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  INTRODUCTION


  Jean Devanny has for too long been an aside to the history of New Zealand literature, notable only for having had her first published novel The Butcher Shop banned in her own country. Devanny’s seventeen published works of fiction have long been out of print.


  What can be said to justify reprinting The Butcher Shop, which after publication by the English firm of Duckworth in 1926 went through six printings but has not been reprinted since 1931? There are two reasons why Devanny’s work deserves to be rescued from the oblivion into which it has been cast, and they are reasons which to some extent explain the neglect of her novels.


  The first reason has to do with the place that Devanny’s work occupies in the development of an indigenous New Zealand literature; the second reason lies in her examination of certain social and political ideas which she saw as relevant to the 1920s and which are still pertinent now.


  Joan Stevens wrote of the 1920s as a period of ‘revival and growth’1 in New Zealand fiction. For many decades much of the material that was published during that time has not been available. Gradually we are beginning to rediscover our literary heritage, and Jean Devanny’s work is part of that heritage. It is important to our literary history because unlike the work of her contemporaries she gives the reader of The Butcher Shop (and succeeding novels set in New Zealand) a contemporary interpretation of the decade of the 1920s.


  More importantly Jean Devanny belongs to a strong literary tradition in this country. Her use of the novel as social criticism is common in New Zealand writing. Her contemporary Jane Mander had so used the novel, and later writers like Frank Sargeson, John A. Lee, and John Mulgan were to be highly critical of aspects of New Zealand life. The tradition continues in more recent fiction, by Janet Frame, Sylvia Ashton-Warner, Michael Henderson, and others.


  In particular Jean Devanny’s criticism of the puritan morality of New Zealand society is one that is commonly expressed by other novelists. Frank Sargeson in Memoirs of a Peon, The Hangover, and I Saw in My Dream, and Michael Henderson in The Log of a Superfluous Son are examples of other writers who objected to New Zealand’s puritan morality. She shares her advocacy of female equality with other women novelists, including Edith Searle Grossman in In Revolt and A Knight of the Holy Ghost, Jane Mander in The Story of a New Zealand River and The Strange Attraction, and Robin Hyde in The Godwits Fly and Wednesday’s Children.


  The violence which lies at the heart of Devanny’s novel is common to other New Zealand novelists. Puritan morality denies the release of so many natural desires that the inevitable result seems to be violence. We see this in Frank Sargeson’s The Hangover where sexual repression leads directly to the deaths of several characters. It occurs also in the domestic violence of the two novels by Edith Searle Grossman, in one of which a drunken husband beats his wife and murders his son, and yet can still claim that his wife is his property. A more sophisticated version of the same violence occurs in Janet Frame’s novels—here the perpetrator of the violence is not so much the puritan society per se, as it is a society which undervalues experience that lies outside certain narrow limits. Different interpretations of life from those considered ‘normal’ are not tolerated and people holding them are placed in violent institutions such as the mental asylums which dominate Owls Do Cry and Faces in the Water, or they are eliminated altogether by a rational and violent government machine, as happens in Intensive Care.2


  Jean Devanny’s novel then belongs to a particular and a strong literary tradition in New Zealand. Like all serious fiction it gives its own interpretation of life in this country, and provides us with another way of seeing ourselves. We may not like what we see in the novel—and the banning of the novel suggests that her contemporaries did not—but we cannot deny the power of her interpretation.


  The two theories central to the novel are feminism and socialism. Devanny advocates that women should be equal in both mind and body with men, and she sees that equality being achieved through a socialist form of government and society. The idea of a socialist government was one that appalled most New Zealanders in the 1920s: ‘During the 1920s and early 1930s … the vitality of industrial militance and the strength of the Labour Party seemed threatening to suburban, small-town, and rural New Zealand. Labour symbolised the forces of disorder and anarchy.’3 Devanny’s ideas about women would have been threatening also. The 1920s were a decade during which people desired stability. At the heart of that stability was the home tended by a wife and mother whose role it was not only to provide for the physical welfare of the family but also to transmit society’s moral code to her husband and to her children. The woman in the home was the bastion of the moral order. Devanny’s ideas fly right in the face of all that the majority of New Zealanders in the 1920s seemed to want. Devanny does not so much interpret the atmosphere of the society in which she was living as comment on its fears and prejudices and show how irrational they were.


  Devanny’s ideas about socialism no longer seem very frightening in a country which has experienced three Labour governments. Her ideas about female equality and the causes of women’s inferior position are ones which are now more likely to find a sympathetic audience. Her Marxist analysis of women’s position—as stemming from women’s lack of economic independence which makes them the equivalent both of the working class which sells its labour to the highest bidder and of animals which are considered as property—is a comparatively common one in the current phase of the women’s movement. Her hope that a socialist form of society will allow women to be free is one that history has, unfortunately, proven to be largely erroneous, but it still has support within the women’s movement.


  The importance of Devanny’s novel to us is as a document that is at once part of our literary and social history and also a reflection on a particular period in our history. The novel and its subject matter arose however as much from Devanny’s personal experiences and background as it did from any wish to write about the time in which she was living.


  Jean Devanny was born Jane Crook on 7 January 1894 at Ferntown, a small mining town near Collingwood in the South Island of New Zealand. Her father, William, was a miner; her mother, Jane, was the daughter of a colonel in the British army who had been stationed in India. According to Devanny her mother was ‘married off’4 to William Crook when she was seventeen. The Crook marriage was unusual in class terms, because a gentlewoman had married a member of the working class. The disparity of her parents’ marriage may explain Devanny’s preoccupation with class, and also her own intellectual (and bourgeois) pursuits of reading, writing, and playing the piano. There were ten children in the Crook family, of whom Jane was the eighth. She left school when she was thirteen because her mother, who was delicate in health and ‘general appearance’, needed her at home, the older daughters having left to get married. In between her onerous domestic tasks, Jane found time to read Alfred Wallace, Charles Darwin, T. H. Huxley, all exponents of the theory of evolution.


  In 1911 when Jane was seventeen she met Hal Devanny at a dance in the mining town of Puponga (about twelve miles north of Ferntown) to which the Crook family had moved. The attraction was mutual, and they were soon married. It was a marriage rather like that between Margaret and Barry Messenger—Hal Devanny was quiet and rather introverted, Jane Crook was extroverted and possessed of exceptional physical strength. By the time the Devannys had been married six years they were the parents of three children—Karl, Patricia, and Erin.


  Hal Devanny was a miner and involved deeply in union affairs. The Miners’ Union at this time was one of the most radical unions in the country. The first branch of the Socialist Party in New Zealand was set up by men working in the Blackball mine.5 In many mining towns there were small Marxist study groups which were active during the war years, and helped to kindle the revolutionary spirit.6 The Devannys belonged to such a group in Puponga; in her autobiography Devanny writes of meeting such notable socialists as Paddy Webb (who was elected to parliament in 1913 as a candidate of the Social Democratic Party), Pat Hickey, and Bob Semple. All three men worked on West Coast coal mines and were active in forming the Socialist Party in Blackball; Semple and Hickey were also office-holders in the New Zealand Federation of Miners.


  In the early 1920s the Devannys lived near Dunedin in the mining town of Fairfield. In 1921 their third child Erin died there. In her grief Jean Devanny gave up playing the piano which her mother had taught her when she was six, and from which she had gained much solace during the frustrating years of caring for three small children. Soon after this, probably in 1922, the Devannys moved to Wellington so that Hal Devanny could join Bob Semple’s tunnelling party which had contracted to drive a tunnel through the Orongorongos. Hal Devanny was extremely well-paid for this work (£20-£25 a week) and the Devannys bought a boarding house in Wellington. The circumstances of this period of Devanny’s life provide the background of her second novel Lenore Divine.


  The Devannys also became closely involved with both the Labour Party and a group of mostly ex-Communists, which included F. P. Walsh and Fred Freeman. The Devannys were not permitted to join the Communist Party because the Party thought the tunnelling venture was a ‘boss’s outfit’.


  There is little mention of Devanny’s fiction writing during this period. She must have been writing for much of the time because by the time The Butcher Shop was published in 1926 she had already written at least two novels, one of which was never published. Devanny herself says of the 1920s that ‘chronologically apart from my efforts at writing I am confused about the events of the middle 20s’.


  While she was still living in Wellington Devanny received notification from the London publishing firm of Duckworth that they had accepted The Butcher Shop. On publication it won her instant notoriety, being banned in New Zealand, Boston, Australia, and eventually in Nazi Germany (where it had been translated under the title Die Herrin). It also sold 15,000 copies, a number which would be impressive even today for a New Zealand novel. The novel was believed to have been banned in New Zealand because ‘its frank portrayal of farm conditions was considered detrimental to the Dominion’s immigration policy.’7 (In particular the episode where the men castrate the lambs with their teeth was considered unsuitable.8) The reason for its banning in Germany is described by Devanny thus: ‘With Hitler’s policy of women belonging to kitchen, church and child, to Doll’s Houses etc., there was no question of a woman owning her own body either within or outside marriage.’ Devanny’s analysis is interesting in that it reveals what she considered to be one of the important themes of the novel.


  Four more novels by Jean Devanny were published before the family left New Zealand for Australia in 1929. The Devannys went to Sydney because they thought the climate there might be better for Karl whose health was poor. They could not have chosen a worse time to move. The Depression had just begun and all four Devannys were without employment for some time. Both children—Karl and Patricia—joined the youth branch of the Communist Party, and their parents joined the Party soon after.


  In 1931 Jean Devanny travelled through Russia to Berlin to attend a conference for Workers’ International Relief. M. B. Soljak, a close friend of Devanny, describes the trip: ‘A visit to Soviet Russia … included a journey through the republics in Eastern Turkestan where the women had just been freed from the restrictions imposed by Mohammedanism. Here Mrs Devanny was granted special facilities to talk freely with these unveiled women “comrades”, who told her with great enthusiasm of the joys of their new-found liberty. This was followed by a stay in Berlin, where she met many of the ardent proletarian revolutionaries who have since fallen victims of the Nazi Terror’.9


  The 1930s were for Devanny a decade during which she devoted her life to the cause of the Communist Party. For the Communist Party in Australia, unlike its New Zealand counterpart, the 1930s with its crusade against war and against fascism was the high point of the Party’s history. Devanny was often to be seen on Sydney Domain speaking against war, against fascism, for the socialist government in Russia, and for the International Brigade in Spain. As well, she appealed always to the women in her audience, exhorting them to oppose war for the sake of their children and the children of women in other countries. Jean Devanny’s personal life changed dramatically during the 1930s. In 1934 Karl, her son, for the sake of whose health the family had moved from New Zealand to Australia, died of an incurable heart condition. On Devanny’s return from her European trip, according to her autobiography, she and Hal Devanny absolved each other from their marital obligations. They continued to share a house for some time. When she attempted a reconciliation during the war, he was appalled because she had been expelled from the Communist Party, and refused to be reunited with her.


  Jean Devanny also spent some time in North Queensland visiting existing Communist branches and recruiting for new ones. It was in 1940 while she was on one of these tours that she was expelled from the Communist Party for no given reason. According to Jean Devanny’s daughter, Patricia Hurd, Devanny had her suspicions about why she had been expelled, but did not write down these suspicions, even in her autobiography. By this time the Party had become centralized and access to party leaders was increasingly difficult. In the same year the Party was banned by the Australian Government, so that even if Devanny had been permitted by the Party to approach its leaders to question her expulsion the banning made that impossible. Devanny was readmitted in 1944 and then resigned from the Party in 1950. Despite her harsh treatment by the Party she remained loyal to its beliefs all her life.


  There is no doubt that Devanny’s involvement in the Communist Party affected her writing in many ways. Obviously it curtailed her output. Between 1926 and 1930 six novels by Devanny were published, in the next six years a further six, but thereafter the pace slowed down dramatically so that only four novels were published between 1938 and 1949 when her last novel Cindie appeared. More importantly however it affected the quality of her writing. She no longer had the time or energy necessary to devise new plots or new characters. All her novels, even those written while she was still in New Zealand and had more time for writing, are repetitious in their plots and in range of characters.


  ‘Commitment to Marxist ideas’, writes Ian Beid, ‘had a blighting effect on Jean Devanny’s literary development’. He notes the drain on her ‘time and energy’ by her political activities.10 Ever honest in her assessment of what she did, Devanny wrote in her autobiography that ‘I myself might have been a good writer if I had put writing first’. Her later novels, particularly those published in the 1940s, are little more than fictional tracts for the Communist Party. And the novels written in the 1930s, with the exception of Sugar Heaven (1936) are potboilers which show little of the liveliness that characterized the novels written in the 1920s.


  In the early 1950s Jean Devanny moved permanently to Townsville, Queensland, and with her daughter and son-in-law bought a house there. She lived there until she died of leukaemia in 1962. In Townsville she continued to write—there are four unpublished novels among her collected papers11—and to seek republication of the novels already published. Despite severe illnesses she remained active in political, social, and cultural affairs in Townsville. Even when she was bedridden the room at the front of her house was a focal point for any visitor wanting a provocative and lively discussion. Her friend and fellow novelist, Miles Franklin, described her as ‘vivid, valiant and temerarious’;12 another colleague recalled her as ‘most remarkable and courageous’ if ‘like us all, sometimes misguided’.13


  Jean Devanny described The Butcher Shop as ‘a terribly confused and foolish book, its meagre merit sincerity, frankness and a certain power of phrasing’. Most other critics have been no kinder. Joan Stevens answers her own question ‘What, then, is wrong with The Butcher Shop?’ by attributing Jean Devanny’s weakness to ‘lack of technical skill’. The Butcher Shop, she writes, has ‘an undisciplined crudity, poster-coloured sensationalism, careless language, and over-emphatic character drawing’. Yet like its author Stevens is prepared to credit the novel with some merit when she writes, ‘Yet it has some life.’14 E. H. McCormick mentioned Devanny only in passing for the ‘more lurid way’ (than Jane Mander) she broke taboos.15 Even Robin Hyde, who was sympathetic to Devanny’s political and social ideas, gives the novel only qualified praise when she writes that ‘ “The Butcher Shop”, written with great if undisciplined power, is a work of crude ore’.16


  The attention of both author and reader in The Butcher Shop is focused more on the ideas than on the plot and characterization. Central to the novel are Devanny’s ideas on the history and development of the family, and particularly the effect that development has had on the wife and mother. Many of Devanny’s ideas about the family as an institution came from Friedrich Engels’s book Origin of the Family, Private Property and the State, first published in 1884, but not available in English translation till 1902. Engels’s book, along with other texts by himself and Karl Marx, would have been required reading for the Marxist study groups to which the Devannys belonged. The Origin of the Family obviously made a special appeal to Jean Devanny. In most of her novels she repeats the ideas about the family which she derived from Engels, and she also wrote a 300-page manuscript on the subject, which is unpublished.


  Expressed briefly Devanny’s ideas about the family are these: in prehistoric times all property was held in common by the tribe or other communal group; in this situation there was no notion of private property and so there was no idea that people might belong to other members of the group. This was most obviously seen in relations between men and women, which, according to Engels and Devanny, were ones of equality. Women were the first agriculturists and the first tamers of animals, Devanny claims. However as people developed the idea of holding their own property distinct from that held by the group so the idea of monogamous marriage occurred, and it was an idea of marriage in which the woman was seen as the man’s property. From this development other evils followed—for example women became neurotic, degenerate, and frigid as a result of their bondage to their husbands. Men then turned to prostitutes as an outlet for their sexual needs.


  The answer to this predicament was for women to become economically independent by joining their husbands in the work force. Then they would no longer be able to be regarded as their husband’s property. All other property would also become communally owned. The family as Devanny had experienced it—and as most New Zealanders know it—would disappear. Functions hitherto carried out by the family, such as housework, child care, and education would become the responsibility of the whole community. ‘Few women’, stated Devanny, ‘wish to have constant care of their children.’17 The world Devanny wanted for the future was one in which the communist economic principle which she saw as prevailing amongst primitive peoples would be linked with the ‘marvellous technical development of the era of electricity and steel’.


  Although Devanny expressed a belief in economic freedom as a necessary means to spiritual and emotional freedom, few of her heroines achieve or even desire economic freedom. Margaret Messenger longs to be free in mind and body, but she never considers how she will finance such freedom. In Dawn Beloved Dawn Devoy moves from a failed marriage to a relationship with an older man, binding herself once more to a masculine breadwinner. In some later novels, Out of Such Fires and Cindie among them, working women are portrayed, though even in these many of them work in intellectual pursuits such as writing. Even the otherwise revolutionary novel Sugar Heaven shows women who have no occupation outside the home. What does eventually take these women away from their domestic role is the strike in which their husbands become involved.


  Devanny uses The Butcher Shop to examine and propound her ideas about the family. Margaret and Barry Messenger are joined together in a marriage of purity and worldly innocence. Much is made in the early chapters of Barry’s ‘cleanness’ and his racial purity. Margaret too comes of ‘good clean stock’. Added to this, both of them are physically beautiful, and intellectually superior to those around them. Devanny predicts for them a marriage of intellectual, spiritual, and physical equality. There appears to be nothing inherent in the two people that can bring about disruption to their union.


  But such perfection cannot be, because of the irrational expectation their community has of their marriage. The title alone suggests that Barry and Margaret are victims of forces beyond their control. They are caught in a slaughterhouse and have as much control of their future as a lamb in an abbatoir does. The allusion to man as an animal is carried on throughout the novel. In the opening chapter Barry delivers a lamb to a mother which dies immediately, in the same way as Barry’s mother had died in childbirth. The lamb is killed because there is no way of keeping it alive, and the reader is made aware at this stage of how tenuous Barry’s (and the other characters’) hold on life is. Like the lamb, Barry’s hold on life is only as secure as others like to make it. The sheep to Barry Messenger are no more than property, to be dispensed with when they are of no economic use.


  When Margaret becomes Barry’s wife, she also becomes his property, an equal in economic terms with his sheep. Neither Barry nor Margaret realize this, but they unwittingly acknowledge the economic nature of the marriage when they describe it to other people. When Margaret considers the implications of Barry’s proposal her first thought is that ‘she would be mistress of that big house’. When Barry writes to Margaret’s father to ask if he may marry Margaret he ‘sells’ himself to Mr Errol in terms of what he owns.


  The future that awaits Margaret and Barry is made explicit in the dream Margaret has the night she falls in love with Barry. The perfection of the anticipated union is made apparent—it will be one of Virtue, Hope, and Happiness, of love and reverence on his part, and surrender on hers. But the dream changes to a nightmare in which the woman becomes an animal because the man towers over her. In this situation of male dominance and female subservience they both look in amazement and fear at the body of a girl hanging on the gallows. (One is reminded of the final image in Thomas Hardy’s novel Tess of the D’Urbervilles. Like Tess, whose fate is decided by ‘the President of the Immortals’ and thus is beyond her control, the Messengers are finally victims of powers they do not understand and cannot control.) Although Barry Messenger would like to have a marriage of equality with his wife, the society in which they both live will not allow that. As a husband Barry must be dominant, and consequently Margaret as a wife will become as an animal. The powerful meaning of the dream is unfortunately somewhat obscured by Devanny’s use of flowery, Latinate words such as ‘coruscate’ and ‘refulgence’. The meaning of the dream is that Barry and Margaret are seen as prototypes of all men and women entering a similar relationship. The intention is clouded by Devanny’s tendency to melodrama.


  The idea that only a veneer of civilization distances men and women from the animal in them is continued through the novel. In the first ten chapters several events illustrate the point: a sheep has died in childbirth and her lamb is killed and Barry Messenger is left covered in blood; a shepherd is accused of cruelty to his animals; Margaret encounters the idiot boy who works on the Rodericks’ farm; Mrs Roderick displays her cat skins; Margaret finds a mutilated dog; and old George is murdered by his drunken mate Bill.


  Juxtaposed to the image of society as a slaughterhouse is the wealth, luxury and comfort of the Messenger household. Margaret rules the house by virtue of her beauty and grace. The marriage is seemingly perfect. ‘They were pretty well acquainted and settled down.’ Margaret would have ‘found little incompleteness’ in her relationship with Barry had she stopped to analyse it. Yet all is not well—neither of them realizes ‘the inadequacy of civilization’s flimsy veneer in the face of primitive passion’.


  At this stage it is worth noticing Devanny’s ambivalent attitude towards civilization. On the one hand she sees it is a hypocrisy which disguises from men and women the truths of their own natures. On the other hand Devanny is strongly drawn by the wealth and physical comfort in which the Messengers live. It is quite clear that both Devanny and her heroine enjoy the fact that no one in the novel ever has to worry about money. She is also attracted by the cultural dimensions of human civilization; in particular, in this novel, by the work of other writers in various fields—Joseph Conrad, and the ethnologists Edward Tregear, Elsdon Best and Johannes Andersen for example. Humanity may be blinding itself when it hides ‘primitive passion’ in the cloak of civilization, but in that civilization many things are created which Devanny considers important.


  Glengarry is the catalyst necessary to demonstrate the inadequacy of ‘civilization’s flimsy veneer’. There is nothing inherent in Glengarry’s character that suggests that he should cause the chaos which results from his coming to the station. What he does is to awaken Margaret’s ‘primitive passions’, passions which we know have not been awakened in her by Barry. This she has not considered extraordinary, simply ‘Rather a pity, that was all’. The understatement and irony of that statement are soon to be proved.


  Glengarry makes Margaret realize her potential as a sexual being. In doing so they are both ‘prey to elemental instincts, sharing with the habitant of the lair and the dweller in the temple the throb of creation’s invincible urge’. Their relationship is one of passion, of ‘madness’, one in which reason (a civilized human response) is dead. Margaret’s relationship with Barry has been quite different; reason was paramount in a relationship which was largely without passion. And that perhaps is why Margaret, if she were prepared to admit it, has found the marriage rather boring.


  So far in her marriage with Barry, Margaret has not been exposed to what is expected of her as a wife. The station on which they live is isolated from any other human settlement, and no one is seen to come into the property from outside it. We never see the Messengers interacting with people other than those with whom they work. And in that situation they are dominant—Barry because he pays the wages of those on the station, and Margaret because ‘the sheer gold and grace of her maturity had enslaved them all’. Glengarry is the first outsider to enter this self-contained unit, and he brings with him the conditioning and expectations of a society of which the inhabitants of the station are inevitably a part.


  Margaret’s relationship with Glengarry does expose her to those expectations of society. In showing her what her position as a wife really is—the property of her husband equal in status to his sheep—Glengarry tames Margaret as surely as any animal on the station is tamed. Devanny illustrates this taming process by drawing the following parallel. Soon after he arrives on the station, Glengarry takes up the challenge of taming a three-year-old horse that no one else has been able to control. The horse resembles Margaret, who has persuaded everyone else to her way of seeing. On the surface both the horse and Margaret appear to be conforming—the horse is described as being of gentle appearance; Margaret appears to be content as a lady, wife, and mother, but her mind is far from being as gentle and conforming as might be expected. Glengarry succeeds in taming the horse, and through the passions he arouses in Margaret, her love for him, and her consequent compromise of her own principles, he succeeds in taming her too.


  Glengarry makes Margaret aware of the power Barry has over her as her husband. Glengarry sees women as inferior to men. Margaret explains his position to him in the following way: ‘You know that I, the individual, am your equal: but you can’t separate the individual from the class. As a woman I must submit myself to the man who is my keeper, for the sake of preserving male prerogatives. You, by encroaching on another man’s preserves, felt yourself a traitor to your class…. Really, you are my enemy— All men are my enemies.’ It is a Marxist analysis, of women as a class, of human relationships seen purely in economic terms. By her analysis, Margaret manages to keep Glengarry temporarily in her power, and to dictate the course their relationship will follow. There is to be no more sexual contact, because it awakens in Glengarry primitive passions such as jealousy which may disrupt the rational nature of life on the station. It appears once more that Margaret is the tamer, rather than the tamed, yet she has not reckoned with the power of passions she has unleashed in Glengarry and which he has revealed in her.


  For a second time Devanny introduces characters who are to be catalysts in the plot. The Longstairs arrive on the station at a time when ‘things went along smoothly at Maunganui’. They disrupt the whole fabric of life—they preach socialism to the workers, Miette’s dog upsets the children, and most importantly they introduce Margaret to the ‘primitive passion’ of jealousy, so that she is no longer able to keep Glengarry at arm’s length. Once she has submitted to the power he has over her because she does not want to lose him to Miette, she is made to realize that ‘he had stripped from her the rights of a human being and placed her with the cattle on her husband’s estate’. And he can do this because ‘in the early years of her life, she had become a wife’. At last, Margaret like the horse is tamed. Yet in the taming that thin veneer of civilization is torn aside to show the animal and barbaric nature below. Like animals, these once rational people kill themselves and each other because they can see no other way out of the predicament in which they find themselves.


  The solution which Devanny suggests for the situation is a socialist one. The message is articulated by Ian Longstair when he describes to Margaret a future in which ‘a race of emancipated women, free in body and mind, economically independent, choosing their own mates, marching onward to that goal which the finite mind of man cannot even now perceive’, will exist in a communist economic system without private property in which the working class has been freed from economic slavery.


  Margaret has already made a Marxist analysis of her situation when she chastises Glengarry for seeing her as a member of a certain class, rather than as an individual. One wonders therefore about the extent to which Devanny really believes in Margaret’s superior intellect when she has to be educated in something she already understands by a character who has done little to win the reader’s sympathy.


  It is at this stage in the novel that Devanny’s criticism of it as ‘confused’ is appropriate. The message Ian Longstair delivers is clear enough, and is consistent with what has already happened and been discussed in the novel. However the Longstairs are such unattractive characters that any reader would find it difficult to sympathize with what they have to say. Miette’s version of bodily freedom is closer to prostitution than to a higher ideal of free love, and is unlikely to convert many to the idea that women should be free in mind and body. The fact that Margaret sympathizes with the message and regards it as illuminating does not make it any more persuasive. Her own life is in such chaos as a result of her principles that few readers are likely to want to adopt her ways of living and thinking.


  What is clearly and powerfully conveyed in the novel is Devanny’s analysis of the institution of the family as she saw it had developed in the Western capitalist world. Devanny sees as a consequence of this development the bondage of the woman within the confines of the marriage relationship. She was to acknowledge later that motherhood implied a certain kind of slavery for women, but in the early novels she does not display this awareness. Margaret’s role as a mother increases her economic dependence on Barry, but she does not recognize this. Far from recognizing the limiting nature of the maternal role, Devanny glories in it. It is motherhood which makes Margaret the beautifully mature woman she is presented as for most of the novel.


  One should note however that Devanny’s portrayal of motherhood in this novel (and in several which followed it) is grossly sentimentalized and romanticized. Margaret’s children never throw tantrums, fight with each other, or seem to need correction. Nor does Margaret ever need to face their physical demands, except for that of breast-feeding them which is shown more for its sensual than its nutritive value.


  Devanny’s ideas about socialism are expressed less clearly than her ideas about the family. Because her analysis of the family is a socialist one her ideas about the family and about socialism are inextricably linked. However, it is clear that she related much more strongly to socialist ideas about the family than she did to other aspects of socialism.


  Devanny’s ideas about economics emerge in attitudes to the workers and their conditions on Barry Messenger’s farm. In the first chapter of the novel Barry has cause to reflect on the nature of the men he employs, and his reflection is hardly flattering to them. He sees them as ‘machines putting through a certain amount of work in return for which they were allowed to live’. Society has placed these men ‘on a level with the sheep’, so no one can expect from them finer feelings such as that of compassion for animals, because that kind of sentiment comes only with ‘refinement, a certain amount of cultural development’. At the beginning of the novel Devanny reveals the confusion of her own feelings about the working class. Theoretically she should see them as Ian Longstair sees them—as the vanguard of the new order. But to Devanny they are a pretty low order of humanity because they lack the culture she thinks so important. Yet culture is a natural consequence of the civilization she saw as obscuring men’s and women’s true nature from themselves.


  Devanny has no sympathy with the working class; her belief in them as the harbingers of a new order is theoretical only. Her sympathies are with the Messengers and their life of culture, wealth, luxury, and plenty. The situation she allows to develop around them is of far more interest to her than is the question of wage slavery which Barry’s workers exemplify.


  Interwoven with Devanny’s ideas about the family and its future are her theories about ‘the Maori race’. Like Margaret Messenger, Devanny had read the works of Edward Tregear, Elsdon Best, and Johannes Andersen on the Maori. Devanny believed that the pre-European Maori had a communal form of family life, and that consequently there were not the same property relationships between people as are found in a society in which the nuclear family is the norm. The Maori form of family life was therefore to be admired and eventually emulated, because it would free women from economic dependence on their husbands and domestic tasks would be shared by all adult members of the group. Although Devanny admired this aspect of Maori life, she also saw most Maoris as being less cultured and therefore less civilized than most Europeans. This meant however that they were more in touch with those ‘primitive passions’ which civilization has hidden from Europeans.


  The character of Jimmy Tutaki in The Butcher Shop illustrates Devanny’s confusion about Maoris. Jimmy is as cultured as the Messengers, has been to the same school as Barry, and can discuss literature with Margaret with more understanding than her husband. But Jimmy is only a few decades removed from the savage and that is one of the reasons that he is seen as too weak to resist Miette’s advances to him. When Margaret learns of the affair between Miette and Jimmy her ‘racial pride’ is aroused and she insults him with racist epithets. While many of Devanny’s ideas about the Maori may appear now as patronizing and even racist, she was unusual for her time in even considering the Maori as a serious character in a novel.


  The boldness of the ideas in The Butcher Shop obscures the affinity of its plot to those of popular romantic novels of the kind that Margaret Messenger condemns as ‘the product of an erotic imagination pandering to vulgar sensationalism for the sake of a sale’.


  But Devanny’s novel differs from them in certain important respects. In other novels of the time which deal with marital infidelity the erring partner (who is more often male than female) usually suffers guilt as a consequence of his or her ‘sin’. But Margaret never considers that her relationship with Glengarry is wrong, and does not feel guilty about it. If there is any punishment in the novel it is for the two men, rather than for Margaret who is in the conventional view the most guilty. The moral tone of Devanny’s novel is very different from that of popular romantic novels, and it is different because Devanny’s attitude towards her heroine is so different. If there is any fault, it lies not with Margaret but with the society in which she lives, a society dominated by men. It is therefore quite just that the men should be the ones to be punished.


  Most of the characters in The Butcher Shop are types. The dedication to ‘the Margarets of the world’ and the fact that Margaret kills Glengarry to avenge Barry and ‘the Margarets of the world’ suggests that Devanny saw her main character as representative. For this reason the subtleties of character development are irrelevant to Devanny, and she tells the reader about her characters rather than revealing them through events and relationships.


  There is perhaps some incongruity about the setting of the novel. The locale is clearly defined. Devanny’s novel was intended as much for the overseas market as for a local one, and she felt the need to be specific about her setting. But the locating of the novel in the King Country is incongruous because it is very unlikely that such revolutionary ideas would have found much favour in this area. In the early 1930s the King Country was inhabited by sympathizers with the New Zealand Legion, a right-wing political organization which sprang up during the Depression (and quickly disappeared soon after that).18 The Messengers are so isolated from their neighbours that no outside political or social influences are brought to bear on their attitudes to life. The only outsiders who come to the station are Glengarry and his mother, and the Longstairs. There are no incidental visitors, no minor characters who challenge what occurs and what is thought on the station. The isolation serves Devanny’s purpose well, but reduces its effectiveness.


  The plot, characterization, and ideas of The Butcher Shop were to be repeated in most of Devanny’s other novels. The pattern of the strong woman, married to a quiet man, who realizes she is mismatched and forms a relationship with a strong man is common to many of her works. In later novels the quiet man lacks the strength that Barry Messenger has, and the strong man often has intellectual attributes which Glengarry lacks. The issue is usually complicated by a weak woman who like Miette is promiscuous. The plots revolve around sorting out the relationships amongst this stock set of characters, in the process discussing and illustrating the ideas that are considered in The Butcher Shop. The emphasis varies occasionally—in Bushman Burke (1930) Devanny is more interested in personal relationships than in the political ideas, and in Riven (1929) she is interested mainly in the maternal role. But even in Sugar Heaven (1936), which is written in the documentary style favoured by socialist writers of the 1930s and fictionalizes an actual sugar strike in North Queensland in 1936, there are correspondences of theme and technique with her first novel.


  Jean Devanny’s work is most often compared with that of Jane Mander. Both women published novels during the 1920s—all of Jane Mander’s novels were published during that decade, as were all the novels Devanny wrote and set in New Zealand. Both of them wrote about what is often called ‘the woman problem’, and both advocated socialism. They were also both interested in people used to culture and comfort, and it was members of this class in their novels who espoused the socialist cause. Neither of them had much sympathy with the working class. Men were either civilized gentlemen like Barry Messenger or David Bruce (in The Story of a New Zealand River), or strong and primitive like Glengarry or Tom Roland. Attraction to the latter type was unfortunate but inevitable. In all cases the woman is seen as the educator, the upholder of values whether of the old type or of the new order which Devanny in particular advocated.


  The difference between the two novelists and their writing is one of tone. Devanny was prepared to be more explicit both in what she condemned and in what she proposed as desirable. Thus her novels are more lively and daring, and there is more excitement in them. But it also means that her use of language is often less controlled than that of Mander, that her characters are less developed, and she has less interest in plot development.


  Together they mark a certain direction in the development of New Zealand fiction. Since they worked separately each may be seen as an anomaly, a lone voice advocating female equality and socialist government in a society which wanted stability above all. Two novelists engaged with the same subject need not represent a substantial movement in opinion, but they do suggest that there were others receptive to ideas that challenged the accepted attitudes of their society. In this respect Mander and Devanny can be seen as innovators of change.


  Devanny’s affinities outside New Zealand are more with writers of non-fiction than with novelists. I have discussed before her reliance on Engels, and many ideas must have come from other socialist writers she read. Her novels resemble those of D. H. Lawrence in some respects, but there is no mention in Devanny’s papers that she actually read Lawrence (though four of his novels, published by Duckworth, are advertised in the back pages of the fourth impression of The Butcher Shop). She was more sympathetic to earlier twentieth-century writers like John Galsworthy.


  Jean Devanny recognized and described the faults of The Butcher Shop. Despite them, and even because of them, the novel deserves to be in circulation again. Its themes are still pertinent today. The anguish which Margaret Messenger endures when she perceives that there are new ways of seeing the world around her is a condition that will always be with us as we struggle to understand the society in which we live. Jean Devanny’s novel is a contribution towards that understanding.


  Many people have helped me in the preparation of The Butcher Shop for republication. I would like to thank them all, and particularly Andree Levesque, Jean Devanny’s daughter Patricia Hurd, Helen Mays, Margaret Orbell, Graeme Dunstall, Sue Colyer, and the Australia-New Zealand Foundation.


  Heather Roberts


  Note. The text of this edition has been taken from a copy of the fourth impression, 1928, with a few literals corrected.


  


  To the Margarets of this world


  


  CHAPTER I


  Barry Messenger drew rein upon a high ridge of land. He was “lambing.” The day was Saturday, late afternoon, in August, the first month of New Zealand’s spring, in the year 1924. Snow lay thickly about his horse’s feet and stretched far on all sides in mighty undulations. His eyes, as he peered about on all sides, smarted with the cut of the raw wind, and he and his horse shivered as though one.


  A plaintive blatting rose up from the valley to his left and immediately, without coercion, his horse turned round and downwards, slithering with stiff forefeet from tiny ledge to tiny ledge until the floor of the valley was reached. There the snow lay deep. Nearby lay the sheep from which the distressing cries had come. She was silent now except for heavy, painful breathing, and her legs moved jerkily back and forth as she rolled upon her side.


  Messenger stiffly dismounted. His horse emitted a tremendous sigh and settled itself easily with rump to windward. The man moved to the stricken animal and gently, though firmly, handled it to ease the hard delivery.


  Daybreak had found him at this work, and the intervening hours had given him no respite. A scanty lunch had been eaten upon horseback. Yet he showed no signs of fatigue as he patiently laboured with the animal. His oilskin coat, his hands, and even his face, were daubed with blood; his body was numb with the piercing cold of the upland winds, but in face of the travail of the dumb creatures he had been tending all day his discomfort claimed no thought.


  The Southdown’s head came round to him, her patient, foolish eyes carrying an appeal that made him swear aloud. She blatted again dolefully.


  “All right, old lady, all right,” he said, and bared his right arm to the elbow. But this time his ministrations were unsuccessful. Shortly the newborn lamb was in his arms, but almost as soon the mother was dead.


  “The sixth today,” he muttered. “An infernal lot this season.” He regarded the lamb in his arms. “And you, you poor little devil, you’ll have to go the way of the rest. Can’t possibly take you. Won’t be home till late now.” He put the lamb upon its dead mother’s body, drew a jack knife from his pocket and quickly cut the little one’s throat. The skinning of the mother occupied him some time; then he threw the skin over his horse’s rump in company with several others which hung there, remounted and proceeded along the valley.


  This man, only twenty-two years of age, had, by the recent death of his father, been left sole owner of Maunganui Station, a vast tract of upland country comprising twenty thousand acres situated on the southern border of the King Country in the North Island of New Zealand.


  His appearance betokened the very finest type of young manhood. He stood five feet ten inches high, broad of shoulder and narrow of hip. His feet were small and beautifully shaped; his hands not so small as they might have been for strict symmetry, but remarkably well kept considering his toilsome way of life; his small head was profusely covered with waving jet-black hair, and his face was ruggedly handsome. His deep-set, rather closely placed eyes were steady and stern looking and of the very deepest brown. His nose and mouth were ruggedly chiselled; his chin was square and decided.


  He came of mixed English and French stock. His father, some thirty years before this time, had brought from English country life to New Zealand a little fortune and an indomitable will, and had builded Maunganui acre by acre, so to say. Barry’s mother had been governess to a neighbouring station-owner’s children. She had died when giving birth to the boy, who had grown to manhood under the interested, if old-fashioned, guidance of his father and tended by a succession of white housekeepers and Maori maids.


  He had few friends. Busy station life left little leisure for frivolities, nor did it encourage a desire for them. The township of Taihape lay at a distance of fourteen miles from the homestead, and divers pleasures were procurable in Taihape. It lay right on the borderline of the King Country, wherein prohibition reigned, and was the last “liquor” town until Taumaranui was reached some two hundred miles farther on. Therefore was Taihape a live town, of which, on occasion, noisome tales were bruited abroad. For sawmills, flaxmills, sheep-stations and cattle-runs encircled it in all directions, and gave it of their flavour. It was the hub of the bushman’s wheel, the meeting-place of the shearing sheds, the temporary abode of the slaughtermen and freezers whose manner of life was not circumscribed by conventional restrictions nor ordained to curry favour with the scrupulous and orthodox.


  Barry Messenger owned an automobile and a twelve horse-power Indian motor cycle, but his visits to Taihape were almost always on business. His father, the English country gentleman, had rigorously held the boy to the open-air life; had done his old-fashioned best to pass on to his son his own manly simplicity and steadfast habits. Young Messenger had responded nobly so far. Straight and reliable he had been; clean-living and hard-working.


  The station was a goodly property; twenty thousand acres of uplands, some timbered, mostly cleared land, on which were grazed some fifty thousand sheep and varying numbers, from one thousand upwards, of “store” cattle. A wealthy property, despite the fact that Messenger had been hard hit during the slump years after the Great War. And yet Barry and his father had worked as hard and unceasingly as their shepherds and drovers, except for occasional visits to various parts of New Zealand. They were no exceptions to the general in this; they would have been exceptions had they not done so. The boy had revelled in the work, and the years had but drawn him closer to it. Some of it was vile, for sure; other of it was heartbreaking. For instance, the lambing season, when Nature, for no reason at all it seemed to the young man, not even in pursuance of her policy of the survival of the fittest, wreaked cruel vengeance on the patient, meek and helpless. It was all hard, back-breaking and soul-scarring. The dust of the yards in the dagging season, and other dreadful things— One could not free one’s throat from it for weeks after. The clipping sheds in the shearing season— Ah! but there was fascinating toil, if one liked. Back-breaking, yes, but devil-may-care and free.


  During the wool-clipping Barry Messenger invariably became uneasy. Sometimes the crying of the young lambs temporarily separated from their mothers would wake a strange emotion in his breast. He would catch his breath sharply, and the hand holding the clippers would shake. Then he would wonder why this should be so. The golden wool falling away from the naked Southdowns never ceased to fascinate him, and at the finish of the day he always stood awhile beside the classers’ benches to glory in the amber piles reaching high.


  True, there were hateful things about the shearing sheds. The vile oaths of the men, the continual racket and banging of doors, the plunging of the terrified young sheep (he could never use himself to the torment of the animals). But the wonder of the wool, dripping as though with honey, was always there; the naked feet of the brown women “picking up” from the shining greasy floor, just a trifle browner than the wool, always carried compensation and more.


  Speaking of women, Barry Messenger had not yet desired their company. Once, when he was eighteen— But hardly worth mentioning. A brief interlude: a brown maiden, visiting at the home of one of his father’s men, exercising all of her coy and not unsubstantial fascinations. She the pursuer, as the traditions of her race gave her the right to be, he the half-willing and troubled pursued. Nothing really, just a “might-have-been” if Messenger senior had not seen and whisked the lass out of harm’s way. Many brown girls were about the station, but his Dad’s warning, allied to his own clean racial sentiment and the profound respect he had for that grand race his own had dispossessed, had preserved him.


  He knew plenty of white girls, of course. How otherwise, when the district knew no better “catch”? Handsome, clean and wealthy—fathers respected and liked him, mothers appreciated and girls adored. It was his unsullied blood, his quiet, lonesome turn of mind and his hard work that saved him from spoliation.


  No white girl had yet interested him sufficiently to cause a quickened pulse. At least not until this narrative takes up the thread of his life.


  His most intimate friend was Jimmy Tutaki, the son of old Chief Tutaki, who each year contracted with Messenger for the wool-clip. Old Tutaki occupied the house nearest to the Messenger homestead. Each year he found the labour for the shearing sheds, mostly Maoris. He was a character, this Chief, known far and wide. He was rumoured by the old identities of the district to be over eighty, though appearance indicated him to be on the healthy side of sixty. Over six feet high, though slightly stooped, virile enough to be still begetting children by his last young wife, his venerable, hoary head, strangely offsetting his unusually dark face, was revered for the wisdom it contained by all who knew of him. He was an old-time Maori, retaining the wild look and the ancient prejudices of his tribe. He looked to his sons for the old-time implicit obedience, refusing to pander to pakeha influences on his own, though reasonably acknowledging and respecting the customs of the whites for whites. Many sons he had, ranging from ages of thirty odd down to infancy, and quarrels were frequent between him and the older ones, in whom allegiance to the ancient laws was wearing thin.


  Jimmy Tutaki was twenty-four years old. He was tall, slight and extremely gay of disposition, though also, paradoxically enough, a fine lover of books. Among a people noted for the beauty of its men as is the Maori race he counted as ugly, though the good humour reflected in his continual smile and merry ways made him a great favourite. He was Messenger’s head shepherd, at the time our story opens, and was marvellously adept at dog training. He had accompanied Barry to college, though two years the latter’s senior, and there their childhood’s friendship had been cemented.


  Old Tutaki had been living on Maunganui when it had been staked out.


  In truth, Barry’s motor cycle was guided more often to Taihape by his dusky friend than by himself. The broad nose, thick lips and shining black eyes of Jim Tutaki were heartily welcomed everywhere when jollity reigned among the common people. He danced divinely, and sang the songs of his race in deep and mellow tones.


  Also he could make the white pine chips fly. To the city dweller of far lands a man’s proficiency with an axe may smack of little merit, but in New Zealand— The quickest time through a two-foot upright or an underhand cut carried weighty honours. Jimmy Tutaki, though a shepherd, had wielded the blade to such good end that no bushman in the King Country, the land of sawmills, could successfully compete with him. Certainly he had to surrender the honours to certain of the South Island visitors on Taihape’s two consecutive annual sports days, and Dave Pyrett’s world’s record made his look faint, but locally he was the “champ”. How he found time to read always puzzled Barry Messenger, but find time he certainly did, for the room he shared with three of his brothers was cluttered up with his books. He slept little.


  He was of the type that assimilates quickly, that remembers, that learns without effort, that lives every minute of life. He was the antithesis of Messenger, who preferred his own thoughts to those of others, and with whom frivolities counted little.


  On this Saturday in August, 1924, Tutaki and the half-dozen shepherds under him were also out “lambing.” Like Messenger, they began their work at daybreak and carried on untiringly throughout the day. However, unlike Messenger, they were not all conscientious, nor did one or two of them feel, as he did, the pangs of the silly sheep to be of such moment as their own comfort. Sometimes Messenger and Tutaki came across obvious cases of neglect, and at such times their blood would run high.


  We shall return and move along the valley with Barry. The deep snow detained him. The dusk came down quickly; the fury of the wind increased. Compassion moved him as he thought of hapless patient mothers. But in the dark he could do little. By sound only could he be guided, and, besides, the work was too dangerous even for his hardihood on those rugged hills, reticulated with narrow sheep-track ledges. He had decided that he had better make tracks for home when his horse stumbled upon a carcase almost buried in the snow. He dismounted and, finding that the animal had been dead some days, straightway commenced plucking the wool from it, filling it into a haversack carried for the purpose. The job nauseated him, but it was soon done. He climbed into the saddle again and made for home, at a distance of some miles. Up hill and down dale his horse jerked its way, left entirely, as always in the dark, to its own resources.


  The dull plodding of another horse came to Messenger’s ears. At once he shouted: “Ho-o!”


  “Ho-o!” came back to him from close range in Jimmy Tutaki’s voice, and the horses, without compulsion, veered towards each other.


  The two men rode along silently together for some time, and then Messenger asked: “What luck?”


  “Not bad. Only two dead mothers to-day. Not bad, considering the rotten weather.”


  “I’ve had six.”


  Nothing more for some time, and then Tutaki said: “Tell you what. We should have had them drafted into the home paddocks for the ‘lambing.’ ”


  Messenger thought, then said: “Question of food, I think. Might try it, though.” They shortly came to the boundary fence of the station, and slipped through a gate on to the public road. Here they set their horses at a canter, and in ten minutes were ambling up the long avenue leading to the homestead.


  They were the first shepherds to reach home. A tumult from kennelwards greeted the clatter of their horses’ feet on the rough cobblestones of the stable yard. They passed the animals into the stable-boy’s care and hurried to the detached bathroom, a long, narrow room furnished with six shower baths especially for the men’s use. They revelled in the hot water pouring down their sleek bodies. Beautiful they were, the pair of them, their forms from the shoulders down bearing a remarkable resemblance except that the white’s leg tapered uniformly from the knee down, and the brown man’s was almost straight from knee to ankle on the inside and carried the bulge of his calf on the outside. In pre-pakeha days Tutaki’s leg would have caused his fellow-tribesmen much envy. Messenger’s skin was white almost as the snow outside, but not more beautiful than the luscious gold of his friend’s body, which shone as though burnished in the strong electric light. (Messenger’s first action after his father’s death had been to bring electricity from the plant ten miles away to his home. This had cost him a large sum, but he considered the money well spent.) The hot water revived Tutaki, and he sang as he towelled himself vigorously.


  The other six shepherds trooped in one by one, all dog-tired.


  “Aw, shut yer row!” snapped one, and flung a boot at Tutaki, who deftly dodged and ignored the remark. But as the thick steam loosened tired muscles, tongues also were unleashed, and very soon the usual badinage flung back and forth. Soon Messenger and Tutaki passed to the men’s quarters where dinner was awaiting them.


  These quarters consisted of a long dining-room and kitchen all in one, which opened into a passage leading to the “big house,” as the homestead is generally called. Small bedrooms, each accommodating two men, opened off the dining-room. Here were domiciled those “hands” who were unmarried, or, though married, had not their homes on the station. Jimmy Tutaki slept at his father’s house, but latterly had taken to eating in the communal dining-room. Several other “hands,” boys and men, were seated around the huge log fire when Messenger and the Maori entered. These were drovers, fence hands and general workers.


  The cook came from the kitchen and swore belligerently at the lateness of the shepherds’ arrival, but no one took any notice of him beyond Tutaki’s order to “Hurry up with the scran. A chap’s belly is like a concertina.”


  Messenger always ate with his men on weekdays. On Sundays, following his father’s custom, he took his meals with his housekeeper in the dining-room of the big house. Lately he had had Tutaki to these meals with him, an arrangement which had at first been viewed with disfavour by the lady, who, being but a recent arrival from home, had not then learned that between Hawaiki’s brown sons and the white there was no room for line of demarcation. A few curt words from Messenger had, however, silenced her comments. She had sat at table amazed, that first day, at the cultured table manners and undeniable mental superiority of the Maori. “Why,” she had exclaimed to Barry afterwards, “he is a gentleman, like yourself!”


  And Barry had laughed at her and replied: “Sure. Why not?”


  However, the “gentleman” in both Messenger and Tutaki was not at all to the fore when they came to the table ravenous after a day’s awful toil. To eat! To demolish that steaming pile of roast mutton, potatoes and cabbage, to drain the mugs of strong tea and fill the crannies left with the rich plum pudding or pie, their one thought.


  The other six shepherds tumble over each other in their hurry. The cook swears and is sworn at in turn. All good-humoured enough, though, as he is a good cook. The men handle the good cook tenderly, even on occasion cut some wood for him.


  “I could get outside a hog! Here, jerk the brownie along, Potts. Think you’ve got the only guts at the table?” Remarks of this kind meander back and forth until, all satisfied, they push their chairs back and bring out pipe and cigarette for a smoke before turning in. Eight-thirty o’clock now. By six in the morning they will be miles out on the hills.


  Messenger planted himself before the fire while he filled his pipe. He eyed his shepherds over—with a purpose. Potts, like nothing so much as a bull, with his short, thick neck jammed upon massive shoulders and folds of flesh hanging from his chin; with his tiny eyes, fleshy nose and cauliflower ear, which gave him pride as being reminiscent of his wrestling days. Like a surly bull he looked, yet Barry knew him to be gentle and tender-hearted as a loving woman. His dogs were the most unreliable on the station because of his fondling and overfeeding of them.


  Evans, lank and long, merely nondescript. What Messenger was seeking was not to be found in that vacuous, amiable grin.


  Little Tuhi, a half-caste, with the white skin and fair hair of his mother and the pure Maori features of his father. He might be careless, perhaps, but cruel, no.


  Bill and Bob Maclure, both middle-aged, both old hands of his father’s, the common shepherd type.


  Only “Prince” Hortry left. He sat astride his chair, chin resting upon the chair-back, and stared into the fire. Barry studied him. Cruelty of disposition must surely be reflected in a man’s face, he thought. Hortry was handsome, in a weak, effeminate way. He was “dandified,” too, and certainly well educated. Hence the “Prince.” Barry knew his people to be well up in the business world in Wellington. In a roundabout way the news had come to him that Hortry was shepherding because his father had refused to keep the money up to his manner of life in town. Nothing vicious, exactly. Drink, and the well-bred larrikinism of the idle younger set. He had made a competent shepherd, so far as Barry knew. He did not spy on his men. But there were the repeated tales of his dogs—unsavoury.


  The unwritten law of station life forbade interference between a man and his dogs; the average shepherd-dog’s life was a long and exceedingly bitter one, but if Messenger had heard one particular yarn before engaging this man, Hortry would never have been on his paysheet. As it was—


  Hortry looked up and caught the thoughtful gaze of his boss upon him.


  “What the hell are you looking at me for, Messenger?” he drawled in his soft, effeminate way. Then he rose, stretched himself and said generally: “Time for bed, I think.”


  Messenger lit his pipe, then took it in his hand and said abruptly: “I found a case of deliberate cruelty to one of the animals to-day. Gross neglect. It was on your range, Hortry. What about it?”


  Hortry, without turning to Barry, thrust his hands into his pockets and said tranquilly: “Been on my range?”


  Messenger flushed. “I did not go on your range to spy on you. I had to go for a purpose unconnected with the ‘lambing.’ I found the case I spoke of. What about it?”


  The other men listened uncomfortably. They were surprised at the boss. It was not the custom for things of this nature to come up. Unsensitive, necessarily rendered callous by their hard, brutal lives, to their way of it a mothering sheep untended called for no particular remark. A rough jest, perhaps.


  “I don’t remember any particular case. You pay me twenty-five shillings a week and my tucker, Messenger, I have been out on the range fourteen hours to-day. Does that leave any room for complaints?”


  Messenger was baffled for a minute. He had been side-tracked from the argument, he knew, but his sense of justice saw that the point raised by the other was a fundamental one that effectually disposed of criticism of any kind. Humanitarianism did not take these men out on the range. The stomach drive did it. They were just machines putting through a certain amount of work in return for which they were allowed to live. His sheep were to them what they were to the abstract Messenger, or any other buyer of labour-power. To expect humanitarianism from machines was ridiculous. Humane impulses did not arise from common clay, nor from organisms of a low order. They are the product of refinement, of a certain amount of cultural development.


  Messenger saw this in a mangled way during the minute he stood regarding Hortry before answering him. It was foolish of him to expect from mere “hands,” whom society placed on a level with the sheep, the same humanitarianism that had been developed in himself and Tutaki by their superior, cultured upbringing. But all the same, he saw too that the general argument did not apply in this individual case. Hortry was a cultured man really, as far removed as himself and Jimmy from his workmates. This fact it probably was that had prompted his question. Hortry had had the sense to seize on the unanswerable general to excuse a variation, an individual kink, in himself. He was smarter than Messenger, his junior by some years, and he smiled maliciously at seeing the latter’s puzzlement.


  Messenger flushed with sudden anger and detestation. His mental processes, though slow, were quick enough to see that Hortry was fooling him. He knew too that the case of the neglected sheep was deliberate cruelty. Hortry had been with the animal. There had been fresh imprints of horse and man all around. But he could think of no ready response. He glanced at Tutaki, who was sitting upon the table with a face like wood (Messenger was the Maori’s friend, but he was just the same his boss), at the other dozen or so men around the fire. They were warily but eagerly sympathetic with Hortry. He would not have had them otherwise, either. Loyalty to class was an essential to decent life. Then he said: “No, I must admit that hardly leaves room for complaints. From now on until ‘lambing’ is over you shepherds will receive double pay. But regarding this case of cruelty, Hortry: I am not speaking to you now as your boss, but as a man. If I ever again have reason to suspect cruelty on this station and can sheet it home to anyone, I shall pound the hog responsible to jelly! Do you get me?”


  Hortry shrugged coolly with lifted eyebrows and turned towards his bedroom. The others followed suit, until only Messenger and Tutaki remained. They smoked silently for a while, and then Barry said: “Well, I’m pretty stiff. How about it?”


  “Righto. Bunk will do me. Got a fine yarn this week-end.”


  “Did you? Good night.”


  “Good night.”


  CHAPTER II


  Messenger walked through the passage connecting the men’s quarters with the big house. This was a rambling structure, obviously a hotch-potch of many additions, but comfortable nevertheless. The passage traversed by Barry opened into the house kitchen. He found this empty as he expected. He stopped and considered a moment. Should he go straightway to bed or look in at the big dining-room? He wanted badly to look in at the dining-room. His housekeeper, Mrs. Curdy, would be there, knitting beside the fire. Her squat, homely figure, however, presented to the young man’s mind no allurement.


  The brown maid would be there, too, just idling, probably, as was her way. Did Messenger’s cogitations take her into account? Oh, no!


  Another would be there, also a maid. One who had but lately come to the station. Messenger saw the dark head, with its customary broad bows of black ribbon, bending over the eternal book. Should he go in for a minute? Yes, he must.


  But what should he say if he did? His tongue became tied, his heart began to pound so foolishly at the mere sight of her. He knew so little of girls. He did not, as a matter of fact, know what to say to her. She was so different, in every way, from the other girls he knew—girls of his own class, who jabbered incessantly about every frivolous thing under the sun. No need to talk to them. They were bored to listen, and besides, their inanities called for little attention. But this girl, occupying the position of a menial in his house, this girl was different. Of course he had spoken very little to her. Not because of any “class” foolishness, but because he had been seldom in the house since she came. Just these few minutes before retiring at night had he been in her company, but that had been enough. For one thing, she had scarcely noticed him. Just a few words of greeting, and she would return to her book. He had seen her without the book only once. Sometimes Mrs. Curdy or Maire, the brown girl, would bring her into the conversation, but she had rarely entered into it herself. He had noticed her listening eagerly when he talked of the station work, of the animals.


  It occurred to him now that perhaps she did not feel free to talk to him. Perhaps she regarded him as a “master” because he paid her wages. That thought led to another. How did he regard her, anyhow? A quick surge of warmth swept through him. How did he regard her, anyhow? This young girl, his housemaid, who had been in his home about a fortnight, and who had not been out of his thoughts since the night he first saw her. He fell against the kitchen table with his teeth clenched upon his pipe. His thoughts raced madly, chaotically. He had not been himself at all lately. Well, he would face the reason and see what it meant. The reason was that girl. No doubt about that. What it meant? Slowly the answer formulated in his mind in its full significance. It meant—to him—everything. It meant that he was in love. It meant—to him, if possible, Marriage. He trembled. All that? Yes, just that—Marriage. And why not? He was a man grown, strong, healthy and rational-minded. He had thought of marriage, of course, though as something belonging to the dim and distant future. He had felt such a boy, until lately.


  He suddenly straightened himself, threw back his great shoulders and flung out his clenched hands in exultation at the realisation of his manhood—of his clean manhood. He pounded his hands upon his chest. This—this was why he had instinctively preserved himself. He thanked the gods for the parentage that had bequeathed to him a body free from vicious instincts, that had brought him through the perils of young manhood with the glory of his soul untarnished. His mating time had come. He knew it infallibly. He had preserved himself in order that he might breed a fine, clean race, he and—one other, that girl he had loved from the first time of meeting.


  But she! Fright gripped him. Then he laughed. How absurd. To be frightened by a slip of a girl. Had she given him a thought? He did not know. His thoughts wavered about uncertainly. She had hardly looked at him. But then he had been careful to keep his gaze from her also. It troubled him so to look at her—troubled his virginity. What had he better do? What was right for him to do? Why, woo her, of course. Let her see he wanted her. Well, he would not have much time till “lambing” was over. But he could go in to her now. Suddenly he thought that she might have gone to bed while he had been palavering there to himself. Dreadful thought! Before he knew it his hand was on the dining-room door-knob.


  She was there, sitting at one side of the fire as usual, and his heart thumped painfully at seeing her head rise eagerly at his coming. All three women greeted him. Mrs. Curdy rose at once and pushed an easy chair up to the fire for him. This proceeding, on which she would insist, always annoyed him exceedingly, and to-night more than usual, for it seemed to shame him before that girl.


  He pushed the easy chair back into its place again and sat down by the table upon a straight-backed wooden one, saying: “Oblige me by letting me attend to my own wants in future, Mrs. Curdy. I am not a baby.”


  The lady he addressed looked up in astonishment. “You are my master!” she exclaimed.


  “That is my misfortune, not my fault,” he answered curtly, and, to his own secret astonishment, turned at once to the white girl, whom he found regarding him with shining eyes. Their glances met and for a second held. Messenger thought that the pounding of his heart must be audible to her. How extraordinary! It hurt, in a delicious sort of way. He had not dreamt that love would affect a man like that. Then her eyes dropped to her book again. He pulled himself together. He must make her talk. He must. How soft and deep her voice was for so young a girl! She looked eighteen, not a day more. Why, her hair was still down her back, tied with those broad, black bows. It lay upon her forehead in tiny, dark brown curls. Her brows were two perfect arches set high above heavy lids. He must make her look up again. Was ever before such a look in a woman’s eyes? Of deepest violet, long and wide, they harboured unfathomable beauties that lay in the soul behind.


  Messenger knew in his heart that this girl was rarely beautiful, in mind, in body and soul. He knew her only as “Errol.” Strange Christian name for a girl. But perhaps it was her surname. He remembered that Mrs. Curdy had called her predecessor in the house by her surname. She should have a lovely first name—some flower name, for she was lovely as a flower. But no! Not a flower name, for the beauty of a flower was ephemeral, carried away by the light winds, dissipated by a touch. Some grand name she should have, a name consistent with the qualities her facial characteristics indicated.


  Messenger sat there and forced himself to look upon her. At the round firm chin, the chiselled red lips, the rather large but perfectly shaped nose. No hint of unworthiness anywhere in those eyes— The lids flew up, his gaze impelling them, and sheer goodness, strength and cleanliness of soul shone out at him. Again their eyes held, and this time a slow blush crept from the girl’s throat up over the creamy skin of her face.


  “What are you reading?” he asked quickly, before she could return to her book.


  She passed the book over to him without a word. He took it and glanced at the cover. “Gissing!” he exclaimed. “Gissing. The Private Papers”— He was about to make some comment on the book when the cover fell back and he saw her name in ink upon the page—Margaret Errol. Margaret— It suited her exactly. Grand, lovely, yet simplicity itself. He was glad she was not called by one of those new-fangled names. How awful if she had been named Gladys! or Pearl! for instance.


  He suddenly remembered that he had been looking at her written name for some time. He looked up at her quickly, guiltily, fluttering the leaves through his fingers. She met his eyes eagerly and asked: “Do you know him?”


  Messenger would have given money to have been able to say “Yes.” He saw at once that here was the way to her interest, through books. He was not much of a reader, especially of novels. A few works of the great English writers, inherited from his father, he had upon a shelf beside his bed, and these he was fairly well acquainted with. But the novels and light works in the two large bookcases of his father’s study he had hardly opened. He was a solid sort of man even in his literary tastes.


  “No,” he answered. “I haven’t, but my friend Tutaki has spoken of him to me often. I should like to read this, though, if you will loan me your copy when you have finished with it.”


  “You can have it right now,” she said fervently. “I have read it half a dozen times. Gissing is so—so good, especially in this book. This book is like what Ryecroft said should be his last thought as he lay dying—like ‘sunshine on an English meadow.’ ” She took the book from his hands and caressed it.


  Messenger did not speak. He could not. He was filled with wonder and admiration. He just sat and adored her. “Like sunshine on an English meadow.” He thought she must have had a wonderful mother, surely. She spoke so well, too. Each word was clearly enunciated. Yet surely a public school education must have been all—


  A vision of the other girls he knew, with rare exception a jabbering crowd of “educated” nonentities, flashed across his mental vision. Girls who had been particularly nice to him, too, he knew very well. They had sat in that same room (the house had often been filled with visitors before his father’s death), in that same chair this girl now occupied, and entertained him in their own poor, though honest enough way. What a contrast!


  He leant towards her. He was about to say “How beautifully you talk!” when he remembered they were not alone. He became aware that Mrs. Curdy was regarding them with disapproval. He remembered that Mrs. Curdy had English ideas about the relations between a “gentleman” and his employees. So he said instead: “Give me the book, and any others you are interested in to the same extent. My friend Tutaki is a great lover of books. You have not met Tutaki yet, have you? The ‘lambing’ has upset our routine. Sunday is now the same as every other day, but ordinarily Tutaki and I take Sunday meals in the house. You will like him. He will talk books to you till Doomsday.”


  “He is of Maire’s race?” she asked. “The name, you know—”


  “Yes, full-blood Maori. The son of old Chief Tutaki. You know of him, I suppose?”


  “Yes, from Maire.” She smiled round at the brown girl, who was nearly asleep in her big arm-chair. “But I don’t want to talk books with anyone till Doomsday. I should love to know about the station. The animals and—and everything. I come from town, you know. (Messenger did not know.) I have always lived in the town. I had books and talked books all the time there. I am more interested in the station life.”


  Messenger’s heart sang. He forgot Mrs. Curdy again. “That’s great! After ‘lambing’ I’ll give you a decent horse and take you about. I’ll show you everything and teach you all about everything you would care to know.”


  He stopped, for her eyes had opened wide and she was looking rather startled. What a fool he had been! Why, this was about the first time he had spoken a dozen words to her. He did not know himself at all. He had been tongue-tied and blind in her presence before, and now he was like a garrulous old woman. Offering a stranger, and an employee, a horse—a decent horse, he corrected—and his company everywhere. No wonder she was looking startled. He stopped, but did not know how to correct his blunder.


  Mrs. Curdy helped him. She rose and: “It is time you were in bed, Errol,” she said sharply. “Maire!”


  The Maori girl sat up, blinking. “Ay? What? Did you call me, Mrs. Curdy?”


  “Yes, it is time you and Errol were in bed.”


  Maire looked blank. She was not in the habit of being ordered to bed like a child. Any time she chose was bedtime other nights. She looked sulky, wide awake now. “I don’t know about that,” she said, and looked at “Errol.” “I don’t remember saying that I wanted to go to bed. Did you?”


  Margaret Errol felt humiliated and angry, and showed it with flushed face and stormy eyes, but she did not know what to say. Instinct told her the reason for Mrs. Curdy’s order. Messenger knew it too, and cursed beneath his breath. He rose precipitately and, too boyish and “raw” to deal with the situation effectively, he gave vent to his feelings by kicking over his chair and stalking out of the room.


  His action looked so foolish that Margaret Errol had to laugh, and even Mrs. Curdy smiled. But as the eyes of the two women met she quickly straightened her face and said: “Don’t encourage Mr. Messenger to talk with you. That was all nonsense about him taking you around the station. Gentlemen don’t take serious interest in their housemaids.”


  The girl’s face blazed. She clasped the book tightly to her breast and burst out: “They do! They do! Gentlemen do! In New Zealand they do! You are vulgar and beastly! You and your rotten ideas about gentlemen! That man is good, and he thinks I’m good, and here you are putting bad ideas into his head! Gentleman! He’s only a common farmer working on his land—like his men. And he doesn’t want to be any different from his men, either. I’ve seen how he hates your English ideas. Don’t you try to boss me in front of him again, because I don’t like it.”


  She stopped, out of breath and astounded at herself, with tears of anger starting. Maire sat bolt upright in her chair and stared with all her eyes. Then the white girl’s anger forsook her, and she rushed past Mrs. Curdy, who was plainly speechless, and out of the room. As she pulled the door open blindly she fell against Messenger, who had been listening outside. “Oh!” she gasped. Then with an immense surprise, as though she had not seen him for a year: “Why, what are you doing here?”


  He grabbed her roughly by the arms. “I’ve been listening to you. You’re right. She’s an old fool. She doesn’t understand our ways. I want to marry you. May I?”


  The door being still open, Mrs. Curdy and Maire heard every word. Margaret Errol stared at him, looking like an amazed child, then broke away and ran, laughing hysterically. He stared after her blankly as she darted up the stairs, then turned and glared belligerently at his housekeeper, who was now standing in the doorway. “Well,” he said, “a nice thing you’ve done.”


  “I don’t see how you can blame me. You never told me that you wanted to marry Errol, Mr. Messenger. It is my duty to protect my girls.”


  He thrust his hands in his trouser pockets and leaned against the wall. “Well, I didn’t know myself that I wanted to till to-night. Anyhow, it is my business—mine and Errol’s, not yours.” Here another thought struck him. “And don’t call her ‘Errol’ any more, please. That sort of thing might be all right at home, but it doesn’t suit me. (Mrs. Curdy smiled again. He had made no objection to her calling Errol’s predecessor by her surname.) Her name is Margaret.”


  “Very well. The night has been rather startling. If you will excuse me, I’ll go to bed now. And ‘lambing’ is on, you know. You need all the sleep you can get yourself.”


  “All right. Good night,” he said, and made for the stairs. Going up he looked back. Mrs. Curdy and Maire were watching him. The older woman was smiling introspectively. Messenger suddenly felt a fool.


  He wanted to get away from these women. That such a thing could have happened to him! Whatever would she think of him, making love to her in public, one might say? “I make love just about as gracefully as an elephant would handle a sen-sen,” he muttered savagely as he kicked off a boot. “The whole thing will be all over the station now.”


  But then he reflected. It was just as well it had happened, anyhow, seeing that the girl was his housemaid. He knew the slanderous tongues of the sheds. For her protection it was just as well. He did not want to have to knock anyone’s head off. But what would she be thinking? He could not see her in the morning, either, unless he stayed at home especially. And that would be too barefaced. He had not the courage. Besides, he knew that every man was needed on the range. He was short of men as it was. No, he could not stay at home. He lay in his bed and worried. Why not write a note? Good idea. He hopped out of bed and found paper and pencil. An hour afterwards he crept along the passage and pushed the folded paper beneath her door.


  When Margaret Errol opened it out the next morning she read: “Forgive me for last night. I love you and want to marry you, but as I have never been in love before I do not know how to act. Forget about last night. When ‘lambing’ is over I’ll court you properly, and give you a fair chance to find out if you can like me well enough to marry me. Sincerely Yours.”


  CHAPTER III


  Margaret Errol was really only seventeen years old.


  Her mental attitude towards life was visionary and unreal. Satisfactory enough, though, to her the pure-minded, this world of dreams, for it was peopled only by idealistic wraiths. She knew that sin existed. Of its various phases she had read much and seen quite a little in her home town, which was the capital of New Zealand, but she had read and seen in a detached, semi-alive fashion that had preserved her mind inviolate.


  She came of good clean stock. Her father, an underpaid Government official, was of pioneer breed, and her mother was gentle both by nature and blood, being come of ancient Irish lineage, though impoverished.


  Margaret was second eldest of six children, therefore she had to work. Her father’s scant salary spelt want as the children, four boys and two girls, grew up.


  She had not wanted to leave town exactly. She liked her parents and loved little Billy, the baby. She loved best, though, the town itself, on the winter evenings when the thin mist hung low and the full moon watched over the bay; on the wet winter evenings when the streets were like shining glass casing a myriad lights.


  She had not wanted to leave the library. Every hour snatched from household cares had been given to those loaded, precious shelves. But it was necessary that she earn something. Since leaving school at fourteen years of age she had been trained by her mother in housewifery. Neither money nor time had been available for more refined pursuits, so in woman’s “natural sphere” alone could she look for employment. Her parents, sensible, and fully alive to the dangers to the young of the post-war jazz spirit, would hear of nothing but domestic service for her, but Margaret rebelled hotly against such disposal of her labour-power, as she had heard quite a lot about the semi-slavery of domestic service from girl friends. Then she had herself seen Mrs. Curdy’s advertisement in the daily paper for a housemaid for Maunganui Station, and of a sudden had decided to apply for it as being the best of a bad choice. It was disagreeable to leave the town and her parents and little Billy and the library, but anyhow it was a plunge into the unknown. It would be sort of adventurous. She had never been farther into the country than the Hutt Valley, and the thought of station life was exhilarating. She had read about station life in dozens of cowboy books, and even though she knew how impossible these stories were, still—a station was a station. There must be an awful lot of land, broad spaces and numbers of animals. Maunganui was a sheep station, she knew (everybody that read the papers knew of the big stations), so in early summer there would have to be shearing done. She grew a little excited at the prospect. She shut her eyes and pictured the pens of excited animals waiting for the blades.


  Her parents had rather inclined to the idea, too. They saw no romance in station life, of course. What they sensibly thought of in connection with their daughter was the pure air of the up-country, and the effect it must have on the health of a girl in her adolescent years.


  Margaret had secured the position easily enough, so they saw her off to Taihape with the kindest of farewells and much good advice on just the right subjects from her mother.


  This girl in her eighteenth year, then, was just about as fine a type of young womanhood as one could happen across anywhere. She came of clean, good stock; she had had the best of home influences; nature had endowed her with a mentality far above the average; also with a purity of mind to which the soilure of everyday life simply could not cling; also with a love of the wonderful so all-pervasive that her recognition of the wonderful in natural life and human all around her painted every lack-lustre happening with a touch of its magic brush. She was studious of disposition, ever searching for the why and the wherefore of things, yet bright and gay and pleasure-loving as youth should be. She had sufficient human frailties to make her one with her fellows, too, being hot-tempered, careless, and not always exactly truthful in lesser matters. She talked too much, too.


  She was a rarity in womankind. Young manhood not seldom can boast of her type, but among woman it is a rare efflorescence. She was a combination of mental and physical beauty. Her physical beauty was a source of great pleasure to her. She used often to think and say how she would hate to be ugly. She admired pretty women intensely, and could never forbear staring when encountering one on the street.


  A peculiar incident had happened to her when she was fifteen through this habit of hers. She was lunching, alone, in a restaurant when a couple seated themselves at an adjoining table. The back of the man was towards her, and the woman faced her. Margaret fairly gulped at her beauty. She had sat there staring and staring until the other became first uncomfortable, then seriously annoyed. At last her companion turned sharply round and demanded of the girl: “What are you staring at?”


  Margaret jumped, then, realising her rudeness, she rose and said simply: “I beg your pardon. She is so lovely I could not help it.”


  The couple looked at each other in amazement. “By Jove! Some compliment that, Iris,” said the man; and then the woman slipped an enamel bracelet off her arm and said impulsively: “Here! Take this, little girl. That is the sweetest compliment I have ever been paid.”


  Margaret took it and walked out of the restaurant amazed, looking back at the two, who kept smiling at her until she reached the door. That very night her mother took her to hear a famous prima donna, and Margaret was profoundly stirred with girlish emotion to find that the singer was the lady of the restaurant. That bracelet thereafter remained her choicest possession.


  She had not yet settled down to the station routine. On her arrival at Taihape Station at eight o’clock of a rainy winter’s night she had been met by Mrs. Curdy and hurried to a motor-car waiting outside the station. Tutaki and Messenger were both seated in the front seat of the car and the engine was running. She saw the two men but dimly. There had been an exceptional rainfall, and flood had caused a blockage with debris at the intake to the turbines which generated the power for the lighting system of the town, so the station and streets were unlit. They did not notice her, except that Tutaki got out and lifted in her bags, and she gave them no thought, being very tired with the long train journey as well as cold and hungry.


  The car had turned swiftly and ran for some distance, she could not tell where, but evidently along a street, for it had shortly drawn up alongside a small restaurant, and Messenger had turned to Mrs. Curdy and asked her to take the young lady in and get her something to eat. He handed her a note, too, Margaret saw. This roused her curiosity a little about him. She knew, of course, that the station was owned by a bachelor, but whether he was old or young or anything else about him she did not know. So when she was seated in the warm restaurant with a plate of hot meat before her she asked the older woman in her straightforward way: “Who are the two men in the car?”


  “The driver is Mr. Messenger, your master. (Margaret winced and knew at once that the lady was not long out from the Old Country.) The Maori is Mr. Tutaki, one of Mr. Messenger’s men.”


  Margaret had not noticed the racial difference in the two. “The Maori!” she exclaimed. “Are there Maoris working on the station?”


  “Yes, any quantity of them.” Mrs. Curdy spoke with some asperity. “I don’t know why there should be, as the papers say that there are plenty of white men unemployed in the country, but—” She recollected herself and added quickly: “I suppose Mr. Messenger knows best.”


  Margaret regarded her curiously. Then: “I don’t understand you,” she said gravely. “Why shouldn’t he employ Maoris even if there are plenty of white men unemployed?”


  Mrs. Curdy shrugged. “You are a funny people, you New Zealanders. You treat your natives as if they were white.”


  “Where is the difference?” asked the girl quietly, but with a suspicion of heat.


  “The difference lies in the colour. A white man is a white man, and a black man is a black man.”


  “Yes, of course. That’s no argument. Besides, we were discussing Maoris, not black men. The Maoris are brown.” She waxed enthusiastic, for she was not far from her school days and the lessons on the grandeur of the Maori race, and she had read all the written works on them. “They are a wonderful race. Why, Elsdon Best and Edward Tregear and Johannes Andersen cannot do too much honour to the Maoris. They—”


  She was interrupted. “They are awful liars, and lazy, too. Who are those men you mentioned, anyhow? If they knew as much as I know about the Maoris they wouldn’t honour them.”


  Margaret Errol laughed merrily and long, to the other’s amaze. Her hilarity was cut short by the appearance at the room door of Tutaki himself, evidently to see if they were ready.


  Mrs. Curdy rose hastily. “Mr. Tutaki is waiting. Come on. Mind you, I’m not saying a word against him. He is a gentleman, somehow, and Mr. Messenger’s friend. They are tired, I suppose, it being market day, and want to get home. ‘Lambing’ starts tomorrow, too, so they must be away on the hills before daybreak.”


  During the long hour’s run to the station Margaret Errol thought that there might be a little of the “cowboy” book romance around station life, after all. Especially when the car turned in at big gates, ran up a long concrete drive, lined on one side with plane trees and having fathomless space on the other, and stopped before a big, rambling, real “western”-looking house.


  Dogs barked unceasingly. The door of a long low building to one side of the big house (the men’s quarters) opened and several men peered out. At the open front door a young Maori girl in a navy costume was standing; she stepped on to the verandah as Margaret and Mrs. Curdy emerged from the car.


  Tutaki remained in the car this time while Messenger got out and picked up the girl’s bags and followed the women into the house with them.


  Mrs. Curdy took off her coat and hat in the passage, at the same time introducing Margaret to “Maire, my other housemaid, Errol.”


  The two girls smiled at each other, and “Errol” said: “I’m glad there is another young girl.” Then, as Messenger dropped her bags beside her she turned to him with a “Thank you,” and saw him properly for the first time.


  “You’re tired—” he began as a commonplace, then, seeing her beauty, stopped and stared.


  And that moment he fell in love with her, though he did not realise it until the Saturday night he told her “I want to marry you. May I?”


  CHAPTER IV


  Being but seventeen years old, it is not surprising that Margaret Errol was totally inexperienced in love affairs. She imagined she knew all about love, of course (what girl of her age does not?), having read innumerable love stories of all sorts and conditions. The difference between love and lust she was certainly cognisant of, instinctively so, and the broad laws of sex had been made known to her by her mother; but not so much as a breath of love’s actuality had troubled her until her meeting with Barry Messenger at Maunganui. Nevertheless, she knew that sudden flow of emotional warmth throughout her body for what it was, on the instant. Their eyes had met, clung together for a long second, maybe, and then he was gone; but as Margaret Errol followed the girl Maire up the stairs to her room the slumbering woman in her had stirred and its swift intuition flown straight to the heart of what that meeting might mean for her.


  Hitherto her attitude towards men, fostered by her home influences, had unconsciously been that of a child towards grownups, but the meeting with Messenger had destroyed that attitude in the twinkling of an eye. She had looked on the man, and the essence of her had cried “Man, I am Woman.” So acutely did she feel this sudden awakening of her sex-urge that she could only answer confusedly to the soft chattering and questions of Maire. So that in a minute or two the brown girl, looking at her queerly, said: “You are tired, I suppose. I will leave you and go to bed now. I sleep in the next room and will wake you in the morning.”


  Margaret hardly noticed her go. She just sat upon her bed and allowed this new emotion to have its way with her. Thinking not at all, just feeling—feeling the man’s beauty, his youth.


  “Young as me,” she murmured, with a disregard of grammar natural to her condition—his mannishness, his goodness. She laughed softly to herself and blushed. “He was going to say something about me being tired when he suddenly saw how pretty I am, and then he liked me all at once and I—I liked him too.”


  A delicious radiance began to illumine her world of dreams. Youth’s buoyant optimism crowded upon her with promise of a fragrant future. She, as natural woman, had looked on Man and found him desirable; found him responsive, too, and so her fanciful spirit, unclogged by even so much as a vestige of worldliness, soared heavenwards in search of Paradise. Nevertheless, when she by and by crept into bed, still unthinking, she was sleeping like a child almost as soon as her head touched the pillow.


  Maire woke her up at six o’clock in the morning. She opened her eyes to find the brown girl’s face, broadly smiling, leaning over her. “Oh!” she cried, “where am I?” Then, remembering, she sat up quickly and drew her fingers down the golden skin of the other’s face. “You are the first Maori girl I’ve known,” she said. “There are not many Maori women in Wellington. Are there many here?”


  “Yes, plenty. There is a big Maori farm adjoining ours. A lot of Maori families live on it. But it is time you were up and working. I’ve been up half an hour, and had a cup of tea. We breakfast at seven.”


  Not until then did Margaret remember her experience of the night before. She remembered and was surprised to find that all trace of the sex feeling had departed. An immense interest in the experience took possession of her mind; an immense interest in the man who had caused it; but certainly all trace of the exaltation of spirit and body had gone.


  Now her mind got to work on the matter. All that day, while busying about her work, which she found easy and light, she thought of it. She surmised that another meeting with the man would bring a recurrence of the experience. She rather hoped it would. The sensation had been delightful, she admitted to herself with a blush, and then wondered why she should blush. “Anyhow,” she concluded sensibly, at about teatime that night, “there is no reason why we should not fall in love and get married. I’m as good as he is. Money doesn’t matter except with—with frogs. (She laughed out loud at that silliness.) And how pleased mother would be. That is, if he is really nice. But of course he is. He looked like—like Billy does after he has been washed. All innocent and clean—yes, that is it, clean.”


  She was eagerly anxious to see him again, just to be sure. Of course he had been surprised to see her last night, surprised at her prettiness; the next time she would be able to judge better about everything. She pumped Maire—a willing talker—for all the information she wanted about his movements. She was told what “lambing” meant; of the rigours it imposed on both man and beast in inclement weather like the spell they were having.


  News of the man’s work was as interesting to her as news of the man himself. She was all agog with interest in Maire’s disclosures. Pretty naked disclosures, leaving little to the imagination, for Maire had been reared in the stock-yards, and the native simplicity of her race saw no indecency in plainly recording the plain processes of nature.


  And Margaret Errol saw none. “How wonderful!” she exclaimed. “Do you really mean to say that those rough men bring life into the world? But why should they have to? I can’t understand. I always thought that animals and native races bore their young very easily.”


  But simple Maire could only look at her blankly. She could state the facts as she knew them, but she could not enter into discussion on them. Therefore her conversation soon became unsatisfactory to Margaret.


  As soon as the late tea was over the women were free to occupy themselves as they wished. One of Margaret’s duties was to build a fire in the huge dining-room fireplace, and around this fire the three, Mrs. Curdy, Maire and she, drew their chairs at about seven o’clock. Margaret was insatiable for information about the station life, and when she had discovered Maire’s limitations she turned hopefully to Mrs. Curdy. But that lady, though amiable enough, had no interest whatever in the station or station life, and immediately said so, adding: “I have enough to do attending to my work without bothering about the creatures on the place. Hark to the rain. I hope the men all come safely home.”


  “Come safely home! What do you mean? Are they in any danger?”


  “Yes. The sheep-tracks on the hills are narrow and slippery, and it is very dark these nights. The rain is not so bad. When it snows there are often accidents to the horses and sometimes to the men. Old Tutaki’s wife told me that the horse one of her sons was riding broke its leg last ‘lambing,’ and he had to shoot it and tramp miles home through the snow.”


  Margaret shivered away a thought of Messenger out there on those terrible hills while she sat at ease by the glowing fire. She was silent for a long while, and then startled them by suddenly exclaiming: “Well, I think he is silly!”


  “What! Who is a silly? What are you talking about?”


  And Margaret answered hastily: “Nothing. I was just thinking —of nothing in particular. Listen! Horses!”


  “It is the men coming in.”


  She sat there trying to possess her soul in patience until “he” should come in as Maire had said he always did at night.


  But after all his coming was matter-of-fact. He walked in quietly and sat down among them with a quiet “Good evening.”


  Margaret was disappointed, then wondered what she could have been expecting, anyhow. Had she expected him to walk up to her and look into her eyes again? She blushed furiously and sat with her mouth shut till bedtime. He did not speak either unless when specially addressed by Mrs. Curdy, and his silence most unreasonably soon began to annoy the girl. She certainly felt no urge towards him that night, though his beauty filled her with admiration. She did not once catch the furtive glances he cast at her from time to time. She did not guess that he remained before the fire long after the three women had retired, seeing in the red embers fitful gleams of distant enchantments, wondering vaguely about the shine on her nut-brown waving hair.


  “Cowtails,” he murmured once, smiling softly. “Curly cowtails down her back all shining.”


  No, of course she did not guess it. She was up in Maire’s room asking the brown girl if the “family” gatherings were always so funereal; puzzling poor Maire, who was content to curl up drowsily in her big arm-chair like a tabby cat.


  “Do you like talking?” Maire asked her.


  “Yes, of course. I should think that everyone liked talking. Look at all the things there are to talk about.”


  Maire displayed a touch of native insight. “I think you like showing off,” she said, and grinned broadly, flashing her white teeth.


  So Margaret went to bed feeling cold and flat, ashamed and disgusted with herself. “Probably he is only a common ‘toff’ after all, and has remembered to-day that I am his housemaid. Well, Mr. Messenger, there is plenty more fish in the sea.” She slammed her hairbrush upon her dressing-table and began to exercise herself vigorously. Nevertheless as she lay courting sleep she could not help feeling sad and regretful. She hankered, despite herself, after the roseate dreams and exaltation of spirit she had experienced the night before—the first actual intimation nature had given her of maturity’s mysteries.


  In the dark mind and imagination, as yet rarely separable in her, began again to play around the happening.


  Imagination saw herself as lovely Maidenhood lying in a trance of innocence in thick grasses on the edge of a wood; saw her eyes slowly open, her lips fall apart, her white cheeks flush with colour, and her arms lift up to answer the beckoning hand and vibrant call of Someone hidden within the dark of the wood, Someone whom she knew without seeing was Man, and bore the face and form of Messenger.


  Mind told her that she had but fallen victim to the state of mind described by girls she knew as being “shook” on a man, a state of mind which, according to themselves, was exceedingly common among the young of both sexes.


  But she shuddered away from that supposition, from its vulgarity and the fact that it degraded her superior self to the level of those girls. No, the happening had meant nothing, since here were he and she going on as though it had not happened (Margaret was quite convinced of that); but there had been nothing common or vulgar about it. Just a beautiful incident (here her imagination again took hold), as though the Book of Life had accidentally fallen open before her eyes for an instant and disclosed an alluring glimpse of pictured Love.


  She fell asleep and dreamed. Dreamed that Messenger and she walked side by side through drenched grasses at early morn. The world was theirs alone. Theirs and the noisy birds in the hedges, through which they seemed to pass in some miraculous manner from one field to another. The heavens seemed to be, not blue, but clothed in cloth of gold.


  He and she walked side by side, and always her face was lifted to his, and always he looked down into her eyes. She was with him, and yet also she was able to watch from afar as spirit separate from body.


  There were buttercups in her mouth and dewdrops lay thick upon her hair, and in her eyes lifted to his there was the beauty of the surrender of Maid to Man.


  On his countenance was expressed immeasurable love and reverence. Supreme benignity was theirs, and they walked through long drenched grasses which did not clog their footsteps towards a horizon which was a blaze of glory. All Virtue, all Hope, all Happiness was depicted there in some supernal way through the medium’ of colour.


  Lustrous pearls which were joy floated thickly on azure lakes which were laughter; wondrous were the colours paletted by Happiness, glowing, pulsating, breathing like sentient things, vying with the shining, gleaming gold of Hope and the shimmering liquid silvers of Virtue.


  In a great luminous arch the glory coruscated before them, and the dreamer knew that she and the man were crossing the fields in the early morn to live in its refulgence for ever. Thoughtless, careless, love-wrapped and pure, they were walking straight to Paradise.


  And then in her sleep she rolled over on to her back.


  Instantly the dream world turned foreboding. The drenched sweet grasses at their feet became rank and noisome with sliding serpents; the sky which was cloth of gold grew leaden and flung upon early morn tenebrous shadows and hot, thunderous breaths of wind. Thick, sticky cobwebs barred their path, enmeshing them in their clammy strands, and monstrous spiders, hairy, horny, with bulging eyes and gaping jaws, hung in mid air and glared at them malignantly.


  The girl’s face turned earthwards; her splendid wide eyes shrank to whitish, unseeing balls; the skin around them shrinking until the lids were drawn into evil-looking slits. The skin of her face grew harsh and scaly; the lips drew back from her teeth in a vixenish grin. She put out a hand to fondle a spider, and the dainty fingers turned to talons ere they reached it.


  All this the spirit separate from the body saw.


  But the man. He grew to huge proportions. And as his stature increased his simple manliness gave place to a majesty of demeanour befitting a king of worlds. Instead of love and reverence, his face showed horrific amazement. He drew away from her in loathing. Then he pointed a finger before him and said harshly: “Look!”


  She looked, staring with those whitish balls through the evil slits, and a cackling noise, ghastly imitation of a laugh, came from her.


  For the glory had departed. The refulgence commingled of Virtue, Hope, and Happiness had fled, and in its place was spread a pall compounded of the turgid discolorations of putrid flesh. The mucus of Vice it lay, drenching the muddy air with the stinks of suppuration, and before it, suspended in space, hung a gallows from which swung the body of a woman.


  And the dehumanised Thing standing in the rank, noisome grasses, the spirit apart and the man, all knew that the butchered upon the gallows was the girl.


  She awoke shaking, drenched with the sweat of fear and with the sound of a scream in her ears. It took her a minute or two to pull herself together and recollect where she was. Lying on her back, of course. But what a frightful nightmare! Ugh! She shuddered and pulled the blankets over her head. Thank goodness no one had heard her scream! To be sure she would not roll upon her back again, she lay flat on her stomach with her head twisted sideways. In the morning she had a bad pain in her neck, which made her bad-tempered.


  “No more ‘Messenger’ nonsense,” she told herself forcefully as she dashed cold water upon her face. “Books for me after this. Doesn’t look as though I’ll be able to get out of the house for a fortnight at least. The blessed ground is that boggy.”


  And not until the night upon which this tale opens did she again consider Messenger as a possible husband.


  CHAPTER V


  What sort of night did she put in after the man’s declaration? Did foul dreams disturb her fitful sleep, or grim foreboding pierce the veil of her future? Not a bit of it. When the astonishment and upset had subsided and she thoroughly realised what had happened, she was sheerly glad.


  After all, she had been right about that first meeting. He must have been thinking of her all the time since, though she had put him out of her thoughts. (So she told herself.) What should she say to him on the morrow night? Surely their meeting on the morrow night would be different from that of other nights. He certainly would not be able to walk in among the women as usual. Their next meeting would have to be private, surely. He would think of that urgency.


  Then she remembered that he did not yet know how she regarded him. How extraordinary a proposal it had been! From him, usually so quiet and ordinary and self-possessed. She laughed gleefully and hugged herself. But what would she say to him, anyhow? She had to decide. To marry him, when he had hardly spoken to her? She had thought him dull and funereal for his silence night after night. Why, he must have been thinking of her all the time. He had talked enough that night.


  She felt all warm and—and bubbly. If she married him she would be mistress of that big house in which she was now housemaid. Why, she would be Mrs. Curdy’s mistress—and Maire’s. She liked Maire. Maire was a good girl, and pleasant, even if she was unintelligent. Mrs. Curdy was all right too.


  Then she could do so much for her home folk as Messenger’s wife. How she would love to shower gifts upon them all, especially upon her Mum. Dear old Mum! Serious and solemn reflections came to her with thoughts of Mum. Mum had talked to her about marriage. Mum and Dad, in their own loving union, had shown her how beautiful even poorly circumstanced married life could be. She had seen their loving intimacy, their “smoozing” even after twenty years of wedded life. If she married this young man she would bear the same relation to him as her Mum did to her Dad. Did she want to? Did she want to—to kiss Messenger? She covered her face with her hands so that even the friendly dark should not see her blushes. For the answer was undeniably “yes.” Then she must love him. And when men and women love they marry. Marriage meant more than kisses. She knew what marriage meant. She buried her face in the pillow, her maiden modesty shocked at the pictures her unmaidenly imagination conjured up. But she need have no fear of that young man. How handsome he was! And how strong! His grip of her arms!— She must love him! She wanted to get right out of her bed and go to him then, to tell him the answer to his question.


  All this and more came to her between her snatches of sleep. And when she read his note in the morning she laughed excitedly. How to dress quickly enough to get to him before he left for the ranges! Why on earth did she not know what time he left, anyhow? Before daylight was so vague. Any time was before daylight. She tore out of her room in her slippers with her hair pinned together at the back (no time to tie ribbons) intending to knock on his door.


  Her luck was in. He had only fallen asleep towards morning and had overslept his usual time of rising during “lambing.” He came out of his room as she left hers. They stopped and stared at each other. Then he went red like any girl and thrust his hands into his trouser pockets. He was dressed in heavy riding breeches and leggings, with thick drill shirt, and was coatless.


  Margaret’s heart thumped terribly. It gave her a sort of suffocating, helpless feeling, but on seeing his embarrassment she grew all soft and womanly. How natural it was for her to go right up to him and say, “Yes, I will marry you.” She wanted to. She intended to, but on reaching him she said nothing of the kind. As she approached him he stared at her with breathless intentness, but the electric bulb was behind her and he could not see her face distinctly. She walked close up to him quickly, intending to say simply, “Yes, I will marry you,” but instead— Well, she just found, as all lovers do, that words are not to be calculated on such an occasion. She just went up to him, caught his eyes with hers and breathed fervently, “Oh, Barry, I love you!”


  After his night of doubt and worry her words were to the man like pearls dropping from her mouth. No experience and no teaching in lovers’ ways had he, but he knew what to do right enough, he knew what to do.


  And Margaret Errol was no laggard in responding. There on the landing they loved each other in the good old-fashioned way until movements below stairs warned them to desist. Then—Messenger thus: “Oh, Margaret, how can I go to work? I want to talk about it all and settle things.”


  Margaret: “Must you go to work? I have to work too.”


  He, after a short interval of thought: “Yes, I must go. I am short-handed and the poor brutes may need attention.”


  She, quickly: “Oh, yes, I forgot. To-night, then, we must see each other alone. Where?”


  He, hurriedly, as Maire was heard approaching the stairs: “I’ll arrange that when I come in. You just wait for me. Oh, Margaret!”


  He rushed down the stairs half-way, then turned and looked back at her. She leaned over towards him, her hands pressed upon her heart, which seemed so loving, and answered him in kind: “Oh, Barry!”


  CHAPTER VI


  They were married six weeks afterwards, in September, when Spring’s happy touch lay once more upon the land.


  The tumultuous delights of the brief wooing may safely be imagined. There are glimpses of them in Mrs. Curdy’s letter to Margaret’s mother, written immediately after Messenger and Margaret had declared themselves engaged; in the girl’s ardent, impetuous appeal to the same; even in Messenger’s stiff but straightforward communication to his future father-in-law.


  All three letters arrived at the Errol home together. What a stir! What consternation! And then, at night, what confabulation between the parents! Such reading and re-reading of the letters! Mrs. Curdy’s plain statement of the situation as she saw it: “Mr. Messenger, my master, and Margaret, your daughter, have informed me that they intend to get married if you are agreeable. I should advise you to come up at once and deal with the matter. Mr. Messenger is an exemplary young man. Your daughter is, I consider, exceedingly fortunate.”


  “Mum” did not agree with Mrs. Curdy. Fortunate, indeed! The boot was on the other foot. Still—“exemplary young man”—and there was Messenger’s: “I am sole owner of Maunganui Station. My land carries fifty thousand sheep and, just now, about fifteen hundred steers. The wool clip this year brought an unprecedented price. I have to pick up some fairly heavy losses on the slump years, but even so, I should clear about twenty thousand pounds. (Mrs. Errol gulped each time she read this statement.) I’m not much of a hand at writing. I guess you will understand why I want to marry Margaret. Will you come up right away? Bring all the family.”


  But more potent than the lure of the broad acres to “Mum” was the child’s: “Mummy, come up and see the wonderful son-in-law I have found for you. Did you dream of money to burn? You’ll have it, Mummy, and the handsomest, best man in all the world for my husband. Bring Dad and all the kids up right away to fix things. Mrs. Curdy says we can’t go on as we are, because I’m Barry’s housemaid, and she is my mistress, and she does not like ordering me about when she knows that I am going to be her mistress. But I’m behaving myself, Mum. I’m full of happiness, and can’t really understand my good fortune; but I’m just the same to Mrs. Curdy as I was before it happened. Before Barry proposed, I mean. And what a funny proposal! I’ve stacks of things to tell you. I’m so sure, Mummy, so sure that you will love him and accept him that I am taking everything for granted. I know how you feel about young marriages. You’ll be sad and say to Dad: ‘Oh, no, dear, we must not allow it. She is too young!’ And Dad will say: ‘You know best, but I don’t know—’ just as he always does, and then you will agree with whatever he says. Come up next train, dearest Mum. Barry said I was not to work any more, but I know that you will want me to go on just the same until you come. I am sending you what money I have to help with the train fares.”


  The mother and father talked and talked. Too young, of course, but then— Margaret was not like other girls; and Mrs. Curdy ought to know the man. All right, perhaps, if the child was really in love (Mum had married at eighteen herself), and if the man was all right. How fervently Mrs. Errol prayed he would be! No heart-aches for her child. Oh, surely not, so early. She must go up next day, she and Dad. Not the family. One had to be sure of the man first, and of Margaret. Position, his money, may have just dazzled the child. Youth is so easily misled by its inevitable romanticism.


  Of course everything turned out all right. Mrs. Errol stayed at the station until after the marriage, and she left with no misgivings regarding her child’s future. Surely the lines of Margaret’s life had fallen in pleasant places. That man she had chosen—his equal in manhood there doubtless existed; his superior, never. No vicious instinct in him; no flaw in his physique. Plainly he worshipped the girl; plainly he reverenced her too. And she loved him.


  During the weeks of brief courtship she was an incarnation of sheer delight. Especially when “lambing” was finished and the man had time to take her out on the ranges, teaching her to ride the horse—“the decent horse”—he had given her; showing off his property to her, explaining everything, delighting in her naïve questions and interests.


  And then the rides home in the springtime dusks, the purple and mauve dusks which Barry told her his father had loved because they were real English dusks. The rides home would be so slow and quiet, the horses close together so that their hands could clasp, their eyes could seek each other’s.


  Yes, the girl was but an incarnation of sheer delight. All about the station wondered at her glorious beauty; her own mother marvelled that her quiet self should have begotten this girl. Misgivings about her future? Such could not reasonably be entertained, even by an over-anxious mother. No, Mrs. Errol went home after the quiet marriage ceremony with a mind full of contentment and peace regarding Margaret.


  There was no conventional honeymoon. The shearing began in early October, and even though old Chief Tutaki contracted for the wool clip, Messenger liked to be there supervising, as his father had taught him. There could have been a honeymoon had Margaret desired it, but she vetoed the proposal at once. Leave the station, as yet a bubbling fountain of sheer delights to her! Preposterous! Why, was there anything in the world more engrossing than the shearing would be?


  Barry smiled at that. He pictured the shearers, the “wool-bugs,” in their dirt and grease, thinking the shearing “engrossing.”


  He wondered, while waiting for the marriage, if he would feel those vague unrests, those remote stirrings of soul, at the sound of the young lambs’ blatting, at the fierce, frightened breathing of the mother sheep. No, he knew he would not. He knew now the reason for those vague emotions. The reason for them spelt sex. And he would think of his marriage and tremble.


  How he longed for, yet dreaded, that day when she would be his—his to take to wife. He was frightened. A man must be so careful, so considerate, that the glory of her love be not dimmed nor her faith in his manhood shattered. Once his fear became so potent that he sought his friend, Tutaki, whom he knew to be trustworthy, and confided his fear to him.


  “Don’t you know anything about women at all?” the brown man asked seriously. “Of course, I know you have been pretty fine, but surely there must have been an occasion or two?—”


  “I have never been intimate with a woman,” answered Barry. “I am clean as she is. I thought, perhaps, you might have a book, a good work, on marriage. I know there are such books. I have seen them advertised.”


  Tutaki thought for a while, then said abruptly: “Look here, old chap, you’re all right. Follow your natural instincts. Men and women were made for marriage, and women are as women are—just good. There’s no roughness or badness in you. You’re clean—whatever you do will be clean too.”


  Margaret knew no fear. She did not want to get married particularly. She would have been content to have gone on for ever as she was, just courting. The man’s presents, his caresses, his love words, were all-sufficient for her. She really did not understand why Barry trembled at her close embraces. She had no desire for closer intimacy than then existed. Still, she was not opposed to marriage, either. She saw her position in the house, and knew it must be either marriage or separation for a time. The latter was unthinkable, so marriage it would be. She was prepared for all that marriage meant. She was not eager for it as was the man, but she was not shy of it either.


  Neither mentioned the matter to the other after the date was arranged until the day before the ceremony. This proved to be, as Margaret herself described it, “a really truly spring day,” warm, sunny, with a delightful, fragrant freshness in the air.


  Barry Messenger was giving all of his time these days to the farm. They had not been away from the house for a meal yet, despite their long rides. That morning they left the breakfast-room together and walked out on to the lawn before the house. The grass was heavy with dew; shining moisture clung to the leaves of the laurels and innumerable shrubs encircling the lawn. Margaret turned swiftly to the man: “It is the last day, Barry. Let us take our lunch and have it at Devil’s Corner.”


  He looked at her adoringly, not answering. He was immensely picturesque himself, standing there dressed in riding breeches and drill shirt open at the throat, his legs apart, his hands in his trouser pockets. He just looked at her with his soul in his eyes, and Margaret felt the blood creep up from her heart to the roots of her hair. “Silly!” she said confusedly, pressing her hands against his chest. “Didn’t you hear me?”


  “Yes,” he said slowly. “We’ll go to Devil’s Corner if you like. We’ll go to hell if you say so.”


  Margaret wrinkled her brow. “Why, what a funny thing to say. I don’t want to go to hell.”


  “Come on, then, let it be Devil’s Corner. If you don’t behave yourself I’ll throw you down the Devil’s Hole.”


  “All right.” Reaching up she kissed him on the mouth, putting all her strength into the gesture. Then she whispered: “It won’t be me that will misbehave myself,” and ran into the house laughing.


  He stood there with his blood fever hot and his heart racing. How it hurt! Veritable torture! By and by, when he lifted her into the saddle on leaving home, he crushed her so tightly that she cried out.


  Devil’s Corner was a small copse of pines situated in a corner of the boundary fence about three miles from the homestead. It was the top of a hill, and had been a Maori stockade during the Maori wars. Sitting on the grass among the trees one could get a good view of the surrounding countryside. Devil’s Hole was a deep pit, so deep that if a stone had been cast in it, it could only be faintly heard striking the bottom. It lay just outside the ruins of the old stockade. Its origin was a mystery, as the Maoris had possessed no facilities for digging it, and it had certainly been there when the white man arrived. Tradition had it that down it the Maoris had used to throw the dead bodies of their chiefs to save them from molestation by enemies.


  Messenger and Margaret arrived at the copse early. They took the saddles and bridles off their horses and allowed them to roam. It was an ideal place for a lovers’ picnic, without doubt. The grass was long and fresh, but quite dry. They really did not need the rug Messenger always carried tied to the back of his saddle. He spread it nevertheless. The trees were far enough apart to allow the sun to play through warmly, and yet sufficiently close to screen them from a passing shepherd.


  They had books with them, but, needless to say, they did not read. Messenger stretched himself out on his back, and Margaret sat beside him with her hands clasped around her knees. For a wonder she did not talk. So extraordinary a thing was it for her to be silent that by and by he pulled at her hair and asked: “Why are you so silent?”


  She turned to him quickly, laid her head upon his breast, and said: “Tomorrow we are to be married, Barry.”


  He kept his hands away from her. Her words, her close pressure, had the same effect upon him as her kiss had previously had. Never before had he been so stirred. His throat was dry and thick. His heart thumped so suddenly that she sat up in fright. “Why, what is the matter? Your heart—” Her intuition told her. She coloured, then grew quite white, drew a little away from him and hid her face. Strange thoughts came to her, too, strange emotions. Perhaps the woods, the natural surroundings, affected her. She began to think, foolishly, of the myth of Adam and Eve. She giggled a little, timorously, then, fearful that her laugh might sound “beastly” to him so full of primal emotion, she turned to him and pressed her face against his.


  He felt that she was affected too. “Margaret! Margaret! What is it?” he whispered thickly.


  She lay quietly for a while with her hand upon his neck.


  Then a divine inspiration came to her, a sublime thought born of her sheer naturalness. She raised her head and looked him full in the eyes, the glory of slumbering womanhood shining in her own. “It is God in us,” she said. “It is God in us. This is our wedding-day, Barry. Make me your wife to-day.”


  Before the chill of the spring evening came down they mounted their horses and made for home. They rode slowly. The man kept a hand upon the mane of her horse. In one paddock they came up with a shepherd taking a flock of sheep into the homestead for the shearing to begin upon the morrow, the wedding-day proper.


  The animals had come from the far paddocks, and the weight of their wool hung heavily upon them. The smell of their sweat clogged the air, and their moist, heavy breathing told of their weariness. Numbers of lambs trotted along behind them, dejectedly blatting.


  “Poor souls! They are tired!” exclaimed Margaret.


  “Yes. It is rather a shame, but these things can’t be helped.” The man’s brow wrinkled. He, too, hated the thought of suffering on this day of days. “Let us turn off at the next gate and go home past the rabbitters’ whare.”


  The rabbitters’ whare was a two-roomed shanty occupied by two old cronies who were rabbitting for Messenger. They had been on the station as far back as he could remember, and were known in the locality as “Old Bill and George,” or “Old George and Bill,” as the case might be. They enjoyed the reputation of being characters, which indeed they were. They worked well at their business of trapping rabbits all the week, but Saturday night regularly saw them drunk with the liquors brought them from Taihape by the mailcart. Saturday night and all day Sunday they drank, and at such times they either quarrelled fiercely or became exceedingly affectionate.


  George was like a walrus, tusks and all. Bill was a bleary-eyed, lank blonde, his sparse long hair and moustache still tawny as youth could desire for all his years.


  The two were preparing their evening meal when Messenger and Margaret rode up to their whare. George was sitting on an upturned bucket outside the door peeling potatoes, and they could hear the sound of frying from within. The old man waved his knife at them and loudly called: “Good day! Good day!” before they stopped. He eyed the girl admiringly, and small wonder, for she was indeed good to look upon that day. Bill came to the door and greeted them loudly.


  Messenger drew rein and asked: “How’s things, George? Business good?”


  The old fellow picked up a potato and said: “Well, yes. Them rabbits is just about as plentiful now as they were when we started in on ‘em. Have a look at the fences.”


  “I have been doing so. They’re the devils to breed, ay? Think I should put some more men on?”


  “Aw, well, please yerself. You’d need a hundred men to get rid of ‘em properly. No worry. We can’t do much. Make a whackin’ cheque on ‘em this year. Prices are sky high.”


  Messenger ran his eye along the fences surrounding the whare. Row upon row of them covered entirely with drying skins—thousands of skins. “A pretty cheque, all right,” he muttered, “and it will all go into the pubs. Bad business. I could have half a dozen families making money out of it.”


  “Get off and have a look in the shed,” invited Bill, returning from a visit to the fireplace.


  Both dismounted, and George, handing his pot of peeled potatoes to Bill, conducted them to the shed behind the whare and showed them bale after bale of dried skins packed ready for market. “Will send them to Dunedin next week,” he remarked.


  “Do you get many white skins?” asked Barry.


  “Very few. We have about twenty pure white out of the lot. Big money in the white ‘uns.”


  “Yes. Let me have all the white ones you get, will you? I want them for a rug for Miss Errol here.”


  “Sure thing. Yer weddin’-day termorrer, Barry, I hear. Shearin’ starts, too.”


  “Yes,” said Barry hastily. “The men arrived at the Chief’s to-day. We’ll get on, ay, Margaret?”


  George grinned sheepishly. “S’pose yer wouldn’t have a drink with us, seein’ as it’s yer weddin’-day termorrer?”


  “Why, certainly, old chap. You and Bill are two of my oldest friends. You’ll both be up at the house to-morrow. They’ll be having a hangi in the evening, I understand.”


  “You bet. It’s a pity yer ol’ Dad— But come inside. It’s rough and dirty, Miss, but—”


  “Nonsense!” said Margaret, smiling at him. Then she added impulsively: “Everything is lovely to me to-day, old man. I’m so happy.”


  Messenger looked at her adoringly.


  “Ah! Yer young, miss. Young, and as pretty as a picture. Barry here’s lucky. A lucky man.”


  They all entered the whare. Bill dusted a stool for Margaret to sit on while George brought forth a bottle of whiskey. “I’m sorry we ain’t got any wine for the Lass,” he said.


  “Oh, I don’t drink wine, either, thank you,” said Margaret hastily. “But I will have a cup of tea with you. You make tea, don’t you?”


  The two old chaps were delighted. In the end the four sat down to a meal together. A meal of fried steak tough as leather, with boiled potatoes, served on tin plates. The tea was drunk out of enamel mugs, but Margaret vowed it was delicious. She grew excited and very talkative. Messenger could eat nothing for love of her, and the two old fogies hung on her every word. But by and by she remembered that Bill was a noted story-teller, so she insisted that he tell her a funny story. After a great deal of persuasion and hesitation he began: “Well, I remember something that was funny enough when yer think of it, something that happened ter me when I first came to the English countries. (Bill was a Swede.) It was in Sydney one night. I was walkin’ up George Street when I sees some eggs in a eatin’-house winder. Well, by an’ by, after walkin’ round town fer a while, I feels hungry, and decides ter go back ter that eatin’-house an’ have some of those eggs. So back I goes, but when I gets there I finds that the eggs had been taken outa the winder. Course I couldn’t speak much English in those days—hardly any, in fact. But by that time I wanted those eggs pretty bad, so in I goes an’ tries ter explain to the old lady behind the counter what I wanted ter eat. But she couldn’t cotton on at all. I made the shape of the eggs with my fingers, but still she couldn’t tell, and she began ter get ratty. So, bein’ kinda desperate like, I points ter the behind part of me (beg pardon, Miss) with my hand and walks round the shop callin’: ‘Cack, cack, cack’! just like that, and— What d’ye think the old fool did? She ran out and got a policeman and’ ran me in for a nut.”


  Margaret held her sides and laughed till the tears ran down her face. Afterwards she washed up the “crockery,” and then she and Messenger mounted their horses again and left the rabbitters’ whare to its usual inmates.


  “They will be wondering where on earth we have got to,” she said as they came out on the main road a mile from home.


  “Let them wonder,” he answered, putting a hand upon her reins. “It’s been such a wonderful day, Margaret. Let’s ride down to the river.”


  She looked at him silently for a long while, and then suddenly turned her horse’s head round towards the river road and set off at a hand-gallop. He followed her, and after a half-hour’s riding they came to the banks of a small river. Weeping willows lined the banks; thick lush grasses spread themselves beneath the trees.


  Messenger lifted her from the saddle. “I can’t put you down,” he whispered. “We’ll stay here till dark, ay? Margaret, Margaret, you are my wife—my wife! I shall love you for ever. I know it. Say you will love me so long as we both shall live.”


  The girl in his arms lay very still. She knew that for the man those were moments that come but seldom in a lifetime. She felt, too, that that day had meant more to the man than it had to her. She felt the passion, the ardour of possession, pulsating through him, but she knew that he was not dominated by it. She sensed that the dominating factor in him then was, and all day had been, a vast solemnity born of their union.


  She lay very still fathoming the man. There must have been more in this marriage of theirs to the man than to her. She knew that it had made no difference in her regard for him. It had neither strengthened it nor weakened it. She had loved him just as much, just as tenderly, last night as this.


  But in his regard for her— She knew—somehow she knew—that it had made an incalculable difference. Was this usual? Was it right and natural? A little pain for her, a sundering, a falling away, as it were, of something essential from her; a sense of a sacred privacy invaded, though the invasion had been willingly allowed and understood because of Love’s sanction, and then—a relief. Nothing added, as yet, to her love for him. No transcendental uplift of thought in regard to their changed relations had resulted from the act of consummation such as had happened with the heroines of the popular novels she had read. She felt no different from last evening.


  But Messenger!— No pain for him, no sundering or falling away of any part of the fabric of his being. She had seen and felt. That union, that embrace so almost negligible of results for her, had given to him a supreme ecstasy; had sublimated his reverence and love for her to the extent of positively sealing him in a world occupied by her alone. The union to him had been everything; it had brought to him complete satisfaction, it had meant to him the apogee of earthly joys and felicity.


  Man, in that union, had come into his own. Woman still but lay prepared, waiting for the awakening. He had taken from her utterly, but in taking he had not given. He had but prepared.


  But this he did not know, so he held his wife in his arms and asked for an assurance of her love “so long as we both shall live.” And her young-wise head, putting two and two together, sensed well enough the state of things. She thought: “If I had felt as he did then I should feel as he does now. He doesn’t understand. I can see that the physical relation itself means nothing, because I have experienced the physical relation and I don’t feel any different. It is the responsive element that draws together. When I have derived from a man’s embrace what he has got from mine to-day, I shall feel for the man what he feels for me now.”


  She gave him the assurance he craved. Why not? Subtleties of sex were beyond her. She realised what had happened and saw what could be, but her yet unawakened womanhood being naturally unsensitive to her love’s incompleteness, being filled with happiness and contentment with things as they were, she just naturally answered him: “I shall love you as long as we both shall live.”


  She tried to meet his mood. She tried to feel solemn and weighted with the importance of the day as he did. She was conscious all the time of a “littleness” of attitude towards this event which must surely be the greatest event in a woman’s life—her marriage. Was he putting her to shame? Her common sense told her not. More likely the popular ideas of marriage were humbug. After all, a wedding was a wedding, not a funeral. It seemed to her that weddings should be gay and jolly, not solemn. Lying in the thick lush grasses which smelled of the river she spoke hesitatingly of her thoughts: “You feel very solemn about this marriage of ours, Barry, don’t you? I don’t. You know, I only feel happy.”


  He held her tightly to him. “That is how I would have it. So help me, God. Girl, after to-day I would willingly die for you. I never dreamed anything so wonderful as you existed.”


  Margaret was silenced. Certainly this man had that day plumbed depths undreamt of by her. His love must be a terrible thing. It was awesome.


  CHAPTER VII


  Margaret and Messenger are married. The girl, so splendid in her gracious youth, is settling into her rightful place in the big house, still rather playing at keeping house, of course, and still a little in awe of her position as Mrs. Curdy’s mistress, but settling down nevertheless.


  The man is trying hard to use himself to the luxury of marriage in order that he might really, not only superficially, come back to earth and pick up again the ordinary routine of station work. This work had become a habit to which he now instinctively clung as the surest means of keeping his mental balance sufficiently to preserve appearances among his men. To be sure his solemnity had departed. To be sure his cup of happiness was brimming over, and, boy that he was for all his “solidity,” he found it difficult not to blazon the truth abroad. But shyness demanded of him suppression of naked feeling before his world. The girl ran about disseminating the sunshine of her happiness to all and sundry, thrusting it under everybody’s nose like a child with a new toy, but in this very fact was the shallowness of her love manifested. The man’s emotions were too deep, were to him too sacred, to be held up for public apprehension. Idling, the presence of his neighbour filled him with self-consciousness; working, he could at least assume semblance of his old self. He wished now that a honeymoon away from the station had been chosen.


  There were noteworthy and significant episodes in their life together during the next ten years, and the maturing and deepening of this girl’s body, mind and soul. No child, no inexperienced fledgling was she when her time of trial came upon her and brought her to the dust in the shambles of man-made laws. Life had ploughed deep in the fertile soil of her exuberant self. She was ready and fit as woman could be to meet the grim arbitraments of an inexorable fate.


  But those were the first weeks of her married life.


  Shearing time. Fine weather. The homestead in an uproar night and day with the frenzied blatting of animals. The pens around the sheds seething masses of grey backs from which rose clouds of mingled dust and breathings. Margaret sitting interminably upon the railings watching, absorbed, amazed, almost terrified by the spectacle. The noise of the dogs and the shouting of the “sheepos,” hardly distinguishable, the undulating buzz of the clipping machines, the singing of the Maoris on the boards, interspersed with raucous yells at a careless “Picker-up,” and overtopping all, the ceaseless, maddening “bah-h-h” of desperate mothers and lost little ones, all conspired to dazzle her and engulf her more firmly in her world of dreams. As a spectator sitting on a railing fence she saw only romance there. Not being one of the piece, she saw the work of the world through the eyes of the impractical visionary. Through the arduous labour of Messenger and his shepherds upon the ranges in the dread “lambing” season, through the patient mustering from far and near of countless animals, out of the grimy sweat and hurry of those brown men and women in the sheds, the choking dust of the yards, the noises and terrors and hurts of the animals, emerged the frock adorning her slothful little person. “This is Industry!” she exclaimed ecstatically to Messenger. “How wonderful it is!”


  “Yes, from your point of view I suppose it is,” he answered in his quiet, thoughtful way. “Sitting on the fence watching Industry, knowing that the product of it is going into one’s pocket, is doubtless conducive to a very pleasant frame of mind. Taking a part in Industry is a different matter. The ‘sheepo’ there, yelping as like a dog as possible, probably doesn’t see anything wonderful in his share towards your point of view. Neither does the shearer, breaking his back all day over the clippers for twenty-five shillings a hundred; and I should really like to hear the point of view of the sheep. Come into the sheds and watch awhile.”


  Margaret climbed off the fence, crestfallen. “Well, why don’t you pay the men more?” she asked vigorously, as she followed him into the long shed.


  “Aye? Oh, I don’t know. The Arbitration Court fixes a uniform rate of pay for the whole country and we pay it. If the men weren’t satisfied they would demand more.”


  “How many sheep does a man shear in a day?”


  “About two hundred and fifty—a good man. So you see that they make quite a cheque out of it.”


  “Yes, but for how long? You told me that the wool cut only lasted a month.”


  “Yes, here. But these men will go on to another place. They will work at different stations for a period covering several months, then live on their cheque through the winter. Some of the shearers, the white men, go back and forth from Australia to New Zealand, doing no other work than shearing. They are well off compared with the other country workers. But of course a man couldn’t work at the shearer’s high speed continually. He would knock up in no time. You come and watch them.”


  “Wait a bit.” Margaret was getting a new impression. She must know all about anything that took her interest. “One thing at a time. Isn’t it a job to talk in this frightful din? Suppose the men did demand more wages: would the sheep-owners pay it just for the asking?”


  Messenger laughed, amused, though proud at her interest in such a prosaic subject, then answered her soberly enough.


  Her chief fascination for the man lay in her intelligence. He could not use himself as yet to the combination of beauty and intelligence she presented. Fancy a lovely girl of seventeen being interested in such dry-as-dust subjects as that of wages! Other pretty girls he knew would have stared blankly at their mention.


  Messenger, never having wanted for anything himself, had no real conception of his wife’s poverty-stricken upbringing. Margaret had learned a lot about wages, and learned in a hard school. She knew what an expert financier her mother had necessarily been. She had not yet been long enough on the fair side of the fence to forget her experience on the other.


  Messenger hated to think that she had ever wanted for anything. He told her on their marriage day that as soon as the cheque for the wool cut came in he would insist on settling her people comfortably.


  “Well, no, probably not for the asking. If they could get a rise just for the asking there would be no limit to their demands. There used to be a lot of trouble with the shearers before the Arbitration Court was set up. Sectional strikes were always occurring all over the country, but now the men are organised into a union and work under a Dominion award, and we have practically no bother with them. They take their grievances to the Court and abide by its decision.”


  “The Court must always give them what they want then. I don’t see the difference.”


  “No, no. Hardly ever. The men have one representative on the Court; we have one, and a judge of the Supreme Court has the casting vote. Naturally, being of our class, he votes with us. Judge —— stayed with my father two years ago, and I remember the discussion they had on the subject. It doesn’t seem fair to me. Of course it isn’t—but what can a fellow do? Dad was hard as nails with his men, though he worked as hard, or harder, than any of them himself.”


  “But I don’t understand. You say the men do not get what they want from the Court, and yet they are satisfied?”


  “Perhaps I should not have said satisfied. They are quiet. They accept the ruling of the Court, or their officials accept it for them. I suppose the operations of the Court have a fair appearance to them. You see, before they were organised into one big shearers’ union, each station looked after itself. Each group of men knew its own grievances, and dealt with them on the spot. Therefore, as the cut was in process and a strike might spell disaster to the owner, they usually won out. But with the union— The men report their grievances to their travelling representatives, and the union officials deal with them. These union officials are our strongest bulwarks. The men don’t know. They pay their union dues. I know of several cases— Oh, the whole affair is rotten! By the time the men’s grievances get an airing the cut is over and the men scattered. I don’t see anything else for it. No so long as union officials can be bought. Suits us all right. Perhaps experience will teach the men the uselessness of their union. I think they would be much better off without organisation.”


  Shrewd Margaret put her finger on the vital spot. “Are there plenty of shearers available always?”


  “Not always. Before the war they were hard to get, and during the war we had the devil’s own job. Had to pay unprecedented wages to get them—” He stopped and looked at her. They both smiled. She nodded wisely.


  “Yes, just so. I see. Plenty of men since the war, aren’t there? They are ‘quiet,’ satisfied with the findings of the Court. You pay them what you like. If those you have are dissatisfied you say (she extended her arm and declaimed), ‘Get thee gone, Satan! Another man is here to take your place.’ I am afraid you will have to look for some other cause than the union officials’ perfidy to account for your good time now. That would help, of course, but it is not everything. Suppose the men had a strong union with straight officials at a time when men were scarce. What would you do then?”


  “We should be what they are now—helpless,” he answered promptly. “But never mind that now. Let’s hope that time never comes. After all, the more we have to pay our men the less we have for ourselves, you know. There is only a certain amount of money in the wool cut.”


  “Rank selfishness, Barry. That is an awful sentiment. Why—”


  But he had leapt up on to the narrow platform surrounding the shed and was holding out a hand to help her up. She forgot all about the shearers and their due as he hauled her up beside him. Youth and Life and Love were theirs. For the instant they were lonely humans amid a sea of sheep. A quick surge together, a kiss, and then he turned quickly to the shed door while she stood laughing for sheer joy. Their love passages always made her joyous; just filled her with glamorous delight. Him they sobered, shook to the depths.


  They entered the shed. The engine-room came first, in which they did not tarry, and then the classers’-room. Here the broad benches were piled high with golden fleeces which the classers, also Maoris, were sorting into various grades. Each grade was to be made into bales. Margaret stood by and watched the deft fingers of the men while Barry explained everything to her. How fine the lambs’ wool was, just faintly tinted with amber. Then she stood at the door to the long shearing shed proper. Sixteen men were on the boards. The clippers moved over the sprawling bodies with incredible swiftness. Too noisy to talk there. Barry gestured to her to watch a special man, second down the row from her. A champion, Margaret guessed at once, by the extraordinary rapidity with which his sheep disappeared down the slide. His blades ran over the animal smooth as silk, just like a caress, and no slightest drop of blood did he draw. Barry’s eyes glistened to watch him. A fleece was barely off; the picker-up, a young brown girl, snatched at it in the approved manner; the man, as the clippers slid off the bare pelt, with one backward kick sent the animal flying down the shute, stepped forward into the pen of waiting sheep, grabbed one, and with one step was back on the boards. His hand went up, pulled the rope that started the machine, and in a minute from the time his clippers left one animal he was half-way through another.


  “Oh! the skill of him!” Margaret exclaimed beneath her breath. Barry told her afterwards that this man’s regular workday was three hundred and twenty to the average two-fifty.


  The man next her had an accident. A young man, inexperienced. His “fleeco,” waiting his fleece, took hold and pulled gently. Some hitch the girl could not understand; the blade slipped and ripped right down the animal’s leg, tearing away a lump of flesh. Margaret shuddered violently and thrust her finger into her mouth to stifle a scream. The sheep plunged; the shearer yelled “Tar!” The tar-boy rushed up and smeared hot tar upon the wound.


  Messenger took his wife outside. She tried to compose herself. “That was awful, yet nobody took any notice. Does it often happen?”


  “No,” Messenger lied. “The boy is just learning. The tar doesn’t hurt, you know.”


  “No, of course not.” Sarcastically. “Hot tar on an open wound would not hurt! Why do you allow it, anyhow?”


  “Allow it, my dear? There is nothing else to do. If blood got about, the fleeces would be messed up. There’s no time to be wiping up blood. Those men are paid by the hundred.”


  “Yes, that’s it. So that they can make money the poor sheep don’t matter. If you paid these men good wages and let them take their time they wouldn’t be cruel.”


  “No, Margaret,” he answered gently. “That is not all the cause. The fleece is at its best for a short time only, and must come off at that time. It can’t come off until the cold weather is over, and must come off before the hot weather sets in.”


  One day it rained. Messenger told the girl, as they lay in bed listening to the downpour upon the roof, of the setback this would be to the shearing. “Can’t work on wet sheep. It will take three days to dry the wool after the rain has ceased. That is, unless it blows hard and the sun shines strongly.”


  Jimmy Tutaki came in while the two were breakfasting. Since the night of his dramatic proposal Barry had, of course, been little in Tutaki’s company. Margaret had not, therefore, yet become really acquainted with the Maori. A few casual meetings, that was all. She had felt no interest in him, though Messenger often recounted to her his exploits.


  “Jolly hard luck,” he said, as he dropped into an easy-chair beside the fire. “Another two days would have seen the cut out.”


  “Yes. Mightn’t last, though. If it takes up we had better run the sheep round Baldy. There is always a wind up there.”


  Baldy was a hill rising out of the homestead paddock. After rain the sheep would sometimes be driven up this hill and round and round it so that the sharp winds would dry their wool quickly.


  “All right. Hone Reki is pretty bad with grease boils. I don’t know how he works with them.”


  “Is he treating them right?”


  “No. He is particularly stupid. I told him that he might lose his legs if he didn’t keep the ulcers clean, but one might as well hold one’s tongue.”


  “I will see him immediately after breakfast.”


  “Lose his legs! How dreadful! What are grease boils?” asked Margaret.


  “They are running sores, or ulcers which the shearers get on their legs and arms, usually through shearing wet sheep. But we have had no wet sheep so far, so Hone must have got a scratch on his leg from a thistle in the wool and the grease got in it. If the blood is out of order these sores get frightful. Hone is a boozer. His blood is always out of order.”


  Margaret frowned. “Industry is not so wonderful, after all,” she said discontentedly. “What will you say to the man, Barry?”


  He smiled at her. “I shall insist that he clean himself up and go to see a doctor. He is really half-witted, isn’t he, Jimmy?”


  “Well, hardly that. More of a brutal type, I should say. Too low to care much one way or the other. Funny, that, you know. He is always drunk, and regularly beats his wife, but with the animals he is as gentle as a lamb. His horse—did you know he had a horse?—his horse loves him like a human. Dashed funny, I think, the different types of men.”


  “What do the shearers do on wet days?” asked the girl.


  “Play cards and sit about. Perhaps dance, if anyone among them can play the mouth-organ or accordion. If the rain continues for long some may go home to the pa or wherever they live. The wool cut is always finished with a dance in the shed, you know. How about a haka at the dance, Jimmy? Mrs. Messenger hasn’t seen anything of that sort yet.”


  “Oh, I’ve no doubt it can be arranged. I’ll speak to the Chief about it. Do you dance, Mrs. Messenger?”


  “No. Oh, no. But I’ll love to go and watch. Do you dance, Barry?”


  “Sure, a little. We’ll have to teach you, ay, Jimmy?”


  “Yes, you’ve plenty of time to learn to waltz before the cut out if you start now. Shift the table back, Messenger, and give it a go. I’ll whistle.”


  Margaret jumped up gleefully. “Oh, that would be lovely! But I am not at all graceful, Barry. Who taught you?”


  “Jimmy and I were taught at college. Come on. Now you whistle, Jimmy.”


  And so Margaret learned to dance.


  Her days were one long lesson in one thing or another. She learned to know Tutaki and to respect and like him as well as Barry himself did. She learned that Barry was not an angel, after all, and doubtless taught him the same regarding herself.


  CHAPTER VIII


  Margaret rode gaily along the public highroad one fine morning in February of the next year. She was on her way to visit a farmer’s wife, one Mrs. Roderick, who had called on her shortly after her marriage, and whose visit she had not yet returned. She was aware that she was remiss in not having done so, but the truth was that she had taken an unreasoning dislike to the lady at first meeting.


  Many people had called on the young Mrs. Messenger; neighbours from far and near, and mostly she had liked them. With two or three girls of her own age she had become quite friendly, and these she often entertained at her home for days together.


  She had found it the most natural thing in the world for her to play the lady. At Christmas time she had had her whole family to stay with her for a fortnight. How proud she had been! Of her husband; of his possessions, which were now also her own; of her own great good fortune. Oh, yes, Margaret soon began to think less of such things as wages and workers. Now, in her allusions to the station employees, like Barry himself, she spoke of our “hands.”


  Gaily she rode along the highroad on her “decent” horse. Like Barry again, she preferred a horse to automobile. By now she could drive a car fairly safely herself (Barry had bought her a flash little Austin), but usually the automobiles were brought into requisition only for pleasure-seeking when long distances were to be covered, such as the acceptance of an invitation to distant farms or stations or visits to Taihape.


  The paddocks stretching out on either side of her, up “over the hills and far away,” were now parched to the hue of ripe corn. The summer had been a dry one, and the animals had suffered much from thirst. The girl knew that the sheep had not had a drink for two months. They had subsisted on the heavy dews of night. The cattle had to be regularly driven many miles to the river, which was now merely a trickle running among huge boulders.


  In her mind Margaret had by this time come to think that Industry was horrible. But her thoughts could not but be gay on this fine morning with the upland air so fresh despite the hottest month of the year. She forgot about the woman she was to visit until she arrived at the big gates barring her approach to the Roderick home, some seven miles from her own place. She reined in and called to a youth who was digging in a nearby paddock to come and open the gates for her. He dropped his spade and slouched over.


  “Is Mrs. Roderick at home, do you know?” she asked him, secretly hoping for a reply in the negative. But he only grinned vacuously up at her from under tousled, carroty hair.


  With a shock she realised that he was an idiot. “Oh!” she exclaimed involuntarily. “I’m sorry,” then urged her horse on up the broad gravelled roadway which led to the Roderick front door.


  A child playing about saw her coming and straightway ran inside, as a consequence of which Mrs. Roderick was at the front door to meet her.


  Margaret dismounted hurriedly. “That boy!” she cried. “He is mad, isn’t he? He sent cold shivers down my back.”


  “Yes, he’s an idiot,” was the cheerful answer. “But he can work all right if you put the fear of God into him. We don’t have to pay him much, being a loony. His people were glad for us to take him at any price. But never mind him. Come inside. I was wondering why you had not called before.”


  Margaret followed her hostess indoors, wishing to goodness that she had ridden right past the gates. She felt upset. She had felt so happy, then all at once had come to her a glimpse of a lost soul. That ill-formed face, as though it had been arrested in its prenatal growth and come into the world half-formed. “He should have been killed at birth!” she declared vehemently. “It is a crime to allow him to live. He is a hideous blotch on the face of nature.”


  “Maybe, but he’s got a pair of useful, if ugly, hands, and we don’t have to bother about him at all. He just sleeps, eats and works.”


  Margaret shuddered. Her unreasoning dislike of the woman crowded thick upon her. “That seems to me to be a terrible way to look at things,” she said. “That is not the point of view at all. There is more to it than just thinking that he eats and sleeps and works. Don’t you know that all organisms seek to perpetuate themselves? This man will have the instinct to breed like you and me. Far worse than you and I, as the lower the mentality the stronger and more ungovernable will be the animal instincts. He is better dead. He is an animal.”


  “What is the matter with you?” asked the other curiously. “Don’t you know that there are plenty of idiots and defectives working on farms? Why are you worrying about him?”


  “Oh, I don’t know. He gave me a shock. I have never seen an idiot before. I was feeling so happy. The morning was so beautiful, and then I saw his face. It was like a glimpse of hell out of heaven. I am going to have a child, and I have been thinking quite a lot about life lately.”


  “Oh, now, is that it?” Mrs. Roderick eyed her thoughtfully. “You don’t show it. How many months?”


  “Nearly four.”


  “Have you felt the child?”


  “Oh, yes. This last month.”


  “I’m jolly glad of that.”


  “Why?” Margaret was surprised.


  “You noticing that boy so much might have affected the child if you had not quickened. As it is, it is all right.”


  Margaret felt her lips stiffen with fright. She gulped. “Are you sure?” she whispered.


  “Yes, quite sure. Now, for goodness’ sake forget it, and we’ll have a cup of tea.”


  Just a side glance at Mrs. Roderick. Not a typical farmer’s wife at all. Not plain, bluff, unsecretive, like the typical farmer’s wife whom intelligent, well-read Margaret laughed at even while she loved.


  She appeared to be in early middle age; was tall, thin and extremely agile in her movements. Her bustered yellow hair stood out from her head in beautiful, crisp frizz. Her eyes were yellow, too, like her hair. They were small, and their expression bore a remarkable resemblance to that of a suspicious cat. Altogether there was a feline grace about her.


  She had five children, the four eldest of whom went to school. The youngest, five years old, hung about her skirts all the time she entertained Margaret. They talked as women will, the girl trying her best to overcome her instinctive dislike for the other, until Mrs. Roderick offered to show her around the place.


  They went out by the back door, and were at once confronted by a high board fence upon which were pinned out a number of animal skins. Margaret walked up to them and fingered them curiously. “Why, what beautiful skins! I never thought that rabbit-skins were beautiful like this. They’re yellow. And look here! What lovely markings!—” She stopped and dropped her hands, starting back. “They’re not rabbits at all! They’re cats—cats!”


  “Yes, they’re cats. Aren’t they lovely? I’ve got a hobby for collecting cat-skins. This country is overrun with wild cats, you know. I bred one lot, just to shoot for the skins, but Roddy (Roddy was her husband) objected to me doing that, so now I just shoot wild ones. I go out with the gun for a whole day sometimes and get quite a bag. I’ll show you my collection when we go in again.”


  “Oh, no, thanks. Oh, no, I would rather not see them, thank you,” said Margaret faintly. She felt sick. Shooting cats! A woman! Just for a hobby! Oh, vile! She remembered that Barry had told her that the wild cats helped to keep the rabbits down, and also the weasels. Not even the excuse that they were destructive. Margaret was not particularly fond of cats, but she was particularly tenderhearted. She thought of a woman skinning cats. She braced herself. “No, Mrs. Roderick, I couldn’t admire your skins. Please let us go and look at the yards.” Then, thinking that this woman was her hostess, she added lamely: “I love cats. I would sooner die than shoot one.”


  “Oh, all right. Everyone to his taste. You’ll learn sense as you grow older.”


  How glad the girl was to escape from the place. As she cantered away from the gates she vowed: “Never again. Never again.” No wonder she had instinctively disliked the woman. Funny types, as Tutaki had said. His remark came back to her. And all the funny types seemed to be congregated in that corner of the world.


  Poor Inexperience, tapping the well of Life! How could it know that the “funny types” to youth are all other types than its own?


  Her spirits began to rise again. Now and again from rises on the road she caught glimpses of a distant flock of sheep being mobilised ready for the drive into the dipping pools. The mellow afternoon was at its hottest, but the atmosphere was never oppressive on the uplands. She dawdled along singing snatches of song. She wondered what time Barry would be back home from the cattle mustering he had gone out to that morning. He had spoken of a projected visit to several small towns at a distance and to the town of Wanganui, some two hundred and fifty miles away, in search of “store” cattle. He wanted her to go with him.


  She was slouching in her saddle, smiling dreamily, when her attention was arrested by a faint whining noise. She sat up straight and looked around. A small copse of stunted birch trees stood in the paddock about a hundred yards to one side of her, left there to provide shade for the cattle, and half-way between this copse and the road a dog was crawling along the ground, heading towards her. She drew rein, amazed, and stared at it. It was hurt, obviously. Its hind legs were lying straight out behind it. It clawed itself forward for a foot or two, then stopped and whined painfully. Some steers stood among the trees, watching the dog interestedly. One huge steer had ventured near to it, nose almost touching the ground, eyes staring.


  Margaret ordinarily was terrified at the steers, but now, realising the dog’s hurt, she was off her horse and through the fence in a twinkling, without a thought of possible danger to herself.


  The poor creature raised its head at her approach and feebly wagged its tail. She stopped. She thought her blood had frozen in her veins. Her tongue clove to the roof of her mouth. For its eye-sockets were empty and blood streamed from a gash in its head down over its nose and dyed the yellow grass. Its body was a ghastly mass of clotted blood and raw wounds, as though pieces had been literally hacked out of it, and its hind legs were broken. She knew that they were broken because of the twisted way they lay. She brushed her hand over her eyes. Was it a nightmare? How came it about, if not? Was that thing there real—on that sunny day? On her own property, too. Real enough. Then, how? The steers? Impossible, for the horns would have tossed and killed, perhaps trampled and broken bones; but this horrific maltreatment! —


  It was the hand of Man. She felt it. Such terrible rage assailed her that she was blind herself. It was with difficulty that she regained her seat on horseback. Once there she lashed at her horse with her whip, again and again, until it literally flew along the highroad. To get home! To Barry! Succour for the dog and vengeance on the perpetrator of the atrocity. She flung off her horse at her front door and rushed indoors, calling loudly for him as she ran.


  Mrs. Curdy came hurrying from kitchenwards. “What’s the matter? What’s the matter?”


  “Barry! I want Barry!”


  “He’s not home yet. What’s the matter?”


  Margaret clutched at the wall for support. “Not home!” she gasped, then turned and flew to the men’s quarters.


  Potts, the gentle giant, was there, and Bill and Bob McClure, talking to the cook. Potts was eating a slice of bread and treacle, also, when Margaret rushed in among them. They all started up. She had difficulty in speaking. She stood among them panting, her trembling hands pressed upon her breast, trying to compose herself enough to speak.


  “Why, God bless me soul, Missis! What’s the matter?” asked the cook.


  She fixed on Potts. She knew from Barry what manner of man he was. “Potts!” she gasped. “There’s a dog down in the near home paddock, between the copse of birch and the road. It has been tortured. Go and shoot it, Potts, go and shoot it at once! Take my horse and gallop. Then come back to the house and tell my husband what you saw.” She collapsed. She took hold of Potts’ arm and began to sob chokingly. “Oh, Potts! It has been tortured. Hurry!”


  “Sure, Missis,” he said quietly, and put an arm around her. “Come into the house and I’ll hurry away. You are upset.”


  “Yes,” she said, and then quietly fainted away.


  The big man lifted her and carried her quickly into the house, where Mrs. Curdy and Maire agitatedly attended to her.


  The other three men looked at each other significantly. The cook wiped his knife on his apron and after a while remarked casually: “The ‘Prince,’ I suppose, as usual. The Boss’ll be after his scalp this time.”


  “Huh,” mumbled Bill McClure uneasily.


  The cook began to whistle to show his unconcern; Bob picked up Potts’ half-eaten slice of bread and treacle and ate it absent-mindedly.


  Messenger and Tutaki clattered into the yard amid the yelping of their dogs and the three sauntered out to them. Barry made a rush for the bathroom, eager, as usual, for the company of his wife; but before he reached it Mrs. Curdy called him from the front verandah.


  A quantity of flowering shrubs separated the yard from the house and lawns, and through these he pushed his way. “What is it?” he asked impatiently. “I’m not washed yet!”


  “Your wife wants to see you at once.” Mrs. Curdy stepped close to him. “She is badly upset, Mr. Messenger. She is hysterical.”


  “Where is she?” He was at the door in a trice.


  “In her room.”


  He took the stairs three at a time. Margaret heard him coming and sat up on the bed. Maire sat on the window-seat much bewildered at all this to-do over a cur. She knew a thing or two about the way sheep-dogs were treated.


  “What is it, Love? What has upset you?” He had his arms around her.


  She told him what she had seen, hysterically, with bursts of weeping. His face took on a curious pallor as he listened and his eyes grew hard and cold. He held her tightly to him.


  “You’ll find out who did it, Barry—someone must know whose dog it is—and get him punished?”


  He did not answer. Just held her closer. She tore herself away from him. “If you don’t I’ll—I’ll leave you! Won’t you? If you don’t you will be as bad as the one that did it.”


  He took her hands again and held them tightly. “You won’t need to leave me,” he said quietly. “I promise you the man shall be punished. Will you try to compose yourself while I go and see about it. Remember all this may affect the little one, Margaret.”


  “I’ll try, Barry. Forgive me for what I said. But this place is so horrible. Mrs. Roderick shoots cats for a hobby, and some—some beast about the place tortures dogs.”


  “I must go now, Margaret, and see which man comes in without a dog. Lie still, dear; I’ll return as soon as possible. You stay with her, Maire.”


  He hurried out into the yard again. Potts had just returned. All the shepherds except Hortry and little Tuhi were there, standing in a group around Potts. When Messenger appeared they dispersed unconcernedly. “Potts, come here,” called Barry.


  Potts walked over to him. “Was it very bad?”


  “Rotten!” Potts gave a lurid account of the dog’s condition.


  “Whose dog was it?”


  The big fellow turned half away from the other and gazed thoughtfully on the ground. Messenger added hastily: “Never mind, Potts; I can guess, anyhow.”


  “Well, I’d rather not have a say-so about it, Barry, for sure. I’d sooner smash the swine up myself than peach on him. You can go down and have a look at the dog yourself. I’ll go down after tea and bury it.” The tea-gong sounded as he spoke.


  “Right you are. I’ll jump on my horse. Won’t take ten minutes.” Which he did.


  Hortry and Tuhi came in while he was away, going, of course, at once to the bathroom. Messenger was back before Hortry emerged from there. He put his head in at the dining-room door and asked: “Is Hortry in yet?”


  “Yes,” someone said gruffly. “He’s bathing.”


  So Barry stepped inside, his riding-whip in his hand, and sat down and waited. The men noisily ate their meal. Tuhi came first, then Hortry whistling cheerily. His “boss” rose as he entered. Hortry never even glanced at him, just drew a chair back and sat down at table. He did it gracefully, as a cultured woman would have. The sight crystallised Messenger’s rage. Well, he wouldn’t be so graceful after he had finished with him.


  “Where is your dog ‘Nip,’ Hortry?” he asked, in a voice that trembled with suppressed rage.


  Hortry did not look up even then. He arrested his eating for a few seconds, obviously considering, then answered: “I am not accountable to you for my dogs, Messenger. They are my property.”


  “You are going to be accountable to me for this one. You maimed it and left it living down at the birch copse to-day, didn’t you?”


  The “Prince” looked up at him then, calculatingly.


  Messenger was clothed in his usual riding pants and drill shirt open in front enough to expose his massive chest. His sleeves were rolled up almost to the shoulders, baring his swelling muscles. All present knew the strength in those arms and shoulders. Time and again they had seen it. Hortry gave a little shiver. He glanced towards the door, then asked abruptly: “What’s biting you? First I heard that a boss controlled the private actions of his men.”


  “I told you in this room in front of these men that if any act of deliberate cruelty were committed on this station again, I should deal with the offender as a man, not as a boss. Get up and take your medicine, you cur! I can’t gouge your eyes out as you did the dog’s, but I’ll beat you to a pulp, and then throw you out on the road. Get up!”


  Hortry made a leap for the door, but Barry was too quick for him. He caught him by the hair, which was fortunately long, and almost lifted him by it out into the yard.


  At least, Hortry took it well. He did not cry out, though he was unable to rise from the ground when the enraged man had finished with him and thrown him aside.


  Messenger then trembled like a leaf. He looked down on the man and felt slightly ashamed; so he picked him up, and, carrying him into his room, threw him upon his bunk. “When you’re fit, come for your pay-sheet,” he said gruffly, and then went for his belated bath.


  For sure Margaret’s unhappiness did not last for long. The sunshine of her youth and love soon melted the snow of despond in her heart, but of course—such episodes leave a mark. A little she was wakened from her world of dreams. Sin and shame had dwelt in this world as goblins of fearsome shape, now they began to assume aspect of vague reality. Mrs. Roderick’s words having awakened in her disquietude, she consulted a doctor about her condition for the first time. He cheerily assured her that she need have no fear for any ill effects resulting to the child from her agitation, but, nevertheless, when the child came, she and Barry had sense enough—


  CHAPTER IX


  For the child, a boy, proved, as it left its birthday weeks and months behind it, to be extremely delicate and nervous. It was beautiful (as indeed were all their children), and quite big, but preternaturally alert, fitful, startled to infantile hysteria by slight noises.


  Margaret’s youth was a blessing to her then. Where the mature woman would have fretted and pined, she hoped and builded on the future. Messenger secretly worried a lot. It was a sorrow to him that his first-born was not everything a child could or should be. Together he and Margaret agreed that the trouble had resulted from her agitation. Neither was silly about the matter. They did not rush to the doctor on every conceivable pretext; they did not pamper the child or over-indulge it to any extent. Extraordinarily commonsensible they were, considering their youth; but it is the prerogative of youth nowadays to be commonsensible, “scientific.”


  Margaret’s exuberant personality began to bloom like an exotic flower under the stimulus of motherhood. She “moved out” in all directions. And her world of dreams crashed to pieces about her feet. To the world at large she was the same girl, with but an added charm. Even Barry had no idea of the dream-world ruins that lay about her, for Barry had not known of the dream-world’s existence. Herself only became aware of it when its ruins toppled about her. Sometimes she would ruminate upon the matter; she would wonder whether all girls lived in dreamland until the crushing actuality of the moving world around them was forced upon them by pain. The pain had done it. She saw that only pain could have done it. Joy, happiness, embedded her more firmly in it. Only great pain or sorrow could have shaken her from her nest among the clouds down to earth.


  She did not become immersed in a sea of domesticity because of the babe. She came properly to life and dealt most practically with the problems that necessarily surround the nursery. She looked after her baby herself entirely—she and Barry, that is to say; but the fabric of her make-up was too extraordinary to permit of complete absorption in any one direction. Unconsciously she assumed the proper attitude towards parenthood; saw it in its right relation to all other things. The bringing forth of young she saw as awesome and wondrous, right enough; but since Nature in this made man its puppet, at one with the lowly worm, why regard it as the supreme achievement and worship at its shrine to the exclusion of all other interests?—as the woman of her world almost invariably did.


  Unconsciously, she assumed this proper attitude towards her parenthood. She did not drag her thoughts away from the nursery; they wandered freely. She knew the tremulous delights and sweet miseries of motherhood in common with all natural women; she wove dreams of future companionship the while her fingers lovingly fashioned tiny garments; perhaps her rare beauty of mind and soul lent her added joy, above the general, in the communion of mother and babe; but yet her thoughts played freely upon other phenomena in the world around her. Her dreamland dissipated, she began to analyse critically (charitably, of course) everything and everybody, herself included. Her old habit of fibbing harmlessly about trifles she discarded as being unworthy of a grown-up person.


  She struck up a real friendship with Jimmy Tutaki. His presence about her just rounded off her world sufficiently to prevent the quiet station life from irking her. He did her the world of good from the viewpoint of real development. Uncovering his own versatility, he showed her the meagreness of her own attainments so that she hungered.


  Seldom could she hold her own in argument with him, and Margaret loved argumentation; so she contracted a habit of close thinking. “Less talk and more thought,” she told Barry one Monday night, would be her motto for the future.


  Winter again, this night. They were in the big dining-room before the blazing fire as usual. Mrs. Curdy, Maire, and another brown girl called Rata, were also there. Messenger sprawled on a lounge opposite his wife, who had little Harry lying on her knee revelling in the comfort of undress in the warmth. Fat little legs pawed the air continually; little hands wavered uncertainly about, and Messenger’s eyes never left the child except to rest on its mother. He smoked his pipe, replete with content. There at any rate was domesticity personified. He smiled tolerantly as his wife propounded her future motto.


  After Tutaki’s Sunday companionship she invariably counted her new impressions over to her husband. He liked it. This girl never wearied him. Always a newness, a freshness, about her. He understood exactly what was going on. He understood that a wealth of beauty lay in the virgin soul of her, waiting to be revealed by experience, and that Tutaki was supplying an actual need. He realised that his quiet self alone could not meet the whole of her demands on life. It was really extraordinary that he had formed so correct an estimate of her nature, and perhaps more extraordinary still that he easily disciplined himself to a proper regard for it. The two had not been married long enough nor were they old enough nor experienced enough to have reached that stage of perfect intimacy which comes only through profoundest understanding and the sharing of great sorrows and joys; but still the privacies of married life together were theirs, and Barry might cheerfully sit by and see his wife’s attention focussed on his friend all day in diverse argument and talk, for he knew of the secret hours when she lay close to his heart and whispered, and of the family life when, as to-night, her impressions and gleanings from without would be paraded before him for his inspection and criticism. And paraded in the loving, haphazard way of privilege. She had such a delightful way of expressing herself when she was really in earnest. Her face, which, though thinner since the babe came, had gained in loveliness, always took on a rosy flush when she talked earnestly in her animated, gesticulating way. And her great eyes would light up brilliantly.


  She had been sitting silent, except for random endearments addressed to the babe, for some time this night before she formulated her motto and discovered it to Barry. He smiled tolerantly, and after a while remarked encouragingly, “Yes?”


  “Yes. There is no doubt that I have been in the habit of talking altogether too much and of thinking too little. I suppose you arrived at that conclusion long ago?” She glanced at him shrewdly. She had few illusions about him either. His quietness in no way hid from her the pure gold of his opinions nor the weight of his common sense. Indeed they seemed perfectly mated. Fate is a scurvy trickster.


  “Well, I don’t know. You talk a lot. You’re only a kid. Won’t do you any harm to think more, of course. Me, either.”


  “You! Silly! You’re my antithesis. You talk too little and think too much. That is, if you are thinking when you are silent.” She bent her head and rubbed her cheek on the child’s pink legs. “Is your Dad a really and truly wise man or only a conundrum, darlin’?” she purred, then asked Barry seriously: “Is our friend really wise, Barry, or just full of knowledge? I can’t make him out. He’s so airy, so light and inconsequential, and yet so truly extraordinary.”


  “I’ve always taken him pretty much for granted, as a matter of fact. It is his memory, I suppose. He may not have read so much more than you have (in fact, I don’t think he has read as much), but he has remembered what he has read; his impressions are lasting. You don’t even retain your impressions. Jimmy only seems inconsequential. Really he is as steadfast as a rock.”


  “Yes?” She began to robe the child in his night clothes. “You ought to know him. He is the most interesting man I’ve ever met. Darlin’, does it love its mother then? Look, Barry, isn’t he beautiful? I’m sure he will grow strong as a horse.”


  And Barry, quite undismayed by her opinion of his friend, lazily slipped off the lounge and took his stand beside her to admire the babe.


  CHAPTER X


  The passing of another two years. The station in full prosperity and the personnel of the household unchanged except for the advent of another little stranger, a girl this time.


  Little Harry had not grown strong, to his parents’ sorrow. He was a strange little soul, full of fanciful notions unbefitting his tender age of three years. His heart proved to be affected with valvular trouble. He was most passionately devoted to his mother, who fully reciprocated his affection.


  At this time another extraordinary thing occurred at the station which left a really deep impression on Margaret’s mind. She had, during the intervening period, been throwing off her youth, and with it, inevitably, her mental flirtatiousness. During the first months of her married life she had made another, rather peculiar, friendship with the two rabbit-catchers, Old Bill and George. While Barry worked she had had much time at her disposal, and had spent a great deal of it on fine days in riding wherever her fancy took her. The happiness of her real marriage day had flung quite a lot of its glamour round the two old fellows with whom they had had tea, and Romance had often turned the reins of Margaret’s horse towards the rabbitters’ hut, the inmates of which hailed her rapturously.


  Nor had she neglected them when motherhood’s rites claimed her. She would make Barry help her carry the baby and they would walk to the hut often on a summer’s eve. And in winter she would have them bring the white or other uncommon skins they got up to the big house so that she could entertain them and laugh at Bill’s yarns.


  Mrs. Curdy had at first been rather disgusted with her young mistress’s tastes, but time so inclined her towards the girl, who seemed literally all sunshine and goodness, that she grew to love even her “absurd whimsies,” as she called Margaret’s unconventionalities.


  Little Harry knew the two old men who made his mother laugh so and also delighted in their company. Did they not produce all sorts of queer toys from the pockets of their old dungaree trousers? Harry’s nursery contained every toy Taihape’s general stores could produce, and some more that had come all the way from “Granma’s” in Wellington; but the arrival of Old Bill and George with some furry monstrosity concocted by liquor-inflamed fancy sent the excitable little chap into frenzies of delight that no costly manufactured mechanism could produce.


  Barry and Margaret, by the way, often marvelled at the child’s preference for simplicity. In the little ditch running through the kitchen garden he had gathered all the old tins and boxes he could find, and from this dented rubbish even the most complex manufactured toys could not long keep him. Trains which rushed around little circular railways and blew real whistles were most engrossing—for a few minutes. Margaret would shortly find the new joy deserted and Harry out at his ditch with his old boxes and tins lined up, pushing them along with his hand and “pip-pipping” himself for a whistle.


  He relished the company of Old George and Bill, and always shrank from the well-dressed and cultured who often stayed at the homestead. Tutaki was his big hero, on a par with his Dad, but the two old rabbitters came next.


  Several times Margaret had expostulated with Old Bill and George regarding their week-end debauchery, but to no purpose beyond that of keeping them away from her for some time afterwards. Saturday nights and Sundays they drank and quarrelled fiercely or waxed affectionate as was their way.


  One Sunday evening Barry, Margaret and Tutaki were sitting at late tea, dawdling over it as was their way. They were discussing the pros and cons of a world tour Barry proposed taking his wife on when their children were old enough to leave. Margaret had sensibly remarked that they might never get away if the family was going to be a consideration, as goodness only knew when the family was going to stop growing. Barry had admitted that that was something of a poser, but he didn’t see— And there stopped. And then Margaret had said decidedly: “Well, the family will have to stop growing, that’s all, because I am determined to go round the world. I want to go to the Islands first, among all the brown folk, Jimmy’s race. I want to go to New Guinea and see the head-hunters of the interior. (You need not laugh, Jimmy. I know they still exist, because I have just read a book of Beatrice Grimshaw’s.) And then to California. The sunny land; movie land. I’ll go to Hollywood and see all those infamous actresses and men-things that dance around them. I want— What’s the matter outside?”


  She had been facing the big French windows that opened on to the shrubbery separating the house from the yard. Through the close shrubs she had obscurely seen a lot of men running to a certain point. Always inquisitive, she pushed back her chair and went to the window. The two men followed her. A confused babble of voices came to them.


  “Must be something up. Let’s have a look,” said Barry. He unfastened the window and all three stepped outside and walked round to the front in order to get to the yard without pushing through the shrubs.


  All the men around the place were gathered excitedly in a knot about one central figure who was holding forth loudly in a maudlin sort of way. “So help me Gawd I done it. George arst me ter do it, so I had ter. Yer can see that, can’t yer?”


  “Why, it’s Old Bill!” exclaimed Barry. “Sunday, too. It’s not often—” But the group had seen their “boss” and all turned towards him.


  “What’s up, Potts?” called Barry. Big Potts detached himself from the group and came quickly across the yard. The whole bunch then strung out behind him, Old Bill following dejectedly in the rear.


  “Blamed if I know, Boss. Old Bill here reckons that he’s killed George. Cut his head off with an axe.” Potts laughed gingerly. Sundry half-hearted cackles came from here and there, following suit.


  “What! Killed George! You’re joking—or he is.”


  “Dunno. He says Old George laid down on the floor and arst him to cut his head off, and he went and got the axe and did it.” Potts laughed again. “Beg pardon, Missis, but I can’t help laughing, somehow. It seems so blamed funny, even if it is true.”


  Barry looked at his wife perplexed; at Tutaki who was grinning broadly. “It can’t be true, Barry,” said Margaret. She giggled herself, a trifle hysterically, and clutched at his arm. “It can’t be true. He couldn’t cut his head off.”


  “Come here, Bill,” Messenger called. Old Bill shuffled across to him. He was dressed in a flannel shirt and dungaree trousers. His long blonde moustaches drooped dejectedly; his hair was unkempt; his eyes bloodshot, and he stank vilely of stale spirits.


  “Oh, Bill!” Margaret murmured and shrank back. She had not seen Old Bill at week-ends before. She had taken care, on Barry’s advice, not to. He did not notice her at all. He looked bewildered, lost.


  “What’s this nonsense you are talking, Bill?” Barry asked sharply. “Where’s George?”


  Bill’s old head shook painfully. He lifted up one hand and gesticulated aimlessly with it. “It was this ‘ere way, Barry,” he said. “George, ‘e ‘ad the dingbats. ‘Ad ‘em bad. Yer know, Barry, as how me an’ George ‘as always been friends ever since yer were a kid so ‘igh. (He indicated a foot or so from the ground.) I never meant ter do ol’ George any harm. He arst me to do it.”


  “What! To cut his head off?”


  “Yes; I never meant ter hurt ‘im. If I’d been sober I’d have known the axe was blunt. I ‘ad ter chop ‘im a lot. Poor ol’ George! He’d never drunk in week-days before.” And Bill began to cry. Big tears rolled out of his bloodshot eyes and hung trembling in the creases of his cheeks. He made no attempt to wipe them away.


  The men all stood around uncomfortably. Barry looked around them all and saw that their incredulity, like his own, was turning to realisation of the truth of Old Bill’s self-accusation. Margaret realised it, too, all of a sudden. “It is true,” she half whispered agitatedly. “It is true, Barry. He has cut Old George’s head off.”


  “There is certainly something in it,” he answered decidedly. “Hurry, men, with your horses. We’ll go over and see about this. Jimmy, will you take Old Bill into the men’s quarters and give him a stiff whiskey. Come in, Margaret. This is a terrible thing if it is true.”


  Margaret followed him in, the prey to most extraordinary sensations. How to take this? She liked Old George. Old Bill, too. One murdered, the other the murderer. Nonsense! Bill a murderer! She laughed immoderately as her imagination conjured up the death scene.


  Mrs. Curdy thought her a bit crazy. “I don’t see much to laugh at,” she said sensibly. “It will be a hanging matter for Old Bill if it is true.”


  Margaret sobered up. “What! Hang Old Bill! But that would be a crime. A ridiculous crime. Why, they loved each other. Bill did it out of kindness. He said the axe was blunt.” And off she went again in a paroxysm of laughter.


  Old established customs will not easily brook interference. Old George had been ailing: he had felt himself to be breaking up. Uncertainty regarding his habitual abstention from liquor during weekdays had troubled him for some time. His body felt the need of stimulants. But until this week-end he had not had the courage to respond to its querulous demands, not the courage to break away before his mate. But this week a severe cold had attacked him and given him an excuse. Then wet weather had confined him to the hut. What solace failing health, illness and dejection found in that bottled good cheer! Old George forgot his principles entirely. Bill shook his head dolefully over him and muttered incessantly. By Friday of that week George’s cold had disappeared—burnt out, but in its place was a raging unquenchable thirst, such as he had not felt since the halcyon days of his youth. The mailcart replenished his failing store unsought. The apt cunning of Taihape’s hotel-keeper, long inured to back-blocks men’s customs and circumstantial needs, saw to that. When Bill came home in the evening he reviled his mate’s condition with prolonged and loud obscenity. George, looking like nothing so much as a walrus in an advanced stage of senile decay, lay on his bunk in a coma. Revilings did not reach him.


  His poor old brain could not stand this treatment. On Saturday fanciful shapes began to creep gingerly within his ken; not particularly disagreeable shapes at first, only slightly awesome to Old George because of their formlessness. Their vagaries interested him so much as to keep him awake now. At least, he believed so, not being fit to take cognisance of his own ravelled nerves and general disorder. He swore profusely each time a shape eluded him. On the verge of giving forth some really definite image the thing would vanish utterly, leaving him an exasperated wreck. Ill-humour made him truculent. Well, he would fool them yet; only let him gather strength enough to get off his bunk and they would see whether they could make a fool of Old George in his own hut. He chuckled morosely at each repetition of recourse to the bottle on the makeshift table beside his bunk. His empty stomach groaned aloud. Violent pains began to assail his weakened frame. He fancied that his head was puffing out like little Harry’s toy balloons. So real was this illusion that he violently whistled the breath out of his poor body in an effort to stop the inflation. But to no purpose. He struggled upwards to a sitting posture and reached for the cracked mirror hanging by a nail to the wall above the table.


  He did not expect to see more than a small section of his face, for by now his head was filling up the room, knocking against the walls, tapping at the roof. Great was his surprise to find his head the same size as ever. “Funny,” he muttered, and turning the mirror over gazed at the back of it, finding childish interest in the fact that the parts of the glass where the mercury was scratched off gave back no image of himself.


  Poor dilapidated body! Poor emasculated soul! Making of its entrance into nothingness a passage of terror through a self-adduced hell! The dim, formless shapes became in time real enough, and with the assumption of definite form came also repulsive aspect. Terrifying menace came and lurked evilly about the hut. The prostrate man in vain sought relief from the scorching intensity of eyes which grew in number and size as the hours crept by and seemed to possess a rending quality as painful to him as the tearing of his flesh by redhot pincers. He thought he felt that those eyes of flame did eat at the flesh and bones of his bosom until they laid bare to his gaze his own soul-essence, a palpitating, leaden-hued mass occupying the cavity beneath the ribs.


  Then hands came out of space, skeleton arms extended febrile fingers and raked at his soul-essence with long pointed nails. He knew that they searched for his sins. And Old George, whose only crime had been committed against himself, imagined that all the sins of the race lay at his door. And so long was the list that the enumeration and sorting of them by those hideous talons must go on from then through all eternity. In doleful agony he watched them tear each sin from that quivering mass and tabulate it upon space to the accompaniment of maniacal laughter issuing from unseen lips.


  Poor Old George had forsaken the world of bottled spirits for a realm of monstrous imagery. The blonde Bill, coming in for tea, found him shrieking wildly the while he battled with a ferocious rooster that beat at him with its wings, clawed at him with heavy spurs and crowed defiance while coveting his eyes.


  Old Bill was greatly upset. Here was a catastrophe indeed! He shook George to a kind of semi-consciousness and blackguarded him with obscene tenderness. He poured some raw spirits down the parched throat, and soon had George crying upon his neck, lamenting loudly: “Not for thirty years have I had ‘em, Bill. Gawd! But I been in hell!” And Bill soothed him roughly.


  Now Old Bill was also faced with a dilemma. This was Saturday night. Did George’s need demand that he also break faith with custom? He was ten years younger than George, hale and hearty yet, not unduly weighted by his fifty odd years. Dejectedly he counted the pros and cons as he cooked a bite for tea, and he sighed as he decided in favour of renunciation. He put a couple of frizzled sausages on a tin plate and took them to George. “Come on, yer ol’ son-of-a-gun, yer belly’s empty. Get this across yer guts. That’ll soon salt the dingbats.”


  George gulped them down almost whole and recovered himself for an hour or two, becoming almost cheerful. Which was bad for Bill’s resolution. For George, becoming cheerful, insisted on him regaling himself in his usual week-end manner. He climbed off his bunk with rheumy joints creaking and himself mixed a hot whiskey and proffered it to Bill. The latter’s eyes loved it; his throat furred up with desire for it; he put out a hand and then drew back. “What if yer get the dingbats again?” he queried suspiciously, standing before George with bowed shoulders and clenched hands held behind him.


  George’s puffed lips essayed a laugh, nearly succeeding. “I tell yer I’m better now. Yer needn’t get boozed, anyhow. What’s a drink? Take it.”


  “Er well— Mind yer, I don’t like it. Yer knows how I like it once I’ve had it.” He took the enamel pint mug and sublimely buried his nose in its contents. Thereafter, for an hour or two, they made merry. Bill and the bottle only parted company when George’s thirst required attention, with the natural result that while Bill slept the sleep of the moderately drunken, Old George again descended, this time with vivid and unmagnanimous ease, into the well of perdition.


  Straining eyeballs searched the darkness. The myriad tortures he endured did penance for all mankind. What was that swift patter and clank of iron all round converging towards him? What the surge around his bunk? Climbing, flowing over its side, on top of him. Rabbits! Rabbits, thousands of them, millions of them, stripped of their furry skins, pinkish flesh closing in on him, and each with a trap clenched tightly to some part of it. Here a leg dragged from its socket, there two limbs cut nearly in two with blood-drops trailing around. Rabbits without their skins and in the devilish jaws of the trap. And something else! What? The man’s heart almost burst with terror. For each rabbit had a soul: a misty wraith accompanying it which gazed on George with eyes filled with the accumulated agony of all the rabbits he had slaughtered. The skinned things heaped upon him: he felt their bodies all warm. He felt the nip of sharp little teeth setting to to flay him alive. His madness whirled about him. Some way of escape there was. If he could only remember what it was he had to do in order to escape! What was it he had done to escape the nightmares of childhood? Ah! He had it. He had prayed. He had prayed to God to protect him. He prayed now. So fervently that God in His uttermost heaven must surely have lent His ear.


  The rabbits departed. Sure enough they left him alone and conscious in the cool dark.


  “Bill! Bill!” he croaked, sobbing for breath, shaking horribly with the terror not yet gone. Poor Bill’s drunken stupor heeded him not. In another minute he felt a fresh horror impending. He shrieked aloud, again and again. “Gawd! Gawd!”


  And God came to him, but in what unfriendly guise. A vast resplendent figure came into the hut carrying what looked like twelve hat-boxes. Old George’s bowels turned to water within him, for he knew what was within those boxes. Each one contained an individual enemy—an enemy he had thought nasty horrid things about, that he had not dared to put into words. The apparition paused beside his bed and gazed at him with flat, contemptuous eyes. He put the boxes down, then out of each one in turn he lifted its occupant and confronted Old George with him. And with virulent scorn each one thundered forth the secret wickedness of George’s inmost thoughts regarding him, the thunderous tones being accompanied by an issue of flame which belched into the victim’s face and sizzled his flesh.


  Of a sudden Old George was galvanised into action. To get away! Away from those frightful enemies! He leapt from his bunk, tore open the door and rushed outside. Away, anywhere, from that dread Presence. Up over the hills the pitiful figure tore, terror and pain lending wings to his feet and fortitude to his ailing body. But even the fresh night winds brought him no surcease; the cool dark became filled with hot needle points which jocularly jabbed at him, while behind him marched an enormous figure, surmounted by a great red hat, which kept singing horribly to him: “Keep in the middle of the road. Don’t look to the right or to the left, for Satan is a very bad man, and he’ll grab you if he can.”


  By and by he fell exhausted, and a merciful insensibility made him its own.


  When a remorseful but still maudlin Bill found him in the morning he was still unconscious. Spirits restored him to life, however, and he was able to struggle to the hut. Bill, stupidly shaken, drowned his remorse in the enamel mug, and sat down beside his mate’s bunk, determined to “do his bit” then, anyhow.


  George was utterly demoralised. He was like a little child that had been viciously flogged for he knew not what. He was obsessed with the idea that even God had deserted him. Though never a religious man, this notion now that he felt himself to be on the verge of the grave gave him great distress. Bill exerted himself vigorously in efforts to convince the man that it was all a delusion, the “dingbats”; but to no purpose. Old George’s melancholia increased. Bill, distressed and troubled, cried sympathetically.


  The climax came about the middle of the afternoon, when George felt another attack impending. He clung to Bill. “I can’t stand it, Bill! Gawd’s truth, I can’t stand it!” he babbled. “I want ter die, sooner. It’s easy to die. I’m an ol’ man, anyhow. If yer a real mate, Bill, yer’ll kill me before it comes on again.”


  “Kill yer! Yer talkin’ bloody nonsense, an’ yer know it! ‘Ow can I kill yer?”


  Bill looked wildly round the hut. So did George. Nothing in the shape of a lethal weapon could be seen but the wood axe standing in a corner. George’s eyes lit up. “There’s the axe. Yer can cut me head off, Bill. Oh, Gawd! I can see snakes now! They’re crawlin’ in yer whiskers, Bill; comin’ outa yer ears! And crocodiles! Gawd! My Gawd! ‘ave pity!” His eyes nearly bolted out of his head. Sweat poured from him in streams. He sprang up and rushed across the floor to the wood-pile in the corner, grabbed a log of wood and placed it in the middle of the floor. Then he lay down and rested his neck upon it. “Now, Bill,” he urged. “If yer a true mate, do fer me, Bill!”


  Old Bill started up. “Well, yer arstin’ me!” he cried. “Yer arstin’ me!” He stepped over quickly and took up the axe. “A true mate, yer said, George?” he queried, standing bent up with the axe gripped in both hands, staring at the prostrate figure of his mate.


  “A true mate, I said, Bill. Do fer me, I tell yer. They’re comin’ again.”


  Old Bill gripped the axe, stood above his mate, swung it, and brought the blade’s edge down with all his force upon the thin, scraggy neck.


  The blow must have killed the old fellow instantly. His body jerked once or twice and then lay still. The throat burst open, gurgling sounds issuing forth with the gushes of blood. Old Bill went mad at the sight. Had he only mutilated his friend? Was he suffering? Feverishly he hacked at the flesh until the head fell off the body entirely. Horrid sight! Human shambles! George’s moustaches dipped into the blood and sucked it up! Bill watched the crimson flow. How it smelled! that warm blood! Its reek overpowered that of the spirits. It cloyed the already vile atmosphere of the hut.


  Bill was stunned to sobriety. He trembled and muttered timidly to himself. He made a mighty effort to collect himself. George had had the “dingbats”; he (Bill) had been drunk. He blinked down at the headless thing upon the floor. A body without a head was a silly thing. He shifted his bleared gaze to the decapitated member. It looked peculiarly horrible. Useless, too. He could not imagine it ever being of use, possessed of a working brain.


  An immense sorrow suddenly took possession of Old Bill. He realised that those mutilated remains had been his mate. He had deprived himself of his mate, his “cobber” for twenty and odd years. Oh, desolation! He staggered to his bunk, dragging the axe after him, and for an hour he sat there feebly sobbing and muttering occasionally: “He arst me ter do it. He arst me ter do it.” By and by, when reason prompted him to go off to the homestead, he walked through a pool of blood to the door. George’s blood clung darkly to his hobnailed boots.


  The legal aspect of the situation never once struck him. When the police came to the station for him his profound despondency denied him apprehension of the purport of their presence. The good offices of a now thoroughly sobered and frightened Margaret, waiting on him with vague words of comfort, failed of any effect. A lugubrious “Ay?” “Yes, Missis,” was all the interest she could evoke.


  Of course, Messenger arranged for his defence by a leading lawyer. Nevertheless, he got ten years with hard labour, despite the obvious fact that his trouble had unhinged his reason.


  On Margaret it had a deep effect. Murder had been done, and yet no sin had been committed. For the groundling folk around her the affair was merely a rather comic, sensational criminal case. Had it happened far away from her perhaps she would have felt the same about it; but being right under her nose, so to say, its principals her friends, her own interests so bound up in it, it involved her deeply. It affected her so deeply and strongly as to colour her whole attitude towards human actions and established institutions; the humbug and injustice of legality, the fallibility of common judgments, the illogicality of taking things at their face value. Never again did Margaret take the Absolute as a standard in anything. Her youthful precision, laying down definite lines of demarcation between this and that, she discarded as so much flim-flam.


  Things were not what they seemed. Kindness, sympathy, love, the gentlest attributes of human nature, could be productive of atrocious results. No doubt about that. Thenceforth criticism of human actions, if justified at all, must pass through the crucible of an understanding wide as the world. Man’s passions, his faults, foibles and virtues, were of one piece.


  A touch of gravity descended upon Margaret, affecting even her gayest moods, an adumbration of the majestic womanliness that had mantled her by the time she was twenty-six years of age.


  CHAPTER XI


  Angus Glengarry came to the station as its manager when Margaret reached her twenty-seventh year. His arrival presaged a sort of longdistance preparation for the world voyage so long projected by Messenger and Margaret. It also established the emancipation of Barry from the hard, soul-deadening toil of the range-man, the shepherd, the station hand. For years Margaret’s common sense had hammered at his reluctance to loose his habits of toil. Of what use their wealth, if he were going to toil all his day like the veriest proletarian? Out all day superintending, lending a hand here and there.


  Margaret’s four children (her youngest at this time of Glengarry’s arrival was four months old) engrossed her almost entirely. She needed her husband’s help to ensure her some time to herself for reading, recreation, thought. Acutely sensitive to the responsibilities of parenthood, she would not resign any part of the care of the children to hired help. Harry, for one, now eight years old, needed her constantly.


  In appearance the boy was the picture of health and beauty: sturdy-limbed, upright and lithe, his father’s own son. Margaret and Messenger, both so dark, had produced in him a blonde. Somehow their strain had defaulted. Hair of richest auburn, eyes exactly matching its colour, with black lashes so startlingly long as to intrude continually; an expression in those eyes of perfect candour, not child-like at all, of adult impeccability. His nose was a perfect nose, even so early, his mouth, too, purely chaste for aught but a mother’s kisses. His round cheeks glowed with the ruddiness of pure blood.


  In sunlight the pure brown of his hair, his eyes, the glow upon his cheeks, the gleam of his teeth, his first set, and yet astonishingly perfect, gave him a burnished appearance. Golden light seemed to dance about him. In the mysterious firelight in the nursery on winter nights when he sat with his sisters before the moderate fire he looked, to Margaret, supernal. His pure gaze would cling to her face with expression of an earnest love too profound for his tender years. His mother was his life. He seemed to draw from her presence about him all interest in living. He drank from her lips the sap of life. He loved his Dad. Oh, yes, and Jimmy, too; but Barry and Tutaki respected his love for his mother for what it was, something worshipful, wondrous and altogether extraordinary.


  So how could Margaret bear her responsibilities lightly? Sitting in the nursery dusk on those winter evenings, as was her habit, she would expound to the children her conception of a true and real propriety, trying to inculcate in their minds the fabric of a moral philosophy that would endure.


  The sheer gold and grace of her maturity had enslaved them all—Messenger, Tutaki, the women about her and the station hands. Her little ones regarded her, naturally, as the fountain head of all wisdom and knowledge, and they would hang upon her words, absorbed, on those evenings when she sat in the speckled dust of their room, the youngest upon her knee, and unfolded to them the tale of the precious mystery of their own beings.


  Harry was outwardly, indeed, the picture of health and beauty. But to anyone whose hand rested upon his torso anywhere, the fierce thump, thump, and sucking of that defective heart was startling. It was as though some infernal machine were dredging the sands of his life from their bed. Each year the trouble increased in violence. To Wellington, the capital city, to Auckland, the Queen city of the North, even down to Dunedin, the Edinburgh of the South, Margaret and Barry had taken the boy in search of the best doctors and their opinions regarding his condition. But to no purpose. One and all declared: Acute valvular trouble that must get worse. At present the organ has compensation. It is doing its work. If it breaks down it must be built up with medicines.


  Little Harry was forbidden exertion. He must not go upstairs. He must not run or tumble. Imagine Margaret’s task. Herculean! For Harry, despite his ethereal beauty, was sturdy-limbed and possessed of an activity urge far beyond the average. Margaret knew moments of terrible fear. “He must get worse.” Well, anyone knew what must be the outcome of that process. Her beautiful boy! Her first-born! These moments of fear would have overborne her, would have sapped her vigorous stamina, made of her benign graciousness a thing of rags and tatters, had they persisted. But her common sense and Barry’s helpful attitude steadied her to a thought-out proper course of conduct.


  Until Harry was six years old they had not realised the seriousness of his heart trouble. Margaret’s chief concern and worry had been to meet the demands of his temperamental obliquity with anything like satisfaction. She strove hard for perfection. But gradually the increasing violence of his heart throbs had forced attention and consequently realisation. The first weeks of realisation had been a prolonged nightmare to parents and child. The boy had been extraordinarily active; his days had been one long rough and tumble. Then, all of a sudden, no exertion; no rushing upstairs to slide down the banisters; no galloping round the orchards, the big kitchen garden, astride of a stick. The boy moped himself thin and pale; he could not understand his mother’s anguished explanations of a weak heart.


  How carefully she and Barry talked to him! Activity was his need. He tried his little best to please his mother, hanging to her skirts the live-long day, carefully explaining to her any infringement of her wishes. His dolefully eager: “I forgot, Mummy, I weally and twuly forgot. I won’t run again.” How it tore her heart to pieces!


  Till one day she could bear it no longer. She had the three children who comprised her family at that time in the cherry orchard. It was early spring. Row upon row of sturdy cherry trees flung soft scent from their garniture of pinkish bloom to the imploring whispers of the spring zephyrs. The orchard was surrounded by high hawthorn hedges, then thick with new leafy clothing and choked with growth of flowering currant. Little Margaret and Heather, a wee child, rolled in the dry grasses, amused with the leaping of the grasshoppers.


  Harry played gently for a while, and then subsided quietly beside his mother who was sitting upon a box reading. Margaret put out a hand unconsciously and let her fingers wander in his auburn hair, but continued to read. Harry looked all around: at the pale blue of the high sky, the waving clumps of bloom upon the cherry trees; at the small birds pecking at the insects upon the juicy bark. He watched the numerous starlings stealing grass for their nests in course of construction in the chimneys. He knew well enough of the trouble caused to the household by those persistent little beggars. Time after time the kitchen chimney was fired, season after season, but each morning would find it blocked again by the persistent, indefatigable little scamps that simply could not understand why they should be so robbed of the fruits of their labours.


  Harry admired the bluish-greeny sheen of the male starling. He knew the sexes. His mother had explained to him that the shiny bird was the male and the drab plain creature the female that laid the eggs that were the colour of the sky. How swiftly they flew! What pleasure in flight! If he had only been born with wings! His weak heart would not matter then.


  The little man grew sad. He did not know that it was sadness he felt, of course. He only knew that he wanted to cry; he wanted to bury his face in his mother’s breast and sob. He turned suddenly to her. “Mummy!”


  Like a shot his mother’s arms were round him. She had heard the misery in that cry. “Darling! What?”


  “Mummy, I want to play.” His head pressed into her breast.


  Margaret’s misery of soul! She could not bear it. “Darling, you shall play! You shall play!” She soothed him. She poured a bounteous stream of love upon him, and then she played with him herself. Played hide-and-seek, rounders, any game he liked.


  Did it harm the boy? He beamed again. He recovered his lost bloom. The parents discussed the matter. Said Margaret: “He would fret himself to death, Barry. You saw it. If he is to die, he shall die happy.”


  “Yes. I don’t think he will die. As you say, his life has been a misery to him. His heart is no better. Nature will provide, I believe. Let him be reasonably active. Don’t be silly. If you see any signs of undue tiredness make him rest. I don’t attach too much importance to medical advice. Let us use our own common sense.”


  Nevertheless, Harry was still a source of worry and anxiety. Margaret had an idea that the world voyage would not materialise until Harry was old enough to accompany his parents. She could not imagine herself leaving him. But she had not spoken to Barry about it. Probably he had given no thought to it at all. There was plenty of time, for their family was still increasing. But after Jane came Margaret declared laughingly to Barry that the house was getting fairly cluttered up with babies; she was thinking she would have to put her foot down. At which Barry blushed like a boy, ran his fingers over his hair and stammered: “Just as you say, dear, of course.”


  After nearly ten years of wedded life they were pretty well acquainted and settled down. How otherwise? Messenger’s acceptance of the lines his life’s course had run in was almost absolute. His one regret and disappointment was little Harry’s trouble. He stood square-on to life. Placid, unsecretive and settled as the limpidity of a shallow, sheltered lake he lived along the years, resting on the bosom of Time. So solid, so trustworthy, so “sound.” His love for his wife was still undimmed; pre-marital chastity disallowed one roving thought. The glory of her splendid womanhood was ever about him; her humour intrigued his fancy; her impetuous temper and impulses, often foolish, from the results of which he was often called upon to extricate her, kept him so interested. No quiet where Margaret was. The station life was lively enough with her about, always experimenting, poking here and there, pleasurably taking advice, even seeking it, on all manner of subjects, from all and sundry, the “know-alls” and the men of meanest estate. Her gracious, friendly interest never so manifest as when in contact with the lowliest of her “hands.” Equals all in her eyes, and from her guests she exacted the same consideration.


  And Messenger thought her motherhood divine. He never ceased to feel astonishment that Nature had so richly endowed one woman with so many good qualities and so few bad ones. Like many another, he had still to learn the inadequacy of civilisation’s flimsy veneer in the face of primitive passions. Life was not very complex to Messenger. The mischievous stuff that makes of life a field of battle was not in him. He was happy.


  But Margaret was of different stuff. Nature herself, in sex differentiation, had set the ban on a workable covenant with life for her. The high and mightiness of the tasks Nature demanded of her had a mercurial effect upon her. They bred in her unquiet conceptions of life. She was happy, certainly, but the sorcery of the woman essence, which, being the mother of the race, must be man as well as woman, child with adult, disallowed even the conception of a reposeful philosophy.


  In the first years, Barry’s placidity had irked her, but the soul-discipline inseparable from parenthood had chastened her to an understanding and an acceptance of him as being a proper foil for her exuberance. The ardour of her love had not out-lasted the first few months of her wedded life, but Margaret had not considered this anything extraordinary, even though there seemed no limit to the growth of Barry’s love for her. It must be woman’s way and man’s way, she thought. Her love had been so different from his all along. She was so fond of him; she respected him; as time went on and she realised his fine honour, she reverenced him. And what a friend he was! She knew no disappointment through vanished ardour in bodily contacts. Rather a pity, that was all. There was certainly a great deal more in man’s love than in woman’s, but that evidently could not be helped. She looked for his coming as eagerly as ever. The intimacies of their life together, though not sweet to her as to him, yet were not displeasing to her because the flavour of her love ever clung around them. Her inward grace, urged to expression by the deepest affection and an innate understanding of his love’s necessitous stress, kept intact the circle of their communion.


  There were no might-have-beens in Margaret’s life. Though not simple, she was pure. And so very human. With her babies, now growing out of infancy, the usual superior overlordship and faultless attitude of parents she condemned and disdained. “The little hearts that err” knew “Mummy” as one of themselves who had committed their own little faults and learned through experience to do better. No “angel” philosophy that had been tried and never found wanting. Margaret, once having seen a guest vigorously thrashing a little one for some childish misdemeanour, told Barry and Tutaki that Nature made a terrible mistake in not providing little children with some means of revenge on cruel, ignorant parents who cowardly assaulted tiny people possessed of no means of defence.


  Had Margaret analysed her mind in regard to Barry, to her life in general, after nearly ten years of married life, she would have found little incompleteness. She would probably have told herself that the one thing missing in the complete whole of her happiness was Harry’s trouble. How many times had she lain awake in the night and prayed to God (for Margaret believed in God’s actuality) for a miraculous cure of that terrible heart?


  Her sex-life with Barry she would probably not have reckoned up at all. It loomed little in her scheme of things. Its biggest aspect was its relation to the begetting of children. The accounts of passionate sex-love as manifested by woman in the novels she read she simply regarded as the product of an erotic imagination pandering to vulgar sensationalism for the sake of a sale.


  When Glengarry arrived at the station to usurp the more arduous of Barry’s labours, Margaret was in Wellington visiting her mother with all four children. She was expecting her husband to come to her after settling Glengarry at his work. The manager, who was to bring his widowed mother with him, was, as is usual, to live at the big house.


  Barry joined his wife in the city as arranged, and then a day or two before she returned to the station he left Wellington for Dunedin in order to attend a conference of woolgrowers there. Afterwards he intended returning to Wellington, there to remain for the first month of the wool sales which commenced in October.


  Margaret arrived home amid the inevitable pandemonium of children shouting—mad with glee at being home again, and the greetings of everybody about the place. She loved everybody. All sorts of excuses to come to the house were thought out by the “hands” in order to see her. And those who could not come to the house she went down to the yards to see.


  Shearing was in process again and the usual bustle of that time was about. Margaret, after a long talk with the women of the house, and the disclosure of the presents she had bought them, also the presentation of the children’s gifts, the children’s own choice, weird and laughter-provoking in most cases, made Mrs. Curdy and Maire and Rata leave their work and accompany her and her young family to the yards. Besides the men, there were her pet horses, her dogs, “lady” dogs the three (for Margaret inclined always to the givers of life), for her to greet. She was pursuing her way across the front lawn, bulwarked by her happy household and preceded by the uproarious children, when she remembered the manager’s arrival. She stopped dead. “Oh, Mrs. Curdy! I clean forgot! The manager—and his mother! His mother! I haven’t met her. I haven’t met her. Oh, dreadful!”


  “Tut, tut, my dear. (Mrs. Curdy, growing old in this young woman’s service, had long usurped the rights of a mother.) They’re all right. The man is down at the yards, and the mother, a nice body enough, is visiting the old Chief’s wife. She said she would not return till teatime, knowing we’d have plenty to talk about.”


  “Oh, thank goodness! It was horrid of me to forget all the same. She is nice?”


  “Yes, nice enough. She is Scotch.”


  Margaret smiled. She knew what “nice enough” meant for Mrs. Curdy when tacked on to “Scotch.” “Yes, of course she is Scotch,” she said. “How else with a name like that? I suppose the two of you are bosom friends by this time?”


  “Friendly enough. Friendly enough. We’ll not fall out, anyhow.”


  Glengarry was drafting sheep in the centre of the pens, separating the rams from the ewes, when his employer’s wife and children arrived at the sheds. He heard a great clamour of men’s voices raised in greeting, but, handling the run gateway as he was, all his attention needed by the frightened, plunging sheep, he gave the disturbance no heed.


  Chief Tutaki gravely greeted the visitors, while Jimmy, his son, left his machine and whooped madly over the children. Mrs. Curdy after a while said to Margaret: “There is Mr. Glengarry, drafting.”


  However, since only a broad back and bent head could be seen of the man just then, Margaret just glanced at him. She went in to see the classers at work, as interested as ten years before in the sorting of the wonderful wool, and it was when she was emerging from the shed that she and Glengarry came face to face.


  She was looking particularly beautiful that day, flushed and happy with the joy of her home-coming. Only twenty-six, a mere girl yet in appearance, for all the gracious majesty of her deportment, she looked ridiculously young to be the mother of Harry, who sprang from the high step in front of her evoking a startled: “Be careful, Harry,” from her. She jumped down herself, lightly as thistle-down, and met Glengarry face to face. Margaret, one hand clutching her long skirt to keep it from the dust, stood looking at him with a surprised, half-quizzical, dawning smile.


  And for a second he regarded her with a sort of puzzled wonder. Then beneath his breath he muttered: “God! How lovely!”


  Mrs. Curdy, coming from behind Margaret, said: “This is Mr. Glengarry—Mrs. Messenger,” and the young woman held out her hand. “Yes, I am Mrs. Messenger and you are Mr. Glengarry. How do you like our station?”


  She spoke almost boyishly, and Glengarry, who was carried away with her queenliness, her gracious bearing, got somewhat of a shock. He would not have been surprised had jewels dropped from her mouth.


  A few conventional nothings were exchanged by way of greeting, and then Margaret left him, saying: “I am going to call on Chief Tutaki’s wife now. Mrs. Curdy tells me that your mother is over there. We shall see you again at tea, of course.” She went off with her troop across the field in the direction of the Chief’s house, threading in and out among the numberless sheep. Once she looked and saw Glengarry standing still where she had left him. She smiled and thought definitely: “He is nice. I like him.”


  His mother she found to be just what she had pictured from Mrs. Curdy’s description, “a nice body,” the regulation elderly Scotch better-class woman with the soft breadth of her native language still thick upon her tongue. Margaret liked her too. Margaret had a habit of liking people.


  At the tea-table in Margaret’s big dining-room they all met again, Mrs. Curdy at the bottom of the table, Margaret at the top, Glengarry on her right, on her left his mother, and Harry and little Margaret anywhere they cared to sit.


  Margaret was gay and altogether charming in her rôle of hostess and mother. Plainly she and her beautiful children were amazing to the new people. Glengarry’s eyes hardly ever left her face. Her beauty glamorously pervaded the room in the deepening twilight, casting a spell over the man, over them all. As the meal progressed a sensitive quality crept into the tones of her always melodious voice—a throbbing, emotional mysterious note that mystified the housekeeper, that pricked up little Harry’s ears, and entirely captivated Glengarry.


  It was the note of awakening love. Margaret was disturbed—pleasurably disturbed. A genial glow suffused her body, at once unctuous and exciting. She felt herself more and more drawn to address herself to the man. She absorbed his personality, noted his physique. He seemed so familiar. Surely she had seen him before. Not so. But there was an unmistakable likeness to someone she knew. That general air of quiet aloofness, of formidable bodily strength; that ruggedly handsome head set so squarely on the broad shoulders; the black hair brushed straight back from the high forehead like Barry’s— Ah! Like Barry’s! There it was, that likeness. To Barry! She broke off what she was saying, in her artless, natural way and exclaimed: “You are like Barry, my husband, Mr. Glengarry. I have been wondering about your resemblance to someone I knew. It is Barry. Don’t you think so, Mrs. Curdy?”


  “Bless my soul!” Mrs. Curdy stared at Glengarry, then said dryly: “Oh, I suppose so, if you think so.”


  Harry piped out seriously: “Yes, you are like my Dad. Mummy, Jimmy said ‘Bret’ foundered a week ago. He had to cut his throat and bleed him. He says that he ought to be ridden. Can I ride him a lot now?”


  Margaret reflected, then answered him gently. “Yes, dear. Jimmy or I shall take you riding every day now.” She turned to Glengarry. “Jim Tutaki is my husband’s best friend. Have you cultivated him at all?”


  “Not at all. I have thought him a superior sort of chap, though. He seems very gay, always singing and laughing.”


  “Yes, bless him, always light-hearted and gay, yet thoughtful, intelligent, and full of all sorts of odds and ends of information. He is a character like his father, the Chief. He is exceedingly well-read, a first-class dog trainer, and was at one time the local champion with the axe. But I suppose you know that?”


  “Yes, I’ve heard.” A shadowy smile moved Glengarry’s lips as he answered. “Mrs. Curdy has told me quite a lot about his prowess with the axe and his other accomplishments. She did not mention that he was well-read, though.”


  “I don’t have much truck with books myself, and I don’t value that sort of thing in others.” Mrs. Curdy spoke her ideas bluntly.


  Margaret laughed merrily. “Old duffer, aren’t you, Mrs. Curdy? A dear old duffer. Jimmy Tutaki takes his meals with us every Sunday, Mr. Glengarry. You must get well acquainted with him. There he is now. I might have known that he would rush his work to get up.” She rose and unlatched the big windows so that Tutaki might enter from the lawn.


  The lights were switched on, the fire was built up, Tutaki and the children made merry, Margaret occasionally throwing herself into the medley. Maire and Rata cleared away the tea-things; Mrs. Curdy went out on house-keeping bent; Glengarry excused himself for a while on the plea of work at the yards. Mrs. Glengarry took some knitting out of a bag which hung from her waist and sat before the fire. Margaret brought the baby from the nursery and suckled it. Wonderful domestic scene.


  Jimmy compelled the children to subside on the hearth-rug shortly so that he might lie back in a big chair and talk to Margaret. Such friends they were! The brown man’s ugly face as he gazed on the woman was filled with dignified, deep affection. “Gee! It is good to have you all home!” he said softly. “Do you know, I was thirty-four years old to-day. Your home-coming was my birthday present.”


  “Dear old chap, not your only birthday present. Did you think I would forget, Jimmy? Or Barry? Harry, dear, you may bring Jimmy’s presents.”


  Harry was away like lightning. It had been a pact of honour with their mother that the children were not to disclose the fact of the presents until her given word to do so.


  Harry came back full of gleeful importance. Oh, the merriment as Jimmy received his liquorice pipes from Heather, a wee girl hardly able to talk yet! (A lisping little dunce was Heather.) The reception of little Margaret’s silver spurs, her own choice, and Harry’s case of Loewe pipes! And when full justice had been done to these, Margaret rose and gave the baby to Mrs. Curdy, who had returned and with Mrs. Glengarry was appreciatively watching the proceedings. “Now for my present, Jimmy,” she said; “and Barry’s.”


  She moved across the room to an escritoire, her dainty white lace skirt with its silver sheen gleaming iridescently, fixing the open front of her blouse as she went. Opening the cabinet she hauled out a great parcel. Jimmy jumped to help her. “To the table, Jimmy!” she cried, laughing, “and leave it to me.”


  Tutaki put the paper-covered parcel upon the table. Margaret began to unwrap it as Glengarry returned. “It is Jimmy’s birthday to-day, Mr. Glengarry. This is my present.” She disclosed a brown leathern case fitted with straps, which, on being unfastened, allowed the case to open out and show neatly reposing inside a set of books. “There Jimmy! All Conrad’s! Thank me!”


  Tutaki’s face glowed. He bent over the volumes and breathed each title lovingly, touching each beautiful binding with his flexible fingers. Then he turned to the woman, held out his hands to her and said simply: “You good and true friend, I do thank you.”


  Margaret gave him her hands, and he stooped and touched each one with his full red lips. “Silly Jimmy!” she said with tender softness. “Silly old Jimmy! Now for Barry’s present.” She drew her hands away and laughed to hide the moisture in her eyes. How easily was she moved to tears by the show of the gentler attributes! She went back to the escritoire, and this time brought forth an axe, with the head encased in leather. “With my boy’s compliments, Jimmy, and wishes for many happy returns of the day.”


  Glengarry had seated himself beside his mother. The old lady murmured to him: “Funny to make such a fuss of an ordinary shepherd, and a Maori at that.”


  Her son made no reply.


  He was thirty-five years old, this Glengarry, and as rugged and thorough a Scot as ever came out of the Highlands. Taciturn but not moody, highly practical but to a student of human nature interesting for the inscrutability of his features, his immobility which might be a mask for anything. Whatever lay behind that mask would be formidable.


  Since leaving his native Scottish hills at the age of fifteen he had sojourned with his parents, an only child, in the south of New Zealand, the adopted land of Scotland’s migrants.


  He sat in a straight-backed chair in the bright big room and watched the scene between his master’s wife and the Maori, her friend. Unlike his mother, he saw nothing peculiar in that friendship. He was “big” enough to have seen rarity in the woman; to have easily defined her sheer naturalness as a transcendent quality setting her apart and above the common woman for whom the conventions and formalities are necessary.


  He was shaken profoundly by the impact of her personality. He kept telling himself that his nerves were getting confoundedly shaky when the sight of a lovely woman could upset him. The intonations of her voice when she spoke to the children, lovingly, brought a thickening to his throat; when Tutaki kissed her hands a mighty surge of sheer animality caused a singing in his ears, a pounding in his temples. It subsided, leaving him amazed. “Extraordinary,” he muttered, “extraordinary.” He thought of his age, his experience, calling on them for aid in this extraordinary pass. But none came. He felt helpless. He wondered—strangely, for he had not thought of her for years—about his wife, a pretty girl who had lived with him in Dunedin for a year and then run off with a Chinaman. He dismissed thought of her with repugnance. He shifted uneasily in his chair, for the spell of Margaret’s presence began to steal upon him with vague foreboding. He was no youth to be caught in the toils of unholy, unreciprocated, impossible love. It was absurd, stupid; a volatile fancy that would pass off with the night. Love at first sight! At his age! Ridiculous! And for that mother there, gathering her chickens ready for bed. How glorious she was with the babe in her arms! And what glorious children! The boy was a living picture of delight to the eye. He stood looking up at his mother in adoration.


  And suddenly Glengarry knew that the tragedy of tragedies had befallen him. Immutable as change, ineluctable as death, stark, staring fact faced him: he loved that woman. He loved her now, had loved her always, and would love her till he died.


  How did he meet that stunning realisation? He did not meet it at all. He just huddled up in his chair, with head bowed instinctively to hide his white face, and let the truth have its way with him.


  When Margaret walked past him to the door following Jimmy with the other children and called out: “I won’t be long, people,” he did not look up. Her flimsy lace skirt brushed against his knee. A frenzy almost overpowered him—a frenzied desire to grab at that flimsy lace and press it to his lips. Margaret looked down at his bowed head. Strange emotions were gently piling up in her bosom. She had been acutely aware of the man all night. The past ten years vaguely fell away from her, and a momentary vision of her real marriage day, the mating beneath the trees, passed before her mind’s eye. She folded the babe to her and whispered soft nothings to it.


  CHAPTER XII


  Tutaki returned to the dining-room almost immediately, and went at once to the books still lying in the open leathern case upon the table. Glengarry roused himself. He saw the necessity of pulling himself together and swore fiercely beneath his breath. He was a master of profane language for all his taciturnity. “Fond of books?” he asked the Maori shortly.


  The latter looked up from the open book with a start. “Ay? Yes,” he said, and returned to the page.


  Glengarry felt a little astonished. “Surly beggar,” he muttered, then grinned, for he knew himself a liar. “Surly” was the last epithet in the world to apply to Jimmy. He took a very short-stemmed pipe from his pocket and proceeded to fill it with tobacco from a huge pouchful.


  As he was lighting up Margaret entered. She had been a trifle absent-minded with the children when putting them to bed; her thoughts had dwelt upon Glengarry’s likeness to Barry. Now her eyes just naturally went to his. He was looking down at the bowl of his pipe, match in hand. It was alight; he flung the match into the fire and, despite himself, looked up at her as she advanced across the room. There was a soft inquisitiveness in her glance which changed to astonishment when she met the undeniable hostility in his. Her brows went up blankly. He cursed himself again and tried to smile. She walked past him towards Jimmy, still looking down at him in that puzzled manner.


  Tutaki, sitting upon the table, looked up at her and exclaimed: “Wonderful! Oh, Woman! Wonderful! You haven’t read this ‘Victory,’ have you? It is the only one of the lot that I’ve read, and surely it is the best. Surely it is impossible to eclipse an achievement like this.” He shut the book and banged it on the mahogany.


  Margaret stopped close to the table and rested one hand flat upon it. She looked down at it, seemingly absorbed. Tutaki was surprised. “You are tired, Lady,” he said. “You have had a tiring day.” He jumped off the table. “I’ll get off. We’ll make an early start in the mornin’.” He finished the last three words to the tune of “Philadelphia.”


  “Yes, Jimmy, I’ll go to bed,” she said wearily. “I believe I am tired—now.” Involuntarily her glance came round again to Glengarry. His eyes met hers with what seemed a literal impact. It shocked her.


  The man was jealous already, jealous of Jimmy, and he glared at her brutally.


  Tutaki was at the windows. “Good night, Lady. Good night, all,” he called as he stepped outside.


  “Good night,” answered the two elderly people.


  Margaret had forgotten Jimmy. The two elderly people chattered on contentedly over their knitting. The man glared brutally, beside himself. The young woman, safe enough still if let alone, if he played his part, turned slowly around, afraid, or unable, to avoid his terrible eyes. She began to walk towards the door. She had to pass him. She trembled with fright as she neared him. Or was it fright? She passed him with a little rush. She had broken away from his glare. She was safe. She caught her breath sobbingly. She realised her danger.


  She was outside the door now. He must go away to-morrow—go right away and never return. She leaned against the wall to gather strength so that she could walk upstairs. What had happened? To her? To him?


  The dining-room door opened. She trembled so violently that she could not stand. For it was he—come after her. She knew. She sank down to the floor in a heap, muttering: “Oh, God, help me! Help me!”


  He came straight to her. His eyes were like coals of fire in his head. He bent over her and lifted her in his arms. Lifted her and crushed her to him. Was it a kiss, that scorching flame upon her mouth? Again and again it seared her.


  He was carrying her away. Where? She did not know—


  She did not care. She was responding to his madness. She ceased to think. Her exuberant temperament gave forth its full mature richness in response to the man’s mighty passion. Blind impulse made them its sport. Reason was dead for the time being in both. They were prey to elemental instincts, sharing with the habitant of the lair and the dweller in the temple the throb of creation’s invincible urge.


  CHAPTER XIII


  And afterwards? For the woman a few minutes of vacuity, and then hours of deep sleep from exhaustion, until Nature awakened her in the early morn to suckle the babe. Her bedchamber opened into the nursery. She jumped up quickly and ran in to the child which was whimpering. She laughed softly as she lifted it from its cradle and talked lovingly to it in baby language.


  She loved her babies most at that time of the morning before the bath had substituted the scent of fancy soap for the real “baby” smell.


  Last night’s occurrence came but dimly to her as yet. She was all mother. Each morning at that time she took the infant into her own bed to suckle it and allow it to lie on her arm till rising time.


  Gradual remembrance and realisation stole upon her. With what effect? This—


  As she lay the household began to stir. Rata and Maire arose and bustled past her door without disturbing her, but by and by a quick, heavy tread brought her to a sitting posture, then out of her bed with furious swiftness. She snatched up her dressing-gown, flung it round her shoulders and darted out of the door into the passage, catching Glengarry as he was about to descend the stairs.


  Not one regret, not one sign of constraint showed in her demeanour. She stood in her doorway enveloped in an atmosphere of soft, shy eagerness, one hand clutching at her gown to hold it together and the other slightly outstretched towards him.


  He looked haggard and old and unfriendly. “Don’t look at me!” he commanded her at once.


  Her arm dropped to her side. She was puzzled. “Why? I can’t help looking at you—now.” At the last word the intonation of her always deep voice fell into rich contralto.


  “Because I am ashamed,” he answered.


  “Ashamed!” She stared at him, startled. Then, assuming a proud erectness, she said: “I am not ashamed. I am proud.”


  He started back. “What!” He put his hand up to his eyes and pulled it away again with a jerk as though ripping the mask of unfriendly gloom off his face. His rugged, set features softened to mobility. “Oh, if that’s so, if that’s the way you look at it—”


  They stared at each other. Margaret caught her breath. A dull flush crept into the man’s face. He looked around furtively, then quickly approached her. “Is anyone likely to come?” he muttered thickly.


  “Not just yet,” she whispered back. “Oh, my dear, what has happened to us? What has life done to us?”


  “God knows!” He spoke feverishly, gazing at her pure loveliness, her liquid eyes shining as through a mist, her parted lips moist from her panting breath, her cheeks still warm from sleep showing clearly their covering of soft fine down. “I have lain awake all night. I have been crazy. It is madness. It is all my fault. I should have left you alone.” His tongue stumbled over his words. Her beauty was overwhelming him. He wanted to tell her how beautiful she was, but only excuses for his outrage against her came from him. He had a sense of sacrilege in regard to her, her whose transcendent qualities of mind and soul he had recognised clearly.


  After a night of agonised remorse he had formed the intention of seeing her just once, to kneel at her feet, to kiss the hem of her robe (he had laughed bitterly when this romanticism had stolen upon him out of the quiet of the night, upon him so practical and un-Quixotic), and then to leave the station. He had expected to meet a wounded, distracted, defensive woman—any kind of woman but this girl here who looked on him with glowing eyes and obviously wildly beating pulse; this girl with open, delicious seduction in every line of her.


  “I was crazy,” he muttered again, clenching his hands to keep them from that gently moving bosom of which sweet memory came now tormenting him.


  “Don’t torment yourself so,” she said, quite loudly. “We were both crazy.” Her eyelids drooped in blushing confusion. Her tones fell to a murmur. “I did not know—believe me, I did not know what it was—to love.”


  He just caught the last words. He recoiled in a sort of fright from her. Her innocence was appalling to him. Her demeanour suggested a belief in their love as righteous. A doubt of her assailed him, a doubt of her virtue. After all, before yesterday he had not known her.


  Shame overcame him. He lied. He had known her always. Frantic remorse for his doubt plagued him. She was just a woman playing up to the force of natural demands within her. Her downcast eyelids ravished him with their humility; her submissiveness he was not proof against. “What shall I do? What shall I do?” he implored of her.


  She turned her head, with its dishevelled hair, a little to one side and shot an oblique, swift glance at him from beneath their lids.


  “God!” he breathed. “What do you mean?” His husky voice seemed to rasp his throat. He passed one hand over his head in an action acutely resembling Messenger’s same trick.


  Margaret saw it and exclaimed: “How like Barry!”


  He flung his head back as though she had struck him, then reached out a hand, grabbed her wrist and jerked her to him. “You cruel little devil! What do you mean by that?”


  Blank astonishment answered him. He flung her off and closed his eyes tightly. She crept up close and pressed herself against him. “I’m sorry if I hurt you. I don’t understand. I can’t see why you should be hurt. You knew there was Barry.”


  His arms went round her in a mighty hug. Was that tearing pain mere jealousy? He wanted to curse “Barry” aloud, but sheer decency restrained him. “I must go away!” he cried in a loud voice. “I must go right away now—to-day.”


  “What?” She threw her arms around him and pressed her face into the hollow of his neck. “Go away! Oh, no, no, no! You can’t! Just think.” She made him the frankest of confessions: such a confession as only the great-souled among women can make, and made it in an attitude of closest intimacy, of proud surrender.


  No other seduction could have so completely captured him. With difficulty he dragged himself from her embrace, duty prompting him. “Let me go. You are too wonderful. You are fatal to a man.” His ardent, yet fearful glance still clung to her while he edged away. Then his manhood (to his conception of it) made a last despairing rally: “Why do you take it like that? I have outraged you. You are married—with children. Your husband is a good man. You should have had me kicked off the place.”


  Margaret frowned. “Why? I don’t feel that way. That would be an outrage if you like. I felt terrible about it before it happened. I would have sent you away this morning without seeing you. When you came to me in the hall I felt like dying, somehow. If I could have found strength enough to get up here and lock myself in it would not have happened— You would have gone away yourself, wouldn’t you?— But the thing is done. Seems to me silly to go on about it the way you do. Barry will not be home for a month. Let us be happy.” She finished impulsively.


  He almost groaned aloud. “Your reasoning is diabolical.” Again that trick of Barry’s, of sliding his hand over his hair, but this time Margaret let it pass unnoticed. “You distract me utterly. No other woman—no other good woman in the world would look at it like that.”


  She laughed softly. “Nonsense, you silly fellow. What do you know about women? How do you know what other women think, anyhow? I suppose you are not in the habit of getting up to these cave-man stunts, are you? Perhaps I am not experienced enough in these matters. It is my first—first ‘flutter,’ you know. I might know better the proper procedure for ‘good’ women to follow next time.”


  ‘Don’t! Don’t joke, for God’s sake! You’ll drive me completely mad! I’ll never forgive myself! How I’m to work?—” He flung around to the stairs.


  Margaret leaned over the balustrade and watched him descend. “Well, I must say that you are hardly complimentary,” she called to him in a low voice.


  He stopped and looked up at her. There was just a glimpse of white breast gleaming between the parted folds of her pink gown. With a rush he was again beside her, crushing her to him, pouring out little ejaculations expressive of his love-madness. He looked towards her room door, then along to his own.


  She grew frightened. “No, no,” she whispered. “Go now. Quick!”


  He glared at her. “You can’t play with me,” he said savagely.


  She struggled, but vainly.


  Afterwards she wept. This man might look like Barry, but there the resemblance ended. He had not Barry’s fine chivalry and self-control, she thought. Barry would never have done that. But who could tell? Barry had never come up against the same set of circumstances. This man had hell in his soul. She had seen that, though she could not enter fully into the spirit that had evoked the hell. She knew little of men, less of their passions. She was acquainted with the stress of Barry’s reverential, leashed passions, but this man’s turbulent storms taught her something. She wept again to think that he had supposed her playing with him. He had not Barry’s understanding, either, that was certain. Barry would have recognised her “playfulness” for what it was—a defence, a veil, a slight hysteria arising from the extraordinary circumstance; any and all of these things. Glengarry had shown grossness. But how dreadfully fascinating his savagery! She shivered in fearful delight. She thought about his criticism of her attitude, but arrived at no conclusions regarding it, beyond seeing definitely her utter inability to feel outraged, “insulted”. This last word coming to her mind shocked her, roused her indignation. As though she were a common creature that a man would dare insult! Her transcendent qualities of mind and soul took the first step towards conscious existence. The supreme egotism of the natural woman, recognising the unquestionable character of instinctive morality, laid its first imprint upon her.


  A slight hardness set her features to unloveliness. She bathed her face, dressed her hair elaborately, an unusual thing, and put on an exquisitely simple morning frock she had brought from Wellington.


  Her one extravagance was clothes. She destroyed an enormous quantity of pretty clothes with her careless ways. She could not keep her dresses clean; the children messed them about; she still retained a boyish habit of wiping her hands on her skirt.


  It gave her immense satisfaction to see herself in her great mirrors, a truly resplendent figure. And this satisfaction was not the simple thing it had used to be, but a sensual gratification in her sexpotency. It allayed her irritated woman vanity. Nevertheless, a new air of pride, not befitting her so well as her usual graciousness, kept about her for a while. It was noticeable, especially to the boy Harry. He eyed her curiously during his lessons, which she conducted, and at last remarked: “You are different to-day, Mummy. Not so nice. But your dress is lovely, though.”


  She lost that air at once. She swooped upon him. “Darling, am I different? Yes, yes, I am, but not to you. Never different to my babies, my beauties. Love your mother!” She was back again to her old self. Her caresses, her laughter, her naïve tomfoolery, were showered upon the children as usual. And when lessons were finished she took up the baby, gathered the others together and prepared for the usual morning jaunt.


  Nothing but the yards would satisfy the children these days. The clamour of the operations there excited them wildly. Margaret had continually to restrain Harry’s mad impulses to leap, run, turn head over heels. She did not want to go to the yards particularly that morning: Glengarry would have to be there, and her presence might upset him. But the children were crazy for the sight of all that commotion. Harry must run around with the “sheepoes,” with due discretion; small Margaret, excluded from the boards, to her utter disgust, because of the uncertainty of the shearer’s temper and the irregularity of his language, must creep along the paling fences from yard to yard, all voice and bare legs and flowing dark curls; and Heather, just then in the most fascinating, most distracting stage of wee girliehood, must potter about here and there, rushing to her mother’s skirts when any extraordinary commotion took place, lisping delightfully over the young lambs, crowing rapturously at the futile rushes of terrified flocks to avoid the yelping dogs who dashed over high fences for all the world as though they had wings.


  Chief Tutaki’s young wife was standing outside the sheds with her husband and stepson. She was a stoutly built woman of thirty-three years. Her dress was a loose kimono, fashioned by herself from some cotton fabric of brilliant yellow dotted with red; her straight, black hair hung loose down her back, and round her head she wore a red handkerchief, tied under her chin. She was most agreeably good-looking, despite the blue tattoo-lines marring lips and chin. (Extraordinary in one so young.) There were the invariably fine eyes of the pure Maori, the broad but in this case not coarse nose, the seductive upper lip, and over all the continual soft, pleasing half-smile of her kind. Most agreeable. Her feet were bare.


  She had in leash a fine collie bitch when Margaret came through the big gates separating the sheds and pens from the stable and house yards. Three puppies frisked about the heels of the bitch, and these the Chief, his wife and Jimmy were critically examining. They were the result of an experiment Jimmy was making, the crossing of collie and airedale to see if he could improve on his dogs.


  Margaret caught sight of Glengarry in a distant pen, trying to catch an unbroken horse. She stood and talked with the Tutakis, feeling brilliantly amiable and excited at the mere sight of her lover. Jimmy pulled some sheep-skins off a fence and spread them on the ground in the shade of some firs for the baby to lie on, relieving her of the weight and bother of holding it. (She always elected to carry her babies, notwithstanding the presence of pushcart and perambulator in the house.)


  It had always seemed strange to Margaret that Jimmy’s stepmother should be younger than himself. To Jimmy, too, for that matter. He made a joke of it to the woman herself and to the Messengers, though never before his father. He called her by her name, Rona, as, indeed, did everybody else but Margaret, who was punctilious in the respect she paid the natives about her.


  By and by Rona decided to return home. She had merely brought the bitch and her puppies out for exercise. Margaret, knowing that she must pass the pen in which Glengarry was still patiently pursuing the horse, said that she would accompany her.


  She was like an unrestrained child in her eagerness to enjoy the man’s company. Calling on one of the “sheepoes” to watch that Margaret and Heather did not fall into the pens (the baby was asleep), she set off with Rona. Her heart beat suffocatingly as they approached Glengarry.


  He was clad most roughly in shabby riding-breeches tucked into leggings, with only a singlet covering his torso. The sleeves of the latter had been cut out; it was ripped down the front almost to the belt, so that he could scarcely be said to be clothed. He was all of six feet high. His great arms were knotted with bulging muscles. These, with his outstanding hairy chest, gave him an appearance of immense strength. It was there, too, that strength. Margaret knew. She had felt like a cockleshell in his arms. She asked Rona to stop some way off from him to watch his remarkable patience with that young horse.


  It was incessant motion. The pen was small, but the man could in no way reach the animal’s head. It pivoted to avoid his grasp. It rushed and jumped and circled madly, trembling, covered with foam and sweat, but intent only on avoiding the embrace of the rope which hung from Glengarry’s belt. And all the time he followed it tirelessly, unangered by its hour-long battle, speaking now and again a soothing word to it, trying to dissipate the fright which showed in every line of it.


  “Why!” exclaimed Margaret suddenly. “It is the bay foal! Oh, the poor thing! But he’ll break it! Look, my dear, look! He’ll do it! Ah!—” Glengarry’s hand had just tipped the horse’s mane, but with a furious snort it reared and plunged away again.


  This bay foal was an enigma. It had been found by Jimmy Tutaki up near Devil’s Corner some two years previous to this time and had been then a yearling. Its presence there had never been accounted for. No inquiries had been made after it, notwithstanding its obvious good breeding and the fact that Messenger had advertised its presence on the station. Therefore a kind of superstition had grown up around it in the minds of the simple natives, chiefly because of its association with Devil’s Corner, but also because of its intractability. Jimmy, not being a horsey man, had not bothered much with it, but several of the station hands had attempted to break it, unsuccessfully. At three years it was considered best left alone. Margaret had taken a fancy to its beautiful bay coat and gentle appearance (an appearance strangely at variance with its wildness) on the many occasions on which she had seen it.


  “He’s been at that for the last three days,” said Rona in her soft guttural.


  “Has he? Is he good at breaking? What started him on it?”


  “Don’t know.” Rona answered the last question first. “Jimmy was telling the Chief that the new boss had driven the bay foal in and was going to break it. Jimmy laughed then, but he said last night that the man knew horses all right. He didn’t laugh.”


  Margaret breathed deeply. Glengarry had resumed his patient pursuit. She knew how different his method was from that of the other hands who had tried and failed. No whip here or raucous shouts and curses. Just gentle persistence.


  The two women walked over to the pen.


  Glengarry had known of Margaret’s presence in the yards as soon as she appeared. He had been acutely aware of her approach. He was tired. He thought himself surely proof against her influence in the present spent condition of his body and mind, but with amazement he felt her presence invigorate him. New life flowed into his veins at her mere proximity. Nervous emotion made him gulp. He wanted both to run away and to possess her. He asked himself were there no limits to the demands this woman could make on him? Yet habitual reserve enabled him to turn to her quietly and properly before the other woman.


  Margaret literally quaked with doubt as to how he would receive her, though she would not keep away. She was afraid of him. He was formidable. He might do anything in one of those turbulent gusts of passion. She saw now how easily, with what utter disregard, he had taken a terrible risk last night. Her ruination with all its appalling consequences had been nothing to him. But he met her properly: just walked to the rail fence, taking his pipe from his pocket as he came.


  She spoke first. She said: “You are breaking the bay foal. What possessed you to undertake it?”


  He smiled at her. He could not help it. In the brilliant sunshine she stood among the dirty pens like a tall white lily. Rona’s dusky skin, her ungraceful, incongruously clothed big body and bare primitive feet set off Margaret’s daintiness, her exquisite toilette, the glorious beauty of her dark fairness.


  Glengarry, though not at all artistic, really much of the average man, appreciated the distinction of the picture they made: the dressed-up primitive against the finished product of civilisation.


  Had he really held that creature in his arms? Had he really dared to reduce her to the level of vulgar mortals? That sense of sacrilege again. In his mind he did obeisance before her. The humility of his soul was complete for a moment. How he cursed Rona’s presence! Before her he must assume a snivelling attitude of convention when his every fibre ached just to look at this woman with his love made manifest; just to look at the sheen of hers; of her dress so wonderfully simple that even he knew it for a masterpiece; of her hair so elaborately piled upon her head, with its tiny kiss curls fluttering upon her brow.


  He took a grip upon himself. He realised that he must use himself to her presence if he were to remain near her. He realised now, as she did, the appalling nature of his passion and the risk it had subjected her to the night before. Was he to ruin that delightful creature, who was Womanhood incarnate? who was great enough to have preserved her natural self unsoiled; to rise out of the soilure of man-made laws with the purity of her soul unbesmirched.


  Glengarry was no superman. It has been said that he was pretty average. But he was a man, with a well-developed intelligence and clean instincts. He was experienced, too. His taciturn observation of men and women had left him few illusions. Corruption and vice, even potential, did not easily hide from him. Nor did innocence and moral rectitude. He had not imagined that a woman like Margaret could exist in the common world of men and women. A woman matured, intelligent, curious, even inquisitive, and the mother of four children, yet innocent. Not ignorant at all. Aware through much reading of the fundamentals of life, of sin and shame and disease and corruption in most of its aspects, yet innocent; yet able to swim with the natural tide of her emotions without one carking thought.


  But then she had not lived in a world of common men and women. That must be the explanation. All last night Glengarry had pondered the, to him, insoluble, as personified in her. He knew that she was good. That fact it was that crucified him. Not one sign had he seen or sensed in her of the corruption that he would gladly have found as excuse for his outrage. He knew. What was she then? And the only answer his tortured heart could find was: Natural woman.


  He was spared an immediate answer to her question by an interruption from Rona who declared that she would have to go home to prepare her dinner. The two stood and watched her go off with the bitch and puppies until she disappeared beneath the rim of a hollow, and then Glengarry leaned upon the railings and answered: “He is worth breaking. More than worth it.”


  They continued to talk of the horse, though neither was the least bit interested in the animal. “You are very patient,” from Margaret, with soft glances and blushing cheeks.


  “Necessary,” from him, fiercely responding.


  “He is handsome, don’t you think?” from her, edging a little closer to him.


  “I do,” from him, looking furtively around. “Better be careful.”


  “Careful. Why?”


  “Those fellows.” Nodding towards the sheds. “One never knows.”


  “You are gross and vulgar.” Margaret stepped back, chagrined and disappointed.


  He looked at her curiously. “How so?”


  She threw out her hands, a characteristic gesture when disdainful. “Those fellows. My ‘hands.’ “


  “Messenger’s ‘hands,’ too, don’t forget,” he said with his brutal frankness. “Their tongues would be the more venomous because of the fact that they are your ‘hands.’ “


  “What nonsense! They are all my friends.”


  He laughed shortly. “Haven’t you been living in the world at all? You’re as innocent as—as—as you look,” he finished.


  A delighted scream from small Margaret, who had caught sight of her mother from the top of the railing fence, disturbed them. Margaret turned at once in the child’s direction and waved an arm. “Bless the child! She will fall in a minute. There!” She forgot Glengarry and started off at a swift run, for the child had toppled headfirst into the pen and was giving vent to her fright and hurt in shrill screaming.


  Glengarry looked after her with sombre eyes and compressed lips. What might come of this illicit love of theirs? What could come of it? Whatever the woman liked, he thought savagely. He would not consider Messenger.


  He anticipated Messenger’s return. Well, he knew about that right enough. That would be the end of it one way or the other. She would be his or Messenger’s; never the mate of both. A man could never stand that. No mite of pity for the other man touched him. The mere thought of another man in connection with her maddened him. It was all or nothing with him. For an instant he thought of his young wife; he wondered about the prelude to her breakaway—with a Chinaman; but threw memory of her away with disgust.


  He had very little money, this Glengarry. This job at Maunganui offered to be the first big job he had obtained, chiefly owing to the tenacity with which he had stuck to the southern part of the country where the holdings were mostly small and therefore were managed by their owners. The Southland was so akin to his native heath; its climate bore the chills and mists of Scotland; and in Dunedin, the clean sweet city of the south, was his native Edinburgh reincarnated. He was as true a Scot as ever stepped off the heather, and only the necessity of his loved mother’s failing health had brought him north in search of the sun.


  Maunganui was an ideal abiding place for his mother. He had been immensely contented at his luck in securing the job, and the old lady had greatly benefited by the change already. He felt a swift pang of poignant regret at the turn affairs had taken. He had little money. Did Margaret elect to leave with him—


  He was conventional. He knew his mother to be strait-laced as a Puritan. Such a thing would destroy her. He stood in the dust of the pen and suffered horribly. It would destroy her. Sheer decency made him livid with horror. He wiped the sweat from his face with his hand, leaving grimy marks. He shivered in the hot sunlight. Well, he would not destroy his mother. Messenger would not be home for some weeks; let things take their course, and when the situation became unbearable he would clear out. Perhaps this love would cool down; perhaps he could exhaust it by excess. God! No! Not with her! She was fatal. How she bloomed under it! Had she lied when she told him that she had never known love before? Of course not. She could not lie.


  How beautiful she was! Oh, how incomparably beautiful!


  CHAPTER XIV


  Margaret thought a lot about Messenger’s return, but without alarm. Not with joyousness, of course, but with loyal fairness she fought away unworthy wishes.


  Unlike Glengarry, she felt no regret at the turn affairs had taken, because, unlike him again, she had no thought of depriving Messenger of anything. Truly, the possibility of loss to Messenger because of her love did not occur to her. She would have shrunk with horror from the thought. Barry still ranked supreme in her estimation. This new man was her lover, but his attitude towards their love had at once placed him inferior to Barry. Love, to her simple naturalness, was a transcendent thing brooking no consideration of such things as station “hands.”


  She accepted the fact that the man was of a piece with the world he knew and lived in. She gave his vulgarity contemptuous toleration, even saw the expediency of his attitude; but nevertheless she inevitably made comparisons with the result that Glengarry suffered. Barry and she dwelt together equals. Though Margaret had never consciously told herself of her utter trustworthiness, the whole fabric of her was saturated with the essence of the thing itself. “To let a person down,” as she would have expressed it in her own boyish way, was the unpardonable and unthinkable crime.


  Messenger was pure. He was the last word in trustworthiness. In the disagreements the two had had, in the quarrels, hearty enough sometimes, which had embroidered the early years of their married life, neither had failed the other. In the pettiest of things as in the the big issues of their life together each had found the other dependable. Disagreement and quarrels there might be, but never even a bordering on the unworthy. Margaret would have veritably staked her life with a laugh on Barry’s probity, and, had she considered the matter, she would have known the same of him in regard to her.


  But Glengarry had, to her simple though true intuitions, shown a canker at the core. He had done wrong. He had transgressed his own code of honour. Not one carking thought had she had regarding the right or wrong of this love affair of theirs, once her physical weakness had betrayed her into his arms. Her kind was such that had she believed him to have wronged her she would have killed him—or herself. She could not have survived the realisation that she had “let a man down.” This, to her, was not a question of honour but of nature. Natural laws transcended man’s. Why, but for this man’s coming she would have gone through life unknowing the ecstasies of love’s communion. Men were not so barbarous, surely, that they would deny to a woman that knowledge and experience? Would Barry be so barbarous as to deny her the fullness of life he had known himself?


  For she knew that this love and ecstasy she enjoyed with Glengarry was the same emotion she had wondered at in Barry himself in his union with her. She realised the pity of it from Barry’s point of view. How wonderful for them both if she had responded to her husband instead of to this new man who resembled Barry so in appearance and manner! But one could only take what life offered. That was, so long as one took without pain to others. Any other acceptance did not occur to her.


  The canker she saw in Glengarry impressed her fairly. He was not utterly dependable. His actions could not be anticipated. She saw the possibility in him of “letting her down,” or Barry, which came to the same thing with her.


  She thought continually of Barry’s return, therefore, even though without alarm. She would not renounce Glengarry. That was too much; it would destroy her. But they must be secretive. She hated that. It was abominable, but Barry must be preserved from pain and the children must be considered. Her bonny bairns must lose nothing whatever to supply their mother’s want. She was not gross, this Margaret. Newly awakened to love’s fervour, she must necessarily appreciate it, but more than the sex-embrace by far to her was the loved one’s presence.


  Of course she did not take the man himself enough into account. If necessary, she would content herself with his nearness, with his daily companionship. To have him at her table, within her sight, would satisfy her if necessary, though there would surely arise occasions when they could be alone. (Barry would often travel now.)


  She did not think, during these soliloquies of hers, that the man was made of quite different stuff.


  She was not frightened of Barry knowing. She had no fear of him misunderstanding, though the subject of marital infidelity had never been discussed by them. But instinctively she knew that the knowledge would mean terrible suffering for him. She knew that his only thought would be of self-sacrifice.


  The weather held fine day after day, so that it was easy enough for her to meet Glengarry at one or other of the thick copses that were scattered among the hills of Maunganui. The secrecy never became less hateful to her, but so glamorous was her time of love that she pushed all thought of the obnoxious thing away. Her love was all-powerful. She longed to be for ever at his side. She bloomed entrancingly. Love fulfilled its mission and drew out the richness of her personality until she was in love with all mankind. Her health improved. Her pale skin glowed with life. Her strong body took on new vigour. So gracious was her demeanour to all around her that her small world was at her feet.


  Glengarry’s spirit wilted before her. Instead of exhaustion his love flamed higher, though he learned to keep some sort of control over it. Her attitude towards her children intrigued and maddened him. There seemed no limit to her bounty. He was jealous of the children, of her pride in them and her care and thought for them. She talked to him about the children as though they were his, and decency compelled him to meet her on that ground. Small Margaret added him to her list of heroes, and indeed all the children liked him.


  He was torn with conflicting emotions. Margaret never guessed at what the taciturn, dour Scotsman was going through. She suckled her baby each evening before him, most modestly, but still she did it, and at such times the anguish of his spirit, clamouring for fatherhood of her children, almost wrecked him. His health suffered. Matter fell before the onslaughts of the mind; as she gathered physical strength he lost it.


  And he knew that Tutaki suspected. He knew that Margaret was too guileless. He was jealous of Tutaki too. At times he thought that he would go mad, and almost hoped for Messenger’s return so the thing could be settled one way or the other. Yet he would not allow Margaret to talk of Barry’s return. She thought he was boorish when mostly it was fear that bade him tie her tongue.


  She saw that the matter must be discussed and some readjustment made. So did he, but he was frightened to face the issue. He could not blind himself to her attitude of mind, though it was unexpressed. “By and by,” he would say impatiently when she mentioned it.


  Then came a telegram one day. The house party were at tea when Margaret was called to the telephone. Telegrams were always forwarded from Taihape in that manner.


  Barry would arrive home on the morrow, which was a Saturday. Margaret bravely pretended to herself that she was glad. She walked back to the dining-room slowly, and on opening the door immediately said: “Daddy will be home to-morrow, children.”


  An outcry of delight from the little ones, especially from small Margaret.


  Margaret sat down and for an instant her eyes met Glengarry’s. She was shocked. His face was white, his eyes were pitiful. She had a mad impulse to rush to him and comfort him. She half rose. Tutaki, who always sat on her right, leant over and tapped her arm with a finger. “Some more ham, please, Lady,” he said softly, but his eyes were cold as ice.


  She fell back and recovered herself, met his eyes squarely and—lied. “I left my handkerchief at the phone,” she said, helped him to some ham, and then left the room for an instant, returning with her handkerchief in her hand.


  As soon as the meal was finished Tutaki took up his cap. Usually he played with the children for a while after tea. “Come for a walk, Glengarry?” he asked casually.


  Margaret looked up, startled. It was the first time Jimmy had evinced any desire for the manager’s company.


  Glengarry was glad to say “Yes.” He was in agony. Not until the blow had fallen had he realised what Messenger’s return would mean to him. To-morrow she would be the other man’s. That awful tearing flame at his heart! His stomach had turned to water. He felt like a doddering old man. He was sick. He rested his head on his hand, half shielding his face. An excuse to get away! To master that awful sickness in his stomach. “Yes, I’ll come,” he answered Tutaki, and left the room through the window without glancing at the woman.


  That upset her. She trembled with dread. What, oh what would happen? Something here she could not fathom. Jealousy? What did she know of jealousy outside the pages of novels? No faintest breath of it had reached her world. She took up her babe, as usual, but her spirits sank lower as the minutes passed by and Glengarry did not return. The last evening, and at ten o’clock he had not returned.


  All but she were soundly sleeping at nine. She sat in a big armchair with a book in her lap, trying vainly to read. Surely he would come the last night. Other nights her difficulty had been to restrain him. But he saw her there waiting for him. He stood on the lawn among the shrubs watching her and fighting. His soul had withered before the scorn in Tutaki’s voice and bearing; he had writhed before the contempt of the brown man. To be despised by “a bloody nigger!” The phrase came to his lips repeatedly. He cared nothing for Tutaki’s threat. “Every man on the station loves her. I worship the ground she walks on. Messenger only lives for her, and Messenger is my friend. Keep away. She is only a child, really. I know her. If you bring trouble on her I’ll put a bullet through you. By the Holy Christ I swear it!”


  So Tutaki had spoken. Bravely, Glengarry knew, for his great strength could have beaten the life from the slim brown man without effort. With the threat Tutaki had left him. They had been standing among the cattle pens.


  And he had then walked. Anywhere, everywhere, trying to bring order out of the chaos of his thoughts. He had to decide something. He saw through Tutaki’s eyes the unworthiness of the course he had decided on. He laughed grimly at the idea of “a nigger” influencing him. Really it was not Tutaki, but the conventions and reasons laid bare to him by Tutaki that influenced him. After a time his thoughts became ordered enough for him to realise the bedrock issue and face it. He was conventional. Margaret was not. She was natural. He saw that she would accept what to her was the inevitable, and go on with her life on the station sharing with him whatever luck circumstances might afford them. And she would lose not one jot of her mental and moral beauty. Surely she was the most glorious woman in the world! A wonder woman! He thought of her queenly attitudes, of body and of mind; the exquisite bounty of her love, tendered to him always with the same shy, charming dignity that could emanate only from a sense of righteousness.


  But he was conventional, of a pattern with the world of men as he knew it. He saw his own actions as Tutaki and others would see them. The right way for the woman was for him the blackguardly way. He could not blind himself, in those moments of honest self-communion, to the fact that she would never leave the children; would never deprive the other man of them nor them of their father. He knew now how they loved their father; he saw by now how fine the other man must be by his reflection mirrored in his wife and children. The issue for him was plain. He grasped at it fiercely, to wrestle with it and be done. Once his path was chosen— To give her up entirely and merit his own and Tutaki’s respect (unconsciously Tutaki had assumed in his mind the dimensions of the world at large), or carry on in secret with his mind a cesspit of guilt and shame?


  He was stumbling back towards the house in the darkness, still undecided, when he again met Tutaki, who had been attending to a sick dog. He lurched up against him. Before he had not replied one word to the brown man’s accusation. What prompted him to speak now? Perhaps a desire to excuse himself; perhaps a wild hope that the other man had not understood, and might modify his indictment somewhat. Tutaki had spoken as though believing him to be a common marauder. (Glengarry had forgotten his mad outrage of that first night: he remembered only her freely given embraces since.) He lurched against Tutaki and flung at him: “She loves me! Do you hear? She loves me as much as I love her. I’m no common seducer!”


  The other answered him softly. “That is all the more reason why you should protect her. She is weak. You must protect her against herself. There are the children to consider.”


  Worse still! No help, no escape from that bedrock issue. He stood on the lawn watching her through the uncovered windows and fought it out. He knew that she was waiting for him. Her face was hidden from him, but he could see her restless movements. Until the clock struck ten; thereafter she sat still. At half-past ten she rose from her chair and stood for some time with clasped hands looking down. Her whole aspect betokened profound trouble. The man had moved close to the windows. He saw her clearly. Then she made a slow move to leave the room. He lifted the window catch and pushed one door open. She flung round, radiant on the instant and clasped her hands upon her breast. “I thought you were not coming,” she breathed. “Why, oh why were you so long to-night?”


  He was merciless. He had to be. Straight to the point he plunged, giving no quarter because he dared not. “Look here, my dear, Messenger comes home to-morrow, so we are going to cut it.”


  Her hands dropped to her sides, her eyelids fluttered. She heard the rush of blood from her head and limbs; she felt it congeal there and become a leaden weight. “What do you mean?”


  “What I say. Your husband returns to-morrow. That’s the end of this business.”


  She looked around wildly for support. Every word was like a physical blow. He saw she was about to fall, and leapt to her. He lifted her to an arm-chair. She leaned back with closed eyes trying to think. He dropped on his knees beside her and pressed his face against her. She heard him groan. It revived her. She opened her eyes, ruffled his hair with her fingers, then leant over and crushed him to her. “Why did you frighten me so? Why say such terrible things? You nearly killed me.”


  He drew away from her embrace. “It is true. It has got to end. I couldn’t be such a blackguard.”


  She thought quietly. “I don’t understand you, quite. Would you feel a blackguard to love me when Barry was home?”


  “Yes, I would be a blackguard. I’ll go away as soon as I can decently manage it.”


  “Go away! Go away! Oh no, never that! Never that! I should die!”


  “Well, what else? Oh, Margaret, come with me! Come away with me! I can’t live without you!”


  “That is impossible,” she answered quietly. “You know that. Let me think.”


  The woman strove to get his point of view, fought to make him see her own. She succeeded. His conventional reasoning nauseated her. “According to your reasoning I have no right to have a say in this matter at all. What I think, what I feel, has no claim to consideration with you.”


  “You are married,” he urged. “You have a husband and children.”


  “I have also a human heart, which is filled with love for you. You think that my married state gives my husband and my children the power of life and death over me. What am I, then? What am I in your eyes, eh? A machine, just the female of the species to be caged up, a breeding animal denied even the right to choose my own mate! Get away! You outrage my womanhood!” She pushed him back.


  He rose to his feet and stood looking down on her in perplexed misery. She softened. “Why, dear, even the courts of law would not be so barbarous. And as for Barry— You don’t know Barry.”


  “What about Barry? What do you think Barry would say to this affair?” he asked curiously.


  “Barry would think only of me. I know it. He would think of nothing but self-sacrifice. And that is why he is not to know.”


  “Yes, that is just it. You realise that he could never share you with another man, don’t you? He would sacrifice himself for your happiness! What about me? You think you can make love to me and keep Barry in ignorance, but you can’t keep me in ignorance of the fact that you are living with him. I can’t share you, either.”


  She stared at him wide-eyed. “That is another point of view. That is not what you said before. I don’t see why you should mind Barry. He is my husband. (He laughed grimly.) You know my situation. You must make the best of it. You are not very reasonable.”


  “Reasonable! Are you a child to talk of reason in relation to things of this kind? I can’t make you out, anyhow. How you can go on living with him when you love me as you do beats me.”


  She regarded him intently. “Don’t you know?” She leant towards him earnestly. “If you can’t imagine why, I don’t think I can make you understand. I’m sure Barry would understand were he in your place.”


  He moved impatiently, and his voice was full of jealousy. “Oh, yes, of course he would. You are always throwing your Barry at me. I wonder you give a thought to me when such a paragon is at your feet.”


  Her brows contracted. “Don’t, Glen, that is not fair.” She rose. “I wish I had not loved you. Now for the first time I wish you had not come here. You are going to make it hard. I can see that you are going to create difficulties where none exist. You know how involved my situation is. Certain duties I must perform or become a bad woman. To place my own happiness before the welfare of my children would be unthinkable, criminal. But I have a right to my happiness if I can get it without harming others. Every woman must have the right to consummate the greatest love of her life.” She paused, thinking. And Glengarry stared at her in wonder at her beauty. She looked virginal, somehow. He knew that her mind was virginal. How many times had she shamed him for his grossness? She turned her eyes on him and asked: “Am I a bad or a good influence, for you?”


  “Good! Good!” he answered quickly. Then took her hand and kissed it. “Oh, Margaret, I appreciate the honour you have done me. Surely you know that. But now I must play the man. I must protect you in spite of yourself.”


  She smiled faintly. “How protect me, Glen? By killing me? You have the chance to make me happy. You know how happy I have been lately, don’t you? And because I have been happy my children and all around me have been happy too. This can continue. Of course we must restrain ourselves. We cannot see much of each other alone, but there will always be the chance to keep us happy, and we can feel secure in each other’s love. On the other hand you can ‘protect’ me. You can go away from me; take the sunshine out of my life and leave me a wrecked woman. This love I feel for you is—is all of me. It is the best thing in me, the grandest thing in my life. It would be my pride to keep it clean. And you, Glen, you have many nasty little habits and faults. I hope to eradicate them and make you the cleanest man.”


  She smiled at him.


  He braced himself unconsciously. Always she had that effect upon him now. His first attitude of “bossiness” had departed. Once he had told her ruefully that she would make a saint of the devil himself. For mere virtue’s sake she had taught him self-control, and he had found his reward in the exquisite bounty of her love when at last given.


  “Come, Glen, will you leave me?” She stood smiling into his eyes.


  “I feel, Margaret, that I should go.” He spoke very slowly. “I can’t trust myself.” He flung away from her and walked quickly up and down the room, then stopped in front of her again. “I can’t trust myself. I would do anything in the world for you, but—” He finished fiercely—”if I saw another man fondling you I believe I would kill him.”


  She was completely disconcerted. They could only stare at each other hopelessly. Then anger flared up within her. She beat her breasts with her hands. “Why? Why? Oh, you men! Are you all grossness and brutality and jealousy? What is this jealousy that it makes men mad?” She began to cry.


  He was unmanned; against his better judgment he gave in. Her tears drew the very heart out of him. She became submissive. “If you must go, Glen, I’ll try to bear it. I’ll try, but I know I’ll die.”


  What man could have resisted? Reason could not have moved him. Stark naked feeling could refute the results of the finest reasoning but her tears, her submissiveness! His defences crumbled in a twinkling. He was left with none. “I’ll never leave you, Margaret, if you want me. I swear it. But you know that people will guess. There will be talk. Tutaki knows now.”


  “But they will be loyal to me, Glen, I’m sure. Oh, Glen, I feel I’m right. I know I’m right. If there is any part of God in me that part is speaking now. We are before all things human beings. My womanhood demands its right. We have only a few years to live. We come on the earth through no wish of our own, and go off it the same. We are such infinitesimal things, we poor little humans, and yet so colossal is our vanity that we even dare to lord it over the instinct of Creation.


  “You like to think that you are trying to be good, don’t you, dear? You like to think that you are trying to be manly and protect me, when what you are really doing is waging the sex-war; you have tried to conserve the rights of the male over the female; despite your love, you have been taking sides with your sex because, unconsciously, you realised the danger to male prerogatives if the female is allowed to assume the attributes of a human being, of your equal.


  “Oh, you need not stare so. I can see it. Your goodness is all a sham, Glen. You are only—only what Jack London calls class-conscious. You love me, but you regard me, nevertheless, as an inferior. Never mind protesting. I know that you don’t realise it. You are not too intelligent. I found that out long ago. (She caressed him to take the sting out of her words.) You know that I, the individual, am your equal, but you can’t separate the individual from the class. As woman I must submit myself to the man who is my keeper, for the sake of preserving male prerogatives. You, by encroaching upon another man’s preserves, felt yourself a traitor to your class. I see; I see. I have learned a lot to-night. Really you are my enemy— All men are my enemies.”


  CHAPTER XV


  An early train brought Messenger to Taihape at noonday. Margaret was at the station with the three eldest children to meet him. She had felt very tired that morning, but as the train boisterously rushed up to the station a curious excitement stirred her. Was it only a few weeks since Barry left her? It seemed years.


  The other man never left her thoughts for a moment, even while she eagerly looked for her husband’s descent from the train. There he was! The children saw him and, regardless of the crowd, made a tumultuous rush for him. But Margaret saw that even while he embraced them his eyes were searching for her.


  After all, she was really glad to see him. How pleased she was to find it so! She had been frightened, though she had not admitted it to herself up till now. His image had become a little dimmed in her mind’s eye; she had given no thought at all to the man; he had been an abstraction, round which her considerations had revolved. But when his eyes searched for her while his arms embraced his children, Barry the man made fresh impact with her. She experienced a thrill of real gladness and hurried to him. There was nothing lacking in her greeting. “Dear man! Dear man! It is good to see you again!”


  He was her friend of ten years’ standing; the companion of her bed, her table, and her innermost thoughts. All the intimacies of their life together swarmed upon her to make her greeting pregnant with the affection which such intimacies must beget. The other man was there, too, all the time, but this loyal, true friend who had fathered her children, who had stood beside the cradle with her and helped nurse those children through their baby ailments, who had laughed and cried and quarrelled with her, this friend could never be displaced in her esteem, could never suffer loss of her affection.


  She felt for Messenger just what she had felt before he left her and the other came into her life: friendship, affection, and a vast respect. He was of a piece with the part her children played in her life.


  She saw nothing of Glengarry till lunch-time of the following day. He sent word in with Tutaki at teatime to say that he was busy with stock at the far paddock, and would sleep that night at the drover’s hut there. Margaret divined that he was keeping away until Messenger’s return was a commonplace. More understanding after the confidences of the previous night, she had decided to guard her attitude towards Barry before Glengarry. She was thankful now that Barry was never demonstrative before others.


  How glad Tutaki was to see his friend! And to note Margaret’s attitude towards her husband. All sorts of things he had been imagining. He was puzzled but elated beyond measure. A temporary lapse, that was all it must have been, born of her husband’s absence. Now Messenger was home again it would be all right. That “bounder” would be put in his place. Funny, how even the best of women— But there, surely even the best of women could be pardoned an occasional slip; and certainly the fellow was a “good looker.” Jimmy forgave her entirely now that he saw her attitude towards her husband, his friend. He found his lost boyhood, and filled the room with laughter at his quips and cranks.


  Margaret’s heart was away over the paddocks with her lover, but nevertheless she felt happy, for her lover would return, and here she had her babies and her two dearly loved friends. She was proud of Barry, proud of her beautiful children.


  As soon as tea was over, Tutaki, she, and Barry went on to the lawn, and while the children romped their elders talked of the farm. “And how do you like the new man, Jimmy? What’s his name? Er—yes, Glengarry?”


  “He is a splendid man for the job,” said Jimmy scrupulously, while Margaret hung on his words. “The best you could get.” He entered into a narration of Glengarry’s methods and the work that had been done during Messenger’s absence. “Oh, and he has broken the bay foal,” he finished up.


  “Yes, my wife told me so in a letter,” said Barry, who had listened quietly in his thoughtful way. He turned to Margaret. “You like him, eh?”


  “Yes, Barry, very much,” she said straightly. “He is a gentleman. He is very like you, in manner and appearance.” She laughed and affectionately linked her arm in his. “I like him very, very much.”


  He smiled into her eyes. He was used to her exuberant likings. “Of course you do. You always like people very, very much, don’t you? Do you ever dislike anyone, Margaret?”


  “Of course. I’ll dislike Jimmy very, very much if he continues to scowl at me like that.”


  Tutaki’s ugly face flushed darkly. “Was I scowling at you? I didn’t mean to. Glengarry’s a good man at his work, Barry, but I don’t like him, and that’s flat.”


  “No? Why?”


  “Can’t say. These things are instinctive.”


  “I must say that I was rather taken with the chap myself, and if the lady here likes him—well and good.” Messenger pressed the white, strong hand that rested upon his arm. “But it is rather strange that he selected to-day for working at the far paddock. I expected him to be here to report to me to-night. The wool sales were particularly good again. We’ve made a lot of money, my dear. Mostly German buyers. I want to consult with Glengarry about a new grade of wool. He might know something about it.”


  “Well, he’s a funny beggar, that’s all I can say. But I suppose we are all funny in some way.” Jimmy was reluctantly fair.


  “You are talking nonsense, Jimmy,” said Margaret impatiently. “He is not funny at all. You will like him, Barry. I know you will. But never mind him any more. You are not to talk any more business to-night. To-night belongs to me and the kiddies. How do you think Harry is looking?”


  Barry knocked the ashes from his pipe and put it in his pocket. “For sure the night is yours. I ask nothing better. I think Harry looks particularly well, and as for you, you are positively blooming. What have you been doing to her, Jimmy, while I’ve been away?”


  Jimmy laughed ruefully, without answering.


  Sunday morning turned out sunny and calm. After breakfast Messenger excused himself to Margaret on the ground that he intended riding out to the far paddock to see what Glengarry was up to.


  Margaret was glad to have the two meet in her absence and in the open air. She knew the value of the open to ravelled nerves. She went out to the yards and saw Barry off, and then happily took the children to visit at Chief Tutaki’s house.


  Glengarry’s work at the far paddock had happened to be necessary. A buyer had notified him that he would arrive at Maunganui early Monday morning and pick up two hundred fat stock if the station could let him have them. So Glengarry, counting the order as most opportune, had gone out to select the stock.


  Messenger met him bringing them in with the aid of two cowboys. The beasts, two hundred huge steers with terribly sharp long horns, were at the time of meeting being herded through a gate from one paddock to another—a difficult task, as the animals were wild ordinarily, and then very much excited by the drive. They careered madly up and down the fences, anywhere and everywhere except through the gate. The drovers’ whips cracked unceasingly, the dogs raced and leapt, their incessant barking sometimes changing to yelps of pain or fear as a steer kicked out or charged one with lowered head and snorting breath. The scene was really brilliant. The gay colours of the beasts painted the still green early summer grasses vividly, and Messenger halted a while on the summit of a small hill to admire.


  The element of danger was never lacking in these drives. The steers, never approached by man except on these occasions, were more dangerous by far than bulls. They were more alert, more swift and more persistent in attack when aroused.


  Messenger cantered down after a while to lend a hand. There was neither time nor inclination for more than a shouted perfunctory greeting. For half an hour the four men worked to get the steers through the gate, and then Messenger rode up to his manager and shook hands. “Fat stock,” he remarked. “Who wants them?”


  Glengarry mentioned the name of a well-known buyer. “He will be in early to-morrow with his men.”


  Messenger nodded. “Good. Fine lot, ay? Good pasture out there. I expect to have a hundred ‘stores’ arrive any day. Plenty of room out there for them?”


  “Yes.”


  They talked whenever possible all the way in, and when they had the cattle safely in the pens they went to the men’s bathroom together.


  Stripped, they were strikingly alike, though the Scotsman was built on a much bigger scale than the other. Each noted the resemblance, but without remark.


  Despite himself, Glengarry liked the other. The first chilly restraint began to wear off, and he responded in kind to Barry’s quiet geniality. “Funny beggar, right enough,” thought the latter, “but decent.”


  As they bathed they could hear the swift whack! whack! of an axe in the vicinity. They knew that Jimmy was taking his usual Sunday morning practice in the wood-yard, and hurried to get out. For Jimmy’s practice, always interesting, had become much more so lately on account of a rival in the camp. Of course the Maori was not now the axeman he had been. He had had perforce to relinquish the local championship some years before, but he was still good, and the rivalry between him and a professional bushman recently engaged by Messenger to clear off one of his large copses was provocative of much interest.


  All the station hands were assembled around the blocks of white pine Tutaki always kept in the yard for practice when Messenger and Glengarry walked out. Tutaki and the other man, named Billings, were stripped in readiness for a competitive cut through a two-foot log, and interest was running high, as each was considered to have an even-money chance. The Maori was an ex-champion, and Billings, only a youngster as yet, was regarded as a coming man in the district. The two looked fit as fiddles. The brown man’s body skin shone like burnished bronze, being several shades lighter than his face and arms, and Billings was the typical bushman, brawny, with the inevitable stooped shoulders.


  Messenger stood by smilingly. “What do you think, Glengarry?” he asked. “Will you take a bet?”


  “I’ll put a quid on Billings,” Glengarry answered shortly.


  Tutaki heard him and compressed his lips.


  “Done,” said Messenger.


  The competitors took their places beside their respective blocks. The Maori held the axe Barry had given him; Billings carried his ordinary bush axe; both were like razors at the edge. “Ready?” asked the timekeeper. Billings lifted his axe and swung it; Tutaki planted his feet in the right position.


  “Go!” came the command, and the first two impacts sounded as one. The axe heads were almost buried in the pine. Another blow and the first two great chips flew out. Tutaki chopped quickly; Billings slower, but with more weight. Excitement grew in leaps and bounds. The shouts of the partisans brought Margaret, the children, and the housemaids running from the house. An amazing yell arose when Jimmy turned on his block a second before Billings. A few blows more and the tops of both blocks trembled. Only the bushman’s country knows the delicious excitement of those last two blows. The trembling top piece, the two slanting, accurate scarps divided by only one blow. Both axes flashed in the sunlight together, each man straining every nerve to make the blow the last, and then up rose a glorious shout as both tops flew off simultaneously.


  The laughter, the congratulations, the satisfaction all round because no one had lost anything, anyhow! Food for conversation the whole ensuing week. Nothing else would be talked of. The result next Sunday might be anything, as both choppers would be on their mettle. On the whole Billings would be favoured as he was a “coming” man. Tutaki was an “old-timer.”


  The latter put on his singlet and went off to dress properly for dinner. Margaret walked inside with Barry and Glengarry. The sport had excited her. “What do you think, Barry? Will Billings defeat Jimmy?”


  “Probably. Most probably. Jimmy can’t last for ever.”


  “What a shame! But Jimmy won’t mind. He’s a good sport.” She chattered on, entirely at her ease with the two men.


  Not so Glengarry. As soon as she had appeared gloom had settled upon him. His thoughts became sombre and jealousy-ridden. Self-accusation did no good. All very well to tell himself that he was a fool, unreasonable, that her manifest affection for Messenger was right and natural, that the situation would have been impossible otherwise than with such a woman; all very well, but— Her charming demeanour in conversation with her husband, her evident interest in his remarks, roused a fury in him. The same attitude displayed by her towards Tutaki had made him inarticulately furious at times, but towards her husband it was worse. He knew Jimmy’s niche in her regard; such times were the closest intimacies Jimmy enjoyed with her, but the husband— Such attention and deference given to him in public made Glengarry think of the closer intimacies of privacy. Her sweetness before others would not turn to sourness in privacy. He knew her honesty too well. Her attitude towards Messenger was her attitude; it was no pretence.


  Seeing straight in one direction, though, he saw crooked in another. At least, he saw narrowly, through the eyes of his jealousy, instead of broadly through the eyes of his common sense. For Margaret’s manner towards Barry was her usual manner towards all she liked; it was the same towards him and his mother and the children and Jimmy. The real trouble lay, not in her manner, but in his inferiority to Messenger. It was not the kind of attention she paid to Messenger, but the amount of attention.


  She, Barry and Tutaki were intellectuals, bound together not only by affection and long-standing comradeship, but also by the ties of intellectual affinity.


  Messenger, it will be remembered, had not been a wide or very devoted reader at the time of his marriage, but his love for Margaret had induced him to enter as far as possible into every cranny of her life and interests, and he had cultivated the reading habit. Margaret had been astounded by the keenness of mind he had developed; her frills and furbelows of shallow, flashy intellectuality were shoddy and paltry, she was big enough to realise and acknowledge, beside his substantial, clean-cut, analytical reason. She had never ceased to argue the point with him. Usually it was she and Tutaki against Barry, but almost invariably the latter’s reason triumphed. Consequently Margaret, the soul of honour and fairness, had formed an opinion of her husband’s faculties which amounted almost to a belief in their infallibility. For almost a decade the dinner-table had been the field of their intellectual battles. During Messenger’s previous absences from home Margaret had missed him inexpressibly from the dinner-table. This last time her love had supplied the want, but when he was again seated opposite her at the Sunday dinner-table, with the Maori’s happy face and eager tongue waiting to commence hostilities, she fell instinctively, without a thought, into the old custom.


  She was witty. She scintillated, showing off before Glengarry, not dreaming of the nature of his reaction to her efforts, not dreaming, in her simplicity, that she was at the same time showing up her lover’s inferiority to her husband.


  Glengarry was not intellectual; he was not well read; he did not like books or bookish people as a rule; he had recognised Margaret’s superiority and taken her unconscious thrusting of it upon him as something in the nature of queenly prerogative; but to find his rival on her level, to sit by inarticulate and watch and listen to their equality made manifest, it was vastly different. He could with difficulty maintain the appearance the situation demanded. He was furious with her. He hated her. He wanted to make her suffer as she was making him. He became the sport of his jealousy to the extent of thinking that she was deliberately playing him out. She was trying to make him jealous.


  Immediately the meal was over he excused himself and went on to the lawn to smoke. Margaret felt a slight twinge of compunction. His face looked so cold and hard. She had been enjoying herself with the intellectual give and take; she had been “showing off,” she knew; her wits had been stimulated by her lover’s presence; but he— She gathered the truth with a thrill of real horror. She had been selfish, worse than selfish—cruel. He had been excluded from the circle. But then, how otherwise? How unfortunate that Glen was not at all intellectual. (With more reason she might have considered their love the regrettable circumstance.) What was she to do? Cut out the meal-time argumentation—their mental pabulum for so long? That would not be fair to Barry and Jimmy. No, the household habits could not be upset or forsaken in that way. She would not be able to give sufficient reason. Both Barry and Jimmy knew perfectly well how she enjoyed the discussions. Glen would have to learn toleration of the situation, that was all, or else educate himself in the way Barry had done. If he loved her, he should be prepared to raise himself to her standard as Barry had done. He was capable of it; he was intelligent; he possessed no mean ability. She would have to talk about the matter to him. First opportunity she got she would do so.


  The opportunity came sooner than she expected. Soon after dinner Barry said to his friend: “Well, Jimmy, we’ll run over to the Chief’s for a while, if you don’t mind. I want to settle up over the shearing.”


  “All right. Better take Glengarry, ay?”


  Margaret felt a little annoyance. Jimmy was really getting a little officious.


  “Oh, no. We needn’t bother him.” He stood reflecting for a while and then added: “I discussed that new grade of wool with him this morning, and his opinion was rather pertinent. I want to discuss it with the Chief alone.” Another reflective pause, then he turned more to his wife: “Glengarry advises me to get rid of all my pure Romneys; says the country is too poor for the heavy breed. I’ll see what the Chief says about that. I must say I have thought so myself. It is a pity the Southdown-Romney cross is so light of wool. If we could get the weight with the quality of the cross—” He sat on the edge of the now cleared table and fell into a brown study.


  “What does Glengarry think about that?” asked Margaret, much interested.


  “Don’t know. Never had time to discuss it; but we’ll get along. Would you like to come?”


  “No, dear. I promised Harry to spend the afternoon with him. I’ll take him for a ride later, I think. Glengarry said the bay foal was quiet enough for me to ride, so I would like to give him a trial. He is a beauty, Barry. Have you seen him about yet?”


  “No; but I shall be back in an hour and go riding with you if you’ll wait.”


  “All right. I’ll certainly wait. Good-bye.” She stepped out of the windows and watched the two go off. Glengarry was walking up and down upon the lawn smoking. His mother sat in a big arm-chair upon the verandah knitting. She was almost hidden in the chair.


  Margaret watched the Scotsman for a minute, deliberating. He knew that she was there too, but made no sign. His air was dour; when at last she walked slowly towards him his reception of her was stonily cold; his eyes swept over and past her like ice. He did not stop.


  She flushed and bit her lip. Then, thinking how hurt the man must be to offer her that sort of thing, she ranged herself beside him and said: “There is something the matter, Glen. What is it?”


  He laughed, horribly, gratingly, a laugh of torment. “What should be the matter? Aren’t we all a happy family?”


  “Oh, don’t! That is horrible!” She looked round quickly. The old lady was placidly knitting. “Come out into the paddock where the bay foal is. I must talk to you, and I can’t do it here. We can be looking at the foal.”


  He stood irresolutely, and she added impatiently: “Come, Glen, don’t be stupid.”


  He followed her slowly. His wrath against her was subsiding now that he was alone with her again. He told himself he did not want to go with her, but he could not stay behind. What would she say to him? What could he answer? Only that he was jealous—no argument to counter her reason. She would torture him again with that cruel reason of hers. How he wished she was just an ordinary type of woman, devoid of reason, so that she could not “put it over him” the way she did! An ordinary woman like— A picture of his wife came to him again; she had been devoid of reasoning power, and again he flung the thing from him in horror. Oh, God, no! He was mad, surely, to want this glorious creature beside him anything but her own unique self. She was speaking now in that deep, soft voice of hers, the full tones of which were so soothing and satisfying to the ear. “Tell me what upset you so, Glen, at the table. You have got to be honest and frank as I am with you.”


  His anger fell away completely. He was ashamed. “What can I tell you?” He began to tremble. There came a strange quality into his voice that caused the woman to look at him in wonder and fear. He was going to cry. She felt it. That great strong man, rugged and immovable-looking, was going to cry. A vast awe overcame her, and a compassion and sympathy so complete that it seemed to emanate from her and succour him in his need.


  “Margaret!” he whispered entreatingly. Two great tears welled up and overflowed. He put up a hand, wonderingly, and lifted one off with a finger. He stared at it, then at her. “You have done that to me, girl.”


  She was white as milk. Perhaps a premonition of impending, unutterable woe assailed her, or perhaps it was just chance that brought the words to her lips, insignificantly. However it was, she clasped her hands upon her breast and said prayerfully: “God be merciful to you and to me!”


  They were conscious of the immensity of those moments. The life force seemed to billow around them, impregnable, imperishable, the eyes, the ears, the brains of the world. Travail and happiness, sin and innocence, were disclosed to them as the husk enclosing the kernel of life which was the reproductive instinct.


  For a little wisp of time the man saw through the woman’s eyes, for a wisp of time his spirit renounced its condition of Man as separate from Woman and flew back to the godhead which was sexless, which was instinctive condition only, and that condition will to propagate. In those moments he was hers entirely, one with her in her instinctive reason and action, for the first and last time.


  Such moments cannot last, nor do they leave a workable impression. Glengarry’s befogged finite mind gained nothing tangible from that momentary revelation of the infinite. Just for one blinding flash of understanding he was linked in spirit to the woman in whom the will to propagate had persisted as the paramount condition through all the phases of the evolution of the soul and of society.


  The frontiers of civilisation fell away and showed him male and female, first one, then sundered, peopling the fields of history in spite of famine, flood, and fear. She saw Man, the forager, loosing the stranglehold of primal instincts, evolving above instinctive condition through the nature of his activities, which developed in him the faculty of reflection; whilst Woman, the passive, the vessel which bore the principle of life during all its seasons of growth from seed to fruition, continued to lie close to the beginnings of the world, close to nature and natural conditions, unreflective because her manner of life did not stimulate brain activity, endowed by the male chiefly with whatever meed of reason she possessed.


  He saw this mixed condition, this relation of Man to Woman, down through the stream of ages, cramping progress; but the passing of the moment of vision left him no solace, no girded loins for the future. It might never have been. Woman disappeared from his ken, and the object of his love, another man’s wife, stood beside him in the paddock as before.


  But he was very soft and humble. “Let us move on, Margaret,” he said. “You said you wanted to talk to me.”


  She drew a deep breath and dropped her hands. “Yes, let us walk on.”


  They walked farther from the house towards the bay foal which browsed some hundred yards away. The lovely creature lifted its head and watched them mildly as they neared it. Not wild now—no sign of fear about it. It allowed Margaret to pat it, and nosed into Glengarry’s hand. “No sugar now, old boy,” he said; and then to the woman: “We might as well take him over to the house now, ay? Sure you don’t mind riding him?”


  “Of course. I’m not a baby, please. I can ride as well as you.”


  He smiled at her. “Oh, all right. He is safe enough, anyhow. He is a bit shy of automobiles yet, though; needs a bit of petting to get him past them. Come on, old boy.” He caught the horse by the forelock and pulled at it.


  Margaret walked with one hand twisted in the long flowing mane. Shortly she said (hurridly, for she now found the subject difficult): “You know, Glen, you must really get used to my—my friendliness and affectionate manner with Barry. If I altered he would wonder, and ask questions.”


  He smiled back at her sympathetically. “Yes, of course. Never mind. Don’t worry.”


  “You know, Glen, one must like Barry. He is so good.” She loosed her hand from the horse’s mane and moved up beside him. “I have lived with him a long time, and no one knows him as I do. He is pure gold, right through. I should be a bad woman, unfit for any man’s love, unfit for motherhood, if I did not appreciate and love him.”


  “Don’t!” cried the man sharply.


  “What now?”


  “When you talk like that I feel the biggest cur on earth. Can’t you see, can’t you really see, Margaret, that it is just because he is so fine that I can’t bear it? If he were a brute to you I would be justified in deceiving him, but now—”


  She almost wrung her hands. “That is not the point. Oh, I can’t explain, I can’t tell you just what it is I feel about it, but I know I am right. This has nothing to do with Barry at all. His character does not even touch on it. This is something which concerns you and me alone. I get hot all over; I hate you when you talk like that. I feel—yes, insulted; you insult me, you treat me as though I were not a human being at all. How dare you tell me that my happiness, my life, is to be regulated according to any man’s character; that I am not to have a mind, a will of my own? I tell you it does not matter what Barry is! It is the principle of the thing. I am myself, and will not be a subject doll of any man, not if he be a veritable Christ among men.”


  “You’ve got to take the world as it is, girl. Your theories may be all right, but you know perfectly well what the world thinks of married women who conduct illicit love affairs.”


  She laughed contemptuously. It sounded odd from her, and Glengarry looked sharply at her, surprised even in his misery. There was an ugly look upon her face. She met his look. “Do you know, Glen, I feel bad when you talk like that. I feel soiled and wicked in my mind. It just seems as though you have deliberately taken me by the scruff of the neck and rubbed my face in the dirt. You are soiling my mind with society’s filth. Women who subscribe to your sentiments are—are bad—bad through and through, it seems to me, because they are keeping alive the idea that they are an inferior race, that they are only society’s playthings, or society’s breeding animals; they are accepting the idea that man is lord of creation and themselves only his chief servants. I should like to kill them all, the—the cheap creatures!”


  Again the man was nonplussed. “You bewilder me,” he cried hopelessly. “I can’t answer you.” They had stopped again. The bay foal waited patiently. “What would happen, Margaret, if men and women were promiscuous? Would you have a society of paramours?”


  “No, no! You do not understand me! I would have a society of reasonable men and women unsoiled by filthy conventions; men and women equals in each other’s eyes; a society in which the natural love of man and woman can have natural expression without being trampled in the mire.”


  A wry smile twisted his lips. “Impossible, girl. You judge other people by yourself. You are good, Margaret. You have never been up against it; you don’t know how horrible and ugly sex can be. You don’t know anything of the terrible sin in the world. If you did you would know the value of the conventions. Look here, girl, your theories and ideas are all right, and would be practicable enough in your individual case, but the great bulk of humanity is quite unfit for sex freedom. You can’t have laws made for individuals; they must be made to suit the generality of people. I can feel the agony of it in special cases such as ours, but I must admit the necessity of it for the bulk of humanity which is still largely plain animal. Society has fashioned these social laws through necessity; we must chain the beast to produce good humans and a decent society.”


  “Oh, who wants the beast unchained? Am I beastly? Am I gross? You know better, Glen. I recognise necessities. I see the fact that our love would cause grievous trouble to Barry and harm to my children if known of. I see that and deal with it. A certain set of circumstances surrounds our love, and we must make the best of them. It is your attitude I object to, yours and the world’s. You are not considering Barry. Are you? Are you? No. You are not considering the welfare of my children. I know. It is all pretence and sham. You are considering my position as a wife. Wife with you is synonymous with slave. You think you are stealing the property of another man. I am not, to you and society, a human being with all the inalienable rights of a human being, living with Barry because of affection and because of circumstances which must compel me to remain living with him. I am a wife, a slave, the property of Barry, like his cattle, bound to him by the law.”


  “Don’t talk like that; it is not so. I am thinking of morality. What I say applies to Barry as much as to you. Look here, if Messenger fell in love with another woman, do you think he would carry on with her as you are doing with me?”


  She felt sickened. His vulgarity, his rough tongue, hurt her physically like actual blows. “Whether he would or would not makes no difference to my case,” she protested fiercely. “If he wouldn’t, it would be because he is weighted with the same mental slavery as you are. I know perfectly well that the woman he loved would take him and be right in doing so. In that case Barry would be caught in the same net of circumstances that I am, and the same duty would devolve upon him; to be true to himself and the other woman while at the same time protecting his children. Oh, I know what you are going to say: that it is impossible, human nature couldn’t do it. Well, it could, if it wasn’t for the rotten ideas in man’s mind regarding women and marriage. Women can do it; it can be done here if you regard me as a human being and not as a chattel of the estate. How dare you be jealous of Barry? You know how I am situated; you know I love him, as I love the children. You know I am clean, and that is all you have the right to demand of me—cleanliness. You are impudent, and Barry would be impudent to attempt to curtail my personal liberty in any way. Do you think, if the positions were reversed, I would be jealous of your wife? If I were, I should deserve to be whipped, as you do. But I wouldn’t. I would be her friend and still ‘carry on,’ as you elegantly phrase it, with you. Your responsibility and your wife’s would be towards your children, but you and your wife would still be human beings with the right to demand and take the best life has to offer.”


  Glengarry passed an arm around the colt’s neck and watched the woman across it. She looked wonderful in her anger and outraged dignity, regal. Again he experienced that sensation of wonder that he had held her in his arms; that she should be fighting him for that very thing, claiming it as a privilege. He wondered at her and at himself. He knew that, just man and woman considered on their individual merits, he should be at her feet; he was of common clay; she was the gold so rare in the earth.


  A world of mothers such as she! Almost he soared again into visionary realms, almost his mind went forth in search of the future, in which the mothers of men, released from the bondage of a mental and bodily slavery, would be all as she. But not quite. He stopped instead on the idea that they were hopelessly at cross purposes: the Woman in her was speaking; the Man in him. She would get him all right, whenever she liked, but a sense of sin would mar the communion for him, while conscience upheld her. Their eyes met and held as only lovers’ eyes can. Her splendid orbs, pure and clear as the soul behind, seemed to draw the heart out of the man; hard at first, they gradually softened under the blandishment of his worshipful regard.


  “Oh, Margaret, you are wonderful and good!” he cried.


  “And I would be just as good had I a dozen children each with a different father, Glen, so long as my mind remained clean and I chose my own mate. But let me have one man forced on me, chain me with the bonds of slavery, and I am bad, a menace to society. Already you have soiled me, not by your love, not by the expression of it, but by your attitude towards it. Be good, Glen.”


  That night turned out beautifully fine, so Barry and Tutaki put up some beds on a screened-in part of the verandah for the Messengers to occupy on the warm summer nights.


  As Margaret lay in bed watching through the slats of the blind the big poplars which bulwarked that side of the lawn and listening to the mysterious rustle of their broad leaves, she went again over the afternoon incident and made a resolution.


  She and Glen would just be friends. She must accept him as he was. She lay awake for hours marvelling at the strange turn her life had taken—the second strange turn. If she had not come to Maunganui a decade before she might still have been a working girl or married to a working-man living in penury. A little touch of the Romance of that young time came up through the years and turned her swiftly to kiss lightly the face of the man sleeping beside her. Dear Romance of Youth! How sad it was so fleeting! A decade of safe domesticity and then—this upheaval, engendering thoughts and moods and emotions altogether new and peculiar.


  She had always been a woman’s woman, this Margaret; her splendid mentality had early grasped the actual, though often concealed, inequality of the sexes. She had been born rebellious, but her early marriage into affluent circumstances had disallowed the development of the tendency. Now the conditions were there to urge on that development.


  Thinking in the dark of the night she accidentally stumbled on a great truth: that “conditions determine ideas,” though she did not formulate the idea in so many words. But she saw the truth only in relation to her own individual case. Being no scientist, she could not see that that truth was the fundamental proposition in regard, not only to her individual case, but to the whole of society. That it was the determining factor in mankind’s great trek through history.


  CHAPTER XVI


  So things went along smoothly at Maunganui. Margaret was content; Glengarry was tolerating the situation, managing along fairly well. The woman had soon seen the wisdom of her resolution. Her lover had avoided her; left alone with her by any chance he had assumed a hostile demeanour; he would seem frightened. Until he gathered the fact that she expected no intimacies. He never sought her after that, but he did not avoid her. The situation gradually eased; it settled down into some sort of comfort.


  Margaret did not disguise from Barry the fact that she was greatly attracted by Glengarry. She often discussed him with her husband, frankly and critically.


  Much of the maternal crept into her feeling for him; often her eyes would fill with tears to see him playing with the children. He took more interest in the children now, especially in small Margaret who resembled her mother so.


  During the first weeks after Messenger’s arrival home it had been necessary for Glengarry to see a great deal of his employer, and a friendship had sprung into being between them. Barry still on occasion alluded to his manager as a “funny beggar,” but it was plain to Margaret and Tutaki that he set much store by Glengarry’s opinions and welcomed his company.


  There were times when, despite themselves, love conquered both resolve and conscience and drove the lovers into each other’s arms; but Margaret, seeing the effect of such lapses on Glengarry, became watchful to avoid even those. For afterwards he would be morose and suspicious of her, abrupt in his manner towards Barry, and show signs to her now experienced eye of the old turbulent jealousy.


  When Ian Longstair and his wife Miette arrived at the station things were fairly comfortable.


  Miette Longstair was Barry’s cousin, a daughter of his mother’s sister Nana, who had left France at the same time as Barry’s mother, but who had remained in England teaching, while the other journeyed to New Zealand. Nana had married an Englishman, a butler in the same employ as herself, and Miette had been the only issue. She was a few years younger than Barry. After the death of the latter’s mother very little communication had taken place between the two families. As a matter of duty, Messenger senior had ascertained that the sister-in-law he had never seen was comfortably off; now and again for the first few years he had written to England, but as time went on the letters had become fewer, and when Barry received the one which was responsible for Miette’s journey to New Zealand (it had been, of course, addressed to his dead father) a period of fifteen years had elapsed between it and the preceding communication.


  His Aunt Nana had written to say that her daughter Miette had, four years before that time, married an Englishman named Ian Longstair, an accountant by profession; that the marriage had turned out very happily until Longstair had sustained an accident through the falling of an elevator in the building in which his office was situated. It seemed that the unfortunate affair had resulted in a permanent minor injury to the spine; Longstair was able only to move about very slowly. His suit for compensation had failed, and almost all of their savings had gone in doctors’ expenses. What could they do? Could her relative make any helpful suggestion? Would it be worth while for the couple to invest the remainder of their money in tickets for New Zealand? Miette was an excellent chef; she had earned her five pounds a week in that capacity before her marriage.


  Margaret’s reception of the news can be easily imagined. Return mail to London carried a cheque to cover passage to New Zealand and a letter of helpful sympathy. “All this big house that we’ve got, Barry, lying half empty or filled with useless visitors. They can have those three end rooms all to themselves. I’ll have the smallest room fitted up for a kitchen for them, and Miette (what a pretty name!) can do her own cooking.”


  “Well, if you like. It is your business. The fellow can do the accounts. If we go on at this rate we shall soon be able to take our trip round the world.”


  “Just as soon as the babies are grown up enough. I won’t have any more babies, Barry.”


  So the coming of the Longstairs had been decided. Then Glengarry had come to the station, and Margaret had almost forgotten about her cousins. They arrived, however, in six months’ time.


  Tutaki was holidaying in Wellington when their boat came in, and Margaret deputed him to meet them and put them on the train for Taihape. Jimmy met them all right. He went out to the steamer when it anchored in the stream and met them aboard.


  The ship was crowded with emigrants standing around the decks straining their eyes shorewards to the new land. All sorts and conditions of migrants, filled with all sorts and conditions of emotions and thoughts. The old land lay behind them, away at the top of the world down which they had been borne on the bosom of the rolling oceans. Even the commonest heart, the tawdriest soul, had felt that sundering of itself from the mother land as “the ship sailed away from old England,” and here, as the ship anchored in Wellington’s grand land-locked harbour, those same common hearts and tawdry souls uplifted eagerly and went forth to meet the gay promises of the gloriously beautiful new land. The home-comers in the crowd threw kisses to their native hills; the waters of the bay, white in the glittering sunshine of late autumn, sparkled and laughed in silent greeting. The white-winged yachts gently sailed around, now and again dipping in exaggerated bows. New Zealand, sweet land of promise, gave welcome to the sons and daughters of the parent land.


  Tutaki climbed aboard and stood quietly for a while wondering how to recognise his people in the throng. Then, seeing the doctor’s queue range up, he walked along to it and scrutinised the company. He picked up the couple first guess because of the halting gait of the man. They came slowly along the deck, the woman shielding the other from the jostling crowd. Tutaki walked up to them quickly, stopped in front of them and raised his hat. “Pardon, Madam, is your name Longstair?”


  She looked startled and drew back a step. “Yes, but—who are you?”


  “I am an employee of your cousin’s. Mrs. Messenger asked me to meet you and put you on the train for Taihape.”


  “Taihape! What is that? Oh, the town. Of course, how silly of me!”


  The man broke in: “We are very much obliged to you,” and held out a hand. “As soon as we get through the doctor’s hands we shall be in yours. I hope I shall have no trouble here.” He spoke worriedly.


  “That will be all right,” said Jimmy cheerfully. “Messenger has provided against that contingency.” He drew a paper from his pocket and handed it to Longstair.


  “Come along, then, Ian. We are missing our places in the queue. Do they bother much?” the wife asked Jimmy.


  “I don’t know. This is my first experience,” he answered. “You have no need to worry, anyhow. I’ll stand over by the rail till you are finished. I’m in the way here.”


  Standing back, Tutaki was able leisurely to survey the two. They very evidently discussed him. Once the woman looked his way, and coloured as she met his regard. “Why, she must be thirty or more, if she’s a day,” said Jimmy to himself. “And he’s only a boy.” After a while he added, almost aloud: “I like him.”


  Longstair was really “only a boy.” He was twenty-five years old to be exact, was of middle height and slimly built. A shock of bright curly auburn hair stood high off his head, “cow-licked” back off his forehead, which was high and well shaped. His face was the face of a boy, pure and clean-looking. His skin was of the beautiful texture which always accompanies auburn hair, and was freckled. His features were rather insipid, rather effeminate. He wore huge hornrimmed glasses and peered forward in the close manner of the student. He wore no hat.


  His wife looked, as Jimmy said, at least thirty. She was short and plump and fair, not at all pretty, but attractive, very attractive to men—of a certain type. A close toque of red straw hid her hair and forehead; her eyes were her worst feature, being small and puffy, her nose was her best. It was distinctly a classical nose. Her mouth was the most sensuous mouth that can be imagined; an ill-formed curved upper lip drawing away from the teeth; a straight, thin, lower lip, which never seemed to meet the upper, leaving the close, tiny teeth, indicative of a vindictive and rattish nature, gleaming between them continually. Her skin was good, pink and white and glowing with brutal health. The close-fitting costume she wore showed off a splendidly shaped bust; beneath, one knew, were superb shoulders and beautifully modelled arms. Her bare hands were soft, white, and tiny—the hands of the incapable and ungenerous.


  Below the waist she was—well, the only word is “sloppy.” Thick hips, protruding stomach, slightly bowed legs and “hen toed.” And her walk was utterly graceless. She walked like a woman of fifty; one could not imagine her running.


  By and by, when the doctor had pronounced all right, the three went along to the cabin which the Longstairs had occupied on the voyage. When the door was opened a bundle of hair flew forward and launched itself at Miette with shrill whinings. She picked it up and pressed her face into it. “Did it miss its mother, then, the sweet pet? This is Bonny, my baby, Mr.—Mr.—”


  “Tutaki.”


  “Mr. Tutaki. Isn’t she lovely?” Miette held the Pomeranian towards the Maori. It snarled and showed its teeth viciously.


  “Don’t touch the little beast,” warned Longstair.


  Miette laughed and cuddled it to her. “It only likes its mother,” she crooned.


  “It’s pretty,” said Jimmy. He was not interested in pet dogs. Useless creatures made little appeal to him.


  He shepherded them until the train left for Taihape the following day. Miette never moved without the little brown dog. She took it to the hotel dining-room (to Jimmy’s hardly concealed annoyance) and was asked to remove it by a waitress. This she foolishly declined to do until her husband whispered that he would leave the table if she did not. She began to whimper like a child, and said aloud: “The nasty brutes, darling! Mother will stay with it,” and went off.


  “I’m afraid I spoil her,” Longstair said apologetically to Jimmy. The latter did not answer. He could not trust himself. The husband afterwards took some food upstairs to his wife.


  That was teatime. In the early evening she came and sat beside Jimmy in the lounge. She sat close up to him and rested her hand on his arm. “I suppose you think I am a silly girl to love my baby so?”


  “I think you are a silly woman to make a show of us all over a dirty pup,” said Jimmy rudely, giving his arm a little shake.


  She pressed her fingers tighter and almost leant upon him. But an angry flush swept over her face.


  She despised the man. She had been brought up in England, and held English ideas about “coloured” people. Not that she would have said so. She was supposed to be a “socialist,” believing in fraternity. She would have declared that the colour of a man’s skin mattered nothing “so long as he was intelligent and understood his class position in society”—a stock phrase of hers. But really, though she used an exaggerated manner towards the Maori, insulting him by the very showing of her notion of equality, she despised him. She thought that she honoured him by her graciousness, by her little intimacies, that she must appear in his eyes as a very fine white woman indeed to give such attention to, and to treat as though he were an equal, a common “coloured” man. Poor silly Miette had a lot to learn about New Zealanders and Maoris. She had to learn that the Maori, grand in the traditions of his race, stood equal with the average white man, and that in New Zealand racial distinction between Hawaiki’s sons and the whites was non-existent. She did not dream of the intellect behind that ugly brown face because she was stupid and unintelligent. (Longstair had found it out easily, and marvelled.)


  Tutaki had said that he was an employee of her cousin’s. She knew her cousin was wealthy, a “big” man, according to Tutaki himself, and, for all her socialism, she “put on airs” about it. At the station, then, she would be in almost the position of Tutaki’s employer. It would be condescending of her to speak to him. He would think it splendid of her to treat him as though he were white. Her anger flared up at his answer. How dared he? But immediately she felt more interest in him.


  If Jimmy had not been attractive, Miette would not have noticed him at all. She would have told herself pettishly that he was not “intelligent” enough for her to notice, and ignored him. All Miette’s male friends in the “movement” in London (she had no female ones) had been attractive. She called them “intelligent.”


  When she found a man attractive she could never feel herself insulted by him. She made no pretence in this matter. It was the way she was made. An unattractive man could very easily insult her, very easily be deemed “unintelligent,” but a fascinating one—never.


  So she told herself that Jimmy had not been rude at all; it was only his way of saying things. “I can’t bear to leave the pet alone,” she said softly. “He always sleeps with me. Sometimes he crawls up under the blankets—”


  Jimmy rose abruptly, pulling his arm away from her. “Where is your husband?”


  She looked up plaintively. “Oh, you rude man! He is lying down. I made him lie down to rest his back. We could go for a walk if you like. Ian wouldn’t mind. He trusts me perfectly.”


  Jimmy grinned sarcastically down at her. “Then it is more than I would do, my lady. Thanks for the invitation, but I have already an appointment with a young lady (he stressed the “young”) and must ask you to excuse me. Good evening.”


  She gazed after him sensually. What a lovely smile he had! What white teeth and liquid eyes! Of course he never meant to be rude. If he had an appointment he had to keep it. She went upstairs and used her tired husband as a substitute for Jimmy, while that gentleman went away to a billiard-room thinking her detestable. “I don’t think she loves the pup at all. She is shamming for some reason or other.”


  When he saw them off at the station the next day (Miette had squeezed his hand and given him a glowing smile at parting) he remained still for some time looking thoughtfully after the train. “Well, the Lady said that she was a cook. Her place is certainly in the kitchen. She would be very kind to the butcher and the baker. How the Lady will take it—” He lifted his cap and scratched his head. “It’s a pity she didn’t leave her in London. But he’s all right. Pretty decent. I’ll look into that stuff he talks about. He will suit the Lady, at all events.”


  He turned and slowly walked off the decrepit old wooden structure that shames New Zealand’s capital city by doing duty as a chief station. The air felt sultry. Rain was not far off. Tutaki wondered how he would put in the afternoon. He had only been four days in town, but already he was tired of the hot, dusty pavements. The amusements wearied him. Would he go to the pictures? Oh, Lord, no! The heat was stifling. To one of the bays, then? To Day’s Bay, across the harbour? Thought of the cool waters decided him. Yes, he would go. He would walk along to the ferry wharf and see when the next boat left for Muritai. Plenty of time to step into a restaurant and get a bit of dinner first.


  This he did, and then sauntered along the water front towards the ferry. A huge ocean-going liner was loading at Pipitea wharf; the rattle and whirr of slackened chains arrested his attention. He might as well go over and see what she was loading.


  It was mutton. Carcases by the thousand, by the ton, neverending stream of them sliding from the trucks to the ship’s freezer.


  Jimmy stood and watched them, fascinated. The perpetual motion of red and white, pink and cream, in time resolved into a blurred streak of gaudy paints. Mutton for the overseas maw. Mutton made Jimmy think of sheep, of the yellow pastures. He knew the sheep at home had not drunk for a month because of the long drought, the worst for years. The creeks and rivers were dry. He sniffed at the smell of rain in the atmosphere. It was close, thank heaven! Too close to go to Day’s Bay, perhaps. No sense in getting a wetting unnecessarily. He would stay and watch the mutton, watch the never-ending rush of pretty carcases into that giant maw and the never-ceasing circling flight of the seagulls, gannet, and sea-pigeon screaming aloft.


  He sat down upon a stringer. How pale and glassy the harbour waters were! He looked up at the towering side of the leviathan of the deep that was so greedily gobbling up the mutton, and felt very humble, somehow. Racial emotions stirred within him. He knew the history of the white migration and settlement; in his breast, as in every true Maori’s, there burned the never-dying resentment for unavenged wrongs done to his race in those early days. The stolen lands, upon which greedy whites, descendants of the thieves, now lived in splendid opulence, ordering chieftains and chieftains’ sons to do their bidding.


  It was the march of Progress, Jimmy knew. Progress, which was carried in the hands of the “pakeha.” Progress made sport of racial extinction. The fittest to survive!


  Jimmy, true son of his race, sitting on the stringer of the white man’s wharf, sitting under the shadow of the product of the pakeha’s brain and hand, the leviathan of the deep, knew that the law of club and fang was the law of Progress, and yet that Progress was good.


  And his heart turned to water, and his eyes spilled over their tears with anguish for the death of his race, for the death of his race which was slowly sinking, sinking, with thinned blood and loosened muscle and sagging belly back into the earth which was the dust from which it had sprung.


  CHAPTER XVII


  How “the Lady took it” was with the best grace possible. As the time for her relatives’ arrival drew near Margaret developed a lively interest in them, and talked a lot to the children about them. She was not very sophisticated, having necessarily had little worldly experience. The life-practices of average folk were little noticed by her. She often had her house full of guests for weeks at a time, yet she would know astonishingly little about them. She liked them (very rarely she disliked, by instinct), took them at their face value, and thought no more of them. Her life was hinged inwardly; her personal interests were too engrossing and vast for the doings of people outside her circle to make any but a fleeting impression on her. She had lived in the sunshine, the rain, the growing things, in the animals, her books, her husband, her children, and her friends, of whom Jimmy was chief. Ordinary people were mere accessories to life. She was still child enough to anticipate keenly, to build up expectations, to form preconceived notions.


  She pictured Miette as being like her name, dainty, petite, pretty; in short, she pictured her as typically French; she would be bright and vivacious, would gesture violently and cry “Oui, oui!”


  The man, of course, would be the ordinary Englishman. They were all the same. He must be nice, though, for Miette to have married him.


  Margaret therefore felt a little chill at first sight of Miette; it was as though a cloak had been removed from her; illusions and pretty anticipations are warm things.


  She and Barry met the train. She stood back while Barry hurried along the carriages trying to pick up his cousins. He saw a woman helping a man to alight. Then they stood looking about uncertainly. That must be them.


  It was, and in a minute the greetings were all over. Margaret had laughed aside her chill of disappointment and readjusted her perspective. As Miette waddled along the platform beside her she looked down at her and thought: “Certainly a cook. But never mind. She looks nice.”


  But oh, that first impression! Margaret did not like being honest with herself this time. After all, though her first impressions were usually right, they need not be infallible. She had not disliked Miette at first meeting. Almost the contrary. Miette was rarely disliked; women would laugh knowingly at her and pass on; men—of a certain type—found her most attractive, at times. They would laugh and play and return. She “put it over them” so naively; with her tears, real enough; with her air of giving in for the first time on each occasion. It was nice to be unvirtuous in a virtuous manner. The tears would be there, the virtuous air; the “Oh, it is dreadful, but I can’t resist you” sort of thing, the end of her own open, innocent seduction, was there with the hundredth as with the first. Other men that she could not “put it over” would grin at her as Jimmy had done, joke about her obscenely with other men, would avoid her perhaps, and think her detestable, but even they seldom disliked her.


  Margaret’s feeling had been an instinctive revulsion against coarseness. She seldom kissed other women; when she did it was out of sheer warm affection; she was too boyish for mere conventional salutations of the kind. She shook Miette’s hand warmly, but would have ventured no further. The other, however, embraced her effusively, making Margaret blush with discomfort. But that was nothing. Margaret knew it was to be expected, and was ashamed for not feeling reciprocal warmth. Her first impression was both instinctive and gathered. Miette could not hide the type of woman she was. She was born it. She had not become it through circumstances or reason or will. She was it, and the type was stamped all over her.


  Margaret did not know that such a type existed. She only felt repulsion at the embrace. Had she honestly analysed her first impression, she would have said: “She’s coarse and common, just unfortunate. I don’t know. I like her well enough. She is not in Barry’s class.” Perhaps she summed her up in the thought: “A cook, certainly.”


  Miette liked the tall, beautiful woman who was her cousin by marriage. It must not be thought for an instant that Miette had not her virtues. Low types often display big virtues, though they display them crudely. Miette’s way of life had not developed her good points, that was all. She liked Margaret at once.


  She was not at all grateful for what her cousins had done for her and her husband. Neither was Longstair. Rightly they considered that Messenger did not miss what he was giving, and their need was sufficient reason for the giving. They felt no gratitude, and did not intend to display any. Here was a virtue if one likes.


  They were of the most advanced school of socialists, and were both courageous in the expression of their opinions. Not knowing in the least how their mode of thought would be received by their hosts, believing that it was quite possible that they would be turned from the door of their wealthy relatives, who would naturally wish to conserve the interests of their class, they had not been two days installed in the big house before they began their propaganda.


  Immediately they were disliked by everyone but their hosts and Glengarry. The employees in the house would not listen respectfully. They would sniff at them behind their backs, and wish openly that they had not come. They could not understand them. They did not know, of course, the real reason for their presence there—Tutaki and Glengarry only had been told the truth. All others had been subtly led to believe by Margaret that they were living on their income, and were there solely because of Longstair’s health. The servants, then, ignorant as only country servants can be, saw them as guests working against their hosts. They would have thought them worse if they had known the truth. The employees were contented at Maunganui. They were treated as equals by the Messengers, and they received better wages than elsewhere. They did not want to hear anything about revolutions and socialism. Their way of life was good enough for them. If they stuck to Messenger, he would stick to them. They avoided the Longstairs. After the manner of the stupid and lowly, they saw in their would-be saviours an enemy and in their enemy a friend.


  Miette and Ian were also by way of being curiosities on the station. The science of socialism, of course, was the big topic the world over at this time. Central Europe had followed Russia’s example and turned Bolshevik the year previous, with much upset and bloodshed, and England was on the verge of taking her turn at the game. The industrial population of the whole world was in ceaseless ferment; in America capitalism was holding its own by force of arms only. The Messengers, in company with all intelligent people, though not understanding the world politics that were being worked out, were yet utterly aware of the conditions obtaining, and welcomed any light that could be thrown on the matter. They knew well enough that the old order of society had virtually passed out of existence, and that money as the universal equivalent would shortly be obsolete. But with real live exponents of the philosophy upon which the world was pivoting the station had not previously been acquainted.


  New Zealand was extraordinarily backward in its politics. The Labour Party had not yet reached the Treasury Benches, a contingency which might reasonably have been expected years before. It was not even a very formidable opposition. The small communist group, led by that old tiger of the sea, Fintan Flynn, cut far more ice in the House upon the hill than did the Labour Party, which had made the mistake of its life in shedding its original socialist programme in favour of a reactionary, opportunist policy.


  The Longstairs’ philosophy then was heartily welcomed by their hosts and one or two others of intelligence and discernment. But to the station employees in general they were disagreeable curiosities with their eternal “class struggle.” Especially Miette, who, being stupid, bungled the manner of her propaganda work. Her “scabs,” “slaves,” and other epithets flung around promiscuously, did not help her any, whether deserved or not. She had quite a knowledge of her science, gleaned through years of class work and association with men like her husband, and it was rather a pity she had not sense enough to handle it. The working women already hated her like poison before the first week of her sojourn at the station was up, and Margaret, listening to the way she talked to them, or rather at them, could not imagine them doing otherwise.


  She remonstrated mildly once, pointing out sensibly that if there was a lesson to be taught it could be learned much easier, if at all, by reasonable argument than by bullying.


  Miette replied that “slaves always responded better to the whip,” nettling Margaret, who respected and liked her servants very much. She said sharply that “there were several different kinds of slaves.”


  Miette laughed good-humouredly. “If you mean that for me, old dear, you’ve missed your mark. I’m a slave the same as they are so long as I am dependent on another for my living, so long as I live by selling my labour-power. I am the slave of a slave, as a matter of fact. Ian is a wage slave now that he is working for wages for Barry, and I am his slave.”


  Margaret laughed at the idea. “But that is funny, Miette. You do let Ian ‘boss’ you and order you about, but that is your own fault.”


  “That is not what I mean. I would be Ian’s slave if I bossed him and ordered him about. I’m Ian’s slave because I am economically dependent on him.”


  “You need not be. You can earn a good living for yourself.”


  “Oh, Margaret, I individually have nothing to do with it. It is the wife in general. You are Barry’s slave.”


  Margaret was dumb. She looked on the common little creature who was lecturing her with a vast astonishment. Her thoughts raced tumultuously. Why, the conclusions her own experience had caused her to arrive at were being promulgated by this tawdry soul as scientific truths. Not so tawdry, then. A teacher, more like. She suddenly felt remorseful. This poor Miette, whom her regal self had despised, was of more use in the world than she. Miette might be vulgar and coarse, but if she did her “bit” as Margaret saw she tried to do, by promulgating essential knowledge, which alone can drive mankind along, she was of more use in the world than the finest product of culture and refinement. The idea came to Margaret that the relation borne by the Miettes to society was that of medicine to the human body, very disagreeable to swallow, but beneficial to the system.


  “Miette,” she asked suddenly, “what would you do if you fell in love with a man who was not your husband?”


  “I should leave my husband and live with him,” was the prompt reply.


  “But supposing you could not? Supposing you had children?”


  “Children! What about them? That wouldn’t make any difference.”


  Margaret was disappointed again. For an instant she had thought that Miette, who had uttered what experience had taught her, Margaret, was a great truth, might elucidate in some miraculous way the problem of her love. But now she saw that Miette’s vision and understanding were very limited; that she was prosy, really, and her useful field of activity very narrow. She knew what had been dinned into her, and she was useful in so far as she could, and courageously would, repeat it, but she lacked intelligence and imagination. Children presented no problem to her. She went on: “I detest children. (She had her dog cuddled up in her arms.) So does Ian. He told me that he would leave me if I had a child.”


  “What! How dreadful! Surely Ian couldn’t say such a thing like that?”


  “Couldn’t he? You ask him.”


  “I think it is horrible. I thought Ian was—was gentle and kind. Though of course he is very selfish with you.”


  When Margaret talked like that Miette would sit stupidly silent. Sometimes she would appear perplexed.


  Ian was selfish. With the selfishness of the child that thinks the world belongs to him. He was a most extraordinary man, if one so young in his mind could be called a man. His behaviour at his dinner-table showed the sort of man he was, and also threw a sidelight on his wife’s character.


  He would stand beside the table looking it over. If the comestibles displayed pleased him he would rub his hands together with a “Ha, ha!” and then, sitting down on the chair which Miette had surely placed ready for him, would poke about among the dishes with his fork and a relish. He was somewhat of a gourmet. He would say, “Be quick, missis. I must have it hot on my plate.” And Miette, trotting round him like a hen round her chick, would reply: “All right, Hub. (“Hub” or “Hubby” was her name for him. It sounded very pretty the way she said it, too.) Do you think you’ll like your dinner?”


  He would probably say: “First rate, first rate,” and fall to with a gusto, while she got her own chair and poured his tea. If the dinner did not suit him, he would be very disagreeable and push the offending food away with an order not to put it on again. Miette’s likes and dislikes received no sort of consideration. The choice bits of every dish were loaded on to his plate, and she ate the left-over bits. She waited on him hand and foot, while he ordered her about summarily. She was his servant, a most efficient one.


  She must have liked it—liked to be ordered about and trodden upon and treated like a servant. If she had been asked why, she would have replied, in the vernacular of the streets or her own quaint manner of expression: “Search me!” and a shrug, as she invariably did to puzzling questions. Certain it is that Miette could have stopped it if she had wished to. Margaret found that out very early. Miette coddled Ian’s selfishness. She nursed it. He was a babe really. Born and bred in that great city which is the hub of the universe, travelled as he was (he had spent two years travelling in the States before his marriage), he was still as simple and “unbaked” as a child. He might have lived all his days in solitude for all he had learned of life—and of woman. His nose had been glued to his studies, both professional and leisured; he had dabbled in drawing, in painting, in writing—in anything but Life, in fact. He was innocent and selfish like all innocents.


  But he was extremely sensitive and conscientious. He abhorred nastiness. He had also an exalted opinion of women and advanced views on the rights of their sex. The knowledge that woman was slave to man hurt him. He was utterly ignorant of the fact that he treated his wife as a servant. If Miette had said to him: “You are selfish. You are making a servant of me,” in a tone that showed she meant it, Longstair would have abandoned his selfish attitude at once. But Miette never by any chance led him to see his conduct in its true light. She believed that woman was man’s slave, but the belief did not at all disturb her or hurt her. She experienced no sense of outrage about it. The very suggestion of such a condition made Margaret’s blood boil with rage and sense of injustice, but Miette was—well, “philosophical” about it.


  Margaret had at first been very much annoyed by Longstair’s manner to his wife. But as time went on she could not help seeing that the niche in which the man placed Miette was exactly that which she selected for herself.


  Her stupidity irritated him also. Sometimes to the extent that his sharp words, often profane, would move her to tears. Margaret, unbeknown to him, heard him on one occasion swear most atrociously at his wife, and heard also her sobs. She was filled with rage against him, and was only prevented from bursting in on them and scolding him by a sense of delicacy regarding Miette. It was not long, however, before she became aware that Miette could, if anything, outswear her husband. She had a filthy tongue, but some time was to elapse and many events occur before Margaret knew this much. She soon learned, however, as any woman would have, that Miette hid her real self from her husband. And most skilfully she did it. She was the most natural liar and dissimulator imaginable.


  Longstair, despite his unconscious selfishness, was fond of her. He depended on her muddling servitude. He was too effeminate to be capable of a real man’s love, but until such time as he transferred his mild affections to Margaret, he was as fond of Miette as his nature permitted him to be of any woman.


  Margaret grew fond of her at first, too. Had she been a little less coarse the beautiful woman could have loved her. And Miette was undoubtedly fond of Ian. Was she not fond of all likeable men? Habit and the most intimate association had developed in her a feeling for Ian which was more than fondness. Soft and feminine as she was physically, her sensuality was that of the male, and as this was her predominant characteristic, it found Ian’s effeminacy very attractive. A day or two after meeting Margaret she told her that she, Miette, was much too passionate for Ian, he was not strong enough for her. This embarrassed Margaret very much. She was to suffer much embarrassment before she got used to Miette’s confidences.


  The latter was quite incapable of understanding the fibre of a woman like Margaret. She did not in the least imagine that her confidences were unwelcome and embarrassing to her. The subject of sex was absorbingly interesting to Miette. Margaret scarcely gave it a thought. Her mind was too normal in that respect, too healthy to do so; she was not at all afflicted with any indecent notions of the subject’s “immorality.” Miette talked about sex whenever possible, especially with men, and at such times her sensuality would manifest itself unmistakably. She would look as though she wanted to grab the man nearest to her. Longstair, himself as clean-minded as a child, laughed at Miette’s propensity for talking “sex.” He had rather weird notions on the subject himself. He had no idea whatever of his wife’s real life, so skilfully did she manage him.


  A comrade in London had once asked another if he could guess the reason why Miette was in the socialist movement at all, and had been answered thus: “No need to guess, I know it. She is in the movement because of its freedom. In ordinary society she would be considered a bad egg; in ours she is simply laughed at and tolerated. She thinks she is a rebel against society; she is really only a rebel against the conventions. She doesn’t want economic freedom; she only wants promiscuity in a respectable manner.”


  The other had replied: “I believe you are right. How did she manage to get hold of Longstair?”


  “She could only ‘put it over’ a youngster like him. He was twenty-one and a babe where women were concerned. She was twenty-six and an experienced woman of the world. She was cooking in hotels; you know what that sort of life is. She is not a bad sort. I like her, and she is courageous.”


  Messenger, of all the intimates of our story, was least affected by the cousins’ intrusion into the big house. He gave their personalities very little thought at all. He was wrapped up in the station work and in his wife and children and friends. Their philosophy and the light they could throw on world politics was their interest for him.


  Margaret, moved by her spirit of hospitality and sense of relationship, gave them the run of her home. At first they stayed in their own quarters a lot, but gradually they took advantage of Margaret’s cordiality until they were sitting upon the hearth of her home, so to say. They began to come into the big dining-room each night as a matter of course, and it was from that time that the trouble started.


  First there was the annoyance of the little dog. Miette brought it into the dining-room. Margaret did not like it; no one liked it. Wee Heather was terrified of it, because of its long hair, to which she was unaccustomed in dogs, and because of its viciousness. She would scream at its approach. It really was not safe near the children, and Miette knew it, but she would not keep it away. She did not like the children, and from the first they disliked her. Margaret began to dislike her over the dog. She would parade the cur continually before the company; put it down on the couches and chairs and even the table and invite all and sundry to admire it. Out of politeness they would do so. No matter how interesting the conversation, Miette would interrupt with her eternal: “Oh, Hub, isn’t she a darling! Look, Hub, at mother’s pet!” and so on in her soft, babyish way until everyone’s nerves would be on edge.


  The children—if it was before their bedtime—would cling round their mother in fear. And this foolish mother, learning utterly to detest the stupid creature who could “mother” a dog, sat quietly and tried to be polite to her guests. Longstair, used to his wife, would not notice her. He would go on talking as though she had not spoken. Barry also would ignore her. Then she would appeal to Glengarry, Tutaki, and when they failed her, as they invariably did, she would turn to Margaret and compel her, through her courtesy, to leave the interesting conversation, in which Longstair would always be chief figure, and listen to her rubbishy claptrap about the dog. She even allowed the beast to leave its messes about the house, and when Margaret or the servants would draw her attention to this she would rush to clean it up, and in doing so leave filth smeared about. She was dirty in her habits. She upset the whole house over the dog. Margaret got complaints from all concerned. Mrs. Glengarry found it sleeping on her bed when she inadvertently left her door open. The station dogs were never allowed near the house because of fleas, but the Pomeranian shed them everywhere, and Margaret had to bear the brunt of everything.


  Simply because of her goodness of heart she put up with it. She had brought these people across the world; they were strangers in a far country, and the man was disabled. Also they were her relatives. Longstair’s injury got worse, too, if anything, and both she and Barry were anxious about him.


  Miette was anxious about him too. Sometimes she would go crying to Margaret about him, and the latter would instantly forget everything but the other’s trouble. She had to learn, too, that Miette’s tears meant just little more than nothing.


  Margaret had a boyish feeling in regard to tears. She could not resist their appeal. A woman’s or a child’s tears disarmed her utterly. At such times she would fill with sympathy and sisterly love for Miette.


  Then one evening Longstair summarily settled the matter of the dog. He had never liked it, but had put up with it because it relieved him somewhat of Miette’s “sloppiness.” She simply had to slop over something. His fondness for her did not carry him far. It could not stand the strain of her continual demands upon him any more than his weak body and comparative continence could. So he was very forbearing about the dog. Perhaps also there rankled at the back of his mind the words of an elderly woman comrade who had advised him: “Take your wife to the country and put her on a farm where she can milk cows and hoe turnips and have a dozen children. You can’t stay a child for ever. You will catch up on Miette some day.”


  He had not in the least grasped her meaning; he was far too single-minded regarding his wife to have done so, but his intelligence had to see the fact of her sheer animality. He knew well enough that she lacked the brain power to offset her sensuality; that no part of her touched a high level; that she was a sensualist of a low type. He knew the general laws appertaining to low types. He knew that the predominant instinct in such type was the reproductive instinct, and this knowledge should have led him to the further conclusion that his wife needed children.


  Perhaps he did not allow himself to arrive at any conclusion on the matter. His selfishness easily closed his mind to subjects likely to prove disturbing. He had a way of declaring that he would allow no one under any circumstances to hamper his life or hold him down; that the individualistic idea in its entirety was his own particular brand of philosophy. Though he knew perfectly well that he was hampered by dead people, let alone living ones.


  Anyhow, an evening came which settled the dog business. The house party were gathered in the dining-room shortly after the tea hour. The evenings of early winter were at hand, and the blazing maire logs on the hearth spread a cheerful and comforting glow over the worn and homely furniture. A little desultory small talk was going on here and there. Little Harry was kneeling upon the hearth building an elaborate structure with a meccano, and his father and Tutaki were watching him, now and again interposing a helpful word. Margaret was sitting on a couch beside Mrs. Glengarry, absorbed in the process of learning to knit. Her brow was puckered in a little frown. She looked singularly pure and child-like. Glengarry, tired after a long day’s extra hard work, lay back in a deep chair opposite her and watched her.


  “Make one, slip one, and then knit two,” she murmured, looked back over what she had done, and then dropped her work in her lap despairingly. “Well, I can’t understand it. I did just that, Mrs. Glengarry, I did really, and yet it has come wrong again.” She caught the gleam of Glengarry’s eyes from the depths of the deep chair and smiled charmingly. “I’m afraid I’m not very clever,” she added, addressing him.


  “No? Perhaps you’re not.” He smiled back at her. “You have forgotten to make one, that’s all.”


  “And what do you know about it?” she asked, relinquishing her work to Mrs. Glengarry.


  “I know a lot about it. See that sock?” He leaned over and pulled up a trouser leg, exposing a heather-coloured sock. “I knitted that.”


  “What! You knitted it?” She looked at him hard, thinking he was joking. Then turned swiftly to his mother. “He didn’t really, Mother?” (She often called the old lady “mother,” pleasing her and making the son’s heart ache.)


  “Indeed he did. He used to knit a lot down south when we were living alone. I don’t know why he has given it up since coming here.”


  The others were listening, highly amused at the idea of the dour Scotsman knitting. Tutaki chuckled aloud, and “jollied” the manager a bit. Jimmy had got over his dislike of Glengarry. Barry’s eyes just rested on the latter amusedly for a minute and then returned to the meccano. Margaret was hardly pleased. “Well, I never!” she ejaculated blankly, and then laughed a little.


  Into this harmonic group came Miette and Longstair, the former carrying the dog.


  Miette looked extremely well. The fresh upland air had benefited her greatly, and brought natural roses to her cheeks. Her mouth was car mined, and the rat-like pearly teeth gleamed showily. She had dressed her hair well and put on a black velvet frock cut low enough to expose her beautiful shoulders and bust. It was sleeveless, too. Altogether she looked brutally healthy and attractive.


  Tutaki neglected Harry’s structure, now nearing completion, to watch her. The kind of woman she was fascinated him despite himself. Her round dimpled arms were made for embraces.


  Jimmy was no paragon where women like her were concerned. What man is? The Barry Messengers are few, and if they were not the world would be a tedious place for the Miettes. The simple ideas of his race in regard to women had persisted in Jimmy. Chastity was the standard by which he measured them; the standard of the savage which lay but a few decades behind him. Of all the women in the world Margaret alone could have held his unswerving loyalty and esteem after an “affair.” He had thought the matter out, had fought it out, and the civilisation in him had granted to the queenly the royal prerogative. Margaret was beyond and above the conventions, but woman in general still sat under the judgment of the savage, and in this he was only at one with most white men.


  The mind controls the sex habits of the individual completely. Jimmy was a sensualist, probably as much so as Miette, but his powerful and active mind kept his sex habits at a high level. Miette was the victim of her incogitancy. It was not virtue which kept the Maori fairly continent, but his habit of mind. But still he was no paragon. There were times when the clay body clogged the fine spirit, and then Jimmy would look around for the means of relief from the turgid flow of his blood.


  When Miette came into the room that night looking so brutally healthy he allowed his mind, for the first time, to play around her obscenely. His liquid black eyes took on a faint glassiness, and his ugly thick jaw sagged. She was to him the lawful prey of any man. He knew that she did not know the meaning of man’s respect for woman. She only knew the meaning of, and wanted, man’s embrace.


  Miette had learned her lesson anent New Zealanders and Maoris by this time. And she found her sensuality stirred more by Tutaki than by any man she had previously met. Secretly she had been crazy about him. Whenever she got close enough to him she “pawed” him—to use Jimmy’s own expression. But he—out of respect for “the Lady,” whose relative she was and in whose house she lived, and because his mind had up to now been free from the clogging of the flesh—he had repulsed her in no uncertain manner. But now, his turgid blood responding to her extraordinary sex-potency, under the spell of that fevered little singing in his ears, he obtruded himself upon her.


  Miette had scarcely seated herself upon the couch beside Mrs. Glengarry when she noticed his altered demeanour. Her heart leapt; a sensuous glow crept into her puffy little eyes; a soft voluptuousness emanated from her. She answered his bold stare with little tentative, seductive glances of assumed shyness. When Mrs. Glengarry said testily: “Don’t sit near me with that wee cur,” she merely laughed a little, tremblingly, and shifted over beside Margaret.


  Then one of the maids opened the door for wee Heather to come in. The tot was carrying a tiny kitten in her frock, and at once exclaimed gleefully to all and sundry that “the kitty’s eyes were open.” She ran across the room to her Daddy, but just before she reached him tripped on a rug, and in saving herself from falling dropped the kitten. There was a snarl, a leap, and in an instant the Pomeranian was worrying the kitten. Heather emitted a terrified screech; Margaret dropped her knitting and sprang to the child, but Barry had already picked her up and kicked the dog away from the kitten. Miette cried: “Oh, you brute, Barry!” and rushed to pick up her pet. She cuddled the yelping cur up to her, and turned on Barry like a virago. “You brute! To kick her like that! And all over a wretched little kitten! I believe you have broken her leg.”


  Messenger ignored her. He was engaged in soothing Heather.


  Margaret stood by quite pale. She hated Miette at that moment, but even so she was a woman’s woman, and unconsciously blamed the man. She turned scornful eyes on Longstair, and under the impetus of her scorn he acted. He walked over to Miette, plucked the dog from her arms and went to the door with it. “If he hasn’t broken its leg, I will,” he said, and opening the door threw it into the passage.


  Miette burst into tears and rushed out. Margaret cried: “You must not hurt the dog. It is not the dog’s fault,” and started out too.


  Jimmy saw his chance. “Never mind, Lady,” he said hurriedly. “I’ll see to it if it is hurt,” and hurried out of the room, shutting the door behind him. Everyone breathed relievedly.


  Outside the door, Miette, crying loudly like a little child, picked up her dog, which was really badly bruised, but when Jimmy joined her she stopped crying suddenly.


  “Give me the dog. I’ll see if it’s hurt.”


  She gave it with a cute glance up at him. Instantly she forgot the dog. While he examined it she crept close as possible to him—


  They went out into the dark, and the beast screamed.


  Afterwards the brown man, full of contempt for her and his own weakness, said roughly: “I’ll take the dog home and see to it. You had better go in.”


  “All right,” Miette said meekly. Having got what she wanted, she walked back into the dining-room apologetically. “It is all right, Hub. Jimmy has taken it home. There’s nothing much the matter. I am awfully sorry, Margaret.” She sat down by Margaret and put on her sweetest and simplest manner.


  Longstair, now engaged with Harry in the construction of an aeroplane, said: “The dog is not coming back into the house. You get that?”


  And Miette, not caring a brass farthing about the dog really, thought of the Maori and replied, “Yes, Hub.”


  CHAPTER XVIII


  Margaret’s spiritual delicacy would not allow her to discuss Barry’s cousin with him. Neither would her sex-loyalty. Mrs. Curdy, whom she regarded almost as a second mother, alone heard her few depreciatory remarks about Miette, and Mrs. Curdy never failed to amplify them. Barry, the least critical of men, himself dropped a pertinent remark or two derogatory to his cousin, but on those occasions, up till that evening, Margaret had hurriedly thrown the blame on to Longstair with: “Yes, but Ian is so selfish,” or, “Yes, but Ian should point out her foolishness and try to educate her,” and so on. She never spoke so after the episode of that night, though.


  She and Barry took the children up to bed at an early hour, but instead of following her usual custom and returning to the dining-room she said she would go to bed herself.


  “Oh, all right. I’ll go too, if you do,” said Barry. He was rather glum-looking. They disrobed in silence, and then Margaret began to brush her hair before her mirror. Barry got into bed and watched her with the light of love and admiration shining from his eyes. He loved to watch the undulations of her slim lithe body as she flung her thick dark mane about in her efforts to brush it thoroughly.


  Then suddenly she said: “It is no use, Barry. The woman is detestable. There is no drop of your blood in her!”


  He was silent for a moment, and then said uncertainly: “I’ll tell them to get out if you like.”


  “Oh, no. We couldn’t do that. It is not so bad as that. She is your cousin, and besides— There’s Ian.”


  Another long silence. Margaret finished brushing, and then knotted her hair on the top of her head so that she might sleep comfortably.


  “Well, I am not going to have you or the children worried. You have only to say the word. I’ll run Ian in to Taihape to-morrow to see the doctor.”


  “I like him so much, Barry. Very, very much indeed.”


  Messenger smiled. “Oh, of course. Very, very much. He is all right, but I won’t have my girl worried for him or anybody else.”


  “Detestable and silly” was Margaret’s summing up of Miette after that night, then. She was too innocent and inexperienced to recognise the other woman’s type, or even to know that it existed. “Detestable and silly” covered the whole field of her criticism. She was amazingly broadminded for a woman whose experience had been so restricted. But her breadth of mind was due to her very innocence and goodness. She had no proper idea of easy human nature, of vice or sin.


  But she was not broadminded enough to have tolerated Miette’s promiscuity in the matter of sex. She had so far never guessed that such an aspect to Miette’s self-admitted sensuality existed. She had closed the door of her mind against the other’s confidences in regard to her husband, for she had felt instinctively that Miette was earth-bound, that she lusted only. She could not bear to think of such grossness.


  Her own love flew so high; consummation of it was to her like a glimpse of the face of God, an immersion in the sacred stream of Creation, pure and exquisite. The broad face of Nature was her pleasure-ground. The arid breath of lust had not so much as touched the fibre of her love, and to this the chaos of Glengarry’s soul bore witness. There had been no trace of sensuality in her clinging lips and loving eyes; her extremist emotions had shown him that the quality of her love was divine.


  No man who was a man could escape a seduction like that. It had got into the breath of Glengarry, into his inmost thoughts and feelings, urging him towards high habits of life, causing him to regret the shadow places of his past.


  Margaret could not have understood the nature of poor Miette’s derelictions. How could she? She could have seen the fact of them, but their essence the fabric of her own being would not have allowed her to understand. She could not have entered into the sex-life of low types so suddenly. She would not have recognised that Miette was only being true to herself, that she was but responding to the requirements of her being, and that enforced continence would have soured her spirit and destroyed her health.


  But one cannot touch dirt without soiling the fingers. Already Miette’s presence had caused a little ruffling of Margaret’s benevolent spirit. Up till then this woman had known only untainted aspects of life in her personal contacts; since the episode of the maltreated dog which had occurred in her early marriage days the ugliness of humanity had scarcely touched her. Her sorrows and troubles had been the winds and the rains which leave nothing unsavoury; her quarrels with Messenger had been but the thunderstorms which cleanse the air.


  After a while Miette’s presence around her had an effect upon her as of the faint sprinkling of ordure over fine raiment. Margaret did not feel clean, and her spirit chafed. For the first time in her life she could not look another person in the eye. After that evening she had a feeling of actual dislike for Miette, who liked her, and would persist in detailing all the miserable little happenings of her daily life to her. Margaret’s life was very full, what with her children’s lessons and the hundred and one interests, and her visitors and friends and calls, and it became really annoying to have her routine disturbed by Miette’s silly chatter about puddings and stews and socks and things. Margaret had always left the household entirely to Mrs. Curdy, at first out of shyness and then out of good sense. But these topics were at least domestic and womanly. It was the sex-talk Margaret could not suffer, and yet was too gentle-minded to rebut.


  Miette just had to talk sex. What libertine, male or female, does not? She burned to disclose her conquests, to parade her lovers. The psychology of her type pandered wholly to the fleshly lusts. She was no more capable of entering Margaret’s world than the latter was of realising hers. At first she had repressed her desire to talk sensually, having a little sense, but when she saw Margaret’s boyish good fellowship with Tutaki, Glengarry, and some others of her especial male friends who came to the house, she thought she sensed a kindred spirit, and gradually began to loosen her tongue. A very dirty tongue it was, too. She would tell Margaret all sorts of things relating to the highways and byways of life, never, however, quite confessing personal implication. And Margaret’s ears would tingle, her cheeks burn, and her heart grow hot with resentment and shame for this woman who could so lusciously revel in filth.


  It took time to frustrate the habits of years; it took strength to make resolves in delicate situations; and before Margaret could bring herself to be what she called “nasty” to her relative and guest her anger needed to be aroused. Miette’s confidences were not delivered in a manner calculated to arouse Margaret’s anger. She would tell the nastiest things in a soft, babyish, ingratiating way, with helplessness written all over her. No matter how shocked Margaret was, her harshness never got her any further than: “Don’t speak of such things, Miette.” “Oh, Miette, how can you think of such things?” etc. Mere coquetry with Miette’s pachydermatous skin.


  Only to Margaret did Miette unburden herself in this manner. She had early learned the value of bridling her tongue before men. Men liked the pretence of innocence, even though they knew it was but pretence, so before men she had used herself to an aspect of sensuous simplicity. And of all men her husband was the one she found it easiest to deceive.


  Miette, again the typical libertine, was only attracted by men of a certain decency. Her type must not for a moment be confounded with the woman of the street. She was saved from that lower level by a certain strain of respectability, by which she set much store. Miette’s judgments on “low” women were very harsh. The reason and necessity for this was that she had never consorted with men of her own type; she selected respectable, fairly clean men. Instinct, probably, guided her in this also. She was pretty safe with respectable, fairly clean men.


  Once she had seduced Tutaki, she could not keep her thoughts off him, and consequently her tongue also. She sought him about at his work; she spent hours at his home on the chance of seeing him, and at nights in the dining-room she disgraced herself in the eyes of the household. She could not keep away from him nor her hands off him. She became the talk of the house, and of course of the station. Margaret was filled with pity and with shame for her. Barry ignored the matter in a gentlemanly way.


  Never before had Miette’s passions been aroused so. She became Tutaki’s slave, wanting to fetch and carry for him, place his chair and so on.


  Longstair could not help but see, and yet he said nothing and made no move. And the reason was that he also was beginning to dislike Miette. His moderate effeminate love had transferred itself to Margaret.


  No blame attached to him. The contrast between the two women was too great. A close companionship had developed between him and Margaret, a real friendship. He had her interested greatly in his social sciences, and long, sustained conversations were becoming daily occurrences between them. He admired her for her beauty of form and of character; he respected her aloofness and dignity, despite her charming sociability; and then he learned to love her because she was his equal in intellect and interested in everything. Poor tawdry Miette became in reality his servant. He kept her in servitude because it suited her and him and paid homage to Margaret.


  The latter fought him over his attitude towards his wife, and in a great many ways altered her position for the better; but Miette did not thank her for her interference. She rather held a grudge against her for it.


  Longstair showed his partiality for Margaret to no one. One and all thought him merely a simpleton who did not see, and therefore did not check his wife’s one-sided love-making with Tutaki.


  Of course Ian had no notion of the real state of affairs. He saw his wife’s infatuation and ignored it because it suited him to do so; but had he suspected that an illicit relationship existed between them there would have been trouble at once. He had definite ideas on that matter.


  Miette easily managed him. She told him how she liked Tutaki. She cuddled up to him in bed at nights and told him of the maternal love she felt for Jimmy; told him how dreadful these mixed marriages were. (There were several on the station and around it.) “Fancy a white girl marrying a Maori, Ian. Don’t you think it dreadful? Now, I love Jimmy, but I can’t imagine myself living with him.” And then she would make furious love to Ian.


  So the innocent man of books, beginning to dislike his wife a little, and not in the least thinking that she was being talked about, made no move.


  He had lived his days from childhood among his own class of person. Free association of the sexes was a fetish of his young movement and made rather a matter of duty. Casual kisses, meaning nothing, promiscuous fondnesses, intelligent attachments, all perfectly honourable and above board, he had seen as the order of the day. The attitude of average conventional people towards such procedure had never received a thought from him. Except professionally, he had never come into contact with ordinary people. The most Miette’s mute caresses bestowed upon Jimmy meant to him was the fact that they freed him from her attention so that he could indulge the one passion of his nature, discussion with Margaret.


  How that man loved to talk! How he loved to sit for hours and discuss, discuss, discuss, with people of his own kind! He would gladly sit up all night and night after night to talk. Every Saturday night in London before his accident would see him and two or three of his particular cronies walking the streets of that great city till dawn discussing every subject under the sun that came within the range of the social sciences. He gave no thought to sex. Let poor Miette follow her harmless little bent for Tutaki. It hurt no one and pleased her. Such things were beneath the notice of the red-headed philosopher.


  As for Tutaki’s position in the matter— Well, Longstair was in the habit of saying what he thought, and he supposed other people were, too. If Tutaki did not like it, he would say so. He did say particular things to Miette (he, Ian, was rather surprised at times that his wife did not feel insulted by the things the Maori said to her), but then, he was a Maori, and doubtless did not know any better.


  Jimmy had delivered himself into Miette’s hands that his blood might be freed from its turbid flow. She had been the vessel to receive his iniquities. Jimmy was as single-minded about women, apart from Margaret, as Longstair was about his wife. After using Miette, he was not prepared to give her so much thought as even to despise her. She simply did not exist for him. He felt no shame, not even a regret, until Miette began to make things uncomfortable for him.


  Now Miette had met men of his sex-nature many times—men to whom the sex-act carried no spiritual significance. They had been men of her own race who had left her no room for doubt regarding their attitude towards her. Unequivocally and articulately they had put her in her place, and she had supinely awaited their pleasure.


  But here was a man not of her race, a man whose sex traditions differed essentially from the pakeha’s. Civilisation demanded from the white man of Jimmy’s type at least a semblance of respect and consideration for the Miettes; but two generations had not taught Jimmy the finer points, the niceties of civilisation. His essential savage honesty had not become obscured. How could Miette expect anything from him? Miette, too stupid even to handle the little knowledge that had been hammered into her. To the Maori she was but a human cesspit. After that night he had no wish to vouchsafe her as much as a glance or a word—until he should need her again.


  He had no thought for Longstair. There had to be men, so why not him? He liked Ian awfully, but if a man was fool enough to marry a Miette—well, Jimmy, when considering the matter, at this point spat and shrugged.


  But his essential difference from white men of his kind left Miette at sea, and besides intrigued her mercilessly. The dreadful fascination which the coloured man exercises over the white woman of her certain type took hold of her to inflict its strange torment upon her. Within a week of two after that first illicit act she panted to live entirely with the brown man. His manner to her, completely detached and impersonal, nonchalant and negligent of the fact that they were not strangers, spurred her to forgetfulness of even the commonest decency. She pursued him recklessly.


  Tutaki stood it for a time: his innate courtesy, his generosity, filling the gap left by his feelings. But soon he tired of being the butt of the station’s obscene jokes, soon he tired of being “shown up,” as he expressed it to himself, before “the Lady” and the others, and when he tired he got nasty. When Miette came and sat close to him on the couch he would rise markedly and take a seat at a distance. When she followed him, as she did follow, just to stand beside his chair and talk to him in her babyish soft way about stupid nothings, he would get up and leave the room. Several times he openly told her to take her hands off him, without avail. Miette was physically unable to believe that the man she wanted could dislike her. She would take her hands off and stand staring stupidly at him.


  Then one day Harry cut his leg rather badly. Jimmy had for years constituted himself the family doctor. That evening (it was just before the “lambing” season began) he was washing and binding up the boy’s wound before the kitchen fire, with Margaret, Mrs. Curdy, and Ian looking on, when Miette came into the room. She walked over and stood behind Jimmy for an instant, then bent down, presumably to get a closer view of the wound. In doing so she put her arm round the Maori’s neck and touched his head with her face. Jimmy flushed all over his dusky body. He felt in his bones the shame of those other two women, and fury against Ian for allowing such an exhibition seized him. He jerked his head away from her and cried violently: “Don’t come smoozing to me! Keep your wife off me, Longstair!”


  Margaret could have cried with shame and vexation. Mrs. Curdy glared at Miette and muttered: “Shameful! shameful!” Miette stood erect and began to cry. Longstair left the room abruptly.


  “Come with me, Miette,” said Margaret hastily. “You take Harry into the dining-room afterwards, Jimmy, please.”


  Miette followed her out of the kitchen and up the stairs to the nursery, which was always empty except for the baby at that time. Margaret switched on the light and turned to the other, who had seated herself on a small bed, still blubbering. “The Lady” was dreadfully embarrassed. She had acted on necessity, and did not now know what to say. However, something had to be said, so by and by she found these words: “You know, Miette, one must hold oneself very much aloof from these brown men if one wants to be respected by them.”


  Miette looked up at her blankly. Margaret knew she had spoken nonsense. She knew by instinct that that blank creature, blubbering there because she could not get her man, did not know what she meant by respect, that she did not want respect, but only Jimmy the man. A physical revulsion against the baseness of it seized her. She closed her eyes and clenched her hands to keep from rushing from the room. What horrid thing was this that she had brought to her home? A personification of the vice that she most despised, a personification of the Thing that sprawled its leprous limbs upon Society to whiten mankind and loose its virtues until they dropped from it one by one. The good woman shuddered and opened her eyes. Perhaps Miette loved Jimmy. She knew she deceived herself; she knew that love lends dignity to the simplest, modesty to the shameless, and sweeps even from the harlot’s house the wanton spirit. But still—


  Miette was looking sullenly down at the floor. She did not reply.


  “Do you love Jimmy, Miette?”


  The woman on the bed looked up. A cunning little glint came into her puffy eyes. She tried to think, to get the pros and cons of this question. Margaret waited a long time, sickened.


  “Yes, I love him, like you love the children,” Miette said at last.


  Margaret recoiled from her. The very walls seemed to shout “Lie! lie! lie!” Like she did the children! Oh, vile! Those pawing hands, those sensual grins and leering eyes! Those prowlings round a man who openly spoke to her as though she were a dog! In Margaret’s heart there lit a tiny flare of wrath which leapt and crackled and gathered strength until the tawdry piece upon the bed shrank before the majestic anger which blazed from the other’s great eyes.


  Margaret did not speak another word. There was no need for speech from either. Each read the other. Miette realised that she could not again “put it over” that regal woman. She cowered before the scorn of the righteous, and at the same time her puny spirit flared into hatred for the one who had found her out.


  She had made an error of judgment. She had committed sacrilege by touching on the children. Had she confessed the reality, the other’s great magnanimity would have dealt with her gently; she would have been merely a low type in distress, and succour of some sort would have been forthcoming. But the sacrilegious lie had undone her.


  Up till now Miette had liked Margaret, liked her greatly, and admired her beauty and cleverness too; but now that she threatened to come between Miette and the possible fulfilment of her desires, venom supplanted liking, and hatred leaped quick to a seat in her brain.


  Miette was by nature vindictive. She had often boasted that she never forgave a slight or a wrong done to her. She held no animus against Jimmy for repulsing her. Her inherited chattel instinct, in no way affected or eradicated by her smattering of philosophy, accorded to the man the right to misuse her; she received certain blissful satisfactions even from his brutalities. She knew that he would return to her. That was merely a question of a shorter or longer time of waiting, and in the meantime she fed her passions as best she might. His insults in some psychic way aided this process. Oh, no, she felt no animus against Jimmy. Was he not her lord and master?


  And in the few instants of time in which she gleaned obscurely the true inwardness of Margaret’s bearing towards men she also gathered obscurely an idea of which step on the ladder of life she herself stood upon. That woman there was shaming her by her bearing, thrusting her—Miette’s—own tawdriness down her own throat, quickening in her a consciousness of her own moral obliquity.


  If a personable man had stood in Margaret’s place, Miette would simply have bowed her head contritely; no virus of hate or vindictiveness would have been born within her. But to be arraigned before the bar of her own conscience and judged by a woman!—Little stabs of hatred leapt into her eyes. She sat huddled upon the bed looking as soft and pulpy as a slug, and gathered the conviction that her paramour was to be snatched from her by that woman’s virtue. Virtue? No, vice, Miette preferred to call it. Deliberately she lied to herself. The other was jealous of her. Probably she wanted Jimmy for herself. Why, it was as plain as day. Jimmy had never repulsed her when they two were alone or when Ian only was present. He would even smile on those occasions, and sometimes seem to linger under her caresses. It was only in the other woman’s presence that he gave her the cold shoulder. She could see it all now, right enough. She achieved an inspiration—a vile one. “You know, Margaret,” she said in a fat, oily voice, “it is hardly fair for us two married women to keep Jimmy here just for us.”


  Margaret’s brow wrinkled uncertainly. “What do you mean?” she asked doubtfully.


  Miette turned her foolish hands up and shrugged, a leer twisting her ill-formed mouth.


  Margaret had to understand. A sweat broke out upon her, and seemed to drain away her strength with its heat; the nausea clutched at her throat again; she could scarcely see for the red rage that seethed in her brain. It was a rage of the pure and high-minded, of the intellectual, compelled, despite herself, to drag her spiritual wings in the filth and coarseness of the debased. It was a dangerous rage.


  She could not think of anything bad enough to compare this woman with; even the snake crawled with its belly to the ground that all might know its venomous nature. Only the simplest words came to her tongue, but after all the most effective. “You are a bad woman, Miette—a bad, wicked woman.” And then she stumbled from the room. How compose herself enough to go downstairs? How get strength enough to reach her own room?


  Glengarry succoured her. He came out of his room and found her clinging to the balustrade. “What is the matter? Are you ill?” he asked, startled by her attitude.


  “Yes, help me to my room, Glen. I am ill.”


  He picked her up as he had done many times before and, carrying her to her room, put her gently down upon the bed. “What is it? Shall I call Messenger?”


  “No, no. I’ll be all right in a minute. It—it is Miette. She—she is carrying on with Jimmy.” She started to cry. Never could she repeat that gross insult herself had received.


  Glengarry laughed shortly. “Is that all? You need not upset yourself over that. I know her sort. They live on that kind of stuff.” He laughed again, grimly this time, and started for the door. That was no place for him, beside his weeping love. He was no man of iron. At the door he turned to her and said: “But what beats me is the way these low-class white women take to the niggers.”


  About to descend the stairs he saw Miette come slowly out of the nursery. She was looking as thoughtful as was possible for her to do, but instantly brightened on seeing him. “Hallo!” she said softly.


  Glengarry looked splendid in his well-fitting lounge suit. He looked her over speculatively as she approached him, and at last said briefly: “Hallo!”


  “Are you going downstairs?” she asked unnecessarily.


  “I am.” Still briefly.


  “Can I come too?” she asked engagingly, creeping close to him and smiling into his face with shy audacity.


  Before he could answer, however, Miette nearly jumped out of her skin with fright at a bawled “Missis!” which came most surprisingly from Longstair, who appeared at that moment looking up at them from the downstairs corridor.


  “All right, Hub, I’m coming,” she quavered, and stepped briskly down the stairs. A derisive laugh from Glengarry followed her.


  Ian did not wait for his wife. He went back to their own sitting-room, shutting the door behind him.


  This act greatly perturbed Miette. For the first time she was frightened of Ian. Had he seen the little passage with Glengarry? What should she say and do? She opened the door slowly, putting on her most babyish manner.


  Ian was seated by a window which looked out upon a near paddock creeping up to a clump of maire, warming the feet of old “Baldy.” He was childishly pretending to read. Miette laughed within herself at his foolish appearance. Her fear vanished in good-natured contempt. She was fond of Ian even now that she panted to live with the brown man.


  He did not look up. “What is it, Hub?” she queried softly.


  He grunted, turned his book upside down and blushed vividly. He was not at all the man to deal with “situations.” He wanted things to go along smoothly. He felt like swearing at Miette for disturbing him. (For even then no thought of her actual infidelity came to him.) He grunted again and tried to glare at her over his glasses. Then in sheer desperation he exploded profanely, telling her in effect that she was making a fool of herself, and it was time she stopped making pets of men. Anyhow, what was she doing upstairs?


  Miette crept over to him, knelt down at his feet and sobbed distressingly. Margaret had been so cruel to her; she had taken her upstairs and growled and carried on like a mad woman because she, Miette, had petted Jimmy. As if she had meant anything. Did not Ian know how she felt about these Maoris? They were like children that all good women loved as they loved children. She knew Jimmy did not mind her petting him. He showed that he liked it when Margaret was not there. Had not Ian himself seen that he only objected when Margaret was present. Oh, it was dreadful, the way Margaret had carried on and the things she had called her just now. Did Hub know what? (Here she wiped her puffy little eyes and looked confidingly up at Ian.) Margaret was in love with Jimmy herself. She had broken down after a while; had flung herself on the bed and cried and begged Miette to stop playing with Jimmy because it made her, Margaret, jealous. And oh, Hub, she was so sorry for the poor thing that she had promised she would keep away from Jimmy in future. Here she pressed his hand against her cheek and smiled so plaintively and sweetly that Ian felt a brute.


  “Poor old Kiddy!” he said, stroking her hair. Though the news about Margaret had staggered him. “Never mind. You just keep away from him. I know how you feel about it, but it is not worth any bother. We’ll stay here to-night. It will have blown over by morning.”


  She cuddled up to him and told him what a good old Hub he was; how understanding he was of woman’s real nature. She did miss her little doggie so. “That is how I feel towards Jimmy—just like I felt towards my doggie!”


  Oh, she “put it all over” Ian all right.


  Margaret did not go downstairs that night. When Barry came looking for her she pleaded a headache. She could not tell her husband what had happened. It was too gross for discussion with him. Shame for her sex, humiliation, anger and disgust with Jimmy, each plagued her in turn as she lay sleepless through the night. What should she do? It never entered her head that she might do nothing. The thing loomed colossal before her distorted mental vision in the small hours of the night when her vitality hung lowest. A living shame in her house; vice stalking in her children’s midst. The woman’s woman in her flamed to white-hot at the Maori’s insult to her sex, and more directly to herself and to Barry, whose relative and guest the woman was. Tutaki had rubbed the woman’s face in the dirt; he had used her—a white woman—and then wished to throw her aside. Oh!—


  Margaret had never used unclean words; she abhorred profanity; but as her racial pride played havoc with her common sense, her mind yielded up disjointed acrimonies to the darkness. “Black swine! Black swine!” He would get off the station at once; that she would see to. She would have to tell Barry, much as she hated it, and he would kick the “black swine” off the station. The hitherto gentle-minded creature of beauty and sunshine became vulgar with fury at the desecration of her home.


  But her womanly sympathies, her sex-partisanship, betrayed her. When her ravelled spirit had cooled with the gentle upflow of dawn upon the earth she knew that the Maori had done only what most white men would have done. She knew that in the minds of men the Miettes are born to be used and thrown aside; that they are but humanity’s swill. That gross insult to herself had laid bare even to her innocence the spurious soul of “that woman” as she now designated Miette in her thoughts. That vicious lie had fully established the corruption of mind and body behind it.


  Jimmy must, like herself and everyone else, be allowed his quota of weaknesses, she had to believe. His manner to Miette left no doubt in Margaret’s mind, now that she understood the adultery, of his attitude towards his weakness. In his mind it was a weakness, and therefore for him there was grace. And she had to concede, in the light of day and re-enthroned common sense, that fairness to Jimmy excluded consideration of race.


  She realised Miette’s promiscuity, and, the ingrained jealous property instinct of the wife leaping up in her to combat with this menace to safe domesticity, she was minded to go at once to Miette and tell her to leave the station. Instinct told her that the married woman must beckon, and in no uncertain manner, before man will dare. Common sense told her that with a man of Tutaki’s type the married woman must make her play very boldly and decidedly indeed. The woman then should be called upon to pay the penalty of her seduction.


  But Margaret, being a woman’s woman, resigned both instinct and common sense at the behest of prejudice and a too exacting code of honour. Prejudice reminded her of the sex-war, of her sex’s slavery, concealed to a large extent, but nevertheless virulent and festering beneath the gloss of culture. Her exacting code of honour demanded that she eliminate all personal feeling from the case. This she knew it impossible to do. She loathed Miette; while her affection for the Maori was deep and true. The man had helped to rear her children; he was companion, counsellor, and bosom friend of Barry, and she knew that he adored herself. She could not think impartially of the case. She could never forgive Miette, she knew.


  She was haggard and drawn of face when she descended the stairs next morning. What she would do she did not know, but stop the vile business she would, somehow. Barry besought her to remain in bed, but she felt that bodily action would benefit her. Time and time again it was on the tip of her tongue to tell her husband and throw the onus of action on to him, but delicacy each time withheld her. Also justice to Jimmy.


  Miette was Barry’s cousin. He would be bound to champion her. And Jimmy was his best-loved friend. She knew infallibly that though he would despise Miette beyond words, he would at the same time turn Jimmy away. He would not realise Miette’s duplicity as she, a woman herself, did. She could not, in common decency, tell him of that gross insult to herself. And Margaret knew that Barry was not awake, as she was, to the vein of imperishable savage simplicity, of child-like acceptance of people and things, in Jimmy’s make-up.


  Miette did not appear that morning, wisely. Mrs. Curdy informed Margaret that Ian had told her that his wife was keeping her bed through illness. She added dryly: “I hope she reflects upon her sins.”


  Margaret was relieved. It was Saturday, the children’s holiday from lessons, and she decided that she would take them all out in the car and see if she could run down peace of mind.


  Passing out of the great gates on to the public highway they passed Glengarry coming in on horseback. He raised his cap and smiled a greeting at her. Margaret was driving very slowly to take the turn at right angles, so he turned back and leant over towards her. “Feeling better?” he asked.


  “No. I don’t know what to do.” She spoke with her eyes on the road and her care given to the wheel.


  “Do nothing.”


  “I must. They are desecrating my home. It’s—it’s vile!” she burst out angrily.


  “Well, then, take my advice and ask Jimmy to cut it. He’ll do it for you.”


  The car shot onwards, and Glengarry pulled up his horse and looked thoughtfully after it. “Desecrating her home, ay,” he muttered, thinking of her freely given love to him.


  Once upon a time the man would have laughed coarsely at her distinctions; he would have thought them mere egotistical affectation, distinctions without differences, but now— Well, her love had shown him the difference. He wheeled his horse swiftly and galloped up the drive, the rush of air past his burnt face carrying back to her his reverent words: “She’s a great little lady!”


  Margaret decided that she would take Glengarry’s advice. She would see Tutaki alone. She shrank in horror from such a course, but something had to be done, and that, horrible as it was, seemed less humiliating and less troublesome than anything else she could think of.


  So, watching her chance, she asked Jimmy to go to her own little sitting-room that evening, just before teatime. He acquiesced with alacrity.


  “What is the matter, Lady?” he asked immediately she had closed the door behind them both.


  Margaret looked at him with tired and disappointed eyes. “The matter is that I know you are conducting a disgusting intrigue with Mrs. Longstair—in my house.”


  A heavy flush suffused Jimmy’s dusky features. He almost stammered, then turned his back on her and leant against the table. He could not face her. Shame had him now in the face of the woman he adored. By and by he muttered: “What do you know? How do you know?”


  “Oh, Miette told me last night. Not directly, of course, but she took care I understood.”


  He turned to her again and hung his head. “Lady, I can’t ask you to understand. I have no excuse. I did not dream that she would tell, for her own sake—”


  “Oh, is that all you can think of it?” Margaret interrupted passionately. “Didn’t the thing itself shame you? Pure and unadulterated lust—and in my house. Oh!” She covered her face with her hands.


  Jimmy shuffled about in misery. “Oh, Lady, what do you know of men and of women such as she? Why, she is only a common —”


  Instantly she was a transformed woman. Her hands were clenched and shaking in his face; her eyes blazed forth such a fire of wrath and hatred upon him that he recoiled and paled before her. It was her racial pride, the woman’s woman in her. Jimmy did not know. How could he? He thought that it was his use of the vile word before her and was bewildered. It was not like Margaret to—


  “You—you nigger!” she cried.


  He crumpled up. His face puckered up and gave up its life as though he were dying; his head fell forward, his legs bent beneath him and sagged until he was lying in a crumpled heap before her.


  In her turn she was appalled. Her wrath fled as quickly as it had come. She knelt beside him quickly and whispered: “Jimmy! Jimmy! What is it, Jimmy? What have I done to you?”


  He began to weep like a little child as he quavered out: “You have broken my heart.”


  She was stricken with remorse. “Oh, Jimmy, my friend, you know I did not mean that! You know I couldn’t mean that, Jimmy! It was what you said, what you called a woman of my race. She is only what you are, Jimmy. You were partner to her sin.” She stroked his shoulder soothingly, until after a time he was able to rise and stumble to a couch.


  “I apologise to you, Jimmy,” Margaret kept reiterating. “I apologise. I insulted you, but so did you insult me when you fed your lusts with my relative in my house. You must stop it, Jimmy. If she comes near you again you must turn her off unequivocally.”


  “You’ve seen yourself, Lady, how I’ve repulsed her, and how she takes it.”


  “Yes, I’ve seen, but the next time you must appeal to Barry before her. Ian should be ashamed. He ought to be flogged. Surely he must know the way she is talked about, Jimmy.”


  “I don’t know. I can’t understand him. Turn her out, Lady. How can I be—be hard with her after what has happened? She told you. She might tell it openly before everyone. She wants to run away with me. And I hate her. But if she told everyone, Longstair included, I would have to take her.”


  Margaret looked dubious. “I can’t turn her out, Jimmy. There’s Ian. He is getting worse, you know, and I like him so much for all his stupidity over his wife. Surely he should know what women hang around men for. Oh, I’ve no patience with him.”


  At that moment the door opened and Ian looked in. Jimmy was lying on the couch and Margaret sat beside him. They both looked around quickly when the door opened. To Ian there seemed an atmosphere of conspiracy around them and of close intimacy. Besides, Margaret blushed; really because she thought that Ian might have heard her words, but of course Ian did not know that. He blushed too, and said hastily: “I’m looking for Barry. I’m sorry,” and, pulling the door to again, went away with a pain at his heart. Evidently Miette had spoken truth. Those two were over-friendly. Ian was distressed and pained and jealous.


  Margaret said hastily: “Well, don’t worry, Jimmy. I’ll tell her myself, and the ‘lambing’ will keep you away from the house for some time. I thought Ian looked ill. Compose yourself.”


  She smiled her most charming smile upon him as compensation for his hurt and clasped his hand. He bent his head and put his lips to her fingers.


  Then she ran after Ian and found him on the front lawn, standing helplessly, meagre-looking and miserable. “Aren’t you well, Ian?” she asked gently.


  “I find a difficulty in walking to-day, somehow. I wanted to ask Barry if he would massage my back for me a little. It tires Miette too much.”


  “Why, Ian, Barry will be only too glad to do anything. But come inside. The air is chilly out here, and there is a heavy mist. Come in. Tea will be ready now.”


  “I think, Margaret, that I had better run down to Wellington and go into hospital there. I am a useless wreck. It is not fair to you all.”


  Margaret took his arm and pressed it. She wanted to cry. “Dear old boy, this is your home, and here you shall stay till you get quite well. Oh, there is Barry now. Barry!” she called.


  CHAPTER XIX


  At Maunganui, when that “lambing” season opened, Messenger pursued his calm and dignified way, totally unconscious of the fact that explosive elements were being gathered to a core within the heart of his home. Notwithstanding his sufficient hired help, his resolutions, he found it difficult to wean himself from the old habits of ceaseless toil. He craved for the spaces, the hill and dale beneath his horse’s feet, and the keen scent and cut of the fierce upland wind.


  As was usually the case, winter extended its snowy embrace to cover the arduous and cruel period of “lambing,” and Messenger would out into the storm. The log fires blazed within; wife and children called from the hearth; but out in the snows the brute-mothers travailed to bring forth their young, and Messenger could not be deaf to their cries. There could not be too many men to bring succour; the snow and sleet made travelling dangerous and slow along the narrow ledges. Besides, except Tutaki and Glengarry, no man was so skilful on the job as the station-owner.


  Margaret made no effort to discourage him. She loved and reverenced him for his sweet sympathies.


  With Barry went Glengarry and Jim.


  The Scotsman had grown extraordinarily attached to Messenger. The latter had ceased by now to allude to his manager as “a funny fellow,” and he returned the other’s affection almost in kind. The vein of explosive weakness in Glengarry which rendered him unbalanced when under stress of great emotion attached itself to the quiet emotional strength of the other man.


  It was the first time Glengarry had made a friend. His life had been detached and much alone; his reserve and stiffness had in a way kept friendship away. Now that man’s friendship had come to him in the firmest years of his life, the years of early middle age, he held it as infinitely precious. Friendship was a treasure-house of peace, of calm and solid goodwill. His love had been to him a terrible thing of aches and soul-bruises and painful disclosures. He had winced at the thought of it because of the untoward nature of its coming; its active indulgence had thrown his mind into chaos. His love had filled his days with the misery of hopeless longing for that which his decency refused him acceptance of. And then Man’s friendship had stretched out a hand, for the first time in his life, and just when it was most needed. Jealousy had struck that hand aside at first, but once the woman’s good sense and delicacy had freed him from that scourge sufficiently to uncover his eyes and pluck the guilt from his heart, he had snatched at it, embedded the friendship firmly in his rugged self and put the value of his life upon it.


  He wanted his love to die from his heart; to him it was shameful. He did not want to leave Margaret, but to live always as he was living at the beginning of that “lambing” season, near her and guiltless; side by side with her husband, his friend. The friendship, having the sanction of his conscience, he encouraged, knowing that it was the strongest bulwark against the weakness of his love. It had become at that time something occupying first place in his life, an anchor holding fast the ship which was his conscience. His love had been so cruel; this friendship promised peace. Friendship could never prise up that vein of weakness to betray him; that weakness was born of and existed only in his sex-nature. His friendship was rendering him invulnerable to his love’s shafts.


  Devious and strange were the ways of Glengarry’s mind during that time in which he strove against fearful odds to remain just the plain “decent sort” that it was in him to be. There had first been the sheer animalism of his robust physical health and the accompanying distress of mind. Then the wonder and awe and amazement of realising the kind of woman Margaret was, of finding that such a type existed; the fearful jealousy, just an inkling of which had decided the woman on the course she had followed. Then the growth of friendship between him and Messenger, strong even on the latter’s part, who had already in Tutaki a life-long comrade, and wife and children beside, to drain his soul of its capacities; but with Glengarry to become a force immutable as the Scotsman in him, stronger than his love for woman, unbreakable as steel. He was prepared to die for Margaret any day; the kind of woman she was must hold him till his death; but for his friendship, if the thing should be demanded of him, he would offer her up as a sacrifice.


  Glengarry had not coldbloodedly deliberated on these things. Lately he had seen his life pretty well four-square to fate again. He had felt free, in a way, for the last time his turbulent passions had sent him to Margaret she had withstood him and given him unmistakably to understand that their love episodes were things of the past. “For your sake, Glen,” she told him. “So far as I am concerned there is no reason why we should not love each other; there is every reason why we should. Your attitude is an insult to my womanhood, and I resent it as such. But I will accept it for the sake of peace. You come to me driven by passion, against your conscience and your will, therefore you can stop away. You shall sin with me no more. I have never sinned with you.”


  Glengarry went out to that “lambing” season with Barry and Jimmy almost peacefully.


  Meanwhile Jimmy, who was not one to labour grievances or troubles, was bothered by a soreness of heart at being kept away from his “Lady’s” side, that was all. Margaret had thought it better that he did not come to the house even for the hour after work each evening. Such a comfortable hour, the glow and quiet cheer of which had always in previous seasons compensated for the torturesome days.


  As for Margaret, after a few coldly spoken words to Miette on the subject of the latter’s amour with Tutaki, her spirit of decency and cleanliness had refused to meddle further with the matter; believing it finished, she relinquished all thought of it with vast relief, and bent herself towards obliterating any dinginess of atmosphere it might have left behind.


  She succeeded wonderfully. The season was conducive to good thoughts and good works on her part. The “lambing,” round which her imagination played willingly, called forth her sympathies both for man and beast. In the evenings, when Barry and Glengarry came in from their late meal in the men’s quarters to the blazing log fire, she found herself developing a frame of mind singularly peaceful and lovely. She wondered, in a beatific way, at the quiet, joyous condition which herself had unexpectedly developed. Often the two men would come in so late that only she would be waiting for them, and on these evenings Margaret’s soul hovered close to the gates of Paradise. She knew that the two were also happy.


  They grew rare comrades, those two, during those few weeks. The Scotsman let the genial glow of the fire and of the friendship and love around him uncover a pleasantry and humour in his character that even himself had not known existed. Barry warmed to him in his quiet way; the glances of sheer liking and exuberant good-fellowship which Margaret sometimes saw pass between them made her eyes misty with love and sympathy. More and more she allowed Barry to see her interest in Glengarry. When the three were alone together on those evenings she often called him “dear Glen.”


  During that period she gave herself more to Barry than she had ever done; she made him supremely happy. Her ardent sex-nature, which had slept until Glengarry had awakened it, did not sleep again, and she put her mind to the task of directing it towards the only channel in which relief offered. Time would probably have brought about an almost perfect union between her and Barry. Often she cried for the other man. The tears which her husband’s embrace often brought from her, and which he kissed away, he never knew were forced from her by her tumultuous longing for the other to be in his place. But nevertheless her natural desires gained relief.


  This was essential to Margaret, the Woman, once her sex-nature had been aroused.


  The being of Woman is strung on the Will to Propagate; she is a fabric woven from the raw material called sex-delight; a builder of bodies, she is fashioned for that purpose only, for that purpose is too great, too all-encompassing, to permit of diffusion of energies.


  She brings forth the Man-child, shows him the hills, the rivers, all the face of the earth, the struggle between Humans and the natural world around and says: “Function here.”


  She brings forth the Woman-child, shows her the mating couch, and says: “The race must go on.”


  Man needs not the mate. He is always there and waiting, but his being is not strung on the Will to Propagate; his joys and sorrows, his dreams and his aspirations, the smoothness of his body and the Youth of him, have not, as a basis, sexual satisfactions.


  Sex is but the Source of his life, the tiny stream upon the mountain-top which widens out and deepens into a river of manifold interests.


  Woman needs the mate. Her joys and sorrows, her dreams and aspirations, the smoothness of her body and the Youth of her, are based on sexual satisfactions. Give her that, and she has the whole of life.


  She does not know this. She looks in the skies for the god-head, whose substance is the sex of herself that begets life. She sees not the sacredness of the flame that burns within her because a debased mankind has fed that flame with noxious fumes, and her conception of it with the foul conventions of civilisation.


  She sees the withered cheek, the pallid skin, attack the years which should yet be young; she finds the joy of life fade away in crushed anticipations; imperceptibly the natural hopes and desires drop one by one behind, and Woman does not dream that it is so because her divinity, the god-head within her being, which is her sex-desire, has been denied its natural growth.


  Margaret found that “lambing” season a period of singular quiet, of peace and brooding happiness.


  Miette? What was that same season for poor Miette? The dreadful fascination of the coloured man held her fast. Her desire for Tutaki was an obsession. All the force of her bestial nature, untutored by even her modicum of intelligence, clamoured for the Maori. She could not rid herself for an instant of her desires. She did not wish to do so. She nursed her obsession. She made no attempt to reason about the subject at all; her mind was too small to ease her in any way. She never read. Her vision was warped and distorted by her stupidity and mental grossness. Her man had been denied her, and by Margaret. Jimmy liked her, he wanted her; but Margaret’s jealousy had forced him from her. She would sit for hours with idle hands and dwell upon this aspect of her case. She had really persuaded herself that this was so. She never saw Jimmy. When she gathered that he was not coming to the dining-room at night she stopped away herself, because she could not hide her hatred of Margaret. The venom that escaped her occasionally, despite herself, when alone with Ian startled him into using some really hard words to her. But she always had an excuse.


  Ian did not know what she knew, she would say. She fabricated the vilest yarns; most subtle in their malice, using little, unconscious, meaningless actions of Margaret’s and Tutaki’s to point their “truth.” She worked on Ian’s mild jealousy, on his affection for her and trust in her, but most of all on his simplicity and utter ignorance of women.


  Ian’s injury slowly but steadily got worse. As a husband for Miette he was fast becoming useless. All the good that was in her strove to hide this fact from him, but his intelligence and experience of her allowed her efforts to be only partially successful.


  A large part of each day Longstair spent with Margaret, eternally “discussing.” He was unfair to Miette, though he did not mean to be. Margaret thought so and on all occasions tried to draw Miette into the conversations and arguments; she was most scrupulous in avoiding even the smallest slight to Miette, but so steeped was the latter in her slave psychology and the chattel instinct that she would acquiesce without a murmur when Ian impatiently disregarded her. To his mind the only people worth a thought or any consideration at all were the “intelligentsia.” Margaret could not help feeling sorry on these occasions, though she despised her supine attitude; but so interested and absorbed had she become in Longstair’s philosophy and sapience that it was difficult for her to give Miette a thought.


  He was so extraordinary a man. Margaret excused all his petty faults and sillinesses when he began to talk. To her he was wonderful; his mental acumen was so keen, his brain so fertile and facile. She realised that he possessed no profound knowledge; that he would really be well described by the phrase: “intellectual dilettante,” but—she revelled in his talk. So indeed did Barry and Tutaki when they had the opportunity of listening to him. Glengarry alone gave him little attention.


  The “lambing” season carried on through villainous weather. Snow fell plentifully through the first two weeks of August, to be followed by rain, hail and sleet. The melting snow cascaded down the hillsides, rendering the narrow ledges nothing but death-traps for the shepherds in the darkness. During the last week in August Messenger forbade work on the hills in the dark.


  In the big house great fires roared day and night to counteract the dampness. The ground all around the station literally oozed water. Mrs. Glengarry’s rheumatism returned upon her badly, and Margaret made her stay abed and rubbed her creaking joints with liniment to ease them.


  The old lady adored her. She never tired of sounding her praises to all and sundry, but especially to her son, who never tired of listening to them.


  Margaret and Longstair spent hours each day in the big dining-room, talking while the children played about. And Miette would wander irritably from room to room nursing her lusts and hatreds.


  CHAPTER XX


  Then came docking-time in Maunganui. By the time the last lamb was born the first ones were ready for docking.


  Spring, the laggard, came running to take its place with sweet apologies for malingering. Soft breezes blew continuously to dry the sodden earth, and the scents and cries of the young life hung everywhere upon the air. The season of birth was past, and now was “the time of year when lambs leap off the ground with all four legs at a time.”


  Margaret loved that time of year, though she hated the docking. She kept her thoughts as much as possible from it. The blood ran free and warm in the veins of men as well as in new animal bodies, and each year with the re-birth of the season Margaret was conscious of a definite uplift of health both in body and mind.


  She took advantage always of the spring to press home to her children’s small understandings the lessons of life it taught: the mating of plant life, the birth of the animal life, the hideousness and torture of the docking, necessitated that man’s will might be served. Margaret was brave. Her instinct, her desire, was all for the shielding of her young ones from the dark side of life. She had the wherewithal to shield them; money was there to stand between them and the seamy side of life; no suffering need touch them, no knowledge of vice or the ruthlessness of the struggle for existence need mar the level surface of their young lives. But Margaret was brave. Her children must live in the world as it was; they must be fitted for emergencies; they must be taught the travail of industry so that their minds would be ready to meet the demands of the future. She knew that great changes lay on the horizon of society, and she and Messenger saw the necessity of fitting their children for adaption to those changes.


  Therefore she spared herself not at all. She never ceased to point out to her children the contrast between their own circumstances and the way of life of the average millions. On her visits to Wellington she never neglected to take her children, young as they were, into the fearsome slums of New Zealand’s capital to show them the squalor and misery of those places. She was the perfect mother.


  Messenger never took part in the docking. This was the sole item of the station routine which his father had kept him from. The English country gentleman could not stomach it. Neither did it come within the scope of Glengarry’s work. He supervised it. On Jimmy Tutaki, as head shepherd, the business chiefly lay. He docked, and got a sufficient number of men to help him. His work went on from daylight till dark.


  Miette wished to go out and see the docking. She was really interested (as who would not be?) in the work of the station, and also she knew that Tutaki was in charge. She had not known that there was such a thing as docking until the last day of the “lambing.” Messenger and Glengarry had ceased work that day, which chanced to be fine, and were seated on the verandah replete with content and satisfaction, discussing the season as a whole. Glengarry had remarked that he would start the round-up for the docking on the morrow.


  Miette looked up from the depths of her easy-chair and asked: “Docking! What’s that?”


  “The lambs have their tails cut off,” answered Barry, turning to her pleasantly. “Tutaki’s special job, the docking.”


  “Oh! Can I go out and see it?” eagerly.


  Margaret looked up from her knitting, surprised. “Why, Miette, do you want to see the lambs have their poor little tails cut off?”


  “Well, yes, I should like to see it done. It is hateful, of course, but just for once— To be able to say I’ve seen it.”


  “Well, I have never seen it,” answered Margaret, “and never will. But you can’t go out there, Miette (she said this more gently); there are other things besides the docking to be done.”


  Miette looked from her to the two men, who were staring unconcernedly at nothing. She opened her mouth to speak and then decided not. The men resumed their talk. Miette’s curiosity was aroused, though. When she got Margaret alone she plied her with questions which were answered simply and briefly.


  “The ear-marking, castration and docking are all done at once, Miette. You see it is quite impossible for a woman to be present; but we can go out into the paddock with Barry and Mr. Glengarry tomorrow for the round-up, if you like. Do you think you could ride over the hills?”


  “Yes. I would love to go.”


  “Very well. You will need to be up at four o’clock. I shall give the children a holiday from their lessons, and we can have tea out there. Mr. Glengarry said that they would do the rabbitters’ paddock first.”


  “Yes, Glen did say so,” said Miette insolently. She much resented the “Mr.” Glengarry and the “Mr.” Tutaki which Margaret had employed in their conversations since the night she, Miette, had given herself away. Before it had been “Glen” and “Jimmy.”


  Margaret flushed, but made no reply. Her dignity offended Miette also. The latter did not know whether Margaret had told Jimmy to keep away from the house or not. She badly wanted to know, but even her impudence and vulgarity would not carry her so far as to allow her to ask outright. Spring had no uplifting effect on her. It merely quickened the fever of her blood.


  Next morning at half-past four, just after daybreak, they set out. “Just say if you get tired, Miette,” Margaret said as they left the yard, “and we shall return. The men will not be able to give us any attention. I know by experience. We shall have to look after ourselves. It is a good job you have learned to trot, as the horses like to trot up the hills.”


  The men certainly did not give them any attention. They were at work, and women-folk must look out for themselves. They were to round up a thousand acre paddock that day, and arduous labour it was. Some of the lambs were tiny, almost newborn. Sentiment could play no part, though Messenger took pains to take the oldest first.


  The method was to round-up all the ewes with lambs in a given area of the paddock; then the lambs would be separated from their mothers and enclosed within a small yard, built for the purpose, and without more ado the shepherds who performed the operations got to work.


  One corner of the paddock, which stretched over several hills and dales, was rounded up by ten o’clock in the morning. By this time Miette’s soft body was one big ache. She had learnt to “post,” but she found that trotting on level ground was a different thing to trotting up and down rough hills. The women had kept close to Barry all the time; he could move but slowly when driving sheep. Glengarry, Tutaki and some other men, all converged with him on the spot selected for the docking, which was about half a mile from the rabbitters’ hut.


  With the lambs safely enclosed, it was decided to make tea and have a “snack” before beginning work. The fire was built with some wood gathered from a copse close by and a huge billy swung to boil. Food and mugs for the men had been sent out from the home kitchen. The “snack” eaten (no time was wasted over it), Messenger and Glengarry prepared to go off to another part of the paddock to round-up, leaving Jimmy in charge.


  Miette had forgotten her aches and soreness on seeing Jimmy. She was concerned about her appearance. Her face, always highly coloured, she could feel was burning vividly, and she knew that she did not look well in the borrowed breeches and leggings.


  Yet she could not get to him quickly enough. No thought of his rebuffs lingered within her. Lust and the egotism of the stupid had convinced her that Margaret’s jealousy alone divided them. She urged her horse on past Margaret, who at that moment was thinking of anything but an amour she had long considered relegated to limbo.


  Tutaki had arrived at the enclosure some time before their party, and when they came along he went forward to help separate the mothers and the lambs. So eager was Miette to see him that she rode right in among the sheep and called: “Hallo, Jimmy!”


  And Jimmy, already burnt almost black by the spring sun, swore to himself and shouted: “Go back! Get out! What are you riding down the sheep for? Get back to Mrs. Messenger.”


  Miette burnt with mortification. She looked round and found that Margaret had halted some distance back, but not so far that she would not have heard. Miette tugged at her horse and guided him out of the sheep, but to one side. How she hated Margaret! who, she could see, was pretending she had not heard. She was the cause of this. Miette sat her horse and waited as Margaret did until all the lambs were enclosed. And then Jimmy went over to Margaret, who met him gladly with a handshake. Miette felt that she could not bear her jealousy and hatred.


  Margaret dismounted and called gaily to her to do likewise, as tea was the next item. She did so, and found walking difficult through the stiffness of her legs. She walked over to the others, now all gathered round the pen, hoping that Jimmy might even yet come to her. But no. He hung around Margaret with not a look for her, and Miette could not conceal her vexation of spirit.


  Margaret was amazed and upset and angry. The silly creature, to behave so! Had she no dignity? Or sense of shame? To chase thus after a man who obviously despised and detested her. Yet she was sorry, too. So sorry that she whispered to Glengarry to pay a little attention to Miette. He understood at a glance and promptly obeyed her.


  Miette saw her whisper; her jealousy sharpened her wits so that she suspicioned what was said, and when Glengarry came to her, her suspicion was confirmed. She almost ground her teeth.


  Miette had paid little attention to the Scotsman, having been entirely preoccupied with the strange fascination the coloured man had exercised over her. She was beside herself. As Glengarry came up to her she said malevolently: “So Margaret sent you to keep me company while she flirts with Jimmy.”


  The man stopped dead and wrath shot from under his heavy brows. Then he noted her twisted features and sympathy moved him. “Mrs. Messenger never flirts,” he said gently. “Jimmy and her husband grew up together, and Mrs. Messenger told me herself that Jimmy helped to bring up her children.”


  “I don’t doubt it,” interrupted Miette evilly; but he ignored the obvious implication and went on.


  “They have been companions for ten years. Of course Jimmy thinks the world of Mrs. Messenger. Every man on the station does. She is a beautiful and a wonderful woman. She is almost too good to be true.”


  “You’ve said it,” said Miette, with an attempt at a laugh. “She is too good to be true. So every man on the station thinks the world of her, does he? Well, she told me that Jimmy was in love with her.”


  Glengarry’s eyes narrowed into mere slits. He lost the sympathy. “You lie!” he snapped out. “You lie! She did not tell you that.”


  “Lie, do I! So you’re in love with her too. But of course. You’re one of the men on the station. I see. No wonder Barry keeps his men.”


  What moved the dour, reserved Scot to speak the words he did then? He experienced profound wonder at himself even while he spoke. Was it that vein of weakness in him that manifested itself only under emotional stress? the unbalanced note in him? Was it an attempt at punishment of the vile creature defaming his love? Or was it just plain loyalty? And the desire which lies in every good man to humble himself for the woman he worships? Glengarry was not the man he had been. The fiery ordeal his love had subjugated him to had loosened many strings in his being; had softened him in many ways, fortified him in others. Perhaps the very grossness of the poor woman before him inspired him for an instant to full realisation of the exalted nature of the other woman and filled his soul with exaltation in their mutual love. Certainly he did not know that Margaret had come towards them, that she was standing very close to him when he spoke those words so simply: “Yes, I am in love with Mrs. Messenger, and I’m proud of it.”


  Miette saw Margaret as he spoke, and a chagrined uncertainty of mind and action first claimed her. She stood looking foolishly at her cousin with her mouth open, and Glengarry turned to follow her eyes.


  Margaret’s face was a study in amazed, shocked incredulity and dismay. But what she saw in the man’s face gradually eased it away. He had never before looked on her with just that significance. It was the look she had waited for and longed for from him, the look of a pure love realising and exulting in its righteousness and purity. It cleansed Glengarry of the sinfulness and shame which had in his mind been associated with his love.


  It was strange that that supreme moment should have come to them there, and that it should have been created by the excrescences of Miette’s tawdry mind. But perhaps it was fitting. There in that green paddock, among the blatting sheep and crying lambs and the horny-handed sons of toil was the turmoil and travail of industry; there were the varied mentalities and emotions of humanity running the whole gamut of the scale from highest to lowest; from Margaret and Messenger the scale ran down through Glengarry and Tutaki, the better class workers there, down through Miette, the unfortunate embodiment of human animalism, to the half-crazed little hunchback “sheepo” that Messenger kept out of goodness of heart. There was the daily round of industry, and after all it is but fitting that supreme moments of life should effloresce from the flat surfaces, and that they should shoot up out of human slime as the sweet-scented flowers rise out of the dung of the fields.


  They forgot Miette, those two. Or if they remembered, she dropped naturally to her proper place in their scheme of things. A long minute they stood looking at each other, and then simultaneously they turned and walked over to the other men.


  They held no speech together. Why should they? Glengarry thought, as men are apt to think in sacred moments, that he would go on and on through life to death tranquilly and restfully, that never more would sorrow come his way. And strange to say, there in the hot sunlight the man had a vision of himself and his friend and the woman sitting in the firelight of old age, while Margaret’s children’s children played around his knee.


  Neither gave a thought to Miette, who had seen. Yes, Miette had seen, and while they walked away she stood gazing after them with slack mouth and triumphant eyes. Here was something! Here was a find! Those two were “carrying on” too. This was rich! Poor Barry! She really ought to go straight to him and tell him. Too good to be true! Glen had said it, certainly. While she ate a sandwich and drank a mug of tea she tried to size up this new discovery. A nice one to put on airs! When she was carrying on with two men at once, the cat!


  Still, Miette was amazed. It had been easy enough for her to see Margaret infatuated with Tutaki because of the passions for him which gnawed at her own vitals (she did not know that the coloured man made appeal only to her type of white woman), but Glengarry— So quiet, so reserved, so “ungallant,” so sullen, as she thought, Glengarry and Margaret!—she was positively amazed.


  She watched the two, who had remained together while taking their tea. Margaret’s slim, supple body, stayless, as Miette knew, seemed made for the well-made breeches she wore. A multicoloured broad scarf was swathed round her waist, where a plain white blouse was tucked into the breeches. A broad felt hat shaded her face from the sun.


  Miette looked on the man with a new interest now. A woman, a beautiful woman, was interested in him. What did she see in him? Certainly he was big, but rough and uncouth. Miette had always pretended she abhorred roughness. Ian was so smooth of body and hairless. Glengarry’s massive chest was padded with thick black hair; it lay on his great arms like a blanket, too. Miette had a great respect for Margaret. She had lived in the socialist world, wherein intellect, intelligence and knowledge were the only things bowed down to. She knew that Ian, quite a figure in that world of brains and reason, accepted Margaret as his equal, therefore she could not withhold her respect. That Glengarry attracted Margaret, then, elevated him enormously in Miette’s estimation. She continued to study him after her own constitution. That was, obscenely. When the time came for her to remount her horse she had discovered possibilities in Glengarry. Perhaps he was not so quiet after all. Perhaps he only needed stirring up. And Margaret would not dare interfere a second time. Miette grinned to herself. She would not show her hand too much this time. Except to Margaret. Oh, if she could only get her own back on the cat who had refused to share! She would have shared Jimmy with the other.


  In this matter Miette was sincere. She would have shared Jimmy if necessary. Anything to have him, anything to hold him. She accepted men as they were. One, or one of a dozen, what mattered but relief for her gnawing passions—passions which never ceased. It is truth that Miette would have shared Jimmy. To herself she was justified in “getting her own back” on Margaret, who refused even a crumb from her bountiful store. Margaret had Barry, himself highly desirable in any woman’s eyes; she had Tutaki and Glengarry too, and yet she had refused her, Miette, so much as a word with the Maori.


  The word Life to Miette was spelt m-e-n. In judging others according to her own constitution she was not unique. No, in this she was at one with the great average of humanity. She could only see through her own eyes, only judge others by her own code, for she had no transcendent or extraordinary qualities of mind or soul to enable her to recognise those qualities in others. She had little or no imagination.


  The strength of the reproductive instinct in Margaret was her divinity, the god-head in her, because the glory of her mind and the beauty of her soul held it under proper control; but in poor Miette that instinct had run amok, unleashed by mind, debased by soullessness.


  There, in fact, was the cause for the gulf between the two women.


  As Miette rode away from the pen her cheeks were flushed and her puffy eyes glowed with excitement at thought of the chase. She would have to go into this thing scientifically. She was not crazy about the Scotsman as she was about Jimmy, therefore she could use her weapons better. She might get him or she might not, but she guaranteed one thing—she would make Margaret “sit up.”


  This between those two was serious; a child could have seen that. Thinking thus, a doubt assailed Miette as to whether there really was anything untoward with Jimmy, after all. But if there was not, how dared the woman interfere with her amour? There must have been. She could not put her goody-goody stuff over her, Miette. She knew too much for that. Her experience (picked up in hotel kitchens, restaurants and such-like places) had taught her all there was to know about sex.


  Margaret said to her: “I’m sure you must be tired now, Miette. Shall we go off home?”


  “Yes, if you don’t mind. I’m rather done up.”


  “You must have a hot bath immediately on arriving home. It takes the stiffness out of your joints.”


  She called out to Glengarry and Barry, who were ahead, that they were going, and the men waved back a farewell.


  So Margaret carried home her glad heart and happy thoughts, and the other thought out her envenomed plans for the ensnaring of Glengarry’s lust. Miette wanted to hurry home. She wanted to tell Ian of this new discovery, to show him another flaw in his idol. Ian did not pet her now to anything like the extent he used to; so much of his time was taken up talking to Margaret. Poor Miette! No wonder she actually did grind her teeth at that.


  Meanwhile the dockers are at home. They make good money at this season of the year, when shepherds with good sets of teeth are in much demand. They shout and call and laugh and swear while they wrestle with the terrified lambs. The grass is soon torn off the enclosed ground, and in no time clouds of dust are churned up to envelop the men who choke and splutter curses on it, the heat and the animals.


  Two men work together. A lamb is grabbed and held by one man. The other lifts his sharp knife; one slash and the tail is off; the ear is split with the station mark; then quick as a thought the castration is performed by the shepherd’s teeth. Blood spurts everywhere; the animal struggles convulsively; he is released, and the operator spits his mouthful into a billy and takes on the next. At lunch-time the contents of the billy are tipped into a huge frying-pan, and the men feed.


  Savage and brutal, ay? The docker’s teeth are joined in and tear the living flesh so that there may be prime New Zealand mutton. The lamb must be denuded of its tail so that the health of the sheep be not affected by dirty wool. The poor tiny ear must be slit to preserve property rights, and out of it all, in the end, step the fashionable lady and gentleman.


  Brutal and savage? The lamb suffers for a little time; it runs to its mother flirting its stump of a tail, and crying plaintively, and in a very little time its young flesh heals. And in great cities where the woollen goods are made, the workers in the mills have flattened chests and pallid skins, poor semblances of manhood and womanhood. Their tails have been cut off, their ears have been slit with the mark of property rights. Note them, and if you can see no remedy, then in the name of decency demand that the docker’s programme be completed, so that the earth be not replenished with their stock.


  CHAPTER XXI


  Longstair was at work on his accounts when Miette and Margaret arrived home an hour after leaving Barry and Glengarry.


  The women had talked little on the way. Margaret had found it easy to slip into delightful reverie, and Miette had pondered heavily on the manner in which she could unfold her tale to Ian. She wanted it to be telling. More than once Ian had deprecated her sensuality; once he had made half-playful, half-serious allusion to her “libertinism.” She had protested that all women were the same; she knew, because women had told her so. Now she could use this woman he had set upon a pedestal to point the truth of her contention. She could not see Ian till lunch-time, as he was busy, and would not allow her to disturb him. But as soon as she heard his halting gait (very halting now) approach their dining-room door at lunch-time she prepared to launch her news.


  He entered very cheerfully, as it happened, and sat upon the nearest chair. She could see that it hurt him to walk. Miette kissed him, then made the tea and put his chair up to the table. She wanted to sit down comfortably, so that she would not be disturbed in her narration.


  Ian poked about this and that, as usual, commented on the various little dishes she had for him, and then, after she had served him to his satisfaction, set to to make a meal of it.


  Miette had little appetite. She explained that she had eaten out on the hills, and then said: “I found out something this morning.”


  “Yes,” he said, not much interested. “What was that?”


  “Margaret is carrying on with Glen as well as with Jimmy.”


  “What!” he almost shouted. He stared, and in his stare there was consternation, astonishment and hurt—which gradually changed to suspicion of his wife. Longstair could not look stern, his features were too effeminate for that, but sulky distrust and suspicion mingled with angry contempt in his glance as he continued to stare at her.


  Miette flushed angrily. When she lied to Ian she did not mind him disbelieving her, but when she thought she was being truthful his doubt or even a critical attitude made her angry.


  “You’re lying!” he flung out, pointing his fork at her. “That’s a rotten lie, you—you—” He stopped almost in tears. What could a man call his wife when she lied about another woman? A man could not swear at his wife over another woman.


  Miette was almost shedding tears, too, at his attitude. Everybody liked that woman; even Ian was crazy about her. A little spark of spirit flamed up in her. “How dare you call me a liar? You’re all mad about that woman, you lot of ——”


  Ian put down his knife and fork and rested his face in his hands. He was trembling and fought to control himself. “I’m not mad about her,” he said shortly. “It is you. To think that you would lie about her like that. It is so low down when she has been so good to us.” He threw himself back in his chair suddenly and cried: “How can you? What’s the matter with you, anyhow?”


  “There’s nothing the matter with me. It’s what is the matter with you. I can’t tell the truth even about that woman without you call me a liar. Why shouldn’t I say what I know about her? She’s been good to us, you say. A precious lot that amounts to, and her with all that money. Barry is my cousin, and he has a right to provide for me. It’s Barry’s money, not hers. And, anyway, was she good to me when she made me the talk of the place over Jimmy?—” He flung up a hand to stop her. “I won’t stop. She has made me the talk of the place by stopping Jimmy from coming to the house. Everybody knows that it is because of me. There was absolutely nothing between us, and yet, just because she saw he liked me, she made him keep away.”


  Longstair looked at her miserably. “Oh, Kiddy, what’s the use of going over all that?”


  “The use is this: you know what sort of woman she is, and yet you blackguard me when I tell the truth about her. I tell you she is carrying on with Glen too. I saw it for a fact this morning, and Glen told me straight out that he loved her and was proud of it.”


  “What!” Ian sat up straight. “He told you that? How? Why?”


  “Well, I’ll tell you, if you’ll let me speak without insulting me.” And so she repeated her version of what had occurred at the docking-pen. A fairly correct version, too.


  When she had finished Longstair rose from his chair and walked slowly over to the window that opened on to old “Baldy.” His lunch was forgotten. He wanted to cry. “Well,” he said, “if that woman isn’t good, there is no goodness under the sun. Perhaps there is something we do not know of. After all, who knows what goes on between man and wife?” He turned again to Miette, who somehow felt her triumph a small one, after all. “You know, Miette, that all the great women in history have been promiscuous in their loves. Margaret is not a great woman, I know, but she is most extraordinary. I have never seen a woman that could compare with her, even among the crowd in London, and they were a pretty polyglot crew. Say nothing about this matter. Not a word to a single soul. Promise.”


  “Oh, I won’t speak of it to anyone. Don’t worry about that. I can see well enough that you are as much in love with her as Glen and the rest of them. If I carried on with every man I came across you would like me better, I suppose. I’ve been too good, that’s it. I could have had Jimmy, too, if I’d liked, but I thought of you and kept him away.”


  She laid her head upon the table and shed tears. She felt very hurt and miserable indeed. And helpless. It seemed that one couldn’t hurt that woman. Here was Ian more interested than ever. Miette thought of Ian’s “all great women have been promiscuous in their loves,” and inwardly laughed. Well, she was in good company, evidently, she and Margaret.


  Ian hesitatingly fondled her. He was sorry, but not so sorry as he should have been. He was more sorry for himself than for Miette. His crippled body, his misplaced love, his dependence on his wife’s relatives, his uselessness to Miette, all together took the “wind out of his sails,” so to say.


  “Shall we go away from her, Miette?” he asked. “I could go into the Hospital in Wellington, and you could get a job. What do you say?”


  Instantly the best that was in her came to the surface. She squeezed his hand. “No, no, Hub. We’ll stay here until you get better. Margaret can do as she likes for all I care. Why, it doesn’t matter to us. I was interested, that’s all, and thought you would be the same. I couldn’t bear to have you in a hospital.”


  He dropped into his chair again. “Well, I’m not much use to you now, Miette. I’m only a burden to you.”


  “You’re a burden to no one. I know everybody here likes you, and you know perfectly well that we have a right to live here. You do Barry’s accounts for him, and that’s a good deal.”


  “I’m not thinking of any expense we may be to them. We have as much right to the living as they have. I am thinking of you. If you’re unhappy here—”


  “I’m not. I wouldn’t go away for worlds. Why, summer is coming, and there will be the shearing and all sorts of wonderful things. Margaret is expecting the Government House Party to stay here before Christmas. Did you know?” So they chatted.


  That very night Miette began her campaign with Glengarry. Subtly, scientifically, so that he never suspected.


  Now that the “lambing” was over, the men naturally liked to have the women about them in the evenings. Barry demanded much of Margaret’s time, and Jimmy, of course, was working from dawn till dusk, so that Miette had practically a clear field with Glengarry. The latter was not much of a one for reading, and besides, the hard days militated against a desire for mental exertion of any kind. The tired muscles cried for rest, the hot sun and ceaseless motion of countless animals fagged even the brain, so that men wanted just to sit about quietly.


  Ian began to read assiduously again, not seeking Margaret as he had been in the habit of doing.


  So Miette put on her prettiest and most simple manner and took up Glengarry with an apologetic air which said: “Oh, well, since we seem to be the only ones unattached, we might as well be friendly.”


  He was nothing loath. Why should he be? He did not dislike Miette. He had no reason to do so. Jimmy’s and Margaret’s dislike for her was based on good reason, of which Glengarry knew next to nothing, and Margaret carefully hid her feeling. He forgave Miette that morning’s exhibition out of sympathy. He could well afford to, for he was at peace. Miette was just a person to him. When she came and sat on the other end of the couch upon which he was reclining after dinner that night (the evening meal was a heavy one when the men were all day in the paddocks) he noticed her amiably.


  Margaret and Barry had gone off somewhere with the children. Mrs. Glengarry and Mrs. Curdy had withdrawn to the kitchen. Miette, having prepared only a light meal, was early freed from her domestic duties. “There is not much to do here unless one is actually working, is there?” she opened conversationally.


  “Well, when one has been out in the paddocks all day, one is not looking for much to do,” he answered, looking her over. (Men always looked Miette over.)


  Miette had sense enough to make the most of her best points, so she had taken care that her superb shoulders were easily visible behind the georgette blouse she wore. She preened herself unconsciously beneath his gaze, and the man chuckled to himself.


  “What are you smiling about?” she asked.


  “Oh, nothing. I beg your pardon.”


  Miette looked him over in her turn, cheekily, and down in her shallow depths the straggling wisps of passion stirred and swiftly coalesced. And, after the manner of her kind, with the waking of her passions came the impossibility of believing that a man she lusted for could fail to reciprocate. She leaned towards him and said plaintively: “I suppose you don’t like me now, after my nastiness this morning.”


  He hardened instantly. “I had forgotten that this morning existed,” he said coldly. Then sat up and laughed at her. “Now, don’t try to get sentimental with me, my lady, or you and I will fall out. I don’t dislike you, but I shall if you try to put your stuff over on me. See?”


  Miette was ready enough of resource in some situations; moreover, she was quite familiar with this one. She opened her puffy eyes to their widest extent and ejaculated: “What do you mean? I don’t understand you. My stuff!”


  Glengarry almost admired her, she did it so well. “I see you are an experienced little lady,” he said pleasantly. “You understand well enough. You can’t put that sort of thing over me, you know.”


  His smile invested Miette with courage. She dropped the air of astonishment for one of audacious innocence and smiled slyly back at him. “Well, you must expect women to take an interest in you. You are so big and handsome.”


  Glengarry laughed outright. “Well, that’s a new one on me. I’ve got to hand it to you, my girl. But you are wasting your time. My morals are impeccable, I assure you.”


  “Then you are not a man,” flashed Miette. “You can’t put that stuff over me, Mr. Glen. Or perhaps it’s a case of once bitten, twice shy, ay?”


  The last was a flash of malice, which Miette instantly regretted, for he became like ice. He thrust his rugged face into hers and said harshly: “Now, I wonder what you mean by that?”


  She started back crying: “What ever is the matter with you?”


  How to explain it away? Then a flash of inspiration came to her. “I—I merely alluded to a whisper I had heard, Glen. You have been married, have you not?”


  “Oh!” he leant back and settled himself comfortably again. “Yes, I have been married; but I am not in the habit of discussing my private affairs promiscuously. It is none of your business. I can’t conceive how you know.”


  Miette looked at him and calculated whether she might dare or not. Then plunged. “Margaret told me,” she said casually, as though it were of no moment, and quite in order. She had plunged in the dark, on guesswork. Instinct told her that he would have told Margaret of his life.


  He did not move, just sat still and looked at her, searching for evidence of a lie. Glengarry was well versed in men and women. He had never forgotten that his young wife had lied to him ceaselessly, eye to eye. Miette met his gaze guilelessly—too guilelessly, and suddenly he sprang up.


  “My God! You women beat me! A man ought to pitch into you with his fists and knock hell out of you! Why do you lie to me like that? Mrs. Messenger did not tell you. There is no reason why she should not have told you. I wouldn’t care if she told the world, but you’re lying for some reason. What’s your game?”


  Miette, feeling very small at finding her shot misfire, and full of venom because he did not believe her, fired up at him too. “Who else told me, then, if she didn’t? You say yourself there is no reason why she shouldn’t. Who else here would tell me?”


  The clamour of children’s voices came through the open window. They both looked up and saw Margaret and the children (Barry had evidently left them) on the opposite side of the side lawn. They were all concerned over a moth which Harry had caught.


  Glengarry reached down, and, clutching Miette by those lovely shoulders, jerked her up to him. “Come on,” he said sternly. “I don’t know who told you, and I don’t care. But I’ll prove you are a liar, because I know you are a liar, and I hate liars!”


  “What do you mean?” Miette was scared stiff. “I’m not going out there.” She resisted him.


  “Oh, yes, you are. I’ll ask Mrs. Messenger in front of you if she told you.” He propelled her towards the windows.


  “Stop!” cried Miette hurriedly. “I give in. I lied.”


  He released her, and stood back and surveyed her contemptuously.


  Miette began to cry. She knew the value of tears, and anyhow she could not help it. His roughness had given her a certain amount of sexual satisfaction too, and she did not in the least mind his contempt so long as she got his attention. She covered her face with her soft pretty hands and cried.


  He shrugged and said: “Oh, cut that out. Someone might come in.”


  He did not like to see her cry, though. A woman’s tears will wash away much dust from the eyes of man. He began to feel embarrassment. Hang it, he did not want to be caught in an intimate situation with the woman. “I’ll go,” he said abruptly, and turned towards the windows.


  Miette’s hands came down. “Oh, no. Don’t go,” she pleaded. “Have you a handkerchief?”


  He swore and handed her his handkerchief, with which she wiped her eyes.


  “Don’t go, Glen. I won’t bother you.” She deliberately exaggerated the importance of the incident. Really, her cunning was admirable. “I shall have to go away from here now, I suppose. You will tell Margaret.”


  “What nonsense!” he exclaimed impatiently. “Are you a child or merely a fool? You know perfectly well that I shall not tell Mrs. Messenger. She is not the sort of woman to be told things of that kind, even if I were the sort of man to tell them. Only don’t do it again, that’s all.” He snapped his words out now. “I can’t imagine what your notion is in lying about your hostess, but don’t do it again. If I ever have reason to think that you are lying about her again I’ll tell Messenger, and that’s flat.”


  It was in Miette’s mind to say: “Oh, no, you won’t. If you did, I should tell Barry what I know.” (What did she know of the sort of man Messenger was?) But expediency exhorted her to reply humbly instead: “I shan’t lie about her again. I lied because I was jealous.”


  He looked down on her in pitiable contempt. “Jealous! Why, in Heaven’s name?” Did that poor stupid creature dare to see herself a rival of that glorious other? Glengarry was sorry. “Why, in Heaven’s name?” he repeated more gently.


  “Because of you—and Jimmy—and Ian.” Miette played her cards well now. “You are all in love with Margaret. I love Ian, but he doesn’t bother his head about me now. Do you know, he is not living with me now, and it is all because he is in love with Margaret.”


  “Nonsense! It is because of his injury.” Glengarry did not want her embarrassing confidences.


  “It is not. I know. I know Ian. He’s only a baby. He can’t hide anything from me. And I like you, and you won’t speak a decent word to me because of Margaret—”


  “Look here, my girl,” he interrupted again. “That’s rot! I am quite willing to speak a decent word to you at any time. What I am not willing to do is to speak an indecent word to you. Do you get me?”


  “But I don’t want you to speak indecently to me. Why, I should hate you if you did. I can’t imagine—”


  “Don’t try. I’m sure your imagination is defective.” This dryly. “But why should you worry over me at all? You have your husband. I can assure you that if Mrs. Messenger did not exist you would still have no attraction for me.” He said this kindly, however, for he could appreciate well enough the trials of the tawdry soul denied the only thing life meant to her.


  Miette just looked up at him, and the man coloured under her meaning gaze. She nodded her head as much as to say: “Yes, you should blush, for you know that is a lie.” Then she said: “I know that, of course, but that doesn’t stop me liking you.” She became engagingly frank. “It makes me like you all the more. But you don’t dislike me, do you? Wait a bit. You can see how I am situated here, Glen. Margaret doesn’t like me. No one likes me unless it is you. Jimmy won’t come near the house because I’m here. (She did not dare speak her mind on that subject.) Ian has turned against me. Oh, yes, I mean it. All the ‘lambing’ season he has done nothing but talk to Margaret all day, and now he has taken to reading all the time. I like the children, but they don’t like me. Now, I know that no man would give a thought to poor me when Margaret is around; I don’t want—truly, Glen, I don’t expect anything from you (not unless you offer, of course), but would you mind just being nice to me sometimes? I don’t want to stay here. I want to go to Wellington and get work, but what about Ian? He can only leave here to go to a hospital. I love Ian, Glen, think what you will, and I couldn’t bear that. But if I stay here not being liked by a single soul I’ll go crazy. I have always had friends—plenty of them, people like ourselves, like Ian and me. If Ian had only stuck to me (Ian was her trump card, and she played it well), I wouldn’t have minded the rest, but—”


  Glengarry had seated himself on the table. He swung one leg and watched her. What she said was true enough, he thought. Certainly no one liked her. That was her own fault, but— He supposed she had her virtues as well as her faults.


  “Well, Mrs. Longstair, I can’t see why you should come to me, but of course I haven’t the slightest objection to you talking to me any time you like. I won’t have you compromising me, though. You understand that. I know your type of woman,” he said bluntly. “I know the difficulties of your temperament. Don’t try to put anything over on me, that’s all.”


  He stood up, and Miette gleefully allowed him to depart. She almost quivered with pleasurable excitement. She had not dreamed of getting so far as this in a single night. She had established a sort of intimacy between them. The man would not dislike her now, at any rate. That lie had been a stroke of genius, after all. She knew a man would forgive a woman any lie if it were told for love of him. It had made him take her into account. Still, he was a slippery customer, and she must be on her guard all the time. She still had his handkerchief. She sniffed at it, and it smelled good to her. An idea took her that the handkerchief might be useful to her on some future occasion. She put it away unwashed, in case—


  Miette had heard of Glengarry’s marriage through his mother. She had overheard Mrs. Glengarry discussing it with Mrs. Curdy.


  Margaret, though a trifle surprised, was glad to see Miette friendly with her lover. It told her that Miette had put Tutaki out of her mind, or at least was trying to. She tried to put her dislike and contempt for the woman aside, fully believing that all unpleasantness was over.


  And Miette used her to further her designs on Glengarry. “Do you think Glen would mind if I rode out with him in the morning, Margaret?” was the way she came at it the first time.


  “Why, no, of course not, Miette,” answered Margaret cordially.


  “Well, I hardly like asking him, Margaret. Would you mind?”


  And of course Margaret did not mind. She gladly requested Glengarry to take Miette out with him, and he, though preferring to do nothing of the kind, willingly obliged Margaret.


  In a few weeks Glengarry had got sort of used to her hanging around him. She had not tried to “put anything over on him,” and it had pleased Margaret to have him suffer her. He had even developed a sort of tolerant liking for her.


  Needless to say, Miette wanted him, but not crazily, as she still hungered after the Maori. Jimmy went about the house again now as much as the busy shearing season allowed him time to, but he never by any chance allowed her “to get at him,” as he expressed it to himself. He came to the house to see his friends the Messengers, and did not even recognise Miette unless compelled to do so by circumstances. Therefore were the flames of Miette’s revengeful passions kept alive. Not that they needed fuel. Was it not her boast that she never forgave an injury?


  The time came, then, just before Christmas of that year when Miette deemed it safe to move a step further. It was the time of Margaret’s house party. The Governor-General, his wife and sister and half a dozen of his train visited Maunganui for ten days. Consequently Margaret and Barry were continually occupied. All sorts of excursions were undertaken from day to day, and each evening saw carloads of visitors streaming up the drive.


  Margaret enjoyed it right enough. She liked the gaiety, the din and bustle. And oh! Did she not wear some beautiful frocks! Each evening before going downstairs she would show herself off before the children in the nursery, then to the servants and Mrs. Glengarry, who would shake her old head and smile deliciously at the beauty of her “bonny lass.”


  Barry’s adoration of her at this time was complete, and as for Glengarry—he was not far behind.


  Miette kept as much as possible out of the way. She was out of place here, and she felt it. Ian despised the “representatives of British Imperialism,” and refused even to meet them. Glengarry hated the “show,” too, and was glad to find asylum in Miette’s rooms.


  When the party had gone, then, and the house was itself again, Margaret soon became conscious of a difference in Miette. She tried to ignore it, to regard it as fancy, but that would not do. Before long she had to recognise that Miette was “vamping” Glengarry. She could scarcely believe it. “Well, of all the stupid, impudent hussies!” she told herself blankly when the conclusion was forced upon her. “To try it on again after the trouble with Jimmy.” Then wrath bubbled up in her, and lastly amusement. She need not worry over this. Was not Glen hers?


  Of course, Miette never “pawed” Glengarry. Her operations were imperceptible to the man himself, who had ceased to regard her as dangerous. Margaret alone saw the tiny acts, invested by Miette, as only a woman could invest them, with a significance that only a woman would understand: the furtive glances, the little intimacies, all one-sided, but still serving their purpose. Only to Margaret were the chance words dropped, accidentally, of course, and the dozen and one other little things betrayed by which one woman lets another know of her intimacies.


  And Margaret laughed quietly in amused contempt and ignored it.


  Until she overheard the maids making a joke of it. She gathered, with tingling ears and strange emotions, that the maids believed in an intrigue going on between her lover and Miette. She rushed away to her room telling herself that she had been a fool. She should have known that, having once given good reason to be considered disreputable, Miette always lay open to the charge. Why, she had been continually with Glen. How silly she, Margaret, had been! She suffered terribly to think that her lover’s name was coupled lightly with Miette’s.


  Again she was faced with the problem—what to do? Patently, she could not interfere again. And on such a ground as servants’ tattle. Yet it was intolerable. Oh, how she loathed that woman who was pure animal! The creature who was befouling her home—her children’s home. It was intolerable, and yet she could do nothing. Good taste, delicacy, and before all, pride, forbade it.


  But the woman in her was awake now. Instead of ignoring Miette’s shuffles she found herself looking for them, and when she found them she was not amused. Miette saw it, and redoubled her cunning. She told Margaret subtle little half-truths, those deadliest of woman’s weapons, with an air of childish innocence. For instance: “I have a cold to-day. I told Glen last night that I would catch cold, but he would persist in keeping me out in the night air.”


  Truth was, she had, uninvited, gone with Glengarry to a neighbouring paddock to bring the bay foal into the yard in readiness for an early morning start. But on finding the grass heavy with dew and fearing a cold, which gave her a red nose and puffed up her eyes abnormally, Miette had, before going very far, suggested that she had better go back as her shoes were wet. And the man had absently remarked: “Oh, well, we haven’t far to go, but please yourself.”


  And again: “Margaret, would you show me how to knit?”


  Margaret: “Knit! Why, you have said a hundred times that you hated knitting.”


  “Yes, so I do, but Glen said that he wished I would learn to knit, as he liked to see a woman knitting.”


  On this occasion something really cold had clutched at Margaret’s heart. Not jealousy; it had not come to that just yet, more of a faraway fear. Still, she showed Miette how to knit.


  Truth was, Miette had complained of having nothing to do, and Glengarry had said: “Well, why don’t you do something? Why don’t you knit or sew like other women?”


  “Oh, knitting—sewing.” Miette had spoken contemptuously. “I hate women that knit. They have never got any intelligence.”


  And he had replied off-handedly, rather coldly in fact: “Please yourself. Personally, I prefer the women that knit.”


  Margaret began to pay more attention to Glengarry. And her attentions were clothed in her most charming manner. She took to joining him and Miette when she saw them together, and there was that in her demeanour that caused Glengarry to look at her askance.


  Miette saw her house of cards tumbling to the ground at this. She had been baffled and disappointed at finding herself unable to make Margaret display jealousy, and had been deliberating on something more drastic. If she could only awaken desire in the man! She had had to see that no illicit relation existed between the two; no opportunity of any kind ever presented itself with Barry at home, but that fact only incensed her the more. It bespoke the existence of a higher love which Miette, being incapable of understanding, had always denied the existence of. And, her experience of men having told her that Glengarry was the most unspiritual of men, she was forced to see that Margaret was responsible for the exalted quality of the love. Miette felt the grossness in the man. He would have been her easy prey had some sublime safeguard not preserved him.


  She had not anticipated that Margaret would come right out in the open as she now did. She had no clue to the other’s behaviour. She had thought to make her miserable, jealous, but instead, without giving Miette the slightest satisfaction in regard to her part, she had come out, clothed in all her radiance and charm, to pull down Miette’s rotten little house of cards about her ears.


  Miette saw it tumbling. If Margaret went on like that, never allowing her so much as a minute’s tête-à-tête with the man, “gobbling him up,” as Miette expressed it, she, Miette, might just as well give up the game.


  Imagine her surprise and delight to find the man himself become her own ally.


  Margaret had followed the woman in her. She did not doubt Glengarry—not yet, but reason pointed out that the man might be forgetting her. She knew too well the vein of grossness in him, and she knew how Miette would pander to it. If Glen were forgetting her, ceasing to love her, he might in time succumb to Miette as Jimmy had done.


  The bare idea of such a contingency had roused fearsome emotions in Margaret’s breast. So fearsome were they that she was appalled. She scurried hither and thither in search of immunity from them. They made her tremble in wonder and awe at herself. They made her realise how little the ordinary mortal, passing smoothly along life’s path, knows of the possibilities within himself. She must find immunity. And the woman in her had told her to tighten up the shackles.


  There was no intent to reopen that old struggle; only a frank desire, if his love for her was dying, to revive it.


  Margaret did not realise her own value. And, simple as ever, she did not tally up the whole sum in estimating the effect her attentions would have on her lover. She counted on reviving his love; what she really did was to re-awaken his mighty passions. She gave him no hint of her motivation; she would sooner have died, at that stage of the tragedy, than to have allowed Glen to think that Miette’s tawdry play could affect her. She re-awakened his mighty passions and he, blind as to her motives, believed that was her object. Why else could she suddenly swoop upon him in that way? He got a bit sulky. What did she want to come at that again for, when things were going along so splendidly! Confound the women! They were never content. Surely it should be enough for her to know that she had him fast for ever. He had felt absolutely secure, had thought her happy and contented as himself, and here she came swooping upon him with the full force of her glorious beauty, plunging him back into the old days of hopeless longing, making his nights a sleepless hell of desire.


  Glengarry’s torment made him cruel. He repulsed her. Anything to regain his peace of mind. He tried to discourage her attentions, and Miette was always there waiting her chance, guessing at what was toward, often almost arriving at the truth. She, learned in the bestial side of men, saw the stirring of Glengarry’s passions, and her heart would leap in hope that she might turn them to her own gain; in hope that Margaret’s foolishness and simplicity would do for her what herself could never accomplish.


  The man never gave a thought to Miette. When he fled to her rooms as he took to doing in order to avoid his love, she was to him but a refuge from that which was a torture to him. He did not dare see Margaret alone. He stuck to Messenger as much as he could, but there was a limit to that.


  Did he know of the chaos that Margaret’s mind was becoming? Or of the transformation that the spirit of her was undergoing? Of course not. Tossing on his bed at night he almost cursed her, believing that in wantonness she thus punished him.


  What chances now had Miette to “get her own back”! She did not neglect them. She had no means of confirming her guesses at the real situation. Conceited and stupid as she was, she could not persuade herself that she was responsible for the situation, for the man never, by word or look, encouraged her to believe that she had made any impression on him. She was convinced that he was still, as he had declared to her: “in love with Mrs. Messenger and proud of it!” Why was he behaving so, then? Miette guessed and guessed at the puzzle, and then had it solved by Ian.


  Longstair was not allowed to remain in the dark regarding Margaret’s move and Glengarry’s reaction to it, one may be sure. Miette’s garrulity would have disallowed this in any case.


  Margaret had refused to allow Ian to withdraw himself from her, as he had wished to do. Thinking that he was giving way to melancholy because of his injury, she had gone to his rooms after him and insisted on him giving her his time as usual. She knew how essential discussion was to his happiness. But now it was she who neglected him, and Ian suffered in his mild way. She did not come to his rooms because of Miette. When he sought her without she was only spasmodically interested. Urged on by his wife, he watched Margaret and Glengarry. Even to outsiders it was evident that Margaret was paying a great deal of attention to the man, and Ian, for one, noticed now and again a thoughtful look on Barry’s face.


  And Miette said to Ian: “I wish Glen would not come after me so much, Hubby. He will give Margaret the impression that I am the cause of him not wanting her, and she will cause trouble again like she did over Jimmy. Glen is a nice man. I like him, Hub, but I don’t want any trouble over him. I think I shall tell him to keep away from me. Ay? What do you think?”


  And poor Ian, jealous and conscientious, at once replied: “Of course not. The man has got the right to choose his own associates. She beats me. She ought to know that it is impossible for Glengarry to carry on with her when Messenger and he are so friendly.”


  So he solved Miette’s puzzle. “Oh!” she said; and after a while added: “So that’s it.” After another pause she burst out in a flash of honesty: “Then he’s a silly damn fool!”


  “Oh! And why?” asked Ian, almost belligerently.


  “Look here, Ian, you should have more sense than to ask why. Is Margaret Barry’s property?” Here the little knowledge she possessed spoke up. She stood with Margaret on the only common ground there was between them. “Where is your knowledge? Your principle? You talk as though you were soaked in superstition. When it comes to practice you are no more use to Progress than the most ignorant fool who regards his wife as a chattel. You said yourself that Margaret was a most extraordinary woman, head and shoulders above other women, and yet you think that such a woman should be only a tool of Barry’s.”


  “Shut up! I said nothing of the kind. If Margaret wants Glengarry, let her go away with him.”


  Miette subsided. “Oh, yes. Of course. That’s right. I forgot that.”


  So those two, one a babe in all essential things, the other an incapable, settled serenely the vital issues of lives whose substance they knew not.


  Miette triumphed over her enemy. How she exulted in the fact that she had brought this woman down from her pinnacle of impeccability! She knew that she had soiled Margaret in her own eyes, in the eyes of her lover, and of Ian. And the result had been so cunningly contrived that no tangible charge could be preferred against her. She wanted Man. Her enforced continence chafed her unceasingly, maddening her at times. And the cunning of her saw Margaret herself driving her lover where he would be willing to receive her, Miette, to get peace. So she dogged the other woman to get her work in; it was: “Oh, Margaret, the more intimate I get with Glen, the more I find we have in common. After you went to bed last night he came in to us and he and I talked for an hour.” And so on. Half-truths, not worth explaining.


  CHAPTER XXII


  The turmoil of the simple woman’s thoughts and emotions during that period! Like numberless deadly snakes, her thoughts twisted and twined around the fact of her lover’s repulsion of her. Her emotions billowed around her like poisonous vapours vomited from the mouths of hell’s choicest denizens. And yet, almost, she preserved appearances.


  First the jealousy came. She was not fitted for her undertaking; why, she had even forgotten most of the lessons she had learned from Glengarry during their intimacy. Her mind was not one to dwell upon things of that nature. And he had ever been secretive, loth to discuss his passions and his emotions. He was a man of action, not at all dissertative. She had given her word to the man regarding the cessation of bodily intimacies between them, and she took it that he accepted her word as she held it—as sacred. Had he warmed to her and thus reassured her as to his love, she would have dismissed Miette’s trumpery play for what it was worth, and settled back into the old rut.


  It was hard for her to see and realise that he was not warming to her. But once she saw and realised it, she saw more, perhaps, than there was for her to see. She saw him deliberately leave her side for Miette’s; she saw his averted eyes, his avoidance of her, his constrained manner; she heard his sometimes almost rude words, and she did not read their meaning. She saw Miette’s now exaggerated by-play, and began to imagine that the man reciprocated. Then it was that jealousy thrust its forked darts into the fabric of her and dragged her down from her pinnacle.


  Now was Margaret at a loss. She searched back over all her past life and scarcely dared to believe that that good woman had been herself. Did this terrible thing she had brought to life in herself, this ravening demon that had it in its heart to kill, skulk within the depths of all men’s hearts? or was she an extraordinary creature? She believed she fathomed hell during the first few days when she made acquaintance with jealousy.


  And through all her torment there ran a fierce flame of resentment at having been pulled from her pinnacle. Margaret felt bad. She pursued Glengarry now with a consciousness of badness continually marring her radiance and charm, with eyes that searched for confirmation, with hatred leaping hot for Miette, who was always there waiting.


  But not all at once can the human heart lose habits of goodness. The feeling of badness so rowelled at Margaret that soon in the midst of her fiercest pangs it assailed her. The flame of resentment at being dragged down both by pride and humility turned against herself, and her reason made demands of her. What was she come to? She, Margaret Messenger, renowned throughout the country for her mental and moral pulchritude, had descended to the level of a drab. She had pursued a man who avoided her. If Glen had ceased to love her, if he preferred Miette, then surely she was woman enough, decent enough and big enough to accept it.


  She shed tears that came from the eyes of the world.


  Margaret gave little thought to Barry during that period. To his unobtrusive, solicitous remarks about her health (she looked fagged and listless those days) she would say that she did feel out of sorts, but it was nothing. Yet as she lay in the dark of the night she found strange comfort in creeping within his arms and nestling upon his breast.


  The day she tremulously made her decision to try and put Glengarry from her mind Barry was away at Taihape, it being a sale day. He was not expected back till late at night. Margaret walked in the cherry orchard at five o’clock with her children, gathering the little ones about her in an effort to find solace. Ian and Miette were picking cherries, Ian from the low branches, and Miette from the steps of a ladder. They threw them to the children to eat. By and by Margaret left them and wandered indoors again. She would go to her room and lie down. Her head ached. In the passage upstairs she came face to face with Glengarry, who had just left his room. He retreated hastily. Margaret stopped. Her heart thumped so that she thought it rocked her visibly; her face paled to a deadly whiteness.


  “You need not avoid me any more, Glen.” She spoke with tremulous dignity. “If you have ceased to love me, that is all there is to it. I shall try to forget you.”


  He came forward a few steps, nonplussed. Then he spoke gruffly: “What makes you think I have ceased to love you? I thought we understood each other, Margaret.”


  “Don’t pretend, Glen,” she said hastily. “You must not insult me by pretending. Nothing but the truth is good enough for me. You need not avoid me again. I thought your love was dying—and thought to revive it, but—” She spoke quietly now, with that queenly dignity which was all her own and made her regal. She turned away from him towards her room.


  And at the womanliness of her, all the restrained passion and love of the man broke loose.


  “Margaret!” he cried thickly, and in an instant he had her in his arms.


  She fought him, but he only laughed, fiercely, madly, and had his will with her.


  CHAPTER XXIII


  The aftermath? A madman, born of the betrayal of his friend.


  A woman frightened and regretful, but yet filled with a joy that seemed to be a flood of roselight permeating her. He did love her, after all. She wanted no explanation; she craved but to lie on her bed with closed eyes and restful body and let the fact that he did love her after all soak into the poor fagged brain that had suffered so.


  Glengarry was so quiet she opened her eyes. He was sitting at her feet with his head sunk upon his breast. He did not stir for a full minute, while she watched him.


  “Glen,” she whispered, awesomely. His stillness seemed unnatural.


  Without raising his head, he looked round at her, and she shrank as though struck with a whip at that look, at that face with its load of remorse and self-accusation.


  “Oh, Glen, what is it, dear?” She stretched out a hand to him, but she did not dare, somehow, to touch him. He did not answer, just looked at her, and something moved her to say: “Lift up your head, Glen.”


  “I shall never lift it up again,” he whispered, and turned from her.


  She waited, with the flood of roselight drained away. Then wild impatience seized her at the absurdity, to her, of all his soul racket over a perfectly natural thing. She sprang up before him and clenched her fists.


  He rose, too, and faced her. “I would sooner have died a thousand deaths,” he said, and there was no love in the eyes he bent on her.


  Her words of scorn and reproach stopped on her lips, she could only stare at him; but as he turned away to leave her a link seemed to snap in the chain of her womanhood; the man’s mental attitude, his debased idea of womanhood, struck into the quintessence of her and planted the first seeds of a real corruption. He was life to her; she had honoured him above all else on earth, and he spurned that honour as a thing unclean; he stripped from her the rights of a human being and placed her with the cattle on her husband’s estate.


  She stared after him while those seeds sank in the essential soil of her, and her lip curled upwards so that she resembled not herself.


  And then and there there dropped from Margaret the desire to regain her pinnacle. The world was a world of men, men like Glengarry, and women only lived for love of them. Let them have women worthy of their kind, then. She looked around her room: so pretty and dainty a room that she had, with its toilet accessories that kept her beautiful for her lord and master, for her owner. She almost shrieked aloud. She beat her breast. “My place is down in the stable or in the kennels with the dogs.” She laughed aloud, and her laughter was not good to hear.


  She sat down before her mirror and inspected herself. All that beauty, all that charm the possession of which she could not but be cognisant of, all that love which had in some miraculous way become the pivot upon which her life turned, was wasted. And why? Because, in the early years of her life, she had become a wife.


  If Glengarry had given any other reason, if he had adduced the difficulties of their position, a hatred of the skulking, say, which she herself felt, as the reason for renouncing her— Anything but that wifehood; anything but that honour among men which had as a basis woman’s degradation.


  She looked back to her first love. Calf love, on her part, she knew now. How pale and insignificant a thing it had been when compared with this tempestuous surge she felt for Glengarry! A little voice whispered to Margaret that perhaps this wild love was not substantial; that it might not bear the burden of the passage of the years. Her calf love for Barry had not lasted. But then there had been no substance in it; she knew that had Barry been a different sort of man she might have learned to hate him. But she could never learn to hate the other; or if she hated, she would love as fiercely. She had not been able to help that calf love; how could she be blamed for being misled by it? What did she, a child, know of love or life, that she should be called upon to offer up the rest of her natural life as punishment for consummating that calf love? She stopped on that word: “consummating.” Ah! There it was! There was the kernel of the whole thing. The consummation of the calf love had bred all this misery. Who was to blame? Not she, surely, a child on life’s path, snatching, as a child would, at the toy it had set its heart on. Who then? Her parents? Oh, how could she blame that dear mother, who had married young herself, and had been fortunate enough to meet no other man to lesion the content of her domestic life? Not they. Who then? And this time the answer came to Margaret— Society. Society was to blame. But reason asked: “Is not society a collection of individuals like yourself? Is not society dumb, blind and deaf to the crisis of the individual in its ruthless march onward from the lower forms to higher?”


  And the woman’s suffering answered her reason: “Not for ever. Society is far enough advanced now for progress to become a conscious striving of individuals in the mass. The individual has developed a complexity of desires, emotions and ideas, side by side and born of the complexity of his material life, and as these desires, emotions and ideas are developed they act and react one upon the other so that reasonably there should be no barrier to the reasonable individual demands to-day. And yet, the wife of to-day is the wife of the Middle Ages.”


  Margaret became lost in the labyrinth of her own ignorance. The crushing injustice to her womanhood which she fully realised, and yet could not explain, roused a fury within her. Somewhere, at some time, for some reason, had begun that lordship of man over her sex, had been implanted in man’s mind the sense of property rights in woman. Her furious hatred of that bondage had to be directed somewhere, and the only channel it saw open was that of Man. “He would sooner have died a thousand deaths” than have accepted her love. Because her husband was his friend. She laughed again that hateful laugh, and, opening the door, ran downstairs.


  The bell rang for tea as she did so. She could hear the clamorous voices of the children coming in, interspersed by the admonitions of a maid.


  Glengarry did not come to the table, and she ate nothing. Her brain was on fire, it seemed. Harry asked her if she had a headache.


  “No, dearie,” she answered.


  “Then why are you so red in the face? Your eyes are funny. They are all—all bright like a bird’s.”


  She laughed and turned him off.


  After tea they went out again to the cherry trees. Many cherries were wanted for jam.


  Margaret could not rid her thoughts of their burden. She noticed Longstair standing idly looking up at the trees, which were a sight for sore eyes with their crimson loads, and of a sudden she walked over to him.


  “Have you a sense of property rights in woman, Ian?” she asked him abruptly.


  He looked at her searchingly and answered: “No.”


  “Then you would not object to Miette having sex-intimacies with another man if she so desired?”


  “Good Lord, yes! So long as she lives with me I certainly should. What’s your idea?”


  “Then you have a sense of property rights in woman?”


  “Not at all. I don’t bind Miette in any way. If she wants another man, she is welcome to have him, but not while I am keeping her. She can get out with him. That’s fair and just.”


  “Yes, perfectly, situated as you and Miette are. But supposing you had children?”


  “Well, what about it?”


  “Oh, Ian, don’t pretend to be stupid. Supposing you had children that demanded both father’s and mother’s care, that loved both their parents, and would suffer if deprived of either one?”


  “That makes no difference,” he said doggedly. “I recognise no child’s rights. I hate the little devils, anyhow. If the parents consider the children, then let them stick to each other, no matter at what cost.”


  She persisted in face of the rage that boiled within her, trying to arrive at she knew not what. “But if one of the parents fell in love with an outsider?”


  “Then it would be a case of giving up one or the other, the children or the lover.”


  “So. You, who tell me that you have no sense of property rights in woman, would yet compel your wife either to renounce the biggest thing in her life or to sacrifice the children just to gratify one man’s sense of property in his wife? Oh, you—you—” A faintness attacked her; she became deathly white.


  Longstair was alarmed. He grabbed at her arm. He felt so sorry, too, for that glorious woman whose purgatory he could only guess at. What sort of man was Glengarry, anyhow, to put friendship before her? A man of steel or of ice, surely.


  “Here, I say, Margaret, pull yourself together, there’s a girl—”


  “All right,” she whispered with stiff lips. “I don’t know what is the matter with me. It is the injustice. I could take a knife and stab to the heart every cur in the world that calls himself a man.”


  Ian shuffled uneasily. “It will take a long time to eradicate the possessive instinct in regard to the mate, Margaret. It took a long time to implant it. At least, I—”


  She interrupted: “Do you know about that? Can it be explained?”


  “Why, of course. Everything can be explained. Come and sit on the bench and we’ll discuss it.”


  She followed him eagerly.


  “Well,” he began, “you must know that in the early stages of history human propagation of the race was carried on by means of the institution known as group marriage. That was when mankind lived under an economic system known as communism. Goods were produced by all for the good of all. There was no idle owning class, living on the product of the labour of others. But the time came when private property in the means of production arose ….” Here he detailed the rise of private property in the means of production. “And with the rise of private property came of necessity also the rise of the sense of property rights in regard to woman—”


  “Why? Why?”


  “Because man wanted legal heirs to bequeath his property to. Of course, side by side with the legal wife man kept other women, slaves and concubines, if he could afford to keep them, and these women were his property also. But as time went on the changed economic conditions demanded the absorption of these slaves and concubines in industry, and man gradually lost his legal property rights over them.


  “He did not, of course, cease to practise group marriage; he has persisted in the practice of group marriage right down to the present day. The women who formerly were his slaves, and whom he owned as he did his cattle, became, under the changed economic conditions, his prostitutes, who did not and do not cost him nearly so much as they did under their former status.”


  “But there is something wrong there, Ian: the workers had no property to bequeath, and yet they also acquired the sense of property rights in woman.”


  “Ah! They adopted the one woman system under compulsion. They could not afford any more. Away back a man was allowed his quota of women according to the size of his herd. He could keep as many women as he could afford to keep, but the legal wife bore his legal children. Over the wife, in order to be sure of his paternity, he kept strict watch and ward. For untold centuries the man has been acquiring a sense of property rights in his woman, and it will take a long time to eradicate that sense, even after the reason for it has ceased to be. That is, even after private property in the means of production has ceased to be. Woman, by virtue of her sex, since the inception of private property, has been a chattel. She shall cease to be a chattel and become a human being only after private property has ceased to exist.


  “Woman has not acquired a sense of property rights in the man as my sex knows it. She has it in a lesser degree (the male parent must bequeath a certain part of himself to the female young), but she looks on the errant ways of her lord with a certain amount of philosophy.”


  Longstair stopped and sunk into thought. And Margaret was profoundly moved. She let her head sink down in softened rumination. The history of the race! How wonderful it was, and so little known. And then and there she vowed that her children should know it. She would fortify them with real knowledge—knowledge of that great trek through history, beginning with the drop to earth of the ape and reaching so far to herself, a twentieth-century woman lost in the mazes of a wondrous civilisation.


  “But woman will be freed, you say, Ian? But how long? How long?”


  He turned to her with a singularly gentle expression on his youthful face. The setting sun glinted through the still branches of the cherry trees and played upon his glasses so that they dazzled her eyes. It shone also upon his hair, picking out its fiery tint until it stood around his head halo-like. “Not very long now, Margaret. Very soon indeed, if you women would only give your minds to helping on the progressive elements in society. In the past woman has been the slave of man. The working man has been a slave, but woman’s place in society has been lower than that of the working man, for she has been a slave even to him. If you women could realise, Margaret, that your emancipation from your mental and bodily slavery can only be achieved side by side with and through the emancipation of the workers from class slavery, then surely you would be up and doing. A race of emancipated women, free in body and mind, economically independent, choosing their own mates, marching onward to that goal which the finite mind of man cannot even now perceive. It—will—not—be—long.”


  The last words were prophetic. “The finite mind of man!” The woman never stirred, and Longstair sunk again into thought.


  Margaret was beset by a strange emotion. Ineffable, intangible, it hovered in and about her, playing around her spirit, an ecstasy of suffering, seeming, indeed, to be compounded of all woeful sensations. And in the midst of it the fantastic notion came to her that it was the essence of the souls of the women that had gone before; the women who had borne the load as she was bearing it; the women who, that the foot of man might trample down the early years of society’s development, had bridged with their bodies the gulf that yawned from the beginning until now.


  A long time after Longstair suddenly broke the silence. He seemed to talk now more for his own satisfaction than for her enlightenment. “In any society made up of classes the dominant class always establishes moral and ethical codes for the subject class to follow. These moral and ethical standards are actually what the requirements of the economic system demands for the perpetuation of the dominance of the particular class which is at the time dominant. In order to give them the appearance of social necessities they must be extended to the whole of society. Respect for established institutions is inculcated in the subject class which does not understand out of what conditions these institutions have inevitably arisen. This is easily understood when it is considered that very often those in authority do not recognise any historical significance or manifestation of evolutionary development in the changing conditions which necessitate changes in their institutions.”


  As his voice had broken the silence between them that singular emotion had receded from Margaret, leaving her stone-cold and empty. She paid no attention now to Longstair, as his words had ceased to throw light directly on her case.


  What could she hope for? At the most the regaining of the peaceful conditions that had obtained before Miette began to poke her dirty finger in the pie. Well, those had been blessed conditions. She longed for them. They must be regained. She again resolved that she must submit herself to man’s will as her countless progenitors had done.


  She feared for the possibility in face of Glengarry’s condition of mind. She was ashamed now for having laid herself open in the way she had. It seemed preposterous, in the light of Glengarry’s reassured love, that she had fallen prey to Miette’s cunning. Never again. Oh, how she longed to be rid of Miette! If only her conscience would allow her to get rid of her! How gladly she would provide for the woman, provide generously for her to be rid of her. But conscience said “no.” It cried shame. It said that she was small and petty indeed if Miette’s tawdry play had affected her. How could she, Margaret Messenger, wife of Barry, have descended to such a level? She deserved the pain she was suffering.


  But did Glen deserve the infliction of that agony? She saw now that she had brought him to it. Her heart hardened again. Yes, he deserved it all and more, because it was based on his degraded conception of womanhood. Ian’s explanation had made matters worse. It had left no room for any sentimental and generous delusions. Pride scourged her. If Margaret had but one big fault it was her pride. She knew how superior she was to Glengarry. Why, he was merely the average man, and yet he dared repudiate her as though she were a common drab with no mind of her own.


  She went upstairs with the children and stayed up there that night for fear she would meet Glengarry. She could not trust herself. She might beat him with her fists and scream anathema at him if she met him.


  When Barry returned from Taihape she pretended she slept. She could not find heart even for that old friend, and his breast offered no comfort to her in the dark.


  The morning found her looking haggard. Barry was up early and away to Taihape again before she arose. (Several sale days ran consecutively.) She was frightened to meet Glengarry, but it had to be gone through, so she went down to the house breakfast. Her heart leaped tumultuously when she opened the breakfast-room door and saw him sitting there alone.


  He looked up at her hostilely. She shut the door quietly behind her and walked over to the table. There was no softness in her either; hate and fury had for the time being gained the upper hand.


  “Where is everybody?” she asked perfunctorily.


  “Finished,” he replied laconically.


  She rang the bell, an extraordinary thing for her to do. Ordinarily she would have walked out to the kitchen and brought in her own breakfast. A maid entered. “Bring me some bacon and eggs, dearie,” Margaret said with a pale smile.


  That remark softened the man. It made him remember the adoration of the maids for her. He pushed back his chair with considerable noise and said: “I am going away, Margaret, if you will release me from my promise and Mother will consent.”


  Instantly her hate and fury were swept away. “Oh, no, Glen!” But she saw that he meant it, and she could not bear it. Anything, anything in the world but that! She tried to speak, to expostulate, but could not. Her jaws were cramped and her throat paralysed. Inwardly she cursed the limitations which denied her speech just when she needed it most.


  The maid brought in her breakfast and departed. Mechanically Margaret picked up her knife and fork while he waited patiently. Then she dropped them with a tiny sound like a groan, and he saw how it was with her.


  “You see, it might happen again, Margaret,” he said miserably.


  That seemed to offer her relief; it opened a tiny avenue for possible escape. Her voice came back. “No, oh, no! By all that’s sacred I swear that it shall not happen again.”


  A long look into each other’s eyes, and then he turned to the door with an: “All right, my dear!”


  Again Margaret knew happiness—fevered, unreal happiness. Oh, she must be careful. How could she have imagined that Miette even existed? She went out into the air with her babies to take a walk before lessons, and, meeting Miette on the way, she proved Miette did not exist by not noticing her.


  It needed an experienced woman of the world to manage the task Margaret had undertaken. An experienced woman would never have been foolish enough to sweep past Miette with queenly scorn. Thrones are often toppled over by lowly weapons.


  Miette spent all that day cunningly contriving. She decided to ignore Margaret’s cut. Miette had no desire whatever to leave Maunganui. She was lazy, and Maunganui spelt plenty. There was also, of course, her real desire to do the best thing for Ian. She would pretend she had not noticed.


  She had no difficulty in doing this, for Margaret was ashamed and sorry after a while and made up to her.


  So things went on well enough for a few days, with Miette getting little satisfaction and angry because she could not understand. Margaret was giving her a free rein with Glengarry, and taking no notice whatever of her subtle manoeuvring. And the man had ceased to pay her any attention at all. He supinely accepted her busy-bodying about him, that was all. There were days when Miette felt so desperate that she almost made straightforward proposals to Glengarry. And she kept a sharp eye on Jimmy, in case—


  Then the devil himself helped her. Margaret was in Miette’s bedroom with her one afternoon for some reason Miette had concocted to get her there. The room was very untidy. Margaret sat on a tin trunk beside the dressing-table, and on the table was Glengarry’s handkerchief, placed there cunningly by Miette. The man’s name was prettily picked out in the corner of the rag, and this corner was exposed to Margaret’s view. She had hardly seated herself when she noticed it. Her eyes opened wide and she uttered a surprised: “Why, you have Mr. Glengarry’s handkerchief!”


  Miette snatched at it in a way that she tried to make appear embarrassed and exclaimed: “Why, Glen must have forgotten—” And then cut herself as though she had committed an indiscretion and thrust the handkerchief down her blouse.


  Her ruse worked to a certain extent. Margaret was certainly upset about it. She was sickened, but for the life of her she could not decide whether she was sickened over Miette’s utter unscrupulousness or with the idea that there might be something in it. She knew of the vein of weakness in the man; she knew of the contempt Glengarry had for both Miette and Ian, who he had once said was only half a man; she knew that Glengarry’s attitude towards herself was no criterion at all of what his attitude towards a woman of Miette’s type would be. She knew that in the last analysis he could not be depended upon to sustain even his own code of honour.


  And again she began to suffer. Reason advised her to go to the man and have it out, but what was left of her spiritual delicacy, of the refinement of thought and action on which her graciousness rested, argued not. She did not see such a course as impossible, now that she had been dragged from her pedestal. She saw it as something arguable, as something that might be done in the future, but not yet. The vulgarisation of her mind was proceeding apace since that link had snapped in the chain of her womanhood. She had lost sight of a divine quality in her love. Longstair’s explanation of the place occupied by woman in society had swept that idealistic conception utterly away. He had placed the cold but saving hand of science upon her love, and in plucking out the idealism, had necessarily left her only the materialism. The high-flown, spiritual aspect of her love could only have emanated from a transcendental psychology, and that transcendentalism had now been destroyed.


  A touch of the grossness inseparable from an ignorant materialism now fell upon her inevitably. Many times now her thoughts would dwell upon the physical delights to be derived from her love. She came nearer to the great average of humanity, and got a somewhat clearer view of Miette’s type.


  Things moved in a circle. The worry the incident of the handkerchief occasioned Margaret made her impatient, easily roused to anger, sharpened her soft tongue at times almost to asperity. This was reflected in the household. That fact and the consciousness of the injustice of it fomented her trouble to a point where her health began to suffer. She could not sleep well; that made her tired and listless through the days. She went off her food, and in a week or two became thin. Everyone remarked it but Barry. He was unfailingly kind, and often said to her that he intended taking her to Sydney soon for a long holiday.


  Only once did Glengarry ask her what the matter was, and she almost snapped his head off. Her low physical vitality laid her open easily to affections of the mind. The circle never ceased to operate; day and night some part of it ate at her stamina.


  Barry wanted to get right away. She would not go, and would irritably give insufficient reasons why. Day by day her jealousy grew from little to big, and day by day her resistance fell away. The children got little attention, and Harry especially suffered. He would hover about her, full of his love, expressing it in numberless little ways, endeavouring to arouse her interest in him again.


  She was sure, at last, that Miette had her lover, and the ferment in her mind raged night and day. The suppression of it called for an effort she knew would soon be beyond her.


  She rallied herself and determined to have it out with the man, to drag the truth out of him.


  Miette did not dream that her behaviour was the cause of Margaret’s ill-health. As a matter of fact she had not at this latter time given much attention to Margaret. She was full of gratification. Jimmy had succumbed to her again, and she thought that she saw signs of the Scotsman surrendering too. The satiation of her lust diminished her desire for revenge on Margaret. Often at this latter time she felt sorry for her beautiful cousin, whose beauty and graciousness were leaving her.


  But Miette could not refrain from talking of Glengarry, for whom now she had conceived a real passion. The libertine spoke now in place of the strategist, and Margaret’s instinct sensed the difference and the reason for it.


  She had to know. Spasms of unspeakable hatred for Glengarry alternated with periods of yearning love. The idea that the man should dare even to look at another woman before breaking with her flagellated her and took toll of her physically, as though she were literally having the life flogged out of her with scorpion whips. Watching her chance she waylaid the man.


  Glengarry was really very much worried by her illness but he was not the man to push his inquiries and solicitations upon her when once he had been rebuffed. When she waylaid him and asked him to go to her little private sitting-room with her, he followed her in some trepidation. Her manner was so hostile and hard. Evidently there was something very much the matter with her.


  She said at once, without preamble: “Don’t you know what it is that is killing me?”


  He was startled. “No. Killing you! You don’t mean—”


  She saw that he did not know. “Yes, killing me. It is you. It is the way you are carrying on with Miette.”


  He was thunderstruck. He fell back from her and stared open-mouthed, then laughed uncertainly. “But, my dear, I don’t understand. What do you mean?”


  She stepped close up to him. “Tell me, Glen, tell me on your most sacred honour the truth about Miette.”


  He grabbed her arm. “You tell me. Has that she-devil been lying to you about me?”


  “She has led me to believe for some time past that you and she have been— Oh, how can I say it!”


  He dropped her arm and sat down. “And you believed her. Knowing the——as you do, you believed her without giving me a chance.”


  She looked at him with baffled eyes. How could she explain to him the subtleties of an unscrupulous woman crazed by lust? “I did not believe her for a long time, I suppose. I began to believe her when I began to court you and caused that last trouble between us.”


  “What! So far back as that?”


  “Yes. Then I got over it. But then something else happened. Oh! some trick she played on me; and lately, oh, Glen, lately I have known that if she did not already have you, she soon would. There has been a difference in her. I know. No matter what you say, I know there is something.” The terrible rage of the jealous boiled up in her.


  She put Glengarry “wise to himself.” He realised for the first time what Miette had sensed and detected in him for some time. He had been slipping towards her. Her constant sycophancy, the neverceasing wear and tear of her lustful attentions had been wearing down the barrier between them. Glengarry remembered furtive touches of her soft hands, instantly apologised for—oh, and many other things. After all, he was no superman, and the woman he loved was denied him for ever. A sort of sulkiness beset him. Margaret was not fair.


  “Why don’t you answer?” she flung at him.


  “Look here, Margaret, I don’t think you are quite fair to me. You have got everything that makes life worth living. You have a husband, home and children. I’ve got nothing, and yet you expect me to live the life of an anchorite. It’s not fair.”


  “Oh!” Her bosom heaved with her sense of outrage and injustice. “You can tell me that, when I have offered you myself, whom you love. You talk of husband, that good man who is only a friend to me; of children, whom I am ceasing to love because of you; of home, of home, when my place as a wife is with the cattle in the pens! Oh, you—!” And for the first time in her life she uttered a vile word.


  It brought the blood to Glengarry’s face in a dark flood. It brought him to his feet, his great hands knotted in fury. He towered above her, and the sheer agony of her expression subjugated him. His rough features moved in sympathy. “You had better let me go away from here, Margaret, or else send Miette away.”


  And again she was overcome with fear. Her vitality was so low, both mental and physical, her mind was in a state almost of derangement. She clung to him, sobbing, incoherently imploring, until he thought he would go mad.


  “All right, all right,” he kept repeating to soothe her. But his mind was filled too with resentment at womankind in general. All sex, they were. “Pull yourself together, Margaret,” he commanded roughly, and under his breath swore dreadfully about that “slut” that had caused this. “I’m ashamed of you. A woman like you to be worried like this over a thing like her. Why, surely you know, Margaret, that even if I did use her for a cesspit, that is all there would be to it.”


  “It is the thought that you would go to her when I, your love, am waiting for you. You have made me a bad woman, Glen. But don’t go away. If you can’t stay here without—without— Oh, you know, Glen; then stay with it. I’ll put up with it. I will, I will! If you leave me I shall die.”


  The pinnacle? Pinnacles and property rights do not go together.


  CHAPTER XXIV


  Exhausted, she lay upon her bed when Barry came in to her. She did not bother even to turn her head. He sat on the side of the bed and looked at her, then said gently: “Margaret.”


  Some note there was in his voice, some indication of understanding sympathy, which arrested her flat mood. Was there a special significance in his tone? It came to her of a sudden that Barry must be very blind indeed not to have guessed the truth. He was so close to her; she had drawn comfort from his very bosom. Surely he must have guessed the source of the sighs which had agitated her hours of rest so. She sighed now, deeply and tremulously, and turned to him. “Yes, dear.”


  At the sight of her woe-begone face, the sunken lustreless eyes which had formerly gleamed so starrily, the pinched-in mouth with its blue lips which were once so scarlet, the fallen cheeks which were once so firm and beautifully moulded—at the sight of all these which the trail of her blighted love had left, Messenger’s own countenance assumed an aged withered appearance. But from his eyes there shone a sublime sympathy and love. He swiftly bent over her and drew her into his arms, cradled her up to his breast. “Oh, my dear, is it as bad as that?”


  Margaret looked up at him wonderingly. Did he know? Was it possible that he understood?


  “Barry, what do you mean?” she whispered.


  “I know, dear. I know all about it. Did you think you could hide it from me? I have known all along. It has worried me. I have thanked God that you and he are the kind of people you are.”


  She lay breathless, wondering, picking at his face with fingers that seemed transparent in their thinness. He knew, this husband, and he took her in his arms. But what did he mean by that latter sentence? Ah! she knew. He did not dream of the consummation of their love. He must never know. So filled did she become with the sense of the man’s goodness that for an instant, but only for an instant, she saw the illicit love union with Glengarry’s eyes. For an instant she knew the meaning of his: “I would sooner have died a thousand deaths.”


  “You have known all the time,” she breathed, her haggard eyes searching his, which poured steadily down on her that stream of sympathy.


  Then she broke down. Did ever such sobs come from woman before? So heart-rending, so monstrous were the convulsions of her bosom, that it seemed as though her frame would tear asunder.


  And the man mingled his tears with hers.


  When at last she had exhausted the reservoir of her tears and lay quietly, he said: “Darling, something has to be done, and I’m going to do it. You love Glengarry and he loves you. I have watched and watched and I have seen enough. You are falling into your grave. I did not know such things happened really, Margaret. I did not know that people really died for love, but now I see that it is quite possible— The children are the first consideration. They need your care. I will go away, go right away to the other end of the world, and leave you and Glengarry here.”


  She sat up abruptly, gazing on him now with a sort of adoration. What a man! Was there another like him? Oh, how she loathed herself for loving the other with this man here for husband!


  “Barry, stop! For God’s sake! What do you take me for? Me and him? You shame me utterly! I want to die!” She slipped off the bed, sank down at his feet, and rested her head on his knees. She quivered in every nerve.


  “My dear, you are the whole of my life. It is agony to me to see you suffer. I have thought about it a lot, in the night when you have cried on my breast, thinking me asleep. You must see this can’t go on. The children are suffering.” His voice rose harshly.


  Margaret should have told him then the whole truth. She should have opened her heart about Miette, but she held yet enough selfesteem and pride to disallow this. Show Barry her pettiness, her jealousy, and her grossness! Glengarry, yes, for he was on that lower level; but Barry— The idea did not occur to her. All very well to say she was silly, but every day individuals are suffering to hide their sins and faults and failings from the eyes of those to whom they give and from whom they receive respect. Margaret worshipped her husband. She could not yet kill his faith in her essential goodness.


  Nor was she equal to the strain of arguing the rights and wrongs of the matter with him. She was soul-tired and physically spent—so spent, indeed, that she saw things but darkly; she could scarcely concentrate her mind on the necessity of having this thing out with Barry.


  “Oh, Barry,” she said, almost irritably, “don’t talk rot! The idea of you leaving the children is unthinkable. They love you.”


  He winced visibly. The children, not her. “They like Glengarry, too,” he said. “They would soon forget me.”


  Margaret rose from her knees and stood before him. “Well, I don’t know why you should think that I could ever do such a thing. Some day Harry would be sitting still in that thoughtful way of his, and he would say: ‘Mother, I wonder where Daddy is?’ And Margaret would ask: ‘Mummy, where is my Daddy?’ And I, Barry, what would I, their Mother, say to them? No, I must endure it. I am a wife. Did it ever strike you, Barry, that I am your property, just like your cattle and pigs?”


  “No, no, Margaret. You are my wife. I ask nothing of you; demand nothing of you. Have I ever attempted to coerce you or tyrannise over you in any way?”


  “No, but you are my owner just the same. Because I am your wife, I cannot have the man I love.”


  Every scrap of colour drained from his face. It became white, like starch. “Would you take Glengarry, Margaret, while you are living with me?”


  She had no pity for him in that respect. “Take him! Yes, and glory in doing it. Do we not love each other? But he—he is your friend. To him I am your property. To him I can prostitute myself to you and still be cleanly; but to give my body to my love would be the crime of crimes.” She walked over to her mirror and peered into it closely. “You see this face of mine, Barry. You can see that the life is draining out of me. He can see it too. And he would see it drain away drop by drop, and yet be loyal to your sense of property rights in woman. Funny, isn’t it?” She sat down before her mirror and continued to stare into it, while the man struggled with the morass into which she had flung his soul.


  By and by he said in a voice that was full of pain unutterable: “That is too much to ask of me, girl. Anything else in the world but that.” His voice trailed off to a whisper.


  Touched by remorse, she rose and went to him and cuddled him to her. “I do not ask it, Barry dear. I do not ask it. If I lived for a thousand years, I could never forgive myself for bringing this trouble on you. But I can’t help it, Barry. I can’t help it. You can do nothing for me, dear. I am going to make another fight. I’ll fight hard, too, for your sake and the children’s.”


  What she meant was that she would tell Miette to go. How dared she trifle with the lives of her husband and children for the sake of that red-haired man and his jade of a wife? She would compel her to go. That would finish it.


  So the next morning immediately after breakfast she took her courage in both hands and went along to the Longstairs’ room. She needed courage too, for she was at such a low ebb that she felt incapable of tackling any task, even a congenial one, and this she had set herself to do was hateful to her.


  She knocked on their main door and walked in, trembling, very white of face. Ian and Miette were still at the breakfast-table, Ian with a paper before him.


  “Hallo,” he said cheerily, and at the friendliness of him Margaret’s heart sank lower. She wished now that she had asked Barry to do this thing for her. But no. It was her business, and Barry need not know everything.


  “Ian,” she began, and her voice shook noticeably. “I have come to ask you and Miette to leave my house.” She could get no further then, her throat filled so.


  He put the paper down and then folded it elaborately. Miette started, then sat staring at Margaret while the idea sunk in.


  Longstair said: “Well, Margaret, it is your house, and you have a right to have whom you like in it; but I thought you enjoyed my society.” There was a trace of sulkiness in his voice.


  “Oh, Ian, I have. I have liked you more than I could say. This is hateful to me, Ian, but I have a duty to my husband and my children. My house must be cleaned—”


  She stopped uncertainly, not knowing how to go on, then added quickly: “Of course, Barry will provide for you, Ian. He will make you an adequate allowance.”


  He did not refuse the offer. It suited him. He had a right to it, according to his philosophy. Miette was looking out of the window now, biting her lips in chagrin and rage. She said not a word.


  Ian looked at his wife and from her to Margaret. “What do you mean by the ‘clean’ business, Margaret? Do you mean to say that we have dirtied your house?”


  Margaret rose, and with all her old dignity answered him. “Ian, there are things which cannot be said, sometimes, between one person and another. It is best for all concerned that you and your wife leave the station. Barry will discuss the matter of your allowance with you. It is Tuesday now. Please be ready to go by Saturday.” And with that she departed without glancing at Miette.


  That lady spat out a string of the foulest oaths her experienced tongue could disentangle from her rage. This, just when things were all coming her way. Her vindictive, puffy eyes shot sparks, and her pearly, tiny rat’s teeth were bared. Usually Ian cowered away from her exhibitions of temper, but this time he astounded her by countering it.


  “Shut your foul mouth!” he commanded. “This is your fault.” He pushed his chair back from the table and flung himself about in as violent a manner as his effeminacy would allow. “You have been up to something, I know. By God! If I thought that you had been putting it over me, I’d—” In a sudden access of jealous suspicion he struck her on the face.


  He was contemptible, and he knew it. He showed his essential self, selfish, mean-spirited, petty and weak in material things as he was intellectually large and fine. Shallow in every way.


  Though the blow hurt and made her nose bleed, Miette was too astounded for words or anything else. She sat goggling while the blood trickled from her nose into her mouth.


  The sight of the blood unnerved Ian. He flattened out. Had he really struck her? He stared from her to his fist, then back again at the blood. He had a funny, deflated feeling, as though his body were caving in. The colour ebbed away from his face, leaving his big freckles standing out in dark blotches.


  Miette came to. Ian had struck her! She had been fond of Ian before, but now she almost felt he was a man. He had displayed force towards her. She tasted her own blood, and it was good because a man had drawn it. “Oh, Ian!” she cried, and burst into great sobs of ecstatic joy. She grovelled before him. She blubbered out babyish phrases of mingled reproach and self-abasement. She cried loudly like a little child.


  CHAPTER XXV


  But Glengarry had decided to leave Maunganui despite his promise to Margaret. He saw in front of him a repetition of such scenes, and to sustain them he felt to be beyond him. He would tell Messenger the truth and go that week-end, on the Saturday. Messenger would understand. He was not like these God-damn women that thought a man was made for nothing but to trot around their sex like a gluttonous dog round a rotten carcase.


  So on Tuesday morning when he and Messenger had left the house together and were proceeding across the front lawn en route for their horses he abruptly intimated that he would have to leave the station.


  Barry received the news quietly. His brow wrinkled and his eyes took on a darkness unusual to them, that was all. After a while he said: “Yes? Have you quite decided?”


  The other stopped and faced him. “Yes, I’ve quite decided.” Their eyes met, and Glengarry knew that he had no need to tell his friend anything. Messenger knew.


  Not till then did the Scotsman realise all that the other’s friendship had meant to him. “By God!” he muttered, and the oath was a tribute to the husband who had known and had not spoken.


  And again in the paddock as with the woman before he felt his bowels turn to water within him and the essence of his rugged manhood dissolve to womanish tears. He put up a hand to brush them away, and Messenger stared at the distant horizon. Then they turned to move on again, and when the next word was spoken the tones of both were non-committal and ordinary.


  Margaret had left the Longstairs’ room lighter of heart and with life already creeping back into her veins. Oh, foolish! Oh, stupid she had been, to let her pride, conscience, or anything else, dam up the stream of her happiness. She went to the nursery, and for the first time for weeks romped with the children. It tired her dreadfully, but she persisted for quite a time, and then took their lessons for an hour or two. This left her dead beat, so she sent them off with a maid to take the air and retired to her room to rest.


  No sooner did she lie down upon her bed than there came a knock at her door, and to her: “Come in,” Mrs. Glengarry entered. The old lady was worried-looking, and Margaret raised herself a little and asked kindly: “What is the matter, Mother? You look worried.”


  “Mother” seated herself in the rocking-chair beside the bed and clasped her rheumy hands. She looked very feeble and old and pathetic as she bent forward and almost whispered to Margaret: “Dearie, Angus tells me that he is leaving the station on Saturday. What is the matter? Can he no do the work?”


  She was not at all prepared for the effect of her words on her listener. Margaret sat bolt upright, her lower jaw slackened; then she shot out a hand and grabbed at the other. “What!” her voice was almost strident. “What! Leave the station! He was joking, Mother.”


  But the old lady only stared at her, struck dumb with surprise. And suddenly Margaret fell back on the bed. She had swooned. She lay like one dead.


  But the old lady knew a fainting fit. She did not call for assistance; just clasped her hands upon her breast and rocked herself to and fro, to and fro, making little moaning noises.


  And luck had it that Barry walked in. He had been revolving in his mind the effect of his news on Margaret, and had felt that he must get the telling over. When he entered her room and saw her lying there with the Scotswoman wailing beside her, he got a fearful shock. He thought she was dead, she lay so still and white and wanlike. “Margaret!” he cried, and was beside her with a bound.


  Mrs. Glengarry looked at him furtively in misery and solicitude. The agony in his face was awful. “It’s all right, Laddie,” she whispered. “The lass has only fainted. She’ll be round in a minute or two. See, she is waking again.” Then she rose, and with bowed shoulders and still uttering those moaning noises crept out of the room.


  That ever she should live to see this day! Her Angus and that bonny lass! A quick uprush of maternal jealousy and hatred for the woman assailed her, but as quickly receded. She had loved her so! She sat huddled in a chair in her own room with sweet memories of her boy’s childhood alternating in her mind with pangs of grief and sorrow for the troubles of his maturity.


  When Margaret woke to find Barry with her, she clutched at him in hysterical fear. “Oh, Barry! He is going away! His mother said he was going away! Don’t let him go, Barry! Don’t let him!” She pressed herself against him wildly. “Barry, tell him I have told Miette to leave the station!”


  He started and pushed her away. “What’s that? Miette? What has she to do with it?”


  All caution, all pride and self-respect were flung to the winds. “She has been carrying on with him, Barry. He would not come to me because of you, but he would go to Miette whom he hates. That is what has been killing me. She was carrying on with Jimmy. You ask him. She’s only a common harlot, and I told her this morning to leave the station. You tell Glen, Barry, and he will stay.”


  She flung off the bed and knelt before him, for he had risen with a face like thunder. He violently jerked her up to him.


  “Why didn’t you tell me? Ay? Don’t I count in this house at all? Why didn’t you come to me?”


  Her hysteria left her. She dropped limply into the rocker and began to move heavily back and forth.


  Messenger was frightened at the sight of her. “Well, Margaret,” he gave in. “You’ll never know what you have done to me, but I’ll do this for you. I’ll ask Glengarry to stay.”


  She reached for his hand and kissed it. She wetted it with her tears.


  But Glengarry would not stay. When Messenger went to him with his plea, the Scot saw that a change had taken place in the man’s attitude towards him. He saw that the friendship he had set before the life of the woman he loved was not now whole. There was a sternness in those eyes, a compression of those chiselled lips, that told a tale to Glengarry.


  He blamed the woman. His feeling for the woman in those minutes was a molten thing that might be either love or hate. He would not stay. “It is impossible, Messenger,” he told Barry. “I couldn’t stand it.”


  “Don’t you think you might consider her first?” asked the other with stiff lips. “She’s in a terrible condition,” he muttered, hating to say it.


  Glengarry flashed out: “That is not my fault. I have done what I could. I asked her to send that —— away long ago, and she wouldn’t. Do you believe that I have played with Mrs. Longstair?”


  Messenger peered at him suspiciously. “My wife believes you have,” he said sternly. “She must have reason to do so.”


  “If she thinks so, it is because she believes the woman before me. God only knows what’s in the woman to lie about me to Mrs. Messenger. I give you my word there is nothing.”


  Messenger was nonplussed. “Oh, well, she is going, and then we’ll be rid of her. Will you stay?”


  “I can’t. She’ll get over it, Barry. She has her children and you. I have nothing. I couldn’t bear to live here now. Take her away from here—anywhere—everywhere. She will soon recover, and then you will have your home again. I’m sorry, old chap.”


  There was a long silence, and then Messenger said: “You will always be welcome in my home,” and left the room.


  With his arms about his wife he told her of her lover’s decision. She stared at him suspiciously as though she doubted his honesty, then tore herself from his embrace and darted about from one object to another with a strange accretion of energy. Two fiery spots came into her cheeks.


  Patiently the man besought her to control herself for the children’s sake.


  “I’ll try,” she answered; “I’ll try, believe me. Do you know, Barry, I just don’t know, now, where those children came from.” She sat down and tried to compose herself. She had a real fear that she was going mad.


  Messenger stayed with her, trying by all manner of means to interest her, to strengthen her. He believed that once Glengarry was out of the house she would be better, and decided to ask the man to go the very next morning. He brought the baby, a dear wee toddler, to her. It almost broke his heart to see her impatience with it. He tried to awaken her motherhood, her love for Harry, whom she had worshipped, and whom he pictured to her now as pining for his mother. A true picture.


  “You know, Margaret,” he said, “Harry only lives for you. If you won’t let me go away, you must do your ‘bit’ for the kiddies’ sake. You must play the game.”


  “Yes,” she answered in a deep big voice that startled Messenger. “I must play the game—the game of the property wife.” Her tone excited her own wonder. That was not her voice; it was a man’s voice. She glanced obliquely at Barry. He looked away from her eyes. “You take the baby back to the nursery and stay with the children, Barry,” she said. “I will rest. I should really prefer to be alone, dear.”


  He left her unwillingly. The fear came to him, too, that she might be losing her reason. He took the baby back to the nursery and left the house, walking anywhere, letting his jealousy and its kindred emotions run riot within him. He blamed himself, too, now. He should have acted in the beginning, when he first suspected. He should have forced her to go away somewhere and got rid of Glengarry in her absence. He tried to find the man blameworthy, so that he might go to him and fight. Fight was what he wanted now—the struggle of man to man in primeval fashion. But, believing as he did that Glengarry had acted “honourably,” he could find no basis for blame. No, it was just one of those terrible accidents that ravel the even skein of individual life. He walked for hours until fatigue pulled him to the ground. And no sooner did he sit down to rest than the thought of the distraught woman at home dragged him to his feet again in a frenzy of desire to give her comfort. He gauged her distress by his own.


  Hour after hour Margaret paced up and down her room asking herself, without ever finding answer, what she could do to rid her mind of its disorder. And often as she would say to herself that she must be calm and determined and forget that the man she loved was leaving her, the poignancy of the fact would crush reason out of her and leave her shaking as with palsy. She had forgotten now that time had ever existed when she was not crazed with mingled yearning and hatred for her lover.


  She would see him. She would appeal to him herself. She would upbraid him and curse him in the name of all the Margarets in the world.


  She opened the door. Little Harry was sitting on the floor without, just sitting there like a mouse watching his mother’s door. Margaret did not notice that his face was thin, that his eyes lit up at sight of her. She did not notice the joy of his: “Mother!”


  She looked at him calculatingly and then said cunningly: “Run and find Mr. Glengarry for me, Harry, there’s a darling, and tell him to come here.”


  He jumped up gladly. “Oh, Mummy, yes, if you will kiss me.”


  She kissed him, and he ran off, looking back at her with longing eyes. He came back shortly to say that Glengarry would not come. She slammed the door in his face. The boy sat down on the floor again with a dull, pained wonder in his eyes and waited.


  There Barry found him. The father picked him up and carried him to his sisters at play, telling him that Mother was ill, with a strange illness that made her forget everybody, but that she would soon be better again.


  Harry told his father of the message that he had taken to Glengarry. The finding of the boy and that message roused a terrible anger in the patient man, and this time it was directed against his wife. No excuse whatever could he find for the neglect of and cruelty towards the boy. He kept away from her, not trusting his tongue or even his capacity for withholding blows from her with that dreadful anger upon him.


  And she was alone with the fiends of hell. As darkness closed down she pulled the curtains of her window aside and tried to suck palliation from the elements, from the earth that was her mother, from the calm of the mighty universe that kept the pigmy souls of men in leading strings.


  When Messenger came at last to her she was standing there before the night. He had calmed his anger, and now approached her with his old loving manner. She said merely: “Look, you man, who owns the souls of women, look out here and ask yourself is there any sense in life at all?”


  “You are beside yourself, Margaret. Come to bed and rest. We shall go away from here for a year, starting to-morrow afternoon.”


  The last vestige of her womanhood forsook her. “Yes,” she flared coarsely. “And leave him here with Miette.”


  In disgust he stepped back. He blinked his eyes as though the sight of her was obnoxious. “My God, Margaret! Isn’t it enough that the man has refused you when you have offered yourself like any common strumpet to him? Do you want me to despise you utterly?”


  She saw him through a red haze. Yes, there he was, sticking up for the man, clinging to his own sex against the woman. Well, she would fix him. “Refused me, did he?” she taunted. “Why, he came into my bed. He has been in my bed and I in his!” And now, utterly deranged, she flung her head back and laughed shrilly. She did not notice the man slink away from her with the hand of death writ large upon him.


  All night through she sat dumbly in a straight-backed chair. She had ceased to think long since. She knew but dully that Barry had not returned.


  And shortly after dawn, while she was still seated there, there came a hurry and scurry upon the stair, and then her door opened swiftly and Jimmy came in. He was grey of face and haunted-looking. He did not seem to notice the peculiarity of her sitting there at that time. In truth he didn’t notice it, for he was in mortal terror.


  “Lady! Lady!” he whispered. “Something has happened to Barry.”


  She moved her lips, colourless as putty, and he heard a faint: “Yes?”


  He shook her. “Something has happened to Barry! Oh, Lady! Barry is dead! He is drowned! Scotty found him in the dam when he was on the way to the far paddock.”


  At that she rose up, very calm and collected. “Dead, did you say, Jimmy? Barry is drowned?”


  “Yes, Lady.”


  The Maori had seen at last that there was something dreadfully amiss here, too. He backed away from her with terrified eyes. What had come to Maunganui? Had they all gone mad?


  “So.” She looked all round the room as though searching for something, then stood struggling with thought.


  At last she looked up at him with eyes that made Jimmy mutter: “Why, you are dead too,” and said slowly: “Then there is something to be done, Jimmy, there is something to be done.”


  “Yes, Lady. Oh, yes. Oh, Lady, what is the matter with you?”


  She went to Barry’s dressing-table and pulled out a drawer.


  Jimmy said: “I shall go and tell Glengarry, Lady.” He was shaking like a leaf. He wiped his hand across his brow and beads of sweat flew off it.


  “No, Jimmy. I shall tell Glengarry. You go down and see to Barry. I shall tell Glengarry.”


  She spoke strongly. She had taken up something from the drawer and now moved towards the door. He followed her out, dreadfully fascinated. He felt a peculiar urge to stick to her, to prevent her from telling Glengarry. He pulled at her sleeve. “Lady, let me tell Glengarry. It is my place.”


  She turned on him imperatively. “Jimmy, go away from me. Am I not mistress here?”


  He slunk away unwillingly, crept half-way down the stairs, then turned back. That urge was irresistible. The horror of Barry’s death faded into nameless terror of something worse. The superstitious kernel of the man came up through the pakeha’s training and stayed his steps at the top of the stairs. “Run away! Run away!” it told him. “A fearsome monster walks with the woman.” He struggled with his childish terror, with his great black eyes almost bolting from his head. Then with an effort he rushed forward; but as he ran there came to his ears a faint gurgling sound.


  Glengarry’s door was open. Jimmy stopped in the doorway. Beside the Scotsman’s bed stood the woman, looking down at the bed, and in her hand was that which brought from Jimmy’s lips an awful, blood-curdling screech of purest terror and grief. It tore through the house from room to room, and was heard by the early risers at the yard.


  Margaret turned to him and held out the dripping razor blade.


  And the wonder of it to Jimmy was that she was again the old Margaret, again the radiant, glorious woman. “See, Jimmy,” she said in her old soft, deep tones. “See. I have revenged Barry, and I have revenged the Margarets of the world. Never again shall man claim property rights in me.”


  She walked to him, past him, and back to her room.


  And Jimmy saw that Glengarry’s throat was cut from ear to ear.


  THE BANNING OF THE BUTCHER SHOP


  Jean Devanny had reason to be puzzled at the reason for the banning of The Butcher Shop. Although it was found by the Censorship Appeal Board in New Zealand to be ‘an indecent document within the meaning of the Indecent Publications Act 1910’, that Act does not throw any light on the nature of the objection to the book. Its definition concerns itself with the nature of the document, not of indecency: ‘ “Indecent document” means any book, newspaper, photograph, print, or writing, and any paper or other thing of any description whatsoever, which has printed or impressed upon it, or otherwise attached thereto, or appearing, shown, or exhibited in any manner whatsoever thereon, any indecent word, statement, or significant sign, or any indecent picture, illustration, or representation’.1 The importation of such indecent documents was prohibited under Section 46 of the Customs Act 1913; and it was partly under the same section of the same Act and partly under a war-time amendment of the Regulation of Trade and Commerce Act which extended the Government’s powers to restrict imports, that an Order-in-Council was made on 10 May 1921 forbidding the importation of ‘any document which incites, encourages, advises, or advocates violence, lawlessness, or disorder, or expresses any seditious intention.’2 Mrs Devanny might have had good reason for suspecting that the objection to her book was political rather than moral.


  William Downie Stewart was Minister of Customs from 1921 to 1928. In his Life and Times of Sir Francis Bell he explains why he accepted the view of the Attorney-General, concerned at the entry of revolutionary, socialist, and seditious literature, that it was more effective to cut off the supply at source, by means of the Customs Act, than to prosecute booksellers.3 Consequently it was his responsibility to provide machinery by which books, if the need was felt, could be judged by people more qualified to do so than the Comptroller of Customs. He set up in 1923 a board of censors, known as the Censorship Appeal Board, consisting of two librarians, and a bookseller; presumably it was called an Appeal Board because its function was to pronounce on such books as were referred to it by the Comptroller of Customs. The men appointed to this Board were Charles Wilson, Parliamentary Librarian; Herbert Baillie, Wellington Public Librarian; and Henry Charles South, President of the Booksellers’ Association and manager of the New Zealand Bible and Book Society shop at 71 Willis Street. These appointments were not gazetted, or so far as I can find, publicly announced; and secrecy, or at least reticence, was a feature of the system from its inception. The Minister explained that the British system, by which the indecent book was seized by the police and its seller prosecuted before a magistrate, created undesirable publicity for the book, ‘whereas under our procedure here hardly anyone knows of the existence of the book’.4


  Downie Stewart illustrated his Department’s procedure by an episode that occurred in May 1926:


  A book was sent out from Home, but before it arrived we received a cable from some individual in London warning us that the book was coming and asking us to intercept it. The book arrived in due course, and I had letters from a number of prominent Anglican clergymen objecting to it. The Board of Censors had the book before them and after consultation with the booksellers the latter agreed that the book should not be allowed to circulate.5


  The book was not The Butcher Shop, as might have been suspected by the Leader of the Labour Party, Harry Holland (who moved in the same Wellington social circles as Jean and Hal Devanny), when he asked the name of the author. It was a novel by Shane Leslie, The Cantab, reflecting in a style of wit and paradox that could be taken for impiety, a Cambridge undergraduate’s questioning of the Christian ministry he was about to undertake. But if one were to substitute a letter from an editor for the letters from clergymen, the procedure followed was almost identical.


  On 1 March 1926 the Prime Minister’s secretary, Frank David Thomson, who was with a ministerial party inspecting irrigation works in Central Otago, received, readdressed, a cable from London:


  Instruct watch for new novel entitled ‘Butchers Shop’ by Jean Devanny Wellington lady Publishers Duckworth, London, alleged depiction station life New Zealand disgusting indecent communistic


  Bert (London)6


  The cable reflects the confusion of motives that marked the reception of the novel: affronted national sensitivity as well as moral and political objections. Whoever Bert may have been,7 his cable was quoted in full when on 27 March the Comptroller of Customs forwarded a copy of The Butcher Shop to Charles Wilson, Chairman of the ‘Board of Censorship’. From the start then the terms in which the novel was judged reflected the same confusion.


  A shipment of the book, however, had reached Auckland, and it included a review copy for the New Zealand Herald. The editor, R. M. Hacket, sent his copy to the Minister of Customs for the attention of the censor. It was a ‘fair sample’ of the ‘pernicious literature’ his readers sometimes complained about in his correspondence columns. ‘We have not reviewed it because anything we could say would likely enough be a good advertisement for it. It is pretty rotten stuff.’8


  By 26 April the Board had reached its decision. Since Charles Wilson, recently retired from his post at the General Assembly Library, had just left for a visit to England, it was signed by the Acting Chairman, H. C. South.


  The Board considers this a bad book all round—sordid, unwholesome and unclean. It makes evil to be good. We are of opinion that it should be banned.9


  In the same letter the Board gave its opinion that Leon Trotsky’s Where is Britain Going? published in the same month as The Butcher Shop, should not be banned because it was ‘enlightening’ as a ‘frank statement of what Sovietism stands for’.


  There was no public announcement of the Board’s decision. But the Christchurch Sun picked it up from local Customs officials, and The Press next day reported it too—the only two newspapers, so far as I know, to report the decision or to protest.10 Neither the writer of an editorial in the Sun nor a columnist in The Press—both had read the book—could understand why it had been singled out from many others circulating that might have been found equally offensive, and both guessed that the reason was that the story was set in New Zealand. Such too was the view of Seton Crisp in the Sydney Bulletin, who mocked the protectiveness of New Zealand authorities towards the reading public. Crisp found the novel ‘crude enough, Heaven knows, but behind it all there is, for those who choose to look for it, sincerity and a certain grim strength’.11 He quoted a personal letter from Jane Mander expressing apprehension as to the reception in store for the book from ‘those gentle souls’ who had been horrified by her own novels. An articulate and eloquent protest against the ban appeared in the Victoria University College student publication Spike, and Mrs K. A. Coleridge of the Library at the Victoria University of Wellington tells me it was ‘almost certainly’ written by J. C. Beaglehole, then a graduate of the University about to leave for England. This article is not only an arraignment of censorship itself but contains the only competent analysis of the novel made in New Zealand at the time. ‘What any of these gentlemen knows about literature I have been unable to discover. They apparently enjoy a certain standing as critics of morals. This is a melancholy reflection.’12


  An interview with Jean Devanny was reported in the New Zealand Times and this was reprinted in the Christchurch Sun and Otago Witness.13 In the New Zealand Free Lance Nelle Scanlan, the sentimental novelist, reported another interview, thought by the writer in Spike to be ‘ineffably patronising’. Nelle Scanlan presented Jean Devanny as ‘the busy housewife … as far removed from any suggestion of coarseness or brutality as one could well imagine … [with] a quick intelligence, a keen knowledge of. life on its rougher side’, but (it was suggested) not yet old and wise enough to lose her intense enthusiasm for her belief in ‘scientific socialism’.14


  Jean Devanny’s reaction to the ban was initially one of hurt and disappointment, but on reflection she was not surprised. Three quotations from interviews reflect her responses, two of them contemporary, the third four years after:


  The authoress, Mrs Jean Devanny, is a resident of Garrett street, Wellington, and she feels very hurt by the action of the board.


  To a pressman who called on her the other day Mrs Devanny freely expressed her views. ‘No reason,’ she said, ‘has been given me as to the reason why the book is banned. It seems very strange, because the book has been so well received by the English reviewers, and I have had some beautiful letters from responsible people in the Old Country. Also, I have been invited, since my book appeared, to join the Authors’ Association.’


  ‘Probably,’ she went on, ‘the book was banned because of its brutality, but that cannot be helped, for it is a true story of New Zealand country life. I know it is true. I have lived in the country and have seen for myself.


  ‘Naturally I was very disappointed at my book being banned here, but it is possible the reason is that it would have been a bad advertisement for New Zealand. It would, too. But I repeat, it is all true. Then, again, a good deal of the opposition to the book might be political. I cannot disassociate my writings from my Socialistic views, and the book was written with a purpose.


  ‘However, the censors here have given the book the best advertisement it could have. My publishers advise me they are delighted with the sales in England. There were a couple of chapters at the end cut out and I am sorry for that. It may be said that the book is brutal, but intellectual people who have read it agree that for me to draw a logical conclusion I could not have ended it in any other way. What I have written is history down through the ages, and my theme was the subjugation of woman in all time. The title is chosen because the woman is butchered. It is a materialistic conception of history. Only a scientific Socialist will fully comprehend my object.’15


  ‘I am not surprised that my book has been banned,’ said Mrs Devanny.


  ‘I know it is horrible, brutal, revolting. But life is brutal—brutal to women, working women.’


  ‘Why did you choose that title, “The Butcher Shop,” ’ I asked.


  ‘Because the woman is butchered in life.’


  ‘I wrote that book with a purpose. Always I have known the brutality of life, not in my own home, but I have been actively engaged in the Labour cause, and as a social worker I have learnt a great deal. As a married woman with two children, I am not inexperienced. I know the problem underlying home life. Other writers have attacked this subject, but usually they chose a woman who is childless. That problem is simple. It is where there are children that the real problem arises. In writing this story with all its vivid brutality, I have taken every scene from life. I have endeavoured to show the subjugation of woman from ancient times. It is the man who chooses his mate—not the woman.’


  ‘Does she not sometimes, by subtle, less direct methods, have a hand in the choice?’


  She swept the suggestion aside.


  ‘It is a man’s prerogative to make the choice. The wife has been merely a chattel. I am not advocating polyandry, which means more husbands than one, but showing life as it is, stressing phases. Unfortunately, my publishers have cut out a couple of chapters at the end which included my philosophy and were really the key to the story. In this I had fully explained my theme which, as I have told you, is based on the materialistic conception of history. As the story stands, the average person thinks it is a sex story. It is not. Only a scientific socialist will fully comprehend my true objective.’16


  ‘When I tell you why I am against the present system of society you may say that I am an embittered woman, a depressing woman (some say that my books are depressing). I am a revolutionary, if you like. But I do not feel particularly soured of soul. I don’t try to depress my readers. What have I against this system then? Well, we came to Australia from New Zealand about 15 months ago because we intended to go to England, where the field of writing is less parochial and conservative, and partly because I thought it would benefit my son Karl’s health. My husband went into business, and because of the economic factors against him he failed immediately. He is a good workman, and there is no work for him to do. My daughter has trained as a musician and a typist, and there is no job for her either. My son’s delicate health debars him from being anything but an art student. We had to live.


  ‘Until a few weeks ago I was working in a cafe in Her Majesty’s Arcade, Sydney. Perhaps you did not know this. I still get a little money from my books. Since it was published in 1926 I have had about £400, proceeds from the ‘Butcher Shop.’ About 15,000 copies have been sold in England, and it has run into four editions. ‘The Butcher Shop’ was banned in New Zealand because the authorities were afraid that its revelations of life on a sheep station would affect migration to the Dominion. It was banned in Australia on the ground of obscenity….’17


  Mrs Devanny does not appear to have been aware of her right, or perhaps did not think it worth it, to appeal against the Board’s decision—a right asserted by the Minister in a debate on censorship in Parliament in 1926. But the right was not otherwise made public. There were two Parliamentary debates on censorship in the General Assembly. In the first, in which John A. Lee (Labour member for Auckland East) and the Leader of the Labour Party H. E. Holland took part, the Labour members, who were more interested in political censorship than indecency, complained of secrecy and of official ignorance as to which books were banned. The Minister of Customs, William Downie Stewart, promised to supply a list of restricted books.18 But though such lists were prepared, and from time to time amended or replaced, it is not clear who, apart from Customs officials, saw them. Three years later, on 1 October 1929, both Peter Fraser and Harry Holland were complaining that no list was available, and W. B. Taverner, the Minister of Customs of the year-old United Party government, agreed to make available the complete list, which, he said, contained 400 titles.19 Yet it was not till September 1935 (in the last days of the Coalition Government of 1931-5) that E. D. Good, the recently-appointed Comptroller of Customs, supplied such a list to Wellington City Library, as a result of a verbal request from the Librarian. The Librarian had this, and subsequent lists and amendments issued during the 1930s and 1940s, bound and kept. The last of these in which The Butcher Shop appears was a complete list published on 19 April 1938.20


  In that year, in spite of there being a Labour Government in office, the Customs Department enforced its decision for the last time, when the bookseller Thomas Avery of New Plymouth imported two copies. In recommending that delivery be not granted the Comptroller of Customs not only cited the opinion of the original Board, he ventured a literary opinion of his own. According to Pat Lawlor, the Censorship Appeal Board, though it was revived for a while in 1935 with two new members, had ceased to operate.21 The Comptroller-General’s opinion was at least as competent as that of the original Board:


  Such a plot is, of course, fairly common in these days, but in this case the matter is dealt with in a most sordid manner: while perhaps if the book was first referred for consideration at the present time we might not prohibit it as actually indecent I do not think that any good purpose would be served by removing it from the list of publications which have been prohibited from importation. To my mind the book has no real literary merit.22


  The Comptroller pointed out that the publisher had not appealed against the 1926 decision. Mark Fagan, Member of the Executive Council (presumably acting on behalf of the Minister of Customs, Walter Nash) approved the Comptroller’s recommendation. There was no further complete list of restricted publications till 1958, and though The Butcher Shop had not been included in any of the interim lists of deletions, it was not present in the 1958 list.23 By that time Jean Devanny’s name and her novel had been largely forgotten in New Zealand.


  But not entirely. There was a clear month between the arrival of the first copies of the book in New Zealand and the decision of the censors, and according to Nelle Scanlan the early shipments had sold out before the book was banned. Several New Zealand libraries hold—or held—copies of the first edition accessioned in 1926. In Auckland Public and Invercargill Public they were presumably kept in cupboards during the ban. The Alexander Turnbull Library in Wellington and the McNab Collection at the Dunedin Public Library, being closed access collections, did not need to restrict their copies. New Plymouth Public Library acquired a 1926 edition by donation somewhere in the late twenties or early thirties, during the ban. Even the General Assembly Library, when G. H. Scholefield was Librarian, acquired a 1928 edition in that year, during the ban, presumably for the reading of Members of Parliament. (This copy was found to be missing in 1960.)


  In late 1946 the Library of the Auckland Museum and Institute was the first of a number of libraries to acquire a copy of The Butcher Shop from a dealer. A pencilled entry on the inside back cover: ‘New Zealand novel formerly censored’, made presumably by the dealer, indicates that though the ban had not been lifted, it was confidently considered in the book trade to be a thing of the past. Gradually through the fifties, sixties, and seventies, most of the major libraries in New Zealand acquired copies by donation or from private collections or dealers.


  Very shortly after she moved to Sydney Jean Devanny gave a lecture at the Aeolian Hall on ‘Literature and Morality’ in which she repudiated any form of censorship. ‘She contended’, it was reported, ‘that censorship by the State was a far greater evil in itself than any it proposed to cure.’ The report continues to summarize her argument: ‘Censorship had never yet succeeded in doing more than draw attention to the forbidden thing. It always defeated its own object.’24


  It is ironic that it was this very appearance in public that led to the censorship of The Butcher Shop in Australia. Jean Devanny cut a striking figure in her Eton crop and long gown with draperies of chiffon over her arms; and her witty point that the ones who needed protection from sexual candour in literature were not the young but the old, attracted a sensational report in The Daily Guardian, which was clipped and filed with the Customs and Excise Office at New South Wales.25 One item in the report, to which officers of the Department of Trade and Customs were to refer repeatedly, was the fact that The Butcher Shop had already been banned in New Zealand. Within three weeks six copies ordered by Dymock’s Book Arcade came to the attention of the Invoice Examining Officer, who read the book in the light of a pragmatic directive issued as recently as 29 August 1929 by the Comptroller-General of Customs.


  Indecency in literature is hard to define, but a book that is restricted should be of such a nature that if taken into Court the probability would be that the book would be condemned.


  The Invoice Examining Officer reported:


  I have perused it and found it is a ‘sex’ novel. There are no passages that could be described as indecent although the sexual relations of the several characters are plainly stated.


  The officer submitted that no action be taken. The Inspector of the Investigation Section, however, wanted a further opinion and referred it to a clerk of his section, C. J. Brossois, who produced eight sheets of plot-summary liberally illustrated with quotations from the novel. Mr Brossois concluded:


  The philosophy expounded by the author is pernicious. It assails the fundamentals of present-day society and in advocating loose morals for married people constitutes a definite danger to impressionable youth. It will be noted that the volume has already been banned in New Zealand vide the attached clipping from the ‘Daily Guardian’.


  He submitted that the book was indecent in terms of Section 52(c) of the Customs Act 1901-25, of which Section 52 dealt with prohibited imports and subsection (c) with ‘blasphemous, indecent or obscene articles’.


  The prohibition was imposed on 2 October 1929 by the Department of Trade and Customs and the Customs and Excise Office at New South Wales, and it lasted till 1958.


  Jean Devanny was not to learn of the ban until the following February after Duckworth had received the six copies returned from Dymocks. She called personally at the Customs Office and finding it was indeed true that her book was banned in Australia, she noted that the ban had been imposed only three weeks before the accession of a new Government, the Labour administration of J. H. Scullin. She addressed a long persuasive letter to the Acting Minister of Customs, F. M. Forde, seeking a reversal. She pointed out that the book had been freely circulating for nearly four years in Australia, Great Britain, and America. She cited favourable extracts from reviews in nine British journals. She claimed that in New Zealand Herbert Baillie had told her that the criticism of the ban had been so strong that he had informed Downie Stewart ‘he would never ban another book’. She was aggrieved that a serious work like her own should be banned while commercially motivated pornography was freely sold. But more pointedly she appealed to the Minister as one Labour supporter to another by suggesting that she had been the victim of party-political animosity of ‘the Tories … in possession of the Benches’ in New Zealand in 1926, and that the Labour Party in the House had fought the ban. She implied a political as well as literary manifesto in her distinction between ‘frank and open discussion of the social and sexual problems we spend our lives trying to readjust’ as practised by ‘we writers of the younger and Labor school’ and ‘lurid descriptions of the sexual depravity of the moneyed classes’. An example of deliberate pornography currently circulating in Australia was George S. Viereck and Paul Eldridge’s My First Two Thousand Years: the Autobiography of the Wandering Jew (New York, Macaulay, and London, Duckworth, 1928). She insisted that she approved of laws against obscenity.


  F. M. Forde was sufficiently impressed by her letter to call for a further report on the book which was duly supplied by Ernest Hall, the Comptroller-General, whose opinion was that The Butcher Shop was indecent and should continue to be prohibited. Forde examined the book himself before regretting that he was unable to vary the earlier decision.


  It is in this context that one should read the interview Jean Devanny gave to Zora Cross (‘Bernice May’) in the Australian Woman’s Mirror in July. By this time she sees, or claims to see, The Butcher Shop as only the first novel of a writer in mid-career.26 In the interview reported in the Otago Witness from Sydney, in December 1930, it is clear that she had adopted Australia as a home more receptive to her ideas than New Zealand had been.


  The last official notice of The Butcher Shop in the documents accessible in Australian Archives is in 1932. Jean Devanny’s departure in 1931 for the Soviet Union and for the 8th World Congress of the Workers’ International Relief in Berlin in October 1931 had attracted official attention, and in anticipation of her return a confidential memorandum (which I have not seen) was sent to the Collector of Customs at Sydney by the Commonwealth Investigation Branch as early as 7 August. (Another, from the Department of Home Affairs, went to Fremantle in September.) On her arrival at Sydney on the S.S. Neckar on 29 January 1932 her baggage was thoroughly searched. Three political pamphlets by Maxim Gorky and the roneo’d documents relating to the Congress were examined in the light of a Proclamation of 19 December 1929 prohibiting literature advocating the violent overthrow of the Government, and were cleared. But Jean Devanny brought with her a copy of the German translation of The Butcher Shop and this was seized. It was in vain that she called at the Customs office to assert that this was her personal author’s copy. Hal Devanny called at the office to pick up the Gorky pamphlets, and Die Herrin was duly (to quote the official minute) ‘put away’, and (in the company of James Hanley’s Boy) was listed among Hollywood Nights, Paris Frolics, and The Virgin’s Progress.


  But before the prohibition was imposed in Australia a good many Australian readers must have had access to The Butcher Shop.


  In Australia The Butcher Shop was in fact only one of many victims of a restrictive censorship policy that began in April 1929 with the banning of James Joyce’s Ulysses. Although it was initiated by a Minister for Trade and Customs (Henry S. Gullett) in the last months of the Nationalist-Country Party coalition government, it was continued by the succeeding Labour and United Australia Party governments. The Department’s test as explained by the New South Wales Collector of Customs, W. H. Barkley, in May 1930 was ‘whether an average householder would accept the book in question as reading for his family’.27 By 1936 the prohibited list, which included political pamphlets and pulp fiction as well as a number of outstanding works of literature, contained about 5,000 titles—including Jean Devanny’s The Virtuous Courtesan, which had been added shortly after publication. In 1937 the Minister, T. W. White, initiated a more liberal policy by setting up a Literature Censorship Board to whose advice he would pay attention. There was machinery for appeal. The first Board consisted of two teachers of languages and literature at Canberra University College, J. F. M. Haydon and Dr L. H. Allen, and the National Librarian, Kenneth Binns. Although the Board released a hundred or so books within two years, including such classics as Moll Flanders, Ulysses, Farewell to Arms, Brave New World, and John Dos Passos’s 1919, the prohibited list was still extensive and included Jean Devanny’s two novels. (And in 1941 the restriction on Ulysses was reimposed.)


  In 1957 the Minister for Customs and Excise, Senator Denham Henty, responded to a public outcry against the banning of J. D. Salinger’s Catcher in the Rye to further liberalize his Department’s censorship policy. He announced that books of literary pretension were to be referred to the Literature Censorship Board, which now consisted of Dr Allen, Kenneth Binns, E. R. Bryan, Professor of English at the Royal Military College, Duntroon, and D. P. Scales, Professor of French at Canberra University College. He also asked the Board to examine the existing list of prohibited books with a view to releasing them. It was thus that The Butcher Shop (in the company of such fellow-prisoners of roughly a quarter of a century as Norman Lindsay’s Redheap, Erskine Caldwell’s God’s Little Acre and John O’Hara’s Appointment in Samarra) was released from the prohibited list in Australia in 1958.


  Jean Devanny’s comment was concerned for her fellow-writers. In a letter to the Sydney Morning Herald she welcomed the new policy but pointed out that it affected only imported books, and that books published in Australia were subject to various State censorship laws, which often caused Australian publishers ‘to reject sincere work by Australian writers portraying aspects of social life essential to a clear picture of the whole’.28 It is a comment that throws light on her conception of the function of those writers whose aims she sympathised with and reveals the consistency, from the beginning to the end of her writing career, of her conviction that censorship was inimical to those aims.


  Bill Pearson
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  The Butcher Shop
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  ‘ “Here, jerk the brownie along, Potts.” ’ A brownie is a cake made of flour, fat, and sugar, according to Eric Partridge, A Dictionary of Slang and Unconventional English.


  Page 39


  George Gissing’s The Private Papers of Henry Ryecroft (1903), a series of small essays on various matters purportedly written by a retired journalist living in Devon. It is an odd choice of book for Devanny to give her heroine, as Ryecroft is opposed to any sort of change. Having once been a socialist he now professes himself to be ‘in every fibre … an individualist’.


  Page 43


  ‘leaving school at fourteen years of age’: Margaret had had the minimum amount of schooling. In New Zealand the leaving age was raised to fourteen in 1901.


  Page 46


  ‘Why, Elsdon Best and Edward Tregear and Johannes Andersen cannot do too much honour to the Maoris’: These three men studied traditional Maori life and thought. Devanny was strongly influenced by their attitudes and approaches to Maori life, in particular by Best’s emphasis that Maori life was communal. Elsdon Best (1856-1931) spent sixteen years in the Ureweras recording the traditional culture and history of the Tuhoe people. In 1911 he joined the Dominion Museum in Wellington. With Tregear and others he was active in the Polynesian Society formed in 1892. Edward Tregear (1846-1931) was born in England. He joined the public service in New Zealand and was Secretary of Labour from 1898 until 1911. Tregear wrote several works about the Maori, including a Maori-Polynesian comparative dictionary. Johannes Carl Andersen (1873-1962) was born in Denmark. He was librarian at the Alexander Turnbull Library in Wellington, and wrote several books on Maori life including Maori Tales (1924) and Maori Life in Aotea (1907).
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  ‘Old Bill gripped the axe, stood above his mate, swung it, and brought the blade’s edge down with all his force upon the thin, scraggy neck.’ This was an early use, for Jean Devanny’s own purposes, of what was to become a New Zealand legend. In a whare at Mangamahu, near Wanganui, on 21 July 1921, after three men had drunk four and a half bottles of whisky in quick time, George Gordon begged his mate John Kinsella, ‘Cut my head off.’ Kinsella obliged. He was subsequently found guilty of manslaughter and sentenced to fourteen years’ imprisonment with hard labour. (Rex Monigatti: New Zealand Headlines (Wellington, A. H. & A. W. Reed), 1963, pp. 109-12.)


  Page 123


  ‘You are only—what Jack London calls class-conscious’: Jack London (1876-1916), best known for his novels about strong men or animals engaged in violent struggle, is less well known for the social novels which would have attracted Devanny—The Iron Heel (1907) in which he prophesies a fascist revolution followed by an egalitarian golden age, or The Valley of the Moon (1913) in which economic problems are solved by a return to the land. Like Devanny, London also wrote treatises on socialism.
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  ‘Central Europe had followed Russia’s example and turned Bolshevik the year previous, with much upset and bloodshed, and England was on the verge of taking her turn at the game.’ The greater part of The Butcher Shop is set in what at the time of publication was the future. It opens in ‘the year 1924’ when Margaret is seventeen. At its climax she is said to be twenty-seven, which brings the date to 1934, eight years after the book was published.


  In her analysis of international political trends, Devanny adopts a position like that of Edward Bellamy’s Looking Backwards. The resulting mixture of forecast and wishful thinking includes references to the 1918 Communist Government in Hungary and to the industrial unrest in Britain that was to culminate in the General Strike of 1926.


  In ‘that old tiger of the sea, Fintan O’Flynn’ who leads the small communist group in the New Zealand parliament, one can recognize the friend of Jean and Hal Devanny, Fintan Patrick Walsh, born Tuohy (1896-1963), who was an active member of the New Zealand Seamen’s Union and until 1924 a member of the Communist Party. For several years after the formation of the New Zealand Communist Party in 1921 there were fierce arguments within the New Zealand Labour Party about whether Communists could hold membership. In 1925 the Labour Party resolved that members of that Party could not belong to other political parties, and thus the break between the Labour and Communist Parties was official.
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  By Tropic Sea and Jungle: adventures in North Queensland (Sydney, Angus and Robertson) 1944.


  Bird of Paradise (Sydney, Frank Johnson) 1945.


  Travels in North Queensland (London, Jarrolds) 1951.


  Essay


  ‘The Worker’s Contribution to Australian Literature’ in Australian Writers Speak; literature and life in Australia, a series of talks arranged by the Fellowship of Australian Writers for the Australian Broadcasting Commission (Sydney, Angus and Robertson) 1942.


  Translations


  (The Butcher Shop). Die Herrin, translated by Paul Baudisch (Berlin, Th. Knaur Nachf.) 1928.


  (Sugar Heaven). Sakharnyi rai, translated by T. Redko (Moscow, Izdatel’stvo Khudozhestvenoi Literatury) 1963.


  Unpublished Writing


  The Devanny papers, including manuscripts of four unpublished novels, an autobiography, radio and film scripts, notes and letters are listed in ‘Jean Devanny: a Biographical and Bibliographical Note’, by Ronald E. Store and Richard Anderson, Australian Academic and Research Libraries, v.1, no.1, Winter 1970, pp.66-72. The papers are described in more detail in Women in Australia: an annotated guide to records, edited by Kay Daniels, Mary Murnane, and Anne Picot, v.2 (Canberra, Australian Government Printer, 1977).


  Critical Study


  Carole Ferrier. ‘Jean Devanny’s New Zealand Novels’, Hecate, v.6, no.1, 1980.


  * The distinctions are of price. Standard editions of Jean Devanny’s novels published by Duckworth cost 7s.6d., the ‘popular edition’ sold at 3s.6d., and the ‘cheaper edition’ at 2s.6d. Macaulay’s prices were $2.00 and 75c. (McLeod 90c.)


  † Copy in Auckland University Library.


  NEW ZEALAND FICTION


  1. A South-Sea Siren by George Chamier, edited and introduced by Joan Stevens.


  2. The Godwits Fly by Robin Hyde, edited and introduced by Gloria Rawlinson.


  3. The Land of the Lost by William Satchell, edited and introduced by Kendrick Smithyman.


  4. Allen Adair by Jane Mander, edited and introduced by Dorothea Turner.


  5. Tikera, or Children of the Queen of Oceania by Sygurd Wiśniowski, translated by Jerzy Podstolski, edited and introduced by Dennis McEldowney.


  6. Show Down by Margaret Escott, edited and introduced by Robert Goodman.


  7. Brown Man’s Burden and later stories by Roderick Finlayson, edited and introduced by Bill Pearson.


  8. I Saw in My Dream by Frank Sargeson, edited and introduced by H. Winston Rhodes.


  9. Follow the Call by Frank S. Anthony, edited and introduced by Terry Sturm.


  10. Roads from Home by Dan Davin, edited and introduced by Lawrence Jones.


  11. Gus Tomlins by Frank S. Anthony, edited and introduced by Terry Sturm.


  12. All Part of the Game, the stories of A. P. Gaskell, edited and introduced by R. A. Copland.


  13. It Was So Late and other stories by John Reece Cole, edited and introduced by Cherry Hankin.


  14. Tidal Creek by Roderick Finlayson, edited and introduced by Dennis McEldowney.


  15. Collected Stories by Maurice Duggan, edited and introduced by C. K. Stead.


  16. The Butcher Shop by Jean Devanny, edited and introduced by Heather Roberts.


  17. Passport to Hell by Robin Hyde, edited and introduced by D. I. B. Smith (in preparation).
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The Butcher Shop first appeared in 1926. Despite big overseas
sales it was banned in New Zealand and later Australia for being
disgusting, indecent and communistic—in other words, for pro-
moting revolutionary ideas about the role of women and for a
bold portrayal of the brutality of farm life. On one level the novel
is a fast-paced account of how passsion and jealousy destroy the
lives of a rich and cultured farming family; on another it is a
fierce polemic for the freedom of women, which in its frankness
was years ahead of its time. Its vitality compensates for some lack
of literary polish.

Its author, born in 1894, the daughter of a South Island
coalminer, was a lifelong socialist and feminist. She upheld these
views courageously and in public both in her own country and in
Australia, where she settled in 1929 and where she lived and
wrote until her death in 1962.

This new edition has a perceptive introduction by Dr Heather
Roberts, Women’s Employment Officer at the head office of the
Department of Labour in Wellington, and a note by Bill Pearson
on the banning of The Butcher Shop.

COVER DESIGN based on that of the first edition, 1926, by permis-
sion of the original publisher, Gerald Duckworth and Company,
and the Alexander Turnbull Library.

Of the author of The Butcher Shop, Judith Wright says:

Jean Devanny, novelist of New Zealand and later of
Australia, wrote a number of forceful and often vivid novels
which have been long neglected. Her work is comparable
with that of Katharine Susannah Prichard, the Australian-
born writer, though much less well known.
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