the giants of old, who had

powers and a passion for employing them persistently not known
in any other region of the earth. The immensity of Mogar
brought sadness to the mind. The immensity of Amara
brought excitement. Even at this distance from it, when its

minarets were still like shadowy fingers of an uplifted hand,

Androvsky and Domini were conscious of influences streaming

forth from its battlements over the sloping sands like a procession

that welcomed them to a new phase of desert life.

** And people talk of the monotony of the Sahara !
" Domini

said, speaking out of their mutual thought. " Everything is here.

Boris, you've never drawn near to London. Long before you
reach the first suburbs you feel London like a great influence

brooding over the fields and the woods. Here yo« feel Amara

^^

imkM

m
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in the same way brooding over the landi. It'i h if the sandi
were full of voicei. Doesn't it excite you ?

"

"Yes," he said. "But "—and he turned in hit saddle and
looked back—" I feel as if the solitudes were safer."

" We can return to them."

"Yes."

"We are splendidly free. There's nothing to prevent us
leaving Amara to-morrow."

" Isn't there ? " he answered, fixing his eyes upon the minarets.
"What can there be?"
"Who knows?"
"What do you mean, Boris? Are you superstitious? But

you reject the influence of pUce. Don't you remember—at
Mogar ?

"

At the mention of the name his face clouded and she was
sorry she had spoken it. Since they had left the hill above the
mirage sea they had scarcely ever alluded to their night there.
They had never once talked of the dinner in camp with De
Trevignac and his men, or renewed their conversation in the tent
on the subject of religion. But since that day, since her words
about Androvsky's lack of perfect Jiappiness even with her far out
in the freedom of the desert, Domini had been conscious thatj
despite their great love for each other, their mutual passion for
the solitude in which it grew each day more deep and more en-
grossing, wrapping their lives in fire a^ : leading them on to the
inner abodes of sacred understanding, there was at moments a
barrier between them.

At first she had striven not to recognise its existence. She
had striven to be blind. But she was essentially a brave woman
and an almost fanatical lover of truth for its own sake, thinking
that what is called an ugly truth is less ugly than the loveliest lie.

To deny truth is to play the coward. She could not long do that.
And so she quickly learned to face this truth with steady eyes and
an unflinching heart.

At moments Androvsky retreated from her, his mL 4 became
remote—more, his heart was far from her, and, in its distant
place, was suffering. Of that she was assured.

But she was assured, too, that she stood to him for perfection
in human companionship. A woman's love is, perhaps, the only
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trae diTining rod. Domini knew instinctively where lay the

troubled waters, what troubled them in their subterranean

dwelling. She was certain that Androvsky was at peace with her

but not with himself. She had said to him in the tent that she

thought he sometimes felt far away from God. The conviction

grew in her that even the satisfaction of his great human love was

not enough for his nature. He demanded, sometimes imperiously,

not only the peace that can be understood gloriously, but also

that other peace which passeth understanding. And because he

had it not he suffered.

In the Garden of Aiiah he felt a loneliness even though she

was with him, and he could not speak with her of this loneliness.

That was the barrier between them she thought.

She prayed for him : in the tent by night, in the desert under

the burning sky by day. When the Mueddin cried from the

minaret of some tiny mosque lost in the desolation of the wastes,

turning to the north, south, east and west, and the Mussulmans

bowed their shaven heads, facing towards Mecca, she prayed to

the Catholics' God, whom she felt to be the God, too, of all the

devout of all the religions of the world, and to the Mother of

God looking towards Africa. She prayed that this mac whom
she loved, and who she believed was seeking, might find. And
she felt that there was a strength, a passion in her prayers, which

could not be rejected. She felt that some day Allah would show

himself in his garden to the wanderer there. She dared to feel

that because she dared to believe in the endless mercy of God.

And when that moment came she felt, too, that their love—hers

and his—for each other would be crowned. Beautiful and in-

tense as it was it still lacked something. It needed to be en-

circled by the protecting love of a God in whom they both

believed in the same way, and to whom they both were equally

near. While she felt close to this love and he far from it they

were not quite together.

There were moments in which she was troubled, even sad, but

they passed. For she had a great courage, a great confidence.

The hope that dwells like a flame in the purity of prayer com-

forted her.

" I love the solitudes," he said. ** I love to have you to

myself."

i, ,ftS
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" If we lived always in the greatest city of the world it would

make no difference," she said quietly. " You know that, Boris."
He bent orer from his saddle and clasped her hand in his,

and they rode thus up the great slope of the sands, with their
horses close together.

The minarets ofthe city grew more distinct They dominated
the waste as the thought of Allah dominates the Mohammedao
world. Presently, far away on the left, Domini and Androvsky
saw hills of sand, clearly defined like small mountains delicately
shaped. On the summits of these hills were Arab villages of the
hue of bronze gleaming in the sun. No trees stood near them.
But beyond them, much farther off, was the long green line of the
palms of a large oasis. Between them and the riders moved
slowly towards the minarets dark things that looked like serpents
writhing through the tands. These were caravans coming into
the city from long journeys. Here and there, dotted about in the
immensity, were solitary horsemen, camels in twos and threes,
small troops of donkeys. And all the things that moved went
towards the minarets as if irresistibly drawn onwards by some
strong influence that sucked them in from the solitudes to the
whirlfKX)! of human life.

Again Domini thought of the approach to London, and of the
dominion of great cities, those octopus monsters created by men,
whose tentacles are strong to seize and stronger still to keep.
She was infected by Androvsky's dread of a changed life, and
through her excitement, that pulsed with interest and curiosity,

she felt a faint thrill of something that was like fear.

" Boris," she said, " I feel as if your thoughts were being con-
veyed to me by your touch. Perhaps the solitudes are best"

By a simultaneous impulse they pulled in their horses and
listened. Sounds came to them over the sands, thin and remote.
They could not tell what they were, but they knew that they
heard something which suggested the distant presence of life.

"What is it? "said Domini.
" I don't know, but I hear something. It travels to us from

the minarets."

They both leaned forward on their horses' necks, holding each
other's hand.

"I feel the tumult of men," Androvsky said presently.
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"And I. But it seems as if no men could tuiTe elected to

build a city here."

*' Here in ' the bellj of the desert,' " he said, quoting the

Arab's name for Amara.
" Boris "—she spoke in a more eager Toice, clasping his hand

strongly—"you remember lYktfitmoir 'v* Count Anteoni's garden.

The place where it stood was the rery heart of the garden."

•• Yes.'

<* We understood each other there.**

He pressed her hand without speaking.

"Amara seems to me the heart of the Garden of Allah.

Perhaps—perhaps we shall
—

"

She paused. Her eyes were fixed on his face.

"What, Domini," he asked.

He looked expectant, but anxious, and watched her, but with

eyes that seecaed ready to look away from her at a '/ord.

" Perhaps we shall understand each other even better there."

He lookec down at the white sand.

" Better I " he repeated. " Could we do that ?
"

She did not answer. The far-off villages gleamed mys-

teriously on their little mountains, like unreal things that might

fade away as castles fade in the fire. The sky above the minarets

was changing in colour slowly. Its blue was being invaded by a

green that was a sister colour. A curious light, that seemed to

rise from below rather than to descend from above, was trans-

muting the whiteness of the sands. A lemon yellow crept

through them, but they still looked cold and strange, an'l

immeasurably vast. Domini fancied that the silence of the

desert deepened so that, in it, they might hear the voices of

Amara more distinctly.

" You know," she said, " when one looks out over the desert

from a height, as we did from the tower of Beni-Mora, it seems to

call one. There's a voice in the blue distance that seems to say,

' Come to me ! I am here—hidden in my retreat, beyond the

blue, and beyond the mirage, and beyond the farthest verge
! '

"

" Yes, I know."
" I b'*ve always felt, when we travelled in the desert, that the

calling thing, the soul of the desert, retreated as I advanced, ani
still summonedme onward but always from an infinite distance.''

m
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"And I too, Domini.**

"Now I don't feel that. I feel as if now we were coming near
to the Toice, as if we should reach it at Amara, at if there it
would tell ns its secret."

" Imagination i * he said.

But be spoke seriously, almost mystically. His voice was at
odds with the word it said. She noticed that and was sure that
he was secretly sharing her sensation. She ;ven suspected that
he had perhaps felt it first.

V u'T^L"*
"*** °°''' ^® '*'^- " °o yo« ««e the change in the

hght? Do you see the green in the sky? It is cooler, too.
This IS the wmd of evening."

Their hands feU apart and they rode slowly on, up the Ions
slope of the sands.

' r «

Presently they saw that they had come out of the trackless
waste and that though still a long way from the city they were riding
on a desert rwid which had been trodden by multitudes of feet'
There were many footprints here. On either side were low banki
of sand, beaten into a rough symmetry by implements of
men, and shallow trenches through which no water ran. In
front of them they saw the numerous caravans, now
more distinct, converging from left and right slowly to this
great aisle of the desert which stretched in a straight line to
the minarets.

•• We are on a highway," Domini said.

Androvsky sighed.

"I feel already as if we were in the midst of a crowd." he
answered.

•• Our love for peace taghtn't to make us hate our fellowmen !

"

she said. " Come, Boris, let us chase away our selfish mood !

"

She spoke in a more cheerful voice and drew her rein a little
tighter. Kci horse quickened its pace.

"And think how our stay at Amara will make us love the
sohtudes when we return to them again. Contrast is the salt of
hfe."

"You speak as if you didn't believe what you are saying."
She laughed. ' *

"If I were ever inclined to tell you a lie," she said. "I
should not dare to. Your mind penetrates mine too deeply."
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** Yon eonid not tell me a lie."

'*Do yon hear the dogs barking ?" she said, after a moment.

*' They are among those tents that are like flies on the sands

around the city. That is the tribe of the Ouled-Nalls, I

suppose. Batottch says they camp here. What multitudes of

tents 1 Those are the suburbs of Amara. I would rather live in

them than in the suburbs of London. Oh, how far away we are,

u if we were at (he end of the world 1

"

Either her last words, or her previous change of manner to a

lit,uter cheerfulness, almost a briskness, si.'cmed to rouse

AndroTsky to a greater confidence, even to ixntid^pation of

possible pleasure.

"Yes. After all it is only the desert men who are here.

Amara is their metropolis, and in it we shall only sse their life."

His horse plunged. He had touched it sharply with his heel.

"I believe you hate the thought of civilisation," she

exclaimed.

"And you?"

"I never think of H. I feel almost as if I had never known

it, and could never know it."

" Why should you ? You lo»e tL. wilds."

"They make my whole nature leap. Even when I was

a child it was so. I remember - nee reading Maud. In it I

came upon a passage—I can't remember it well, but it was about

the red man

—

"

She thought fcr a moment, looking towards the city.

" I don't know how it is quite,' she murmured. " • When the

red man laughs by his cedar tree, and the red man's babe leaps

beyond the sea'—something like that. But I know that it made

my heart beat, and that I felt as if I had wings and were spreading

them to fly away to the most remote places of the earth. And
now I have spread my wings, and—it's glorious. Come, Boris 1

"

They put their horses to a canter, and soon drew near to the

caravans. They had sent Batouch and Ali, who generally ac-

companied them, on with the rest of the camp. Both had many
friends in Amara, and vere eager to be there. It was obvious

that they and all the attendants, servants and camel-men,

thought of it as the provincial Frenchman thinks of Paris, as a

place of all worldly wonders and delights. Batouch was to meet

if
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l*liV ^.^^^ ^ *• <^^. •»<» when the, h»d Ken th.
marreli of itt market-place was to conduct them to the teun
which would be pitched on the sand-hilli outside.

Their honei puUed u if they, too, longed for a spell of dtr
Ufe after the hfe of the wastes, and Domini's excitement btcw
She felt TiTid animal spiriu boiling up within her, the sane and
healthy sense that welcomes a big manifesUtion of the ceaseleii
enterprise and keen activity of a brotherhood of men. The
toaded camels, the half-naked running drivers, the dogs seni^
UTcly sniffing, as if enticing smells from the city already reached
their nostrils, the chattering desert merchants discussing comin.
gams, the wealthy and richly^iressed Arabs, mounted on fi^
horses, and staring with eyes that glittered up the broad track in
search of welcoming friends, were sympathetic to her mood
Amara was sucking them aU in together fro-i the soUtary placesM quiet waters are sucked into the tu*.T.,il of a miU-race.
AhSough still out in tiie sands they were already in tiie midst of
a noise of hfe flowing to meet the roar of life that rose up at the
feet of the minarets, which now looked Ull and majestic in the
growing beauty of the sunset

They passed the caravans one by one, and came on to the
crest of the long sand slope just as the sky above tiie city was
flushing with a bright geranium red. The track from here wai
tevel to tiie city wall, and was no longer soft with sand. A broad,
hard road rang beneath their horses* hoofs, startiing them with a
music that was like a voice of civilised life. Before them, under
the red sky, they saw a dark blur of disUnt houses, towers, and
peat round cupolas glittering Uke gold. Forests of palm trees
lay behind, the gUnt date palms for which Amara was famous.
To the left stretched the sands dotted with gleaming Arab
villages, to the right again the sands covered with hundreds of
tents among which quantities of figures moved swiftiy like ants,
black on tiie yellow, arched by the sky that was aUve with lurid
colour, red fading into gold, gold into primrose, primrose into
green, green into the blue tiiat stUl told of the fading day. And
to this multi-coloured sky. from tiie barbaric city and tiie immense
sands in which it was set. rose a great chorus of life ; voices of
men and beasts, cries of naked children playing Cora on the »and-
hills, of motiiers to straying infants, shrill laughter of unveiled
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girls wanUmlj gaj, the calls of men, the barking of multitudes of

dogt—the guard-dogs of the nomads that are neTer silent night or

day—the roaring of hundreds of camels now being unloaded for

the night, the gibbering of the mad beggars who roam perpetually

on the outskirts of the encampments like wolres seeking what

they may derour, the braying of donkeys, the whinnying of

horses. And beneath these voices of living things, foundation

of their uprising vitality, pulsed barbarous music, the throbbing

tom-toms that are for ever heard in the lands of the sun, fetish

music that suggests fiitalism, and the grand monotony of the

enormous spaces, and the crude passion that repeats itself, and

the untiring, sultry loves and the untired, sultry languors of the

children of the sun.

The silence of the sands, which Domini aud /indrovsky had

known and loved, was merged in the tumult of the sands. The
one had been mystical, laying the soul to rest. The other was

provocative, calling the soul to wake. At this moment the

sands themselves seemed to stir with life and to cry aloud with

voices.

"The very sky is barbarous to-night!" Domini exclaimed.

'*Did you ever see such colour, Boris?"
** Over the minarets it is like a great wound," he answered.
*' No wonder men are careless of human life in such a land as

this. All the wildness of the world seems to be concentrated

here. Amara is like the desert city of some tremendous dream.

It looks wicked and unearthly, but how superb
!

"

" Look at those cupolas I " he said. '* Are there really Oriental

palaces here ? Has Batouch told us the truth for once ?
"

"Or less than the truth ? I could believe anything of Amara
at this moment. What hundreds of camels I They remind me
of Arba, our first halting-place."

She looked at him and he at her.

" How long ago that seems ! " she said.

"A thousand years ago."

They both had a memory of a great silence, in the midst of

this growing tumult in which the sky seemed now to takes its

part, calling with the voices of its fierce colours, with the voices

of the fires that burdened it in the west.

"Silence joined us, Domini," Androvsky said.
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"Vefc Perhaps gilenr^ it the moit beautiful Toice in the

world."

Far ofl; along the great white road, thej mw two honeDeo
gaUoping to meet them from the city, one dressed in briUiut
afton yeUow, the other in the palest blue, both crowned with
large and snowy turbans.

«rJ*^**."° ^^ ***'" "^^ ^"^»^ " «»»«y drew near.
"They look kke two princes of the Sahara."

Then she broke into a merry laugh.
** Batouch 1 and AU 1 " she excUimed.
The senrants galloped up then, without sUckening speed,

deftly wheeled their horses in a narrow circle, and were beside
them, going with them, one on the right hand the other on the

" Bravo I " Domini cried, delighted at this feat of horseoian

..JT"* ''**** ^^* '°" ****" **®"*« ' ^o» "« transformed !

"

Madame, we have been to the Bain Maure,"repUed Batouch,
calmly, swelUng out his broad chest under his yeUow jacket laced
with gold. " We have had our heads shaved till they are smooth
and beautiful as polished ivory. We have been to the perfumer "-
he leaned confidentially towards her, exhaling a pungent odour
of amber-" to the tailor, to the baboosh bazaar "-he kicked out
a foot cased in a slipper that was bright almost as a gold piece-
"to him who sells the cherchia." He shook his head till the
spangled muslin that flowed about it trembled. •• Is it not right
that your servants should do you honour in the city?"

"Perfectly right," she answered with a careful seriousnesi.
" I am proud of you both."

"And Monsieur? » asked Ali, speaking in his turn.
Androvsky withdrew his eyes from the city, which was now

near at hand.

"Splendid!" he said, but as if attending to the Arabs with
difficulty. •• You are splendid."

As they came towards the old wall which partially surrounds
Amara, and which rises from a deep natural moat of sand, they
*aw that the ground immediately before the city which, from a
distance, had looked almost flat was in reality broken up into a
senes of wavehke dunes, some small with depressions like deep
crevices between them, others large with summits Uke plateaux
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Tbeie duoet were of a sharp lemon y How b the erening li^t,

a yellow that was cold in its clearness, almost setting the teeth on

edge. They went away into great rolling slopes of sand on which

the camps of the nomads and the Ouled Nails were pitched,

lome near to, some distant from, the dty, but they themselves

were solitary. No tents were pitched close to the city, under the

shadow of iti wall. As Androvsky spoke, Domini eiclaimed,—

" Boris—look I That is the most extraordinary thing I have

ever seen!"

She put her hand on his arm. He obeyed her eyes and

Looked to his right, to the small lemon-yellow dunes that were

close to them. At perhaps a hundred yards from the road was a

dune that ran parallel with it. The fire of the sinking sun caught

its smooth crest, and above this crest, moving languidly towards

the dty, were visible the heads and busts of three women, the

lower halves of whose bodies were concealed by the sand of the

farther side of the dune. They were dandng-girls. On their

heads, piled high with gorgeous handkerchiefs, were golden

aowns which glittered in the sun-rays, and tufts of scarlet feather:..

Their oval faces, covered with paint, were partially concealed hy

long strings of gold coins, which flowed from their crowns down

over their large breasts and disappeared towards their waists,

which were hidden by the sand. Their dresses were of scarlet,

apple-green and purple silks, partially covered by floating shawls

of spangled muslin. Beneath their crowns and handkerchiefs

burgeoned forth plaits of false hair decorated with coral and silver

ornaments. Their hands, which they held high, gesticulating

above the crest c ' the dune, were painted blood red.

These busts and heads glided slowly along in the setting sun,

and presently sank down and vanished into some depression of

the dune;;. For an instant one blood-red hand was visible alone,

waving a signal above the sand to someone unseen. Its fingers

fluttered like the wings of a startled bird. Then it, too, vanished,

and the sharply-cold lemon yellow of the dunes stretched in

vivid loneliness beneath the evening sky.

To both of them this brief vision of women in the sand

brought home the solitude of the desert and the barbarity of the

life it held, the ascetism of this supreme mar" >n of Nature

and the animal passion which fructifies in its :..

I

m

"ii
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"Do ywi know what that nude me think of; Borii?* Domini

Mid, M the red hand with ita iwifUrmoring fingen diwppeared.
" Youll smile, perhape. and I icarcelj know whj. It made me
think of the Devil in a mouaaterj."

Andronkjdidnotimile. Nor did he an«rer. She felt lare
that h^ too, had been itrongly affected by that glimpw of Sahara
life. Hia lilence gare Batouch an opportunity of pouring fortij
upon them a flood of poetical description of the dancing-girls of
Amara, all of whom he seemed to know as intimate Iriendi.
Before he ceased they came into the city.

The rr .d was stiU majesticaUy broad. They looked with
interest at the first houses, one on each side of the way. And
here again they were met by the sharp contrast which was eri-
dently to be the keynote of Amara. The house on the left wai
Euiopun, built of whire stone, clean, attractive, but uninteresting,
with stout white pillars of plaster supporting an arcade that
afforded shade from the sun, windows with green bUnds, and an
open doorway showing a little hall, on the floor of which U> a
smart rug glowing with gay colours; that on the right, before
which the sand lay deep as if drifted there by some recent wind
of the waste, was African and barbarous, an immense and
rambling building of brown earth, brushwood and palm, window-
less, with a flat-terraced roof, upon which were piled many strange-
looking objects like things collapsed, red and dark green, with
fringei and rosettes, and tall sticks 01 palm pointing vaguely to
the sky.

"Why, those are like our palanquin f" Domini said.
"They are the palanquins of the dandng-giris, Madame,"

said Batouch. « That is the ca/f of the dancers, and that "~he
pointed to the neat house opposite—" is the house of Monsieur
the Aumonier of Amara."

"Aumonier," said Androvsky, sharply. •• Here I

"

He paused, then added more quietly,

"What should he do here?"
"But, Monsieur, he is for the French officers,"
*• There are French officers ?

"

"Yes, Monsieur, four or five, and the commandant. They
live in the palace with the cupolas."

" I forgot," Androvsky said to Domini. "We are not out of
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the sphere of French influeoce. Thii place looki 10 remote

•nd 10 barberottt that I imagined it given OTer entirely to the

desert men."

••We need not see the French," she said. "We shall he

encamped outside in the sand."

•' And we need not sUy here long," he said quickly.

" Boris," she asked him, half in jest, half in earnest, " shall we

buy a desert island to live in ?
"

" Let us buy an oasis," he said. " That would be the perf-

the safest life for us."

••The safest?"

••The safest for our hr.ppiness. Domini, I have a horror of

the world 1 " He said the last words with a strong, almost fierce,

emphasii.
•• Had you it always, or only since we have been manied?"

•' I—perhaps it was bom in me, perhaps it is part of me. Who

knows?" .^ ,

He had relapsed into a gravity that was heavy with gloom, and

looked about him with eyes that seemed to wish to reject all that

offered itself to their sight.

••I want the desert and you in it," he saia. ""he lonely

desert, with you."

••And nothing else?"
*• I want that. I cannot have that taken from me."

He looked about him quickly from side to side as they r )de

up the street, as if he were a scout sent in advance c5 an army

and suspected ambushes. His manner reminded her of the way

he had looked towards the tower u they rode into Mogar. And

he had connected that tower with the French. She remembered

his saying to her that it must have been built for French soldiers.

As they rode into Mogar he had dreaded something in Mogar.

The strange incident with De Trevignac had followed. She had

put it from her mind as a matter of small, or no, importance, had

resolutely forgotten it, had been able to forget it in their dream

of desert life and desert passion. But the entry into a city for

the moment destroyed the dreamlike atmosphere woven by the

desert, recalled her town sense, that qmck-wittedness, that sharp-

ness of apprehension and swiftness of observation which are bred

in those who have long been accustomed to a life in the midst of

SB
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crowds and movement, and changing scenes and passing fashioni
Suddenly she seemed to herself to be reading Androrsky with an
almost merciless penetration, which yet she could not check. Hehad dreaded something in Mogar. He dreaded something herem Amara. An unusual incident-for the coming of a stranger
into their lires out of the desolation of the sand was unusual-
had followed close upon the first dread. Would another such
incident follow upon this second dread? And of what was thii
dread born ?

Batouch drew her attention to the fact that they were comint
to the market-place, and to the curious c/owds of people who
were swarming out of the tortuous, narrow streets into the main
thoroughfare to watch them pass, or to accompany them, running
beside their horses. She divined at once, by the passionate
curiosity their entry aroused, that he had misspent his leisure in
spreading through the city lying reports of their immense import-
ance and fabulous riches.

" Batouch," she said, "you have been talking about us."
" No, Madame, I merely said that Madame is a great lady in

her own land, and that Monsieur "

"I forbid you ever to speak about me, Batouch," said Androv-
sky, brusquely.

He seemed worried by the clamour of the increasing mob
that surrounded them. Children in long robes Uke night-gowns
skipped before them, calling out in shrill voices. Old beggars,
with diseased eyes and deformed limbs, laid filthy hands upon
their bridles and demanded alms. Impudent boys, like bronze
statuettes suddenly endowed with a fury of life, progressed back-
wards to keep them full in view, shouting information at them and
proclaiming their own transcendent virtues as guides Lithe
desert men, ahnost naked, but with carefuUy-covere d heads, strode
beside them, keeping pace with the horses, sayirg nothing, but
watching them with a bright intentness that seamed to hint at
unutterable designs. And towards them, through the air that
seemed heavy and almost suffocating now that they were among
buildings, and through clouds of buzzing flies, came the noise o(
the larger tumult of the market-place.

Looking over the heads of the throng Domini saw the wide
road opening out into a great space, with the first palms of the
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oasis thronging on the left, and a cluster of buildings, many with

small cupolas, like down-turned white cups, on the right. On the

farther side of this space, which was black with people clad for

the most part in dingy garments, was an arcade jutting out from a

number of hoyel-like houses, and to the right of them, where the

market-place, making a wide sweep, continued up hill and was

hidden from her view, was the end of the great building whose

gilded cupolas they had seen as they rode in from the desert,

rising above the city with the minarets of its mosques.

The flies buzzed furiously about the horses' heads and flanks,

and the people buzzed more furiously, like larger flies, about the

riders. It seemed to Domini as if the whole city was intent upon

her and Androrsky, was observing them, considering them,

wondering about them, was full of a thousand intentions all

connected with them.

When they gained the market-place the noise and the watchful

curiosity made a violent crescendo. It happened to be market

day and, although the sun was setting, buying and selling were

not yet over. On the hot earth over which, whenever there is any

wind from the desert, the white sand grains sift and settle, were

laid innumerable rugs of gaudy colours on which were disposed

all sorts of goods for sale ; heavy ornaments for women, piles of

burnouses, haiks, gandouras, gaiters of bright red leather, slippers,

weapons—many jewelled and gilt, or rich with patterns in silver

—

pyramids of the cords of camels' hair that bind the turbans of the

desert men, handkerchiefs and cottons of all the colours of the

rainbow, cheap perfumes in azure flasks powdered with golden

and silver flowers and leaves, incense twigs, panniers of henna to

dye the finger-nails of the faithful, innumerable comestibles, vege-

tables, com, red butcher's meat thickly covered with moving

insects, pale yellow cakes crisp and shining, inorsels of liver

spitted on skewers—which, cooked with dust of keef, produce a

dreamy drunkenness more overwhelming even than that produced

by hashish—musical instruments, derboukas, guitars, long pipes,

and strange fiddles with two strings, tom-toms, skins ofanimals with

heads and claws, live birds, tortoise backs, and plaits of false hair.

The sellers squatted on the ground, their brown and hairy

legs crossed, calmly gazing before them, or, with frenzied voices

and gestures, driving bargains with the buyers, who moved to and

5''
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fro, treading carelessly among the merchandise The tellers of
fates glided through the press, fingering the amulets that hung
upon their hearts. Conjurers proclaimed the merits of their
miracles, bawhng in the faces of the curious. Dwarfs went to and
fro, dressed m bright colours with green and yellow turbans on
their enormous heads, tapping with long staves, and reUting their
deformities. Water-sellers sounded their gongs. Before pynunid,
of o«nges and dates, neatly arranged in patterns, sat boys cryin.
in shrill voices the luscious virtues of their fruits. Idiots, with
blear eyes and protruding under-lips. gibbered and whined.
Dogs barked. Bakers hurried along with trays of loaves upon
their heads. From the low and smoky arcades to right and leftcame the reiterated grunt of negroes pounding coffee. A fanatic
was roanng out his prayers. Ambs in scariet and blue cloaks
passed by to the Bain Maure, under whose white and blue
archway lounged the Kabyle masseurs with folded, muscular
arms. A marabout, black as a coal, rode on a white horse
towards the great mosque, followed by his servant on foot
Native soldiers went by to the Kasba on the height, or strolled
down towards the Caf^s Maures smoking cigarettes. Circles of
grave men bent over card games, dominoes and draughts—called
by the Arabs the Ladies' Game. Khodjas made their way with
dignity towards the Bureau Arabe. Veiled women, fat and
lethargic, jmgling with ornaments, waddled through the arches
of the arcades, carrying in their painted and perspiring hands
blocks of sweetmeats which drew the flies. Children played in
the dust by little heaps of refuse, which they stirred up into
clouds with their dancing, naked feet. In front, as if from the
first palms of the oasis, rose the roar of beaten drums from the
negroes quarter, and from the hill-top at the feet of the minarets
came the fierce and piteous noise that is the kit-moHf oi the
desert, the multitudinous complaining of camels dominating ail
other sounds. ^

As Domini j-nd Androvsky rode into this whirlpool of
humanity, above which the sky was red like a great wound, it
flowed and eddied round them, making them its centre. The
arrival of a stranger-woman was a rare, if not an unparalleled,
event m Amara. and Batouch had been very busy in spreading
the fame of his mistress.

k ""b
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"Madame should dismount," said Batouch. '*Ali will take

the horses, and I will escort Madame and Monsieur up the

hill to the place of the fountain. Shabah will be there to

greet Madame."
"What an uproar!" Domini exclaimed, half laughing, half

confused. " Who on earth is Shabah ?
"

"Shabah is the Ca!d of Amara," replied Batouch with dignity.

"The greatest man of the city. He awaits Madame by the

fountain." Domini cast a glance at Androvsky.

"WeU?" she said.

He shrugged his shoulders like a man iirho thinks strife useless

and the moment come for giving in to Fate.

"The monster has opened his jaws for us," he said, forcing

a laugh. "We had better walk in, I suppose. But—

O

Domini !—the silence of the wastes !

"

" We shall know it again. This is ouif for the moment. We
shall have all its joy again."

" Who knows ? " he said, as he had said when they were riding

op the sand slope. " Who knows ?
"

Then they got off their horses and were taken by the crowd.

m;

XXII

Thb tumult of Amara waked up in Domini the town-sense that

had been slumbering. All that seemed to confuse, to daze^ to

repel Androvsky, even to inspire him with fear, the noise of th*;

teeming crowds, their perpetual movement, their contact, startled

her into a vividness of life, and apprehension of its various

meanings, that sent a thrill through her. And the thrill was

musical with happiness. To the sad a great vision of human life

brings sadness because they read into the hearts of others their

own misery. But to the happy such a vision brings exultation,

for everywhere they find dancing reflections of their own joy.

Domini had lived much in crowds, but always she had been

actively unhappy, or coldly dreary in them. Now, for the

first time, she was surrounded by masses of fellow-beings in

her splendid contentment And the effect of this return, ai it
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were, to something like the former material conditions of her life,

with the mental and affectional conditions of it transformed by
joy, was striking even to herselt Suddenly she realised to the
full her own humanity, and the living warmth of sympathy that is

fanned iiito flame in a human heart by the presence of human
life with its hopes, desires, fears, passions, joys, that leap to the
eye. Instead of hating this fierce change from solitude with the
man she loved to a crowd with the man she loved she rejoiced in
it. Androvsky was the cause of both her joys, joy in the waste
and joy in Amara, but while he shared the one he did not share
the other.

This did not surprise her because of the conditions in which
he had lived. He was country-bred and had always dwelt far
from towns. She was returning to an old experience—old, for
the London crowd and the crowd of Amara were both crowds of
men, however different—with a mind transformed by happiness.
To him the experience was new. Something within her told her
chat it was necessary, that it had been ordained because he
needed it. The recalled town-sense, with its sharpness of
observation, persisted. As she rode in to Amara she had seemed
to herself to be reading Androvsky with an almost merciless
penetration which yet she could not check. Now she did iiot
wish to check it, for the penetration that is founded on perfect
love can only j'eld good fruit. It seemed to her that she was
allowed to see clearly for Androvsky what he could not see him-
self, almost as the mother sees for the child. This contact with
the crowds of Amara was, she thought, one of the gifts the desert
made to him. He did not like it. He wished to reject it. But
he was mistaken. For the moment his vision was clouded, as
our vision for ourselves so often is. She realised this, and, for
the first time since the marriage service at Beni-Mora, perhaps,
seemed to be selfish. She opposed his wish. Hitherto there
had never been any sort of contest between them. Their desires,
like their hearts, had been in accord. Now there was not a
contest, for Androvsky yielded to Domini's preference, when she
expressed it, with a quickaess that set his passion before her in a
new and beautiful light. But she knew that, for the moment,
they were not in accord. He hated and dreaded what she
encountered with a vivid sensation of sympathy and joy.
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She felt that there was somethinp morbid in his horror of

the crowd, and the sane strength of her nature said to her,

"Uproot it!"

Their camp was pitched on the sand-hills, to the north of the

city near the French and Arab cemeteries. They reached it only

when darkness was faUing, going out of the city on foot by the

great wall of dressed stone which enclosed the Kasba of the

native soldiers, and ascending and descending various slopes of

deep sand, over which the airs of night blew with a peculiar thin

freshness that renewed Domini's sense of being at the end of the

world. Everything here whispered the same message, said, "We

are the denirens of far-away."

In their walk to the camp they were accompanied by a little

procession. Shabah, the Caid of Amara, a shortish man whose

immense dignity made him seem almost gigantic, insisted upon at-

tending them to the tents, with his young brother, a pretty, libertine

boy of sixteen, the brother's tutor, an Arab black as a negro but

without the negro's look of having been freshly oiled, and two

attendants. To them joined himself the C&id of the Nomads, a

swarthy potentate who not only looked, but actually was, immense,

his four servants, and his uncle, a venerable person like a

shepherd king. These worthies surrounded Domini and

Androvsky, and behind streamed the curious, the envious, the

greedy and the desultory Arabs, who follow in the trail of every

stranger, hopeful of the crumbs that are said to fall from the rich

man's Uble. Shabah spoke French and lei the conversation,

which was devoted chiefly to his conditio- of health. Some

years before an attempt had been made Uj lis life by poison,

and since that time, as he himself expresseu .t, his stomach had

been " perturbed as a guard dog in wie night when robbers are

approaching." All efforts to console or to inspire him with hope

of future cure were met with a stern hopelessness, a brusque

cwrt&inty of perpetual suffering. The idea that his stomach might

again know peace evidently shocked and distressed him, and as

they all waded together through the sand, pioneered by the

glorified Batouch, Domini was obliged to yield to his emphatic

despair, and to ' 'n with him in his appreciation of the perpetual

indigestion v set him apart from the rest of the world like

ome God wi^. a shrine, i e skittish boy, his brother, who
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wore kid gloves, cast at her sly glances of admiration which asked
for a return. The black tutor grinned. And the Cald of theNomads punctuated their progress with loud grunti of heavy
satisfaction, occasionally making use of Batouch as interpreter to
express his hopes that they would visit his palace in the town, and
devour a couscous on his carpet.

When they came to the tents it was necessary to entertain
these personages with coffee, and they finally departed promising
a speedy return, and fuU of invitations, which were cordially
accepted by Batouch on his employer's behalf before eith«Uommi or Androvsky had time to say a word.

As the torag, disappeared over the sands towards the city
Domini burst mto a little Uugh, and drew Androvsky out to the
tent door to see them go.

" Society in the sands !

" she exclaimed gaily. " Boris, this is
a new experience. Look at our guests making their way to their
palaces 1" '

Slowly the potentates progressed across the white dunes
towards the city. Shabah wore a long red cloak. His brother
1WS m pink and gold, with white billowing trousers. The Caid
of the Nomads was in green. They aU moved with a large and
conscious majesty, surrounded by their obsequious attendants.
Above them the purple sky showed a bright evening star. Near
It was visible the delicate silhouette of the young moon. Scattered
over the waste rose many koubbahs. grey in the white, with
cupolas of gypse. Hundreds of dogs were barking in the dis-
tance. To the left, on the vast, rolling slopes of sand, glared the
innumerable fires kindled before the tents of the Ouled-Nails
Before the sleeping tent rose the minarets and the gilded cupolas
of the city which it dominated from its mountain of sand. Behind
It was the blanched immensity of the plain, of the lonely desert
from which Domini and Androvsky had come to face this barbaric

Tk \, ^ '^* ""^^ """' ^"" *»^ °»"''^ «^ t^^^-to'"' throbbing,
of bugles blowing m the Kasba, of pipes shrieking from hidden
dwelhngs. and of the faint but multitudinous voices of men, carried

1w °
?u I ^T^^^^

""^ *^*^^" ^«'«^t by the frail wind of
evening that seemed a white wind, twin-brother of the sands.

« thif1"'f '*?°''
^"Z

^'''"''^' *•** *='^' Boris," Domini said.M their guests sank magnificently down into a fold of the dunes.
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"Towards the dtyl" he tnswereA "Why not—?* He
glanced behind him to the vacant, noiseless sands.

She set her impulse against his for the first time.

" No, this if our town life, our Sahara season. Let is give

ourselves to it The loneliness will be iU antidote some day."

"Very well, Domini," he answered.

They went a little way towards the city, and stood still in the

sand at the edge of their height

" Listen, Boris I Isn't it strange in the night all this barbaric

music 7 It excites me."
" You are glad to be here."

She heard the note of disappointment in his voice, but did

not respond to it

" And look at all those fires, hundreds of them in the sand 1

"

"Yes," he said, "it is wonderful, but the solitudes are best.

This is not the heart of the desert, this is what the Arabs call it,

'the belly of the desert' In the heart of the desert there is

silence."

She thought of the falling of the wind when the Sahara took

them, and knew that her love of the silence was intense. Never-

theless, to-night the other part of her was in the ascendant. She

wanted him to share it He did not Could she provoke him

to share it?

"Yet, as we rode in, I had a feeling that the heart of the

desert was here," she said. " You know I said so."

" Do you say so still ?
"

"The heart, Boris, is the centre of life, isn't it?"

He was silent She felt his inner feeling fighting hers.

" To-night," she said, putting her arm through his, and look-

ing towards the city, " I feel a tremendous sympathy with human
life such as I never felt before. Boris, it comes to me from you.

Yes, it does. It is bom of my love for you, and seems to link me,

and you with me, to all these strangers, to all men and women,

to everything that lives. It is as if I was not quite human before,

and my love for you had made me completely human, hnd done

something to me that even—even my Icve for God had not been

able to do."

She lowered her voice at the last words. After a moment she

added,

—

i'
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"Perhaps in isoUtion, eren with you, I could not come to

completeneM. Perhaps jou could not in isolation even with me.
Boris, I think it's good for us to be in the midst of life for a time."

"You wish to remain here, Domini?**
•Yes, for a time."

The fatalistic feeling that had sometimes come upon her in

this land entered into her at this moment. She felt, "It is

written that we are to remain here."

" Let us remain here, Domini," he said quietly.

The note of disappointment had gone out of his Toice,

deliberately banished from it by his love for her, but she seemed
to hear it, nevertheless, echoing far down in his soul. At that

moment she loved him like the woman he had made a lover, but
also like a woman he had made a mother by becoming a child.

"Thank you, Boris," she answered very quietly. "You are

good to me."

"You are good to me," he said, remembering the last words
of Father Roubier. " How can I be anything else ?

"

Directly he bad spoken the words his body trembled violently.

"Boris, what is it ?" she exclaimed, startled.

He took his arm away from hers.

" These—these noises of the city in the night coming across

the sand-hills are extraordinary. I have become so used to silence

that perhaps they get upon my nerves. I shall grow accustomed
to them presently."

He turned towards the tents, and she went with him. It

seemed to her that he had evaded her question, that he had not

wished to answer it, and the sense sharply awakened in her by a

return to life near a city made her probe for the reason of this.

She did not find it, but in her mental search she found herself

presently at Mogar. It seemed to her that the same sort of

uneasiness which had beset her husband at Mogar beset him
now more fiercely at Amara, that, as he had just said, his nerves
were being tortured by something. But it could not be the

noises from the city.

After dinner Batouch came to the tent to suggest that they

should go down with him into the city. Domini, feeling certain

that Androvsky would not wish to go, at once refused, alleging

that she was tired. Batouch then asked Androvsky to go with
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him, and, to Domini's utonishment, he said that if she did not

mind his leaving her for a short time he would like a strolL

" Perhaps," he said to her, as Batouch and he were starting,

•' perhaps it will make me more completely human ; perhaps there

is something still to be done that even you, Domini, have not

accomplished."

She knew he was alluding to her words before dinner. He
stood looking at her with a slight smile that did not suggest

happiness, then added,

—

** That link you spoke of between us and these strangers *'—

he made a gesture towards the city—" I ought perhaps to feel it

more strongly than I do. I—I will try to feel it."

Then he turned away, and went with Batouch across the sand-

hills, walking heavily.

As Domini watched them going she felt chilled, because there

was something in his manner, in his smile, that seemed for the

moment to set them apart from each other, something she did

not understand.

Soon Androvsky disappeared in a fold of the sands as he had

disappeared in a fold of the sands at Mogar, not long before De
Trevignac came. She thought of Mogar once more, steadily,

reviewing mentally^with the renewed sharpness of intellect that

had returned to her, brought by contact with the city—all that

had passed there, as she had never reviewed it before.

It had been a strange episode.

She began to walk slowly up and down on the sand before

the tent Ouardi came to walk with her, but she sent him away.

Before doing so, however, something moved her to ask him,

—

"That African liqueur, Ouardi—you remember that you

brought to the tent at Mogar—have we any more of it ?
"

•* The monk's liqueur, Madame ?
"

•• What do you mean—monk's liqueur ?

"

" It was invented by a monk, Madame, and is sold by the

monks of El-Largani."

" Oh ! Have we any more of it ?
"

" There is another bottle, Madame, but I should not dare to

bring it if—"

He paused.

"If what, Ouardi?"
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•* If Monsieur were there."

ho ho.b«d U, d.^i„t
"^ " *"""'""^ «» ««« "l-er.

oiaer was crowded with mea What linked^h.l f
*~,^^°»' '^^

mind ?
^*** "**" together in her

T«vign.c h^ iSn^*,^ °"' " ?!' "tch-to«,, u, which

fro before tkj^^ if^tlTf "^ ~ *' *"<'• '» "«

denounced the XL ,k?. k " '*""« Andro«lyM
it have been ,h«r;j^ft« "I^Tl "? '°«<" ^"'''

religion? PerhaM h. h.U ?~^ Androrsky Ktively hate

times felt as if he were s«.ti^^ "^ ', '^^ **" hadaome.

ignorance, Perh. "̂SVo^n^f^.'^eekLrS*^ ""
to God That wa.. who .k- k^ u

seeking to draw near
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tool. Cciild the have been wrong in her feeling—deceived ?

There were men in the world, the knew, who denied the existence
of a God, and bitterly ridiculed all faith. She remembered the
blasphemies of her father. Had she married a man who, Uke
him, was lost, who, as he had, furiously denied God i

A cold thrill of fear came into her heart. Suddenly she felt

as if, perhaps, eren in their love Androvsky had been a stranger
to her.

She stood U|,on the sand. It chanced that she looked
towards the camp of the Ouled-Nafls, whose fires blazed upon the
dunes. While she looked she was presently aware of a light that
detached itself from the blaze of the fires, and moved from them,
coming towards the placs where she was standing, slowly. The
young moon only gave a taint ra/ to the night This light travelled
onwar? through the dimness like an earth-bound sUr. She
watcl h1 it with intentness, as people watch any moving thing
when their minds are eagerly at work, staring, yet scarcely con-
scious that they see.

The little light moved steadily on over the sands, now
descending the side of a dune, now mounting to a crest, and
always coming towards the place where Domini was standing.
And presently this determined movement towards her caught
hold of her mind, drew it away from other thoughts, fixed it on
the light. She became interested in it, intent upon it

Who was bearing it? No doubt some desert man, some
Arab. She imagined him tall, brown, lithe, half-naked, holding
the lamp in his muscular fingers, treading on bare feet silently
over the deep sand. Why had he left the camp ? What was his
purpose ?

The light drew near. It was now moving over the flats and
seemed, she thought, to travel more quickly. And always it
came straight towards where she was standing. A conviction
dawned in her that it was travelling with an intention of reaching
her, that it was carried by someone who was thinking of her.
But how could that be? She thought of the light as a thing
with a mind and a purpose, borne by someone who backed up
Its purpose, helping it to do what it wanted. And it wanted to
come to her.

In Kogarl Androvsky had dreaded something in Mogar.
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De Trerignac had come. He dreaded aomething in Aniftra,

Thia light came. For an instant the fancied that the light wu
a lamp carried by De Trerignac. Then the saw that it gleamed

upon a long bla<^ robe, the soutane of a priest

As she and AndroTsky rode in to Amara she had asked her-

self whether his second dread would be followed, as his first

dread bad been, by an unusual incident When she saw the

soutane of a priest, black in the lamplight, moring towards her

orer the whiteness of the und, she said to herself that H was to

be so followed. This priest stood in the place of De Trevignac

Why a . *« come to her?

I

XXIII

When the priest drew close to the tent Domini saw that it wu
not he who carried the lantern but a native soldier, one of the

Tirailleuis, formerly called Turcos, who walked beside him.

The soldier saluted her, and the priest took off his broad, fluffy

black hat.

"Good erening, Madame," he said, speaking French with the

accent of Marseille. " I am the Aumonier of Ami, i, and hj.TC

just heard of your arrival here, and as I was visiting my friends

on the sand-hills yonder, I thought I would venture to call and

ask whether I could be of any service to you. The hour is in-

formal, I know, but to tell the truth, Madame, after five years in

Amara one does not know how to be formal any longer."

His eyes, which had a slightly impudent look, rare in a p. est

but not unpleasing, twinkled cheerfully in the lamplight as he

spoke, and his whole expression betokened a highly social dis-

position and the most genuine pleasure at meeting with a

stranger. While she looked at him, and heard him speak,

Domini laughed at herself for the imaginations she had just been

cherishing. He had a broad figure, long arms, large feet encased

in stout, comfortable boots. His face was burnt brown by the

sun and partially concealed by a heavy black beard, whiskers

and moustache. His features were blunt and looked boyish,

though his age must have been about forty. The nose was snub,

and accorded with the expression in his eyes, which were black
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like hii hair and full of twinkling lights. Ai he iniled geniallf

on Domini he showed two rows of small, square white teeth.

His Marseille accent exactly suited his appearance, which wu
rough but honest Domini welcomed him gladly. Indeed, her

reception of him was more than cordial, almost eager. For she

had been vaguely expecting some tragic figure, some personality

suggestive of mystery or sorrow, as she thought of the incidents

at Mogar, and associated the moving light with the approach of

further strange events. This homely figure of her religion,

beaming satisfaction and comfortable anticipation of friendly

intercourse, laid to rest fears which only now, when she was con-

scious of relief, she knew she had bi entertaining. She begged

the priest to come into the dining-itnt, and, taking up the little

bell which was on the table, went out into the sand and rang it

for Ouardi.

He came at once, like a shadow gliding over the waste.

" Bring us cofiee for two, Ouardi, biscuits "—she glanced at

her visitor
—" bon-bons, yes, the bon-bons in the white box, and

the cigars. And take the soldier with you and entertain him
well. Give him whatever he likes."

Ouardi went away with the soldier, talking frantically, and

Domini returned to the tent, where she found the priest gleaming

with joyous anticipation. They sat down in the comfortable

basket chairs before the tent door, through which they could see

the shining of the city's lights and hepr the distant sound of its

throbbing and wailing musiv\

" My husband has gone to see the city," Domini said after

she had told the priest her name and been informed that his was

Max Beret.

" We only arrived this evening."

"I know, Madame."
He beamed on her, and stroked his thick beard with his

broad, sunburnt hand. " Everyone in Amara knows, and every-

one in the tents. We know, too, how many tents you have, how
many servants, how many camels, horses, dogs."

He broke into a hearty laugh.

" We know what you've just had for dinner i"

Dommi laughed too.

" Not reaUy I
"

^C

ii
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"Well, I heard in the camp that it was soup and stewed

mutton. But never mindl You must forgive ns. We are

barbarians ! We are sand-rascals i We are ruffians of the sun !

"

His laugh was infectious. He leaned back in his chair and

shook with the mirth his own remarks had roused.

" We are ruffians of the sun !

" he repeated with gusto. *' And

we must be forgiven everything."

Although clad in a soutane he looked, at that moment, like a

type of the most joyous tolerance, and Domini could not help

mentally comparing him with the priest of Beni-Mora. What

would Father Roubier think of Father Beret?
*' It is easy to forgive in the sun," Domini said.

The priest laid his hands on his knees, setting his feet well

apart She noticed that his hands were not scrupulously clean.

"Madame," he said, "it is impossible to be anything but

lenient in the sun. That is my experience. Excuse me, but are

' £ Catholic ?
*

Yes."

'So much the better. You must let me show you the

chapel. It is in the building with the cupolas. The congrega-

tion consists of five on a full Sunday." His laugh broke out

again. "I hope you and your husband will make it seven.

But, as I was saying, the sun teaches one a lesson of charity.

When I first came to live in Africa in the midst of the

sand-rascals—eh, Madame !—I suppose as a priest I ought

to have been shocked by their goings-on. And indeed I tried

to be, I conscientiously did my best. But it was no good. I

couldn't be shocked. The sunshine drove it all out of me. I

could only say, ' It is not for me to question It bon Dieu, and

le bon Dieu has created these people and set them here in the

sand to behave as they do. What is my business? I can't

convert them. I can't change their morals—I must just be a

friend to them, cheer them up in their sorrows, give them a bit

if they're starving, doctor them a little —I'm a first-rate hand at

making an Arab take a pill or a powder !—when they are ill, and

make them at home with the white marabout' That's what the

sun has taught me, and every sand-rascal and sand-rascal's child

in Amara is a friend of mine."

He stretched out his legs as if he wished to elongate his
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satisfaction, and stared Domini full in the face with eyes that

confidently, naively, asked for her approval of his doctrine of the

sun. She could not help liking him, though she felt more as if

she were sitting with a jolly, big, and rather rowdy boy than

with a priest.

•'You are fond of t> e Arabs, then
**

" she said.

" Of course I am, ? 'ad^^me. 1 c: n speak their language, and

I'm as much at home iv i.<e<r tents, and more, than I should ever

be at the Vatican—with all respeci to the Holy Father."

He got up, went out into the sand, expectorated noisily,

then returned to the tent, wiping his bearded mouth with a large

red cotton pocket-handkerchiet

"Are you staying here long, Madame?"
He sat down again in his chair, making it creak with his

substantial weight.

*' I don't know. If my husband is happy here. But he

prefers the solitudes, I think."

"Does he? And yet he's gone into the city. Plenty of

bustle there at night, I can tell you. Well, now, I don't agree

with your husband. I know it's been said that solitude is good

for man, but I think just the contrary. Ah !

"

The last sonorously joyous exclamation jumped out of

Father Beret at the sight of Ouardi, who at this moment entered

with a large tray, covered with a cofifee-pot, cups, biscuits, bon-

bons, cigars, and a bulging flask of some liqueur flanked by little

glasses.

"You fare generously in the desert I see, Madame," he

exclaimed. "And so much the better. What's your servant's

name?"
Domini told him.

"Ouardi! that means bom in the time of the roses." He
addressed Ouardi in Arabic and sent him o£f into the darkness

chuckling gaily. " These Arab names all have their meanings

—

Onlagareb, mother of scorpions ; Omteoni, mother of eagles, and

so on. So much the better ! Comforts are rare here, but you

carry them with you. Sugar, if you please."

Domini put two lumps into his cup.

"If you allow me I"

He added two mor^,

•f

*
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"Inerer refuse a good dgar. These harmless joys are

excellent for man. They help his Christianity. They keep him
from bitterness, harsh judgments. But harshness is for

northern climes—rainy England, eh? Forgive me, Madame.
I speak in joke. You come from England, perhaps. It didn't
occur to me that

—

"

They both laughed. His garrulity was irresistible and made
Domini feel as '^f she were sitting with a child. Perhaps he
caught her feeling, for he added,

—

" The desert has made me an en/ant terrible^ I fear. What
have you there ?

"

His eyes had been attracted by the flask of liqueur, to which
Domini was stretching out her hand with the intention of giving

him some.

"I don't know."

She leaned forward to read the tame on the flask.

" L o u a r i n e," she said.

"Pst I " exclaimed the priest, with a start

"Will you have some? I don't know whether it's good.
I've never tasted it, or seen it before. Will you have some?"

She ielt so absolutely certain that he would say " Yes "
that

she lifted the flask to pour the liqueur into one of the little

glasses, but, looking at him, she saw that he hesitated.
" After all—why not ? " he ejaculated. " Why not ? "

She was holding the flask over the glass. He saw that hii

remark surprised her.

" Yes, Madame, thanks."

She poured out the liqueur and handed it to him. He set

it down by his cofiiee-cup.

"The fact is, Madame—but you know nothing about this

liqueur?"

"No, nothing. What is it?"

Her curiosity was roused by his hesitation, his words, but still

more by a certain gravity which had come into his face.

"Well, this liqueur comes from the Trappist monastery of

El-LarganL"

" The monk's liqueur !
" she exclaimed.

And instantly she thought of Mogai.
** You do know, then ?

"



THE JOURNEY 403

'Ouardi told me we had with us a liqueur made hj some

monks."

"This is it, and rery excellent it is. I have tasted it in

Tunis."

*' But then why did you hesitate to take it here?

"

He lifted his glass up to the lamp. The light shone on its

contents, showing that the liquid was pale green.

"Madame," he said, "the Trappists of El-Largani have a

fine property. They grow every sort of thing, but their vine-

yards are specially famous, and their wines bring in a splendid

revenue. This is their only liqueur, this Louarine. It, too, has

brought in a lot of money to the community, but wheu what they

have in stock at the monastery now is exhausted they will never

make another franc by Louarine."

"But why not?"
" The secret of its manufacture belonged to one monk only.

At his death he was to confide it to another whom he had

chosen."

"And he died suddenly without
—

"

" Madame, he didn't die."

The gravity had "turned to the priest's face and deepened

t^ ere, transforming. He put the glass down without touching

it with his lips.

"Then—I don't understand."

He disappeared hom the monastery.*

" Do you mean he left it—a Trappist ?
"

"Yes."
" After taking the final vows ?

"

"Oh, he had been a monk at El-Largani for over twenty

years."

" How horrible
! " Domini said. She looked at the pale-green

liquid. " How horrible
!

" she repeated.

"Yes. The monks would have kept the matter a secret,

but a servant of the hdtelUrie—^who had taken no vow of eternal

silence—spoke, and—well, I know it here in * the belly of the

desert.'"

" Horrible 1"

She said the word again, and as if she felt its meaning more

cutely each time she spoke it.

!i|.
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"After twenty years to go I" she added after a momeat.
"And was there no reason, no—no excuse—no, I don't mean
excuse

! But had nothing exceptional happened ?
"

"What exceptional thing can happen in a Trappist monas-
tery?" said the priest. "One day is exactly like another there,
and one year exactly like another."

"Was it long ago?"
"No, not very long. Only some months. Oh, perhaps it

may be a year by now, but not more. Poor fellow ! I suppose
he was a man who didn't know himself, Madame, and the devil
tempted him."

" But after twenty years
! " said Domini.

The thing seemed to her almost in iible.

"That man must be in hell now," sh^ ttd. "In thj hell
a man can make for himself by his own act. Oh, here is mv
husband."

'

Androvsky stood in the tent door, looking in upon them with
startled, scrutinising eyes. He had come over the deep sand
without noise. Neither Domini nor the priest had heard a foot-
step. The priest got up from his chair and bowed genially.

"Good evening. Monsieur," he said, not waiting for any
introduction. " I am the Aumonier of Amara, and—

"

He paused in the full flow of his talk. Androvsky's eyes had
wandered from his face to the table, upon which stood the coffee,

the liqueur, and the other things brought by Ouardi. It was
evident even to the self-cenired priest that his host was not
listening to him. There was a moment's awkward pause. Then
Domini said,

—

" Boris, Monsieur 1'Aumonier !

"

She did not speak loudly, but with an intention that recalled
the mind of her husband. He stepped slowly into the tent and
held out his hand in silcce to the priest. As he did so the
lamplight fell full upon him.

"Boris, are you ill?" Domini exclaimed.

The priest had taken Androvsky's hand, but with a doubtful
air. His cheerful and confident manner had died away, and his

eyes, fixed upon his host, shone with an astonishment which was
mingled with a sort of boyish glumness. It was evident that be
felt that his presence was unwelcoae.
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"I have • headache," Androvsky laid. "I—that ii why I

teturned."

He dropped the priest't hand. He was again looking towards
the Uble.

"The sun was unusually fierce to-day," Domini said. "Do
you think—

"

" Yes, yes," he interrupted. " That's it I must have had a
touch of the sun."

He put his hand to his hei^d.

"Excuse me, Monsieur," he said, speaking to the priest bjt
not looking at him. " I am really feeling unwell. Another day—"

He went out of the tent and disappeared silently into the
darkness. Domini and the priest looked after him. Then the
priest, with an air of embarrassment, took up his hat from the
table. His cigar had gone out, but he pulled at it as if he thought
it was still alight, then took it out of his mouth and, glancing with
a naive regret at the good things upon the table, his half-finished
coffee, the biscuits, the white box of bon-bons—said,

" Madame, I must be off. I've a good way to go, and it's

getting late. If you will allow me—

"

He went to the tent door and called, in a powerful voice,
•• Belgassem ! Belgassem !

"

lie paused, then called again,—
"Belgassem!"

A light travelled over the sand from the tents of the servants.
Then the priest turned round to Domini and shook her by the
hand.

"Good-night, Madame."
"I'm very sorry," she said, not trying to detain him. " You

must come again. My husband is evidently ill, and—"
"You must go to him. Of course. Of course. This sun is

a blessing. Still, it brings fever sometimes, especially to strangers.
We sand-rascals—eh, Madame ! "—he laughed, but the laugh had
lost it souorous ring—"we can stand it. It's our friend. But
for travellci.. sometimes it's « little bit too much. But now,
mind, I'm a bit of a doctor, and it to-morrow your husband is no
better I might—anyhow "—ha looked again longingly at the bon-
bons and the cigars—"if you-U allow me I'll call to know how
he IS."

I

I
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"Thank you. Monnieur."
" Not at all, Madame, not at all I 1 can let him right in a

minute, if it's anything to do with the tun, in a minute. Ah, here's

Belgassem !

"

The soldier stood like a statue without, bearing the lantern.

The priest hesitated. He was holding the burnt-out cigar in his

hand, and now he glanced at it and then at the cigar-box. A
plaintive expression overspread his bronzed and bearded face.

It became almost piteotis. Quickly Domini went to the table,

took two cigars from the box and came back.
" You must hare a cigar to smoke on the way."
" Really, Madame, you are too good, but—well, I nerer refuse

a fine cigar, and these—upon my word—are—

"

He struck a match on his broad-toed boot His demeanour
was becoming cheerful again. Domini gave the other cigar to

the soldier.

" Good-night, Madame. A demain then, i demain ! I trust

your husband may be able to rest. A demain I A demain !

"

The light moved away over the dunes and dropped down
towards the city. Then Domini hurried across the sand to the

sieeping-tent. As she went she was acutely aware of the many
distant noises that rose up in the night to the pale crescent of the

young moon, the pulsing of the tom-toms in the city, the faint

screaming of the pipes that sounded almost like human beings in

distress, the passionate barking of the guard-dogs tied up to the

tents on the sand-slopes where the multitudes of fires gleamed.

The sensation of being far away, and close to the heart of the

desert, deepened in her, but she felt now that it was a savage

heart, that theie was something terrible in the remoteness. In the

faint moonlight the tents cast black shadows upon the wintry

whiteness of the sands, that rose and fell like waves of a smooth

but foam-covered sea. And the shadow of the sleeping-tent

looked the blackest of them all. For she began to feel as if there

was another darkness about it than the darkness that it cast upon

the sand. Her husband's face that night as he came in from the

dunes had been dark with a shadow cast surely by his soul. And
she did not know what it was in his soul that sent forth the

shadow.

"Borial"
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She was at the door of the sleeping-tent. He did not answer.

"Boris!"

He came in from the farther tent that he used as a dressing-

room, carrying a lit candle in his hand. She went up to him
with a movement of swift, ardent sincerity.

" You felt ill in the city ? Did Batouch let you come bacl*

alone?"

" I preferred to oe alone."

He set down the candle on the table, and moved so that the

light of it did not fall upon his face. She took his hands in hers

gently. There was no response in his hands. They remained in

hers nervelessly. They felt almost like dead things in her hands.

They were not cold, but burning hot
" You have fever

!

" she said.

She let one of his hands go and put one of hers to his fore-

head.

"Your forehead is burning, and your pulses—how they are

beating ! Like hammers ! I must—

"

" Don't give me anything, Domini ! It would be useless."

She was silent. There was a sound of hopelessness in his

voice that frightened her. It was like the voice of a man reject

ing remedies because he knew that be was stricken with a mortal

disease.

" Why did that priest come here to-night ? " he said.

They were both standing up, but now he sat down in a chair

heavily, taking his hand from hers.

•• Merely to pay a visit of courtesy."

"At night?"

He spoke suspiciously. Again she thought of Mogar, and of

how, on his return from the dunes, he had said to her, "There is

a light in the tower." A painful sensation of being surrounded

with mystery came upon her. It was hateful to her strong and
frank nature. It was like a miasma that suffocated her soul

" Oh, Boris," she exclaimed bluntly, " why should he not come
at night?"

"Is such a thing usual ?"

" But he was visiting the tents over there—of the nomads,
and he had heard of our arrival. He knew it was informal, but,

as he said, in the desert one forgets formalities."

4::
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** And—and . he atk for anything f

*

"Ask?"
" I law—« e table—coffee and—and there wai liqueur."

" Naturally offered him something."

"He didn't ask?"
" But, Boris, how could he?"

Aft""* a moment of silence he said,—

" No, of course not"

He shifted in his chair, crossed one leg over the other, put

his hands on the arms of it, and continued,

—

" What did he talk about?"
•• A little about Amara."

••That was all?"

** He hadn't been here long when you came—"

"Oh!"
" But he told me one thing that was horrible," she added,

obedient to her instinct always to tell the complete truth to him,

eren about trifles which had nothing to do with their lives or their

relation to each other.

" Horrible 1 " Androvsky said, uncrossing his legs and leaning

forward in his chair.

She sat down by him. They both had their backs to the

light and were in shadow.

"Yes."
•• What was it about—some crime hei- ?"

"Oh, no ! It was about that liqueur you saw on the table."

Androvsky was sitting upon a basket chair. As she spoke it

creaked under a violent movement that he made.

" How could—what could there be that was horrible connected

with that ? " he asked, speaking slowly.

" It was made by a monk, a Trappist—

"

He ^TOt (^ from his chair and went to the opening of the tent.

"What

—

" she began, thinking he was perhaps feeling the

pain in his head more severely.

" I only want to be in the air. It's rather hot there. Stay

where you are, Domini, and—well, what else ?
"

He stepped out into the sand, and stood just outside the tent

in its shadow.

"It was invented by a Trappist monk of the monaatary of



THE JOURNEY 409

El-Largani, who disappeared from the monastery. He had

uken the final tows. He had been there for oter twenty

years."

*• He—he disappeared—did the priest say ?
*

"Yes."

"Where?"
" I dont think—I am sure he doesn't know. But what does

it mat'ir ? The awful thing is that he should leave the monastery

after Uking the eternal tows—vows made to God."

After a moment, during which neither of them spoke and

Androvsky stood quite still in the sand, she added,^

•• Poor man !

"

Androvsky came a step towards her, then paused.

"Why do you say that, Domini?"
" I was thinking of the agony he must be enduring if he is

stiU alive."

"Agony?"
•• Of mind, of heart. You—I know, Boris, you can't feel with

me on certain subjects—yet
—

"

"Yet! "he said.

" Boris "—she got up and came to the tent door, but

not out upon the sand—"I dare to hope that some day

perhaps
—

"

She was silent, looking towards him with her brave, steady

"Agony of heart?" Androvsky said, recurring to her words.

"You think—what—you pity that man then?"

"And don't you?"
^

•« I_what has he to do with—us ? Why shoul we—? '

" I know. But one does sometimes pity men one never has

seen, never will see, if one hears something frightful about them.

Perhaps—don't amile, Boris—perhaps it was seeing that liqueur,

which he had actually made in the monastery when he was at

peace with God, perhaps it was seeing that, that has made me

realise—such trifles stir the imagination, set it working—at any-

rate—

"

She broke off. After a minute, during which he said nothing,

she continued,

—

"I believe the priest felt something of the same sort. He
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could not drink the liqueur that oum had made although he
intended to."

" But—that might have been for a different reason,"Androvsky
•» 1 in a harsh voice; "prietta have itrange ideas. They often

judge things cruelly, very cruelly."

" Perhaps they do. Yes ; I can imagine that Father Roubier
of Beni-Mora might, though he is a good man and leads a saintly

life."

"Th(Me are sometimes the most cruel. They do not under-

stand."

" Perhaps not It may be so. But this priest—he's not like

that."

She thought of his genial, bearded face, his expression when
he said, "We are ruffians of the sun," including himself with the

desert men, his boisterous laugh.

" His fault might be the other way."

"Which way?"
"Too great a tolerance."

"Canam7Q e too tolerant towards his fellow-man ?" said

Androvsky.

There was a strange sound of emotion in his deep voice which

moved her. It seemed to her—why, she Jid not know—to steal

out of the depth of something their mutual love had created.

"The greatest of all tolerance is God's," she said. "I am
sure—quite sure—of that."

Androvsky came in out of the shadow of the tent, took her in

his arms with passion, laid his lips on hers with passion, hot,

burning force and fire, and a hard tenderness that was hard

because it was intense.

" God will bless you," he said. " God wiU bless you. What-

ever life brings you, at the end you must—you must be blessed

by Him."
" But He has blessed me," she whispered, through tears that

rushed from her eyes, stirred from their well-springs by his sudden

outburst of love for her. "He has blessed me. He has given

me you, your love, your truth."

Androvsky released her as abruptly as he had taken her in bii

arms, turned, and went out into the desert
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Tiiu. to hii promite. on the following dty the prieit died to

inquire after Andr /sky', heidtb He happened to comej««

before dij^ner wai ready, and met Androvaky on the sand before

**
••Tt-.tTfeter then. Moniieur." he said, after they had .haken

'^"No. no." AndroTsky replied. "I am quite well thii

"°ThTpriert looked at him cloiely with an unembarraiied

"^••Have you been long in the deiert, Monsieur?" he uked.

" Some weeks."
^

••The heat has tired yott. I know the look—

" I assure you, Monsieur, that I am accustomed to heat, i

have lived in North Africa all my Ufe."
, ^ , . , . .

••Indeed. \nd yet by your appearance I should certemly

suppose that you needed a change from the desert. The air of

the Sahara is magnificent but there are people—

•« I am not one of them," AndroYsky said abruptly. I have

never felt so strong physically as since I have lived « *»»«

•"J-
The priest stiU looked at him closely, but said nothing further

on the subject of health. Indeed, almost immediately his atten-

tion was distracted by the apparition of Ouardi bearing dishes

from the cook's tent. .:«.»»,•
"I am afraid I have called at a very unorthodox time, ne

remarked, looking at his watch; "but the fact is that herem

Amarawe—

"

^ . -j
•• I hope you will stay to dijeuner," Androvsky said.

•• It is very good o' . m. If you are certain that I shall not

put you out."

•• Please stay."

•• I will, then, with pleasure
"

He moved his lips expectantly, as if only a sense of pohten«as

prevented him from smacking them. Androvsky went towards

the sleeping-tent, where Domini, who had been into the aty, was

washing her hands.
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dfy'ntmer.

She

The pdett hM called," he said. "I hare uked him u

him with frank astonifhment in her dark eyes.
looked at

"Yoa—Boris
•Yea, I. Why not?"
•• I don't know. But generally yon hate people."
" He teems a good sort of man."
She still looked at him with some surprise, eren with curiosit,

I.^J^ '°" '*''*° * ^"*^ ^ • Pn«« ' " •»»« "ked. •miHng.
Why not ? This man is wy different from Father Houbier.more human." '

"Father Beret is rery human. I think," she answered.
She was still smiling. It had just occurred to her that the

pnest had timed his visit with some forethought.
" I am coming," she added.
A sudden cheerfulness had Uken possession of her. All the

morning she had been feeling graye, even almost apprehensive,
after a bad night. When her husband had abruptly left her and
gone away mto the darkness she had been overtaken by a sudden
wave of acute depression. She had felt, more painfuUy than ever
befor^ the mental separation which existed between them despite
tteir deep love, and a passionate but almost hopeless longing had
fi led her heart that in aU things they might be one. not onlyin love
of each other, but m love of God. When Androvsky had taken hii
arms from her she had seemed to feel herself released by a great
despair, and this certainty-for as he vanished into the darkness
she was no more in doubt that his love for her left room within
his heart for such an agony-had for a moment brought her soul
to the dust. She had been overwhelmed by a sensation that
inste-d of being close together they were far apart, almost
strangers, and a great bitterness had entered into her. It was
accompanied by a desire for action. She longed to follow
Androvsky. to lay her hand on his arm, to stop him in the sand
and fora him to confide in her. For the first time the idea that
he was keeping something from her, a sorrow, almost maddened
her, even made her feel jealous. The fact that she divined what
that sorrow was, or beUeved she divined it, did not help her just
then. She waited a long while, but Androvsky did not return,
and at last she prayed and went to bed. But her prayers were
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feeble, dif)ointed, and deep did not cone to her, for her mind

WM travelling with tliis man who loved her and who yet wai out

there alone in the night, who was deliberately separating himself

from her. Towards dawn, when he stole into the tent, she was

itill awake, but she did not speak or give any sign of conscious-

ness, although she was hot with the fierce desire to spring up, to

throw her arms round bim. to draw his head down upon her

heart, and say, " I have given myself, body, heart and soul, to you.

Give yourself to me ; give me the thing you are keeping back

—

your sorrow. Till I have that I have not all of you, and till I

have all of you I am in Hell."

It was a mad impulse. She resisted it and lay quite still.

And when he lay down and was quiet she slept at length.

Now, as she heard him speak in the sunshine and knew that he

had offered hospitality to the comfortable priest, her heart

suddenly felt lighter, she scarcely knew why. It seemed to her

that she had been a little morbid, and that the cloud which had

settled about her was lifted, revealing the blue.

At eUjtuner she was even more reassured. Her husband

seemed to get on with the priest better than she had ever seen

bim get on with anybody. He began by making an effort to be

agreeable that was obvious to her ; but presently he was agreeable

without effort. The simple geniality and lack of self-consciousness

in Father Beret evidently set bim at his ease. Once or twice she

saw him look at his guest with an earnest scrutiny that puzzled

her, but he talked far more than usual and with greater animation,

discussing the Arabs and listening to the priest's accoimt of the

curiosities of life in Amara. When at length Father Beret rose

to go Androvsky said he would accompany him a littl? > ly, and
they went off together, evidently on the best of terms.

She was delighted and surprised. She had been right, then.

It was time that Androvsky was subjected to another influence

than that of the unpeopled wastes. It was time that he came
into contact with men whose minds were more akin to his than

the minds of the Arabs who had been their only companions.

She began to imagine him with her in civilised places, to be able

to imagine him. And she was glad they had come to Amara and
confirmed in her resolve to stay on there. She even b^an to

wish that the French officers quartered there—few in number,
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some five or six—would find them in the sand, and that Andro^slnr

would offer them hospitality. It occurred to her that it was not

quite wholesome for a man to live in isolation from his fellow-

men, eren with the woman he loved, and she determined that

she would not be selfish in her love, that she would think for

Androvsky, act for him, even against her own inclination.

Perhaps his idea of life in an oasis apart from Europeans was one

she ought to combat though it fascinated her. Perhaps it

would be stronger, more sane, to face a more ordinary, less

dreamy, life, in which they would meet with people, in which thej

would inevitably find themselves confronted with duties. She

felt powerful enough in that moment to do anything that would

make for Androvsky's welfare of soul. His body was strong and

at ease. She thought of him going away with the priest in

friendly conversation. How splendid it would be if she could

feel some day that the health of his soul accorded completely

with that of his body I

'* Batouch I " she called almost gaily.

Batouch appeared, languidly smoking a cigarette, and with a

large flower tied to a twig protruding from behind his ear.

"Saddle the horses. Monsieur has gone with the Pire Beret

I shall take a ride, just a short ride round the camp over there-

in at the city gate, through the market-place, and home. You

will r- jne with me."

ijatoucb threw away his cigarette with energy. Poet though

he was, all the Arab blood in him responded to the thought of a

gallop over the sands. Within a few minutes they were off.

When she was in the saddle it was at all times difficult for Domini

to be sad or even pensive. She had a native passion for a good

horse, and riding was one of the joys, and almost the keenest, of

her life. She felt powerful when she had a spirited, fiery animal

under her, and the wide spaces of the desert summoned speed ai

they summoned dreams. She and Batouch went away at a rapid

pace, circled round the Arab cemetery, made a detour towards

the south, and then cantered into the midst of the camp of the

Ouled-Nails. It was the hour of the siesta. Only a few people

were stirring, coming and going over the dunes to and from the

city on languid errands for the women of the tents, who reclined

in the shade of their bniahwood arbours upon filthy cushions and
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heaps of multi-coloured rags, smoking cigarettes, playing cards

with Arab and negro admirers, or staring into vacancy beneath

their heavy eyebrows as they listened to the sound of music

played upon long pipes of reed. No dogs barked in their camp.

The only guardians were old women, whose sandy faces were

scored with innumerable wrinkles, and whose withered hands

drooped under their loads of barbaric rings and bracelets.

Batouch would evidently have liked to dismount here. Like all

Arabs he was fascinated by the sight of these idols of the waste,

whose painted faces called to the surface the fluid poetry within

him, but Domini rode on, descending towards the city gate by

which she had first entered Amara. The priest's house was there

and Androvsky was with the priest She hoped he had perhaps

gone in to return the visit paid to them. As she rode into the

city she glanced at the house. The door was open and she saw

the gay rugs in the little halL She had a strong inclination to

stop and ask if her husband were there. He might mount

Batouch's horse and accompany her home.

" Batouch," she said, *' will you ask if Monsieur Androvsky

is with P6re Beret. I think—"

She stopped speaking. She had just seen her husband's face

pass across the window-space of the room on the right-hand side

of the hall door. She could not see it very well The arcade

built out beyond the house cast a deep shade within, and in this

shade the face had flitted like a shadow. Batouch had sprung

from his horse. But the sight of the shadowy face had changed

her mind. She resolved not to interrupt the two men. Long

ago at Beni-Mora she had asked Androvsky to call upon a priest.

She remembered the sequel to that visit This time Androvsky

had gone of his own will. If he liked this priest, if they became

friends, perhaps—she remembered her vision in the dancing-

house, her feeling that when she drew near to Amara she was draw-

ing near to the heart of the desert If she should see Androvsky

praying here ! Yet Father Beret hardly seemed a man likely to

influence her husband, or indeed anyone with a strong and

serious personality. He was surely too fond of the things of this

world, too obviously a lover and cherisher of the body. Neve^
theless, there was something attractive in him, a kindness, a

geniality. In trouble he would be sympathetic. Certainly het

h
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husband mast have taken a liking to him, and the chances of life

and the influences of destiny were strange and not to be foreseen.

•' No, Batouch," she said. '*We won't stop."

" But, Madame," he cried, " Monsieur is in there. I saw hit

face at the window."
" Never mind. We won't disturb them. I daresay they have

something to talk about"

They cantered on towards the market-pUce. It was not

market-day, and the town, like the camp of the Ouled-N;dls, was

almost deserted. As she rode up the hill towards the place of

the fountain, however, she saw two handsomely-dressed Arabs,

followed by a serrant, slowly strolling towards her from the door-

way of the Bureau Arabe. One, who was very tall, was dressed in

green, and carried a long staff, from which hung green ribbons.

The other wore a more ordinary costume of white, with a white

burnous and a turban spangled with gold.

" Madame i " said Batouch.

"Yes."
" Do you see the Arab dressed in green ?

"

He spoke in an almost awestruck voice.

"Yes. Who is he?"
"The great marabout who lives at Beni-Hassan."

The name struck upon Domini's ear with a strange familiarity.

" But that's where Count Anteoni went when he rode away

from Beni-Mora that morning."

"Yes, Madame."
" Is it far from Amara ?

"

"Two hours' ride across the desert.*

"But then Count Anteoni may be near us. After he left he

wrote to me and gave me his address at the marabout's house."

" If he is still with the marabout, Madame."

They were close to the fountain now, and the marabout and

his companion were coming straight towards them.

" If Madame will allow me I will salute the marabout," said

Batouch.

" Certainly."

He sprang off his horse immediately, tied it up to the railing of

the fountain, and went resptctfully towards the approaching

potentate to kiss his hand. Domini saw the marabout stop and
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Batouch bend down, then lift himself ' p and suddenly more back

as if in surprise. The Arab who was frith the marabout seemed

also surprised. He held out his hand to Batouch, who took it,

kissed it, then kissed his own hand, and turning, pointed towards

Domini. The Arab spoke a word to the marabout, then left him,

and came rapidly forward to the fountain. As he drew close to

her she saw a face browned by the sun, a very small, pointed beard,

a pair of intensely bright eyes surrounded by wrinkles. These

eyes held her. It seemed to her that she knew them, that she had

often looked into them and seen their changing expressions.

Suddenly she exclaimed,

—

"Count Anteonil*

"Yes, it is U"
He held out his hand and clasped hers.

"So you have started upon your desert journey," he added

looking closely at her, as hf had often looked in the garden.

"Yes."
" And as I ventured to advise—that last time, do you re-

member ?
"

She recollected his words.

" No," she replied, and there was a warmth of joy, almost of

pride, in her voice. " I am not alone."

Count Anteoni was standing with one hand on her horse's

neck. As she spoke his hand dropped down.
" I have btwU away from Beni-Hassan," he said slowly. " The

marabout and I have been travelling in the south and only re-

turned yesterday. I have heard no news for a long time from

Beni-Mora, but I know. You are Madame Androvsky."

"Yes," she answered ; " I am Madame Androvsky."

There was a silence between them. In it she heard the drip-

ping water in the fountain. At last Count Anteoni spoke again.

" It was written," he said quietly. " It was written in the sand."

She thought of the sand-diviner and was silent. An oppres-

sion of spirit had suddenly come upon her. It seemed to her

connected with something physical, something obscure, unusual,

such as she had never felt before. It was, she thought, as if her

body at that moment became more alive than it had ever been, and
as ifthat increase of life within her gave to her a peculiar uneasiness.

She was startled. She even felt alarmed, as at the faint approach
a b

HI
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I

I,

ofsomething strange, of something that was gobg to alter her life.

She did not know at all what it was. For the moment a sense of

confusion and of pain beset her, and she was scarcely aware with

whom she was, or where. The sensation passed and she re-

covered herself and met Count Anteoni's eyes quietly.

"Yes," she answered ; "all that has happened to me here in

Africa was written in the sand and in fire."

" You are thinking of the sua"
" Yes."

" I—where are you liring ?
"

" Close by on the sand-hill beyond the city wall."

" Where you can see the fires lit at night and hear the sound

of the music of Africa."

"Yes."

"As he said."

" Yes, as he said."

Again the overwhelming sense of some strange and formidable

approach came over her, but this time she fought it resolutely.

" Will you come and see me ? " she said.

She had meant to say " us," but did not say it

" If you will allow me."

"When?"
" I
—

" she heard the odd, upward grating in his voice which

she remembered so well. " May I come now if you are riding to

the tents?"

"Please do."

" I will explain to the marabout and follow you."

" But the way ? Shall Batouch- "»

"

"No, it is not necessary."

She rode away. When she reached the camp she found that

Androvsky had not yet returned, and she was gUd. She wanted to

talk to Count Anteoni alone. Within a few minutes she saw him

coming towards the tent. His beard and his Arab dress so altered

him that at a short distance she could not recognise him, could

only guess that it was he. But directly he was near, and she saw

his eyes, she forgot that he was altered, and felt that she was with

her kind and whimsical host of the garden.

" My husband is in the city," she said.

" Vc*."
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•' With the priest."

She saw an expression of surprise flit over Count Anteoni's

fuct. It went away instantly.

'* Pire Beret," he said. " He is a cheerful creature and very

good to the Arabs."

They sat down just inside the shadow of the tent before the

door, and he looked out quietly towards the city.

"Yes, this is the place," he said.

She knew that he was alluding to the vision of the sand-

diviner, and said so.

" Did you believe at the time that what he said would come
true?" she asked.

•' How could I ? Am I a child ?
"

He spoke with gentle irony, but she felt he was playing with

her.

"Cannot a man believe such things ?"

He did not answer her, but said,

—

" My fate has come to pass. Do you not care to know what

it is?"

"Yes, do tell me."

She spoke earnestly. She felt a change in him, a great

change which as yet she did not understand fully. It was as if

he had been a man in doubt and was now a man no longer in

doubt, as if he had arrived at some goal and was more at peace

with himself than he had been.

" I have become a Mohammedan," he said simply.

" A Mohammedan 1
*

She repeated the words as a person repeats words in surprise,

but her voice did not sound surprised.

•• You wonder ? " he asked.

After a moment she answered,

—

"Na I never thought of such a thing, but I am not

surprised. Now you have told me it seems to explain you, much
that I noticed in you, wondered about in you."

She looked at him steadily, but without curiosity.

"I feel that you are happy now."
" Yes, I am happy. The world I used to know, my worid and

yours, would laugh at me, would say that I was crazy, that it was
a whim, that I wished for a new sensation. Simply it had to be

II
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For yean I hare been tending towards it—who knows why?
Who knows what obscure influences have been at work in me,
whether there is not, perhaps far back, some faint strain of Arab
blood mingled with the Sicilian blood in my veins ? I cannot
understand why. What I can understand is that at last I have
fulfilled my aestiny ! After years of unrest I am suddenly and
completely at peace. It is a magical sensation. I have been
wandering all my life and have come upon the open door of my
home."

He spoke very quietly, but she heard the joy in his voice.
" I remember your saying, • I like to see men praying in the

desert.'

"

" Yes. When I looked at them I was longing to be one of
them. For years from my garden wall I watched them with a
passion of envy, with bitterness, almost with hatred sometimes.
They had something I had not, something that set them above
me, something that made their lives plain through any complica-
tion, and that gave to death a meaning like the meaning at the
close of a great story that is going to have a sequel. They had
faith. And it was difficult not to hate them. But now 1 am one
of them. I can pray in the desert."

" That was why you left BeniMora."
" Yes. I had long been wishing to become a Mohammedan.

I came here to be with the marabout, to enter more fully into
certain questions, to see if I had any lingering doubts."

" And you have none ?
"

"None."
She looked at his bright eyes and sighed, thinking of her

husband.

•You wUl go back to Beni-Mora ? " she asked.
" I don't think so. I am inclined to go farther into the

desert, farther among the people of my own faith. I don't want
to be surrounded by French. Some day perhaps I may return.
But at present everything draws me onward. Tell me "—he
dropped the earnest tone in which he had been speaking, and she
heard once more the easy, half-ironical man of the world—"do
you think me a half-crazy eccentric? "

"No."
" You look at me very gravely, even sadly."
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•' I was thinking of the men who cannot pray," she said.

** even in the desert"

"They should not come into the Garden of Allah. Don't

you remember that day by the garden wall, when—

"

He suddenly checked himself.

"Forgive me," he said simply. "And now tell me ahjut

yourself. You neyer wrote that you were going to be married."
" I knew you would know it in time—when we met again."

" And you knew we should meet again ?
"

"Did not you?"
He nodded.
" In the heart ofthe desert. And you—where are you going ?

You are not returning to civilisation ?
"

" I don't know. I have no plans. I want to do what my
husband wishes."

"And he?"
" He lores the desert. He has suggested our buying an

oasis and setting up as date merchants. What do you think of

the idea?"

She spoke with a smile, but her eyes were serious, even sad.

" I cannot judge for others," he answered.

When he got up to go he held her hand fast for a moment.
" May I speak what is in my heart ? " he asked.

"Yes—do."
" I feel as if what I have told you to-day about myself, about

my having come to the open door of a home I had long been
wearily seeking, had made you sad. Is it so ?

"

" Yes," she answered frank'y.

"Canyou tellme why?"
"It has made me realise more sharply than perhaps I did

before what must be the misery of jhose who are still homeless."
There was in her voice a sound as if she suppressed a sob.
" Hope for them, remembering my many years of wandering."
"Yes, yes."

"Good-bye."

"Will you come again?"
" You are here for long ?

"

•Some days, I thmk."

••Whenever you ask me I will come."

ft
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" I want 70a tnd my hasband to meet again. I wan^ that

rery much." She ipoke with a prenure of eagerness.

"Send for me and I will come at any hour."
" I will send—ioon."
When he was gone Domini sat in the shadow of the tent

From where she was she could see the Arab cemetery at a little

distance, a quantity of stones half drowned in the sand. An old

Arab was wandering there alone, praying for the dead in a loud,

persistent voice. Sometimes he paused by a grare, bowed him-
self in prayer, then rose and walked on again. His voice was
never silent. The sound of it was plaintive and monotonous.
Domini listened to it, and thought of homeless men, of those

who had lived and died without ever coming to that open door
through which Count Anteoni had entered. His words and the

changed look in his face had made a deep impression upon her.

She realised that in the garden, when they were together, his

eyes, even when they twinkled with the slightly ironical humour
peculiar to him, had always held a shadow. Now that shadow
was lifted out of them. How deep was the shadow in her

husband's eyes. How deep had it been the eyes of her

father. He had died with that terrible darkness m his eyes and
in his soul. If her husband were to die thus ! A terror came
upon her. She looked out at the stones in the sand and
imagined herself there—as the old Arab was—praying for

And'ovsky buried there, hidden from her on earth for ever.

And suddenly she felt, " I cannot wait, I must act."

Her faith was deep and strong. Nothing could shake it

But might it not shake the doubt from another's soul, as a great
pure wind shakes leaves that are dead from a tree that will

blossom with the spring? Hitherto a sense of intense delicacy

had prevented her from ever trying to draw near definitely to her

husband's sadness. But her interview with Count Anteoni, and
the sound of this voice praying, praying for the dead men in the

sand, stirred her to an almost fierce resolution. She had given

herself to Androvsky. He had given himself to her. They were

one. She had a right to draw near to his pain, if by so doing

there were a chance that she might bring balm to it She had a

right to look closer into his eyes if hers, full of faith, could lift

the shadow from them.
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She leaned beck in the derkneM of the tent. The old Arab

had wandered further on among the graret. Hit Toice was faint

in the land, faint and lurelj piteous, ai if, even while he prayed,

be felt that hit prayers were useless, tha; the fate of the dead was

pronounced beyond recall. Domini listened to him no more.

She was praying for the living as she had never prayed before,

and ha prayer was the prelude not to patience but to action. It

wu as if her conversation with Count Anteoni had set a torch to

something in her soul, something that gave out a great flame, a

flame that could surely bum up the sorrow, the fear, the secret

torture in her husband's soul. All the strength of her character

had been roused by the sight of the peace she desired for the

man she loved enthroned in the heart of this other man who was

only her friend.

The voice of the old Arab died away in the distance, but

before it died away Domini had ceased from hearing it

She heard only a voice within her, which said to her, ** If you

really love be fearless. Attack this sorrow which stands like a

figure of death between you and your husband. Drive it away.

You have a weapon—faith. Use it*

It seemed to her then that through all their intercourse she

had been a coward in her love, and she resolved that she would

be a coward no longer.

XXV

Domini had said to herself that she would speak to her husband

that night She was resolved not to hesitate, not to be influenced

from her purpose by anything. Yet she knew that a great diffi-

culty would stand in her way—the difficulty of Androvsky's intense,

almost passionate, reserve. This reserve was the dominant
characteristic in his nature. She thought of it sometimes as a
wall of fire that he had set round about the secret places of his

soul to protect them even from her eyes. Perhaps it was strange

that she, a woman of a singularly frank temperament, should be
attracted by reserve in another, yet she knew that she was so

attracted by the reserve of her husband. Its existence hinted to

her depths in him which, perhaps, seme day she might sound,

she alone, strength which was hidden for her some day to prove.
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Now, alone with her purpose, the thought of thii reserre.

Would she be able to break it down with her love? For an
instant she felt as if the were about to enter upon a contest with
her husband, but she did not coldly tea over her armoury and
select weapons. There was a heat of purpose within her that
beckoned her to the unthinking, to the recklen way, that told her
to be self-reliant and to trust to the moment for the method.

When AndroTsky returned to the camp it was towards eren-
ing. A lemon light was falling over the great white spaces of
the sand. Upon their little round hills the Arab TiUages glowed
mysteriously. Many horsemen were riding forth from the city to
take the cool of the approaching night From the desert the
caravans were coming in. The Nomads' children pUyed, half-

naked, at Cora before the tents, calling shrilly to each other
through the light silence that floated airily away into the vast
distances that breathed out the spirit of a pale eternity. Despite
the heat there was an almost wintry romance in this strange
land of white sands and yeUow radiance, an ethereal melancholy
Jiat stole with the twilight noiselessly towards the tents.

As AndroTsky approached Domini saw that he had lost the
energy which had delighted her at dijeuner. He walked to-
wards her slowly with his head bent down. His lace was giare,
even sad, though when he saw her waiting for him he smiled.

" You hare been all this time with the priest ? " she « xic*.

"Nearly alL I walked for a Uttle while in the o And
you >n

*' I rode out and met a friend."

"A friend ? " he said, as if startled.

•'Yes, from Beni-Mora—Count Anteoni. He has been here
to pay me a visit."

She pulled forward a basket-chair for him.
heavily.

He sank into it

ire
!

" he said slowly. •• What is he doing

And, Boris, he

" Count Anteoni

here ?

"

" He is with the marabout at Beni-Hassan.
has become a Mohammedan."

He lifted his head with a jerk and stared at her in silence.
»' You are surprised ?

*

** A Mohammedan—Count Anteoni ?

"
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•• Yes. Do jM know, when he told me I felt almost m il 1

hsd been expecting it."

** But—4s he changed, then i Is he—"
He stopped. His voice had sounded to her bitter, almost

fierce.

"Yes, Boris, he is changed. Have 70U ever seen anyone

who wu lost, and the same person walking along the road home ?

Well, that is Count Anteoni."

They said no more for some minutes. Androvsky was the

first to speak again.

"You told him ?" he asked.

"About ourselves ?"

"Yes."
" I told him."

"What did he say?"
" He had expected it. When we ask him he is coming here

again to see us both together."

AodroTsky got up fix>m his chair. His face was troubled.

Standing before Domini he said,—

"Count Anteoni is happy then now that he—now that he

has joined this religion i"

" Very happy."

"And you—a Catholic—what do you think ?*

" I think that, since that is his honest belief, it u a blessed

thing for him."

He said no more, but went towards the sleeping-tent

In the evening, when they were dining, he said to her,

—

"Domini, to-night I am going to leave you again for a short

time."

He saw a look of keen r^et come into her face, and added
quickly,

—

" At nme I have promised to go to see the priest He—he is

rather lonely here. He wants me to come. Do you mind ?

"

" No, na I am glad—very glad. Have you finished ?

"

"Quite."

" Let us take a rug and go out a little way in the sand—that
way towards the cemetery. It is quiet there at night"

"Yes. I wiU get a rug."

He went to fetch it, threw it over his arm, and they set oitf
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totetber. Sh« had uieuit the Arab eoactery, bat when they
reached it they (o«u4 two or three nomadi wandering there.

" Let OS go 09,' she aaid.

They went on, and lutne to the French cemetery, which was
larronnded by a roug*- dge of bruihwood, in which there wert
gapi here and thein. 'iinwigh one of theae gaps they entered
it, spread out the ^ , n' Uy down on the sand. The night
was still and sileni' t kk. 4 here. Faintly they saw the grtvei
of the exiles whf nad di -d here and been given to the land,
wherein summer t'^f. n.-i : glided to and fro, and the pariah
dogs wandered st.;al: ily ^-ic ^ to stiU the desire in their

starring bodies, f hey 1-. c ^ .nerally ?ery simple, but close to
Domini and AndroT sky * / .ne of white marble, in the form of

a broken column, hung w to .*ieaths of everlasting flowers, and
engraved with these words :

—

ICI REPOSE

JEAN BAPTISTE FABRIANI

/V»« pour luL

When they lay down they both looked »t this grave, as i/

moved by a simultaneous impulse, and read tb*5 words.
"Priei pour lui

!

" Domini said in a low voice.

She put out her hand and took hold of her husband's, and
pressed it down on the sand.

"Do you remember that first night, Boris," she said, "at
Arba, when you took my hand in yours and laid it against :he
desert as against a heart ?

"

" Yes, Domini, I remember."
"That night we were one, weren't we?"
"Yes, Domini."

"Were we"—she was almost whispering b the night-
•' were we truly one ?

"

" Why do you—truly one, you say ?
"

"Yes—one in soul? That is the great union, greater than

the onion of our bodies. Were we one in soul? Are we
now?"

"Domini, why do you ask roe such question:? Do fc
doubt my love ?

"
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"No. But I do uk jott. W<»'t jou answer mef
He vu nlent His hand lay in ben but did not press it

" Boris "—ibe spoke tbe cmel words rtitj quietly,—'* we are

not trulj one b sooL We nerer bave been. I know tbat."

He said nothing.

" Shall we erer be ? Think—if one of us were to die, and the

other—the one who was left—were left with the knowledge that

in our love, eren ours, there had always been separation—could

yoo bear that? Could I bear it?"

"Dominf—

"

"Yes.-

Why do yoo speak like this? We are one. Yoti hare all

my love. Yon are ererything to me.

"

" And yet you are sad, and you try to hide your sadness, your

misery, from me. Can you not give >: me? I want it—more

than I want anything on earth. I want it, I must have it, and I

dare to uk for it because I know how deeply you love me and

that you could nei^r love another."

" I never have ioved another," he said.

"I was the very first."

" The very first. When we married, although I was a man I

was as yot' were."

She beat down her head and laid her lips on his hand that

was in hers.

" Then make oar oni<Mi perfect, as no other anion on earth,

has ever been. Give me your sorrow, Boris. I know what it is

'

"How can—you cannot know," he said in a broken voice.

" Yes. Love is a diviner, the only true diviner I told you

once what it was, but 1 want you to tell me. Nothing that we
take is beautiful to as, only what we are given."

" I cannot," he said.

He tried to take his hand from hers but she held it fast

And she felt as if she were holding the wau ^f firr with which he
surrounded the secret places uf his soul.

"To-day, Boris, when I talked to Count Anteoni, I felt that I

had been a coward with you. I had seen you JFer and I had
not dared to draw neai^ to your suffering. I Jiv^ been afraid of

you. Think of that."

"No."
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" Y«, I have been afraid of 70U, of your reserre. When you

withdrew from me I nerer foUowed you. If I had perhaps I
could haTe done something for you."

"Domini, do not tpeak like thif. Our love is happy. Leave
it as it is."

"I cant. I will not. Boris, Count Anteoni has found a
home. But you are wandering. I can't bear that, I can't bear
it It is as if I were sitting in the house, warm, safe, and you
were out in the storm. It tortures me. It almost makes me
hate my own safety."

AndroTsky shirered. He took his hand forcibly from Domini's.
"I have almost hated it too»" he said passionately. ••

I have
hated it I'm a—I'm—

*

His Toice faUed. He bent forward and took Domini's face
between his hands.

"And yet there are times when I can bless what I have hated.
I do bless it now. I—I love your safety. You—at least you arc
safe."

" You must share it I will make you share it"
" You cannot."

"I can. I shaU. I feel that we shall be together in soul,
and perhaps to-night, perhaps even to-night"

Androvsky looked profoundly agiutcd. His hands dropped
down.

" I must go," he said. •• I must go to the priest"
He got up from the sand.
" Come to the tent, Domini."
She rose to her feet.

"When you come back," she said, "I shall be waiting for

you, Boris."

He looked at her. There was in his eyes a piercing wistful-

ness. He opened his lips. At that moment Domini felt that he
was on the point of telling her all that she longed to know. But
the look faded. The Ups closed. He took her in his arms and
kissed her almost desperatelv.

" No, no," he said. " I'll keep your love—I'll keep it"
** You could never lose it"

"I might"

"Never."
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"IflbeUevedthat"
"Boris!"

Suddenly burning tears ruihed from her eyes.

•*Dont ever say a thing like that to me again 1 " she said with
passion.

She pointed to the graye close to them.

"If you were there," she said, "and I was liring, and you
had died before—before you had told me—I believe—God for-

give me, but I do believe that if, when I died, I were taken to
heaven 1 should find my hell there."

She looked through her tears at the words: "Priezpour
lui.'

"To pray for the dead," she whispered, as if to herself.

"To pray for my dead—I could not do it, I could not Boris,

if you love me you must trust me, yon must give me your
sorrow."

The night drew on. Androvsky had gone to the priest.

Domini was alone, sitting before the tent waiting for his return.

She had told Batouch and Ouardi that she wanted nothing more,
that no one was to come to the tent again that night. The
young moon was rising over the city, but its light as yet was faint
It fell upon the cupolas of the Bureau Arabe, the towers of the
mosques and the white sands, whose whiteness it seemed to
emphasise, making them pale as the face of one terror-stricken.

The city wall cast a deep shadow over the moat of sand in which,
wrapped in filthy rags, lay nomads sleeping. Upon the sand-hills

the camps were alive with movement Fires blazed and smoke
ascended before the tents that noade patches of blackness upon
the waste. Round the fires were seated groups of men devouring
cous-cous and the red soup beloved of the nomad. Behind
them circled the dogs with quivering nostrils. Squadrons of
camels lay crouched in the sand, resting after their journeys.
And everywhere, from the city and from the waste, rose distant
sounds of music, thin, aerial flutings like voices of the night winds,
acrid cries from the pipes, and the far-off' rolling of the African
drums that are the foundation of every desert symphony.

Although she was now accustomed to the music <rf Africa,
Domini could never hear it without feeling the barbarity of the
Und from which it rose, the wildnen of the people who made and

r
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who loTed it Always it ntggetted to her an infiaite remotenesi,
ai if it were munc lonnding at the end of the world, fall of half.

defined meanings, melancholj yet fierce panion, longings that,

momentarily satisfied, continually renewed themselres, griefs thti

were hidden behind thin veils like the women of the Bast, but
that peered out with expressive eyes, hinting their ntory and
desiring assuagement. And to-night the meaning of the music
seemed deeper than it had been before. She thought of it as an
outside echo of the voices murmuring in her mind and heart, and
the voices murmuring in the mind and hekrt of Androvsky, broken
voices some of them, but some strong, fierce, tense and alive with

meaning. And as she s»t there alone she thought this unity

of music drew her closer to the deserl than she had ever been
before, and drew Andro7;ky with her, despite his great reserve.

In the heart of the desert he would surely let her see at last fully

kito his heart When he came back in the night from the priest

he would speak. She was waiting for that.

The moon was mounting. Its light grew stronger. She
looked across the sands and saw fires in the city, and suddenly
she said to herself, ''This is the vision of the ttnd-diviner

realised in my life. He saw me as I am now, in this place."

And she remembered the scene in the garden, the crouching
figure, the extended arms, the thin fingers tracing swift patterns

in the sand, the murmuring voice.

To-night she felt deeply expectant but ahnost sad, encom-
passed by the mystery that hangs in clouds about human life

and human relations. What could be that great joy of which
the Diviner had spoken ? A womanV great joy that starred the

desert with flowers and made the ury places run with sweet

waters—what could it be ?

Suddenly she felt again the oppression of spirit she had been
momentarily conscious of in the afternoon. It was like a load

descending upon her, and, almost instantly, communicated itself

to her body. She was conscious of a sensation of unusual weari-

ness, uneasiness, even dread, then again of an intensity of life

that startled her. This intensity remained, grew in her. It was

as if the principle of life, like a fluid, were being poured into her

out of the vials of God, as if the little cup that was all she had

were to* small to contain the precious liiiuid. That seemed to
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her to be the cauM of the pain of which she was consciooi. She
was being given more than she felt herself capable of possessing.

She got up from her chair, unable to remain stilL The more-
ment, slight though it was, seemed to remove a veil of darkness
that had hung over her and to let in upon her a flood of light.

She caught hold of the canvas of the tent For a moment she
felt weak as a child, then strong as an Amazon. And the sense

of strength remained, grew. She walked out upon the sand to-

wards the way by which Androvsky would return. The fires in

the city and the camps were to her as illuminations for a festival

The music was the music of a great rejoicing. The vast expanse
of the desert, wintry white under the moon, dotted with the fires

of the nomads, blossomed as the rose. After a few moments she
stopped. She was on the crest of a sand-bank, and could see
below her the faint track in the sand which wound to the city

gate. By this track Androvsky would surely return. From a
long distance she would be able to see him, a moving darkness
upon the white. She was near to the city now, and could hear
voices coming to her from behind its rugged walls, voices of men
singing, and calling one to another, the twang of plucked instru-

menU, tb« click of negroes' castanets. The city was full of joy
as the desert was full of joy. The glory of Ufe rushed upon her
like a flood of gold, that gold of the sun in which thousands of tiny
things are dancing. And she was given the power of giving life,

of adding to the sum of the glory. She looked out ovrr the
sands and saw a moving blot upon them coming slowly towards
her, very slowly. It was impossible at this distance to see who
it was, but she felt that it was her husband. For a moment she
thought of going down to meet him, but she did not move. The
new knowledge that had come to her made her, just then, feeJ
shy even of him, as if he roust come to her, as if she could make
no advance towards him.

As the blackness upon the sand drew nearer she saw that it

was a man walking heavily. The man had her husband's gait.
When she saw that she turned. She had resolved to meet him
at the tent door, to tell him what she had to tell him at the
threshold of their wandering home. Her sense of shyness died
when she was at the tent door. She only felt now her oneness
with her husband, and that to-night their unity was to be made
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more perfect If it could be made quite perfect 1 If he would
speak tool Then nothing more would be wanting. At Ust
tftty yeil would have dropped from between them« and as they
had loug been one in flesh they would be oot in spirit

She waited in the tent door.

After what seemed a long time she saw Androvsky coming
across the moonlit sand. He was walk^.ig very slowly, as if

wearied out, with his head drooping. He did not appear to see

her till he was quite close to the tent. Then he stopped and
gazed at her. The moon—she thought it must be the moon-
made his face look strange, like a dying man's Cace. In this

white face the eyes glittered feverishly.

" Boris I " she said.

"Domini!"
" Come here, close to me. I have something to tell you—

something wonderful."

He came quite up to her.

" Domini," he said, as if he had not heard her. ** Domini, I

—I've been to the priest to-night I meant to confess to him."

"To confess!" she said.

"This afternoon I asked him to hear my confession, but to-

night I cou.d not make it I can only make it to you, Domini—
only to you. Do you hear, Domini 7 Do you hear ? "

Something in his face and in his voice terrified her heart Now
she felt as if she would stop him from speaking if she dared, but

that she did not dare. His spirit was beyond domination. He
would do what he meant to do regardless of her—of anyone.

" What is it Boris ? " she whispered. " Tell me. Perhaps I

can understand best because I love best"

He put his arms round her and kissed her, as a man kisses the

woman he loves when he knows it may be for the last time, long

and hard, with a desperation of love that feels frustrated by the

very lips it is touching. At last he took his lips from hers.

" Domini," he said, and his voice was steady and clear, almost

hard, "you want to know what it is that makes me unhappy

even in our love—desperately unhappy. It is this. I believe in

Giod, I love God, and I have insulted Him. I have tried to

f<Nrget God, to deny Him, to put human love higher than love for

HioL Bat always I am haunted by the thought of God, and that
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r. Once, when I was young, I gi

I have broken the tows I made. I

He broke down for a

thought makes my desp

myself to God solemnly

have—I have—

"

The hardness went out of his voice,

moment and was silent.

" You gave yourself to God," she said. " How ?
"

He tried to meet her questioning eyes, but could not.

"I—I gave myself to God as a monk," he answered after a
pause.

As he spoke Domini saw before her in the moonlight De
Trevignac. He cast a glance of horror at the tent, bent over her,

made the sign of the Cross, and vanished. In his place stood
Father Roubier, his eyes shining, his hand upraised, warning her
against Androvsky. Then he, too, vanished, and she seemed to

see Count Anteoni dressed as an Arab and muttering words of
the Koran.

" Domini 1
*

" Domini, did you hear me ? Domini I Domini I

"

She felt his hands on her wrists.

" You are the Trappist !
" she said quietly, •• of whom the

priest told me. You are the monk from the Monastery of El-

Largani who disappeared after twenty years."
" Yes," he said, " I am he."

" What made you tell me ? What made you tell me ?
"

There was agony now in her voice.

••You asked me to speak, but it was not that. Do you
remember last night when I said that <]tod must bless you?
You answered, • He has blessed me. He hac given me you, your
love, your truth.' It is that which makes me speak. You have
had my love, not my truth. Now take my truth. I've kept it

from you. Now I'll give it you. It's black, but 111 give it you.
Domini

!
Domini

! Hate me to-night, but in your hatred believe
that I never loved you as I love you now."

" Give me your truth 1 " she kaid. M

."1

1

9«



BOOK V

THE REVELATION

XXVI

THEY remained standing at the tent door, with the moon-
light about them. The camp was hushed in sleep, but

sounds of music still came to them from the dtj below them,

and fainter music from the tents of the Ouled-Nalls on the sand-

hill to the south. After Domini had spoken Androrsky moved a

step towards her, looked at her, then moved back and dropped
his eyes. If he had gone on looking at her he knew he could

not have begun to speak.

" Domini," he said, " I'm not going to try and excuse myself

for what I have done-. I'm not going to say to you what I dvent
say to God—' Forgive me.' How can such a thing be forgiven ?

That's part of the torture I've been enduring, the knowledge

of the unforgivable nature of my act It can never be wiped

out It's black on my judgment-book for ever. But I wonder if

you can understand—oh, I want you to understand, Domini,

what has made me the thing I am, a renegade, a breaker of oaths, a

liar to God and you. It was the passion of life that burst up in

me after years of tranquillity. It was the waking of my nature

after years of sleep. And you—you do understand the passioa

of life that's m some of us like a monster that must rule, must

have its way. Even you in your purity and goodness—you have it,

that desperate wish to live really and fully, as we have lived,

Domini, together. For we have lived out in the desert. We
lived that night at Arba when we sat and watched the fire and I

held your hand against the earth. We lived then. Even now,

when I think of that night, I can hardly be sorry for what I've

done, for what I am."

He looked up at her now and saw that her eyes were fixed on

him. She stood motionless, with her hands joined in front of

434
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her. Her attitude was calm and her face was untortured. He
eonld not read any thought of hers, any feeUng that was in her
heart

"Yon most understand," he said almost violently. "You
must understand or I- My father, I told you. was a Russian.
He was brought up in the Greek Church, but became a Free-
thinker when he was stiU a young man. My mother was an
Englishwoman and an ardent Catholic. She and my father were
detoted to each other in spite of the difference in their views
Perhaps the chief effect my father's Uck of beUef had upon my
mother was to make her own belief more steadfast, more ardent.
I think disbehef acts often as a fan to the faith of women, makes
the flame bum more brightly than it did before. My mother tried
to beUeve for herself and for my father too, and I could almost
think that she succeeded. He died long before she did, and he
died without changing his views. On his death-bed he told my
mother that he was sure there was no other life, that he was goine
to the dust. That made the agony of his farewell. The certainty
on his part that he and my mother were parting for ever. I was a
Uttle boy at the time, but I remember that, when he was dead, my
mother said to me, • Boris, pray for your father every day. He is
still alive. She said nothing more, but I ran upstairs crying, fell
upon my knees and prayed—trying to think where my father was
and what he could be Jooking like. And m that prayer for my
father, which was also an act of obedience to my mother, I think
I took the first step towards the monastic life. For I remember
that then, for the first time, I was conscious of a great sense of
responsibility. My mother's command made me say to myself.
Then perhaps my prayer can do something in heaven. Perhaps

a prayer from me can make God wish to do something He had
not wished to do before.' That was a tremendous thought! It

?^^ »"? *""u"^- ' '^'"^"^ber my cheeks burned as I prayed.

Sl^i .T '"* '" o-« - if I had been running in the Jun.From that day my mother and I seemed to be much nearer
together than we had ever been before. I had a twin brother towhom I was devoted, and who was devoted to me. But he took
after my father. ReUgious things, ceremonies, church music,
procMsions—even the outside attractions of the CathoUc Church,
which please and stimuUte emotional people who have Utde faith
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—new meant much to him. AU hit tttention wu firmly fixed
apon the life of the present He was good to mj mother and
loTed her derotedly, a« he lored me, but he nerer pretended to
be what he was not And he was never a Catholic He wa<
never anythbg.

"My father had originally come to Africa for his health,
which needed a warm climate. He had some money and bought
large tracts of land suiuble for vineyards. Indeed, he sunk nearly
his whole fortune in land. I told you, Domini, that the vines
were devoured by the phylloxera. Most of the money was lost
When my father died we were left very poor. We lived quietly
in a little village—I told you its name, I told you that part of my
life, all I dared tell, Domini—but now—why did I enter the
monastery? I was very young when I became a novice, just
seventeen. You are thinking, Domini, I know, that I was too
young to know what I was doing, that I had no vocation, that I

was unfitted for the monastic life. It seems so. The whole
world would think so. And yet—how am I to tell you? Even
now I feel that then I had the vocation, that I was fitted to entei
the monastery, that I ought to have made a faithful and devoted
monk. My mother wished the life for me, but it was not only
that. I wished it for myself then. With my whole heart I wished
it. I knew nothing of the world. My youth had been one of
absolute purity. And I did not feel longings after the unknown.
My mother's influence upon me was strong ; but she did not force
me into anything. Perhaps my love for her led me more than I

knew, brought me to the monastery door. The passion of her
life, the human passion, had been my father. After he was dead
the passion of her life was prayer for hin. My love for her made
me share that passion, and the sharing of that passion eventually
led me to become a monk. I became as a child, a devote" of
prayer. Oh I Domini—think—I loved prayer—I loved it—

His voice broke. When he stopped speaking Domini «„;
again conscious of iae music in the city. She remembered that
earlier in the night she had thought of it as the music of a great
festival.

"I resolved to enter the life of prayer, the most perfect life of
prayer. I resolved to become a 'religious.' It seemed to me
that by so doing I should be proving in the finest way my love
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for my mother. I ihould be, in the ttrongett way, helping her.

Her Ufe wm prayer for my dead &ther and love for her children.
By deroting myself to the life of prayer I shonld ihow to her that
I wu at the wat, at she had made me, true ton of her womb.
Can yoa understand ? I had a pattion for my mother, Domini—
I had a pattion. My brother tried to ditiuade me from the
monaitic life. He himtelf was going into business in Tunis.
He wanted me to join him. But I was firm. I felt driven
towards the cloister then as other men often feel driven towards
the vicious life. The inclination was irresistible. I yielded to it
I had to bid good-bye to my mother. I told you—she was the
passion of my life. And yet I hardly felt sad at parting from her.
Perhaps that wiU show you how I was then. It seemed to me
that we should be even closer together when I wore the monk's
habit I was in haste to put it on. I went to the monastery of
El-Laigani and entered it as a novice of the Trappistine order. I
thought in the great silence of the Trappists there would be more
room for prayer. When I left my home and went to El-Largani
I took with me one treasure only. Domini, it was the little

wooden cross you pinned upon the tent at Arba. My mother
gave it to me, and I was allowed to keep it Everything else in
the way of earthly possessions I, of cour&e, had to give up.

"You have never seen El-Urgani, my home for nineteen
years, my prison for one. It is lonely, but not in the least
desoUte. It stands on a high upland, and, from a distance, looks
upon the sea. Far oflF there are mountains. The land was a
desert. The monks have turned it, if not into an Eden, at least
mto a rich garden. There are vineyards, cornfields, orchards,
almost every fruit-tree flourishes there. The springs of sweet
waters are abundant At a short way from the monastery is a
large village for the Spanish workmen whom the monks supervisem the labours of the fields. For the Trappist Ufe is not only a
Ufe of prayer, but a life of diligent Ubour. When I became a
novice I had not realised that I had imagined myself continu
ally upon my knees. I found instead that I was perpetuaUy in
the fields, in sun, and wind and rain—that was in the winter
time—working Uke the Ubourers, and that often when we went
into the long, plain chapel to pray I was so tired—bebg only a
boy—that my eyes closed as I stood in my staU. and J conii
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•CMcely hear the wordi of Mait or Benediction. Bat I h«d
eipectedtobehappytt Bl-Urgtni,tnd IwM happy. Ubour
li good for the body and better for the wuL And the sUence
wai not hard to bear. The Tiappiiti hare a book of gestures
and are often allowed to oonrene by signi. We noficet were
generally in httle bands, and often, ai we walked in the garden
of the monattery, we talked together gaily with our hands. Then
tte silence is not perpetual. In the fields we often had to gire
directions to the Ubourers. In the school, where we studied
Theology, Utin, Greek, there was heard the Toice of the teacher
It IS true that I have seen men in the monastery day by day for
twenty years with whom I have nem exchanged a word, but I
have had permission to speak with monks. The head of the
monastery, the RoTerend Pire, has the power to loose the bonds
of silence when he chooses, and to aUow monks to walk andspMk with each other beyond the white waUs that hem in the
garden of the monastery. Now and then we spoke, but I think
most of us were not unhappy in our silence. It became a habitAnd then we were always occupied. We had no time allowed ai
for Mttmg and being sad. Domini. I don't want to teU yon about
the Trappists, their life—only about myself, why I was m I was,how I came to change. For years I was not unhappy at
EI-Largani. When my time of novitiate was over I took the
eternal vows without hesitation. Many novices go out agab into
the world. It never occurred to me to do so. I scarcely ever
felt a stirring of worldly desire. I scarcely ever had one of those
agonising struggles which manypeople probably attribute to monka
I was contented nearly always. Now and then the flesh spoke
but not strongly. Remember, our life was a life of hard and
exhaustmg Ubour in the fields. The labour kept the flesh in sub-
jection, as the prayer lifted up the spirit. And then, during allmy earher years at the monastery, we had an Ahb6 who wai
quick to understand the characters and dispositions of men-Dom Andrrf Herceline. He knew me &r better than I knew
ini«If= He knew, what I did not suspect, that I was full of
sleeping violence, that in my purity and devotion—or beneath it

rather—there was a strong strain of barbarism. The Russian
was sleeping m the monk, but sleeping soundly. That can be.
Half a roan's nature, if all that would call to it is carefuUy kept
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6om h, miiy sleep, I believe, through aU his Ufe. He might die
and nerer hare known, or been, what all the time he was. For
jean it wai so with me. I knew only part of myself; a real ritid

part—but only a part I thought it was the whole. And while
I thought it was the whole I was happy. If Dom Aodt6 Her-
celine had not died, to-day I should be a monk at Bl T^rg>«i

ign<mmt of what I know, contented.

" He never allowed me to come into any sort of contact with
the many strangers who visited the monastoy. Different monks
hare different duties. Certain duties bring monks into connec-
tion with the travellers whom curiosity sends to El-Largani. The
monk whose business it is to look after the cemetery on the hill,

where the dead TrappisU are bud to rest, shows visitors round
the little chapel, and may talk with them freely so long as they
remain in the cemetery. The monk in charge of the distillery

also receives visitors and converses with them. So does the
monk in charge of the parlour at the great door of the monastery.
He sells the souvenirs of the Trappists, photographs of the
church and buildings, sUtues of saints, bottles of perfumes made
by the monks. He takes the orders for the wines made at the
mouMtery, and for—for the—what I made, Domini, when I was
there."

She thought of De Trevignac and the fragments of g^s lying
upon the ground in the tent at Mogar.

"Had De Trevignac—" she said in a low, inward voice.
" He had seen me, spoken with me at the monastery. When

Ouardi brought in the liqueur he remembered who I was."
She understood De Trevignac's glance towards the tent where

Androvsky lay sleeping, and a slight shiver ran through her.
Androvsky saw it and looked down.

"Butthe—the—

"

He cleared his throat, turned, looked out across the white
sand as if he longed to travel away into it and be lost for ever,
then went on, speaking quickly,

—

"But the monk who has most to do with travellers is the
monk who is in charge of the hdteUerk of the monastery. He
is the host to all visitors, to those who come over for the day
and have d^euner, and to any who remain for the night, or for a
longer time. For when I was at El-Largani it was permitted for
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people to ita, in the MHlkrk, on payment ci a .mdl weekl,
ram, for M long u they pleued. The monk oT the iMnwiW* iipapetiuUy brousht into contact with the ootside world. He
talks with all lorti and conditioni of men-women, of coone. arewt admitted. The other monki. many of them, probablyennW«. IneTcrdid. I had no wi.h to lee tt«mge«. When. 5chance, I met them in the yard, the out-buiUfag. or the ground
oflhe monastery, I Mldom eren rai^d my eyes to look at them.
They were not would never be, in my life. Why should I look
at them? What were they to me? Yean went on-quickly
they passed-not slowly. I did not feel their monotony. IDem shrank from anything in the life. My heaUh was splendid.
I nerer knew what it was to be iU for a day. Mymosdeswere
hard u iron. The pallet on which I lay in my cubicle, the

hSITkI? n r" ^^ "^ °^***' *^* •*=*°*y ^cubles I ate. thebeU that called me from my sleep in the darkness to go to the

?^ ^^V^'T *?*! '^»^^>"K^ »»»• P«'P«t««l "uneness of all

• Sr \ ^ "*"^*' itddened nor farigued me. I never
sighed for change. Can you beUeve that. Domini ? It is trueSo long as Dom Andi^ Herceline lived and ruled my life I wa.«Im, happy, as few people in the world, or none, can ever be.But Dom Andri died, and then—"

,
«m ever oe.

His face was contorted by a spasm.
"My mother was dead. My brother Uved on in Tunis, andwas successful m business. He remained unmarried. So far a,

I was concerned, although the monastery was but two hours' drive
from the town, he might almost have been dead too. I scarcely

rXIT. P?'
"^*.^" ^'^'^ ^^ " 'P*^' permisrion from theReverend Fire, and for a few moments. Once I visited him at

JoT.Tt? ^ "^ ^^'
r^*" "' '"«*'>*' ^'^ ' ^^^ to sinkdown a httle deeper into the monastic life. That was all. It wasM if I drew my robe more closely round me and pulled my hoodftmher fo^xi overjny fi««. There was more rea«,n L m,prayer^ and I prayed more passionately. 1 iiycd in prayer like

\'t^ZX''1r^l%''^^ ftayerw..ab<S;tTei;J:

-?!S^ • ' rcppose, rules now at El-Laigani. He was
a good man. but. I think, apt to misunderstand men. The Abb^
Of a Trappist monastery has complete power over his community.
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He cu ofd«r what he wiU. Soon afterm cmm tc ElLugani—
for some reason that 1 cannot divine—b« rratoved the Pile
Michel, who had been for yean m charge of the cemetery, frost

his duties there, and informed me that I wu to undertaice them.
I obeyed, of course, without a word.

"The cemetery d EI-Largani is 00 a low hill, the highest
part of the monastery grounds. It is surrounded by a white wall
and by a hedge of cypress tre^s. The road to it is an avenue of
cypresses, among whkh are interspersed niches containing earr-
ings of the fourteen stations of the Cross. At the entrance to
this avenae, oa the left, there is a high yellow pedesul, sur-
mounted by a black croes, cm which hangs a silver Christ
Underneath is written

—

FACTUS OBEUIENS

USQUl

AO MORTIM

CRUCIS.

•* I remember, on the first day when I became the guardian of
the cemetery, stopping on my way to it before the Christ and
praying. My prayer—my prayer was, Domini, that I might die,
as I had lived, in innocence. I prayed for that, but with a sort

0^—Te«i now I think so—insolent certainty that my prayer would
of course be granted. Then I went on to the cemetery.

'• My work there was easy. I had only to tend the land about
the graves, and sweep out the little chapel where was buried the
founder ofU Trappe of El-Urgaui. This done I could wander
about the cemetery, cr sit on a bench in the sun. The Pire
Michel, who was my predecessor, had some doves, and had left
them behind in a Uttle house by my bench. I took care of and
fed them. They were Ume, and used to flutter to my shoulders
and perch on my hands. To birds and animals I was always a
friend. At El-Largani there are all sorts of beasts, and, at one
time or another, it had been my duty to look after most of them.
I loved aU Uving things. Sitting in the cemetery I could see a
great stretch of country, the blue of the lakes of Tunis with the
white vUlages at their edge, the boatu gliding upon them towards
the white dty, the distant mountains. Having little to do. I sat

vj
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day after d*r forhours mediuting, and looking oat upon this distant
world. I remember speciaUy one erening, at sunset, just before
I had to go to the chapel, that a sort of awe came upon me as I

S;^ tr^.'^*^ '^ •^' ''" «olden, the\;ater. were
dyed with gold, out of which rose the white sails of boats The
mountains were shadowy purple. The little minarets of the
mosques rose into the gold like sticks of irory. As I watched my
eyes fill^ with tears, and I felt a sort of aching in my heart, and
as if-Domini, it was as if at that moment a hand was Uud on
mine, but very gently, and pulled at my hand. It was as if at
that moment someone was beside me in the cemetery wishing to
lead me out to those fu^S waters, those mosque towers, those
purple mountains. Never before had I had such a sensation. It
frightened me. I felt as if the devil had come into the cemetery.
as If his hand weni laid on mine, as if his voice were whispering
in my ear, 'Come out with me into that world, that beautiful
world, which God made for men. Why do you reject it ?

'

" That evening, Domini, was the beginning of this—this endDay after day I sat in the cemetery and looked out over the
world, and wondered what it was like : what were the lives of themen who sailed in the white-winged boats, who crowded on the
steamers whose smoke I could see sometimes faintly trailing
away into the track of the sun ; who kept the sheep upon the
mountains; who-who-Domini, can you imagine-no, youcan-
not-what, in a man of my age, of my blood, were these first,
very first, stirrings of the longing for life ? Sometimes I think
they were like the first birth-pangs of a woman who is goine to
be a mother." * *

Donini's hands moved apart, then joined themselves again,

r u u ?* ^" wmething physical in them. I felt as if myhmbs had mmds, and that their minds, which had been asleep
were waking My arms twitched with a desire to stretch them!
selves towards the distant blue of the lakes on which I should
never sail. My-I was physically stirred. And again and again
I felt that hand laid closely upon mine, as if to draw me awayinto
something I had never known, could never know. Do not think
that I did not strive against these first stirrings of the nature that
had slept so long ! For days I refused to let myself look out from
the cemetery. I kept my eyes upon the ground, upon the plain



THE REVELATION 443

erosMS that marked the graves. I pUyed with the red -eyed
doret. I worked. But my eyes at last rebelled. I said to
myself,

' It is not forbidden to look.' And agaia-the sails, the seas,
the towers, the •mountains, were as voices whispering to me,'
• Why will you nerer know us, draw near to us? Why will you
ne?er understand our meaning? Why wiU you be ignorant for
ever of all that has been created for man to know ? ' Then the
pain within me -became almost unbearable. At night I could not
ileep. In the chapel it was difficult to pray. I looked at the
monks around me, to most of whom I had never addressed a
word, and I thought, *Do they, too, hold such longings within
them ? Are they, too, shaken with a desire of knowledge ? ' It
seemed to me that, instead of a place of peace, the monastery was,
must be, a place of tumult, of the silent tumult that has its home
in the souls of men. But then I remembered for how long I had
been at peace. Perhaps all the silent m*n by whom I was
surrounded were still at peace, as I had been, as I might be agaia

"A young monk died in the monastery and was buried in the
cemetery. X made his grave against the outer wall, beneath a
cypress tree. Some days afterwards, when I was sitting on the
bench by the house of the doves, I heard a sound, which came
from beyond the waU. It was Uke sobbing. I listened, and
heard it more distinctly, and knew that it was someone crying
and sobbing desperately, and near at hand. But now it seemed
to me to come from the waU itself. I got up and listened.
Someone was crying bitteriy behind, or above, the wall, just
where the young monk had been buried. Who could it be? I
stood listening, wondering, hesitating what to do. There was
something in this sound of lamentation that moved me to the
depths. For years I had not looked on a woman, or heard a
woman's voice—but I knew that this was a woman mourning.
Whywas she there? What could she want ? I glanced up. All
round the cemetery, as I have said, grew cypress trees. As I
glanced up I sav» one shake just above where the new grave was,
and a woman's voice said, • I cannot see it, I cannot see it I

'

"I do not know why, but I felt that someone was there who
wished to see the young monk's grave. For a moment I stood
•till. Then I went to the house where I kept my tools for my
work m the cemetery, and got a shears which I used for lopping

ii
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^o^^rt*"^r ^
"^u • ^^^'' ^"'^"y' *' '» -ff^" the wall.mounted it, and from the cypress I had seeD m^ I lopped

n^l^r.,'?"'";
The sobbing ceased. As tJ^bcrngS fcUdown fa,« the tree I saw a woouui's face, tear-stained. stZ^ atme. It seemed to me a lorely face.

•• 'Which is his grave?' she said. I pointed to the grave ofthe young monk, which could now be seerthrough the ga^I l^made, descended the Udder, and went away toA farth«?a,^

wo^W.:^" ^^'^^-^^^'^•^^-'^^•directionX

^„of^n. :S?
'^' °**"'^ ''^^^ ^^"^ ^^•^^ •"d '^°0'^°« »hat womencwnot enter the precmct, of the monastery, she had come to the

%'o::^^i'"i"''/ "'r
"'«'*• • ^""^^^ «•-- -* s« ^-e

' indd«^tT;^ '**';r^
^^^^^^^ ^ y»« «« undersund how thatnadent affected me. To an ordinary man it would seem nothing

I suppose. But to a Trappist monk it seemed tremendous. I

S

of her, of what I had done for her, perpetually. The gap in Z
"XTt

""""
''"L"''^

"* °' '" *^'^*^-« 5 looked SwaSs it

But the woman never came agab. I said nothing to theReverend Pire o what I had done. I ought to have ,Men

a woman.
* **"''' "^ '' "** * ^^^^ ~-^*«d with

fo J'f
"*" '* '^f '*'"^* *** y°" ^* t^« »«c«t swmed to me

twt sT ?m/'°" ^ *'' "^^'^ monks-nearer the world
It was so. I felt sometimes as if I had been out into the world

? wonTeTJ' K*' k"'""
*'^ -"""^^ ^^*— ha°efor metI wondered who the woman was. I wondered how she had

m the chapel. He had a pure and beautiful face, such a face I

Z^^I'H^/r"^*" ">'* "*" ^«^«- Had thS woman lovidh.m. and had he rejected her love for the life of the monastery?I«member one day thinking of this and wondering hoH iLdbeen possible for him to do so. and then suddenly Lilising ^e»«mmg of my thought and turning hot with shamL iTi puthe love of woman above the love of God. woman's service above
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God's senice. That day I wu terrified of myielf. I went back
to the monaftery from the cemetery quickly, asked to see the
Reverend Pire, and begged him to remove me from the cemetery,
to give me seme other work. He did not ask my reason for
wishing to change, but three days afterwards he sent for me, and
told me that I was to be pUced in charge of the kiUllerie of the
monastery, and that my duties there were to begin upon the
morrow.

"Domini, I wonder if I can make you realise what that
change meant to a man who had lived as I had for so many
years. The MUlUrU of El-Largani is a long, low, one-storeyed
building standing in a garden full of palms and geraniums. It
conUins a kitchen, a number of little rooms like cells for visitors,

and two large parlours in which guests are entertained at meals.
In one they sit to eat the fruit, eggs and vegetables provided by
the monastery, with wine. If after the meal they wish to take
coffee they pass into the second parlour. Visitors who stay in the
monastery are free to do much as they please, but they must
confonD to certain rules. They rise at a cerUin hour, feed at
fixed times, and are obliged to go to their bedrooms at half-past
seven in the evening in winter, and at eight in summer. The
monk In charge of the hdtelUrie has to see to their comfort.
He looks after the kitchen, is always in the parlour at some
moment or another during meals. He visits the bedrooms and
takes care that the one servant keeps everything spotlessly clean.
He shows people round the garden. His duties, you see, are
light and social He cannot go into the world, but he can mix
with the world that comes to him. It is his task, if not his
pleasure, to be cheerful, talkative, sympathetic, a good host, with
a genial welcome for all who come to La Trappe. After my years
of labour, solitude, silence and prayer 1 was abruptly put into this
new life.

" Domini, to me it was like rushing out into the world. I was
almost dazed by the change. At first I was nervous, timid,
awkward and, especially, tongue-tied. The habit of silence had
taken such a hold upon me that I could not throw it oflF. I
dreaded the coming of visitors. I did not know how to receive
them, what to say to them. Fortunately, as I thought, the tourist
season was over, the svnmer was approaching. Very few people

X
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came, and those oalj to eat a meal I tried to be polite and
pleasant to them, and graduaUy I began to &U into the way of
talking without the dlflkulty I had experienced at first In the
beginning I could not open mj lips without feeling as if I were
almost committing a crime. But presently I was more natural,
less taciturn. I even, now and then, took some pleasure in
speaking to a pleasant visitor. I grew to love the garden with iti

flowers, its orange trees, its groves of eucalyptus, its vineyard
which sloped towards the cemetery. Often I wandered in it

alone, or sat under the arcade that divided it from the large
entrance court of the monastery, mediuting, listening to the beej
humming, and watching the cats basking in the sunshine.

"Sometimes, when I was there, I thought of the woman's face
above the cemetery wall. Sometimes I seemed to feel the hand
tugging at mine. But I was more at peace than I had been in
the cemetery. For from the garden I could not see the distant
worid, and of the chance visitors none had as yet set a match to
the torch that, unknown to me, was ready—at the coming of the
smallest spark—to burst into a flame.

"One day, it was in the morning towards half-past ten, when
I was sitting reading my Greek testament on a bench just inside
the doorway of the MU/lerie, I heard the great door of the
monastery being opened, and then the rolling of carriage wheels
in the courtyard. Some visitor had arrived from Tunis, perhaps
some visitors—three or four. It was a radiant morning of late
May. The garden was brilliant with flowers, golden with sun-
shine, tender with shade, and quiet—quiet and peaceful, Domini!
There was a wonderful peace in the garden that day, a peace that
seemed fuU of safety, of enduring cheerfulness. The flowers
looked as if they had hearts to understand it, and love it, the
roses along the yellow wall of the house that clambered to the
brown red tiles, the geraniums that grew in masses under the
shining leaves of the orange trees, the—I felt as if that day I were
in the Garden of Eden, and I remember that when I heard the
carriage wheels I had a moment of selfish sadness. I thought—
• Why does anyone come to disturb my blessed peace, my blessed
solitude?' Then I realised the egoism of my thought and that

I was there with my duty. I got up, went into the kitchen and
said to Francois, the servant, that someone had come and no
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donbt would stay to Oifeuner, And, u I ipoke, already I was
thinking of the moment when I ihoiild bear the roU of wheels
once more, the clang of the shutting gate, and know that the
intruders upon the peace of the Trappists had gone back to the
world, and that I could once more be alone in the little Eden I
loved.

"Strangely,.Domini,strangely, that day, of all the days ofmy life,

I was most in love—it was like that, Uke being in love—with my
monk's existence. The terrible feeling that had begun to ravage
me had completely died away. I adored the peace in which my
days were passed. I looked at the flowers and compared my happi-
ness with theirs. They blossomed, bloomed, faded, died in the
g^en. So would I wish to blossom, bloom, fade—when my
time came—die in the garden—always in peace, always in safety,
always isolated from the terrors of life, always under the tender
watchful eye of—of—Domini, that day I was happy, as perhaps
they are—perhaps—the saints in Paradise. I was happy because
I felt no inclination to evil. I felt as if my joy Uy entirely in
being innocent. Oh, what an ecstasy such a feeling is 1 'My
wiU is in accord with Thy design—I love to live as Thou intendest
me to live 1 Any other way of life would be to me a terror, would
bring to me despair.'

"And I felt that—intensely I felt it at that moment in heart
and souL It was as if I had God's arms round me, caressing me
as a father caresses his child."

He moved away a step or two in the sand, came back, and
went on with an effort

"Within a few minutes the porter of the monastery came
through the archway of the arcade followed by a young man. As
I looked up at him 1 was uncertain of his nationality. But I
scarcely thought about it—except in the first moment. For some-
thing else seized my attention—the intense, active misery in the
stranger's face. He looked ravaged, eaten by grief. I said he
was young—perhaps twenty-six or twenty-seven. His face was
rather dark-complexioned, with small, good features. He had
thick brown hair, and his eyes shone with intelligence, with an
mteUigence that was almost painful—somehow. His eyes always
looked to me as if they were seeing too much, had always seen
too much. There was a restlessness in the swiftness of their

t,
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obsenradon. One could not conceire of them doied in ileep.
An activity that muit lurelj be eternal blazed in them.

"The porter left the stranger in the archwaj. It was now
my duty to attend to him. I welcomed him in French He
took off hit hat When he did that I felt sure he wu an
EngUthman—by the look of him bareheaded—and I told him
that I apoke English as weU as French. He answered that he
was at home in French, but that he was English. We talked
English. His entrance into the garden had entirely destroyed
my sense of its peace—eren my own peace was disturbed at once
by his appearance.

" I felt that I was in the presence of a misery that was like a
devouring element Before we had time for more than a very
few halting words the bell was rung by Francois.

"•What's that for, Father?' the stranger said, with a start,
which showed that his nerves were shattered.

" • It is time for your meal,' I answered.
"•One must eat 1' he said. Then, as if conscious that he

was behaving oddly, he added politely,—
• • I know you entertain us too weU here, and have sometimes

been rewarded with coarse ingratitude. Where do I go ?

'

" I showed him into the parlour. There was no one there
that day. He sat at the long table.

•• • I am to eat alone ?
' he asked.

"
' Yes ; I will serve you.'

" Frangois always waited on the guests, but that day—mind-
ful of the selfishness of my thoughts in the garden—I resolved to
add to my duties. I therefore brought the soup, the lentils, the
omelette, the oranges, poured out the wine, and urged the young
man cordially to eat When I did so he looked up at me. His
eyes were extraordinarily expressive. It was as if I heard them
say to me, • Why, I like you 1

' and as if, just for a moment, bis
grief were lessened.

••In the empty pariour, long, clean, bare, with a crucifix on
the wall and the name 'Saint Bernard' above the door, it was
very quiet, very shady. The outer bUnds of green wood were
drawn over the window-spaces, shutting out the gold of the
garden. But its murmuring tranquillity seemed to filter in, as if

the flowers, the insects, the birds were aware of our presence and
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were trying to saj to tu, « Are 70a happj as we are? Be happy
as we are.'

" The stranger looked at the shady room, the open windows.
He sighed.

"•How quiet it is here I' he said, almost as if to himself.
'How quiet it is I'

•••Yes,' I answered. 'Summer is beginning. For months
now scarcely anyone will come to us here.'

'*
' Us ?

' he said, glancing at me with a sudden smile.

"'I meant to us who are monks, who live always here.'

••May I—is it indiscreet to ask if you have been here lonef
••I told him.
••

' More than nineteen years 1
' he said.

•••Yes.'

•• • And always in this silence ?

'

••He sat as if listening, resting his head on his hand.
•• • How extraordinary 1

' he said at last. • How wonderful I

Is it happiness ?

'

••I did not answer. The question seemed to me to be
addressed to himself, not to me. I could leave him to seek for
the answer. After a moment he went on eating and drinking in

silence. When he had finished I asked him whether he would
take coffee. He said he would, and I made him pass into the St
Joseph salU. There I brought him coffee and—and that liqueur.
I told him that it was my invention. He seemed to be interested.
At anyrate, he took a glass and praised it strongly. I was
pleased. I think I showed it From that moment I felt as if

we were almost friends. Never before had I experienced
such a feeling for anyone who had come to the monastery,
or for any monk or novice in the monastery. Although I
had been vexed, irritated, at the approach of a stranger I now
felt regret at the idea of his going away. Presently the time
came to show him round the gardea We went out of the
shadowy parlour into the sunshine. No one was in the garden.
Only the bees were humming, the birds were passing, the cats
were basking on the broad path that stretched from the arcade
along the front of the hdteUerie. As we came out a bell chimed,
breaking for an instant the silence, and making it seem the
sweeter when it returned. We strolled for a little while. We did

h
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not talk much. The .timnger'. eye., I noticed, were CTerywhere
taking in erery detail of the scene around ui. Presentiv wecame to the rineyard. to the left of which was the road that
led to the cemetery, passed up the road and arrired at the
cemetery gate.

"
' Here I must leave you,' I said.

"•Why? 'he asked quickly.
•• • There is another Father who will show yon the chapel. I

shall wait for you here.'

"I sat down and waited. When the stranger returned it seemed
to me that his face was calmer, that there was a quieter expressionm bis eyes. WTicn we were once more before the hdUlUrU I said,—

" • You haye seen all my small domain now.'
** He glanced at the house.

" • But there seem to be sereral other rooms.' he said.
"•Only the bedrooms.'
•• • Bedrooms ? Do people sUy the night here ?

'

•• 'Sometimes. If they please they can stay for longer than a
night.

•• • How much longer ?

'

•••For any time they please, if they conform to one or two
simple rules and pay a smaU fixed sum to the monastery.'

•••Do you mean that you could take anyone in for the
summer ?

' he said abruptly.
•• • Why not? The consent of the Reverend Pire has to be

obtained. That is all.'

" • I should like to see the bedrooms.'
" I took him in and showed him one.
"

'
All the others are the same,' I said.

••lie glanced round ai the white walls, the rough bed the
crucifix above it. the iron basin, the paved floor, then went to
the window and looked out.

" • Well,' he said, drawing back into tiie room, '
I will go

now to see the Fire Abb<5, if it is permitted.'
"On the garden path I bade him good-bye. He shook my

hand. There was an odd smile on his face. Half-an-hour later
I saw him coming again through the arcade.

"'Father,' he said, 'I am not going away. I have asked
the P4re Abba's permission to sUy here. He has given it to me.
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To-monow such Inggage m I need will be lent OTer from Tanii.
Are 7on—«re )rott rery wtaud to have a stranger to trouble your
peace?'

" His intensely observant eyes were fixed upon me while be
•poke. I answered,

—

"' I do not think you will trouble my peace.'

'

"And my thought was,

—

** < I will help you to find the peace which you have lost'
'<Wu it a presumptuous thought, Domini ? Was it insolent ?

At the time it seemed to me absolutely sincere, one of the best
thoughts I had ever had—a thought put into my heart by God.
I didn't know then—I didnt know."

He stopped speaking, and stood for a time quite still, looking
down at the sand, which was silver white under the moon. At
last he lifted his head and said, speaking slowly,—

" It was the coming of this man that put the spark to that
torch. It was he who woke up in me the half of myself which,
unsuspected by me, had been slumbering through all my life,

slumbering and gathering strength in slumber—as the body does
—gathering a strength that was tremendous, that was to over-
master the whole of me, that was to make of me one mad impulse.
He woke up in me the body and the body was to take possession
of the souL I wonder—can I make you feel why this man was
able to affect me thus? Can I make you know this man?

" He was a man full of secret violence, violence of the mind
and violence of the body, a volcanic man. He was English—he
said so—but there must have been bloud that was not English
in his veins. When I was with him I felt as if I was with fire.

There was the restlessness of fire in him. There was the intensity
of fire. He could be reserved. He could appear to be cold.
But always I was conscious that if there was stone without there
was scorching heat within. He was watchful of himself and of
everyone with whom he came bto the slightest contact. He
was very clever. He had an immense amount of personal charm,
I think, at anyrate for me. He was very human, passionately
bterested in humanity. He was—and this was specially part of
him, a dominant trait—he was savagely, yes, savagely, eager to be
happy, and when he came to live in the hdtelUrie he was
•avagely unhappy. An egoist he was, a thinker, a man who

I
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tonfedto Uy hold of tometbiBf beyond thi. worid, bo^
not been ablo to do lo Eren his desire to find re.t in . feUgion
teemed to me to hare greed in it, to have something in it thatwu akm to avarice. He wai a baaan itorm. Domini, u well ua hnman fire. Think

! what a man to be caat by the world-
which he knew as they know it only who are voracious for lifeand free—mto my quiet existence.

" y«y soon he began to show himself to me as he was, with a
sort of fear essness that was almost impudent The condition!
of our two lives in the monastery threw us perpetually together
.n a curious isolation. And the Reverend Pire, DominTZReverend P4re. set my feet in the path of my own destruciiooOn the day after the stranger had arrived the Reverend Fire sent
for me to his private room, and said to me, 'Our new guest is in
a very unhappy state. He has been attracted by our peace Ifwe can bnng peace to him it will be an action acceptable to GodYou will be much with him. Try to do him goo." He is nTa
Catholic, but no matter. He wishes to attend the services inhe chapel. He may be influenced. God may have guided hi,
eet to us. we cannot teU. But we can act-we can piJy for him
I do not know how long he wiU stay. It may be for only a fewdays or for the whole summer. It does not matter. Use eachday well for him. Each day may be his last with us.' I wentout from the Reverend Pire full of enthusiasm, feeling tha a

StLV'n K 'm?T ^*^ '°"* •"*« °»y "^«' *° i^to^est suchas It had never held before.

•• Day by day I was with this man. Of course there weremany hours when we were apart, the hours when I was at prayerm the chapel or occupied with study. But each day we passed

Zor,T '"^T"'
^'"'"^"^ " **^« «"^'*"- ScarcelTany

visitors came, and none to stay, except, from time to time, apassing priest, and once two young men from Tunis, one ofwhom had an mchnation to become a novice. And this man as

frankness
^^*° *"* '*'°'' ^'™'''^ *° "' ^'^ * tremendous

"Domini, he was suffering under what I sunruje would beailed an obsession an immense domination such a. one human
being wmetimes obtains over another. At that time I had never
realised that there were such dominaUons. Now I knowX
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thm an, ud, Domini, that they can be both terrible and
•plendid. He was dominated by a woman, bj a woman who
bad come into his life, seind it, made it a thing of glory,
broken it He described to me the dominion of this woman.
He told me how she had transformed him. TiU he met her he
bad been passionate bnt free, his own master through many
experiences, many intrigues. He was very frank, Domini He
did not attempt to hide from me that his life had been eril. It
had been a life deroted to the acquiring of experience, of all
possible experience, mental and bodily. I gathered that he had
shrunk from nothing, avoided nothing. His nature had prompted
him to rush upon ererything, to grasp at ererything. At first I
wu horrified at what he told me. I showed it, I remember the
second evening after his arrival we were sitting together in a
litUe arbour at the foot of the vineyard that sloped up to the
cemetery. It was half an hour before the last service in the
chapel. The air was cool with breath from the distant sea. An
intense calm, a heavenly calm. I think, filled the garden, floated
away to the cypresses beside the graves, along the avenue where
stood the Fourteen Stations of the Cross. And he told me,
began to tell me something of his life.

"•You thought to find happiness in such an existence!'

I

exclaimed, almost with incredulity I believe.
" He looked at me with his shining eyes.
" 'Why not. Father ? Do you think I was a madman to do so?'
•* • Surely.'

•• • Why ? Is there not happiness in knowledge ?

'

•"Knowledge of evil?'
••• Knowledge of aU things that exist in life. I have never

•ought for evil specially ; I have sought for everything. I wished
to brmg everything under my observation, everything connected
with human life.'

•"But human 'ife,' I said more quietly, 'passes away from
tbu world. It is a shadow in a world of shadows.'

•••Yoa say that,' he answered abrupUy. 'I wonder if you
feel it~feel it as you feel my hand on yours.'

" He laid his hand on mine. It was hot and dry as if with
fever. lu touch affected me painfully,

"•Is that hand the hand of a shadow?' he said. Is this
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body that can enjoy and suffer, that can be in heaven or in hell-

here—here—a shadow ?

'

"
' Within a week it might be less than a shadow.'

'"And what of that? This is now, this is now. Do yon

mean what you say ? Do you truly feel that you are a shadow-
that this garden is but a world of shadows ? I feel that I, that

you, are terrific realities, that this garden is of immense signifi-

cance. Look at that sky.'

"The sky above the cypresses was red with sunset The

trees looked black beneath it. Fireflies were flitting near the

arbour where we sat

".'That is the sky that roofs what you would have me believe

a world of shadows. It is like the blood, the hot blood that

sings and surges in the veins of men—in our veins. Ah, but you

are a monk !

'

" The way he said the last words made me feel suddenly a

sense of shame, Domini. It was as if a man said to another man,

* You are not a man.' Can you—can you understand the feeling

I had just then ? Something hot and bitter was in me. A sort

of desperate sense of nothin;jnesa came over me, as if I were a

skeleton sitting there with flesh and blood and trying to believe,

and to make it believe, that I, too, was and had always been flesh

and blood.

" * Ytd, thank God, I am a monk,' I answered quietly.

" Something in my tone, I think, made him feel that he had

been brutal
"

' I am a brute and a fool,' he said vehemently. ' But it is

always so with me. I always feel as if what I want others must

want. I always feel universal. It's folly. You have your

vocation, I mine. Yours is to pray, mine is to live.'

" Again I was conscious of the bitterness. I tried to put it

from me.
"

' Prayer is life,' I answered, ' to me, to us who are here.'

"'Prayer! Can it be? Can it be vivid as the life of

experience, as the life that teaches one the truth of men and

women, the truth of creation—^joy, sorrow, aspiration, lust,

ambition of the intellect and the limbs? Prayer—

'

"
' It is time for me to go,' I said. ' Are you coming to the

chapel?'
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•• • Yes,* he answered almost eagerly. ' I shall look down on
fou from my lonely gallery. Perhaps I shall be aSle to feel the

life of prayer.'

"•May it be so,' I said.

" But I think I spoke without confidence, and I know that
that evening I prayed without impulse, coldly, mechanically.
The long, dim chapel, with its lines of monks facing each other
in their stalls, seemed to me a sad place, like a valley of dry
bones—for the first time, for the first time.

•' I ought to hare gone on the morrow to the Reverend Pkre.
I ought to have asked him, begged him to remove me from the
Mtelkrie, I ought to have foreseen what was coming—that this

man had a strength to live greater than my strength to pray; that
his strength might overcome mine. I began to sin that night
Curiosity was alive in me, curiosity about the life that I had
never known, was—so I believed, so I thought I knew—never to
know.

" When I came out of the chapel into the hdtellerie I met
our guest—I do not say his name. What would be the use ?—in

the corridor. It was almost dark. There were ten minutes
before the time for locking up the door and going to bed.
Frangois, the servant, was asleep under the arcade.

" 'Shall we go on to the path and have a last breath of air ?

'

the stranger said.

•• We stepped out and walked slowly up and down.
" * Do you not feel the beauty of peace ? ' I asked.
" I wanted him to say yes. I wanted him to tell me that

peace, tranquillity, were beautiful. He did not reply for a moment.
I heard him sigh heavily.

" • If there is peace in the world at all,' he said at length, 'it

is only to be found with the human being one loves. With the
human being one loves one might find peace in hell.'

" We did not speak again before we parted for the night.

"Domini, I did not sleep at all that night. It was the first

of many sleepless nights, nights in which my thoughts travelled
like winged Furies—horrible, horrible nights. In them I strove
to imagine all the stranger knew by experience. It was like a
ghastly physical effort. I strove to conceive of all that he had
done—with the view, I told myself at first, of bringing myself to

i
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a greater contentment, of realising how worthleH was all that I
had rejected and that he had grasped at. In the dark I, as it

were, spread out his map of life and mine and examined them.
When, still in the dark, I rose to go to the chapel I was ex-

hausted. I felt unutterably melancholy. That was at first.

Presently I felt an active, gnawing hunger. But—but—I hare
not come to that yet This strange, new melancholy was the
forerunner. It was a melancholy that seemed to be caused by a
sense of frightful loneliness such as I had never previously
experienced. Till now I had almost always felt God with me,
and that He was enough. Now, 8uddei».y, I began to feel that
I was alone. I kept thinking of the stranger's words : • If there
is peace in the world at all it is only to be found with the human
being one loves.'

"
'
That is false,' I said to myself again and again. • Peace

is only to be found by close union with God. In that I hare
found peace for many, many years.'

•• I knew that I had been at peace. I knew that I had been
happy. And yet, when I looked back upon my life as a novice
and a monk, I now felt as if I had been happy vaguely, foolishly,

bloodlessly, happy only because I had been ignorant of what real

happiness was—not really happy. I thought of a bird born in
a cage and singing there, I had been as that bird. And then,
when I was in the garden, I looked at the swallows winging
their way high in the sunshine, between the garden trees and the
radiant blue, winging their way towards sea and mountains and
plains, and that bitterness, like an acid that burns and eats away
fine metal, was once more at my heart.

" But the sensation of loneliness was the most terrible of all.

I compared union with God, such as I thought I had known, with
that other union spoken of by my guest—union with the human
being one loves. I set the two unions as it were in comp an.
Night after night I did this. Night after night I told ov.r the
joys of union with God—joys which I dared to think I had
known—and the joys of union with a loved human being. On
the one side I thought of the drawing near to God in prayer, of
the sensation of approach that comes with earnest prayer, of the
feeling that ears are listening to you, that the great heart is

loving you, the great heart that loves all Uving things, that you
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are being absolutely understood, that all you cannot say is com-
prehended, and all you say is received as something precious.

I recalled the joy, the exaltation, that I had known when I prayed.

That was union with God. In such union I had sometimes felt

that the world, with all that it contained of wickedness, suffering

and death, was utterly devoid of power to sadden or alarm the

humblest human being who was able to draw near to God.
" I had had a conquering feeling—not proud—as of one up-

borne, protected for erer, lifted to a region in which no enemy
could ever be, no sadness, no faint anxiety even.

" Then I strove to imagine—and this, Domini, was surely a de-

liberate sin—exactly what it must be to be united with a beloved
human being. I strove and I was able. For not only did instinct

help me, instinct that had been long asleep, but—I have told you
that the stranger was suffering under an obsession, a terrible

dominion. This dominion he described to me with an openness
that perhaps—that indeed I believe—^he would not have shown
h^d 1 not been a monk. He looked upon me as a being apart,

neither man nor woman, a being without sex. I am sure he did.

And yet he was immensely intelligent. But he knew that I had
entered the monastery as a novice, that I had been there through
all my adult life. And then my manner probably assisted him in

his illusion. For I gave—I believe—no sign of the change that

was taking place within me under his influence. I seemed to be
calm, detached, even in my sympathy for his suffering. For he
suffered frightfully. This woman he loved was a Parisian, he told

me. He described her beauty to me, as if in order to excuse him-
self for having become the slave to her he was. I suppose she
was very beautiful. He said that she had a physical charm so in-

tense that few men could resist it, that she was famous throughout
Europe for it. He told me that she was not a good woman. I
gathered that she lived for pleasure, admiration, that she had
allowed many men to love her before he knew her. But she had
loved him genuinely. She was not a very young woman, and she
was not a married woman. He said that she was a woman men
loved but did not marry, a woman who was loved by the husbands
of married women, a woman to marry whom would exclude a man
from the society of good women. She had never lived, or thought
of Uving, for one oian till he came inio her life. Nor had he ever

*'»l
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dreamed of living for one woman. He had lived to gain experi-

ence ; she too. But when he met her—knowing thoroughly all

she was—all other women ceased to exist for him. He became
her slave. Then jealousy awoke in him, jealousy of all the men
who had been in her life, who might be in her life again. He
was tortured by loving such a w >m:in—a woman who had belonged
to many, who would no doubt in the future belong to others.

For despite the fact that she loved him he told me that

at first he had no illusions about her. He knew the world
too well for that, and he cursed the fate that had bound him
body and soul to what he called a courtesan. Even the fact that

she loved him at first did not blind him to the effect upon char-

acter that her life must inevitably have had. She had dwelt in

an atmosphere of lies, he said, and to lie was nothing to her. Any
original refinement of feeling as regards human relations that she
might have had had become dulled, if it had not been destroyed.

At first he blindly, miserably, resigned himself to his. He said

to himself, • Fate has led me to love this sort of woman. I must
accept her as she is, with all her defects, with her instinct for

treachery, with her passion for the admiration of the world, with

her incapability for being true to an ideal, or for isolating herself

in the adoration of o: > .1 man. I cannot get away from her. She
bar me fast I cannot live without her. Then I must bear the

torture that jealousy of her will certainly bring me in silence. I

must conceal it. I must try to kill it. I must make the best of

whatever she will give me, knowing that she can never, with her

nature and her training, be exclusively mine as a good woman
might be.' This he said to himself. This plan of conduct he

traced for himself. But he soon found that he was not strong

enough to keep to it. His jealousy was a devouring fire, and he

could not conceal it. Domini, he described to me minutely the

effect of jealousy in a human heart. I had never imagined what
it was, and, when he described it, I felt as if I looked down into a

bottomless pit lined with the flames of hell. By the depth of that

pit I measured the depth of his passion for this woman,and I gained

AS idea of what human love—not '»he best sort of human love,

but still genuine, intense love of some kind— -<4n be. Of thii

human love I thought at night, putting it in comparison with the

love God's creature can have for God. And my sense of loneii
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aesi increased, and I felt as if I had always been lonely. Does
this seem strange to you ? In the love of God was calm, peace,

rest, a lying down of the soul in the Almighty arms. In the

other love described to me was restlessness, agitation, torture, the

soul spinning like an atom driven by winds, the heart devoured as

by a disease, a cancer. On the one hand was a beautiful trust,

on the other a ceaseless agony of doubt and terror. And yet I

came to feel as if the one were unreal in comparison with the

other, as if in the one were a loneliness, in the other a fierce com-
panionship. I thought of the Almighty arms, Domini, and of the

arms of a woman, and—Domini, I longed to have known, if only

once, the pressure of a woman's arms about my neck, about my
breast, the touch of a woman's hand upon my heart.

" And of all this I never spoke at confession. I commitfiJ
the deadly sin of keeping back at confession all that—" He
topped. Then he said, "Till the end my confessions were in-

complete, were false.

" The stranger told me that as bis love for tha woman grew

he found it impossible to follow the plan he had traced for him-

self of shutting his eyes to the sight of other eyes admiring, desir-

ing her, of shutting his ears to the voices that whispered, ' This
woman will always be for others as well as for you.' He found it

impossible. His jealousy was too importunate, and he resolved

to make an effort to keep her for himself alone, t^c knew she

had love for him, but he !:new that love would noi necessarily, or

even probably, keep her entirely faithful to him. She thou)jht too

little of passing intrigues. To her they seemed trifles, meaning-
less, unimportant She told him so when he spoke his jealousy.

She said, ' I love you. I do not love these othar men. They are

in my life for a moment only.'
"

' And that moment plunges me into hell
!

' he said.
'* He told her he would not bear it, that it was impossible,

that she mtist belong to him entirely and solely. He asked her

to marry him. She was surprised, touched. She understood
what a sacrifice such a marriage would be to a man in his position.

He was a man of good birth. His request, his vehement insist-

ence on it, made her i uderstand his love as she had not under-

stood it before. Yet she hesitated. For so long had she been
accustomed to a life of freedom, of changing amtmrs, that sha

¥
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hesitated to pat her neck under the yoke of matrimony. She

onderstood thoroughly his character and hit aim in marrying her.

She knew that at hii wife she must bid an eternal farewell to the

life she had known. And it was a life that had become a habit

to her, a life that she was fond of. For she was enormously rain,

and she was a—she was a very physical woman, subject to

physical caprices. There are things that I pau oyer, Domini,

which would explain still more her hesitation. He knew what

caused it, and again he was tortured. But he persisted. And at

last he overcame. She consented to marry him. They were

engaged. Domini, I need not tell you much more, only this fact

—which had driren him from France, destroyed his happiness,

brought him to the monastery. Shortly before the marriage was

to take place he discovered that, while they were engaged, she had

yielded to the desires of an old admirer who had come to bid her

farewell and to wish her joy in her new life. He was tempted,

he said, to kill her. But he governed himself and left her. He
travelled. He came to Tunis. He came to La Trappe. He
saw the peace there. He thought, ' Can I seize it? Can it do

something for me ?
' He saw me. He thought, ' I shall not be

quite alone. This monk— he has lived always in peace, he has

never known thb torture of women. Might not intercourse with

him help me ?

'

"Such was his history, such was the history poured, with

infinite detail that I have not told you, day by day, into my ears.

It was the history, you see, of a passion that was mainly physical.

I will not say entirely. I do not know whether any great passion

can be entirely physical. But it was the history of the passion of

one body for another body, and he did not attempt to present it

to me as anything else. This man made me understand the

meaning of the body. I had never understood it before. I had

never suspected the immensity of the meaning there is in physical

things. I had never comprehended the flesh. Now I compre-

hended it. Loneliness rushed upon me, devoured me,—loneliness

of the body. 'God is a spirit and those that worship Him

must worship Him in spirit' Now I felt that to worship in spirit

was not enough. I even felt that it was scarcely anything.

Again I thought of my life as the life of a skeleton in a

world of skeletons. Again the chapel was as a valley of dry bones.
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It was a ghastly sensation. I wa^ plunged in the void. I—I—

I

can't tell you my exact sensation, but it was as if I was the

loneliest creature in the whole of the universe, and as if I need

not have been lonely, as if I, in my ignorance and fatuity, had

selected loneliness thinking it was the happiest fate.

" And yet you will say I was face to face with this man's almost

frantic misery. I was, and it made no difference. I envied him,

even in his present state. He wanted to gain consolation from

me if that were possible. Oh, the irony of my consoling him I In

secret I laughed at it bitterly. When I strove to console him I

knew that I was an incarnate lie. He had told me the meaning

of the body and, by so doing, had snatched from me the meaning

of the spirit. And then he said to me, ' Make me feel the

meaning of the spirit. If I can grasp that I may find comfort'

He called upon me to give him what I no longer had—the peace

of God that passeth understanding. Domini, can you feel at all

what that was to me? Can you realise? Canyon—is it any

wonder that I could do nothing for him, for him who had done

such a frightful thing for me? Is it any wonder? Soon he

realised that he would not find peace with me in the garden.

Yet he stayed on. Why ? He did not know where to go, what

to do. Life offered him nothing but horror. His lov^ of

exf^rifnoes was dead. His love of life had completely vanished.

w the worldly life as a nightmare, yet he had nothing to put

11! place of it. And in the monastery he was ceaselessly

^ented by jealousy. Ceaselessly his mind was at work about

tuis woman, picturing her in her life of change, of intrigue, of new
lovers, of new hopes and aims in which he had no part, in which his

image was being blotted out, doubtless from her memory even.

He suffered, he suffered as few suffer. But I think I suffered more.

The melancholy was driven on into a gnawing hunger, the gnawing

hunger of the flesh wishing to have lived, wishing to live, wishing to

—to know.
" Domini, to you I can't say more of that—to you whom I

—

whom I love with spirit and flesh. I will come to the end, to the

incident which made the body rise up, strike down the soul,

trample out over it into the world like a wolf that was starving.

" One day the Reverend P^re gave me a special permission to

walk with our visitor beyond the monastery walls towards the sea.

I
4

3
1-

1.!
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Sach a permiisioo was an event in my life. It excited me more

than jrou can imagine. I found that the stranger had begged him to

let me come.

'"Our guest is rery fond of you,' the Reverend P^ said to

me. ' I think if any human being can bring him to a calmer,

happier state of mind and spirit, you can. You hare obtained a

good influence over him.'

"Domini, when the Reverend Pire spoke to me thus my
mouth was suddenly contracted in a smile. Devils smile, I

think. I put up my hand to my face. I saw the Reverend Thtt

looking at me with a dawning ofastonishment in bis kind, grave

eyes, and I controlled myself at once. But I said nothing.

I could not say anything, and I went out from the parlour quickly,

hot with a sensation of shame.
'*

' You are coning? ' the stranger said.

" • Yes,' I answered.

" It was a fiery day of late June. Africa was bathed m a glare

of light that hurt the eyes. I went into m.^ cell and put on

a pair of blue glasses and my wide straw hat, the hat in which 1

formerly used to work in the fields. When I came out my guest

was standing on the garden path. He was swinging a stick in one

hand. The other hand, which hung down by his side, was twitch-

ing nervously. In the glitter of the sun his face looked ghastly.

In his eyes there seemed to be terrors watching withoL '^ope.

"
' You are ready ?

' he said. ' Let us go.'

"We set off, walking quickly.
"

' Movement—pace—sometimes that does a little good,' he

said. 'If one can exhaust the body the mind sometimes lies

almost still for a moment. If it would only lie still for ever.'

"I said nothing. I could say nothing. For my fever was

surely as his feve**.

" • Where are we going ?
' he asked when we reached the little

house of the keeper of the gate by the cemetery.
"

' We cannot walk in the sun,' I answered. ' Let us go into

the eucalyptus woods.'

" The first Trappists had planted forests of eucalyptus to keep

off the fever that sometimes comes in the African summer. We
made our way along a tract of open land and came into a deep

wood. Here we began to walk more slowly. The wood was

empty of bmr. The hot silence was profound. He took off his
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white helmet and walked on, carrying it in his hand. Not till we
were far in the forest did he speak. Then he said, ' Father, I

cannot strufvle on much longer.'

" He spoke abruptly, in a hard roice.
"

' You must try to gain courage,' I said.

•«<From where?' ha exclaimed. 'No, no, don't say from
God. If there is a Gog He hates me.'

*'When he said that I felt as if my soul shuddered, hearing a
frightful truth spoken about itself. My lips were dry. My heart

seemed to shrirel up, but I made an effort and answered,

—

"
' God hates no being whom He has created.'

"'How can you know? Almost every man, perhaps everj

iifing man, hates someone. Why not— ?

'

"
' I'o compare God with man is blasphemous,' I answered.

" 'Aren't we made in His image ? Father, it's as I said—I cau't

struggle on much longer. I shall have to end it I wish now—
I often wish that I had yielded to my first impulse and killed her.

What is dhe doing now ? What is she doing now—at this moment ?

'

" He stood still and beat with his stick on the ground.
"

' You don't know the infinite torture there is in knowing that,

far away, she is still living that cursed life, that she is free to

continue the acts of which her existence has been full. Every
moment I am imagining—I am seeing—

'

" He ; ed his stick deep into the ground.

"'If X .lad killed her,' he said in a low voice, 'at least I

should know that she was sleeping—alone—there—there—under
the earth. I should know that her body was dissolved into dust,

that her lips could kiss no man, that her arms could never hold
another as they have held me I

'

"
' Hush I ' I said sternly. ' You deliberately torture yourself

and me.' He glanced up sharply.
"

' You I What do you mean ?

'

"
' I must not 1< en to such things,' I said. ' They are bad

for you and for me.'

" ' How can they be ba ^ for you—a monk ?

'

"
' Such talk is evil—evil for everyone.'

•• • I'll be silent then. I'll go into the silence. I'll go soon.'
" I understood that he thought of putting an end to himself.

•"Ther»i are few men,' I said, speaking with deliberation,

with effort ' who do not feel at some xieriod of life that all is over

fri
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for them, that there la nothing to hope for, that happitteii li a

dream which will viiit them no more.'

" • Have you ever felt like 'hat ? You speak of it calmly, but

have 70U trrr experienced it 7

'

" I hesitated. Then I said,-^

•••Yes.'
"

' You, who ban been a monk for 10 many yean I

'

•••Yes.'

•• * Since you hare been here ?
*

•••Yes, since then.'

•• • And you would tell me that the feeiing passed, that hope

came again, and the dream as you call it?'

'• ' I would say that what has lired in a heart can die, as we

who lire in this world shall die.'

'"Ah, that—the sooner the better I But you are wrong.

SoJietimes a thing lives in the heart that cannot die so long as

the heart beats. Such is my passion, my torture. Don't you, a

monk—don't dare to say to me that this love of mine could die.'

•• • Don't you wish it to die ?
' I asked. • You say it tortures

you.'

•' • Yes. But no—no—I don't wish it to die. I could never

wish that.'

•' I looked at him, I believe, with a deep astonishment.

*• • Ah, you don't understand
!

' he said. ' You don't under-

stand. At all costs one must keep it—one's love. With it I ^m

as you see. But without it—man, without it, I should be

nothing—no more than that.'

'* He picked up a rotten leaf, held it to me, threw it down on

the ground. I hardly looked at it. He had said to me—' Man !

'

That word, thus said '^v him, seemed to me to mark the enormous

change in me-, to -icate that it was visible to the eyes of

another, the heart of another. I had passed from the monk—

the sexless being—to the man. He set me beside himself, spoke

of me as if I were as himself. An intense excitement surged up

in me. I think—I don't know what I should have said—done—

but at that moment a boy, who acted as servant at the monastery,

came running towards us with a letter in his hand.

'• ' It is for Monsieur !
' he said. ' It was left at ihe gate.'

** • A letter for me I ' the stranger said.

••He held out his hand and took it indifferently. The b^
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gare it, and turainr went awaj through the wood- Then the

itnnger gUuiced at the envelope. Pomini, I with I could r ake

?ou see what I saw then, the change that came. I can't There
are things the eyes must see. The tongue can't tell them. The
ghastly whiteness went out of his face. A hot flood of scarlet

nished over it up to the roots of his hair. His hands and his

whole body began to tremble riolently. Pis eyes, which were
fixed on the enrelopc, shone with an exp jsioo—it was like all

the excitement in the world condensed .0 two sparks. He
dropped his stick and sat down on the trunk of a tree, fell down
ahnost

"'Father I' he muttered, 'it's not been through the post-
it's not been through ^Se post I

'

" I did not understand.
"

' What do you mean 7
' I asked.

"•What—'
"The flush left his face. He turned deadly white again. He

held out the letter.

" • Read it for me 1
' he said. • I can't see— I csn't see any-

thing.'

" I took the letter. He covered his eyes with his hands. I

opened it and read :•—

" • Gkani OTiL, Turn*.

"•I hare found out where you are. X have -.^me. Forgive
me—if you can. I will marry you—ci T wili live with you. As
you please; but I canuot livj" withoni you. I know women
are not admitted to the monas."':. Come out on the road that
leads to Tunis. I am there. At least come for a moment and
speak to me. Vbronique.'

" Domini, I read this slowly ; and it was as if I read my own
fate. When I had finished he got up. He was still pale as ashes
and trembling.

" • Which is the way to the road ?
' he said. • Do you know ?

'

"'Yes.'

" • Take me there. Give me your arr , Father.'

"He took it, leaned on it heavily. We walked through the
wood towards the highroad. I had almost to support him. The
way seemed long. I felt tired, sick, as if I could scarcely move,

•f
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as if I were bearing—as if I were beariog a cross that was too

heavy for me. We came at last out of the shadow of the trees

into the glare of the sun. A flat field divided us from the white

road.
*'

' Is there—is there a carriage ?
' he whispered in my ear.

" I looked across the field and saw on the road a carriage

waiting.

•••Yes,' I said.

" I stopped, and tried to take his arm from mine.

•••Go,' I said. •Goon!'
•• • I can't. Come with me, Father.'

"We went on in the blinding sun. I looked down on the dry

earth as I w^ilked. Presently I saw at my feet the white dust of

the road. At the same time I heard a woman's cry. The

stranger took his arm violently from mine.

•• • Father,' he said. ' Good-bye—God bless you !

'

••He was gone. I stood there. In a moment I heard a

roll of wheels. Then I looked up. I saw a man and a woman

together, Domini. Their faces were like angels' faces—with

happiness. The dust flew up in the sunshine. The wheels died

away—I was alone.

•' Presently—I think after a very long time—I turned and went

back to the monastery. Domini, that night I left the monastery.

I was as one mad. The wish to live had given place to the

determination to live. I thought of nothing else. In the chapel

that evening I heard nothing—I did not see the monks. I did

not attempt to pray, for I knew that I was going. To go was an

easy matter for me. I slept alone in the kdtelUrie, of which I

had the key. When it was night I unlocked the door. I walked

to the cemetery—between the stations of the Cross. Domini, I

did not see them. In the cemetery was a ladder, as I told you.

•'Just before dawn I reached my brother's house outside of

Tunis, not far from the Bardo. I knocked. My brother himself

came down to know who was there. He, as I told you, was

without religion, and had always hated my being a monk. I told

him all, without reserve. I oaid, ' Help me to go away. Let me

go anywhere—alone.' He gave me clothes, money. I shaved

off" my beard and moustache. I shaved my head, so that the

tonsure was no longer visible. In the afternoon of that day 1
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left Tunii. I was let loose into life. Domini—Domini, I won't

tell you where I wandered till I came to the desert, till I met you.

I was let loose into life, bnt, with my freedom, the wish to lire

seemed to die in me. I was afraid of life. I was haunted by
tenors. I had been a monk so long that I did not know how to

lire as other men. I did not live, I never lived—till I met you.

And then—then I realised what life might be. And then, too, I

realised fully what I was. I struggled, I fought myself. You
know—now, if you look back, I think you know that I tried—

sometimes, often—I tried to—to— I tried to
—

"

His voice broke.

** That last day in the garden I thought that I had conquered

myself, and it was in that moment that I fell for ever. When I

knew you loved me I could fight no more. Do you understand ?

You have seen me, you have lived with me, you have divined my
misery. But don't—don't think, Domini, that it ever came from

you. It was the consciousness of my lie to you, my lie to God,
that—that—I can't go on—I can't tell you—I can't tell you—you
know."

He was silent Domini said nothing, did not move. He did

not look at her, but her silence seemed to terrify him. He drew
back from it sharply and turned to the desert. He stared across

the vast spaces lit up faintly by the moon. Still she did not move.
•' rU go—I'U go !

" he muttered.

And he stepped forward. Then Domini spoke.

"Boris! "she said.

He stopped.

" What is it ? " he murmured hoarsely.

" Boris, now at last you—you can pray."

He looked at her as if awe-stricken.
•* Pray !

" he whispered. *• You tell me I can pray—now !
*

"Now at last."

She went into the tent and left him alone. He stood where
he was for a moment He knew that, in the tent, she was pray-

ing. He stood, trying to listen to her prayer. Then, with an
uncertain hand, he felt in his breast. He drew out the wooden
cross. He bent down his head, touched it with his lips, and
fell upon his knees in the desert.

The music had ceased in the dty. There was a great silence.

''
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THE JOURNEY BACK
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THE good priest of Amara, strolling by chance at the dinner-

hour of the following day towards the camp of the hospit-

able strangers, was surprised and saddened to find only the sand-

hill strewn with diMs. The tents, the camels, the mules, the

horses—all were gone. No servants greeted him. No cook was

busy. No kind hostess bade him come in and stay to dine.

Forlornly he glanced around and made inquiry. An Arab told

him that in the morning the camp had been struck and ere noon

was far on its way towards the north. The priest had been on

horseback to an neighbouring oasis, so had heard nothing of this

flitting. He asked its explanation, and was told a hundred lies.

The one most often repeated was to the effect that Monsieur, the

husband of Madame, was overcome by the heat, and that for this

reason the travellers vrere r .king their way towards the cooler

climate that lay beyond the aesert

As he heard this a sensation of loneliness came to the priest.

His usually cheerful countenance was overcast with gloom. For

a moment he loathed his fate in the sands and sighed for the

fleshpots of civilisation. With his white umbrella spread above

his helmet he stood still and gazed towards the ncrth across the

vast spaces that were lemon-yellow in the sunset He fancied

that on the horizon he saw faintly a cloud of sand grains whirling,

and imagined it stirred up by the strangers' caravan. Then he

thought of the rich lands of the Tell, of the ilive groves of Tunis,

of the blue Mediterranean, of France, his country which he had

not seen for many years. He signed profoundly.

" Happy people," he thought to himself. " Rich, free, able

to do as they like, to go where they will 1 Why was I bom to live

in the sand and to be alone 1

"

461
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He was mored by envy. Bat then he remembered his inter-

couise with Androvsky on the previous day.
" After all," he thought more comforubly, " he did not look

a happy man!" And he took himself to task for his sin of
envy, and strolled to the inn by the fountain where he paid his

pension.

The same day, in the house of the marabout of Beni-Hassan,
Count Anteoni received a letter brought from Amara by an Arab.
It was as follows - —

••My dkarFriknd,—Good-bye. We are just leaving. I had
expected to be here longer, but we must go. We are returning
to the north and shall not penetrate farther into the desert. I
shall think of you, and of your journey on among the people of
your faith. You said to me, when we sat in the tent door, that
now you could pray in the desert Pray in the desert for us.

And one thing more. If you never return to Beni-Mora, and your
garden is to pass into other hands, don't let it go into the hands
of a stranger. I could not bear that. Let it come to me. At
any price you name. Forgive me for writing thus. Perhaps you
will return, or perhaps, even if you do not, you will keep your
garden.—Your Friend, Domini."

In a postscript was an address ^hich would always find her.

Count Anteoni read this letter two or three times carefully,

with a grave face.

"Why did she not put Domini Androvsky?" he said to him-
self. He locked the letter in a drawer. All that night he was
haunted by thoughts of the garden. Again and again it seemed
to him that he stood with Domini beside the white wall and saw,
in the burning distance of the desert, at the call of the Miieddin,
the Arabs bowing themselves in prayer, and the man—the man
to whom now she had bound herself by the most holy tie—fleeing
from prayer as if in horror.

"But it was written," he murmured to himself. "It was
written in the sand and in fire :

• The fate of every man have we
bound about his neck.'

"

In the dawn when, turning towards the rising sun, he prayed
be remembered Domini and her words—•• Pray in the desert for

1;
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US." And in the Garden of Allah he prayed to Allah for her, and

for Androvskj.

Meanwhile the camp had been struck, and the first stage of

the journey northward, the journey back, had been accomplished.

Domini had given the order of departure, but she had first

spoken with Androvsky.

After his narrative, and her words that followed it, he did

not come into the tent. She did not ask him ta She did not

see him in the moonlight beyond the tent, or when the moonlight

waned before the coming of the dawn. She was upon her knees,

her face hidden in her hands, striving as surely few human beings

have ever had to strive in the difficult paths of life. At first she

had felt almost calm. When she had spoken to Androvsky there

had even been a strange sensation that was not unlike triumph in

her heart. In this triumph she had felt disembodied, as ifshe were

a spirit standing there, removed from earthly su£fering, but able

to contemplate, to understand, to pity it, removed from earthly

sin, but able to commit an action that might help to purge it

When she said to Androvsky, "Now you can pray," she had

passed into a region where self had no existence. Her whole soul

was intent upon this man to whom she had given all the treasures

of her heart and whom she knew to be writhing as souls writhe in

Purgatory. He had spoken at last, he had laid bare his misery,

his crime, he had laid bare the agony of one who had insulted

God, but who repented his insult, who had wandered far away

from God, but who could never be happy in his wandering, who

could never be at peace even in a mighty human love unless

that love was consecrated by God's contentment with it. As

she stood there Domini had had an instant of absolutely clear

sight into the depths of another's heart, another's natvre.

She had seen the monk in Androvsky, not slain by his

act of rejection, but alive, sorrow-stricken, quivering, scourged.

And she had been able to tell this monk—as God seemed to be

telling her, making of her His messenger—that now at last he

might pray to a God who again would hear him, as He had heard

him in the garden of El-Largani, in his cell, in the chapel, in the

fields. She had been able to do this. Then she had turned

away, gone into the tent and fallen upon her knees.

But with that personal action h«r sense of triumph passed
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away. Ai her body Mnk down her soul leemed to sink down
with it into bottomless oepths of blackness where no light had

e?er been, into an underworldi airless, peopled with invisible

violence. And it seemed to her as if it was her previous flight

upward which had caused this descent into a place which had

surely never before been visited by a humaa soul. All the

selflessness suddenly vanished from her, and was replaced by a

burning sense of her own person?lity, of what was due to it, of

what had been done to it, of what it now was. She saw it like a

cloth that had been white and that now was stained with indelible

filth. And anger came upon her, a bitter fury, in which she was

inclined to cry out not only against man but against God. The
strength of her nature was driven into a ild bitterness, the sweet

waters became acrid with salt. She had been able a moment
before to say to Andiuvsky, almost with .enderness, "Now at

last )0U can pray." Now she was on her knees hating him, hatinj

—yes surely hating—God. It was a frightful sensation.

Sovl and body felt defiled. She saw Androvsky coming into

her clean life, seizing her like a prey, rolling her in filth that

could never be cleansed. And who had allowed him to do her this

deadly wrong? God. And she was on her knees to this God
who had permitted this! She T^as in the attitude of worship.

Her whole being rebelled against prayer. It seemed to her as if

she made a furious physical efibrt to rise from her knees, but as if

her body was paralysed and could not obey her will. She re-

mained kneeling, therefore, like a woman tied down, like a

blasphemer bound by cords in the attitude of prayer, whose soul

was shrieking insults against heavea

Presently she remembered that outside Androvsky wftS

praying, that she had meant to join with him in prayer. Sbe Lad
contemplated, then, a further, deeper union with him. Was she

a madwoman ? Was she a slave ? Was she as one of those

women of history who, seized in a rape, resigned themselves to

love and obey their captors ? She began to hate herself. And
still she knelt Anyone coming i'* at the tent duor would have
^een a woman apparently entranced in an ecstasy of worship.

This great love of hers, to what had it brought berf This

awakening of her soul, what was its meaning ? God had sent a

man to rouse her from sleep that she might look djwn into hell.
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Again and again, with ceaseless reiteration, the recalled the m
cidents of her passion ir. the desert She thought of the night at

Arba when Androvskv blew out the lamp. That night had been

to her a night of cjQSiicration. Nothing in her soul had risen up

to warn her. No instinct, no woman's instinct, had .itayed her

from unwitting sin. The sand-diviner had been wiser than she;

Count Anteoni more far-seeing ; '.he priest of Beni-Mora more

guided by holiness, by the inner fiame that flickers before the

wind that blows out of the caverns of evil. God had blinded h .

in order ihat she might fall, had brought Androvsky to her in

order that her religion, her Catholic faith, might be made hideous

to her for ever. She trembled all over as she knelt. Her life had

been sad, even tormented. And she had set out upon a

pilgrimage to find peace. She had been led to Beni-Mora.

She remembered her arrival in Africa, its spell descending upon

her, her sensation of being far off, of having left her former life

with its sorrows for ever. She remembered the entrancing quiet

of Count Anteoni's garden, how as she entered it she seemed to

be entering an earthly Paradise, a place prepared by God for one

who was weary as she was weary, for one who longed to be

renewed as she longed to be renewed. And in that Paradise, in the

inmost recess of it, she had put her hands against Androvsky's

temples and given her life, her fate, her heart into his keeping.

That was why the garden was there, that she might be led to

commit this frightful action in it. Her soul fi^lt physically sick.

As to her body—but just then she scarcely thought of the body.

For she was thinking of her soul as of a body, as if it were the

core of the bv>dy blackened, sullied, destroyed for ever. She was

hot with shame, she was hot with a fiery indignation. Always,

since she was a child, if she were suddenly touched by anyone

whom she did not love, she had had an inclination to strike a

blow on the one who touched her. Now it was as if an unclean

hand had been laid on her souL And the soul quivered with

longing to strike back.

Again she thought of Beni-Mora, of all that had taken place

there. She realised that during her stay there a crescendo

of calm had taken place within her, calm of the spirit, a crescendo

of strength, spiritual strength, a crescendo of faith and of hope.

The religion which had almost seemed to be slipping frou bei
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she had grasped firmly again. Her soul had arrived in Beni-

Mora an invalid and had become a convalescent. It had been
reclining wearily, fretfully. In Beni-Mora it had stood up,

walked, sung as the morning stars sang together. But then

—

why ? If this was to be the end—why—why ?

And at this question she paused, as before a great porUil that

was shut. She went back. She thought ar^ain of this beautiful

crescendo, of this gradual approach to the God from whom she
had been if not entirely separated at anyra'ce set a little apart.

' Could it have been only in order thaw her caustrophe might be
the more complete, her coiThfall tl ; more absolute ?

And then, she knew not why, she seemed to see in the hands
that were pressed against her face words written in fire, and to

read them slowly as a child spelling out a great lesson, with an
intense attention, with a labour whose result would be eternal

recollection :

—

" Love watcheth, and sleeping, slumbereth not. When weary
it is not tired j when straitened it is not constrained; when
frightened it is not disturbed; but like a v.vid flame and a
burning torch it mountetb upwards and securely passeth through
all. Whosoever loveth knoweth the cry of this voice."

The cry of this voic- 1 At that moment, in the vast silence of
the desert, she seemed to hear it. And it was the cry of her own
voice. It was the cry of the voice of her own soul. Startled,

she hued her face from her hands and listened. She did not
look out at the tent door, but she saw the moonlight falling upon
the matting that was spread upon the sand within the tent, and
she repeated, "Love watcheth—Love watcheth—Love watcheth,"
moving her lips like the child who reads with difficulty. Then
came the thought, " I am watching."

The passion of personal anger had died away as suddenly as
it had come. She felt numb and yet excited. She leaned
forward and once more laid her face in her hands.

*• Love wa^^heth—I am watching." Then a moment—then—
" God is watcuing me."

She whispered the words over again and again. And the
numbness began to pass away. And the anger was dead.
Always she had felt as if she had been led to Africa for some
definite end. Did not the freed negroes, far out in the Desert,
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sing their song of the deeper mysteries—" No one bm God and

I knows what is in mj heart " ? And had not she heard it a<;aiD

and again, and each time with a sense of awe? She had ai-fays

thought that the words were wonderful and beautiful. But she

had thought that perhaps they were not true. She had said to

AndroTsky that he knew what was in her heart. And now, in

this night, in its intense stillness, close to the man who for so

long had not dared to pray but who now was praying, again she

thought that they were not quite true. It seemed to her that she

did not know what was in her heart, and that she was waiting

therefor God to come and tell her. Would he come? She

waited. Patience entered into her.

The silence was long. Night was travelling, turning her

thoughts to a distant world. The r.ioon waned, and a faint breath

ofwind that was almost cold stole over the sands, among the «;raves

in the cemetery, to the man and the woman who were keeping

vigil upon their knees. The wind died away almost ere it had

risen, and the rigid silence that precedes the dawn held the

desert in its grasp. And GcJ came to Domini in the silence,

Allah through Allah's gaiden that was shrouded still in the

shadows of night. Once, as she journeyed through the roaring

of the storm, she had listened for the voice of the desert. And

as the desert took her its voice had spoken to her in a sudden

and magical silence, in a falling of the wind. Now, in a more

magical silence, the voice of God spoke to her. And the voice

of the desert and of God were as one. As she knelt she heard

God telling her what was in her heart. It was a strange and

passionate revelation. She trembled as she heard. And som^

times she was inclined to say, " It is not so." And sometimes

she was afraid, afraid of what this—all this that was lO her heart

— would lead her to do. For God told her of a strength which

she had not known her heart possessed, which—so it seemed to

her—she did not wish it to possess, of a strength from which

something within her shrank, t^ainst which something within her

protested. But God would not be denied. He told he- she

had this strength. He told her that she must use it. He told

her that she would use it. And she b^an to -.'nderstand som^

thing of the mystery of the purposes of God in relation to herself,

and to understand, with it, how closely companioned even those
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who itrite after effacement of self are by telfishneti—how closely

companioned she h^ been on her African pilgrimage. Erery-

thing that had happened in Africa she had quietly taken to

herself, as a gift made to her for herself.

The peace that had descended upon her was balm for her

soul, and was sent merely for that, to stop the pain she suffered

from old wounds that she might be comfortably at rest. The

aescendo—the beautiful crescendo—of calm, of strength, of

faith, of hope which she had, as it were, heard like a noble music

within her spirit had been the David sent to play upon the harp

to her Saul, that from her Saul the black demon of unrest, of

despair, might depart. That was whatshe had believed. She had

believed that she had come to Africa for herself, and now God, in

the silence, was telling her that this was not so, that He had

brought her to Africa to sacrifice herself in the redemption of

another. And as she listened—listened, with bowed head, and

eyes in which tears were gathering, from which tears were falling

upon her clasped hands—she knew that it was true, she knew that

God meant her to put awa^ her selfishness, to rise above it.

Those eagle's wings of which she had thought—she must spread

them. She must soar towards the place of the angels, whither

good women soar in the great moments of their love, borne up

by the winds of God. On the minaret of the mosque of Sidi-Zer-

zour, while Androvsky remained in the dark shadow with a

curse, she had mounted, with prayer, surely a little way towards

God. And now God said to her, " Mount higher, come nearer

to me, bring another with you. That was my purpose in leading

you to Beni-Mora, in leading you far out into the desert, in

leading you into the heart of the desert."

She had been led to Africa for a definite end, and now she

knew what that end was. On the mosque of the minaret of Sidi-

Zerzour she had surely seen prayer travelling, the soul of prayer

travelling. And she had asked herself—" Whither ? " She had

asked herself where was the halting-place, with at last the pitched

tent, the camp fires, and the long, the long repose ? And when

she came down into the court of the mosque and found Androvsky

watching the old Arab who struck against the mosque and cursed,

she had wished that Androvsky had mounted with her a little

way towards God.

I

ii



k

I

I.

i

476 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH
He tbould mount with her. Alwayi ihe had longed to lee

him above her. Could ihe l^ve him below? She knew the
could not She underrtood that God did not mean her to. She
understood perfectly. And tears streamed from her eyes. For
now there came upon her a full comprehension of her lore for

AndroTsky. His re?elation had not killed it, as, for a moment,
b her passionate personal anger, she had been inclined to think!
Indeed it seemed to her now that, till this hour of sUence, she
had never really lored him, never known how to love. Even in

the tent at Arba she had not fiilly loved him, perfectly loved him.
For the thought of self, the desires of self, the passion of seU; had
entered into and been mingled with her love. But now she loved
him perfectly, because she loved as God intended her to love.

She loved him as God's envoy sent to him.
She was stUl weeping, but she began to feel calm, as if the

stilkiess of this hour before the dawn entered into her soul. She
thought of herself now only as a vessel into which God was pour-
ing His purpose and His love.

Just as dawn was breaking, as the first streak of light stole

into the east and threw a frail spear of gold upon the sands, she
was conscious again of a thriU of Ufe within her, of the movement
of her unborn child. Then she Ufted her head from her hands,
looked towards the east, and whispered,

—

'• Give me strength for one more thing—give me streneth to

be silent!"
**

She waited as if for an answer. Then she rose from her
knees, bathed her face and went out to the tent door to

Androvsky.

"Boris!" she said.

He rose from his knees and looked at her, holding the little

wooden cross in his hand.
" Domini ? " he said in an uncertain voice.
" Put it back into your breast Keep it for ever, Boris."
As if mechanically, and not removing his eyes from her, he

put the cross into his breast After a moment she spoke again,
qtiietly.

" Boris, you never wished to stay here. You meant to stay

here for me. Let us go away from Amara. Let us go lo^iay,

now, in the dawn."
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**Vr he Mid
There wm • prcrf^onnd amaiemeiit in his Toicc.

"Yes," the answered
•• Awtj from Aman—you and I—together?'
"Yes, Boris, together."

•• Where—where can we go ?
"

The amasement seemed to deepen in his ?oice. His eyes
«rere watching her with an almost fierce intentness. In a ««fitK

of insight she realised that. Just then, he was wondering abont
her u he had nerer wondered before, wondering whether she was
really the good woman at whose feet his sin^tricken soul had
worshipped Yes, he was asking himself that question.

"Boris,* she said "wiU you leare yourself in my hands?
We hare talked of our future Rfe. We have wondered what we
should do. Will you let me do as I will, let the future be as I
choose ?

"

Id her heart she said "as God chooses."

"Yes, Domini," he answered "I am in your hk-^ds, utterly
in your hands."

"No," she said.

Neither of them spoke after that till the sunlight lay above
the towers and minarets of Amara. Then Domini said-—

" We will go to^ay—now."
And that morning the camp was struck, and the new journey

began—the journey back.

XXVIII

A siLENCB had fallen between Domini and Androrsky which
neither seemed able to break. They rode on side by side across
the sands towards the north through the long day. The towers
of Amara faded in the sunshine above the white crests of the
dunes. The Arab vilUges upon their little hills disappeared in
the quivering gold. New visus of desert opened before them,
oases crowded with palms, salt kikes and stony ground. They
passed by native towns. They saw the negro gardeners laughing
among the rills of yellow water, r ing with bare feet the
wrinkled tree trunks to lop away branches. They heard
tiny goatherds piping, solitary, in tne wastes. Dreams of the
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irage roM and faded far off on the horison, rote and Aided

oiTStically, lea?iug do trembUng trace behind. And they w-re

liient ai the mirage, she in her porpote, he in hit wonder. And

the long day waned, and towards evening the camp was pitched

and the evening meal was prepared. And still they could not

speak.

Sometimes Androvskf watched her, and there was a great

calm in her face, but there wa« no rebuke, no smallness of anger,

no hint of despdr. Always he had felt her strength of mind tod

body, but never so much as now. Could he rest on it 7 Dared

be? He did not know. And the day seemed to him to become

a dream, and the silence recalled to him the silence of the

monastery m which he had worshipped God before the stranger

came. He thought that in this silence he ought to feel that she

wu deliberately raising barriers between them, but—it was strange

—he could not feel this. In her silence there was no bitterness.

When is there bitterness in strength ? He rode ou and on beside

her, and his sense cf a dream deepened, helped by the influence

of the desert. Where were they going? He did not know.

What was her purpose? He could not tell. But he felt that

she had a purpose, that her mind was resolved. Now and then,

tearing himself with an effort from the dream, he asked hiir if

what it could be. What could be m store for him, fur the >,

after the thing he had told? What could be their mutual life?

Must it not be for ever at an end ? Was it not shattered ? Was

it not dust, like the dust of the desert that rose round their horses'

feet? The silence did not tell him, and again he ceased from

wondering and the dream closed round him. Were they not

travelling in a mirage, mirage people, unreal, phantom-lice, who

would presently fade away into the spaces of the sun ? The sand

muffled the tread of the horses' feet The desert understood their

silence, clothed it in a silence more vast and more impenetrable.

And Androvsky had made his effort. He had spoken the truth

at last. He could do no more. He was incapable of any further

action. As Domini feh herself to be in the hands of God, be felt

himself to be in the hands of this woman who had received his

confession with this wonderful calm, who was leading him be knew

not wh''*^^3r in this wonderful silence.

When the camp was pitched, however, he noticed something
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thtt caught him sharply awtf from tb« dreamlike, unreal reeling,

and wt him face to face with &u:t that waa cold aa tteeL Alwaya

till now the dreiiiogtent had been pitched betide their sleeping-

tent, with the flap of the entrance removed so that the two tents

communicated. To-night it stood apart, near the sleeping-tent,

and in it was placed one of the small camp beds. AndroTsky

wu alone when he saw this. On reaching the halting-place he
had walked a little way into the desert When he returned he
found this change. It told him sometling of what was passing

in Domini's mind, and it marked the transformation of their

mutual life. As be gazed at the two tents he felt stricken, yet

be felt a curious sense of something that was like—was it not

like—relief? It was as if his body had received a frightful blow

and on his soul a saint's hand had been gently Uid, as if some-

thing fell about him in ruins, and at the same time a building

which he loved, and which for a moment he had thought totter-

ing, stood firm before him founded upon rock. He was a man
capable of a passionate belief, despite his sin, and he had always

had a passionate belief in Domini's -sligion. That morning, when
she came out to him in the sand, a momentary doubt had assailed

him. He had known the thought, " Does she lore me still

—

does she love me more than she loves God, caore than she loves

His dictates manifested in the Catholic religion ? " When she said

that word " together " that had been his thoL^ut Now, as he
looked at the two tents, a white light seemed to fall upon
Domini's character, and in this white light stood the ruin and the

house that was founded upon a rock. He was torn by conflicting

sensations of despair and t'^'umph. 3he was what he had be-

lieved. That made the triumph. But since she was t^at where
was his future with her? The monk and the man who aad fled

from the monastery stood up within him to do b&tlle. The
monk knew triumph, but the man was in torment.

Presently, as Androvsky looked at the two tents, the monk
in him seemed to die a new death, the man who had left le

monastery to know a new resurrection. He was seized by a
furious desire to go backward in time, to go backward but a few
hours, to the moment when Domini did not know what now she
knew. He cursed himself for what he had done. At last he had
been able to pray. Yes, but what was prayer now ? what was
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prayer to the man who looked at the two tents and understood

what thej meant? He mored away and began to walk ap and

down near to the two tents. He did not know where Domini

was. At a little distance he saw the servants bnsy preparing the

evening meal. Smoke rose up before the cook's tent, curling

away stealthily among a group of palm trees, beneath which some

Arab boys were huddled, staring with wide eyes at the unusual

sight of travellers. They came from a tiny village at a short

distance off, half hidden among palm gardens. The camels were

feeding. A mule was rolling voluptuously in the sand. At a well

a shepherd was watering his flocks, which crowded about him

baaing expectantly. The air seemed to breathe out a subtle

aroma of peace and of liberty. And this apparent presence of

peace, this vision of the calm of others, human beings and

animals, added to the torture of Androvsky. As he walked

to and fro he felt as if he were being devoured by his passions,

as if he were losing the last vestiges of self-control. Never in the

monastery, never even in the night when he left it, had he been

tormented like this. For now he had a terrible companion whom,

at that time, he had not known. Memory walked with him before

the tents, the memory of his body, reciJling and calling for the

past.

He had destroyed that past himself. But for him it might

have been also the present, the future. It might have lasted for

years, perhaps till death took him or Domini. Why not? He

had only had to keep silence, to insist on remaining in the desert,

far from the busy ways of men. They could have lived as certain

othars lived, who loved the free, the solitary life, in an oasis of

their own, tending their gardens of palms. Life would have gone

like a sunlit dream. And death ? At that thought he shuddered.

Death—what would that have been to him ? What would it be

now when it came ? He put the thought from him with force, as

a man thrusts away from him the filthy hand of a clamouring

stranger assailing him in the street

This evening he had no time to think of death. Life was

enough, life with this terror which he had deliberately placed in it.

He thought of himself as a madman for having spoken to

Domini. He cursed himself as a madman. For he knew.

although he strove furiously not to know, how irrevocable wm

li
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his act, in consequence of the great strength of her nature. He
knew that though she had been to him a woman of fire she might
be to him a woman of iron—even to him whom she loved.

How she had loved him 1

He walked faster before the tents, to and fra
How she had loved him ! How she loved him still, at this

moment after she knew what he was, what he had done to her.
He had no doubt of her love as he walked there. He felt it, like
a tender hand upon him. But that hand was inflexible too. In
its softness there was firmness—firmness that would never yield
to any strength in him.

Those two tents told him the story of her strength. As he
looked at them he was looking into her souL And her s«ul was
in direct conflict with his. That was what he felt She had
thought, she had made up her mind. Quietly, silently she had
acted. By that action, without a word, she had spoken to him,
told him a tremendous thing. And the man—the passionate
man who had left the monastery—loose in him now was aflame
with an impotent desire that was like a heat of fury against her,
while the monk, hidden far down in him, was Secretly worshipping
her cleanliness of spirit

But the man who had left the monastery was in the ascendant
in him, and at last drove him to a determination that the monk
secretly knew to be utterly vain. He made up his mind to enter
into conflict with Domini's strength. He felt that he must that
he could not quietly, without a word, accept this sudden new life
of separation symbolised for him by the two tents standing apart.

He stood still. In the distance, under the palms, he saw
Batouch laughing with Ouardi. Near them Ali was reposing on
a mat moving his head from side to side, smiling with half-shut,
vacant eyes, and singing a languid song.

This music maddened him.
" Batouch I " he called out sharply. " Batouch I

"

Batouch stopped laughing, glanced round, then came towards
him with a large pace, swinging from his hips.

" Monsieur ?
"

" Batouch I " Androvsky said.

But he could not go on. He could not say anything about
the two tents to a servant

SB
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"Where—^where is Madame ?

" he said almost stammering.

" Out there, Monsieur."

With a sweeping arm the poet pointed towards a hump of

sand crowned by a few palms. Domini was sitting there, sur-

rounded by Arab children, to whom she was giving sweets out of

a box. As AndroTsky saw her the anger in him burnt up more

fiercely. This action of Domini's, simple, natural though it was,

seemed to him in his present condition cruelly heartless. He

thought of her giving the order about the tents and then going

calmly to play with these children, while he—while he—*
" You can go—Batouch," he said. " Go away."

The poet stared at him with a superb suri»ise, then moved

slowly towards Ouardi, balding his burnous with his large hands.

Androvsky looked again at the two tents as a man looks at

two enemies. Then, walking quickly, he went towards the

hump of sand. As he approached it Domini had her side face

turned towards him. She did not see him. The little Arabs

were dancing round her on their naked ftet, laughing, show-

ing their white teeth and opening their mouths wide for the

sugar-plums—gaiety incarnate. Androvsky gazed at the woman

who was causing this childish joy, and he saw a profound sadness.

Never had he seen Domini's face look like this. It was always

white, but now its whiteness was like a whiteness of marble. She

moved her head, turning to feed one of the little gaping mouths,

and he saw her eyes, tearless, but sadder than if they had been

full of tears. She was looking at these children as a mother looics

at her children who are fatherless. He did not—how could he ?—

understand the look, but it went to his heart. He stopped, watching.

One of the children saw him, shrieked, pointed. Domini glanced

round. As she saw him she smiled, threw the last sugar-plums

and came towards him, '• Do you want me? " she said, coming

up to him.

His lips trembled.

• Yes," he said, " I want you."

Something in his voice seemed to startle her, but she said

nothing more, oniy stood looking at him. The children, who had

followed her, crowded round them, touching their clothes curiously.

*' Send them away," he said.

She made the children go, pushing them gently, pointing to



THE JOURNEY BACK 4«3

the ffllage, and thowing the empty box to them. Reluctantly at
last they went towards the Tillage, turning their heads to stare at
her tai they were a long way off, then holding up their skirts and
racing for the houses.

" Domini—Domini," he said. •• You can—you can play with
children—to-day."

" I wanted to feel I could gire a little happiness tOKiay," she
answered—"even to-day."

••To-day when—when to me—to me—you are giving—"
But before her steady gaze M the words he had meant to say,

all the words of furious protest, died on his lips.

"To me—to me—" he repeated.

Then he was silent.

"Boris," she said, " I want to give you one thing, the thing
that you have lost. I want to g: 'e you back peace."

"You never can."

"I must try. Even if I cannot I shall know that I have
tried."

" You are givingme—you are giving me not peace but a sword "

he said.
'

She understood that he had seen the two tents.

"Sometimes a sword can give peace."

"The peace of death."

"Boris—my dear one—there are many i^inds
Try to trust me. Leave me to act as I must act.
to be guided—only let me try."

He did not say another word.
That night they slept apart for the first time since their

marriage.

•' Domini, where are you taking me ? Where are we going r

"

The camp was struck once more and they were riding
through the desert. Domini hesiuted to answer his question.
It had been put with a sort of terror.

"I know nothing," he continued. "I am in your hands
like a child. It cannot be always so. I must know, I must
understand. What is our life to be ? What is our future? Aman cannot—

"

He paused. Then he said,

—

of deaths.

Let me try
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I

ij

" I feel that you have come to some resolre. I fed it per-

petually. It is as if you were in light and I in darkness, you in

knowledge and I in ignorance. You—you must tell me. I

have told you all now. You must tell me."

But she hesitated.

" Not now," she answered. " Not yet"
" We are to journey on day by day like this and I am not to

know where we are gc*.ng ! I cannot, Domini—I will ct"
•'Boris, I shaU tell you."

"When?"
" Will you trust me, Boris, completely ? Can you i

"

•How?"
" Boris, I hare prayed so much for you that at last I feel that

I can act for you. Don'i think me presumptuous. If you could

see into my heart you would see that—indeed, I don't thii/ it

would be possible to feel more humble than I do in regard to

you."

" Humble—^you, Domini ! You can feel humble when you

think of me, when you are with me."
" Yes. You hare suffered so terribly. God has led you. I

feel that He has been—oh, I don't know how to say it quite

naturally, quite as I feel it—that He ha'i been more mtent on you

than on anyone I have ever known. I feel that His meaning in

regaiu to you is intense, Boris, as if He would not let you go."

" He let me go when I left the monastery."
** Does one never return ?

"

Again a sensation almost of terror assailed him. He felt a>

if he were fighting in darkness something that he could not see.

" Return 1 " he said. " What do you mean ?

"

She saw the expression of almost angry fear in his face. It

warned her not to give the reins to her natural impulse, which

was always towards a great frankness.

*' Boris, you fled from God, but do you not think it possible

that you could ever return to Him ? Have you not taken the

first step ? Have you not prayed i
"

His face changed, grew slightly calmer.

"You told me I could ^ray," he answered, almost like a

child "Otherwise I—I should not have dared to. I should

have felt that I was insulting God."
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"If you touted me in such a thing, can you not trust me
now?"

"But"—he said uneasily—" but this is different, a world'?
matter, a matter of daily life. I shaU have to know."

"Yes."

"Then why should I not know now? At any moment I
could ask Batouch."

" Batouch only knows from day to day. I hare a map of the
desert I got it before we left Beni-Mora."

Something—perhaps a rery sUght hesitation in her voice just
before she said the last words—startled him. He turned on his
horse and looked at her hard.

"Domini," he said, "are we—we are not going back to
Beni-Mora?"

" I wiU tell you to-night," she replied in a low voice. " Ut
me tell yon to-night"

He said no more, but he gazed at her for a long time as if
striving passionately to read her thoughts. But he could not
Her white face was calm, and she rode lookmg straight before
her, as one that looked towards some distant goal to which ill
her soul was journeying with her body. There was something
mysrical in her face, in that straight, far-seeing glance, that
surely pierced beyond the blue horizon line and reached a far-
off world. What world? He asked himself the question, but no
answer came, and he dropped his eyes. A new and horrible
sadness came to him, a new ition of separation from
Domini. She had set their bodi .part and he had yielded.
Now, was she not setting something else apait? For, in spite of
all, m spite of his treacherous existence with her, he ^id so
deeply and entirely loved her that he had sometimes felt, dared
to feel, that in their passion in the desert their souls had been
fused together. His was black—he knew it-and hers was
white. But had not the fire and tne deptii of their love con-

kT*^"
differences, made even their souls one as their bodies

had been one? And now was she not sUently, subtly, with-
drawir ' 0it soul from his? A sensation of acute despair swept
over of utter imp'-tence.

" :ini
!

" he saiu, " Domini 1
*

"Yes," Shu answered.



486 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH
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If!

And this time she withdrew her eyes from the blue distance

and looked at him.

" Domini, you must trust me."

He was thinking of the two tents set the one apart from the

other.

" Domini, I've borne something in silence. I haven't spoken.

I wanted to speak. I tried—but I did not I bore my punish-

ment—you don't know, youll nerer know what I felt last—^lait

night— waen—I're borne that. But there's one thing I can't bear.

I've lived a lie with you. My love for you overcame me. I fell.

I have told you that I fell. Don't—^on't because of that—don't

take away your heart from me entirely. Domini—Domini—
don't do that."

She heard a sound of despair in his voice.

" Oh, Boris," she said, " if you knew i There was only one

moment when I fancied my heart was leaving you. It passed

almost before it came, and now—

"

"But," he interrupted, "do you know—do you know that

since—since I spoke, since I told you, you've—^you've never

touched me 7
"

*' Yes, I know it," she replied quietly.

Something told him to be silent then. Something told him

to wait till the night came and the camp was pitched once more.

They rested at noon for several hours, as it was impossible to

travel in the heat of the day. The camp started an hour before

they did. Only Batouch remained behind to show them the

way to Ain-la-Hammam, where they would pass the following

night. When Batouch brought the horses he said,

—

" Does Madame know the meaning of Ain-la-Hammam ?"

" No," said Domini. " What is it ?

"

"Source des tourterelles," replied Batouch. *'I was there

once with an English traveller."

" Source des tourterelles," repeated Domini. " Is it beautiful,

Batouch ? It sounds as if it ought to be beautiful."

She scarcely knew why, but she had a longing that Ain-la-

Hammam might be tender, calm, a place to soothe the spirit, a

place in which Androvsky might be influenced to listen to what

she had to tell him without revolt, without despair. Once he had

•poken about the influence of place, about rising superior to it.
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Bat the belieTed in it, «nd she waited, almost anxiously, for th«
ceplf of Batonch. As usual it was enigmatic.

•• Madame will see." he answered. " Mad. ne wUl see. But
the Englishman—**

"Yes?*
"The Englishman was ravished. 'This,' he said to me,

•this, Batouch, is a Uttle Paradise I' And there was no moon
then. To-night there will be a moon."

" Paradise 1 " exclaimed Androrsky.
He sprang upon his horse and pulled up the reins. Domini

said no more. They had started Ute. It was night when they
reached Ain-la-Hammam. As they drew near Domini looked
before her eagerly through the pale gloom that hung over the
sand. She saw no village, only a very small grove of palms and
near it the outline of a bordj. The place was set in a cup of the
Sahara. All around it rose low hummocks of sand. On two or
three of them were isolated dumps of palms. Here the eyes
roamed over no vast distances. There was little suggestion of
space. She drew up her horse on one of the hummocks and
gazed down. She heard doves murmuring in their soft voices
among the trees. The tents were pitched near the bordj.

"What does Madame think?" asked Batouch. "Does
Madame agree with the Englishman?"

" It is a strange little place," she answered.
She listened to the voices of the doves. A dog barked by

the bordj.

" It is almost like a hiding-place," she added.
Androvsky said nothbg, but he, too, was gazing intently at

the trees below them, he, too, was listening to the voices of the
doves. After a moment he looked at her.

" Domini," he whispered. " Here—won't you—won't yon let
me touch your hand again here?"

" Come, Boris," she answered. " It is late."

They rode down into Ain-la-Hammam.
The tents had all been pitched near together to the south of

the bordj, and separated by it from the tiny oasis. Opposite to
them was a Caf< Maure of the humblest kind, a hovel of baked
earth and brushwood, with earthen divans and a coffee niche.
Before this was squatting a group of five dirty desert men, the
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sole inhabiUnti of Ain-U-Hammam. Juit before dinner Domini
gave an order to Batouch, and, while they were dining, Androrskj
noticed that their people were busy unpegging the two ileepbg-
tenti.

"What are they doing?" he laid to Domini, uneasily. In
his present condition ererything roused in him anxiety. In eTery
unusual action he discerned the beginning of some tragedy
which might affect his life.

'* I told Batouch to put our tents on the other side of the
bordj," she answered.

"Yes. But why?"
"I thought that to-night it would be better if we were a little

more alone than we are here, just opposite to that Cafrf Maure,
and with the serrants. And on the other side there are the palms
and the water. And the doyes were talking there as we rode in.

When we have finished dinner we can go and sit there and be
quiet."

"Together," he said.

An eager light had come into his eyes. He leaned forward
towards her over the little table and stretched out his hand.

"Yes, together," she said.

But she did not take his hand.
" Domini 1" he said, stiU keeping his hand on the table.

"Domini!"
An expression, that was like an expression of agony, flitted

over her face and died away, leaving it calm.
" Let us finish," she said quietly. " Look, they have taken the

tenta ! In a moment we can go."

The doves were silent. The night was very still in this nest
of the Sahara. Oiiardi brought them coffee, and Batouch came
to say that the tents were ready.

"We shaU want nothing more to-night, Batouch," Domini
said. " Don't disturb us."

Batouch glanced towards the Caf^ Maure. A red light

gleamed through ita low doorway. One or two Arabs were
moving within. Some of the camp attendants had joined the
squatting men without A noise of busy voices reached the
tents.

"To-night, Madame," Batouch said proudly, "I am going to
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tell itoriei from the Thousand and Ont N^hts, I am going to

tell the itory of the young Prince of the Indies, and the story of

Ganem, the ShiTe of Lore. It is not often that in Ain-Ia-

Hammam a poet
—

"

**Nok indeed. Go to them, Batouch. They must be im-

patient for you."

Batouch smiled broadly.

"Madame begins to understand the Arabs," he rejomed.
"Madame will soon be as the Arabs."

"Go, Batouch. Look—they are longing for yon.*

She pointed to the desert men, who were gesticulating and
gazing towards the tents.

" It is better so, Madame," he answered. " They know that I

am here only for one night, and they are eager as the hungry
jackal is eager for food among the yellow dunes of the sand."

He threw his burnous oyer his shoulder and moyed away
smiling, and murmuring in a luscious voice the first words (rf

Ganem, the Slave of Love.
" Let us go now, Boris," Domini said.

He got up at once from the Uble, and they walked together
round the bordj.

On its further side there was no sign of life. No traTelle/

was resting there that night, and the big door that led into the
inner cuurt was closed and barred. The guardian had gone to
join the Arabs at the Caf^ Maure. Between the shadow cast by
the bordj and the shadow cast by the palm trees stood the two
tents on a patch of sand. The oasis was enclosed in a low earth
wall, along the top of which was a ragged edging of brushwood.
In this wall were sereral gaps. Through one, opposite to the
tents, was visible a shallow pool of still water by which tall reeds
were growing. They stood up like spears, absolutely motionless.
A frog was piping from some hidden pUce, giving forth a clear
flutelike note that suggested glass. It reminded Domini of her
ride into the desert at Beni-Mora to see the moon rise. On that
night Androvsky had told her that he was going away. That
had been the night of his tremendous struggle with himself.
When he had spoken she had felt a sensation as if everything
that supported her in the atmosphere of life and of happiness had
foundered. And now—now she was going to speak to him—to
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teU him—what wu she going to tell hia ? How much could she,
dared iho, tell him ? She pnjed lilentlf to be given strength.

In the clear tkj the foong moon hang. Beneath it, to the
left, was one star like an attendant, the star of Venns. The
faint light of the moon fell upon the water of the pool Un-
ceasinglj the frog uttered its nocturne.

Domini stood for a moment looking at the water, listening.
Then she gUnced up at the moon and the solitary lUr.
AndroTskjr stood bj her.

"Shall we—let us sit on the wall, where the gap is," she said.

"The water is beautiful, beautiful with that light on it, and the
palms—palms are always beautiful, especially at night I shall
nerer Iotc any other trees as I lore palm trees."

"Nor I," he answered.

They sat down on the wall. At first they did not speak any
more. The stillness of the water, the stillness of reeds and
palms, was against speech. And the little flute-like note that
came to them again and again at reguUr intervals was like a
magical measuring of the silence of the night in the desert At
Ust Domini said, in a low voice,

—

"I heard that note on the night when I rode out of leni-
Mora to see the moon rise in the desert Boris, you remember
that night?"

" Yes," he answered.

He was gazing at the pool, with his face partly averted from
her, one band on the wall, the other resting on his knee.

"You were brave that night, Boris," she said.

" I—I wished to be—I tried to be. And if I had been—

"

He stopped, then went on,

—

"If I had been, Domini, really brave, if I had done what I

meant to do that night, what would our Uvea have been to-

day?"
" I don't know. We mustn't think of that to-night We

must think of the future. Boris, there's no life, no real life with-
out bravery. No man or woman is worthy of living who is not
brave."

*

He said nothing.

" Boris, let us—you and I—be worthy of living to-night—and
IB the future."
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'*Givt me jour hand then," he aniwered. "Give it me,
DominL'*

But ibe did not give it to him. Initead ihe went on, ipeaking
a little more rapidly,

—

"Boris, don't rely too much on my strength. I am only a
woman- and I hare to struggle. I hare had to struggle more than
perhai>. , a will erer know. You must not make—make things

impossible for me. I am trying—very hard—to—I'm—you must
not touch me to-night, Boris."

She drew a little farther away from him. A Csint breath of

air made the leare^ of the palm trees rustle slightly, made the
reeds move for an instant by the pool He laid his hand again
on the wall from which he had lifted it. There was a pleading
sound in her Toice which made him feel as if it were speaking
close against his heart.

" I said I would tell you to-night where we are going."

"Tell me now."

"We are going back to Beni-Mora. We are not very far off

from Beni-Mora to-night—not very far."

" We are going to Beni-Mora I " he repeated in a dull voice.

"Weare—

"

He sat up on the wall, looking straight into her face.

" Why ? " he said. His voice was sharp now, sharp with fear.
" Boris, do you want to be at peace, not with me, but with

God? Do you want to get rid of your burden of misery, which
increases—I know it—day by day ?

"

" How can I ?" he said hopelessly.

" Isn't expiation the only way? I think it is."

" Expiation ! How—how can—I can never expiate my sin."
" There's no sin that cannot be expiated. God isn't merciless.

Come back with me to Beni-Mora. That little church—where
you married me—come back to it with me. You could not con-
fess to the—to Father Beret I feel as if I knew why. Where
you married me you will—you must—make your confession."

"To the priest who—to Father Roubierl"
There was fierce protest in his voice.

"It does not matter who is the priest who will receive your
confes'''>n. Only make it there—make it in the church at
Beni-«4ora where you married me."
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"ThatirMyoorparpoMl Th»t iiwhere yontre Uklng oel

I can t go, I won't I Domini, think what you an doini I You
arc uking too much—"

" I feel that God ii uUng that of 7011. Dont refute Him •

"I onnot gOH-at Beni-Moia where we~where emrthiot
will remind oi—

"

' •

" Ah, don't 70D think I shaU feel it too ? Don't yon think I
shall lufler?"

He felt horribly aihamed when the laid that, bowed down
an OTerwhelming weight of ihame.

" iiut our lires --he ttammered-" but-if I go-aftcrwardi
-If I make my confenion-Htfterwarda—afterwards?"

"Isn't it enough to think of that one thing? Isn't it better
to put ererything else, erery other thought, away? It seems so
clear to me that we should go to BeniMora. I feel as if I b«l
been told—u a chUd is told to do something by its father."

She looked up into the clear sky.

" I am sure I haye been told," she added. •• I know I hare

"

There was a long silence between them. Androvsky felt that
he did not dare to break it Something in Domini's face and
Toice cast out from him the instinct of r-v>It, of protest He
began to feel exhausted, without power, Uke a sick man who is

being carried by bearers in a Utter, and who looks at the land-
scape through which he is passing with listless eyes, and who
scarcely has the force to care whither he is being borne.

"Domini," he said at last, and his roice socnded very tired
" If you say I must go to Beni-Mora I wiU ga I h&-e done you
a great wrong and—and—

"

" Don't think ofme any more," she said. " Think—think as I
do-of-of- What am I? I hare loved you, I shall always
lore you, but I am as you are, here for a Uttle while, elsewhere
for all eternity. You told him—that man in the monastery—that
we are shadows set in a world of shadows."

"That was a Ue," he interrupted, and the weariness had gone
out of his voice. "When I said that I had never loved, I had
never loved you."

" Or was it a half-truth ? Aren't we, perhaps, shadows now
m comparison to what we shall be ? Isn't this world, even this-
this desert, this pool with the light on it, this silence of the night
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•roond o.-toii't aU thit . .h«low in coapariioo to the world
where we are going. 700 and I ? Borii, I think If we tie brtTe
now we .hdl be together in tbiu world. But if we tre cowt«U
now, I think. I am iure, thtt in that world-the re»l world-we
diall be eeparated for erer. Yon and I, whaterer we may be.
whaterer we may bate done, at least are one thing-we are
beheyen. We don't think thia i. all If we did it would be
different But we can't change the truth that it in our aouli. andM we can t change it we mutt lire by it, we mutt act by it Weant do anythmg elae. I can't-and you? Don't you feeL
don't yon know, that you r I't ?

"

/ %~«,

-To-night.- he «id. " feel that I know nothing-nothing
except that I am luffcring."

* *

Hii Toice broke on the last worda. Tears were shining in his
eyes. After a long silence he said,—

"Domini, take me where you will. If it i« to Beni-Mora I
wiUgo. But—but—afterwards?"

««»"«*

"Afterward*—" she said.

Then she stopped.

The little note of the frog sounded again and again by the
still i^ter among the reeds. The moon was higher in the sky."Don t let u, think of afterward,. Boris." she said at length.
That song we have heard together, that song we lore-' No one

but God and I knows what is in my heart-' I hear it now so

o-God knows wuat is m your heart and mine. He will
teke care of the-aftcrwards. Perhaps in our hcarte already He
has put a secret knowledge of the end "

They spoke no more that night

XXIX

The csraran of Domini and Androvsky was leaving Arba. AlreadyAe tents and the attendant,, with the camel, and^he mul«, wereending slowly along the plain through the scrub in the dk^J^on

oiBeni-Mora. Batouch was with them. Domini and Androvsky



494 THE GARDEN OF ALLAH
were going to be alone on this Ust stage of their desert journey.

They had mounted their horses before the great door of the

bordj, said good-bye to the Sheikh of Arba, scattered some money

among the ragged Arabs gathered to watch them go, and cast one

last look behind them.

In that mutual, instinctive look back they were both bidding

a silent farewell to the desert, that had sheltered their passion,

surely taken part in the joy of their love, watched the sorrow and

the terror grow in it to the climax at Amara, and was now wbis

pering to them a faint and mysterious farewell.

To Domini the desert had always been as a great and signi-

ficant personality, a personality that had called her persistently to

come to it. Now, as she turned on her horse, she felt as if it were

calling her no longer, as if its mission to her were accomplished,

as if its Toice had sunk into a deep and breathless silence. She

wondered if Androvsky felt this too, but she did not ask him.

His face was pale and severe. His eyes stared into the distance.

His hands lay on his horse's neck like tired things with no more

power to grip and hold. His lips were slightly parted, and she

heard the sound of his breath coming and going like the breath

of a man who is struggling. This sound warned her not to try

his strength or hers.

" Come, Boris," she said, and her voice held none of the pas-

sionate regret that was in her heart, " we mustn't linger, or it will

be night before we reach Beni-Mora."

" Let it be night," he said. " Dark night I

"

The horses moved slowly on, descending the hill on which

stood the bordj.

<* Dark—dark night
!

" he said again.

She said nothing. They rode into the plain. When they were

there he said,

—

"Domini, do you understand—do you realise?"

" What, Boris ? " she asked quietly.

" All that we are leaving to-day ?
"

" Yes, I understand."
•' Are we—are we leaving it for ever ?

"

"We must not think of that."

How can we help it ? What else can we think of? Can omIt

govern the mind ?

'
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"Surely, if we can govern the heart*
"Somerimes—" he said, "sometimes I wonder—*
He looked at her. Something in her face made it impossible

for him to go on, to sry what he had been going to say. But she
understood the ur xaisr.ed stct'^nce.

"If you can n mder, Boris," ihe said, "you don't know me
you don't know a j a t all

!

"

'

"Domini," he .alii. " T ion't wonder. But sometimes I
understand your strength, and sometimes it seems to me scarcely
human, scarcely the strength of a woman."

She lifted her whip and pointed to the dark shadow far
away.

" I can just see the tower," she said. « Can you ? "

«
I will not look," he said. " I cannot. If you can you are

stronger than I. When I remember that it was on that tower you
first spoke to me—oh, Domini, if we could only go back ! It ism our power. We have only to draw a rein and—and—

"

"I look at the tower," she said, "as once I looked at the
desert. It calls us, the shadow of the palm trees calls us as
once the desert did."

to ilr"*
**"* ^oice-what a different voice 1 Can you listen

"I have been Ustening to it ever since we left Amara. Yes,
It is a different voice, but we must obey it as we obeyed the
voice of the desert. Don't you feel that?"

I muJ/fLnt"''
*'"'""'* ^''" ''" "'^ *° ^"'^ ''' 5^°" *"" °^^ '^»»

His words seemed to hurt her. An expression of pain camemto her face.

"Boris," she said, "don't make me regret too terribly that
I ever came into your life. When you speak Uke that I feel
almost as if you were putting me in the place of—of—I feel as if
you were depending upon me for everything that you are doing
as If you were letting your own will fall asleep. The desert
brings dreams. I know that. But we, you and I, we must notdream any more."

desert'\ifcT'
^°" "" ''""'*"' "^' ''" ^''" ^"""^ *°«*'*^"' <^

"Boris, I only mean that we must Uve strongly now, aet
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strongly now, that we must be brave. I have always felt that

there was strength in you."

"Strength !

" he said bitterly.

"Yes. Otherwise I could nerer have lored you. Don't ever

proTe to me that I was utterly wrong. I can bear a great dea'.

But that—I don't feel as if I could bear that"

After a moment he answered,

—

" I will try to give you nothing more to bear for me."

And he lifted his eyes and fixed them upon the tower with a

sort of stem intentness, as a man looks at something cruel, terrible.

She saw him do this.

"Let us ride quicker," she said. "To-night we must be in

Beni-Mora."

He said nothing, but he touched his horse with his heeL Hi"

cyes were always fixed upon the tower, as if they feared to look

at the desert any more. She understood that when he had said

" I will try to give you nothing more to bear for me " he had not

spoken idly. He had waked up from the egoism of his despair.

He had been able to see more clearly into her heart, to feel more

rightly what she was feeling than he had before. As she watched

him watching the tower, she had a sensation that a bond, a new

bond between them, was chaining them together in a new way.

Was it not a bond that would be strong and lasting, that the

future, whatever it held, would not be able to break? Ties,

sacred ties, that had bound them together might, must, be

snapped asunder. And the end was not yet She saw, as she

gazed at the darkness of the palms of Beni-Mora, a greater dark-

ness approaching, deeper than any darkness of palms, than any

darkness of night. But now she saw also a ray of light in the

gloom, the light of the davi'nlng strength, the dawning unselfish-

ness in Androvsky. And she resolved to fix her eyes upon it as

he fixed his eyes upon the tower.

Just after sunset they rode into Beni-Mora in advance of the

camp which they had passed upon their way. To the right were

the trees of Count Anteoni's garden. Domini felt them, but she

did not look towards them. Nor did Androvsky. They kept

their eyes fixed upon the distance of the white road. Only when

they reached the great hotel, now closed and deserted, did shs

glance away. She could not pass the tower without seeing it
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But «he saw it through a mist of tears, and her hand, trembledupon the rems they held. For a moment she felt that she mustbreak down, that she had no more strength left in her. ButThev

.%..!. "**"" °^ *^* ^*'**'°»^ ^«ldi°g the double cross

oni;ofraCtti;h;r"^'
"^'"^ - ^^ ^^'- ^^ - ^^^^

She saw him look at it steadily.

"You remember." she said, "at the bottom of the arenue of

"Yes, Domini."

nve can be obedient too. Ut u. be obedient too."When she a.d that and looked at him, Aodrovsk, felt a. i.he were o.. h« knees before her. as he was upon his knees in he

hough he had lored her. he had not known how o loU her ho-

Ltsh'^^T*-
S"',^""""?"' hi- now. The lesson sank i«:

»ds with
""''

,?t'ii::.

-'"•
" --- " -'- '^^

theF^lh'^^L"
'""'i" her lonel, room in the hotel, withthe French wmdows open to the Terandah, she heard the churchdock ch,me the hour and the disUnt sound of the Afncln ham

?h'e h^ut^r'
»' '''\''"«"' =•« heard again the two voi e .The hautboy was barbarous and provocative, but she thoueh

.rr^ ^iirm^j-a^r - ^"""' '^™^'- ^--^

When it ceased she whispered to herself. "JiaOys chdU.,

w!l T" '?'/'" "'"P- ^""^ diMd "psWrsTn h^

A«dr^k"^d.-! '
"°"'"*' •"" "»' "•O »"^f««<i.

fl

i
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"Domini, I will go. I will go now."

He got up and stood by her, looking down at her. In hii

face there was a sort of sternness, a set expression.

"To Father Roubier, Boris?" she said.

"Yes. Before I go won't you—won't you give me your

hand?"
She understood all the agony of spirit he was enduring, all

the shame against which he was fighting. She longed to spring

up, to take him in her arms, to comfort him as only the woman
he loves and who loves him can comfort a man, without words,

by the pressure of her arms, the pressure of her lips, the beating

of her heart against his heart. S^ 'onged to do this so ardently

that she moved restlessly, looking u^. ^ ai with a light in her

eyes that he had never seen in them before, not even when they

watched the fire dying down at Arba. But she did not lift her

hand to his.

" Boris," she said, " go. God will be with you."

After a moment she added,—
"And all my heart."

He stood, as if waiting, a long time. She had ceased from

moving and had withdrawn her eyes from his. In his soul a

voice was saying, "If she does not touch you now she will

never touch you again." And he waited. He could not help

waiting.

"Boris," she whispered, "good-bye."

"Good-bye?" he said.

" Come to me—afterwards. Come to me in the garden. I

shall be there where we—I shall be there waiting for you."

He went out without another word.

When he was gone she went on to the verandah quickly and

looked over the parapet. She saw him come out from beneath

the arcade and walk slowly across the road to the little gate of

the enclosure before the house of the priest As he lifted his

hand to open the gate there was the sound of a bark, and she

saw Bous-Bous run out with a manner of stem inquiry, which

quickly changed to joyful welcome as he recognised an old

acquaintance. Androvsky bent down, took up the little dog in his

arms, and, holding him, walked to the house door. In a moment

it was opened and he went in. Then Domini set out towards
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the guden. aroiding the Tillage street, and taking a byway which
skirted the desert She walked quickly. She longed to be
within the shadows of the garden behind the white wall. She
did not feel much, think much, as she walked. Without self-
consciously knowing it she was holding all her nature, the whole
of herself, fiercely in check. She did not look ah jut her, did not
see the sunUt reaches of the desert, or the walls of the houses of
Beni-Mora, or the palm trees. Only when she had passed the
hotel and the negro village and turned to the left, to the track at
the edge of which the rilla of Count Anteoni stood, did she lift
her eyes from the ground. They rested on the white arcade
frammg the fierce blue of the cloudless sky. She stopped short
Her nature seemed to escape from the leash by which she had
held It m with a rush, to ieap forward, to be in the garden andm the past, in the past with its passion and its fiery hopes its
magnificent looking forward, its holy desires of joy that would
crown her woman's life, of love that would teach her all the
depth, and the height, and the force and the submission of her
womanhood. And then, from that past, it strove ou into the
present. The shock was as the shock of battle. There were
noises in her ears, voices clamouring lu her heart. All her pulses
throbbed hke hammers, and then suddenly she felt as weak as a
liiUe sick child, and as if she must lie down there on the dust of
the white road m the sunshine, Ue down and die at the edge of
the desert that had treated her cruelly, that had slain the hopes it
had given to her and brought into her heart this terrible despair

For now she knew a moment of utter despair, in which all
things seemed to dissolve into atoms and sink down out of
her sight She stood quivering in bUckness. She stood
absolutely alone, more absolutely alone than any woman had
ever been, than any human being bad ever been. She seemed
presenUy, as the blackness faded into something pale, like a
ghastly twiUght, to see herself—her wraith, as it were—standing in
avast landscape, vast as the desert, companionless, Iost,f - otten
out of m.nd. watching (vr something that would never rome'
hstening for some voice that was hushed in eternal silence.

That was to be her life, she thought—could she face it?
Could she endure it ? And everything within her said to her that
•he could not

1
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And then, just then, when she felt that she must sink down

and giTe up the battle of life, she seemed to see by her side a

shape, a little shape like a child. And it lifted up a hand to t er

hand.

And she knew that the vast landscape was God's garden, the

Garden of Allah, and that no day, no night could eyer pass with-

out God walking in it.

Hearing a knock upon the great gate of the garden Smain
uncurled himself on his mat within the tent, rose lazily to his feet

and, without a rose, strolled languidly to open to the visitor.

Domini stood without. When he saw her he smiled quietly, with

no surprise.

" Madame has returned ?
"

Domini smiled at him, but her lips were trembling, and she

said nothing.

Smain observed her with a dawning of curiosity.

" Madame is changed," he said at length. *' Madame looks

tired. The sun is hot in the desert now. It is better here in the

garden."

With an e£fort she controlled herself.

"Yes, Smu'n," she answered, "it is better here. But I can-

not stay here long."

" You are going away ?
*

"Yes, I am going away.'

She saw more quiet questions fluttering on his lips, and

added,

—

" And now I want to walk in the garden alone."

He waved his hand towards the trees.

" It is all for Madame. Monsieur the Count has always said

so. But Monsieur ?
"

" He is in Beni-Mora. He is coming presently to fetch me."

Then she turned away and walked slowly across the great

sweep of sand towards the trees and was taken by their darkness.

She heard again the liquid bubbling of the hidden waterfall, and

was again companioned by the mystery of this desert Paradise, but

it no longer whispered to her of peace for her. It murmured
only its own personal peace and accentuated her own personal

agony and struggle. All that it had been it still was, but all that

she had been in it was changed. And she felt the full terror ot
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Nature', equanimity enfironing the fieite and tortured liret ofmen.

.1 ^\u^^ ''^^^ 'T"*' ^^ ****P«'* '«^»«« of the garden

. ong the winding track, between the rills .he had no .en^ti^
of approaching the hidden home of the Geni of the gJdenYet .he remembered acuti y all her first feelings there. Not onewas forgotten They returnee to her like spectres steding acro»

tt:^. SH ^V"'*"
"'' 'P'^*'" "»°"« *^« *»*-« -«- o"

K r K,
.''*'''^*' "°* *° »** ^^*''P»^e »l»«P«». not to hear

their temble Toice.. She .trove to draw calm ^ce more from

un '"bT ?k" ^k
•"^°"y-«'«'^°« tWng. a«piring towards S

aeased. At last she came to the deeper darknes. and thebUnched sand, and saw pine needles strVwed about her f<Lt

Imnw l^"^
''^'

^f
^«^»i^«^y««ening for a sound that wouldcomplete he magic of the garden and her own despair. Shewaited for it. She even felt, strangely, that she wanted^that .he

tu^f « 7k^"°""^f ''* ^"'* *»^ ^'^^ P^»y'"« it» amorout
u^ne^ But hi. flute to-day wa. silent Had he fallen out of anold love and not yet found a new? or had he. Derhaos Jon.away

? or was he dead ? For a long time ,he .to^d't&rnkmg about Larbi He and his flute and hi. love were mingWin h her life in the desert And she felt that she could not?^^the desert without bidding them farewell.

^«fv*
*^* «"«°<^« lasted and she went on and came to the

fi^motr She went m to it at once and sat down. She wasgoing to wait for Androvsky here.

h.«Sr.v'°J?
''^

ft^'""^
^'""^"'''y *^^*y- Suddenly she found

seeTLh w ? "'
u '

'""^^^^ '^"S^°"» performance she Zdseen with Hadj on the night when she had ridden out to wal^hhe moon nse. She saw in imagination the bowing btSielthefoaming mouths, the glassy eyes of the young prie^ of theSahara. She saw the spikes behind their eUns,Ve stniL n!
scorpions descending into their throats, the flaming corSeftheir arm-pits, the nail, driven into their heads. She heardXm

STt 'A^d''!fr ''' '''''' ^^^ ^""«^ beasts aAbrsfghtSmeat And all this wa. to them religion. Thi. madnes, wa.Uieu conception of wor.hip. A voice .^med to whispTto he^And your madness?"
«cr—

.
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It waf e the Toice that whispered to Androvaky in the

cemetery £1 - Largani, " Come out with me into that world,

that beau j1 world which God made for men. Why do you
reject it?"

For a moment she saw all religions, all the practices, the

renunciations of the religions of the world, as Tarying forms of

madness. She compared the self-denial of the monk with the

fetish worship of the saTage. And a wild thrill of something that

was almost like joy rushed through her, the joy that sometimes
comes to nnbelicTers when they are about to commit some
act which they feel would be contrary to God's will if there were

a God. It was a thrill of almost insolent human emancipation.

The soul cried out, " I have no master. When I thought I had a

master I was mad. Now I am sane."

But it passed almost as it came, like a false thing slinking

from the sunlight, and Domini bowed her head in the obscurity of

Count Anteoni's thinking-place and returned to her true self.

That moment had been like the moment upon the tower when
she saw below her the Jewess dancing upon the roof for the

soldiers, a black speck settling for an instant upon whiteness, then

carried away by a purifying wind. She knew that she would
always be subject to such moments so long as she wf\s a human
being, that there would always be in her blood something that was

self-willed. Otherwise, would she nut be already in Paradise ?

She sat and prayed for strength in the battle of life, that could

never be anything else but a battle.

At last something within her told her to look up, to look out

through the window-space into the garden. She had not heard a

step, but she knew that Androvsky was approaching, and, as she

looked up, she prepared herself for a sight that would be terrible.

She remembered his face when he came to bid her good-bye in

the garden, and she feared to see his face now. But she schooled

herself to be strong, for herself and for him.

He was near her on the path coming towards her. As she

saw him she uttered a little cry and stood up. An immense sur-

prise came to her, followed in a moment by an immense joy—the

greatest joy, she thought, that she had ever experienced. For she

looked on a face in which she saw for the first time a pale

dawning of peace. There was sadness in it, there was awe, but
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men who h«v« died quieUywithout agony or fe«. And .he felt^1;
the hand of bravery. DirecUy itfterward. there caiS tfSl
jen«ition of wonder that at thi. moment of their live, riie tl3

»he wonder pawed ,t wa. a. if .he had Men God and knew forever the meaning of Hi. divine compensation..
Androvsky oime to the doorway of tht/umoir without looking

up. stood .t,U there-ju.t where Count Anieoni had .toodS
his fint interview with Domini—and uid—
fessio^«"^'

^ ^"" ^° "^ '^' P"***-' ^ *>*^« ""^d* »7 con-

•• Ye^" .he said. " Ye., Bori. I

to SrT'' '°*^ tht/umoir and sat down near her, but not close

deepened and the peace seemed to be fading. She had thoueht
of the dawn-that pale light which is growing intolrNowfhe
bought of the twilight which i. fading in'to nigtt And Jeterrible knowledge struck her, " I am the trouble? of hi. peaceWuhout^me only can he ever regain fuUy the peace whiS^he

"Domini," he said, looking up at her. "you know the restYou meant it to be a. it will be when we left Amara."

for u^o^;::-/orT,:'''
^" ''''' any other possibleUfe

« For you !

» he said, and there was a sound Imost of desoairin his voice. " But what i. to be your Ufe ? 1 have never pr"e ted you-you have protected me. I have never been strong

Iw tT^^"-
'"" ^'° '''°°8 ^°^ "«• B"'to leave you-all

wtld'^tT^'
""' ' '^ *'**' ^"^^ ' ^^'"^ «^ y- -' - the

For a moment she was tempted to break her silence, to f..ii

me, sprang from his and hers, was coming to be with her was

Sl"r' '"'g'ct loneliness that la'befor. h" ti™resisted the temptoUon and only said,—

Ij

Do not think of me, Boris."
- You tell me not to think of you ! " he said with an almost
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fierce wonder. "Do you—do you with me n(rt to think of

you?"
*' What I wish—that is so little, but—no, Boris, I can't say—

I don't think I could erer truly say that I wish you to think no

more of me. After all, one has a heart, and I think if it's worth any

thing it must be often h rebellious heart. I know mine is rebellions.

But if you don't think too much of me—when you are there—"

She paused, and they looked at each other for a moment in

silence. Then she continued,

—

*' Surely it will be easier for you, happier for you."

AndroTsky clenched his right hand on the divan and turned

round till he was facing her full. His eyes blazed.

" Domini," he said, " you are truthful. I'll be truthful to you.

Till the end of my life I'll think of you—every day, every hour.

If it were mortal sin to think of you I would commit it—yes,

Domini, deliberately, I would commit it. But—God doesn't

ask so mrr\\ of us ; no, God doesn't I've made my confession,

\ know w a* I must do. Ill do it. You are right—you are al-

ways right—you are guided, I know that But I will think of

you. And HI tell you something—don't shrink from it, because

it's truth, the truth of my soul, and you love truth. Domini—

"

Suddenly he got up from the divan and stood before her,

looking down at her steadily.

" Domini, I can't regret that I have seen you, that we have

been together, that we have loved each other, that we do love

each other for ever. I can't regret it ; I can't even try or wish to.

I can't regret that I have learned from you the meaning of life.

I know that God has punished me for what I have done. In my
love for you—till I told you the truth, that other truth—I never

had a moment of peace—of exultation, yes, of p?ssionate exulta-

tion, but never, never a moment of peace. For always, even in

the most beautiful moments, there has been agony for me. For

always I have known that I was sinning against God and you,

against myself, my eternal vows. And yet now I tell you, Domini,

as I have told God since I have been able to pray again, that I

am glad, thankful, that I have loved you, been loved by you. Is

it wicked ? I don't know. I can scarcely even care, because it'i

true. And how can I deny truth, strive againiU truth ? I am as I

am, and I am that. God has made me that. God will forgive
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me for being u I am. I'm not afnid. I beliete-I dan to be-
Uere—that He wishes me to think of you always tiU the end of
my life. I dare to believe that He would almost hate me if I
could ever ease from lo.lag you. That's my other confession—
my confession to you. I was bom, perhaps, to be a monk. But
I was bom, too, that I might lore you and know your lore, your
beauty, your tenderness, your divinity. If I had not known you,
If I had died a monk, a good monk who had never denied his
vows, I should have died-I feel it, Domini—in a great, a terrible
Ignorance. I should have known the goodness of God, bat I
should never have known part, a beautiful part, of His goodness.
For I should never have known the goodness that He hat put
mtoyou. He has taught me thrcigh you. He has tortured me
through you

; yes, but through you, too. He has made me under-
stand Him. When I was in the monastery, when I was at peace
when I lost myself in prayer, when I was absolutely pure, ab-
8olutely-so I thought-the child of God, I never really knew
God. row, Domini, now I know Him. In the worst moments
of the new agony that I must meet at least I stiall always Kave
that help. I shall always feel that I know what God is. I shall
always, when I think of you, when I remember you, be able to
s*y, ' God IS love.'

"

He was silent, but his face still spoke to her, his eyes read her
eyes. And in that moment at last they understood each other
fully and for ever. " It was written "-that was Domini's thought- It was written by God." Far away the church bell chimed.

Boris, • Domini said quietly, " we must go to-day. We must
leave Beni-Mora. You know that ? "

"Yes," he said, "I know."
He looked out into the garden. The almost fierce resolution,

that had somethiL^ n it of triumph, faded from him.
"Yes," he said, "this is the end, th« real end, for—there, it

will all oe different—it will be terrible."

"Let us sit here for a little while together," Domini said,
and be quiet Is it like the garden of El-Urgani. Boris ? "

No. But when I first came here, when I saw the white
walls, the great door, when I saw the poor Arabs gathered there
to receive alms, it made me fed almost as if I were at El-Lanani.
That was why-" he paused.

*
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" I nndentanrf, Boris, I undentand eferythip^^ now."
And then they were silent. Such • lilence as thein was then

couW nerer be interpreted to others. In it the sorrows, the
Aspirations, the struggles, the triumphs, the torturing regrets, the
brave determinations of poor, great, feeble, noble humanity were
enclosed as in a casket—a casket which contains many kinds of
jewels, but surely none that are not precious.

And the garden listened, and beyond the garden the desert
listened—that other garden of AlUh. And in this garden was
not Allah, too, listening to this silence of His chili ren, this last

mutual silence of theirs in the garden where they had wandered,
where they had loTed, where they had learned a great lesson
and drawn near to a great victory ?

They might hare ut thus for hours ; they had lost all count
of time. But presently, in the distance among the tre^ there

rose a light, frail sound that struck into both their hearts like a

thin weapon. It was the flute of Larbi, and it rembded them—
of what did it not remind them 7 All their passionate love of the

body, all their lawlessness, all the joy of liberty and of life, of the

barbaric life that is liberty, all their wandering in the great spaces
of the sun, were set before them in Larbi's fluttering tune, that

was like the call of a siren, the call of danger, the call ofearth and
of earthly things, summoning them to abandon the summons of

the spirit Domini got up swiftly.

" Come, Boris," she said, without looking at him.
He obeyed her and rose to his feet.

" Let us go to the wall," she said, " and look out once more on
the desert It must be nearly noon. Perhaps—perhaps we shall

hear the call to prayer."

They walked down the winding alleys towards the edge of the

garden. The sound of the flute of Larbi died away gradually into

silence. Soon they saw before them the great spaces of the

Sahara flooded with the blinding glory of the summer sunlight
They stood and looked out over it from the shelter of some
pepper trees. No caravans were passing. No Arabs were visible.

The desert seemed utterly empty, given over, naked, to the

dominion of the sun. While they stood there the nasal voice of the

Mueddin rose from the minaret of the mosque of Beni-Mon,
ottered its fourfold cry, and died away
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" BorUj" Domini wid. " tliat ii for the Ambt, but for ui, too

"Yos, Domini-

,K
^'^•. "^«"'*>««<> how, long ago. Count AnteonI hid stood

thwe with her and repeated the wordi of the angel to the Prophet,
and she murmured them now :—

" f '«*•

"O thou that art covered, arise, and magnify thy Lord, and
punfy thy clothes, and depart from undeanuMs "

des^*
standing side by side, they prayed, looking at the

XXX
In the evening of that day they left Beni-Mora.

f^J^A^^!^ ''m*^*? *° ^"**^'' ^"*' ^"""""'^^ »he Arabs, shefeared It would be impossible. Nevertheless, when she paid
Bsj^j^ch m the hotel and thanked him for all his services.*^"

"Well say adieu here. Batouch."
The poet displayed a large surprise.
•• But I wUl accompany Madame to the station. I will—"" It IS not necessary "

"They will be there ?»

MaHa^.^.^T!'
^'*'*"*' Where else should .hey be? DoesMadame wish to leave us like a thief in the night, or Uke-»

especi^J^STyour^'' '
'" "'^ ^^^'"^ ^^ ^^" '^ ^"^

Batouch began to smile.

'•Mrfame has entered into our hearts as no other stranger

rnJ,? '.k' "J""" "" '"^ "f *»• •""««<>" «nick Domini sofombl,^, she eould «., n«hi.» She onl, looked ^°lZ2
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Madame h lad at leaving the

"Whatiait? Bat I know,
desert, at leaving Beni-Moia."

•• Yes, Batouch. I am sad at leaving Beni-Mora."
" But Madame will return ?

"

"Who knows?"
" I know. The desert has a spell. He who has once seen

the desert must see it again. The desert caUs and its voice is
always heard. Madame will hear it when she is far away, and
some day she will feel, • I must come back to the land of the sun
and to the beautiful land of forgetfulness."*

" I shall see you at the station, Batouch," Domini said quicklv
"Good-byetiUthen.- ^ ^"

The train for Tunis started at sundown, in order that the
travellers might avoid the intense heat of the day. All the after-
noon they kept within doors. The Arabs were sleeping in dark
rooms. The gardens were deserted. Domini could not sleep.
She sat near the French window that opened on to the verandah
and said a silent good-bye to life. For that was what she felt-
that life was leaving her, life with its intensity, its fierce meanmg.
She had come out of a sort of death to find life in Beni-Mora, and
now she felt that she was going back again to something that
would be like death. After her strife there came a numbness of
the -• :rit, a heavy dulness. Time passed and she sat there with-
ou. moving. Sometimes she looked at the trunks lying on the
floor ready for the journey, at the Ubels on which was written
" Tunis viA Constantine." And then she tried to imagine what it

would be Uke to travel in the train after her long travelUng in the
desert, and what it would be like to be in a city. But she could not.
The heat was intense. Perhaps it affected her mind through her
body. Faintly, far down in her mind and heart, she knew that
she was wishing, even longing, to reaUse all that these last hoursm Beni-Mora meant, to gather up in them all the threads of her
life and her sensations there, to survey, as from a height, the
panorama of the change that had come to her in Africa. But she
was frustrated. The hours fled, and she remained cold, listless.

Often she was hardly thinking at all. When the Arab servant
came in to teU her that it was time to start for the station she got
up slowly and looked at him vaguely.

" Time to go already 7 " she asked.
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^i^cTr^"*" •
^^'^^ **"* '»'o '^^ room.The carnage is waiting," he said.

servants who had accomDanied»h*.«^
^^ng them were the

saw him Domini remembered I^„- . Vr^ ^*^' ^«" «*»«

"I am always happy, Madame."
Domini saw that she had made a mistake. «!k- » u

purse and gave him five francs.
** *°°^ **"* ^

"A parting present," she said.

his c^b^-^dTaug^^^ ^^^-'^-'-s. tucked in

her dark acquJkt^. ^d Hi!^"**
*''*^' '^"^^^^' ^^^^ all

byAndrovs^Ttruch^nn^. ^ "? ^°'^ *^* train. foUowed
the door. ^ ^*°"^^ "P**"* »P«° the step as the porter shut

"Madame The exclaimed.
"Whatisit,Batouch?"

hJ!^,!/u"
^''^ ^"* ^*dj to shame-He smiled broadly.

;;i? How? What have I done?"

Amara.?''
" "*"""« ** ^""«^ ^« *-y in the desert beyond

"Irenal But—"
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It

" But then—? »

" She has diTorced him, Madame. It it easy heie. Fur a
few francs one can—

"

The whistle sounded. The train jerked. Batouch seised her
hand, seized Androvsky's, sprang bade to the platform.

'* Good-bye, Batouch I Good-bye, Ouardi I Good-bye, Smain !"

The train moved on. As it reached the end of the platform
Domini saw an emaciated figure standmg there alone, a thin face

with glittering eyes turned towards her with a glaring scrutiny. It

was the sand-diviner. He smiled at her, and his smile contracted
the wound upon his face, making it look wicked and grotesque
like the face of a demon. She sank down on the seat For a
moment, a hideous moment, she felt as if he personified Beni-

Mora, as if this smile were Beni-Mora's farewell to her and to

Androvsky.

And Irena was dancing at Ouargla, far away in the desert

She remembered the night in the dancing -house, Irena's

attack upon Hadj.

That love of Africa was at en end. Was not everything at an
end? Yet Larbi still played upon his flute in the garden of

Count Anteoni, still played the little tune that was as the UitmHf
of the eternal renewal of life. And within herself she carried

God's mystery of renewal, even she, with her numbed mind, her

tired heart She, too, was to help to carry forward the banner

of life.

She had come to Beni-Mora in the sunset, and now, in the

sunset, she was leaving it But she did not lean from the carriage

window to watch the pageant that was flaming in the wesL

Instead, she shut her eyes and remembered it as it was on that

evening when they, who now were journeying away from the

desert together, had been journeying towards it together,

strangers who had never spoken to each other. And the

evening came, and the train stole into the gorge of £1-Akbara,

and still she kept her eyes cIokM. Only when the desert was

finally left behind, divided from cnem by the great wall of rock,

did she look up and speak to Androvsky.
" We met here, Boris," she S4id.

" Yes," he answered, " at the gate of the desert I shall netn

be here agaia"
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Soon the night fell around them.

5"

proprietor came ou, to info™ the '°vS^^^ "^ "» ""O"*' the

•hip fiUl of Ameriam ^fZ. f ^^ °™« "> *« »^"1 oft

WiU. "»nr.poIogie.he^"u^'SLZXr ""^•?~-
home had been turned intoTXl„ u

""^"X"" " the

On the morrow t^^^!^,J^'"' ^ ""'^ '"» ">e "ithl.

Madame ^Z^T^^iT^'^ZL"^ 1^ ""
liaenedrilenUTtohi.en.I.n«L, V . "« "*"• Th«y

"T<.morrow,» he U^^Z^^ZT*^ "^ °' '""^'^
different.

l- on repeatmg, lo-morrow" aU would be

dow^i^r^'^rr^. "• "-x"^* -^ Head Unt
|Sh.U we tjy another hotel?" .heuked.

•t',ir!""f'""'«'"»'«'"oic^

• bedroom." * "*'" ^" ""1 »ot find eren

seemed to sav "Do ««!.*«• '° ^®' **«« something

U.C ^i^ ^'thT.tl^r.n'S^Zl^r- """ "»«-""
.he began to reaU^tSw" J^J^^^P«' ™ -other d,..^

one more evenini alon. -i.k . j i
Mcretly been counting on

«>f diningKm in^^°2""'^- ^* '»'' "P^'d her-

together afterwardt for7„i7
"""W-room unwatched. sittio.

feast aloncThe h/?l
° /' ""• *" »"""=« l«'bap., but at

darkneu^ tU^i^S^ *
'"i t"""* "* h^ .rith h

"Po«th.t She ^SS 7nL"T* "•«"• She h«i countedreaiued it now. Her whole heart «,d ,oul had
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been utdng for that, belieTing that at leait that would be granted

to her. But it was not to be. She must go down with him into

a crowd of American tourists, must—her heart sickened. It

seemed to her for a moment that if only she could have this one
more erening quietly with the man she loved she could brace

herself to bear anything afterwards, but that if she could not have

it she must break down. She felt desperate.

A gong sounded below. She did not move though she heard

it, knew what it meant After a few minutes there was a tap at

the door.

"What is it?" she said.

"Dinner is ready, Madame," said a voice in English with a

strong foreign accent.

Domini went to the door and opened it

'* Does Monsieur know ?
"

"Monsieur is already in the hall waiting for Madame."
She went down and found Androvsky.

They dined at a small table in a room fiercely lit up with

electric light and restless with revolving fans. Close to them, at

an immense table decorated with flowers, dined the American
tourists. The women wore hats with large hanging veils. The
men were in travelling suits. They looked sunburnt and gay,

and talked and laughed with an intense vivacity. Afterwards

they were going in a body to see the dances of the Almees.

Androvsky shot one glance at them as he came in, then looked

away quickly. The lines near his mouth deepened. For a

moment he shut his eyes. Domini did not speak to him, did

not attempt to talk. Enveloped by the nasal uproar of the gay

tourists they ate in silence. When the short meal was over they

got up and went out into the hall. The public drawing-room

opened out of it on the left. They looked into it and saw red

plush settees, a large centre table covered with a rummage of

newspapers, a Jew with a bald head writing a letter, and two old

German ladies with caps drinking coffee and knitting stockings.

" The desert I " Androvsky whispered.

Suddenly he drew away from the door and walked out into

the street Lines of carriages stood there waiting to b hired.

He beckoned to one, a victoria with a pair of small Arab horsei.

When it was in front of the hotel he said to Domini,—
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5'3"Wai you get in, Domini?"

to return."
^'"*^*^ ^"^« 'ound the park till I tell you

The man whipped hi« horses .nH »k
•trect. pMt the Mi.ntly^^d^A'*?'^.'^"" ^'^^ •''^d
P.l.ce of the Resident. ^Lr^Llf^^^^'^^'^ ^"•**''«. »»»•
left and were soon out on a road Ik! * "^'^^^ '"™«d ^ the
between vilU«. waste ground aLdflarfi.M*

\''"" "°« •t'«<=hed

. hill with a darkness o?S^^«t^i^^ ?° fr°°t ofthem rose
and began to mount it slo^^T?\W- ^^^ ''^^^ it,

them Domini saw gr:;tXiuIra^^^^^^^^^
trees Scent, of hidden flowers ct^" to h.'^'u

'^™**» •»<*
»he heard a whirr of insects Ttiir^^!

'° "^^ "'«H "d
reached the top of the hm

^''^ "'°""*«*' "d presently
"Stop !

" said Androvsky to the driverHe drew up his horses.
"Wait for us here."
Androvsky got out.

Uk«. the bright ey. oT.lUtu.! *''!,?"*'«"'»"*•

"id"'- ,""
'sortJ™*^

°' ^'•'^K"! TOU looked one over ihi^

.g.in.1'
"" """ 'P*** .gain. God wi« „o. ,.. a ^

"HowcM,ouh,o»th»t?»
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;

"We are tried in the fire, Boris, but we are not burnt to

death."

She said it for herself, to reassure herself, to give a little com-

fort to her own soul.

"To-night I feel as if it were not so," he answered. *' When
we came to the hotel it seemed—I thought that I could not

go on."

"And now?"
" Now I do not know anything except that this is mj last

night with jou. And, Domini, that seems to me to be absolutely

incredible although I know it I cannot imagine any future

away from you, any life in which I do not see you. I feel as if

in parting from you I am parting from myself, as if the thing left

would be no more a man, but only a broken husk. Can I pray

without you, lore God without you? "

" Best without me."
" But can I live without you, Domini ? Can I wake day after

day to the sunshine, and know that I shall never see you again,

and go on living ? Can I do that ? I don't feel as if it could be.

Perhaps, when I have done my penance, God will have mercy."

"How, Boris?"
" Perhaps He will let me die."

" Let us fix all the thoughts of our hearts on the life in which

He may let us be together once more. Look, Boris, there are

lights in the darkness, there will always be lights."

" I can't see them," he said.

She looked at him and saw that tears were running down his

cheeks. Again, on this last night of companionship, God

summoned her to be strong for him. On the edge of the hill,

close to them, she saw a Moorish temple built of marble, with

narrow arches and columns, and marble seats.

" Let us sit here for a moment, Boris," she said.

He followed her up the marble steps. Two or three times he

stumbled, but she did not give him her hand. They sat down

between the slender columns and looked out over the city, whose

blanched domes and minarets were faintly visible in the night.

Androvsky was shaken by sobs.

"How can I part from you?" he said brokenly. "How am

I to do it 7 How can I—how can I ? Why was I given this Iot^
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for you, thia tcirible thiiur thi« .«,

'"^
^'^

flesh and hem .nd .ouTS'ytf? ^D? ""> ^" '^"^^"K <>«» of

-this tearing in pi^sTfl^^^!;!?^'' '^J^K of the body
know--.hall we ever know?" "^ ''°"" ' ^»i°''. -b*!! wi

"I am sure we shall know we ih.n .n i.

«ne«,ing of the mystery of wTi And i ^""T
"^"' ^*y. "^e

we shall each ofM bTil^X"' we SfJ
%P*'*^'P«' *«° •«'1^

wiU«aketheg|o,yofourhl^;i;:,^^^^^^^ The suffering'

I .in suffering, Boris. I feel ^^^^' ^I^ "?^ -o^^times wheS
even a kind of nobility in wh"t I^ d!'

' ^^^ **' *picndour.

«y own soal. proving Vhe Uncii^r^l^ *" ^ ^ ''"^ P«>^ng
let US-yon and I-fearn TnlyT^K^"t **"' "*° »'^- ^O"'

'

quered. I am unconquerabll'*^ " '*"**'• *' *» «ncon
"I feel that I could say that. *.~»; *u

•trices, if only I could «,Se7'^ °f "^'^
l"**^'^"^

<='><^»»-

I »« those lights."
** you-€Ten far away as now

70u'in''m"inl"!
"* "'

" ^ ^°"' P«J^«« «-ery day, and I shall see

Which ts?^' X^r^^r-oth'^H^"* " --^^ --.
.Hence. In aU bodily ^n^ 'even ^^^ t^"**

^"*" •^«°»^
something finite. We must ^a^h «..»

°'°'' ****«*"'"^ there is

i-nds to the infinite I thiSt^^^r T'^ '^"^^ ''^'^Wing
through life, often without bdn/ir^ ''^^ " ^^ ^"^^ that
consciously, you and I We shfll ^'m"* **^ '** ^^ '^^^ do it

dreadful suffering. We shin wI^'^k ,?u^°
^' ^"^"-^ of our

where you are going, and I-!"' ' '^ ^*^« '<> ^o it. you-
"Where will you be?"

i'o«'b^^%^ • ""^ The, foaad ,h. c^ag. ..d
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ii

i

When they reached the hotel thtj came into the midit of the

American touriati, who were excitedly ditcuMing the dances they

had seen, and calling for cooling drinka to allay the thirst created

by the heat of the close rooms of Oriental houses.

Early next morning a carriage was at the door. When they

had got into it the coachman looked round.

"Where shall I drire tO| Monsieur?"

Androvsky looked at him and made no reply

«'To El-Urgani,'* Domini said.

*'To the monastery, Madame?"
"Yes."

He whistled to his horses gaily. As they trotted on bells

chimed about their necks, chimed a merry peal to the sunshine

that lay over the land They passed soldiers marching, and
heard the call of bugles, the rattle of drums. And each sound

seemed distant and each moving figure far away. This world of

Africa, fiercely distinct in the clear air under the cloudless sky,

was unreal to them both, was vague as a northern land wrapped

in a mist of autumn. The unreal v ^ about them. Within them-

selves was the real. They sat beside e. Jh other without speaking.

Words to them now were useless things. What more had they

to say? Everything and nothing. Lifetimes would not have

been long enough for them to speak their thoughts for each

other, of each other, to speak their emotions, all that was in their

minds and hearts during that drive from the city to the monastery

that stood upon the hill. Yet did not their mutual action of that

morning say all that need be said ? The silence of the Trappists

surely floated out to them over the plains and the pale waters of

the bitter lakes and held them silent.

But the bells on the horses' necks rang always gaily, and the

coachman, who would presently drive Domini back alone to Tunis,

whistled and sang on his high seat.

Presently they came to a great wooden cross standing on a

pedestal of stone by the roadside at the edge of a grove of olive

trees. It marked the beginning of the domain of El-Largani.

When Domini saw it she looked at Androvsky, and his eyei

answered her silent question. The coachman whipped his horses

into a canter, as if he were in haste to reach his destination. He

was thinking of the good red wine of the monks. In a cloud of
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flies by IcTci met^en^ thl^i^ "i?
"****•"** ^~» '»»«

euclyptu. iL. Suddenly ^.e?„T.^^^^^^
Andronky coining from^L t'r^'l^^^

•• if d»e «»r
-n who w.. jie. «d "o riwid J -r^^^^^^^*rho« face was fuU of « fierce Z^^« r ,

'^'°*"«' ^^^

wh««e influence lutd driven him onMheJ'*'""''* .^^^
world. She bent down her h^?„H k;^ w

monaitery into the

praying. P»Ti-g with aU ht:XXtuLe^moment of her life But almost LIX k ^ ^**" "P'*"^
Up. and in her heart, and .hTfonnH k

^ u
^'^^^ *«** °° ^^

of rke ImitationJ: ^^""^ ***"«^^ '«P«»t«8 the words

ui:'t:rt:;:irir.t:S"e5!;"rr"^'- ^-'^-^
frightened it is not disturSSfi^, like. ^ISdT"'"^' "^'^
ing torch it mounteth unward. a^H ^ *^ ^*"' "** * bum-

c'.V .. iu f.S. SSd •'" ''""« "> °-» •• • U..Ie child

..op^'."^"
.„™.d .0 .h. Hgh, „„, » . ,,.„ „,, ...^

Domiiii lifted her face fren her hand, sh. . ^. .
• great door which stood o»« aiT^ ' "' ^°"^ h"
Mad.n„aandChild,^,„SS.rddt^' ". "" * """' "' >"«

"dstan. U^.eri.th'rSlXrreS^^'"""'"""
JANDA COELI.

B«fond, throufh the doonrar dw ».
which the «„,igh. ..reaaj;S.elLrr,r °T "^^ ^^

••Z«j dams titntrentpas id"
*"^ '°°'«' "»««-<"• "^ <*« ".«k With . ,00, .„„
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ilowlj across the patch of sunlight andbeard shuffled

disappeared.

The coachman turned round.
" You descend here," he said in a cheerful voice. " Madame

will be entertained in the parlour on the right of the tot door,
but Monsieur can go on to the JUUlkrU. It's over there."

He pointed with his whip and turned his back to them again.
Domini sat quite stilL Her lips moved, once more repeating

the words of Tkt ImUaHom, Androvsky got up from his seat,

stepped heavily out of the carriage, and stood beside it The
co«chman was busjr lighting a long dgar. Androvsky leaned
forward towards Domini with his arms on the carriage and looked
at her with tearlen eyes.

" Domini," at Ust he whispered. ** Domini 1

"

Then she turned to him, bent towards him, put her hands on
his shoulders and looked into his face for a long time, as if she
were trying to see it now for all the years that were perhaps to
come. Her eyes, too, were tearless.

At last she leaned down and touched his foiehead with her lips.

She said nothing. Her hands dropped from his shoulders,
she turned away and her lips moved once more.

Then Androvsky moved slowly in through *he doorway of the
monastery, crossed the patch of sunlight, lift* d is hand and nog
the bell at the second door.

" Drive back to Tunis, please.*

" Madame 1 " said the coachman.
•• Drive back to Tunis."

" Madame is not going to enter i But Monsieur—"
" Drive back to Tunis 1

"

Something in the voice that spoke to him sUrtled the coach-

man. He hesitated a moment, staring at Domini from his seat,

then, wit a muttered curse, he turned his hones' heads and
plied the whip ferociously.

• • •••....
" Love watcheth, and sleeping, slumbereth not When wea^

it is not tired. When weary—it—is not—tired."

Domini's lips ceased to move. She could not speak any

more. She could not even pray without words.

Yet in that moment, she did not feel alone.
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ZXXI
IM the garden of Count Anteoni .kj u ..

cWIdwn «e, and «»«etin,e.Te S^ntTh^^* "* '« W' -
WMtonnew. he destroy, the^oii'y^r** " ''«"»«'«heer
fjniener. upon the n»no^^t^!^^,;^!f bytheAmb
*• petal, of the geranium. Md Lu^ *»»•"««. or tear, off
whttper among the tree.. B"tw^nZL?f"i

***"**• *^'*««»th*t
"«" to hear. He dt. at the fe«t JtJ * *"^ <»«• to him he
wtche. the big finger. fluttX?t\^ ?S' '^S'l'^"'

^«^' •«duua Ikce becom«reame.t^dH^.^^'^'f ?"• "«». "d hi.
tbmg.. or watched the pale ^ea^f L '-^ " ^^"^ «» '"-o^

-Trb:^.^/------^^^^^^^

^^17 one other .ng he lo.e. more than the twitte„.g .„/

jamelon iree.
" "•" "»" ••« « •ittiiig bmn^

"No one bnt God and I
Know.wlutuinBi7h«rt.~

1««P dramleMly tm awnrf^I """^ "^ ""»«• l» mil

"NoooebrtGodMdl
'^W'wh.ti.ln.yhewL-

She Whisper, the word, to herwlf tk
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w. 1 « onbi4HiMl tktt, at ArlM, canted tn towuds hw

ti abMtt befon IIm teat, imnlMi^ bw oTlMr glorioaa dafi of
ibatf, 5f th • ^««iov tl»C«|MM to iMr aool lilta in in tfa« deiert^ Jtatahe :tiMCrabd.

.•* /*•» * ^f vlMniiilM iUI%«lwiMaUMfDaiofamaii
• POffBt ' ^ >' 3» fltdftoaa pnjw fai Um daaeit; iba ims «

waadc.e ^o . (%si hu i«|plMd Ma booM.

*-«,

Goumara umitkd, punrrBH, tBonmnk
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