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first night in Rarang, Her cot had
been pluced in & big, bare room. Through
the torn rouf she could see a June star,
There wax rice stored in the corner of
the roon, and giant rats thundered over
the jvose planking, squealed and fought,
while outside in the weum of the ditches
the beasts of humidity shrilled in rasp-
ing clamour. Then the arising in the
mourning, weary to death, shrinking in
fear at the thought of the first survey,
in the inexorable sunlight, of the place
which was te be her zbude for twelve
long months at least; and that first
look—the wide, grass-dishevelled plazes,
with the earabaon wallowing in the mud-
holes, the punies dying of sura at their
pickets, the leprous-walled, erumbling
churel acrass, the thousand leaning, rot-
ting nipa »lacks, the musty mountaing
streamm- in the east,

Afterwards she hxd had & plmsant
urprise, A house had been engaged for
her, the Presidente annouuced, by Don
Fraucisco. She went right away to view
it, It stomd facing the plaza, pointed-
rooled, post—»le\'.ﬂvll. between shimmer-
ing bunana palins, a new nipa bhut, clean
and strong.  The ground beneath was
white with powdered lime, a reazsuring
carbolicky odour havered about. and she
was pleased by the chunce for pictur-
esque decoration offered by the rich, nut-
brown nipa of the interior. But while
she siood in the centre of the sala, plan-
ning. a muchacho in imnaculate camisu
atood before her. *“Dom Frawmcisco lasz
aent me to you; I am_to bLe your ser-
¥ant,” he sail in the precise En, h of
one carefully insiructed. He proved a
treasure, that boy. Then pieces of fnur-
niture began to arrive, one by one, She
ilid mot understand at first, but the
owners, salaaming behind their sweat-
ing cargadores, explained that they were
to be hiers during hrer stay. She offered
maoney; they refused. Don Francisco
had asked them to do this; they were
alwiys glad to obey Ilon Francisco,

This was the third time jn as many
minutes that she hiad beard that nawme.
When she was alone with Vinceate, the
mew ueuchaclio, she asked: “Who is y.mu
master?” -

“Your are to be my m'!‘su'l‘" he an-
swered in the tone of one who knows
well his lesson,

“But who was your mnatet’
sent you?”

“Don Francisco,” he sald .
“But who is Don Francisco?”
:“Don Franeisceo, the Maestro,” he 'm-
swered, evidently aslonished at her ob-

tuse ignorance,

Rui she divinedt now, and her cheeks
ftushed. It was the Maestro of Canta-
lacan. Tarker had introduwced him as
Mr Fillman. “Don Francisco” was much
better, she reflected,

. She Iad set briskly to work in her in-
stalativn.  She aceepled a few pieces
of the proffered furniture—quaint, old,
hand-carved things of incredibly heavy
wooilsy she performed wosders with
boxes and chintz; Isio mats enlivened
the meerschaum of walls and ceiling:
the Tew pictures and flags left from her
vollege  days were hung; red narra
boards tied with golden ubaca along the
walls made a place for her books; a big,
square, seveve tuble, with her blotfer
paabs. inkstands, pens, amd peuncils upon
it took an aspect inviting of studivus
hours.  But when she rested and looked
about lier for the subitle feeling of cosi-
nNess and warmth which uwsualty follows
Buch toil, as it mnst to the bivds hav-
ing built their nest, she found with con-
sternadion that it was not there—the
feeling of intimacy. of hoine, was not
there. She changed the pefates, she
maved the picturcs, she. hung or-
chids at the windows, arranged o pano-
ply of native hats and spears over the
duo rfringed the grase-cloth portieves.
Rut it was useless. ‘The feeling would
not come.  Aml she realised that it
would never come; that all these ef-
forta were puerilities before the great
ecrushing assertion of the land—the

Who

grass’ dizhievelled  plaza, the ruined
church, zlistening in the white sun, the
the steaming  mountain, tie

a e
Emwn prmtintions: that before this
tranquil, browling, all-powerful Presence,
#ll leer little defences of art and adurn-
ment shrivelled, dried into dust as canl-
bonrd toys in & furnace. It was like
biding behiil leaves from Godd, .

Nhe turned to her work with enfever-
ed zeal. She found a tumble-down nipa
ahed where some twenty half-maked,
hall-straved, wmiscrable = little beings,
herled every morning by the municipal
police, squatted bencath the stick of a
slovenly, dull-eved maw, with & gibberish
of English—the native teacher appuint-
od’ temporarily by the militury govera-
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ment. The mcbool supplies had not
come yet; there were mo charts, no
books, no slites, no paper, no pencils,
The children sat on the damp earth,
crushed and apathetic,

“Well, 1 can at least loye them,”
said to herself. .,

1t was easy for her to love childven.
fhe loved everything that was swol—
babies, kittems, puoppies, birds, and
flowera {the latter she called *“baly-
flowers” when they were satisfyingly lit-
tle). She taught the children trifles
that ¢id not aomnuito much; but be-
meath the tenderness of her preseuce
these starved plunts began to put forth
blossomrs, The dark eyes opened in
wozder, softened in reverence. One
day one of the little girls took her land
roing home from: sehoe!; and after that
she was always followed by = dozen
demure little maids who took her hand
a few steps in turn, She taught the class
1 songr, and siuce there wis not much to
do, with the dearth of whut was necded,
they often sang in their low, plaintive
notes, their eyes fixed upon ber in mute
adnrntion.

They called her Alathilda, and she
thowght it very sweet.

But stil the Presence weighed upoa
her with its erushing, tignguil malevo-
lence, its external signs the sum, while
and ghastly, the mountains, steaming in
mustiness, the fronds of palms, heavy,
metionless, wetallie. She felt the weight
of it as of some physical thing there
wpen her breast; beneath it her sleep
grew tovpid, her pestures languid, her
evelids drooped beavy upon the unf.ullng
blae beneath.

‘This day the obsession had been nore
poignant than ever. For in the morn-
ing she had found the school-house de-
serted. The cosecha had begun, and the

ul:e

children had all wandered off early to -

a big hacienda ten ntiles off to pick rice.
The hours had dragged, fong as death,
empty as Infinity. And tiow she leaned,
a little lioply, at her window, between
the dark behind and the dark before,
“Cheer uy,” she chirped valiautly, but

her heart would not answer, .

Then, far down the road, eonsoling,
familiar, she heard the soft pitapat of
lwoks. The sound neared, swelled, drum-
niedd in a erescendo that seeibed to beat
in her heart. Detaching Tiself suddenly
from the shadow, as if of its fmpalpable
substaree, there appeired the vagzue
jorm of a man in thé saddle, pliant-
waisted, broad-shouldered. =~ A singular
panic possessed her; she drew aside be-
lind the wall and peered, her hands
oprm her breast. With o raitle of stone
and n spark the horse stopped there in
the Jdarkness in front. The shadowy
rider scemed to turn in the saddie; she
felt his eyes scrotinising the darkened
facade, the lightless windows. Hhe pant-
ed. Tie hnrse champed re:oundnwlv-
Ler lips paried as if to speak.

“I'hen. very distinet in the silence, sha

heard the decided whirr of a quirt. The
tormi in the saddle bent forward; the
torse rase in a jump. For a second the
shatdow of borse and man roze amd fell,
then it plunged into the darkness of
which it seemiedl a part. The drumming
of loofs sounded down the road, far-
ther, fainter, ch'ame a mere vibraiion,
ceazed,
. But she stood there ]isteuing long af-
ter the sound had died. And when she
woved off toward her little cot, it was
very wearily, and upon it she co]lapsed
very siwddenly.

She knew what was the matter with
her now. She was lonely; God, how
lopely! .

m

‘And thns ns a shadow, flitting. mys-
terious, almost incorporesl, she was-to
know him for o long time, It might be
during the day, at school; her cyes,
straying ont of the open door saw him
crasa the plaza to the rapid pace of lua
bay: wany, etect ' beneath the 1
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downponr of heat, his sonbrero firm
down upon his eyes, his waist giving
pliantly to the swing of the saddle. He
ulid off with what seemed to her singus
lar specd, like n being unreal, eluaive,
Jegendury; he was across the plaza ere
her eyes were fairly tixed upon him,
was disappearing olong the palm-lined
road into the wilderness, into the bo-
som of the mountain seeming Lo await
hin. dark, brooding, imscrutable. Aud
when the red dot of the saddle blanket
had lost itself in the vemoinous greem
of the distance, she would turn, a htLle
listtessly, to her class, .

“(nme,‘ children, we -will nlng. ‘. sho
wauld say. .

And they sang, in lhenr low, wwd
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