iy
e 1

VICTOR STAFFORD REID

Ba/ o564




BOSCOBEL

o ‘
! by Vietor Stafford Reid
CHAPTER 1 , :
=g s
You heard the drums beating the Assembly, the trumpets o;i?gng higher esundshdger,

s pldn 1
and hadolnjal leaped, {ngtde-ot you. A glory stood up wiliie us as we whoeled from the
ani 2eed i brde Kt v Wy

agﬁﬁod road emto the gugﬂm e fieldh emd saw the population of eyss beyond the

rope barriers staring ift wopder at the ghissm=i&¥ order of us)ﬂt Nplan/htl G e 7w 0 Gad
(1o Thirdls in e thine f ¢ lefec = ongl i fogst py defiat for & e ' ofie bgilat,
Some ten thousand, the pspers will say, sm6 gathered to see this last parade cEkhe
ezold oML tor #
Brd¥ish Westers. MWWWHW&@@? thousands-we

' s » UP EXIE.UoTn Agé-fthe
“THEY 1z i achx Procd e y‘m thidle hlys7
papers will WWM steadiness, m&ab:\!&j; - M‘B
agl) as
/_last ceremonigl; and that loyal and true to His Meajsety Z2mrever, will these disbanded
A ¥4
soldiers bes Roll up, I should say to these ngfqeper writorse

e

__} Roll up and fall back, you big hypoerites. It didn't have to be at all.
I‘WJ (,‘\ka W kh‘% A/bv: ﬁvanw ,{/‘ o f}\ﬂ "l@s M/ /17u ;Jl W#" //{4{‘_!1 IhiNe 74;4. A /"Jfﬁ)t

3 wl A /},/ LANIC T — — ond  Lhung
This morning, the nmd into the earth the iron eormer-posts thm%ﬂx

the ropes ars-pbmang, f’encing the pib field, east to weste At the centre is a place ressrved
for the nobg, e Mmmmtwwmm@\m
» ngt Mnmm,%u discern with & roll of your eyes -

; (2 € / M' 2 4;
im by 4 Sl fibilio
the fov&vtnn;do of the mammﬁmm, and their women unspfofTenle
\/;z,/i 73 ;"5 oS H ARG
in ygréaof hotﬁ\silk. Then, away from them all, in pidated cottons and canvas shoes,the people.

- e “—7@#/&11/ {
@peoplwf whom I knew so little while I lived between the pages of the Manual, but

*e
to whom, now, they s?{i mee

-W

T
o= pnd undor the smash and fury of the heels of the regiment, under the thuds of our boots

on the g6 field, in a quiet thet is all my own, their voices reach for me, running over

with mockery:
'#hat are you doing here, laban, man? An 0ld Soldier already —-- snd you so young too?

There is no answer from me. I throw back their mockery at them, the dung-eaterse I had

nothing to do with the arrangements which bring me here today. Ihile I served King George, I
D ot i e Of 180> Al Ak Aive B B fepodndit /W;
gerved with a single mind. hNavr that he is finished with me, today I/returm his Colours.

s alle Stop your ears and march proud, lads 2 ) dn Labun, #BF Colour &&gmf A

earnmhfrd 20 vf/ma: ' | dgmans
[review order to the <twird cgibive dmm-ma.jor s staff, Bugq in a d\mb s?\ w ourl g4
thelstaff; ’t.he six-foot long pole, slick * the shaft and eircled at the butt with coloured
Pt weT - A i o Alefiprds

»

cords and carvings, emblmw&il of our victoriese 1s;

#br lbut of the corner of my eye I see its spin and flash in the sun and I am M
Jhee it v Il Re stapf o Ged h LOBH Th &wpg,,f G chn
minded of the Fimper of Hamelin.)\f‘ﬂiere is a slight shock in ms/l;ﬁ:gk‘almost mugh at it.

[,wﬁ‘)
They say the & to whieh we march was wri’cten by a soldier of the Re imente Thetés
P e jckn, # s Ao,

st o
Mﬂ Ww(the oboes and the lemepttziad olarionsts




trumpets,

o ‘ng the busmess/,tp— cépiance wand the nofd of heads which tell

Vo mahth oas this, 0 . sl ;
%‘ Mok i M {”"‘/)""‘7} We cary /Zl)
The Colours 8 with pse s ; p

M %0 hear the

&w&&(m A @ botrn S

Ceioups—forevers, W&Mgh‘#—and—m oyal Standard, Mﬁo&:é—ﬂésilk and
Ry 12t [lepptha:
éu-d-% o y& in the courtyard of W Palace by the King's own hande It goes

before the other. The other has lost its beauty to. time and weatherand the ravelled

tatters flutter in the breeze, A man could be pardoned for believing that it goes
Gra! vy Coince et P gt
behind the 9%1’ besewew=ef its poor appearance. Dut look ok to 1?, ﬁxfu// IS LA }’/L'
6Nﬂw ' \

SHAPPED Iook to ite It took h*)nour" i
?;f/v’wf’“" = et ok %

tsd =
’”“"born. It %% known to paniard — £
h .
i 5 = "?‘%%“‘” o e

with fo fujc Whow it mg/@
with his }nerﬂ;le-/crv w0t asked for ‘nothing better than
¥ i i "‘

e Uie, ’g'o\ﬁhe.na, forward

4

look to.- ﬁﬁs«na weep. ’Brrs are an a ormn/ut tol the pro'm\man and 'f}ls thezw
say,

y who _e.s, ashamad of them, I|shed a million, tears inside me. | An;i/ Vet T do no
/ Aol

& ; | a7 {7 (#reiming w  codbd 7;1/1/4,1 A

i < ——r" J |
St ey AI march at rightuarker with my shoulders squared and my chin in_ame

i W bty by

yowo who se® my line =g we turm into right formation comte-dare —Lo-—say-en the Book

that we are mg# moved by some exact machines There is no need for a command,

I commence % tufn my line -s the b“and goes into the slow march, slapping my

D toes to the turf and lifting my lmees straight in the‘ cockea-hoop of the showy cere-
monial step which is a pride of ﬁxe, rogiment. lwuu—éene with a deceptive movee
ment which takes me slowly mou/:c:;zfi;c ng ’7”‘ line with me, tho empbty bayonet scab-’

it 7'14 mbn AL
‘mwau my side scarcely shaking as Véjboots hit to the mea sure., Hemfee—is r right

marker has great responsibility on hime e is the hinge on which the line of men will
D wm Rt g : ; :
turﬁ.[\l get my corporal’s shoulder at point in the corner of my eye. Then, as if they

were strung on & baton with the grip held by me, I turn the line with perfection.

The bend has gone into The Ash Grove in a slow time snd T hold down the turn

with all my heert and mind gone into the fifty lads who march at my left shoulder.
I wast bear around easy, an inch each step, keaping the exnct beat so the young

scldier fifty paces away on my left will have completed the fifty paces he



.
just at Aot
must warc’ before the line is dressed again, xx¥ the memen’c/(I end the few ineches of

'burn such a manoeuvre requires of me as right marker, It is a great and proud rsspone

gibility and my mind must entor them all and sav, Here is the placement of the heel,

the turn of the s'ﬁou]'der, no more, no less, sweeping away the force pulling st the

yvoungest soldier's knees that is telling him to go faster, or threstening to anchor
his legs sc he will stumble and make a laughing stock of ths Company.

But -trials and tribulations must bow to will, And there is no arrow made that
could cormand a better flipght than the formation of A Company as our line comes around
on the old semg which is bringing a swallow tc my throets ”

The friends of my childhood agein are before me

Fond memories waken as f‘ree_{y_ __I_ roam,.

L ““:’?his is the wonder of it all. That with the evening sun on my face snd the Colour
fiapping in the breeze off the sea, that marching with the thousand detail of the Regie
ment and with A Camm the leodestone of ten thousand pair of eyes, my mind can wander
eway down the years and pick up the pieces of such memorigs, a8 a lifetime of soldiering
‘can brings I remember with e remembrance that is as if\vegteérdey the months and vears
I have worn the ¥ing's ¥haki sinece my eyes were at.my knees,

PR R,

%erais a grand snd blessed-fes!ing Bt Hs cheerlng f‘rom tbe ponu'! letion of YNo-

@ at us
hodies to the east of the emclosurs of ncikg wihe mockery/that had been in them has
bacauie oF y
1§f‘t them wE%e the wav we l'av\ ::ow&x&ed Purgelyes on | arade and now is turned at

the-nebs as if they mum My, T™hixk you, yo cou]d do ou ‘fﬁera' as 6ﬁzii:§%t~l;ave

done Lhis HM “Nobs? o
‘The chain mail of the full dress helmet is cocl against my cheek and the %e

is snupg and balanced at my shoulder. The slow march brings us into line and now we
face the saluting base and my eyes stand to fours with the, Colonel's. There is thought

and sorrow on him too. Nobody has to tell me that he is saddened tooe
bl 1 oy K Nul pesino.
- He was with us aﬁ?ﬂ—ée‘ WWMWW back twice
. L e
g 5 ufwa:fmd/bm. Te was with us befomsihe

must stand at the base of the flagpoie and salute the end of the regimente. He must lig=
ten to the last Post played with drums and bugles and wonder why this had to bees After
the parade, when the sergeant’s stripes on my arm will hold mesning no longer, I shall

snite
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Iatan Daniels is my name, colour-gergeant, s Jamaica-man, thirw-
Sl Bl o ”‘ﬁﬁ#DMf%‘MM..
A;\ "" B Nl
M parm“t& *cﬂﬁ W want in the Sece RPoer/War and nMer “'M%d

went in *'ha/ cholerae. T fras ;a;{;d as éf Roy of the reg

‘9

%NW S—

y |

only an\oﬁ‘ioerg/corns with wi 'gs. At ei teen, I went to [the coYour company and lesrn W
there that c{y{v in the garrisbn chavel/did the Cross o# Calwapsg ro before the regimenta
flages On}zfiyaars after, at [t nd Pe;sschendaele and in the Vallev of Jordan, wes I
sobered‘_.:éind tempered to othe liefs.

"i;’;}bw, today, I stand in line and hear my Colonel address this i‘in_a] parades. e hx
hes not said why,‘the regiment is being disbanded. Yor ho can so many sehmm thousand
men, s;n;)olad all their lives into obeying, begin now to fend for themselves. flow can
he talk plainly if he cannot talk the truth? And how can he gpésk truth without telling
of the shame of ™gland? And where would that place himy a@erving soldier and an
Mplishman? For, look you, it should be known to you that the god and the cherubims of
this regiment will not be cast away like the regt of us.

The Coloneland his ™glish officers wil ‘godby ship to Buckingham Palace and lay
the colours at the f‘eat of the Winge = > will bend a knee ané lie to the Ying,
T bt
telling him how o8 the Qads still love him even though the regiment has been broken up.

Then the ¥ing will give kg hisg. hand %o kiss; and papers bearing curious seals will
g 7L fp

send mam‘ his officers tongther regimentse Then the fot men je Wrigmhell endDowring

%’b will have ghakenythe water from their hands and their % gmuitx souls will

have besn purified.

Fhy I yvou pardon. \s tongue should be 1nd W/sm
s«mgC is 5‘&9}1@'. Voreoyer h dkem ters do not bmr in my talee.

The sun is almost behind the hills and the seawind is gone to sleep. Now the

niphtewinds from the land will steal down, soft as the evening drawing in. f;"”"é ke
Spmeshiie o e midat o T dlwie peaple - ,

There is a bell which is rujpp each evening in the Catholic mission jJust outside
Y

the garrison wall. I am not of the faith, and held little with any churchyf though there

e psalms which hps oftentimes got ins
roll
arnd Ehzmw out the

is something abax%t the hymms and de of me withA

a rreat swelling that I must £il7 ghty matters

which dwell in i at that time+/Put I speak of thig bells It is rung tHree times three,

and then a long\salve which takes rees Those who hold to the Papist

church have answered to my enquiries that this means the Trinity, e salute each to the

Pathrey z8ExxEng
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""aw, tae Son and the Tely Ghést; and then a joining of all to signify their belief
in the lhree=in-One., It is a belief I hardly understand but which FWill not argue wké

withe

Do not misunderstond mes A Poy in the regim must po church, the Church of
‘ B P

Mgland preferred; and at twelve, there is stodt pressure from e Pad & that vou

should be confirmede Al} these I have dorée And I stand to wit that many have told

me how the pgiving of the EPuxsmd charist before a battle has been 8 g.eal of comfort

to them. I do not argue. Rven ,\ciup-h within wwa’f T have thought hefr I drew my best

comfort from the knowled that thé\magazine was full and that

N

thews and sinews

were strong beyond xr;y” years. ixmx
ne!t

I anm mz g./‘hmvble man
But to, F'o with ?ls/b;;‘ from ﬁw 1saNone

judge amd M"tzhatﬁ]thoug}, T a.m/;mt of the [Faith, &
/ /

will say, @,fb!’i’and iﬂyn, before

uts quiet into a man

-

and WBGIoufyis fears of .rk. For, doubt xmt that bipNas some men talk, there

is a fear gf thé dark in most of use L//

he Colonel talks, thre—bel covmen

pe Lot the mighte

iest liar of the garrison be telling his talej'and there comes the crowing of a rc:oste{,

or a houmd's bark

and somewhere, from a dry bhelly there

- ) ARG e 4 landerab,g. 74 /w,{ﬁ,
will core, Mrue word, and the barrack-room lawver will be iﬂ“m scut%ling
- s 3 Avoc

for 2 hole in the rocke. TWe seyihe eexgs Qm_the-rooster o spmdanied

1%, chyitincd i Favr bar

/":“\‘ ;
% éfm
iy cornoral ,Z\l‘ifaﬂiani,c’ furphy gsphrissening, Tat Yurph to & : £
?@s, is as big in body as me. A good man to be at vour side, WEgkey and I be
struck dead if ever thers has been a time that T have seen him afraid. There is wealth

of bone and brain in him end a similar fire in him as in me. I hott nr-hears—ami—sar,—

as G ny friende

7y

e have trooped the Colours and my Colone! has said his empty wordse The phemy

[P 73 Eees
hes Deckekddden-du o canvas bag and handed to the Captain of the Guard
opt-KedpinplitZwillz be until they kneel before the Hinge Wow will come the Beabing

of the Retreat.

We go through the ordex; of the Retreat, listen to the vall and enswer of the
bugles, march and countermareh until there comes a soft flurry from the iron friangles
in the band and the 1ift of the wind instrusents and thev mount into the vesper hymne.

iy peop’e, who cannot hear a hymn in quiet, must needs siart to sing. I could ;\lﬂ
9 mﬁ«n‘}‘fﬂ
aad froar M‘them to stopdoing sowsndeso to my heart. The hyming shakes Nat Vurph
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too and he swore a sstring of soft oathse.
I tell him, sharp: 'S‘bugzl' through the side of my mouthe My Company will die as

proud as they lived. Wﬁr»—»/‘? ﬁ%ﬁ 74\5 Aian W
/Avf’u/ 14»7 mrd A v /L ﬂz, Laind otisd. D2e towy

y Az
/% Mma e A wrtd b’ % % o ,W /%i iﬁ’:& //l/n.z
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I must in uce china.;f meén my soldiering,-I went up into the Blue

Mountains. There, the pesks aré the footstools of Gods The valleys betwoen the peaks are
gmmmimMgade in eloudewreathss There is mystery ammty%imtmw

in m and ;he hills -vmmd thyn, eatching the early -suuil® sunlight, preen themselves

An mm yellow gelﬁ IW fmish meles-at a promenade, The trills and pipings of the birds
teke music through every nlloy; and each opening into each, a man ascending the wvalleys

may imsgine that Jehoveh had sent His household
footstoole [

‘honour you up the hallways. to His

So do-mp-thoughts climb as they near Cobinae
Cobina Althes I.am'ence was her full namee The Queen of &mbuv should be her namee.
« A goedly i‘ heritege has come down to us from the comely woman whose Passian ran
ci:g? ang w:.th purpOso- And, under such a heritage, it has never ceased to be a wonder to
me that ﬁxe faolishﬁess should ever be accomplished which puts the brown men and women of
my people in poor countenance in the courts of men. How did i% envelope us? How many centuries
must we bore through 'éefore we pass out of it?
But let that bee
Besuty of face is not uncommon to the women of the worlde Look here: Those who have
no beauty may even find it in Jars of salvess An ugly woman is a ceuse for wonderment; and
even speculation: Whether she has kept herself go on purpose, tec draw the eyes to the
jeackdaw among 80 many of rich plumagees But, beauty of presence is a reward kept for the

goddesses smong womene There, let my love take her places ® oo

Iama plain soldier e an 0ld Soldier stripped of the brass and khak:i.. Words draw
clumsily to my lips. Not w,rﬁr;«lj..lh mdm as ptlwy»de taa lr. myd Goerge. I find no
grace in my tongue, ‘except when it is to my honour to escort the Colours in the Chapel on
St. George's Daye. Then, truly, I take to myself the mantle af Shepherd David, and the psalms
which he composed in the fields of 2Zion are on my lips as my *mry owne, Out with ;;%:gd
glory “the mighty hymng; and, for a moment, I say there fl a cathedral in me. I say it

with humility. A man should not mske a boast csiliRof matters in which he had no voice in

ghaping. : s

But when I speak of Cobina, I speak with assurance that there is none to gquestien my-.



n15-

CAPTR 4

"Murpk, the fishermen who went with the Gallilesn on his missions conld ¥x ha!
had no ssmuzex eall +to qwarrel at what they had left behind. A wan #ho ecould ka' said
to follow after thee!
Wwith a straight face *To, we have left 2l) exdxfmkiewesxe / must have been a great
hyproerite. "”f'zy/shaulci there be surprise that when the enemy came within range he fore
sook his platoon commander and nearly broke his neck a-running 2"

T speak %o Murph about Feter, the Fisherman, ag we turn into Eee Towm and the
street along the beachfront with the sun hot on owr #wesds. Never, never, T stand to say
had T ever felt such hmak hell when I wore khaki. Sweat runs down my heck and I listen %
to hear my feet squelching in the tight brown bodts. I see there is a similar suffering

..M’ for he talks with = gasp live a gxax,in; dying fish, e uses his wet handlers
Mor.@ he answors . I have still got m;;{%aroad regulstion khaki *kerchief with me,
and I rejoice to see that the white squary‘%hiéh he had bought from the leering voung

man hes lost all its beautiful starching‘;

"It is the crowding, laban,” hg said, waving o wealhatd, "It is thet there is no
room for them., The fishing villages/in St. Thomas! mi‘h are wide and x clean as the
sky. It is the foolishmess of haviﬁp a fishing hanoﬁ_én the eity which makes it stink,"

The bir islend prison i‘f&“’ on the edzs of %e Towne A fortress it is, of high and
high red briek walls and a be]_;”which glangs\ihe hours with a eruel humour to the iron
claprers siaee it must lmew ﬁ;m; an ‘zoxzz:Wﬁs but 1ittle meaning to those eaged inside.
A place of peral xr sez'vitﬁde it 453 wnd a knot of apgor is mowm by my belly whenever
my avos meet the red ":'a}]s.. ea.r ‘ﬁ’mﬁ is a bloody besuby to it when the sun, sinking
beyord Port Royal, pain*@ ’:herwa’s for a little while and confuses your mind thig
while, It is not ontszde o*"‘ weason to see why this anger eomea on mee My eyes run te
‘besaty wherwer it shbws itself; so, it brings a vexing of m;r spirit when I find such g
marval}aus bandiwor?f as these ordered bricks, emclosing nough\t but sheme and degredntion,
Thet is my wav, ./f

!"oreover,; I must tel) thset T owrixk this prison and the u@fgly warehouses, the heach
at Rae Town is ge:‘m.g squesazed to deaths v Cobina dwells on thiis beach,

T2 step from the streot and put our backs % the w feﬂc%e so the drayvs will pass
with fair waye. Some of the men who sit on the sidewallks heve empty sleeves to ‘their ghix
shirts and eyes f177ed with snger, They do not méve aside for anyone snd we had to 'fcroe

e passage, not » be under the wheels of the drays, I speak to lurgh .

manrerse e looks down on them and spesks in dispuste
"17is the dynemite,"” he saide Uy | '@

I am puzzled,

"'Tis ageinst the lsw o use dynamite in the fishing," Murph exnlained. "Caught
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with it, there is a stretch of months in the penitentiary., These with the empty slecves
ha' had a hsnd blown \away because of their carelessneés. Sc now, /,)tis known by all and
the law that they were dynamiters. But the law says they have He.d punishment erough end
leave them alone. They are mot of anv uge in a boer longer, so they stay around the beach'
and bum ﬁze fishars, s-hating everyone clse,” ’
T looked on them agein and pity ceme on me for theme Often there was an ugly sear
%o thelr faces where the gront heat of the explosion hgd touched.ik
"It is » wicked and a foolish way,"” seid Murph, the fisher, with anger. "It kills
from the roe te the leathery old shark when they l;gh't: the sticks and throw them into the
schoolse If some did no' have thair arms blown off, goon there wouid be no more fishing
for the hooks smd the netsethey are wa= "
I heer ablasphemy from ¥urph and look around to see that 2 brick has fallien on
_hig brown velour hat and above that, at the %op edge of the fence, the grinning face of
e dirty child. I move as if to strike at the face and he fallgspack into the ysrd, howle
ing for blue murder. I hurry Yurph into the street before 2 slattern woman who owns
%P it can put her bugle veice to us. I tnow the sﬁreet.mﬂw
Fences run dowm the land side/of it, but the® ta the seawards is open to the
beachs There il:zm open gutters down the sides a*i me|w’ snd women on stools are a-mending
their netse Yor the mos® part the men are nahd ®' the vmist end the women scentily clad
and torn in shemeful places, There is mch a nise m veiecss quarreling, lsughing and some-

times seeming to be busy at both thet 'tisy@s if we weded I chest high through a sea of

heat q,nd noise,
e~ " o
"A bedlam e & bagwbed bedlaml” Iurph orfed at me as we nicked our ways through

fish offal and fkghkiimg @cvebbling dogs.
Then he remembéred what m= T had been saying and went b,clk to his arostleshipe.
"lt is orowded. They cannot snread out, so they sit.on each other,"

fle waved his hand to the prison and the mrehousesq It is true, to think of it

Put thought did not sbay on me when I came to Roe Town. In the swi 1ad be: . " pulse,
“there was a slowing to my ‘nrain. ’Jsed to 7

-—:

and 311 af ﬁmse gat%zerad to stand in sal ute before i’:' her beauty broke on me,
there caw not tre pasce whwhmpwted\ but a turmoil of heat to be up and
do g."ﬁ— hamnered with force and torment at my mind, that another night should not draw
.,.az the sea before she was taken from here end placed somewhere moza befittings All this
e ig the mather that puts a hand on my thinking.
Otherwise, I would have seen like Murph tha* the prison and the mrehouaﬁg were

prescing eruelliyon the besch —ww snd that the fishers must live nesr thes affairs which

"

. ) _# _

_pive them bread, roperdless. So then there would not be anger in me &% these psople who -~ -
‘ 3 - SR A 2 ;”< # A
e X - E T )

B 1 v L
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threw thelr offal eboutthe beautiful feet of my beloved, !y understanding of them
would have in no way tempered my dotermination to ake ouk what was mine,

¥urph had never been here with me. Yo had seen Yobina at the Yess, when, to my
inﬁtatioﬁ, she had attended. Ye had stood wif"; me at the windows of the parist cha-
pel outside the garrison m:-d watched her a —tellino' her beads. Puk now, here he was
walking beside me}giiiggf why such end such s place wes as it wns. T’ep?d a 1istener
know that this Vst Yurph wes a man of legs patience that me? ™, to flood and wind he
wouldn'te.

A1l this while of %hin‘viné, I eould not still my racing heart nor command ny
eyes to stay on duty nesr my feet. »\Mv eves must 1ift and sesk ahead with OATEITIONE wwnem

wntil I sew here

They sey the cedar grovés of th@ Plue “olmfains were planted for t*m epecial joy
of the lord; and that when he wept at the fall of Adam, the ferns grew where His tears
fell . Bogutiful these areg and T would net but be balieviag ﬁqt the God to Thom Shepe
herd Yavie composed his g%hmﬁ% would have chosen the Jadopé mmngf whieh o walky and
also that the ferns swdxkke of the Passes are a ccmmvaﬁion of +he Holy Weepingze. Put
I say the joy of Iis handiweork is seen in the w@aﬂtufm lo-vades And further, I say i
theres was that in Cobina that told me Te s un't\ @ispleased, I say 1t with humilitye I
am not & blasphemous man, even if T, nelievam‘t I believe,

There are gights of beauty I havwe glen and I have tressured them in the reom

behind my eyes. I ha' seen the sun set ing at ?use&- I have seen it rise in the Tort

Royaliygmtains. Noon has come &o me through the rinening; mango groves of Yona, burste
w

ing #» sconts ;3 and ask the unﬂl«o has ahaysd with the moon in the bsw nenr Falmouth
whether he agrees with Q'Qphftd Davie that Al! WHis vmrks are excellsnt?.

j I have known many years in many lendse I have .bumgd my iads in French earth and
bivouacked in the ghade of e “ramidse I hardly fed at my mocher's breast, but was
e~killing fer the King before I was twentys They say of ms m the regiment, that Fxam
a blacksmith must have shaped my heart, and that my brain is z;ef‘i].]ed with iced water
eath reveille., Yurph talis me they say T »m tough. Aie, but '+ih o poodly thing when a
man can laugh at himself.

There are some inches to my st-ture over and above the Han which stand at six
feet in the tailer's shop. In fact, T give to none of the reg.’ment in height, although
“betwsen Vurph and Joe Black, ther- is some question left cver in anv argument as to whée
ther I hold a ful inch over their crowns. Yet, it stands to resson that with my height
and an umnistakablg strength to by my breadth, many men, sspecial ly if they heve rot
had drink, will not stend to dally blows with mee I am not gentle. I have commanded too

much to be gentles I hate strongly, and forgive slowly, Put w—e T eall ro witrsss to
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tig seve mysell e nc man knew what weakness dwelt inside me when I stood before my

o~

Cobina. : //
. Z
I should see her presence now and set down here what I seee Ii:en, perhaps, the
$echerd Davie would turn his eyes away from me while I borrowed Qf his eloquence, Then

I would meke the mornings of the month of % blush to be ccmpared with her gentle
or sguander the soft, dark nights of
vouth 3 uz;ximxzzzpmﬁkxzﬁt Spring in a spend@irift seeking for the
likeness of her skin, I would hold e river in my fists and mur it down a bed of moss
and ferns until the sound of her voice was faithfully heard; and throw the idle ::e;rs
into fesr and trembling as I charged through their hallsj, a-searchlng for the mateh e
her eves. ‘. .
But I am a thrifty mene I«foraover,‘ I am not aa"'»pr-voud to believe the eloguence of
e {ing Devie eculd be mine. So I simply stand hers now in the Rse Town «treet and see her

-

stending near the .end of the sbreet her face m,rned to the ocean, There is = preat
:;J:o.v;;f the ocesn in here. 3he speaks of it in the same voice #hat ghe has for ODur Tady;
and although T am vot a man who helds to the papist beliefg) M, 7becﬁusa of my great
love %o hor, Iwill cast a blow anytine to the man why Pouses his evil tongue o smemk
blaspheme at this metter we kmow so little of- \ '
Hy hand on Vurph's arm puts hin ’mte & side streetx and I halt our advence.
Yurph hasg not been easy since this morniﬂﬁ\vvhen I asked that he accompany me to the
beach, e has come 31 cwly end with an mprv pzz"lament which T have well sensed, It is
¢lear to me why he has spoken so,l‘m}g on 'ﬁw §ights which we saw as we passed irto the
jaki‘ng distriet; and why he lgs, s’t}ddmly become a politician, mouthing on the sing of
the wwn landowners who ka plaeod ";{:heir buildingé to erowd the beache Murph has put his
tongue to work on snothar matiar tso he will not vex his friend by engquiring why he szkem

g

should come to such a business,/when he could have with profit gone to arrange for our
paszage on the truck. V,«"/

fear me now. last n;yg}t, I told him I would z;bt be churched with Cobina until
we had looked at the land thée Xing had given us. Ve wil l go this morning +o see whether
Cobina and me can hve as u‘an and wife on prosperity, andx not as, cat and ::g in peoverty. v

There should be a house a.nd a garden fer her. A garden wiﬁh roses, 80 help me, God you

/

hear me, 'Murph? /

'\

\

I told him this with fire in my declaration to mateh the fire he was heaping bi;‘
me for what he cal'ed my great cowardicee I told my head, with a grest condemnation of
my heart, that my declaration was juste A hullet whiech poes té the target, goes not
because 'tis the wish of the wan in the firing pit, but beoauqu he has given thought to
wind and weather end the 1ift of the Parrel. ¥re Wil iam Shake%paare told it that the
favult is not in our stars why we are underlingse. Mre. d’nakesvearé's wisdom falls on our

foolishness with the peppery gnarl of a kettle drum. ™, the stars are idle to our



suarhliagg. fsep your head down, FCU ~?f‘ive.yva ar fool}
N\

(Faw these army savings dis hard! The Colours are gone so “uckinghem FPalace and we
\

hawve swogpad ki""ikl for Seotch twead, yet the saying remsin in my head,)

I hew‘ Bﬁur ph's volce eoming st me.
\

"Why do we stop here? You want to g¢ on alone?"

"No wwwe\ N6 No, Yurph. I dont want to ro on alones” .

lurph gets to nnderstand my voiece snd T hear his breath draw slowly as hs followed
the direction of my eyes,

There is a very notable gqueen which the F‘vp:vpt-men in the Ceairo museun used to make
much fuss about, Wefertiti, is hor neme; and T gay wﬁ'h my head on the block, there has

heen no queen of ”hglqnd to stand in her shadow %r beauty; exespting, nerhaps, that

s, Cobina, looking towards ‘é};‘e ocean, And for /the space in which you could draw three Wrexk

e
'd“"}

j Elisabeth who quesned in the time of Vr, Sh:,ak,e'spezare. Iike the face of Nefertiti's, was
prtme breaths, Murpk and me stood\ still in the/ étreet; end there was no remem'rasnce of the
noisy life sround us,

"Go to her," Yurpk said ssi'ter,. while. "T wil? waif Here,."

Bh, Yurphe Poor "urphe I ha"’d fought my battle snd géined the victoryby the time
he spokes There was » full humger in me yete D9 mot.misunderstand me. A crv was poing.
through me. T was stending 4t the walls of.the city and did not lsck for trumpets. Tt
is not a pgreat conceit fgsi' me to set dewnithat T was beloved by her doubly and some

‘beyond the love that a maid bears for a pane In humility, T make this plain. But I had
SN chosen ny road and would xototurn from it. T remember with good remembrance, Eigx Fing

-

Voses and the ‘romised Iande, So it was with me now, It is a matter of Toly Writ that all
before our time,
the forced marcbes we ma!m in ow time hawe ‘r*een made gometime wrforezxiwsmiys Tverythin-

that happens, hxd has happened already

Bt now, should I ghout hallelujah? Could.vI clap my hands with a joyful noise

and say Piessed be the Tord God of Israel for he ha th redeemed His people?

I am a sergeant ¢f the Colowrs who cuthis teﬁt’a on the barrack room fleor. "hat
sorrow I have in myself is kept %o myselfs I laugh a little and turn YMuwrph inbto the
side street and walk awav from the bench with aloes thick in my ‘hreat snd blasphenies

shaking me to the rootse



.placds.
3 o, (i

tﬁi uging our haversacks for pillows. % #t e pesp<of-day

.,

his head back to the haversack.,

: b We wmteled Wy Judo inian WA Oz L7 2
‘ b «22a\ 1 sy ‘fnw. hq/-. Jhes /,‘_195.« //Ml wavned flgy, p/é

cwé& /[/ /@ A I W e wct /{wg I?’f'w«?% '1—7 /%w( M et

/—wéﬁn oo /Wa. ma Llpaf A norntls L HH M bty
to be inh i‘hed‘}gy _the meek,the—GoodBeoksays. It has not

loum,ﬁiiﬁ{ riches sufficient/to make the hear __leap to the uV But I some=
tig}és thought what ] t indeed it must Fo to brifig suéh-riches of f k and mxmmr

which

been a
n\h,:/z/(, - b adk /L—
e meek shall inherit the earth?' W& Yraw s 4. ﬁ_@&ﬁa{«?z
//M‘ W Bl AT ek mes, bl we Adpeid ’“"’M/{
furph énd me)\]We Z=we climbed snd stumbled half the
e 2 BTHRERIITT CAL (00 ek
up a stony track that could noet have been uxdme wider then s nmsig=hend -b/-ény a1

migt come’s aight from Go Almigh i Now, I stand and wonder whether

Towards morning, wid® weariness on us, we beéded /gt ﬁt‘z side of the mountain |

Unept=is kimé fhe mist must haveLto clear, labe," Vurph grunted at me and put

dvined
I thought to sdeep too, but stronger thoughts HeEICSIssy were—im my head. So

offer
I felt around for brushwood which would giwer-me a coffee-fire, using some of our rum f£r

wRpipet” ﬂ /1))
to glvt“/\t‘ne damp wood, X2y e seeeptzihematehs Working quietly so
ton-a B y it is /how, sometimes,

97 D g

I would not have lfurph waking ! g

: ought; Z;ll idi
e, ﬂ/ gies n

A £9

I gAt the brushwood together and dg the matters whiehrewid! start the fire,and
ey wil

all the while that my hands }c,z\a busy, my eyes are seeing a grey sand beach, and Cobina

{¥6h

g the loneliness

fa oF
waiting in the wind for the homecoming of her ﬂdﬁ‘r and his mmrs/ of?f % the dark
lobira wao "y m‘/" A, /@1 /u /‘/A.{(liM}-d A&‘l/tf $/Ave. )z'»we,n

v ';‘Z

1085.3

n ~

ng hunger often. Very well. ‘m:n.
at a str/g/mament is deni m’e/,f’;lwro-

rd

) MO TIOW === NOWe

tell ugys‘of'ly‘f. I lpved Cobina

~ o
-

filled her head with ix
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owne Vow that,sthese could not be had, what

d\it be? Wedlock in poverty and so

stand to see fher fade?
Rightly/ you will say, There is/a/ cowardice shd & oked\
the courage to order my platoon/t{: fall back of me, while I went up and over. But thrﬁa

cowardice —— now here was a i-est difference.

early before our /’busineas of the day begins,| i v he has chosen, so there

wovalid1l: e no idle hours in which sx idle tal ur friendship. In my own good
He knows & mee

» semtime ho ieves I will talk of it. Fmzhavexkman We have been many years toge-

ther, Murph and me.

The coffee is a#® I sit and wateh the firelight fadinge The birds are
vy . &
S e Vo yeny Jincere W A TREE
@king and a pitcharrie mekes—g fine—skissd somewhere abeve my-heed. There is a rapid be
_ .’/VV\/)V'ZI:Z:_/

beat, a pause and a sharp question, then a rapid beat againfromav hesmgisg woodpecker.

Perhaps a father )% an early bird with mouths to feed. A father of little cEFren.
There is no gl cowardice in birds. e M) fa)" Lyt .

Al i :
I teke the from my haversack

apd unfold it at my feet tc teke my bearings end see hew much farther we will have to
Wrke 5 eoiy and full oo mangef.
walle, Murph stirs and groars.jp\wekefilresee J watch hir while-his eyes .opeR—w= %0

rmmegotonn > W1 AWl o b W b
ou ey om tech at wi

pfs, A grin came on him.
&Y
Piceia “?ewille’\aarge. he sgide

"Yawm it off. There is hot coffee," T tell him.

st
" He wrinkles his nose like a bu'ldog = 2 big, brown bulldog,. ‘&”%’ﬁ:e

AfYi %/A /4/4"&4/, Glady ﬂ“m’_ ?\ charcoal.

loudmouthed /lads from th—A’u- used to say he wee lfyr $ in osabane

It\;as\/skg/w—i;thfwgry“ﬁ‘ cking; for-was-it no' the wild-Admiralty man who—had wrsted

He sat up and ))pushed the mug at him. e sipped at it, his eyes over the rim
looking about the lamd on which we had slept. It was a wild land; wild end rocky and £r

g/
from the meagre look of the shrubs, not of much virtue. Such little seese-wss—thsmw—for

“The e Bl
betwesn the rocks. Imsiw —iheme—wers—tall treea){ green and leafy. Amd—tESr~SooiEof
e Vb T helll frbrms o Pl \
% from a dlstanceA 0.3 ; 6 oU1Y_><~pessing <o _say < lpulsfa Jind

MM MuWWMI tW@W

?uycox’l&«b{ so\A/ ci&fM&p@M\n@h /t‘fM ‘ but rPe Eer your feet,

(uf‘ o 4 blortn G, ﬁ
S 5



i L el ==

eauty gon ’ﬁ}wwm“ sofie wotien T have P
gt
. "Such e g land, thisZts," Murph said, the mug held down from hi;‘mouﬁa.
hl E P
JEven_a_pestl farmer e sweat to find his food here, much less a parcel of e, 4

FN
goldiers -rééié' s « W\‘ﬂ&(‘—

hich ¥ had-be ﬂmfﬂg/@&fé e rosc. .Pfen I tossed the plan at his feet.
19 Lond ipits, , ol
"Well, Nat Murph, make up your mind to sweat or starve,” I seid 7 . ;&[ A7
Lied Db, rs bo bttt foolesd nts MRpLl Loo5CL g s
W His eyes, tight on me.ﬁ‘%ac is the remerk for, labe?" ™ ﬂ«i 1;::; 7
4 jerkedfy\finger towards the paper at his feet. "We walked ferther than we /ﬂlf#
1/5?
oo thought since we left the truck last night," I said. "Tze=—tamp, e heve renched, Nat/ ;;“4; 1
Murph. This is where King Ceorge has said we w should farm." { f :,‘Q[:f)ﬂ::d
P UL N Re wl.
Enpty, my voice was, but % a('pose; for traly te=Sed the shock hed beer 38—
/) ao- ol San
to mes I watched Murph take up the paper, WM them wabelred
/& ﬂm Z * /g’ﬁ? (i banAmarta cpcp  f 'GP THE
his face harden as he #ook the-dols and ineches-on- the map; }ookod up abomm-aaé»md
% TRUTH of o/ a2 frew il .
\\

}' fﬁ”” Tle J/p‘ /gw
the landnerks  aba 6> gec that T ad raed the map right, Te ﬂ-”ud the/slopes end berp
LATL pnd Ae
bosoms 0TI 1s : os be-fare ke looked back at me.

"But‘tyw /Vr Wf&;‘{ ‘I! P’ = >

7\ /Ay d@wW
¥oddagt. "Thers is good earth under the stomes, Nurph. /Just roll them sway and
Vo lked  AAMIpA B e “imi all Be 072 /A oy /ﬂ//
wePwii’ plough W Irpoeked , Wiv Wit ,my/wdm hn@hw/mml}»ﬁré#ﬁt
w‘slr ot pime T H(,r- L NT  Veu/avtia, . randia
olfI.moakeds He struck his knees g0 'ﬁ&e coffee s,pi—l‘ban his /ipoum
/e fa—n{/ﬁq P e I mnv{;e/"

"No! Dam' it to hell —— nol &mit%akefi& {}/

e Hvk 742 W il LA o & Juik

"Pro-mistakerie in our heads, son," T M voice W to break like glass

i iy et lxzisxkx::zngm Th\efdariéf'\ﬁaﬁogghts m mrymmvws i Wi

"_/') —V'u’ja»‘LL WMI{ Hf
v . ~3-eouTd-net brake them from ruming into spessh. 'ww figld, mant /7 C#E
Mé( k{ btk Iyl TURF
AWe can make proper handy tomba tones with (these rocks and erawl under them to diel"
SHA vh "/y?hﬂ 7 M/ﬁr ” ff&@ /;rw{ m" }‘T«: ,6/ e/ o b/:a/m.,ll
_Murplgha-podtewm,b' oyes np pound—es -angry-ag—conld he
g —

S¥gor 1 have never heard the like.

N Pt and PR it s
Much great oathing/ have lurph and me listened to in our time,
In fiﬁ I pwrn o 7y S bluck Freed ' Hortr paA /?? Jp Inés. 77 [ A ﬂv;uwﬁua/w
WM apd there & some we._ had p*lekod/uptrom i.hpnmmw‘a’)

us” Tight. the ¥aisers Tren, now; Lmust wﬁmm
a=, MY EPLEam OWl CAN w o iT AL THEY 0T G Vet
1ca~-men apthing oomes easy bu usces—wo loave the cradle. Gy=dcwait

) 050 Qo w/% /50 &Koo Ar NP TN OF THE chid WE 17O /NAFEETTY
axd wait for Mm'ph while ho walks his tongue ever—the words ——--which-seem to make

(iben A apo RNSES CLEAN, M 2¢m faet

P 1MARE THE Tatp

menls anger easier te-bear. 5 and stezids. s~-looking
st tergy YW /;717 .~ Gy ;«n—&{ - LLT ZZW;/I y The Nvw Ruu/iu@,
“/(M(’ am/MJ(, ,
Iciiés/& great val 1eyA InroRd rthe-gides—of—twe—rit=e uﬁl!hﬂ smell river yzs
MU\L/ g‘ﬁyd' wl//&‘

ﬂw We will not lack for water, ssd \;’Zrhaps the rainfall ﬁ good




.
el wll g be, Tho Lroldeo s
thofc, this land lf unreedy for the plough, Fﬁ*kprime with life and standing firm ase

Cdr ck infa thousend

— it segns' o me the vpting woodpeckierz is
beating out on thé tree : , come /61: when\these rocks
L

ave "i)oen softened' into

Veantime we must gird our loins. Never a lost war until the last battle. I skesps
Jorvd 1M fipfam il
stooped and picked up the/\ Zebeh we hed left lying on the ground. In nen% sq uares,

the army has mrked out the sepemate plots on which they will pasture their old mules.

{2 gWI?bpgﬁtkeb/@dx %ﬁcumpamsr #ot the Colowr | Cmmnzhw
M;to-»m&er‘ whether we haye boe(%ngiﬂi/%d’bm ‘portions . I read the names gif

“wafio i &W
the vlen and the reading :

Murph and me beside each other at the northeeast end; Joe Black; Chippy Dale ,

the Company bugier whose eyex stature grows in my shadow; Bully Ferguson; Charlie Cot-
ton who talks like a preacher and won a medal for killing more than his share of men;
?‘* Regzie Sturgeon, who played at right centre for the regimental tesm with such skill
in his boots that your face ached with the cheering of him —— sie, and Wieky Ffolkes
too. B s
e /{,, b ’u?

We, schooled in bteseiiing men with lead and * steel, to be put irto the ranks

with hoes and forks to fight God and Fis rocky mountaine. There is no meekness in any

of us. No inheritance for such A e

~

"Malk, rzmph,[m will welk,” (T tel1 my corporal} "We will visit around the
(phoptriyd" wdir i,
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CHAPTER 6

It wes a fortnight before they came. I saw in their eyes what I expected to see
after their carouse. Nomey in their fobs and the diseipline of the regiment fromm off
their backs, they had gone with plunge and gusto into riech living. Now I was seeing
them stunned and, aie, much sshamed, at the diffiecult affair it is to suddenly fend
for ymuxgmive yourself when you have been looked after for much of vour years.

Then it was my tesk to moet them all at the mg edge of the track and confirm
that this was indeed our land. #nd I say, again end again, xe nevermore would I want
to be so bedevilled as I have been at these moments. Tt was almost as if their oathings
was meent for my head in particulesr. At first, I joined in the swearing, with Dale,
Black, Beamish, Bully -—-- but es time end custom grew on me, T found I could just stand
aside on the track and wait until their wraths had coolede.

I @x prectised to watching them to see who were most illstruck, and I noticed

- how the men who had been brought up on the land would purse their lips after the first
few blasphemies, then search with kmowing eyes to see how lgv the contours and where
they could hope to farm from. But not sc the city men. Their minds had pictured soft,
clear earth like in the gardens of the officers. Such s wilderness as they now saw
could nct be countenanced at all Others like Murph and Nieky Ffolkes who had were
coast born, could nmot stand the sight of it

But it w2s left for Charlev Cobton, who csme at the end of the month, to put his
mouth on the right words, Charley wore black, just as my mind expected. Just in the smm
same way as I kmew Rich Peamish would wear a red tie with his blue suit, or that Nieky
Ffolkes would be slopry in dirty drills, or that Chippy Dale woulg &rfg‘ think it foolish
to be climbing the mountains fsppsts with a preen feather in hia; by

So Charlie Cotton in black end his face at peace, stood with me at the edge of
the track and followed the wave of my hand. A grimness settled at the ends of his mouth
as his eyes took in all my hend showed him,

"Who hath led me unte the Valley of Salt? Hast not Thou cast us off, 0 God?"
I know Cherley's words tc be from the psalms of Soldier Davis, and I gettle
in my heart that it is befitting to our eireumstance., Indeed, we have been cast off.

Howsoever, I stir swsy from any such contemplation; fof there is werk to doe

Vurph and me have not been idle since we came hers. We had heen living on our
ra tions while we built ourselves a useful hut from roundwood and thetch. We had harde
ly finished the work when the lads commenced a=coming - and right away, right away,
there we were back in the regiment. For, like children let out of school to pl ay, the
lads had squandered their portions in some days of high and riotious living and were ms
rcturned to their Colour Sergeant with their eyes turned up to me for commands. It is

no boastful piece for me to say, I was not put out. I looked at Murph; he looked back



2T
at me. There was a bit of a grin on him and a lift of his shoulders. Fe knows me and
my love snd regard to be out in front. Very well, thene

So we waited a fortnight more to see what we would get. Ther when Charley Cotton
had come in with the mes news that no moreof the lads would be ¢limbing the mountains
to see what King George had given us, I hit my palm with my fist and made my mind uvps
Murph 888%#® counted heads and found there were a round fifty, barring me.

"17ig a little less than Moses began with, Sarge," he said dryly the evening we
talked together at the foot of a jumiper. I plucked a leaf and played it about my nese,
my eyes sly on him. Chinpy Dale had brought his bugle with him and now we heard,with a
grin on Vurph, the wind of his instrument in a kitchemn call. Murph and me had pooled
our cash with Charlev Cotton and those others who were not altogether bereft of their
silver, It was a right and a duty of us all to see that none of the others went with-
out food. Not even Nieky Ffolkes.

"Mcses began with a promise, Nat Wurph," I said in seriousness.

"And Moses did no' live to see the promise come frEw to fruit."

My thoughts raced aroux;‘!d and I say the grey beach of the Rae Town fishers.

"But T will live to béﬁt;;ii," I said with convietiona nd quietness.

He looked at me sharply. Then —w "So what to do now?"

I brought back my thoughts and turned mysslf as if on parade. Let memories be
aside for mow, Murph, lade.

I hear his boots behind me taking up my stride sxd we marched beck to where the
lads were ixkimg finding their places on the rocks about the ecooking firee I mede my
eyes fours with Chirpy Dale and beckoned with my finger. « I stood my ground as he
doubled up to me, my Corporal behind me.

"Chippy," I %old him, "sound the fall-in,"

Chippy looked quickly at me, turned and put the bugle to his lips. There is
that in the bugle call to muster which is rhythmless snd wgente A call of alarm it is
and, when unexpected, jerks at your attemntion with despateh and fury, I wetched the 2md
lads swing to us, their eyes wide. Chippy broke off the call and took a pace to the
righte Aie, 'twas army alrighte I strode forward and heard Murph behind mes

"shunl" I threw out with authority.

Well now, I havs got them to their feet and even the coocks at the fire drew
stiffly up. I kept them so, so you could count ten. Then I told them to stand easy

for I would talk with them.

"1ads, if King George could see us now, therc is a hepe I have that the great
injustice would be ended. Army still, we are. But King Ceorge is bedded in Buckingham
Palace and we are up in the Blue Mountains, Jameica. 'Tis far for even a King's eyes

to sees."



-28-

Not much of a Joke, this is; but I have put much dryness in the words and it will
pass for ons. They laugh at it. I placed my back to a rdck and talked easily to them,
but giving the message clear and simpley there being no army regulations behind me to
wall in their impatience.

"Mutph and me have built a hut for owrselves. There's an even number of you here
with the odd men oute 0dd man's Charley Cotton. Fe will lodge with us. The forty-eight
of you balance must pair yourselves and build your huts, two to each. One mam will not
find it easy to hew the roumdwood for his own hut —— or to find the thatch. Very welles

Count threey; end I am off again with my talk,

"The land sround ie not friendly. Should each man try to clear his land for hime
self, eh, then we will be here until Kingdom Come and with nothing to show for our pre-
sence, S0 now, I will put something to you. It is that we all together, working an acre
or two altogether, maximg digeing out the rocks where we can, or planting sround them
where we camno', That is all I have to saye Put your thinking to it end then take the
vote. Dismiss,"

I wave a hand to the cooks and give over my contemplation tc the fine smell of ik
the mutton eurry in the pots. ‘I do as if not noticing the silence but my ears are

fighting it as I listen for the first wordse. I have placed it in their minds that I cms
consider the business hopeless except we work togethere All for one.

"Gor =1 Just like the Bolshies =— except that we got boots onl" eried out
Johnny M'Cook.

There is e. gift in his veice to shake men to laughter. I laugh the loudest so
they will note nsg Murph's laughter is near to mine and even Charley Cotton has livened
his faces I sweep my eyes around and fmei am very happy and sure that they will stieck
all together for a littls while at least. Together, we might give a good battle to God
and His rocks. And this way, fifty-one, aie, fift/=two mouths may he easier to feed thx
than one = aie, 'tis an 0ld saying thet two mouths are easier fed than one —

My thoughts have made the circle and are back with those I had sought to forgets

I love Cobina with such a love that Mr. William Shakespeare could have with the said
profit given his Othello. He,was jealous of a man and put g:tf here I, am jealous of
poverty and 'tis & kmife I am bearing her way alsoe. I say I love her with 211 that is
within me and will teke it hardly to be disbelieveds But I should beat my breast to he
believed? When I had turned from the street, it was by no pittance of e’fort. It was
no' the action of a weakling., Now that I should be mocked with a banner of words e
a phrese which just grew up on men and had teken upon itself the vaunt of truth

this Two mouths are essier fed than one.

Murph said: "labe, the plate.” I took the plate which the cook had been a-holdin
out to me while my mind had gone a-strélling and looked up at Murph. As ever at these
tipes, his face tells me nothing, but I know he knows to where my mind had strolled.
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CHAPTER 7

Three months have passsd and coldness is coming to the mountain nights. There %
is ro shame in our joy to see the sun breakingthrough the mists near noontide., My
thick Scotch tweed coat zrows shabby from much wsar. Our hands and knees are bruised
and seuffed with fighting with the rocks and poor soily but the fruit we csn show
Por our pains has not set itself forth, Thankless is the tesk which Tails to satisfy
& man,

I neaeds be must give = sslute t the way the lads did their duty; and even
Nicky Ffolkes has come »E upscomewrat nearer the stabure of e wwr memby the fact that
he kept his plece in the lines while we tussled with the Valley of Salt. But the Xim
time must come when a man says: Paough. :

Brough, it was, this ovening that we sit before our hut, Murph and me, the mig
night coming cold on us. Murph md been to the city this day to ses whether there
would be a willing shopkeeper who would steks » company of old soldiers until they
had conguered a wilderness of stone, Murph is a man with o head for such businesses
and words to make a saint doubiful. I have heard him in the bezeers of Cairo bargain
ing at an Fgypbemanjand I‘ mix’wi% “ul) rogrect for my countryman that bergain
ing was born and weaned in the bazaers of Cairo. Put Murph has come back tc camp
with his heed sshwrminx a-henging lite an insulted hound. The old soldiers must find
their own forage.

I turned up my collsr and smoked & pipe. The fire was lively in the stonework
we had built for our cooking place. My fifty sat about ths fireplacec and follewed
Charley Cotton through the vespers - {or Chariey hsad laken up the mantle of chap-
1sin to the company.

Weary of earth and laden with my &¥ care T look o Jesus for his voice %o hear.

I put it again and egain that the man whose soul is no' stirred by fine music
can hope for ne glory within him. Tt is the strangeness of the mighty thing it is,
that, sorrow or joy, victory or defeat, lifs - aie, or death can be fashiomed into mm
such sweat notes that the hesrt forgets what was the occesion of the song and only
gtand in wonder to it. And it does much and fwch %o love tooe Wre William Shakespear
whom I greatly admire, called it the food of lo7e. A man of strong eloquence he isj
a tongue with salt end honey at ths tip.

The man thet hath no music in himself, Nor is not moved with concord of

swaot sounds, Is fit for treasoms, stratagems and spoils.

"Wicky Ffolkes is looking down the hill, labe," Nurph said, his heavy shoul-

ders forward as he sat with his forearms on his knees.
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"Be he the only one?™ I asked him.
e is the f;iﬂg_i_;_ one," he growled.
"So there will be a second?"

we
“A second and third and fourth = to a fiftieth if be not all a herd of St.

A
Elisabeth mulesl™"
a The mules from St, Elisabeth parish are big and stubborn. They haul heavy on the
guas of the drtillery and wear blinders so they will no' see when the wheels are stuck
to the sm axles in mud,
» exectly

"They asked after us in the eity?" I enouired, not meaning resiiy that,

Murph went down and up om his forearms without reply. Well, them, so he knows I
did not mean exactly that. But suppose I even want news of her? WLy, she is darkness and
light to me and my friend kuows kit that very welle I I leved her less, T would have
brought her to the mountains and bedded her under roundwcod end thateh, Tt is because I
love her so much and much that I suffer this gethsamane of spirit. If I loved her less,
I could sleep sound and dreamless and avoid this weeping inside me. I carry thirty-two
years in my heads; no longer belisving that ghosts dwell under a cotton tres, ms. I have

been reared hard and had once hoped to die with my rifle a-kicking from ny shoulders. I
believe in myself and the matters before my eyess A good bullet travels o wind and wea-
ther and not on the hopes in g firing pite

Murph struck his knees with his fist. ie whipped his hesd to me.

"labe, it canno' be done as we are doingl" he said with passion in his throat.
"We would have to live s hundred years to bring food to our pots from such a land! 'Tis
two flenks we are fighting om — 'Strike me dead if it be not soi”

I keep a cool heads "Where these two flanks ere, soldiermsn?” I ask easy, al-
though I think I know on what he talkse I wait until the splutter of fury leaves him and
his voice comes out firm and convineing,

"Look you, Iabe == 'tis @ poor lsud for ploughing, this, shailcw soil and a
regiment of stones to break your heart sasye. Secondly, the lads are no' used to the
stooping and dirging; and what effort we put into planting a bushel of red reas could
very well build a - a shipi"

But truthfully —= with truth it could more than build a ship, Murph, Think
you I have mot been laughing at us these past months? But what do you say _I should do
now?

"So then, what is it you say we should do now? Throw down the hoe and take up
our pen end write King George that he should form his rogiment again? Or write the Zmwkx
Kaiser asking him to come out o' Dutchland and raise his standard again? That way, soon
King George would be needing us, eh, man?"™ I mock =t Vurph. Then I leaned forward so
our faces were near and pointed my finger like lr. Gravehope, who had been the regimental

schoolmaster.,
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ﬁ "Now, you look, Wat llurphs. There are all the lads here with us a-looking at me

as if I still am g_ﬁ._g_l}_ig_‘markor on the line. I ha' stood out, rightly or wrongly, and
commenced the signallinpgs like a fugleman preparing them for a bayonet charge. Now, whate
I should step back into_}};:nks;x now and tell them to scabbard their steel for the enemy
iz too much for them?"

Vurph pushed his billdog face near to mine, the old fighting line to his Jjawe.

"Good and goode So then you will ccol your seat and leave them to desert one by
one? ls there glacdness in you that Yicky Fiolkes has got his eves turned down the hill?
And hope in you that they will all follow and lsave you free of responsibility?”

A question in snswer to a question. Wnen Feter asks if he has been a sinner,
Murpk will likely ask if he too has not sinned. The fisherman will be hard put to out
argue Murph, in spite of his roaring tongue. Soull of mel But of course it is no hope
of mine that! they will #)1 go down the hilil It is a beating of my brain I have taken
these three ——- no, say twomonths ago to find out what to do. If ever a son of woman
loved these lads, then Iaban Deniels is that men. The gladness and the hope in me had cmm
come when I met them one by one at the track end waved them down inte the valley!

T am a man of higtory; putting whet is to come ageinst our behaviour in the vaste
I know ‘he history of our fathers and the mighty deeds they heve dome., I know there is
no work that %x will fright their hands once their hesrtc have teken up the btask. O,

5

stand and hear mee 4./ frey Mo Thid WS el

Hear how with pick and shovel they cut ao:ross a continent and joired two mighty
seas. Ask of them in Culebra Cut and the locks of Balboa and Gatun - how they faced
the deaths from yellow fever and the malaria}to lay the Canal on the isthmus. Stend to
hear how thev took schognsrs toc Cuba to pur their machetes to the roots of the sugar
cane when the dandy 3pasniard woudd not. Th, 'twas the muscle snd sweat of them which
raised the great haciendas of the lords of sugar and sweetened the Cuban coffers with
mighty lumps of texes. And out all of this, there only cawe to them the portions to be
ke claimed by the hewers snd the drewerse Fult —we

Sing your songs, PBrown Man! Sing that there is strength in you to cut their

Canals and harvest their Crops on the small portions of the serf,

"laban," Murph said quietly, "come, reason together,"
So there is a matter of great importance rising in him %o speech. Charley Cote

ton has placed a psalm before the 1ad8 ==~ the Twenty-third it is == and they chant
it from
¥e® memory end with great love for such music. Nicky Ffolkes has gotthe topmost

note, a sweet and tranquil rendering which holds the hermony together so the grace and
thunder of the basses and sopranos vromise to remind of the wind over the sheepfold,

and his, the shepherd's flutes. It is a chorale te be glad and yet humble mg;b you have
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"We must get those lads away before they are scattered abroad, labe. I kmow you
agree with me. But to do == what? To farm? Van, none of these can farm to a good
living,"

"What then should be dome with them?” I asked in ressoning.

"Make them into fishers," Wurph saide Then he sat back to wait until I could
ecateh up,

It is a true confession that some time went before T lmew for sure +that I had
heard aright. After that, more time kx passed before I ceught breath sgaine

"A riddle you are giving me, Nat Murph?” T asked.

He sat forward egain, shaking his head, his eves bright in the Tire's glare ,s
he spoke with urgency to get his words home before I could gatier myself,

"We will make thom fish, labe. Thers are clean seas o north of us and a bay I
kmow of where 8 boat will no' fret at the weather. More of onr men lmcrw of fishing than
they do of farminge Put it to them, Iabe, pubt it to them end take the vote on it. e
will abide with what their hands say."

It was i";mny how his words met me . If he had told me straitwey of hor, I believe,
I believe I would have heeded his words and spoken my answer at ones, Doubtless, the

answer would have been vulgar. ily tongue is a scorpion when aroused and often in the
pagt, T have been ashamed of the gutter lubo which it descends %o find the befitiing
abuse which will shape the young recruits into soldiers. But T am talking of Murph and
me and the fishinge.

I would have heeded his words had my mind no% pone to welk on the boach at Rae
Towne As if the present had been chalksd on » slate and was now wiped clean of & suddem,
this evening wmsxpEum in the vlley wes pgone, and 'twas morning on the beach, There is
a darlmess on the see ab early merning, end noiseless murnurings which you hear at the
tips of your fingerse It is as if you looked into a wvast room in which all of the
lights are blewn out, yet knowing without sseing that at ths far end, thers is a prest
sud noble presence. A fine mist has come to the weorld, thinning out the stars to like
the smell candles which they burn in the sanctuary of the papist church outside the
garrison gates. Scon you know the light in the east will swell and swell and day-cloud

above the Palisades. But, for now, the world »
will steand emnzthe:kerizwmzwbovezihmziexizms rests 'twixt and 'tween day
erd night, and there's a waiting back of the door of your mind for a thing %o hspren.
Then qulet as dew forming on a flower, there is the stir of a wind off the seas.

The first time T heard it, my head told me, No. I would not be put off by such
beliefs; a sheme to my strength as a man, they ares T listened to the whisper of Cobina
a=telling me 'twas the volce of God charging us that the coming dav was for us to do
with as we would — ond I mamed it foolishness. 'Twas the women's foolishness which
they took from the candles and the incense, born of the strangeness of their doings at

“the altar which I coui: not comprehend those imes as I looked through the window inte

>
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this church of Rome., Although I confess that much of‘:hgt:tentien at those times was on the
face of Cobina while she knelt and did matiers with her beads.

But this morning I spesk of, the moraning when I listened to the mwrmur of the wiad
on the water. Cobina told me such affairs whieh I likened to the Brer Anancy tales of
my youth even while her voice was playing through me. There was God, the Tongue of Ged
in the lap of the waves or in the sound of the wind running through the treess that she
looked eastwerd to the bre ak of the %‘Jar;.aika Hills against the sky, snd saw Him there 1oo;
thet in the fighers'! songs as they hauled a:c the nets w’n_ich thay had spread full ten
fathoms up end dewn the beach e up znd down to trap kingfish and smapper end bonitte
- that God spoke to people out ¢f this gethering of men's wvoices, All this she told me
while T listened to the melody of her and weatched the day lighting on her face.

Aig == and I recall the wonder on her face when she lookéd to the east end, indsed,
there was old Wareike, solid as bhe mountain it is, comimg up out oi the mist like a
strong swirmmery and the way comprehension widened her eyes wheu she looked beck at me
and remembered that it was true we had been out here all night, all night, So she must
tear auway with hurcsy on her to prepare the warmfood her father and his wmwem will went when
the cances come ashozm to the shore,

I stood there and watched the beauty of her going away from me, through the
forest of henging nets snd sails, up the beach, across the littered street, through the
wnhinged gate imto the poor place which was home for her. Then now, there was an cath
gaining Tirth in me et since the God of the trees and the seas and the mounteins would
not give to her the garden that such a flower as her could be fimmiy reared %c glory, I,
Iaban Deniels, Sergeant to the Colours, woulds Jesus of my belly!

I am stripred of such conceit and put in sackeloth snd ashes at the pates of the
temples I am whipped by a plait of scorpions and set in brine for the cooling. liy belly
heaves wit? shemse aud humiliationg I wait to be led between the drums and to have my
belt unbuckled.

I straightensd from resting on my Zepmaxiis foresrms and contemplete around mes The
psalm ended and Charley Cotton (“rother Colton he was by then) was reading from the Booke
Tell everyome 'tis a swasel and blessed thing te be up in the Bluo Nountains at evening.
The toed is mot en wwheppy being, despite his uglinessy end it is to his greater jey
that his veice at a distarce is a pleasant sound., I listened to him above the evening
birds and the sound of falling water. An owl flew by on a sereech, and tempted I was to
ory cut as a boy: "Salt-and-pspver for your father's and mother's taill”

Do not misunderstand mee It was not because Hat iurph was dead on the target by
his reasoning, why I would interrupt him with such childish foolishnessy hut because my
head wss shemeful that this wisdom came from him and not me. I say, understand me.

Natheniel wes talking such sense whioch I had long ago realised, but which I would not
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me2t face to face,

"We must ieave the Plue “ountains and ind anether l1iving which will keep the lads
together. How? How to do s0? I say the beach, Labe Danielss I am fishing-breed of St.
Thomas parish. So are ten, twelve, maybe ar?athar with worthless Wicky Ffolkess I say we
can form squads with thkeme this baker's dogzen as leaders and in no time, we will have
21l of vou s-fishing pood and plenty. hat money we can muster, we will pay down om the
cenoes and I know where s beach is == a beach we can rent. ¥Wo can earan our food and
a living there. ‘he lads could haw thelr women with thoms You wew "

Nat Murph left his voice thers and went hack to thinking. Nobody had to tell me
to where his words had beem going., I, Tabtan, too, eould have mv womsn, ¥at Murph is
g~-thinking, but is silent ocut of his love for me and mo wish 0 hurt my feelingse Per-
haps, if he had not halted, T would heve fisted him.

We were of the tallest of the repiment and stmlwart iun the ringe It will be of
greatest memory to all, the day Nat and me stand up to sach othor. Thers will be such a
shattering of bones and agony of muscles of which men will falk about for many vearse I
guieted the pull of muscles under my sleeve and rose with swiftness.

"Gome behind me, Murph,” T said as I stepped off for the fire.

Tt is ever furmy to me how one men's thoughts oen come to life in ancther's
spéech. 'Tis as if you were singing e tune in your head while going sbout your business,
no sound coming frem your lipss then, suddenly, there is a whiwmtling or a singing aloud
from somgone olse, and, lo and behold, 'tis the same tune you had bsen carrying in your
head. Tt was slmost like this mow with Brother Cotton. for here he was now, a-reading
of the psalm which deals with theose who go down to the sea in ships.

"Halt, Erother Cotton," I seid with gentlensss, for I consider it umnnsceesarily
brash to loudly interfere with the Word.

Then I said with authority, since I was on my own ground: "lads, cover!i Fall
int"

T wateh them revnlace their headgear which they had removed for the psalm and
seramble to .their feet. They stood in such & formetion that would have earned them pack-
drill a few months ago. However, I let it go by. Net all have got the remrod down their
beke backs as I have. Then I gave it Go them straight = e,;nd quicks g

"This campaign has no' succeeded,”’ T tell them. " 'tinl]en."

This, for the older men who had been at Gallipoli and who should pow be my
support ageinst the voung and easily discouraged. V“We will withdrew for another place.
Corporal Murphy and me have decided fishing should be the businesse. There is fceod end
money in it and it is a vlace o which vour womenfolk cen easily comce leave King
George's land for his heirs snd such as will scrup end holler only in their bellies.
Murph and me ha' got e fine beach over in St. Ann parish,”

I look around and mark their open mouthse But I mark too that a light is

¥ f rupid ﬁf;
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beginning to dance in their eyes and T fipure they are no' averse to leave the lomely
motmtains: .
"At ease, lads,“ I say with friendliness in my voice to revlace the other kind,
Then I put forth = grin as Chinny Dale put his bugle to his lips and blew a rare

flourish such ags is used at a levee.
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This was Yondaye By “aturday, we wore out. By Saturday we had struck cemp with
wit] and laughter bubbling shout us and were marching dovn the mountaing.Ve begen the
retreat at evening so as to use the cool of night. Murph, who had left the mountaing
since fuesday to take care of the lease of the beach, would meet us with a trmaek at the
road. fhaxiis Charley Cotton, Mrph and me agreed on this expense, for it would not be
sensible to huve the lads Pfoot the eighty miles te St. Aun parish and arrive hmrszxfmex
there filled up on discouragement. :

We made an easy march coutl of the mounizins, the lads singing for step as well as

well as their enjoyment, making much of Colonsl Bogey on the level placese. A quick

mareh, that tume 1s, and right well for level marching; but o million of my countrymen
will stend at my shoulder to say, that for easy marching on tracks which heve known no
levelling since the mounteins were first thrown up, there is no tune written to take the
place of & Mento., It is 2 kind of tume stirring to the hidden.places of men and women,
I warrant, and should not be lightly discounted for the flame 1t has put in many dead
pessions 3 end wmany of my people will not have it sung wnder their roofe. But, the 1if%
and féll of such san air hes essed ths miles tc weary men through tke deserts of Sinai,

I say it with memory; for I shered in tho merek from Fentere thet time the Turks were
a-threatening the Svez.

We are on %o the road hefore the moonm has reached at high veint eud meet up with

Murph and the truck. T get the lads aboerd and take my sest on the tailbourd, Murph

our backs to the trucky
beside me,/i’here is no place.ss gocd Yo think as the tailboard of = trucke All you see
hes elready been soeen by those up shead, and if there is someihing to wonder over, you
will learrn ¢ it from their ecenversation before yvou get to it.

I think e little, here and thers, listen to Murph tell of his disposal of & our
coing then I try not to think very mmch and instgad, look ahout at the comstroed glong
whioch we speed ss the night iz fading.

We loft the truck at the Bay of 3t. Ann which was ag far as }."Qrph, with & tired
purse, could have bargained for. T pot my lads inte formetion end we comrenced our merch
for the beash. Murph, beside me at the head of the column, te ls me there are four milm
miles to walk to the viliage of Kendal which will be our narketetown; then enother four
miles te our beanch. There is nothing to ease the trouble of a long march like keeping
your lads in step.

1% is a level road along the coaste I mmell the smell of the sea through the
dark on our right, sand wetch as it comes up plainers It iz 2 gleeping saa, large, oo
large in my lubber's eves for us to interfaore with at all. I have ever had deep resveet
for go much water aver since I took ny first voymge when we embarked for Weypt in

'"Fifteen. I have seen the puny work even 2 high and mighty maneo-war can be on the
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bosom of the ocean. Now, in 'Twentyesix, there is mothing less in my respect when I
remembser thet soon I will ¢it in a canoe at the foot of a sail and pive myself over to k
be used as it willed,

"It is besutiful with morning, Jesus, but it ie," Wurph pmside said low at my
lef't hands "Wait until the dey comes up, Iabel"

I grunted no words. Varph might heve grimmed at me, sensing my unessy respect
for the gen, but I did not look =t him,.

"icky FPolkes ==- o songl A songl” I called down the column.

Nicky Ffolkes %took our pacings in his ear, took the rhytlm of our fest, I say,

and 'twas Marching ¥ek Through Georgia, he choosed.

That such & fivewyear whelp of iniguity could choose such sengs without knowing
our mighty history, I 1ift my eyes in wordere I will bet and wager that he knows nothing
of owr sufferirgs through the bayous and the death we found before New Orleanse I will
put my last shirt on it that Nieky kmows & notizing of 1779 end the deeds of the South
Carolina regiment .= that one which, mounted snd afoot in the setion egrinsgt ths Ameri-
cens ot Briar Creesk, near the Savammsh River, gave birth %e the wmgizsmt Company which
suffered his shorteomings for sc¢ meny years. I wonder if his syes would wkdee shine and

-

widen i & told hiv how 1t was he wes part and pareel with the men who sieged strong
Charlesfown in '&Egh'by under Captsin My lord “ha rles Montagu, or of the batile of Hmbkex
Hobker's Mill in 'Tighty-one, A dogen ragimenis had been cur gtrength those deys, and I
take ny place tc dmeRprer roar and declare that when we left Amerieca for our :ﬁ:né:m
the Caribbees, we did not leave with ouwr tails between our feet, We changed our name i
from the South Carolina to the British Tndies of Foot because ihe Goergs, the Third, and
his puny men at Whitehall, had mado a shameful thing of it.

Sing, Wicky Ffolkes, blasphemous scalawag though you be, There is a sure and e
large right to it that you should choose Marching Through Georgia.

Then when we had done the chorus three timss, we settled into whistling the
tune. Troops on the march are mueh encouraged to sing or whistle., At the command school,
the tutors used fzé]] that suech singing end whistling keep the men from thinking of
the road, or on what they would meet at the end of the road. But it is plain to me while
we go on that, whatever they might do, my thoughts will not leave my head.T heve come
down from the mountsins beceuse, for the first time thst I cen remember, fesr had come %
to dwell with me.

Perhaps Murph kmew thet; and so his words which had msrked my failure, had come
fror. him without #x trepidetion that my fists would seek him, T had put my hends to the
plough but the’plough had slipped from me., Now 1 would put my shoulder to an os r end £k

fish the sea. "hether the ses would give us food and a living, none of us could tell. e

had wested one~half of the six monthe the King's coin had given us to live and now were
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to commence nl(} over again. I wes never the one to be afraid of a race, but never before
had I to pit rr; endurance against the oblaining of such a prize. So ferr came %o we in
the mountains, whether I would ever live to have hers Joubtless, I went with Murph
beca use a refuge was uppermost in my mind,

I had not asked her to wait. My courage had balked at such a teste I had teken my
leave of her at safe distance so there would be no questionings,s Or answers either. I
can put it this way in the lunguage of books: ¥y head, at warisnce with my heart, had
won with pride over faithe Wow my oride wes in the dust and T wae stumbling blindly on,

Iook you, There was a mowent lash night in the truck when I would heve stepped
from the tallbeard in the dark eund let the lads go on without me. I would have turned my
face to her snd put a charge to the roots of all the obstacles I had caused to be raised
in my minde But the moment passede I was mo' a reesd 46 be shsken with overy wind of eire
cums bances My mind was made upe I would mot bake her from slum to slum. A fine home for

her, @ pone, with mee A housgyand s garden, tos.

Wo have skirved the village of Kemdale Yo want no quegtions esked of the leds
\mtil we have settlsd om our beech. We have done some level miles end now we breast a
hill. I hear with satisfaction how the boots of #he lads bohind me hit es one on the
hill roads Uivilian life has no' softened tilem yet. They m rch with swing and style just
as they did in the Colowr Compan:}. Now it is elearing %o daylimght. Wrph snd me in the
van ere Sopping the hill and he turns his hefd to give me & smile and o 11£% of his hand.
I koow by this I will see his beach when we reach the crest < and T an all eyes for it

as we helt at thetop.

I have fought the King's wats on land all my life and have never envied the
sailorman, cooped in his steel shell like an oyster. I know well the fesl of sand under
my boots and the gladness which the glint of the palms in an oasis een bring to a man
who has marched with thirst. Bul this sight I see, ¢f land and sea, was never seen
elsewhere on this earth Auen.

Come with me nowe The sun has risen full cl2ar, To my right hand, there is the

ue 4 a mating

sen, sxagiwx softly singing’\mtint in the wavelets which break in worsihip on the
shoree To my left, the land mounts gently. The sea is of a bluewes® like the sky, deeply
stained with veautye A beach of such white and golden sand that is as the bedchamber of
& prircsss of Tgypt, falls o the edge o the water. My eyes 1lifts from the sea, crcsses
the road to the tress. There ars trees of good frait and sound wood, mango, naseherries,
companies of tall coconuts. Green they are, fi'led with sunlight end water, and growing
in carth that is of a glowing red. 1 do not balieve my eves for never could such a

- place bes, I turn again towards the water and my eyes nre st fours with Murpa's. 1 jooks
about at my friends ana :.omga.nions and see the R confirmetion in theirs too. Sven Nicky <

e 3 L }
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'E&ho boasted of his Pedro beaches in the parish of St. Hiisebeth has stilled

g’:o worder with use Yurph waved his hand at all of it snd T see the smile in
hie ayez.

"surph,” I said for beginnings but my heart was full s and 'tis an umessy time to
talk then.

He turns to face us all as the ecolumm erowd together on top of the hille There
is a laugh in his voice es he tells of his stewnrdship,

"A mile on the besch front snd e mile back into the land —— there is a legse
on it for ten years. And then, if the ovmer-man would sell, first he must tell us of
his price before he talks to ancther., You hear me, dribble-mouths?"

If our mouths were not as he said, it was true that they hung open. The memory,
the Lothersome memory that 1 knew as much of fishing es I do of latin and pgreek, had
departed in the light of whet T was seeing, I had heard men taslk of the northeoesst, and

*@® gleernt from them that l't'.s equal was rarey but that it was this? No, noe I put ny face

to the freshening wind and watch the sea rising in song.

> Vany vears have gone by since that mornings All this is new to my eyes no longer.
But if T tell, believe my word that I stend to .declare there has never been an equal

to what T saw this day, in any of the other parishes. I say 80 to whalgoever is meawsix
heaped on my head by my countrymen of tne leszer parishes. Stubbornly, I tell it.

To hell and to hells
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Murph bas got an old wooden house pinned on to the tail of the lessecs In ¢ld
dnys, there had been a trade in copra frow the bosch and the house, a storersom for the
shipments, f’ort,v feet in length it is, stout in mehoe and yacce weod, and with doors

bLlockhouse
and windows needing only a change of hinges IV would serve as a bicakhzwse in which we
could lodre until matters were straightened, It stood topside the ramd, with its back
to the trees and facing to the sea. We marched to the house. I nade the lads stow their
kit and took no objection when Charley Cotton said thers should be a praysr. I uncovered
with the rest of them and seng out Amen with the best of thems

Afterwards, whon we had told off a fatigue squad to set gai coocking place and

shovel a sanitary pit, Vurph and me went down to the beache There was a clump of mane
grove breaking the mile of golden shore wi‘h s bit of green shade. Drawn up at the
-
' *roots of the mangrove, there was a pair of boatg. I looked at the boats and thought
o how they could take eight of our lads apiece; and looked back at Nurph in ecntemplation
at the wonderful work he had done with the few coins We had nus teredas
"Put we must Pish esrly and Jucky e if we will eat salt after the week is

ended," he said with drvness s reading my thoughise

"here are the nets?" I asked, remembering.

“Onur funds did no' reach as far," e Baid with a grin. "There will be fifty
soldier boys, lass the cooks and the fatigues, a-casting lines for any figh foolish
enough o take their clumsy offerings. There is also much bamboo in our mile behind
the treos."

I waited to see if he jokede "Bamboo? For what?"

"To make Pish-trsvs. I will show you,s"

Fh, there would be much he would heve to show me before I could brinz salt to
our tables. But even while, for the first time, I was leaning all my weight on ¥uroh,
there wes no ghame in my lack of knowledges T viewed the sea, bossing green beyond the
blue line, with & sudden friendliness, It wes as if I was home from a long campaign.
Vy foot felt of the sand undornoath snd settled te firmness in ite Somebody had plantdd
Ieben Daniels snd he f2lt the growing irgide him.

nit

"There is satisfaction in you’ Burph atkeds I forced my eyes o hime "The boats

I meeny" he added.

Cottonwood, I saw they were, painted and with & name on them. Day-cloud, end
Hopes They were deep, with pood leg rocm, and the ends drew to sharp points, back and
front. I felt of the soft wood, resting myhands on the top and squeezing my fingers inte

the wood,

"Where is the fromt, Murph?™ I asked from my mouti, my mind uuheeding.
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vh spoke with a laugh ruffling his voice, "The bow is up here == the stern,

the back, whore you stand, The place where your hend is a=holding as if there is
fear in you that it will cei) away bsfore we are ready —e that is the gunwalse,
goldier-man, Aie, 'vis a job it will be to learn you alle"
I grin with him, fine words rising %o my lips without my askinge "You kuow what,
Murph? I will be a fisherman, I feel. & big, good fishermans I will bring such a pore
tion of salt o our table I will be called uvon 4o eat doublie share."
"Or take a wife to have t'other share,” he saids
There was nothing in his voices nothing on his bulldog iece, derker, but
favouring Yre Winston Churchill. He wms a bulldog speaking his matier Trom his gate to
all and sundry, without fear or favour, His tongue should be drawn at the roots and
looped about his throats. Take a wife %o ledge in tho blockhouse with all the lads,
while she waiched me s=learning of bow and stern like a five-year recruit?
% “You full of shit," I tell him from 'twixt my teeth so the words came as though
Ysa somebody had rubbed tham with a rasp, "Pull ofe Full of."”
"Tightem your belt," he said, looking ocut to sea.
2 I weited for ny enger to sink through my boetsa. I felt it go away and then I
spoke againe. "We will begin to fish, when?"

"Today-todays There is good, blue waber and many fighes a-begging for the hookse
e must hustle, for *here are nets to be saved for, und a couple mors bosts to be
boughte"

Murph is my friendy bu® he is tall nearly like me, end wider, I must take over
from him so he will ue' believe I lean on him sltogethers I will not risk losing my
platoen to him. o now, I shape him with orders.

"Heer me, Murph. With only two boats te our string, hardly more then a dozen
o' the lads will be fishing at once. lhen the boats are at sea, such ss who are not
iz them will commence a-cutting rowndwood to pul up cur housess ] will ne' have the
lads living in barracks for a length of time, Tuch men tc his own roof-iree soom as
he can waw or wille Then we will teke 1%t In twns %o tske the estch to Kendal for
sales Mo wisdom in selling straipght off *he besch when we have our own idling lads who

better

can take it to the village wherse thers will be gmeR pxicexs profit. lhe manning of the
boats, I leave to voue Wohody betters"

"Yeu could po to *he ecity yourself for the selling. Detter profits them at Xendal."

Murph is & stubborn msn and harumescarum anough to go over the top, believing
his bayonet work a metch for the machine gws.Does he think he is s cwming man?

"I will give the orders while we sre on the beach, Iat Vucphe You will man the
boats and say what to do vhen we are on the water." Theire is en end to ite

Murph lodged his eyes with mine unbil there wss nothing useful in staring at
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S r longere Then, with our glances.still warm, I watched the mugcles at his jaw
rise to a ridge.

"You are a fool, labs “aniels,” he said without the heat T expected. "A dam?,
stubborn, fool-fool man, Stay awey from the city if you wish snd lose your woman because
of your stiff neck,"

Murvh was a man of words like most of mv people aree. It should be that his abuse
should be more, striking me with ggermz scorn and anger until our fists sought each
other; or they should have guickened to life such il’ustrations ss would remind me that
Adam had made a wife of' Tve before he }}ad as much as sewed a skirt of grass for her.
Then, 2t that time, he should have pu’cy;o me that my foolishness was large because I
had my eves fixed on a house snd a garden before I would take Cobina to church — and
what, if in waiting, I lost her?

3till yet, how X sm I sure what I would have answered? I might have wounded him
M}JI ?sminding him that the matter was my own nnd nobody slses, Then with fury filling my

head, perhaps I would have salted the wound by saying that e¥en if I lost her, a face

Ty 2 mrddmgk bulldog's such as his, would surely net lie/on the sane pillow as hers.

e, — .
Perhaps, and perhaps. let it lies
Howsoever, his essiness quieted thespeculiar wrath in me srd the moment passede
Ho more wes said of what each was thinkinge e made mors plans for the fishing and so
on, and returned across the rosd as Chippy Dale made the mess call on his bugle,
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I called our/\weg Boscobelw This was because my head for history reminded me
T was aerunning
that Prince Charley, when he rum from the wars, found refuge in the ocak at a place

bwd" g

Celld 2o
i This mile was the refuge of my hoped and the name ceme aptly to me.
Meanwhile, we studied the sea, - AT T MR PO .70 R R I MPTOR R
Rty Weeles” of ruirtel , T snll info e (i &
I is-nel-elear—ivmy-mindnow—hew those-sarlY weeks want. [ remember with good

remembrance that #he at the tcp of m¥ mind was the conviction that this fishing wbuld wo’
#o& be Much a task, AliE there was to it, was that & bait should be put to your

hook and the hook dipped over the sides "hen enough fish had been caught and sold, the
nets would be bought and then 'twould be eesier still, Just throw vour nets over the ;
side and haul them in, Fisher Isabel

‘. # Alo. : » Y :
R otbalnt B Pyin
Then, ag for the oGaring. Could there be diffieulty for-a grown man teply eight

-~

foot of balanced wood through the water?

S

hndy doubtlessy i%“was something like this whideh gtood in all our minds —w all

who had no imowledge of the trades I remember, I _remember now the W grin of
P Youe . Cocky ¢ it :

‘Iickv Ffolkes when he watehed the sxnnt;r sure nods we rWMe m"ked on

p bt

our plans% around the flrej after Vespers. How soon, we would earn enough to

Goone.

each build his house =nd anﬂ our womern with®us . There were tm—m'w»ﬂ@cm of us whose

S e .. (.
eyes went a-walk:mg' lmg dzaﬁarﬂes when such tnlk camé upe I knew well this ache inside,
te bitr t 7f4.4. 7 s MM
how it stmtche&-te—inm T Ia— of-u fm -and- lmewqrerv well-what the dozen-ef
The bether frowers { ¢ b ‘Z% hoen ef
us-wanted with a mlnful longing.e (

pyiry- WREBRLRawe, 50 LEYERE B, ~

But could I have)them marrying on the Sfbrvngzth without proper arrangemonts for

P

their living? And make of this beauti ful beach, a c}u‘t tor of leaning hutments and their
Ll by
women quarrelling over the was! ﬂ;u‘%s because :*no was not ##® cnough in their bellies
to settle ﬁleir distemmra? Wait ,‘? ?'w"'fiit. A Rae Town must not come to my Boscobel,
Put ‘Ilckv Ff‘o]kﬂs gr:mned his meen amusement at us, by virtue of the knowledge
of fishing he hade fis navelstrlm: was buried under a rock in (‘reat Pedro Bay of St
Tlisabeth parishs, e knew longw how the callousos would have to come to our palms

-

and be grown over again before we could break our nets with 1{!&9 heavy dmn!;hﬁa:.

_,(—>

> /
By Hm time the sense had come to me how to cut the mussel bai’s and cover my hooks

with skill, the sense had also come to me why Teter, the Fisherman, earned good remem-
: brance for his oathings. As for the use of the oarg I sat 55111 witkzedme on the
g? thwarts with shame when I viewed the ease with which Wicky Ffolkes vlayed the wood in

the water, while, I, knowm to men for my strength, fought furiously to keep firom kickiag

feet in the air each time my oar dipped.

It was not as "Vurph had desired. We fished eAP¥y, but not with the sort of luek
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o Kad h'oped for. Tunger dwelt in our kitchen, for much over twe-months a-éi;:‘moke came
once a dayv only ﬁhrau}@ /Ji\:né ;ilimey. In *he thlrd mon‘th we were baiting with more
success and by the summer, we were bawling at the cooks if‘ the morning meal was not on
times Yeb, our going was slow since there was but 1ittle coin to nut };y; and-it was not
the fishing which purchased our first nete I will tell of it presently,

Of Cobina, I heard no word, But trut—p tel>, thers was olmost a certainty in
me that at those timnes when Murph went to the eity , he had been to see her. I have
heard him, more then once, *ell inp’, Darhaps for my hearing, whet a bl essing it was to
be fishing a besch with gold and s:leer fer send, end trees about for walls, rather
than on a beach whose sand was the colour o a Port Said hotsl sheet,/ snd warehouses

f‘mllinp‘ your elbows. I meke no remarky I ‘think onlys and nobody can know by my face that

ther@ is grieving in mes My morning, noon and ni ht, I sav to myself, My
.f 5 i ~e &

7 anaur

6‘&*"& « Mwehewrt, Vv love, Coblm. W X ¥ BQF/}IQ

. Ji
LSletd T wagt reach into thﬂ d"mm cathadesl of my soul and borrow the words of
King Deviel It is a right m a privilepe that the words cf the Shepvherd Davie

should be for a man's employment when thsre are wo others to tel' what should be saide
It was in bis longings, that much of his eloquence struck .deepest,
As the hart panteth after the waterbrooks, so thirsteth my soul after theoese.
There is no blasphemy in mee aQAgy4kn@gs;/Lﬁ&éymwﬁn»sa. 4. fJﬂ%ﬁMJZQJ i " o
X

X

S

Our net, the fiw##® bip seine, with cork of Cénade floating the guy twine, and

fine manilla, two hundred fathoms for the drew —e.. this-net Hever came from fishing.

.
Lo
It came this way. 1 "
v s M 3
}Ler@ is e o«iﬂ in my people o .caongs Wall thsm from f‘regdm and double thair
A ey s >

: burdens, their songswz f ourls ;m ald is m It ds = matter for
A =Sy
7] th - e . : po have<they

1165 18 5

/ hmbhed wEtheewor @y Tt was no exception with our company at loscobels *here wers
i " roundwood
~ding, sonp'u for our mrfmg 8t m; songs when we laid back bo the ropes, pulling in GHBEXIZ&&n

from the bushjg 007 _an A _JThe. &
zminexy sonrs to ease the long "ﬂarchﬂs to the ,éﬂ-}aﬁm’,ﬁ'z our entehl Put the singing we

Nr

mad= at the close of each day was the finest of all,

Ale, we took the m ami@g.w of the day and p].acad them with our hopes for xk

_— ?m ?‘ o

the morrawwm ’-wmm *vaherz we ant ‘atthe front ef Hhe-bloeks
w'ﬁer& would come first the sl h\n‘msing fren €y dheoaps, 1ifting to a str onger

murmur w}mn one of the tunes caught most of our fancies, #xzmigex ‘ihe voice which had
€laim to the commencement of the tune would take up w*’:h “he wordsg and then, off we
.ﬂia
V& 1f!

wev'e/\ln such/hunt for Humony *hot often, you would M qni:w to hear the glory @@

gigp around you gndﬁm st the richness qbeut Vere .".his wng the case one eveninga

™e wzeaxhm sun had gone hehind the mountains and we sat oubt the weariness, &
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e sea washed gRee®® up the ‘heach wi-taavei-dapwy o1l ﬁ‘e sand like g brush of sticks
Slacitenedk :

over a mﬁ% kettle-drum. With urph watching my hands for faults, I was bendime a
agr strip of bamboo to wemd a broken fish-pot. Vear me, Joe Black drove nails into
the soft wood of & bollard pin while a couple of the lads sat a-watching him, their
hacks leanedé +to the bloskhouses TUeyond us were such others, fallen into groups by
their disposalse. Three or four tunes had been worked about by these wﬁen, from Rich
Boamish and Bully Ferguson, who sat near the cooking place skewering mussels from Xe
the shellg for our mlvmm fishing, wss coming a hymn which was catching our

one /
faney, so that, abe by one, we were leaving off our own tunes to jein thisﬂnarticular

aire

One ‘3 one, we were each hanging up our own
» Ting

A

tunes until bye-and-bye to follow down this hw.n with Deamish and Ferpguson. "™hen, as
the volces joined, the tenors working up to their notes and the bassos looking down
their chests, I nodded at Joe Plack, who carries magic in his fingers. %0 that ho wem

went quickly out on the flank and like a fugleman, turned to face us while he

e

squatted on the grass amd his hands came up.ilt is 7 mason of worth and fame, Joe
Black is, in “he waythé moulds voices with his hands. lhere were altos and sopranos
stending in now, carrying the hymn with certainty. e made the notes move into each

other with warmth and understending for the next, and, in the fifth line, where, for

Styng Freet™ wae ey noble .
many M bars/ there is g’dﬂb unison for all, we) m% pETBE
A e
VE e WY
,#/—.‘&)”4 o;ik ugg«v\,b m mg,, . -,

e

Murph's elbow in my ribs., I *amed my ointing inger and fo}lowed its

direction to the automobile standimp i1n the roade
# Huge and shiny thinmg it was, of more wealth than those others which used

to pass om our road ggaim now and agaim. Vv eyes, which give{ +o none for sharpness

made out a chaui four on the seat wearing black visored headgear and bthe three faces

staring at us through the rear windowe i
praraling «

"wi, be they tourists?" Wicky Ffolkes asked efimetas rerrRbicutones T used to

see tourists in Ste Slisabeth parish as many as evere The men woar knickers and bmees



erets like fremch sailors.”

"And the women wesr knickers amd berets but you know they are women because they
hide their kmickers," Johnny i;g:g saide

Bxnit shout

A ghomg/came from the car and I held up my hand to still the laughters

"Bravoi Bravol" the chout went. I rose and removed my straw mk hat and bowed
for I believe in manners.

"T 211 them 'tis the Don Emeywek Cos ack ¢ oir performing black face, Sargel”

- Johnny?s strong whisper came to mees likely this lad will joke a® 0ld lick when he
raiges the fork for him, Bud he is = pood man, this ¥x@mak V'Cooks I tell him %o put
his foot in his mouth; but not unkindly. I wetched the men in the car as they seemed
to talk among themselves.

"I sey == come down here for a momentl"

It is a woice fu’l of authoritye. It is evident he is not used to disobedience
and I btarely remember that I am no?;.; khaki W'o-t‘erwisa, doubtless my hecls would
have clickede I held my footinge

"Tell the General 'tis a samp of Polshies, thiy is,.S%rge,” Johmy soid in ad-
vices "Tell him 'tis the of Picers who must come up(to us nowe"

"I say} We want to talk % youl" There is imms tience in the shout. nows

Then T could-noi; stop the mag +thin =snd angry Richard Beamish before he had
insultad the stranger: :

"Well then, crawl up on your belly, Great Slugl We will no' mind it1" There was
a great howl of laughter fromithe men &t Rich Peamish's sudden bellowe

Beamish has twicecbeen a eorporal and has been twice courtmartiallod. There
have been times when T think something must be wrong inside him, for army bsef has no'
filled him out and his anger comes on him sdmos® anytime. I begsn walking down the hill
then, for the lads had offered a;n insult to the strangers. I stepped down into the road,
went to the door of the car and‘toid' them howede=do,

THere were three in the back seat with the driverman seated alone in Pront. -4 '
Just us-my eyws-had told-me nt lonr-distences The man at the end nearest me, with
suthority spluttering from his amgry tongue, was Sczt}ire (}rqves,, a Justice of the Peace

orad 7 AR 4

at the others, vounger, ard with

SuLh

as he told me when he had asked how dared .;x;?;ol looke;
less “at to their chinse Vadding to lsat go of their laugh ter, they were. They wore Mr.
Ggrvey and Mre Flynn, Americens from the sasy drawl of their tongue, but Irish as a
sprig of shamrock from their names and the laughtor bubbling ss-the back of their eyese
They were staying at a hotel in Yontego Bay taking the sun, smd were now driving back
from the city with their friend, the Souire, who w as & man of my island. Nobody had to
tell me that Souire Groves was a man of heavy purse with more title deeds *o his name

‘ than were needed for a shroude I bear his splutterings quietlyv enough, for he has no!
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J thev gift of abuse on his tongue like the brown men of the islend,

"low would you like to bring your cheir to sing at the hotel?" Flynn asked me. "We
could errenge it with the management and I guarantee the folks staying at the hotel
wonld meke it alright slrighte” v i

i;e 1L ’,,’ﬂx;no

F‘rom:oldiering to farming to fishing to performing. I grinned, but deep inside.
There was uo waiting in my minde Our fobs needed coin and if God choose to bring it %o
us through Bishop Nevman's hyrn, then I should argue with the mystery of it? I laugh to
think I should arpue.

Heer me, to Flynn: "'Tis a long march to Vontego Pay, Mr. Flynne"

Fe waved his hand like = turtle flapping nt lowbtidee "MW —- dont vou werrv about
thate e will send a truck or something for you wnd the other piys . Cheal? “ow about,
let me s®e, Sunday evening?" .

X I geid "Sunda_vl,“' v%i.th an end of talking in my voices
But when I looked back at Souire Groves, his eyes were going over me like a 7505 ]
comﬁany commander at morning inspection.

"Vou are an ex-soldier, aren't you? Disbanded?"

I cannot Lelp the remrod Kiung George has fitled to my spinee It is mv belief it
will always be there to mark me es & man of ¥haki »nd brass,.

"That is so, Justice," I told him r'r‘spec'tfuliy.'

"rmy" he gave me for reply, his syes still hot with wrathe "® This vour land?"

"On lease," I suid, Prugsqueness was coming on me. A colour sergeant is e man of
groat responsitility ond ‘even the fresh voung lieutenants sh&w a regspect for him. I heve

o A
been with the coloursforumany vaars now.

"fho is the owner?" he dnamuedd-t me. Slhao ook " ) said. [
all ‘ , 1 4
He was a man who had not had other men laughing at him for his lifetime,, pm'haps/ v

3

2 Lot/ bk n
not to his face anyhow. Rich Boamish had lod theldeds into an earthquake of a deed and
Squire Groves was all topsy=-turvy. Dut his manner was making for anger in me too.
Gl Dot vt fe w07 pmg exaft Po boi IVFES eond .
Truth %¢-®8%, I did not even know the name of the owner of the beach,}\ Wurph's was
the head for such businesses and I had not asked., Ye ty even had T knowm, I bel ieve) and I
believe I would have replied as I did.
"A —— gentlemsn,” I said, and stepped back from the cars
have acquired
e must have been a good judge of men to GEEN 011 his tit'o deeds. Doibtless,
he ## read the signs of the storm rising in me. Fe rapvred the door of the car and sige
nalled that his chauffeur shouid g0 his wayve I can rscognise dislike in men's eVeSs o
NP
jquire Croves' was near hate as he looked MSEESINEE on me.

"Sunday, soldiert" the man called Flynn shouted back as % the automobile flung

v ‘st at mes I stood and wai'ed for the lads who were crowding dowm the hill.
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who suggested we shaeke out the 0ld uniforms and wear them at the performance., There were

That was how we came to sing in Wontego Bay that Sunday eveninge It was Vurph

but few pieces cf sovmd clothing between us, but the tunics in the kitbags were sound.
So, we shcok them out md used ash from the fireplace to shine the brass outtons, There
was but little joking to it as we brought the o0ld glisten to the bwasx brass . wbitmms T
believe we 12l silent bhecause we were rubbing the rust from our memories tooe
A Add<Prd
Wot a pip less than tem score were on the smooth prass before the hotel the
evening we sange Overseas people, they were, from America, ngland and Canada, shivering
in the halfwnaked clothing which the women frem oversess seem to fancy while their men-
B B ey ik

folk sweat in blwek vnth burning cigars held betvesn their teeth. Flynn had made them put
up a stege with some palms in pots aboute I grouped the lads out of sight while I took
a peep at them. They laughed and talked enough to shame a company of washerwomen and as
I listened to the chatter, mt it came home to me that most of them were here because of
a gew sensation they would have., Down in the fromt, I, saw the ugly fatness of 'Squire
Groves, the fat man who had ased "Disbanded?", with relish. I spat at my fest,

He was in a monkey jacket like ths officare srear in the mess, with a scarlet cummere

bund like a ruler of the Hindus. He isqchemping at his mouth as a rutting horse, hie

eyes vlue with the blue of rotied ice, amd-ef the--eoldnesss There was s sourness on him
A cpfl»:‘n b, % ,\’-’, lr*.‘ el RPNy JAop. ]m
thet hung him up out of that gay company like '\?n——mdo?’hawams m in.to & wede
difgs fenshe He is a bitter fruit, Squire Gmroves is. Fven without the second sight, I
'mew he has no affectlion for uss
As to the jokers\facimg our sfam ﬁxe ™on Cossack choir in chsrcoal, I heard
them say of use The Bronze Pellowers of Roscobel, cthers said; the Growiiag Cuerdsmen,
e wikpl all the things we had already called ourselves.

from aﬁaarsj And es a thought found root in my head, T would heve given a half of our
fees to have had the blue af@ gold and scarlet of our ‘\f\ulldr“ss Zouave uniform to put

around my lads now., Put we would do with whet we had.

So I had the lads divided to right and left of the stage while Chippy “alp with
his bugle, crouched behind a palm. "hem, at a 1ift of my hand, there came from h‘:im;fhe
highy sweet rlourish of the reveille s.nd‘ ﬁ‘:ﬁ«%—oﬁd«ﬁme last “ndﬁe, Vurpk from the
left and me from the right, warched on to the stage ® at the head of our nlatoons with
all our voices rousing the march of the Grensdiers,

Aif:, then, the thunder of the apnlause when the march ceased and all the lads
stood at attention before them,

I made a talk to tell these foreigners whom we were and what the ribbons on our

outside the

chests meant, the lads behind me stending to such statues like the fine men a&xzxhm

gates of the “orseguerds Parade in Tondon Towns After ‘*hat, I stepred back into rank and



“obina as my wife back to Boscobel and she was ill receivede I+ was no
and T

I know the weys of mem, and yhe scales had fallen from my eyes mmkinpm
uth more clearly.

I do not spenk as if she was given the back of their shoulders, or as if they
made the noises in their throats which my people use to show their approval has not

been givone Nothing like that at alle There was besuty in her face and singing in the
evening

movemen®t of o r limbs enough to rub snd bother a man even in the twkikight of his

yearse. And please to remember with good remembrance that none o' the lads at Boscobel

had grown far past their hot and eagsr morning,

Cobina was 111 received hecause their MNoses mmd who had hung up the tablets of
stone, had not thought twice to set up s seperate tabernacle for himself. So while
they ceased their singing and raised themselves on their elbows to look down the
slope 2% the three of us ascending to the blockhouse, there was the shifting and fide
gebting of their feet as they stood up to the awakening of the appetite in them, The

draw of their kremids breathing ceme to me when Cobing turned her eyss from watch-
ing of her feooting to view the fifty who ocrowded om the ledpe before the blockhouse.
No word was spoken, but even then I kmew that Cobina wes =a cause of hungry enger in
in them, 1 watched them from my lowered brow, a-waiting to see how the eat would jump.

It was funny how they drew togéther gs we went up the hill, as if they sought to
put shouicer agsinst shoulder for courage and comfort in éhe face of an enemys I have
seen 1t havpen to new recruits under their first rifle fire; until the bullets had
fallen into one or twe and then the kmex Imowledge came to them that they should
spreade I do not want my lads to spread. I must ca®ch them so, while they stood
togethere.

Zmexe Cnce her eyes sbood at fours with theirs, Cobina did not remove her
gaze sgain. She climbed with her syes full bent along thé line, and I could tell when

e

eachh lad had her eyes to himself by the way a sharper fidget came tc him, There was
the little move from Bully PFerguson, a soldisr long trained to stand still; the uncalled
for blink Lo Reg Zturgeon; the way Joe Hlack shoved his neck deeper inside his coat.
We mounted to the grassy ledge and halted so the ovening sun wes painting a side of
our faces, From far behind me, there was the murmur of the sea, and close at hand, =
family of nightengeles were doing their vespers unheedful of use All of us stoocd wi'he
out novement for a questionable time until Charley Cotton ewmmm stepped ocut of the'
others and spoke.

"A long; tired-foot journey it seems to haf been, Laban,"” he saide "I sm @ think-
ing 'twould ncf be unweleome to say that coi'fee will be ready socon, Time you might

i g
1



L |

67

dust off,"

11 Charley Cotton thankie, my eyes ranging over the companys "But I will ne®
clean-up until I have spoken to the lads, Charley Cottone Seem there h‘e gome who do their
thinking where the lobster does his e behind hime. Seem as though they préfsr to put
their interpretations on the sppesrsnce of the matter, snd leave the substance of it to be
wested how it would, A stranger comes to ‘the blockhouse and they swesp together all ’chair.
welcome and heap it in the farthest corner, There is noans to say, 'Come, tasts our salt,'

teopt maybe Charlsy Cotton heres What be yel" T bellow all of a suddens "BOYS e

stoop for
Strect Arab boys? Perhaps, soon you will stone us from herel Then who will Exwzew the
first goeme? brick? You, Jos Black? Or Johmny 1Cookq §u11y Ferpuson? Or perhans 'tis
Rieh Desmish who will lsan for the first rock soon as Chippy Dale sounds the chargs on
his bright buglel Then Reggie Sturgeon will use his boots as he does it on the football
field —— aie, what share will be yours, Nicky Ffolkes? You will use the wmhip-ray's
lance you heold in your hend?"

I throw the chaineshot in their midst aaud wateh them fall under ite Poor Nieky
Ffolkes lets drop at his gide the long whiperay's tail which he had been curing with
salty end there was on his face, the guilty look ag if & indsed he had contemplated as I
gcoussd him, I looked or the faces of the lads T had accuseds All off these, I knew, had
special strength in them and special love for ue. Thoughts in the camp, wers led by *hese
and bringing them to my side would be an ai lisnce payable in victorys. Purposefully, I had
lumpeé them with Nicky Ffolkes snd whatever weaklings he could muster to hold with him.
So now, these strong ones whe had spocisl love for me would hasten to stand away Trom the
gide of such as Nicky Ffolkes, h, man, I felt the resentment T had built in them coming
out towards me.

Very well, ‘then. I preferrsd them t be in open water rather then % bs skulking
smong the recks where, sc;oner or later, my line would be fouled. Tuis way, I could play

them with jerk and ease.

-4

roclked back on my heels and geve bthem my eye at aa sngle under the tilt of my
cape

"I do not ask for welcome fer myself,” I seids "But those of you who were born
without manners should have gained ther in the srmy. It is clear o me now, that Sergeent
Isbe Daniels has not done his job with homoure Jou ceme oul the pigs vou went iwmx ine"

T felt Cobina stir at my side amd knew the harsh words had hit her., But that did
not interest me greatly now, Vha’ I was listening for, should come from Murph. I waé
heving my tussle with men nowe I knew to a fine point the wildress which could lay in
them and was readied to jump on it the moment it came up. T listened for Murph and heard
hia~grant of apgreement, Well, them, Mux;pt} %s wg_th me since T had shown clsarly my anger

Eo P
was for the poor memners they had shmmﬁ'bo Cobinae He and me had come up the hill with

!



d met the wall of their silence. Furtf™ul, it had beer %o him tove But I
did ;10%; + him to telk nowe If' he joined his voice 40 mine, thers would be two of nus
talking our scolds at tham, end thet could lesd o arguments. They would perhaps turn
from me on % hime. Then when %héy had gained their footing with the practise they had
got from gharpening their tongues on him, they would spring on me and rend and tear my
words w shredse I needed that all their intention should be on mes That way, I could
erowd them swif'tly, for they have not forgotien the respect they once had for the
chevrons enzmpxsisexsx 1 ocuce wore on my sleecve.

"Shut your {lepping mouthi" I bellowed suddeniy, myv syes fixed on Nicky Ffolkes.
licky had not opened his mouth, but who would sccuse me of lving when no eyes had been
on pocr Nicky, seve mine?

"Shut your flapoing mouthl You will speak for whom? You will be lawyer for whom?
The lads here will talk when they are good end readyl! o they nesd such as vou to bhe
their barrister? - Take in your overlong lipl"

This time, lNicky nad really tried to lalk, for truly he was sn smazed men at my
the whipping I was putting on him. But now, all the eyes had swung to look on him and

my shout seemed justified to them all, Nicky FPolkes == gsuch as Nicky Ffolkes e

getrying to be a lawyer for theml

A turtle in the ssnd at low tide was Nicky., T left him there wi‘h his mouth
degaping and all their resentment turned om him.

I half=turned sway, then waited for & second until the pull of my silence brought
their eyes to me once more, I spoke with firmmess, but gquister; vlaying them into the
pool with ease.

"Let's hat it plein snd square whenever you are ready, ladse. Plain end square
is what I aske. Broad, my shoulders are.f As for me, I an @ thinking that the eoffee
would not be a bed matter after ell, Charlie Cottons"

I put my hand at her elbow and walked her to the roct of an elmond a smeli dige
tence from the bleckhouse. I left her there and walked back through the lines of lads

for the blockhouse, ebtered, and returned outside with my blankets over my arm. T wede
them see the hurt ard gravity on my face as I went back to +the slmond. There, I smexeysd
spread a couch for Cobing so she could reste

But she did not. There was puzzle in her eyes, like the break in the quiet
ripples when a slone is cast in a poecl lying under a full mocn. Her eyes were direct
on mee

"I do not understand, Iabsne It is away from me. Why have you spoken so to the
lads when they did no harm %o you - or t me?"

An angel she is; and the ways of men are not yet kunown to her.

"Down, you should be sitting down," I tell her gently. "Thess are men, I deal
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withe are old soldiers who have lived without quarter. Leave them be."
was as if she had not heard me.

"And even the one you called Nicky Ffolkes. Why did you speak without truth of
him? He did not do as you sey."

. & ::é there bad been an eye on Nicky, Well, no matter,

"1r *;here were no words on his lipe, he had them in his hsart, Cobina,"” I said as
%o a childs "I put my hend to his bolt before he could coek his pieces Sit ye downe You

our
will know emt ways in time,"

Plain as over, I could see the puszzle in her eyes as che wandered them over thc men
and hack o mvy face,

The evening was drawing down and from all around, there ceme the ¢hirp and guip
of night birds. A jasmine bush nesr to usg poured a sudden dremch of scent and I plucked
the flower and placed it in her heir over her temples There was a difference here %o
Reo Town. Xy woman was & darkly gleaming jewel set aright now; snd I rejoiced, that the
sight it wes, I hed lived to see,

She wos warm and tender like the eveninge And my héaft was filled +o bursting
ae T looked on the brow of her, to the sweet cut of her lius, the dark eyes in which
were refiectad the snlendid rifts of the dying, Gude.

Tt was vespers before Chariie Cottom ceuld bring us the coflee = gfter a

: their words

spate of talking aaong 211 the lads; but quiebly, so x% did not reach my earse lhen
while Charlis served us with the hob mugs, I heard Lhe raise of their voices in the
evening hymn and saw how the gounds of it took Cobins by surprise. I looked towards them
and sew that Jos Black hed Wimself %aken over the conducting snd that Net Wurph stood iu
the tass section. Ale 4~ "nmi6h harmony was in their voicese Sobody hed to tell me that
this wey, the lads Were @saying that right welcome we weree that Cobina could join our

Boscebel. T chuckled softly st the victure which gp veared in my minde.

»
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CHAPTTR 1

I knew these lads Go the tips of their fingers. Therc was no surprise next morning
when T found thet® some had goro over the hill, Nor the other mornings of the first wedks,
All I did wes o walk over the ground with Wat lurph and Charlie Cotton and placed pegs
where ssch who hmd left, should live when he returned, For 1 kmew they would return, each
with his woman.

¥yself, I did not spare e put in time with roundwood snd thateh; for I would not
agrec that Cobine sheuld eurtain sway a section of the blockhouse, but slept on our
bleukets undsr the almeond. I declared tc be under cur own roofy before the rains could
COmMONSE o

Yeaawhile, we agreed thet our fishing chould be by & singls boatuntil our distur-
bance had quieted down. Ws found o claybed of rich red and agreed that this would make
the walling of our homes. The Spanish walliog we made, as our fathers had dome it when
our land was voung: With the clay mixed lo a firm batter and plastered in and about the
frame of plaibedawatixma wattles, sitout as a man's arme. Then over that wes smoothed the
finer clsy which dried in the sun to the texture of gless. Then, thereafter, like flame=

hearts in the forests in summer, our Lomes would bes

It was a summer of brave breaking segs and scented woodse Fog plums ripened and
fell ahout the roots of hesvily burdensd mangpes; sticti apples giowed red and yellow
in the wighbwRzthezsii deeper woed where Coblua =nd me walked much together. Taere was
e singing joy in me to wetch@the Qight which broke through hor when the pigeons dipped
their hesds to a stresm, or'a huming bird passed with e flash and a memory for its
pRSsSagzs .. Zwzmen gidwkm

Te went intp the ma¥t¥ers of 1ife at Poscobel but little, (obina seemed content to

with
be quiet eboub it; content to help me plaii the thatch/which we partitioned our house
into three rooms, or to lay out the zinnias snd gladioli sbout our doore And here, she
askod her own way in one matter: That a mound of miat should be planted by the door for
use in waking teas T kmew it for o custom of the fishers, that in the odows of Rae

Town —w that in this poor place of living, each doorwny hsd the mound of mint crowding

such scents on the eir that made the rooms heady with ke it.

(It is a good thing and worthy to be noted that the mint is the begotier of a tea
rerer to the palate than those of Tndia or the China coaste)

Cobina wanted the mint by hor doorway. I kmow,now, thaet my mind even then was
uneasye For, I condenmoed Cobins from her mink, and moreover, told iurph he should dig

out whatever roots of it he saw abouts There should be nothing for a reminder of Rae

3

Town, al Poscobels

Howsoever, let my foolishness lay until I must take it up egaine I was filled
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CHAPTFR 1

I knew these lads to the tips of their fingerss Therc was no surprise next morning

when T found the® some had goro over the hill, Wor the other mornings of the first weeks,
All I d1d wes o walk over the ground with Wat ifurph and Charlie Cotton and placed pegs
whore esch who hmd left, should live when he returneds Yor I knew thsey would return, each
with his woman.

Myself, I did not spare te put in Lime with roundwood end thateh; for I would not
agrec that Cobina sheuld curéain sway a section of the blockhouse, but slept on our
blenkets undsr the almond. I declared tc be under cur own roofx before the rains could
COMMONE

Yeauwhile, we agreed thet our fishing should be by e single boatuntil our distur-
bance had quieted down. We found n claybed of rich red and agreed that this would make
the walling of our homes. The Spanish walliong we made, as our fathers had dome it when
our land was voung: With the clay mixed Lo a firm batter end plastersd in and about the
frame of plaitedematizmwa wattles, stoubt as a men's arm. Then over that weg smoothed the
finer clsy which dried in the sua bo the texture of gless. Then, thereafter, like flamew

hearts in the forests in summer, our homes would bee

It was a swmer of brave breaking sézs and scented woodse Fog plums ripened and
fell ahout the roobs of hesvily burdsmsd mangoes; gticti apples glowed red and yellow
in the wighbtwRzkthrezit deepsr weed where Cobiua =nd me walked much Logether. Thore wag
s singing joy in me to wetch@ehe Qight which broke through hor when the pigeons dipped
their hesds to a stream, ora hurming bird passed with e flash and a memory for its
passage . Fwzwentidwts

We went intp the ma¥¥ers of 1ife at Boscobel but little, (obina seemed content to

with

be quiet aboub it; content to help me plaii the thatch/which we partitioned our house
into three rooms, or to lay out the zinuniss snd gladioli sbout our doors and here, she
asked her own way in one matter:; That a mound of miat should be planted by the door for
use in making tea. T knew it for a ocustom of the fisherc, that in the odouwrs of Rae
Townt —e that in this poor place of living, each doorwny had the mound of mint crowding
such scents on the eir that wade the rooms heady with #he it,

(It is a good thing and worthy o be noted that the mint is the begotier of a tea
rerer to the palate than those of Tadia or the China coaste)

Cobina wanted the mint by her doorway. I know,now, thel my nind even then was
uneasye For, I condemmed Cobins from her mint, ard moreover, bold Murph he should dig
out whatover roots of it he saw abouts There should be nothing for a reminder of Rae

Town, at Poscobels

Howsoever, let my foolishness lay until I must teke it up againe I was filled



71

g
§
.l

with love fge her and it drunked my sight te vhat she bore in hor eyes. But let it lay,

Vurph told me of our mew troubles the day ws took possessisn of owr new boat. We

leened ageinst a satimwood tree near a cave on the edge of owr land, to which he had oo vid
make

signalled me with a nod of his head. He had gono ‘o #e Rendal this day to pug ‘he last

payments on on

instaimant our new hoat e forty feet long, with lockers, Avhich we had begun payments

with the money we earnad ot Nontego Bay e as well as to mske a payment on our lesse,.
Fe looked at the mouth of +he cave, but there was gsomsthing else in his eyes
whila he spoke f‘rc" his mouth,
Wi Cho slisl g g
W"@ I an &thirking, D" the roo? of this cave shored upe Soon there wii

will be children a-romping about the he esch," he said,

L3+

Qg He spoke truth, ™o lads had come back o Poscobel with their womem. There
3
were now o soore of eooking places where thore had heen only one == &% the blockhouses
& frumly, T kmow it will met be long befors bsbles will be carried around; and that
v
another mango sossor will have children @crying for maugo-juide to be squeezed into
their mouths, But why bring me out W our fencelinme te, tell me what is known to me
already? It is bime uow that Murph sheuld gpsak with his oyes toce Mhowm does he think
he is foolingz?
"There is more o your mind thefd this odd cave, a2l Murph,” I saye "Toll ite 'Tis
no good news, I lmow that already.”
Ho 18 » brown brother of r. Maston.Chue r¢hill, the lads of Now Zealand used o
whirls
saye. There ic the sarme bulldog qualit Uy in"him when he tmemy to face me.
"A son of o vhoremonge Who ke s no more rocts than a mule hes told me today that
Boscobe! is not for ugi"
Wwiet, new, men, . Tmsv wvou should bo, Murph.

-

"Tell it pleinly, Murph," I seid with calmness. "o is the son who vexed yout"

"The 180 wee ¥, 51016y «—= who owns the land. Ye would takgﬁzlﬁe leaze now
becsuse he heg heen offered mers silver for Boscobeli”

There is no®t much sense in this o me. e The beseh hod been leaged cheaply to m
us because nobody wanted lemd on “he coaste Pack, furtber in, the land was better for
farmings Mow who could have offered this Vr. Sio ley so much more silver that he would
fgco the wrath of the heavy.shouldsred Wat Tacph with such g proposel? It is perplexe
inge.

"fhis offer comes from whom?" I agked,

H¥arph rubs his hand on the sxictmwss® trunk of the satimwvood. Cream-gold is the
heartwood of the satinwood tres, with & grein shining with high glory and flowers of a
fragrance to remember, I jgm thinking thet ma good silver could be made from thess woods

and calculate that a dozen of them under the sew would bring e fine wage to our camp,

A lepwing flew out of the fragrance as Nat Murph fisted at the trunk in anger.



72

"Hofer Squire (roves mm-  “he man in the shiny motor cari”

Tho®reat Slug, angry Richerd Peamish had enlled him, Fat and erawling like s
slug and hiding under leaves whils he ate out the heartwood. I could put my boots on him
and sing while I squeczed Zhe out the gsap in him,

"He said whet? Toll me all of it,"

"He said nothing mors than that Squire Groveshad an eve on the lend, and in his
pocket & hand that could make Mr. Sloley heavy at the bank, After I hed talked with
him, T made a patrol. m I learnt thers is wuch newspsper talk of tourists for the
north coasts They say the imericen travellers would bring coin Yo the man who would put
up a hotel on the north coast for this new sunbathing,"

Ky perplexity has not been clesrode "Sim bathing? What mey that be?”

"A now style. The wishy-washy whites will lie in the sun until they becoms ag Prew
brown as us,” Jurph growled.

hie aw this Nideteen-twenty-seven Leos made us mad, I think to myselfes I em
thinking how men arec wearing their trousers wide in the cuf?d like seilors, and how
the women are @flying sercplanes. 04 begr and Fomaley am docdy el

"So7" k

"So Squire Croves thinks that Poscobel woull Pe & Tine nlace for his tourist

hotcl, Sloley will take out g writ sgeinet us thet we bo thrown off the rroperiy

weaks

within six mmethsz" Hat Murph 2sid,

I dem' and blest at this six Rgeks, B my mind, "Twes like the Ting's pretuity

regiment,
with which they had turned us oulhof 4o greyx  Six weeks more on my bhesutiful beach
and my home with Cobina. Aftes that, mothings After that, perhens T would be s wetchman
spoil for the riff.raff whe have never kmown authority and

at a city warchouse %o bhe munkargxmdxm?mgs:ﬁrspaii:«:mz;i:m::i:hmxm‘:ffszf’r«mhamaekxxt
who would mock &t
aidxsaidicnn suchqan olq soldier as me. I could trim my line or pub & patroel through

& minefield in a menner ¥he® would make men throw awav ‘he Yenusl. 30, and so, hed been
o 3 »

my 1life. I needed nothing I 4id not possess. Thnough and nore was within the parrison

gatesy until I had seen Cobina,

And oven hers, wy my smug reflections fourd comfart that she too would have come
within the gates to the house and garden of o eolour sergeent who had msrried on the
Strength.

Then, what?

our

Ten = salvo of illluek h=d rocked my wmiddlessnd whet T had Inown, was no more,
But, Ly God and my pride, my compeny hed come steody egsin and 2 Boscobel for our refuge
had been found. We had bought our bosts and built cur hemes evd st-0d bitch to none of i%x
the rifferef’,

Then, whet, now? Once mere to strike owr colours?

I say my boots would descend on thet Slug at this pinute without any loging of

my sleepe
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"Anytiing further, Vurvh?"

"Purther, this writ will be taken out at the eud o the weeks"

A bull should not be gmads? over-gonded to the pene Toke your bemboo pole and guit
gulde him gently down the roed end there will be no fencec brokene I ask mysell nows
Wy in.hsll and thunder should Sguire Greves be prodding me so foully? I esk myself the
question without once thinking of 3loley, whom efter all was my lendlord. But it is so
that 1 find a man will never fall to know his ensmy once he seeks within his ovn beha-
viours Nobody had %o tell me that the fat Squire Groves must hate wme because of how I
had used him on the beach that dey when first he stopped et Doscobel; or that he hates
the lads because they laughed ot him in front of the Americense. A slug he was, ond
should be hesled; but for now, we were prostrate on the ground snd he erawled 8ll over
use. I called hin a name in bad languago.

Wat Murph lovked at mee "So Chippy Dele should sound the retreat?” he asked with
nothing on his fece,

"Chirpy Dale should sound your arsel” Iy soldier's tongucsis on me, loud and fouls
"Wo fat son of e lighthouse woman will run me from my Boseobell Chirpy will laugh at
him with the bress! 'Tis the muster, Chivpy will sound} Your Squire Groves will heax
such a sound as will make him wet his trousersi"

A grin T will see in hell broke the lesther of lurph's facee "Wy Squire Groves
Soft his volce wase "¥y Squiret T, then I wovld pladly teke him, Isbe, lad.”

I say the grin on Murph is from hell, and I think I mow whet he would be Coing
with the squiree. The women of the desert kad spoken offen with Vat, who hed & way with
them, no matter thet he ve ugly as sin. The women of the desert had been known To deal
eruelly with the males of their enemies, snd doubtless my corporadl had learnt somewhatl
fron them.

"o will a;erve this writ?™ I asked him. The matters of law, [ know 1iltle of, mx
and lesave all owr business to Murph.

"4 bailife, doubtiess. A wan with the King's suthority on him,"

"He has the right? The lesse to us is worthless?"

"The lease to us has been dirtied by a rieh lawver put to the work by the Squire
himgelf."

The words ceme slowly from me. "The Squire be a fat but busy mans fat men should
be quiet if their heerts should not feil them."

Yurph turned his head from me and looked in ab the cavee I saw in his face that
he was ready for it tooe T had the violence rising in me like a spring. The Forty-Ninth
of Shepherd Davie came into my mouths It is a hymn of judgment and waraing. 1 will openm

my maukix dark saying upon the harp, he sang to the Sons of ¥orah, and I had the harp

now singing inside of me of what Squire Groves could hope for at Boscobals

"Somebody should tell the man I will no¥ countenance his interferences Somebody
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should cry in his ears that WWMMWMW1

PR f@M@AMmmMmmWMW

"He would mot heed the telling, Iebe, Wealth has stopped vp his hearings"

I moved from the stiwmmd satimvood tree and soughbt Chipny Dale, with Murph
5 of the lads were on the beach looking over the heat

falling in silently behind me. Mos
Chlpyy Dale o sound the muster so I could talk to

which Jurph hed trucked in, 1 cought
m the same violence as in Murph and mef I

then, There should be caused to rise in then
é’q,f ol et
: ¢ was singing in me.

tell you the ¢



75

CUAPTRR 16

Wa sottled dovm o wait out the weck. We settled down thet evening about the doors
at Boscobel, with a silence om'us that wes as loud as if we had rageds But *he women
spoke much among themselves.

"It was a speech of violencs ycu umd@ made, Ieben," Cobins said to me.
The river was in her voice, s lthough it scemed to me that the sters in her eyes
had scents
were clouded, I smedibem the goodness of her stronger in my nostrils thau the scamks of
the bush, night-blooming in jasmine snd x cerosee -nd evum lilies. O, the glery of
our women in ‘he evening when the dark beauty of them seem to shame the poor inventions
£ +he ma kers of versess. ITre George Coampbell, that great singer of my pecple, who

ook our mountsing and valleys in his hands and shaped them with our sweat to love and

fury to be a disturbancs to me, put it that They come 1o me and take their toll and

~ever mr 1 brimming full.

her wonder,
A-brim was my womern, ond I wes drunk with Immezfoxzheex

24111 vet, although r. Ceorge Cempbell has done full well with his words, yet ]
5

gav the wender of cur women can be 2 ruin to many poetss Such an ocean of lif‘e?is theirs
cannol be disturbed by & cast of pebbles. Ask anybodye

"It was that, Cobina. Boscobel I will keep, sud keepe”

"yiolence will mob briek your wall, man, bub brick on brick with steadinesss”

Varriaze with Cobine had walened $o my umdersbending some of the simple wisdom
ghe bore in her simpie wordse Time after time, she has brought me up sherp with an
easiness that made my fund of loud knowledge seem a shallow pa‘tern of foolishness. But
tonight, I was @@nursiunge Jeelous of my brave anger as an idiot® his solowred bits of gia
glass, me.

"

S 31?: pot build a walle @Fstanding by to see that this does not fall, I am.
\N 4 -

"@, thern it holds that stesdiness will defend it as wells"
@horsed on
* "you will bhe gentle with a bailiff who is hmrxed Squire Groves' moneybags?"
g q €
The smile on her is ms on & mother snd it vexes me.
"So them, you will be ungentle with the lew?"
"If the lew shows there is unfairmess im i%l" I said angrilye
She turned quickly to fsce we full, "labe, Iabe 01" In her woice, there is 2
Aownwind
lost kling-kling beeting its tiny wind wings dasxsizuxe before a storme "laba, anger
is woekness! There is a seying in the Church Ghat thought should go befere angeri”
"aal Mua ' I laugh the derisive laugh my peopie use to scour another. "You
would perhaps that I burn cendles instesd for Groves and his bailiff%”
"Rgther than cut coco-sticks for their backs e oy, yes. Yesi”

T had sent a squad behind Rich Beamish to cut the stout coco~sticks from the

wood in cese *the Squirs had viclence rising in him to. There could be no telling. Nat
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arph had confessed to me how he had angrily told Squire Groves at Kendal that
Boseobel would make s fime tomb for him if ever he came there with his bailiff.
Murph had known exactly what my feelings would be,
"You will be warring, Iabe?"
My foolish laughter died out of me when she spoke the questione The ways of a
men are not unlike = ;oull, tearing into a fence because the strands of wire seem tco
frail to hold him, Then, with a heave and a wgkieis flung backe
A picture of consequences flashed acréss my eye and the old ceaution made me
thoughtfule.
"Po war or to be in peace is the business of Sguire Croves,” I said slowly. "He
it is who will make the attack or lay beck in his trench. I will not hit first, Cobinae™
Cobine smiled down on me so I grew down into a knuckle-kmeed boye
"I see that you gather your cudgels and you set men watching on the line-fences.
Well, now, labe, if Squire Groves or his bailiff shows his facs, will the men wait for
them to talk before they commence the thrashing? Your Boscobel will hold a festival
of bleeding hesds and weeping women, labsn, and then the comstables will come to sit
on our doorsteps. Stop pretending to yourselfe"
I4 was 2 time for anger. Otherwise, my miﬁd would continue to think end I would
see the truth in her words. When you can speak in anger, it is & fine and righteous
feeling —=- like perhaps the crowing of the roester-cock who fools himself that his
fine voicé will frighten back the dawn. Such a conceit lies in the male of everythinge
In big anger, hear me; ™hat, then? Leave Groves to do what he will to us? Collect
our kit in resdiness to march out in hasty surrender? Woman, a joke you will make of me?®
"s man of thought I would have you be, Iaban,"™ she said quietly.
"My thoughts have been of good quality lonz before I kmew Cobina lawrencel" I told

her, like a blazing pinewood knote

But my blaze did not light her up as doubtless I had hoped it wulde Silence came
on her; woman's silence, louder than a drum; loud enough to send you whirling this
way and that way, seeking something to throw your fist ate But a waste it is;
for all around, as you whirl with your anger, there is this thick, soft wall of silancel
making a trapped monkey of youe I looked on the dark velvet of her face, peinted to a

black rose by the firelight glesming in ite And so as love for her moved sbout
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my ioins, s0 did anger destroy through me like = wanton's bissesas

"We will put a fire to the bvail of F-t Slug Squire Groves or any whom he sends}
T have had the lads out their sticks and we will meke a patrol night and day until they
come § ihen, such ag be afraid, let them bend their heads so the 3Jguire can befoul them
and tel! them what They [eel be their own cold sweat running down thelr tacksl Tsbhan
Daniels has never run from his troubles}”

lkgrying for justification, me, like a pwposeful boy x crying for a harvest
moon to play ballgames withe A stupid, mule~-headed boy, whor Cobina must look at
gently, speak gmmxigx softly,.

“A man sen stay eaway from trouble without dishonour, labes Nobody asks thet you

run away from troubles, just that 'tis better to gtay eway from them. Hastiness is %he

[t

easiest rond to troubles Ask anybodys"
i slammed to my feet and reached for the stout stick the lads had rought in from
wi

the bush for mee. lt is of a mighty neft and sings when I swing 1t to the Haykim rhythm

of a bad word. I went away te look for Murphe
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FAPTFR 17

e i

eighth
It was the early moming of tha atghlixenigti dey that the bailiff cams. Doubdbe

less Squire Groves had to0ld him of Murph's words, for he did mo® come nlone. Rich
Bosmish on patrol on the east line heard the moter cer approach end slow, He stepped
out into the rymedzmedxsak middle of ‘he rosd and got on +he ond of his gtiek like the
nobs do 2t ths races, .

Mho he ye?" ho asked as the motor ear rolled +o a hal+ not many incheg freom his
chest. ~

Heggie Sturpeon, who paired him on the emst line, told us sfterwards what Rich
had said, and whet the bailiff anewered. The bailiff was large, in ¥haki clothes, and
wore & cneccouered eaps Much legal bleeding of the poor had pvlaced on hir the auvthority
which is best seen in the larger privy rats,

“A beiliff of His Wodesty's Court, T went +o see one lsben Teniels,"

Tnin and angry though Rich Feamish is, & fine soldier heMoverthalocs is. Pe kmn
kept within his orders by doing no more than whistlineParoufic his fingers for me.

. deputies
Tt must have been & sight net ordinary, to the hailiffy end the four ®mep ha hed

B

had brought in the car with him, when soon thero wes alerashing through the dark wood
cut of the dark wood

and then suddenly the road was filled with mome We stepmed dowm imbmziiamr veddtak 2 ik
inte the roddish light of the dawn on the road, the salty wind whipning =t cur clothes.
I moved to zo through the lads un to tha front, but Net YWwrh held ot v glesve.

he . . " o W i »

"Wait for swhile, Iabe," he gaid, his eyes bright,

Beamish had plaved his seldier'’s pert, and much respomcibility no lonper on him,
he was growing engry. IHe badliff turned his lsrge head about at uszas he gstepped frer

the car,
"Iaban Daniels?™ he called Tike & cowr’ erisor. "Mnielst?

T, then Rich Teamish's thin body jerked us he ceme off the stiek and Sook
strides to he car, "loben Deniels be non willing to gee such & face as yours so exrviy
earlvi I be net as particular, bubt prefenrtexgrze truih 4o tel? wonld rather be

turb lo-toad
aegazing ot vour bohind e g0, run, men! Turn end run —e yOU/FRE som 67 2 bed word!"

There is a fet beestle of the countryside,whose livingy ic mads by burrowing his
head nt the bsse of animals' drovpings and tumbling them along che ground un*il he ped
rolls the load into hie dwelling under smy Targe rock, The tumble.toad, he has been
ehristened, end every boot in the land ig 14fted ogainst his fat uncleenness. Yow we ¥
see with Beemigh's worde the rssemblance of the beiliff to #he Lumble-tond, and eannot
hold back the atm chuckles in cur bellies,

But the wind tokes up our soft laughter and makes of it a mean sound in ths
beiliff's ears It is to him as if we mubtered in enger againsgt he and his wen, The

wind in our clothes and the uncertain red light of the early dewn might have made

him believe we moved towards him. Thotever it was, fear entered his eyes at the things
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he saw and heard. There was a huried little ory from him at his men as he commenced
backing towards his car with Rich stalking stiff-lepged like a rooster at him., We
waited gig he hopped into the battered old car, then it was backing and wheezing
down the road as the driver sought a place to turn about. Then the laughter burst
from us like a south wind in the summer. My, but it was a rare laughter that doubled
us :: the turf and made the tears to roll down our cheeks. Then Rich was a warrior
of a man to us, and his back must have tingled to the slaps with which we told him

amidst our roaring laughter that well he had done.

Howsoever, xmWw sobering-time came when the laughter had died out of us. We
grunted and broke away, some to the beach and others up ¥® the slope to their hutments.
It was fumny how most of the men sought their women when sobering-time came

I Jeaned to a corner of the house and watched Cobina readyv the f‘rying-pan for
the breakfast fritters. Her face was smooth, the curve of her mouth, full, as if
kisses had been lately on them, There are such movements in the turn of her body as
meke 8 song to sing inside me. withzilzmxw There has never been such meledy in another.
Not even in that one like a lazing tigress (I say it with decent admiration) who
shares a bed in Joe Rlack's quarters. '

"We showed ourselves and the mighty beiliff ram," I say.

"He will be back with his hest," Cobina said, her eyes om the affairs of her
cooking

"He ran with fear making a child of him," I grinned.

"The laughter of you will make a man of him," she said, her eyes not on me.

I am puzzled by this. I asked for her meaning.

"He and his men were not angry emough this morning,"

she said, turning the
fritters in the sputtering oil. "The laughter I heard from you on the beach will make
them angry enough. Then, back they will be."

"You must be one of Solomon's widows - the one to whom he willed his great
wisdom,"

She straightened from the fire to face me, Th® A hand pressed against her hair

AnAd At

narrowed the frock about her mw waist, and I am thinking how :lt bo that a.ltheugh m

¥ L / il

~

1s«memhswmmthwm& she is a bud.flower i heF f‘orm vet Wer- eyes were o :

nerfev

steady on me. I got the feeling again that all my talk before was of f’ooliahness mdm/».’
that I had been waiting on her to tell me what to do. She spoke as if she was a—saying,‘,
'as ,L'l i m ‘/, r§: A4S | an by éd
how WII'M/'&lB day. 1oan prly (-m/@:',
"Tell Chippy to sound a recall and ha' the men on the lines again. Cut stout
sticks, leban, if you would hold youw Boscobel today."

Then she returned to her cooking again and I stood like a small boy behind a
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teacher who has dismissed him from her presence.

Even although it is myself that say it, I am a man of readv wit who is not afraid
of righting his mis takes after he learns they are such, Nevertheless, when I waited
while Chippy made the recall, I did not look towards the door where, Cobima, the
cooking end washingeup ended, sat a-knitting.

I took the lads into my belief that the bailiff would return with more man men,
and told them we should men the lines again. I told them that doubtless, the bailiff
would return with the constables nowy and that the men who could not stomach liffing
a hand against the King's constsbles should may now fall out of the ranks. No ill
would be thought of such a man, I said,

The load of laughter they overturned on me, brought a grin to me teo. Many
battles these lads had made with the constables in the days when they wore the khaki,
To be told they should sit by their cocking places while Roscobel was taken from them
by the constables, wes a merry joke to them. I waved a hand in apology.

"I did no' reckon 'twould be otherwise," I told them.

The hours went past with none of us giving any attention to work, except the
do,en lads I had told off to re-set some fishtraps for our food. Down towards evening,
Nat Murph said the lads could socon return te their quarters. I asked how was this.

"lew does not permit the bailiff to do his serving after sunset,” he said.

We stood by my door where Cobina poured coffee into mugs for use.

"B, so our sleep will be restful," I said with a grin.

"1Cept that this will be a eriminal summons which the bailiff will be serving
now," Cobina said guietly. "A smnmnao;l;narrest for assault on the bailiff. They
will come == even at midnight,"

It came home to me that she spoke all sense; and when I looked at Nat Murph I
saw it in his face that this was so. I slapped my thighs with my hat and moved away.

"Come along then, ¥at," I called my corporal.

We were not sure how they would come, so we set the lads east and west of

goodness scent of

roscobel, We waited in the night while the dew brought fusdmexx to the mswkriixs
eooling earth and the nightbirds and the little animals went on making their living
in noises which were pleasant to hear, The sea went down to a dreamless sleep and a
late moon floated up with a sudden 1lift, then seemed to hand stride while it idisx
idled among some playful clouds., I made the round of the guards, played on my march
by a fluting nightengale; and it was a revelation to me to see how a man can enjoy
the duties he hates, when he does it of his own freewill, For these lads on post
were as chippy as if they were no' wses missing their warm beds because of the task

they were doing. They joked at me in whispers as I circled about them; and yet, I
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' these
declare until the day I die, = blade of grass could not have stirred under thix brokem
snd unstesdy mmsmdixit moombeams but they would have seen it.

I kmow this to be so; for when the constables crept up on us at some minutes
after the midnight, their clumsy approach was watched by the lads long before they rmax
reached our lines.

They came on us from east and west, but we did not wait for parley. The lads
sprang to silent work, hitting low so there would be no broken heads for anyone to be
gallowsed about; but nevertheless with might and main to put them to flight, We were too
many for them; there could not have been more than twenty of them with the tall English
inspector on whom I rested my stick at the east line fence. He plucked at me with his
batons but the ways of war had come to me long before he had put away his slate and
primer. I joined with the darkness under the trees and played such tricks with his
ankles and thigh; that must have left him black and blue for many days to come. He
whistled the retreat — after failing to see my whereabouts for meny minutes, whila
he was never far from my hand.

For a little while, I stood to take reath; then on the double, I went ground the
lines to see how the lads had fared. I did not see much to less than joke about, until
I reached the west line and found the tall sergeant, Joe Black.

I know death well. It has travelled around with me, a-sitting on my knapsack so
long that I know the instant smell of it. But mow I meet it with & cold hand clutching
my heart in terror. In those other places, it was part of the life, Here, under the
trees at Boscobel, death had no part or lot with us.

It is ever peculiar to me that, st this moment, my mind did not dwell on the
yeafa which had found Joe Black and me together all about the worlde Such remembrances
did not come on me until days afterwardse At this moment, hhe:';z?‘before my eyes

gxpg face of
the fmemsxafzfskimgxumit Deborah Black, the woman of Joes She was a widow before her
prime; with life in her that was no' fully plumbed yet. Now tho matter would have to
halt swhile; perhaps, forever, if the love she bore Joe Black was that which could net be
given to another.

I sat beside him and struck a match. It was a swing of a baton with fury which had
caught on the temple of Joe. Doubtless, the constable had struck with none of the fears

of the gallows on him, like we hade
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CHAPTER 18

Cobina went away long before the dawn. I remember with a remembrance like the
black burn of iigh lightning on a tree,what it was which went before the disappearsnce
of Cobina. It was the deed of Deborah, the woman of Joe Blacks She was hardly known to
me before. I confess that my responsibility here, as a gergeant to my company, had not
been carried out with mske note; for the wife of such a sergesnt as Joe Black of the

Pioneer Corp should have been well known to me. But how this was so, IX I do not

Thinking, I am s-thinking thet perchance in my mind she was a tigress from bha s&umx"‘-
garden who purred under no hend but that of her master —— and is therefore sonaibly

left alone., But that is of no consequence nows

We had made a l1itter for Joe and bore him up the hill towards the square before
the blockhous e. Our women ha:i}}lrawn behind their doors and nome should have been out
when we got to the blockhouse. But, almost I stumbled into the bearer behind whom I
was walking, st his sudden halt. I reised my eyes from seeing after my footing and
against the cleerer meonlight, there stood the figure of Deborah, gsilently barring the
m to the square.

ki1l me, dead, and T will still swear from my grave that she could not have ssen
the face of the man whom we bors up the hills Then how was it that she had lei't her bed
to bar our ways =and with a weve of her hand, turn the bearers towards the house which
Joe Black had built for her? i

sees her tack to the moon

It was a shaking thing t0 bazximadingxikex and her finger pointing the
way to her own doorway. The lads did not turn to me for orders, but went the way she
pointed. Then, strangest of all, there was no surprise in me when I found Cobina by
my gide without knowing when she had got there. Neither when her hand sought mine as
the peculiar procession halted before the door of Joe Rlack's hutment and the litter
was gently rested.

Charlie Cotton, who bore a lantern, stepped to the fromt with his cap held

now he would make.

under his arm and I see by the set of his face tha% e wrayer forxthexsmui Deborah
hed stocped at the head of the bier and lifted the end of the coat with which we had
covered Joe's face, Three breaths must have passed while she looked her fill. Then,
as “harlie Cotton commenced the lord's Prayer, she rose swiftly with a spitting sound
through her teethe

"Go away with 1t1" she whispered. "Take it awayl Away with your pravers, I say!
"Twill no' bring back the life imto himi"

The blasphemy was distress to “rarlie Cotton.

"17ig the word of Jesus Christ, Deborah Plack!" he said affrightedly. "'Tis
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the words to bring you comforti"

The woman leaned towards Charlie Cotton. "Then if it is that you are a men who speaks
for Jesus Christ, put life into him! Stretch on him as Jesus Christ did end put life
into this dead! Call him forth from the tomb, you wombless begotter of wordsi"

I know that in all my born days, I had never heard the metters in snother voice
that I heard in hers this night., It is of the cold quality which speeks in the noises of
a serpent before it strikes; and so was the turn of her body as she leaned further fore
ward and moved her head around to see all of use L felt Cobina shrink to me, and saw by
the move of the shoulders of the men that their women, who had now joined them, were
closing to them for cover too.

"A widow I am, now —~ the only widow in Boscobel! Eh, remember me, the rest of

you when you ha' your men to warm you while I seek my own firewoodX e I say to blood!

Take your prayers and leave me with himi"

The wildness whipped at us from her throat in such measure that I saw men step
backward from gitw that place. And truth to tell, there was a yearning at my knees for
flight woe It was then that Cobina, with a ::x:;t from the shelter of my arm, told me
that the mem should be made to go away. “0 I went away from before Joe Black's hutient
and the others came after me with quickness, leaving only the women there.

We talked but little, each looking in at his own thoughts. After a while, we
heard the women singing a hymn, Then after a while, it did not seem long before day-cloud
was whitening in the easte. By then it was quiet at Joe's doorway, so weary and heavy
at heart, I sought my ovn place and Cobina. She was not theree.

I sought her among the other women who sat hunched in sgleep around the bier. She
was not there either. I roused them and asked questions of them, but their faces in the
early dawnlight held nothing of communicatiome I sought Nat Murph, a strange fear on me
still from the look I had seen on Deborsh's face at my questioning after she had turned
her head from the bier to join the glances of the other women at mxzfgnnx;x me.

"Cobina is not in Boscobel, Nat Murphi” I said . "Cobina is gebe gonel"

"lf she has gone, 'tis not to a far distance, labe," he said calmly., "She will
not leave Boscobel === and you."

"Then == but where could she be?"

The day had come up clear on us. A peadove cooed snd a reply came from her

mate. The groundswell washed with gentleness on the sand and Murph looked peculiarly
on me.

"There is another thing which has come up to put £eax fear on you, labe Daniels,"
he saide "Tell it to me so we can reason together.”

I do not understand what the other thing ise. Nat Murph is closest to me. He ig my
friend, such as few men possess. '@ has lain beside me on the slopes of Fusail, in the

Valley of Jordan, when there was a Turkoman's bullet setting up a great noise in my
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shoulder. A night and a day he stayed with me, a hot rifle in his hands; the precious
drops from his centeen cooling the cloth on my forehead so the fever would not burn
eway my breath. He could have slid back down the hill with homour, for Fusail had been
a tomb for many of the regiment. But he did not. Ask anybedy.

"She looked at me, Murph — looked = looked and smiled,” I said with a weight on
my tongue so the words stammered out. "It was & smile such as I hepe will be turned
elsewhere."”

"You spesk of ~obina?" he asked with sharpnesse

"Man, no! 'Twes Deborsh Blackl I enquired of the women of Cobine and e stonewall
of faces they turned at me. But = she smiledl"

There was thought on Nat Murphe You hesr him now, slowly: "Rest you mind eesy
sbout Cobinae. If there was a wall of fmemsx silence to your qustion, then doubtless
they have hidden her behind the wall. 'Tis the way of womon when they make their plans.
But ==- Deborah?"

He paused snd looked towards the mourning house. There was smelke rising from all
| the cooking places which told that the women had returned to their kitchens to make the
morning meale But no smoke rose from Joe Black's w- .oOr mine either.

"I do not know, labe. She did mot seem promising of smiles earlier this morning.
o /) Bi(ut perhaps the wound is @healing already."
: Murph had not seen it as I had. Such a smile ghould not have come from Deborah
Black with her men just turning cold at her feet. Such a smile was of 'ho women who

leaned on the fence outside the garrisons



CHAPTER 19

Cobina returned at high morning - but such a returning! We heard the motor
a-coming and again we sought the line-fence. it was with an anger thet was forgetting of
the gallows that we now manned the line. Some few, such as Nicky Ffolkes, had turned
coward, for the thought was strong on us that this time, there woulc'i be rifles with the
constables, Put Bully Ferguson, a rebel from the womb, and Johnny ﬁsg::;; who would joke
at the Devil and his fork when his time came, and sweet Chippy Dale who sounded the
muster with such flourishes that no drumemajor would allow == such as these at my back
made a mockery ovf the cowardice of those like Nicky Ffolkes.

Yet, I will not be untruthful as %o say that some thought did not find a place in my
mind, even when I was sending Johnny Mx@omk M'Cook up a tall eoconut tree %o do a scout. A
emimpr sergeant is a men of responsibility who must think on the costs to his platoon. When
our fathers stormed the walle of the Ssbbajeez end tore the green flag from the mosque
—— the greatest mosque of all the GwwhizzSetidmx Ceambiss eee they did not charge with
fury only, but took along their escalades too. ¥y blood wes hot with the killing of Joe
Black; but this time, I wos thinking of the odds ahead. We could not battle all the ~on-

stables in the land, md they with riflss too.

Perhaps, it was the going of Cobina which made her words iiwm come slive in me and
stirred ewakening t the foolishness of us. I heard the motor coming nearer and I swal-
lowed the stiffness from my neck., I could not pit the lads against hosts which would
sooner than later look along their sights at the puny sticks we carried. I called to
Chippy Dale intending him to sound the recall and prepare the lads for a parley. No longer
did we wear the King's uniform; eh, no longer did we enjoy his special protection. %I waved
Chippy to me.

But all this went for nothing as there came a cry from Johmny M'Cook far up in
the coconut erotch;

"Cobina —'tis Cobina, 3xds —— at ease, lads! 'Tis Cobina with - with —e
l_o_x;c_l__Gg_d_l_“ He twisted his head to look down on our upturned faces, and for awhile I
feared he would lose his grip snd umemek break his neck, so shaken he appeared to be.
"Charlie «d% ‘harlie Cotton - Ol Cobina is a-bringing back a real pastor with pigeon
collar and alll Man Brother Cotton ~— you will ha' to go over the hill ==~ he will take
away all your tradel” fo Malian garpiples

Then there were we, ghshowing our teeth in lame laughterﬁifor M'Co;k'a' joke while

our minds race away g-seeking a meaning. Cobina returning to Bolscobel with a pastor by
her side. What was this new foolishness for which my womaen had given me fearful moments?

To fret and worry about her while she sought a collared pastor for the burial of Joe Blacks3

Could not Charlie Cotton ha' piloted him over the Fiver? Such stupidity is consequent of

-
b}
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a woman's thinking. I recall the wife of a Colonel who sent him table napkins of a
snowy whiteness while we held the Turks in the Valley, those forty days of bullets end
fever. ‘(‘\,g ,

"Ab-eg¥c,"” I tell the lads,sharply, to take from them the quality of ugly stone-
work which Johany M'Cook’s shout had brought te thems I stepped from the busk to the
road, the others follewing me, and we stood ’thg}je while we waited the coming of Cobinae

But when the motor breasted the hill and rolled down to us, we sew that there was
snother in the car with Cobina sad the rastor. The car stopred a pace from me. She it
was X who came out first, Her eves were steadv on my face, doubtless seeing there the
anger against her that was in re ; end spesking %o me by her look, that I should behave
myseli for there ¥ were strangers hers.

"I bring a Father, laban, Fathor Ambrose of the Mission at Kendal. And I bring a
lawyer, laban, Iawyer Figueroa of Kendal. ’l&y husbsnd, this is," she said turning her
head back to them for my intreduction. Then she was walking away, with the sun cast on

the proud 1ift of her head, on the gail of hers And my eyes on her, there sprang inte

my throat the music of Solomon:

I em black, but comely, O ye daughters of Jerusalen, as the tents of Kedsr, as

the curtains ol Solomons

died down
I ‘urned from the watching of her smd the music &id in mees

Figueron was clever of mouth and had the ready eve of a fighter, Te leaned
against the car and I could see it rlainas plain that he was sizing us upe But I
rested my eyes on the priest, for hern i% gdd seemed to me was the head of the matters
The Romen priest stood up, a wman of s'ature. His golden head was bared to the sune I
took his hanl and foumd that his grip had strength to it.

"yv., leban Teniels. I have heard of you, Laban,” he seid.
"Mell paracr, 'tis my affair Yo esk whether you heard good or bad," I told him,
"put I will no' press for it, since esger cars m& may cause hot temples."

He grinred at the proverb of my people and moved aside a liktle so Figueroa
could shake my hend too.

"Yet emgor ears test the strength of wells, ¥r. Daniels,” Figueroa said. Figueroa
is of my people, with education; but his schooling has not made him forgot the wisdoms
our people put in their barbecue aukingz sayings. A good, that is. He is not as tall
as the pastor but there is a good set to his shoulder. Ny spirit greets the young man,

even though there is en easy glib to the speech of him, But 'tis his trade to be of easy
gpeech.

"Aie ww and it is sensible that a man should build a stout wall about his tomgue,

lawyer,"” I say, measuring up te him,
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His eyebrows went up in spplause at me. "Otherwise -we?"

I shrugred my shoulders. "Otherwise, then lot Rim leok bo building stout arms."”

He bowed 1liks those in the theatre. "Your witness, Father," he saide

The Roman priest smiled at us. "I am out of my depth with you Jamaicans, Grant,"
he saidy so I !mew the lawyer to be Grent Figuerca. "I will stiek to simple American."
So I knew the pastor to be American, "laban, here, has a reputation for stout armse. He
picked one of our young ladies right off the altar steps, so to speak."

I put the ramrod down my tack and gave him my ey,

"She came with willimgness, Pastor Ambrose,"Il said.

e could be about my own yearsy a year above or belew. But therewas a quality in
his smile that could make us into short-trousered boys; young and}ik:gg at the knees
as ever, The remrod seemed unaccountably stupid,

"Mhat is, is, Labam,” he said gently, puszling me.

I waited, my eyes on them. Cobina had gone up the hill amd now I could hear the
voices of the women singing a hymne I cast a giance up to see if the day would be fair.
It is misery and wncomfortebleness to hold a burial when the weather is woteThere is a
sound to the coffin settling in the mui that is the last bottom of nothing, I looked
px back at theme, Pastor Ambrose spoke to me.

"lavan, your wife ocame to me at the roectory carly this morning -ee before day-
lights She told me the story of Boscobels. ¥meh Iuch of it was kmown to me already =
exsept the death of Joseph Black, So I am here, with Grant who is & sort of legal
adviser to my flock, As a good Catholio, he gives his service frse to the Church == g
sort of pemance for the sins he daily commits in the name of Justice,"”

His chuokle is that of a man who does it because there is ;;:s‘; humour in him,

Some I have kmown, wear their laughter as the tiger wears his purre. But I cannot be as
ea 3y about the matier as he is.

"My wifs eame to you without my kuow!edge or consent. Very well, then, You kmow of
Boscobel and your friemd here is a lawyer who does not ask silver or gold for his ser-
vices, Well = what?"

The pastor must have kmown I mocked at him, but there was no anger om hinm,

"You are a quick mem, laben, a right sszdimey soldierly quickness, You wish me %o
get on with it, Well, shortly, Grant and I did some casting around, Thers will be no
trouble coming to Bogcobel for the night's work —- except for the Coroner's Inquests"
A eloud shadowed the fine eyes of the Roman pastor. "It is s sad affair, Laban; but
the boy is gone and I will not speak to you the words of comfort which the Church
reserves for such occasions. You will kmow better than I wikek how to resolve your mind,
All there is for me to say, is: Let us draw a certain lesson from the death of Joseph."

The pastor is saying that a man of strength, I am, who does no: need the

soft words of his trade to wrap my sorrow in. Very well, then. For right, he is.
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T yp— this_'oertain lesson?" I asked, with less of the cockea-doodle-doo imzmex
showing in me, but :iitiig to quarrel with him if ever he should word against me for
having met Squire Croves' campaipn with violence.

"lt 15 a lesson you must geek yourself, laban," he said gravely. "Now we must
deal with the living. let us talk about the lease, Will you come into Kendal to a meeting
and talk it over with the owner? Grant here will represent you «— legally, I mean."

The lads had come now, crowding sround ugs and friendly Johnny li'Cook with the
laughter in his voice was in good fun as he tried to introduce our fifty, nsme by name,
to the lawyerman., Figueroa had meved away from Fastor Ambrose and me, walking into the
erowd with Johnny. There was an intentness in his bearing while Johnny made the introduce
tions, as if he sought to remember each neme, and I wondered at his earnestnesse. It should
make a wealthy man of him,

The pastor was looking at me, waiting far my reply. I knew there was reasonableness
in what he said, but the mood om me was not to reason. The mood was to hurtle my fists at
things because of the grieving in me at Joe Black lying cold up back there on this shin-
ing morning, and because of the disapproval I saw plain as plain in our womenfolk, The
lyds were not the one to fret on what had happened. Soldiers, they had been; and on my
oath I declare that when once a man has worn khaki and brass, he will not shy from a
little shedding of blood. But the women had come to us for nurbure and comforte They
could not see that peace and comfort was only for the strong. You must i;:t;};m- sinews
and open your mouth in a great roar to make your strength known to men. And no multitudes

of Cobinas or Deborah Blacks will make me begin to doubt whether my strength is enough to
bear the brunt smd the fury of the dev. Words rose up in mes

"Parson=-0," + say, with thoughtfulness, "up the hill back there, the womsn have
used sarsaparilla-bush and spices on a cold bit of man, readying him for his burial, lig-

#-dirging
ten, if you listen well, you will hear them s@dirgimg Nearer My God To Thee. They are

no‘f'dirging for Squire Groves, nor the Foscobel ownerman, Sloley. 'Tis s man who marched
with us, for whom they sing their hymn., Then how come should there be gladness in me
because you say there will be no troubling coming tc Bosccbel? I should hurry to the
funeral of one of my disciples, gepraising Caesar with bows and handelappings that the
measure of his punishment has not been greater? B, it is strange.”

Pagstor Ambrose had a little smile playing about his mouthe A man of stature, this

me those times when

is; I sense none of the satigfaction which comes to NENzXeX Zuken my shafts sink
home. Rather, the pastor by his smile is saying I should look to the better stringing of
my bows,

"No, laban, you shouldn'te The applause should be for yourself that great Caesar
has stayed his hand out of deference to you,"

He said it with a gentleness that held no stings Nevertheless, I knew it for what
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it was ep rebuke to a long-tongued man, The voice of the lawyer broke on wuy silence.

"I have just been talking to Vr, Murphy here."

Pastor Ambrose turned, "Ah, yes, Im birds of a feathere The legal man of Foscobele" .

God o' Rethell Whet has Cobine not told her priest in the little time she had with
him this morningl Te lkmows all about Murph toos i, I am thinking she must have a
mighty :::iitx of prectice in the Confessionsl.

Figueroe speke to the pssron and me while Nat Yurph and the others listened.

"I was explaining to ' Murphy how it was that a loophole was found in the i
lease to slip Squire Croves ‘nto Toscobel — and he agrees it was cleverly donee. But
I told him T believe a way could be formd which would close it again and he believes
with me that it would be worth trying."

Nat Murph mede his eyes four with mine and nodded at me. I did not reply. I took
it i1l that he should agree to anything so gquickly.

"But laben does not agroe with ug, Gran%,” the pestor seid, his eyes on me. "He
thinks it would be grest weakness on our pert to pariey nowe"

"Oh," ITIigusroa said. I say he has a clever mouth, with little iines marking the
cornars. "Well, then, we have a divided opinion herey whether we should have a Boscobel
clsared of Squire Groves, or whether %o spend the rest of owr days patrelling the line-
fence with staves -~ with our wonen afraid o venture outdoors = " he laughed aloud
as he turned to face the lads crowding on us. "Ilmq{here are married? Whox‘:hero are of the
band of mertyred gellants? Fow would you like to have your wemen penced indoors all day?®
fands up, the heroes! “how your hands = you == VOU w—= ? yOU = " Hig fingers stabbed
out at a few of the lede while his eycbrows rake upwards wiik weekeyry mocking. Then he

hig wits in a sharp contem-
dropped his voice and hig eyebrows sc he scemed ic have gathered/ixza spreet seonesntes men
plation of the kind of herces my lads would be. "Seem to me, my gallants, soom you will
lady hum storm
be forced to find new quarters when your,/loves commence to fump/and to fume like wicked
little hornets trapred in & gourd ="
loke it from ms, O, that the papist lawyer has the gift to rettle down doubt and
conflusion on lﬁsf’e].lows in 2 manner wondrous to wekii beholde Fe leaves them there,
a-flailing, like groupers at the bottom of a boat, then turns to the pastor, his head on
one side and & mice grin worked ebout his mouth,

"Padre, here, wouldn't know what I mean —— he not being s merried man like us ladse |

"But I do know, Grant," Pastor Anbrose said above the laughter, "These tales
are brought to me, you kaow,"

‘he nastor made his eyes meaningful and there is ancoler burst o? leughter from
those of the lads who are Catholicse #nd I kunow tha®t the joke was that he hears the tales
in the Confessional and thet who kmows, but Figuerca has a fuming wife.

All this time thet I am watching and listening, my mind is keeping up with thems

"wixt these two, they have the lads laughing. My mind is looking about me to see to what
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purpess thoy shaps us. Nobody has to tell me thet the pastor and Figueres ha' got a plan
for use

Figuoroa gave his hands a little clap together, He grinmed at Naﬁ Marph,

"So it is agreed thet there should be s parley, lr, Vurphy, Wow lot's gee - who
will represent Boseobel at +the rarley? Of course, T will join you if T am invited,"

I ilt my straw hat back so the sun comes hot on my face, and prepars tc battle
the lawyera

"Agreed?" I say, "how come you say there is agreement?”

Piguercs turned quickly to me. "Bh, Mr., Yaniesls has hit the uails Sorry, ¥r, Daniels,
we have been forgetting that there has been no general sgreement —— vot."

I made to spsak, bhut his lawyer's Longue hed slready pone shead of me,

"We will take s vobs,” he spid quickly, "We will do it the wa7 = +he trulv demoe
cratic way which I understend is the way metters are run at Roscohel, Wa will +ake o
vote. Thoge in favour of not pemning the womem in, so thelr tonpue will not work mischief
and ruin a man's pesce sml COMPOrt wee say Ayel"

I mede to still the laughter which accompenies the shoubs of Arel I raised my
hand and said a word that they should hold ewhile, T twvied fo 71ift my shout above theirs,
a-telling them to steady their behinds., Put can the wvoles of s popgun pitch above the
roar of ordnance?

So it was on the beaeh, With the 1ift and shske of gwmm senss and laughter Figueroa
had given them on his line, my lads wswe hung uwp in the sun to dry just as how they
string their nets on the poles down on the heach,

My eyes walk around ng on ‘their faces, stoppine here snd there to stoop and peer
in et some I have known long and well, Pully Ferpuson's rebsl mouth was flat agoinst his
teeth with griwmiwgx smiling, his hands in his pockets and his shoulders strained back
the way he does when he ig pleased, “‘ﬁggi@ Sturgeon, the engel at right centrs, whose
boots on the ball was likened to the wonder of s great ertist's brush when it touches the
canvas = Chiopy Ualo, the little bugler of A-Company, who once ook his breathing by my
own time ww~ aye, and even the thin and angry Rich Beemigh — it seemed there was not
anything else in the world which would btring more cladness to their hearts than to hold a
parley with Squire Groves and his mowkey-mon, Sloley,

But I swallowed on my engere Vy own charge was being readied to go off under me if
I did not meve with care,

It is o matter of grest responsibility to be a sergeant of the solour companys A
knowledge of men mus®t be in you as sailors hold a knowledge of wind snd weather. There is
one manner of salting their wounds to bring oaths in their apony. ithero is another, whem
the ointment should be soothing, so that they will know there is love for them in you. To
march, or helt, is a matter for the sergeant; Lut there should be sense in his commands .

I remember with a remembrance that comes olear to me how, in the history of the re-
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I am quiet now. There is & flagh of a look 'twixt the pastor and the lawyer and I
see the cleverness of Figueroa's mouth change to grimmess for a little. But then, right
afterwards, there is admiration in me for the stallion 1ift tc his head he pives as he
meets my eye.

men, R

"Surely, mxmy surely,” he is saying. "It is a fair thing your sergeant Asks e

that you remain at Boseobel. We will not vex owselves with anymore mow. the sum is high

and a man's thinking is not at best in such heat, Sufficient to say that I will arrange
for the parley and will be back this evening 4o tell you of ite"
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CHAPTER 20

We dug the hole for Joe Rlack et the foot of a great cottomwood., Such a spread
of tree was it, that our compary stood within its shade with much room to spnere. It
wes seid, softly, bv all, thet Joe, of an evening, could very well march his own come
pany of ghostly soldiers up snd down in columns of fours without having ssurse cause
to stev beyond its shade. ‘he feeling is ever strong in my people that the ghost of a
men should be treated with regpect for whet he had heen on eerth.

8o we vut Joe Rlack under the cottonwood weering his 0ld tunic, and the brasses
ghining as if he was dressed for a reviews, We paraded in the bits of wniform we still
possessed, “hinny Dale with his burle, We carried the hymne with roll and depth as
befitting the sorrow of the metter, and listened in silence while Charlie Cotton re-
oited the T am the Resurrection and the life, Silence hroken only hw the sobbing of
Deborah Blacke I watched, without avnearing to, how only ths arm of Cobine seemsd to
bring her comfort, She was wearing the fumer=l Tall of black muslin draped over her
head so her face was hidden from usy but the body of her was sheathed in such wmtanz a
wanton black that I thought was not becomirng o one but lately bereaved, Yet, still,
doubtless my judgment will net be fair, I take to Deborah herdly at all, Phere is
ever & gquestior in my mind at her.

last Fost

Chivpy sounded the IaztoPaxkt after we had straightened from the shovels, wiped
our foreheats and stood to attention, It is a e¢ry of loneliness which mnone but a bugle
can put into s wan, By land or sea, T have never hesrd the Post without ae-sensing the
vast breadth of space arowmd the world we march in, And T have often dresmt a dream
thet the bendsman who tosk un those notes and strung them down inte his instrument
to form this last cell for the day, must have rosceived a goodly deal of help from a
Drum Ma jor, :: wos not of this earth, |

I weited for Chippy 4n end the finz1 nots which is liks a lonely erve. Then I
nedded at Charlie Cotton to dismiss the parade.

Ferns and gerheras and gladioli, wet with spring water, we placed on tough old
Jos Blsek's mound.

"I wes well ho was a Pioneer,"Johnny ¥'Cook said at my elbow, "for truly he is a
pioneer here todave ‘he first of us to turn down his mess-tin at Poscobels"

Johnny M'Cock was not laughing, although there was some jest in the way he had
put ite I pgrunted 'mgracionsly and went to my kmux® quarters, Cobina did not come for

hours afhar,

that time, the toads were clucking upwind on the evening and the sea rolled a
vesper on the shore, I sat beside the door, my tobaccoeboard on my knees and a twist

under my kmife being prepsred for the pipe. My fingers were busy withbjkgs knife and
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tobacco=twist and there wss a certain pleasure in me as my knife worked up snd down on
ths heel of my palm, outtingthe twist in the orderly whorls I had learnt from & navy-
man. I hold & rospec: for the navymen in the kmowledge they have of tobacco. Fragrant
was the twist, a-working its sconts up my nostrils so I should be sontent and find a
rich blessing in being alive. But there was no conteniment in me.

Cobina hed not been to the house all day, being with Deborah Blackpreparing Joe
for hi«s, b.“f'?;al' I ate 2t the blockhouse, an unlawful happening for s man whe has stcod
uphwl’ch igxish woman, I did not look up when she spproached the house, bui my eyes rested
on her face with cunning from underneathe l‘here was calmness on her, like the sea in
the stiliness between the change of the winds. Jmooth like glass, the sea is then; but
any of the lads can tell what grea t businesses of life and deathare worked beneath the
smoothness of its But I could not tell of Cobinae

It is said by the men of the cold north that there is a quantity of emotion in
my peoples I do not take exception to the sayings for it is kmowm to me that war and
psace goax together in their matmwax natures like heavy summer showers drowning the earth
even while the sun is shining downe I have felt the movement going through me and have
stayed my hands from violence only by the grace of Codj and the sudden calm that often
descends on me soon after the storm, has made me wonder in my ‘thinking moments » G0 what
is such a neture due?

But understend my words: I do not wonder at these in any sorrow for my naturs. I
hold end hold with my people that life without fire is a sickly condition. ’;fhat in tears,
a man shewedx should cause a flood to risej snd, in laughter, he should howl good and
plenty enough to hoot the devil from his fork, But I am a-telling of Cobinae

And I say that however this businessof emotion goes, there is no stone-image
of Wgypit-land to equal the face of our women when they deisre that nothing of their thoughts
should be tolce A rush comes up in me to beat at this smooth stone of beauty with my bare
hands i

"It perhaps should m be the thing to d0 == that you should put Usborah Black to
bed end hold her hends until sleep came tc heri" I said, with harshness, whipping my
head upe.

1alk to the stone goddess, Nefertiti, brown man. She swant by me like s queen, her

head high., I had the hesrtof her passing before my eyss for a breath's smews spacs, then
the strength of her back and the kick of her skirt had disappeared beyond the door,
leaving me with my anger outside like a bxex boy spurnsd by a playmats. I rose. The
board with tobacco and knife feli from my knees to the grasse. I stormed into the room
after here

"It was a begzar at the gate of the almshouse you passed a while ago?" I shouted

at here "It must have been thatl"®
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I am talking to her back, For she stands looking through the window while she
remeves her hat, I put out my hand and turned her roughly to me.
"Face mo when T talk to yout" I shouted. "I am mot piaying chasel"
I would heve preferrsd,by far, to ses gathering fury in her eyes. But, dark as the
sea at midnight, they looked beck at ms as if I did not existe They are eyes to shame a
man or stroke his manhood to mighty desds. I cared mot just now what they did to me. My
anger was now the soul in mes [ spoke with my voice in my velly.
"A womsn should leave the ma‘ters of business to her menfolk. Porhars vour church
did no' teach you thate So vou took it on yourself to leave Bosawbel snd to bring in your
priest snd his lawyerman. So I em shsmed by a lawyerman taking a vote against me from
among my own lads. Meantime, all day il day, 1 must bum at the blockhouse while you
holéd hands with that woman of pesiilence, Deboran Blecks It should be that I put a whip
to you?"
Cobina stood with her eyes sgteady on me and the 1ift to her heasd made my anger
nores
"That do you say?" I shoutede ZX2Z7 "Is it thet.you think there is mxp more owing
% her from you than from the other women?”
"Yese I think so."
The calmness of her reply is & sting to mes
"Then you are a fooll"
"I think you tc be the one whom Joe Rlack follewed to his death. So it is a small
thing if you sit in the vlockhouse while I telk to Deborah so she might forget that her
men will nevermore sit by her & fireplece --— or even in the blockhouse either,”
I will not gsy she spurned me with her wordss Rather, it wes as a patient mother
expleining and explsining to an impstient boy. i stood e Bmig half agsin of her own height
above her, The shoulders of ms compare only with at lurphise. I had picked her frecm the
Romen chapel like a baby, and walked her through the door with nc change in my brea thinge.
But, now, she was & patient mother aescolding me for my gmg childish sins. I reached for
hor.
"You should mot offend mel"” I said, a grate in my voice, "Likely if you offend me
I will take a whip to yout"
T hed her face close to mine and mow her eyes were plain and clsar to mees But, if
I looked for fear thers, I should look elsewnere. fine parchment, like the scrolls of the
Regiment, is her skinj ivory, rubbed to pmiishaszumrxkmezx dark polish and cut by a
master hand, loving in its task, and placed on my altar for = constant rosching Rax at.
But should there never be a certaigty? had Joe black never be-n certain of his woman,
Deborsh? Or Bully Ferguson of his 1;:::2 end strong puskr Anelia , a rebel,like himgelf,

amnorg the women? Aie, or no man of any woman?
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I am cortain of Nat Wurph, and Johnny %'Cook, smd “hippy Male, and eny of the other
lads. I kuow to the last buliel what they will do when the time comes for doinge But I em
could not have told that Cobina would havse gome to her priest, or that all my weys
would have been tcld to Lewyer Figueroa, even to my votinge She had told Figpuerca how to
rwi his race ~- Lo get to the fore —w= a5 I had %old her I had got to the fore with
the lads when first I brought her to Fosccbel, “he had lent the lawyerman some of my own
prd powder to lay a charge under me.

""ut me down, laban Danielsl” she saide I had not mown I still held her from the
floor. I put her back to her feet, quicklye I saw now she was angered too.

"The whip vou bring %o me should be put abt your own lazy brainl Ban you fight all
the constables in the country even if you make widows of ell the women :: Dogcobel?
hink on that —m-! And leave me alone so I can clean up where you wise men Lg' mede such
8 messe ou and your metters of businessl If it hed not been for father Ambrose and Mr.
Figueros, the constables would have been here this morning with riflesl Tou could fight
the rifles with your sticks? Eal Smell boys a~playing at the RedéOats snd the Indiansi
I could laugh et you, lebau Daniels ——= I could laugh at my husbmmd to his very fscei"

I know thet Cobine cried out in her wrath st me because there was no other way she
could speak to mee I would w0t hesr her in peace, 80 ail she could do was to sct out her
part first. Thea, if il wes counter to mine, %ell and explain to me efterwardse I was
indicted, that my wmulish ways hed driven Cobina to such s method. I had never knrown her

anger before, and it disquieisd mes 'he flssh to her eyes grew and grew iato a flame.
"Dont go Gto Ghe perley, Isban Ysniels! Dout gol lake your wise men with you and

gathor a rockehesp at the ling-fences Lut more sticks and place your guards about and

sbouts MWeantime, the other women and me will sit wit: Deborah Blac: and lesrn how we

\ . " " !
\ shoulid moan and shake when our times come to be widowse'
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e want to the town, Wurph and me, te sit al the tabls with those who would take
Boscobel from use ‘here, we sew Squire Groves and the mealy-mouthed cwmermnn, Sloley
who hed given Vurph a leasse with a hole in it, By this time, wiclence had gone down in
me3 but my anger was yebt hard and I eould have utruck them down with but little call) em

1 - 3 », b b
my Gemper. HTowsoever, I had piven my word to the canny lawysrwan and obins's parson,

So I went imbto the room behind the “omen chapel at ¥andal, where this mesting would

be held, carrying nothing ou my facee
It had beea kold to me by Figueros that the Urouble a~hangipg overfus ot Doscobel
: o
since the time of the fight in which Joe Dlack was killad, would devend mrii:s fall on
the outcome of the Inquaste

"Put yourse!l out to be reasonable alt the parley, Da,niels,“ he said, the lines
smoothed out around his mouth, "aud, 1 guaranteethat between the padre and me, we can .
have the Coroner bringing im a verdiet of nonwcensure.'X "o Wil be able to state that
the troubles at Boscobel were due to a misunderstandipg ef "Uie circumsbtences = but
that it is a1l over now,"”

I, who vemsmwbered vhe statements we had 10 give and sipn to many strange oconsta=
bles who had come to Soscobel the day after, the fretting of the women thet thelir men
might be teken frowm them, the bother and fight we had to put to the men so they would
not neglect their fishing e pll these made me a man not hard to be z:Omfinf~é(i thet peace
for a time would be s welcems gituaticns “nc there was smother thinge I havs pulled
trigzger ia the Xing's vame §®ien, end know that in the lins of duby, there is no worry
to the man in uniform when'a life is taken. S0 I couid expect novody's pumishment fop

victory
the death of Joe Dldek. I Bnew thet in the long haul, I could not carry my lads m/m
against the constablese Wers it Sguire Groves m and his men we wers Tighting ialdy onmly,
i3 ale ~— thoa I could have toed their be’nindz.x But the ¥ing's constables?
n

Fut that is well and goods I proelaimnfni proclaim thet law and order is a thing
to be respected if = men should live sbove the Aravse I have no anger against the cone
stablesy but my snger ls hard a¢ those two across the table from wes

There is a c00l, green cloth on the table, at the head of which sits Pagtor Ame
brose. The Squire ard Sloley were topether, Yurph snd me on the other side, Figueroa sat
at the erd across from the pastor.

Bastor

e head the lord's Prayer irom tmgier Ambrose to beging end while the pastor had K
his eyes closed, 1 raised my head %o look nbouts It is a gcod snd sensible matter to
view » man's face when his eyes are closed, Such a rsading of him you gei, es could
never bs@m seen vhen his eyes sre openec end drew your own sight to them. But I meet the

Sgquire m-peering at me from out of the {at of his face and, beside him, the sly blinks of

S8loley —=~ like a pair of patient cats waiting before the hole from which will come the
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innocent little mouse. I give them stare for stare, then swing my eves down the table
and am no' surprised to see that Figueroa's eyes are opened too and that a small laugh
plays hide-and-seek in the lines about his mouth. Murph beside me, grunts. So I kmow K
he has been a-looking too. I took my eyes to the crucifix on the wall behind the pastor
and wondered whether the Figure spoke for shame at use

Pastor Ambrose said Amen and opened his eyes again,

"Now, gentlemen," he said.

"Just a minute, Father Ambrose,” Squire Groves said.

I cracked the knuckles of my hand so anybody could hear them., If there should be

a wrong word from the fat man, then let heaven take the case. I would put my fist at
him with no whim to be easy with him.

Pastor Ambrose turned his head., Anybody could tell he was the calmest man theres
Figueroa was a lean hound, a-quiver at the flews. Calmness was not for the other four éf
us.

"I have come here today at your request, and Your request only, Father Ambrose,"

Groves was saying loudly. "Let it not be thought for one moment that I am the one
seeking a settlement. The issues are plain and square from my point of view. lr. Sloley
desires to have the lease cancelled and it is his right if he so desires."

Pastor Ambrose wore his black gown with a small round black cab on his head., Fe
rubbed the cap a little. There was heat in the roome. It showed in the stdaminess of
Squire CGroves'red and puffy face and in the wet marks om his linen, I'am a-thinking it

would be wonderful for me to have the Squire in my squad for just a single packedrill,
Bully Ferguson had come to me with the yems of Iucea parish heavy at his girth, and the
fish-teas of Negril beach heavy at his Jowlse I had made him fit and proper to mwesk

mareh in th; colour companywhere a man gkmm can only be to a certain width. Ask anybody
about it.

"The settlement k&d has been sought by neither parties, Squire Groves," Pastor
Ambrose was saying gemtly. "It is my own idea, I assure you."

Well then, there has been a clearance there. I rock a little on my chair,

"All T ask is thet we all agree on a spirit of give and take," the pastor said,
"First, we examine not who is right, but what is right. It is my considered opinion,
gentlemen, that both parties are right." At the move from Groves' shoulders, I work at

my kmuckles again,

Pastor Ambrose clasped his hsnds on the table and looked around at all our faces
while he spoke; "A lease was signed and the lessee desires it to remain in forece
because it is to his advantage. ‘he owner desires it to be invalided, because it is to
his advantage. From which quarter comes the wrong? I confess I cannot tell, cannot
tell who is right."

Now, here is a strange business, I say to myself, Cobina's parson is saying
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his powder is wet even before he has filled the magazine. I could laugh at his foolishness,
if I were not angry at ite
So, I thump the table == and am gaping like a landed fish as I realise that Squire
Groves is thumping at the table tooe We are alike? He and me? Each of us pulled back
our figts as if wasps had got to them.

"We will speak one et a time," Pastor Ambrose said dryly. "Squire Groves is a busy
man, I knowe Mr. Daniels has his fishing to do. ‘here will not be much time for either
of you to indulge in much talking. Squire Groves?"

Very well, There is gratification on the fat man's face that Pastor Ambrose has .
placed his renk above mine and that he will speak first. It could put me out to be so
treated by the pastor., I jerked my head to look angrily at Figueroa; do they no' kmow I
should not be pushed?

I meet a fine wink from Figueroa and see that the lines about his mouth have
deepeneds I fight baek the words which rose in me as Squire Groves clearcd his throat.

"I uphold the law of the land and demand that you do the same, Father Ambrose,"
he saide "The law has declared the lease invelid and they must leave Bogcobel = or
whatever they c¢all the placel"

"Then wire the eity for more constables!" Tat Murph threw out of a sudden.

Brown man, brown as mehogany and with the toughness, wire your lips together

and leave such answers to Laban Daniels.

"Then we will send for rifles too, mm my mani" Squire Croves shouted.
Iike a turkey-cock he isy a red and steamy turkey-cock. Somebody should tell him
that Nat Murph is a hendy man with a bayonet blade. My, but how the Squire is ranting.
He shakes a finger at Murph,
"Boscobel should be made into a Development —= a tourist Develorment! Not to be
left to a group of hodge-podge fishermentx who will do mothing but clutter the place with
their dirty nets and their squalling bratsi" I see Murph's shoulders strain.
With Murph's hermmer going hard in his mind and forcing him on to violence, I
nyself, come quiets It is my responsibility that my lads be not eme out of order.
XX "Come, quiet, Murphi” I said with sternness. "Quiet yourself, manti"
Squire Croves spared an angry look for my corporal before he faced me againe, I
could strike him easy. He does not knmow from my voice that I could strike him easy.
I say: "Well, pastor, I do not kmow the law of the land very much. And Murph
here is not anxious after what happened with the lease, to brush with the law for now."
That way, I have taken the attention of the Squire from Murph and fixed it on me
againe I am full of anger, end moreover, had not come in a mood for much talke Truth to
tell, I do not hold myself equal to much talk mz at a parley table, for my ways had
never been so arrenged. If I could be standing before the ranks of my lads, flung fifty
pe paces to right and left of me, with the seabbard at my side and the chimstrap firming
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my cheek =~ aye, then the salt contained in me would rise to such proportions that I
deal out words which would
couldﬁnake the rawest reeruit ache with the strain to be up and away back of his glesm=
ing bayonets I say I have done so and sojy and am full of capableness to do it again and
again, But e this?

"This lew of the land, Squire Groves," Exihe® Pastor Ambrose said, "is but partly
found on the statute bockse It is mostly a lew we carry in our hearts. Because it is not
put down on paper, that is the reason why we must repeat and repeat it to ourselves at
moments such as these, so we will mot forget. there is = grave danger, slways, that the

people such as you and me, for whom there should be not s great = need for it, should
be particularly careful., If our example is poor, then the others will become careless
toos I said I did not know who was right. Indeed, I do note But, together, we can find
out whet is right,"

He has our attention with the quietness which is in him in the midst eof our
strifes I do not lmow how. Once, mear +he Mons, I bivouacked my platoom in e chapel. All
that night, the guns grumbled and roared snd the passing shells shook us to the soul.

star shells commenced bursting for the
Then as the bmzragpexereptxpustzmsxxng attack, Charlie Cotton, who had gone
to earth by my side, touched me and pointeds S8oon, we had all discovered it - the
gilt painted 6Gross high above the Frenchied altar. Aie —~ but in the ﬁg of the
shells it glowad a soft light., And I stand to oath that it teok some of our terror to it.

My lads did not misbeheve in the attack.

8loley has not spoken at alle There is no cause for him to speake Squire Groves?
moneybags will tinkle speech for him, I believe I could bemnd him with one determined hand,
2:::: Ambrose said:

"Por, now then: Who will benefit mostly from Boscobelas it is? Or on the other
hand: Who will suffer most from any change in the original transaction? let us answer
that, and then we will kmow what is right."

It is easy. Fvery mind, willins or umwilling, is hurrying back to Boscobel to
look again at the row of our hutments, whitewashed in their Ritxiw flowerbeds , standing
on red earth with the green grass hoed back from sbout our doorways. No mind will say,

blind, blind, to the lines of our nets a=sheking in the wind. I sse the living we have

made for ourselves, shaped in the three of our boats, one new with lockers st stem and
stern. Out with them, Groves would say. Away with the labour of our hands, Purn my lads
away and we will wander over the mountain in ragged twos and threes to the stinking axizy
alleys of the eity. I should spit, that any could fail to answer who will suffer most.

But Squire Groves? I say I could rise and gut the wickedness from the fat man who
now thumps the table and snorts like a great bull in the Spring of the year.

"§ince when is this country run to any unwritten law ?" he howls. "Since when
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must a man give up his legitimate rights for empty philosophies? Since when ¥

"Since a man called Joe Black was killedl"

0, the power and glory of a man who can bring the rightful words from out of his
mind at the rightful time. It stills the noise of fools and puts good heart in the
waverings I go down to the Book and say that stout use was made of this power and glory
by the Christ Himself. let him cagt the first stone. Render unto Caesar. Wors which

put such confusion among the long-tongued Prarissms Pharisees that they became as boys,
from whom at the last moment the ripe plum has been snatched.

Since a man called Joe Black was killede.

Figueroa said the words quietly, his fingers toying with a pencil as if he had
not just dropped a salvo in our midste. I think Squire Groves must have put a wrench in
hig neck with the turn he made.

"hat are you talking aboutl™ he bellowed at Figuerose

The lawyer 1ifted his eyes to the head of the table and Pastor Ambrose nodded.
Figueroa shifted in his chair and leaned back, one long hand hung over the back of the
chair and the other toying with the pencil.
"The priest told you of the unwritten law, Squire, and you questioned it. Now, I,
a lawyer, will also tell ef you of this law, but %o a purpose which I think you will umdms
mderstand, Briefly, it is this:

"Joe Plack's death has put a different meaning on all your plans. If you insist
on taking over Boscobel, then, I say that Black, in death, will be infinitely more power=
ful than all of Daniolaf fifty mens Black will haunt you to destruction. In other words,
there will be fifty ex-servicement to wander the length and breadth of the islend, t®iiin
telling everyone how they were mk evicted from their homes by you so you could erect
your hotel == and how Joe Black was killed in the process. A man of you?%gsnding
must keep his skirt:7é:wn. It will not be hard for it to boz:;.xd ¥haxx that you killed
Joe Black so's you could go ahead with your tourist Development."

There was a quiet wind going through hig words. Like the easy wind of June, walk-
ing through the tall coconuts with tiptoe and whisper. But look to it. July and August
are @coming and;s:ho wind of June is on a mission, g@warning of the rush and fury e month

and two behind ite A warning that houses should be battened and the bananas taken in for
soon the black clouds will come @howling in.

I feel the knot of anger loosening inside me.



'CHAPTER 23
We heard of the survey at about the same time the tax collector from Kendal came to
measure the bars of our nets. It is a matter of the law that fishers make their nets to a
width which will not trap the very young fishes and so ﬁrevent proper replenishing of the
seas A sound and wise law it isy and I am ghthinking that much could be done for ‘the human
race a‘f such a law could be found to bar our own young from being enmeshed in the evil
temptations around use But such a thought is for wiser heads +han minee. let it lie.
The collector was a man of England and wore 2 khaki topee, ¥e His face was weathered
and he bit the ends of a fire-red mustache while he worked at our nets with his ruler. I
met him face to face when he was finished and asked him my question,
"Nobody told me an ything, Mre Deniels,™ he snapred like a turtles "This is e routine
matters"
Well, then, whether he had been told or whether he had come of his own free will,
Boscobel was not a refuge for unlawful mene I had found out what the law required and had
seen to it that we had not purchased smaller mesh than the law required. The ecllector
drove eway in his motor carwith nothing wkh with which he could hold ageinst use. But I
w ndered whe why he had lied to me thal nobody had put him up into making this check on
uge Howsoever, my thoughts did not tarry there, i;or Net NMurph beckoned me awesy from the
press of lads who had been watehing the measuring.
We went up the road to the crest of the hill which borders Boscobel. Then Murph
pointed downe "Look there,” he said.
Beyodd the hill, on the beach mext to Boscobel, I saw a truck standing on the roade
There were six or seven men moving about, and two in topees peered through what seemed to
be range finders.
their
"Surveyors," Murph said sharpe "I talked to one of tke men who was cutting the
shrubs for their sightinge. He said the surveying was Squire Groves' orders. He has bought
this piece of the beach from Slolay."
"How camne such a thing?" I ask,without much sense,im so surprised I was.
Murph said: "Groves is geplaying at draughtse We took his king and now he has made
another move.faxsesk "
"He is seeking another king?" I cculd not keep the m ger from my voics.
"o is on the eight-line, Iaban," Murph said. "We cannot stop him now."
"He is & man with a fat belly, soft and yielding to a sharpened knife."
"Man, quiet yourself," Murph said calmlys "What he does, does us no harm"
"But such ma y be the commencement of much harm," I told him, "Presently, anether
hotel goes up. Then anothere Then another. Soon we sre pressed in by a dozen so the beach
becomes another Rae Towni"

olnC.g‘-\/
"When that time comes, we will steal a sixteen-inch from the Fort and turnm it
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on them," Murph said, grinning. "Meantime, we go to se2a in one hour. There's gear md tackle
to see about,"
yvellows
In 6ne hour will come the dark before the rise of the old moon yeilewmd the beach and

:ighf;;e sea so the fishes frolie into the nets. We went down to the besch and Jjoined the
other lsds who would be putting out too. ‘he new bost with the lockers wms mine tonight.
By this time, the art of fishing was holding no fears for me, and now I captained my own
boat, m'ﬂich Beamish and three others of the lads were my crew tonighte I helped
them store the great seine in the bows, arranging the lead and the corks in the folds so
there would be no hitch when we had to ease it overboard. The lads fitted the balliards on
the gurwale while I saw after the rudder sheets and é:ihmdid the job of storing our
water bottles and the bailerse The boats pushed off when Charlie Cotton had said the
prayers for us on the beach, Behind us, he 1lit the lanterns which will m guide us in after
wé have laid the seine. Sia

It was a calm night, {aﬁﬁwonder of stars , and windless. We took to the four oars to
put us beyond the reef, then stepped the mast to m cateh whatever little wind might be gmg
goinge I sat back in the stern, the sheets wrapped about ny wrists while I baited the
trolling hooks. The dip and shake of the oars and the soft ereaks they made at the bal-
liards pin when the men came forward on the s troke was & rhythm I listened to with pleasure,

Since T have become a seafarer, I have learnt some of the gifts which the sea gives
to those who venture its bosame There is a gtrong mood of give and take ever on the sea.
But until the time comes for the recknoning, such gifts as it offers to its own are suffi-
cient and more than sufficient to make it worth the venture. I ha' put myself within the
3 sweep of its sighing loneliness, and listened to the silence with which it encompasses
its greater secrets. I have smelled the musk of it, until I thought there were no other
scents in the world, ;j;:ahava been when I have reached for the organ of my soul and

played the swesome music of the kundredesmiexzswsmix Hundred And Seventh, which Shepherd

Davie put about the yearnming he mever lest for such knowledge as I have gaineds And I
say, then, without any blasphemy, that when from this ca thedral in me, I roll out that
portion about they :;:::h go down to the sea in ships, I believe within me that Shepherd
Davie is a-nodding and seying to himself; 'Tis the man, this, who should sing this

mightdest mightiest of my hymms; a man for glory, this is,. i

u/(kh’lﬂ is growing heavy with™my child_end I am -&Yihking,,&f“a midwife more-ofien

thege days. There has been peacs on me since ths parley, but I confess toc some anger at
the woys of Deborah Black, She has not left Boscobely and it was not my strong wish that
she should goe But I have often foumd myself bearing a hope that one of the womanless lads
will find favour in those strange eyes of hers, There is that in the quality ef her bedily
movements that could, and did rouse a compelling beat in many of the ladsj but there we

no more to it, Deborah showed no desire for anything than to be near Cobina, althov
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lately, I have begun suspecting that Nicky Ffolkes is rumning closes

Which is o matter that makes it harder for me to say my knowledge of women is
worth a cracked sixpence. For, lo and behold, Nicky Ffolkes is not of note in face or form,
being like a guango tree after a swsm rainless sumer, and sly as a galliwaspe But I am
talking of Deborah with Cobinae
The widow of Joe Black speaks often with my wifevﬁggut\gm\ ceming \child ahd $o, I

ragret

although she has not said it, I believe that Cobina would have preferred if Deborah stayed

closer to her own fireplace, rather than sitting at our doorway, each morning to evening,
Nowedays, Deborsh did mot square her eyes with mine as often as before, and her smile did
not mock at my manhood as before. Put I kmow a strange thinge I know that sometimes I

have felt eyes on my back and when I turned, there is the widow of Joe Blacke ¥ I spoke

of this v‘bo nobodye

We beat out to see under the light wind which has freshened up, trolling as we run.
It is e night for kingfish and mackerels, and they kick in a growing heap about my feet in
the bottom of the boat. Then the school was run out, I spoke to Rich Beamish to stand by
on the seine while I worked ﬁhé rudder for shore. The school must had takem us further to
eastward than T had reckoned, for I found the light far on my port, Howsoever, we made for
the shore with Besmish paying out the seine, He must had payed out nearly all of it, when
I heard him oathing,
"Back up! Rack upl" he cried out. "The net is a-foull"
Now, here is a strange thing: that in this streteh of clear water which we kmow
like the palm of our hands, the net should be a-foul,
"A-foul of your neck, Beamishl" I said angrily as the lads backed waters "lirely
you he¥-paid the net like a cobbler —i"
But just then, I felt the keel grating md I knew that the cobbler had been my-
selfs I had steered the boat onto the east reefs.,
But all this was without sensey for could not I see, plain as plain, the shore
light dead on my bows? T™en how could we be on the reef?
"Basy al1," I seid wi th calmess. The lads shippede 'he boat settled.
"Reg Sturgeon,
T said: é’f:ﬁmﬁi@; sound to! starboard with your oer. Yow fast is the net?" I
asked Rich Beamish,
"Fast as yestierday, Fast as last month. Past as a Cerman in hells"
It was no time to argue. It would be s matter of diving overbeard in the dark
water witl}:cs}e::;a never too far away from the seine. Our seine would have to lay fast
until morning.

"Dump her as she lies, Rich," I said, keeping the anger at myself out of my
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oice, I heard the splash as the seine was put overboard, Corks, and a spare balliard

Reg Sturgeon
would mark the position for us until morning. Then with GE¥ppyxRedX¥ sounding in the bows,

we worked the boat® from the reef.

We pulled for shore, my eyes on the light. it wes then, as we got nearer in, that I
saw our landmarks clearer against the stars - and robody hes to tell me that the light
wes not huag on the accustomed tree.

"Somebody has been playing chase with the lantern, lads," I said quietly.
‘hey jerked to & halt on the exzg oars as their heads swung around to the bheach,
I gave them time to do their oathings, slowly, for truth to tell, I was happy I had not

been made a cobbler before the lads for clumsy steering. We hauled the boat to the beach

2 and straightway made for the light; full half a mile from where ‘harlie Cotton hed hung
: ite We stood about it, staring at the light which showed the gape on our faces.
"Must ha' been a duppy-ghost who moved it," Beamish said after awhilas
g:gpmg pulled his head around quickly, as if he expected to see a shroud. I grunted,
:: "A duppy-ghost from over there," I said, pointing to where Squire CGroves' surveyors

had been working earlier.

"I would twist certain parts of such a ghost, if I had seen him #2moving it,"

Beamish said slowly.

"likely such a prank will cost us a whole net, if the sea rises before worning,"
another lad said.

"It will nof rise," I said, reading the signs in the sky. "Iet us put back the
light before any of the other lads also foul the reefs."”

I left two of the erew to guard the lantern until the other boats had come in,
then I unlatched the rudder, shouldered it,and, gﬁfm wiith me, we walked up from the
beach., We were nearing the lines of houses when, through the trees, I saw a movement. I

Reg Sturgeon
stayed Yhippyxkxim with a hend on his shoulders I did an old soldier's trick, dropping to
my belly to put the position against the stars. ‘he movement had been at Deborah's dwelling.
And o5 we waited, T heard her door close and the shadow moved away towards the blockhouses

It was Nicky Ffolkes.

Reg Sturgeon.
I waited until he had entered the blockhouse, then I stood up beside EhimpyxPais.

Reg Sturgeon,”
"Tis a night to be deaf end dumb about, GhirpyxixiszX I said slowlye.
"Such a night as you say, sarge,” he said with steadiness.

I touched his shoulder and made for my own dwellinge.
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_APTER 24

The affair of the dynamite came soon after foundation stones were laid for the hotele
From dawn to dusk, the sound of hammering and the rattle of winches was my ameyance, I
took it well, though, showing the vexing of my spirit to nobody. I had the firm belief that
the bad happenings at Poscobel were the arrangements of Squire Groves for my ennoyance e
the measuring of our nets by the tax collector, the moving of the lantern. But, this morn-
ing, Nat Murph was shaking me with his wordse.

"There is a dynsmite-man in the camp,” he told me, his eyes wide. We stood under an
almond near the cave at the line-fence. “he sun was an hour above the mountain at our backs.

I heard a johneto-whit bubble his song and a tody~bird flashed like a jewel from a tree to
PR .

-

another.

"A dynamite-man?"

"A thousand dead fishes are washed up on the beachl On our beachi "he men working
over yonder = at Squire Groves' —- said there was an explosion to sea last nighti"

Nat Murph had taken to walking over snd talking to the workmen. A gifted tongue,

=

Ve

has Nat, and 'tis well to have an ear in the enemy's camp, 80 I had quarrelled not at all
with my corporal when I found out he had made friends there. When the time became ripe,
perhaps I could learn much ﬁom his wa,lks’. I looked st Wurphizxeyex for a few breaths, ther,
I laughed softly at him, i
"So the workmen heard en explosion, dead fish float in this morning, so Boscobel

has a dynamite-mans Nat Murph, have you ceased wetting your bed? Or shouid we put you back‘ :
in diapers?"

e holfeclosed his eyes on mee "I should gprain vour jaw with my fist?"he ‘askede

I grinned at him. "Hold your grest temper. But do you say all this points to g
dynamite=man in Poscobel? Why not & dynamite-man in Squire Groves' camp?”

"Make it plain," he ssid like in Habbakuke

"Plain as plaine Groves will let off his dynamite, then report to Kendal that we
use dynamite here. Then, if;:g; the constables will close down the beach and we v}ill hs.:s to
leave Boscobels Do you see it?"

Vurph looked long at mes "Foolishness,” he said shortly.

"The measuring of the nets? The moving of the lantern?" 3/ \
He thought on thems "Perhaps." Murph is a reasonable man. "Bub e dyn;mite;? Woe
Noe The measuring of the nets, perhapse But this is not of Groves' pmzxmemx cutel Nos There L
is a ®¢x raseal in our camp., You should sound the fallein," 4
An obstinate man, my corporal is tooe I strode away from him towards the beach. -

"Then find your rascal if you believe so," I seid over my shoulders "I will ha' Chippy Dale
sound the bugle,”
The beach was strewn with dead fish and the gulls were wheeling ine I watched the

cut and swoop of them and thought how I would like to have Squire Groves under the smap of
their beaks. It is a sad and senseless matter to put dynamite to a school, for even the
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agest fishes sre blowm up with the cateh. Rotted fish would soon stink our beach. A year,
and Rae Town would not bhe too fer distant from us. A year, end the one-armeds would dwell
on our beach and their women blaspheme along the shore. I took up a youngster, locked at Xk
the white of its oyss, and flumg it back into the ses.

"leban, a dreadful thing, this is," Cobina's voice said at my shoulder,

I turned my head slowly and sew what I lcoked fore There was a quality to Dsborah

Black that puts a man to rattls even when she stands without movements. The slant of her
eyes were wide on the death strewn ,hout the beach. She looked back at Cobina.
"1Tig not well that you sec this, Cobina, smé-yoewrwitii-ehidd. Death is not for youe

I am a man of manners, and upholdx nothing that stands against good behaviour, I

vote with Vr, William Shakespesre that Consideration should whip the offending Adam out of
a man. But there will be some agreement with me if I say that: if every day the bucket
~é€€a to the well, one day the bottom will fall oute It is a preverb of my people with much
sense to ite Now the bottom was falling from my bucket.

"Woman," I said, a peculiar wrath on me, "'tis my child she bears and 'tis our own
go=awerry if the child comes wrongly beca‘;zse she looks on deaths Take your old witch fancies
'and bury them at your own fireplace. We do mot want you mor them, heres"

A man of manners sometimes must use the bludgeom of plain talk if he will no' be
shouldered about.

"labe-0," Cobina said like a child, her hand on my arm, "Isbe, there's a wicked
way to use herX{ t"

But I hardly heerd her voices My senses are put on Deborah Plack, throwing cvery-
thing into seeking to find what lay back of her smile at the ingult T had given her. She
looked me dovn my face end alomg the width of my shoulders liks e buyer ot the Cave Valley
market a -spesking a likely looking stalliones Then she widened her smile so the tongue of
her appeared to me with a certain mea ning, before she turned without a word and walked
back up the beach with the wanton stride that might have paced the cat-walk of the Sulei-

man's garden.
"You hate her, labsn," Cobina said low and hurte "I kmow ——= it is in your eyes."
I turned my eyss away from the going of the women. "'Tis more than the other lads
would do, them," I saide
"The woman is not doing wrongly, labane She has the gifts which Cod gave to her and{
if she flaunts it, 'tis from anger at you."
"Mhen she is in anger all the while," I said, a beat at my throat. "Deborah 3lack
is a wanton and you should ha' nothing to do with here" ;
Cobina fixed me with her eyes; well below my shoulders were her oyes. "Deborah
Black is alone. My friendship will not be taken from her."
I believe this peculiar wrath was riding me with the kick and whip of puzzle and
fear. It is a shaking matter when in %x your anger there is puzzle m d fear also. Yet,
why should there be fear of Deboran Black in me? I 4ill confess that my eyes recognize
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¢ wildness which such a woman can cause to spring up in any man, but I was no more ready %
to take her to my bed as I would g pandg snakee What then?

"Out it w away from you," I said gruffly. "Let us go upe I would talk with the ladse

Chippy Dele blew the fall-in on his bugle so the hills around caught the echoes and
flung them back at us. They came to the summong readily enough; but the snap this c¢all would
ha' put in their feet & year ago, is there now mot at all, mot at all., Most of the shouldars
before me have lost the brace they once cerried in khaki,

"leds," T said, when we were all gathered, " a grievous happening has happened.

Nat Murph here will tell you of it."
I moved back to let my cerporal take over, preim not heeding his prunt of surprises
; To It was befitting that I should speak to the lads,as his sergesnt; but this dsy, I put
')"yI;;t forwards Not meeting the hard look he gave me, was I, either. Then he grumted again
and faced the lads like a watehful bulldog.
"There will be no pretty talk among us,"Zmzkapex he growled. "Perheps such women as
ﬁoaa ears burn to certain words would do well to leaves”
I grin to myself that he could believe the women will leave after what he x has
saide The woman of Bully Ferguson hammered st Nat Murphs

"Why the blood dont vou keep sepreaching, Net Murph?"

A woman of Sts Ann parish, she ig; wide of stride and settled in the hips in e way
which t ells me she will shape many arrows for Bully Ferguson's quiver. The oath ghe uses
is by way of a walkout pess to Nat Murph., Fis mouth tightened and he hunched his shoulderse

"Some mother's son has been using dynamite on the fish. Iaban here reckens that wi we
will not find the mane I say we will find him. You know, I been a fisher before I took to
kheki, Morant Bay in St, Thomas parish as some here know. I ha' seen some smart fishermen
who could not x wait for the slowness of net or line, So they took to the dymemite sticks.X
Now they are a-baking bricks for the govermment in the Rae Town penitentiary."

Net paused and pushed his hands into his pockets. A bulldog he is, a=-growling and
a-worrying at something as he pushed his head forward. He said, like hell: "I ha' seen
others who used the sticks and yet are no' making bricks for His Majesty. They could not.
Two raw and bleadirg stumps ere all their hands ars, now.And the dymamite is not even
satisfied with stumps sometimes. Sometimes, it opems a man up, so you can look inside his
belly and ses the things wet and shining." He rocked back on his heels md his head ceame upe
"I tell and tell Iaban thet we will find the man who is a-using the dynamite, but he will
not believe. 30, when the time comes, I wil® meke him put his hands inte the wet and shining
hole like zm the umbelieving Thomas,."

Murph can put a dreadful staek of things in his voice; and he did so now until every-

where, we could see it was illreceiveds Even Bully Ferguson's woman lightened sbout the

mouthe But I had given him the fall=in he wenteds ~nd now I would put him asides T™wo bulls
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: i a single
like Murph end me could not reign in fthexsume pen.

"A question though, Murph," I seid, stepping f_orward,'conscoiua of Cobina's eyes on
me. "A guestion. Since all the fish we catch at Boscobel is sold at Kemdal in one lot, and
gince all the money we col eet is distributed evenly as wages, then how would it suit a
méul to do this thing you speak of? Fe gains less than nathingrfor it, I would éay. Unless
he be a crazy person who siﬁply deliphts in killing."

Murph's eyes are on me and the corners ere wet with surprise. But I look on the lads
as if it were to they that my question had been directed, and as if I expected their’ answers
to agree with mine. I strike at Murph again.

"i, I more believe we should expect to see those stumps of which Wurph speaks, emong
the men on Squire Groves' may payrolls If I had wanted Boscobel, and another had been in

pessession, like it is with Groves and us, I would not be averse to bringing the law on
f'\\

wa, if i% would shoo away those I wanted out of it.”

- "Fprom the K& book, that it, Iswyer Daniels,” Johnny M'Cook sang oute "Soumd talk
yt':here‘t‘" :

L ThenCharlie Cottom, who would bring heaven to earth so as to keep the wings of his

"e,_jgpgg_&}@ls from being dirtied, nodded agresement with mee. And one by ome, the lads whom

.
3

Murph's hard words had rawly rubbed, clumg to the opeming I had mades. One by ome, they
nodded at me, Wurph looks at me with a hurt question in his eyes,as if asking why :1;3 I
not shown him the length of my fuse whien we had spoken together befores I do not meet his
eyes. The lads are looking on me with admiration for this ﬁizdm; as they had looked on
lawyer Pigueros when he had led their thoughts on the beaches But —ee—

"Yet abill, there is me %telk to prove that fish could no' reach Kendal by a mam who
would hurry to be there, and back before his 'absence be noticed."”

It was Deborsh Black who had spoken, She could ha' done nothing more to rouse mee
Women who 1lift their ® voices in publiec speakigg take the same thought from ﬁe as smoking
women. I hold it to be unmatural, and not to be countenanced by men. But when such a woman
be Deborah Rlack, then I boil with vexatione

"$hut your mouthi™ The shout of me dropped a bomb of silence in the company. Debo=
reh shrank from the flash in my eves like a pup who had & felt the boot. I saw her shoulders
ge hard inte the chest of Rich Beamish who stood behind her, Thin and angry Riof\ grew into
a giant at the toushe I faced his wrath.
"miore is your right to heekls Baszk Joe Black's widow so?" he shouted back.
Ba, now' ' o
"iy right as lsader o' this. campl” I ballow,.
It was without cleverness to make such an answery for I had noticed how the soldier's
brace had gone from meny shoulders since the Digbandment, and should have known that the zhm

chevrons I once wore had long ago lost real meaning. But can a man be clever when he is

engry? Show me the man, then cut my throate It is the anger of a fish ® which keeps him in
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wne trap when a little eumning could have him la ughing at the poor construction. The silence
went with the voice of Bully Ferguson, a rebel from the wombs
"Bh, Tsban Daniels, put such talk ewaye The King did not heve a hend in the vote we

took here., 'Tis we who made you leader."

I stood on the edge and fought my mindes I looked about me and saw the darknight
laughter on the faces of those few who did net care much for me; and saw too the distaste
for such a situstion on the others., I put the mes mness of Nicky Ffolkes' face against the
sorrow on Reggie Sturgooﬁ'a, who stood beside him, I could not cast aside my responsibility
becouse of my dislike for Deborah Black, I put up a hand in a wave.

b;:‘* “me offense is mine, lads, let it lie."

_A}g_ ~=1 had come a long way with them and they kmew my moods. Tt was a blowing of

their sergeant's steam and now he was running free again., let it lies Very welle
in
Except that they had not seen the ugliness which I had noted mm Deborsh Black's eyes

‘when the l#ls forgave me.

.Charlie Cotton stood out in front of use He spoke loudly, his narrowed eyes skipping
down the line of our faces. "Very well, then, But it seems to me that ysu all grow baekwaed
backwards. Soon you will be puking, and feeding from the bottle again, you great infants
he waved his hand at us =s if he would sweep us to t;he potato peelings. "You stend here
a-pecking at each other like moulting hens —= while a fire is a~building under your tailsi"

Pastor
/Gharlio has dropped the eloth and is a-soldiering again. We look on him, our mouths

& ape.

"Mhere is this fire, Charlie?" I asked.

He hooked his thimbs thumbs at his belt and looked down his nose at us. "Whoever
did the dynamiting — that is ne' of great importance now. Not while a whole regiment o!
dead fish lying on our besch is there te provide ¥any passing constsble with evidence
sufficients Go clean up the beach beforse you stop to quarr.el p— :

Fh, it flashed on us what wisdom was in Charlie Cotton's words, lurph, the old
fisherman, was $is first to shout agreement. Then we were all bolting down the besch in a
hurry to clear the evidence. Rut all the while with my ruming, there wes pessing through
my mind the certeinty thet, with Charlie's words, a way had been shoﬁn how I could prove

if my thoughts were true,



o

13

A truce in ocur opinions was found by Murph and me. We got the lads to agree for a
watch to be k:épt for anyone whe tried %o go out to sea alone, and put a watch om Squire
Groves' hotel too. The first, I did not likey but I could not have the second, which was
mine, without giving in te the first, which was Murphs.

It came home to me what a man to go ahead with his business, wes Squire Grovese
The white walls of his hotel piled up like November clouds of a morning when the wind is
northing. B:ne time, there were men swdragging the beach of mangrove, planting soft grasses
%o be for his lawns, leying out beds of cannas snd June roses. A place of beauty, it wes;
and althouzh I loved Squire Groves ro more for it, yet I think and sey 2 men who helps‘the
‘handiwork of God should be admired for it, whatever his purrose be.

However, therc are evenings before the blockhouse when we sit and telk in general
of the matters about use That tims, the burden of our talk rests often on the affairs of
Groves and his hotely and I expressed publicly, once, what was @oming to roost in my mind
these dagse

"one will bring emother," I saide The late sun rgddened the bsach beyond our feet

and my pipe wes drewing clesm. "Cne will bring asnother and we must look for others to come
a-seeking the coast for places to put their hotelss Ilhen Roscobel will bYe a.flatboat, with
foaming vwaves of white buildings pressing Hax-dﬁ 8ll sbout our punwales."

"If we move too much around, thHen likely, over the flatboat nrih go," Johnny M!Cook
said, gesturing with his hands likele flatheat going overs

"Words of wisdom there, Johmny M!Cook," I said.
"Such moving sround as being done by our friend who would help our catchss with
the dynamite,™ Murph put in elegarly.

Silence comes on us, not longer than the beat of a tody's wing, but emough to =mmk
make me hear the uneasy guestionings in all their minds, T4 is a camp divided; I feel it.
We have set a wetch on our own doings and are beginning tc put our minds into finding a
good reeson for this watche T w had not liked it, and would have told him so, 'cept that®
my words were not for now of greet moment with Murph, sinee that déy when I had tried to
make a mockerv of his ideas to the lsds.

Perhaps it was wroug and of childish petulance not to have told them all, how,
ater that seme morning when we discovered the df{namiting, I had kept a lonely watch from
the bush and seen the constable who slowly rode his bicyecle, looking hard on the beach as
he passed. It was ‘harlie Cotbon's words which hed wised ms to this passe If one in our
wn camp had done the dynsmiting, then no constab‘le would coms by, a=locking for svidences
Constables did not ride our lonelv beach without purpose. If a constable came a~looking,
then it was likely === a greater load more than likely we- that he had been put up to ite
Then if he had bsen put up %o it, it meant the job had been done not by someone concerned

with increasing his cateh by the dynemite sticks, but with '_creating evidence sgainst use
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c drops behind the angry Cockpit hills of Trelewney parish e take me out, I say, and =
are
do me on the wheel, and still I would hold there xx never found such wondrous sights outside

this lend of mine and of my fathers. Anen,

I eall to mind those sad lines of the exiled singer of my people, Mr. Claude BXZAE
l!uKay, who went te Americaj and can weep with him when his heart eries from the grey prison

'f Harlem, Tell me, far off summy southland, do you think of me tonight?

A men of power he is too, with words.

"Cobina,” I said, "There is trouble a~brewing at Boscobels"

Hued of e¢innamon snd filled with eloves and the sceats of flowers in the g:; is my womane
I mark the sweet curve of her mouth and the warm arms of her, and T must swallow down on my
love,lest I act like a hasteming boy.

"I have been holding talk in my mind with this trouble, Laban., I have talked with Murph
t00," she ssid quietly.

Sometimes, sometimes I think of Murph as a prickly calabash trse, the bark of him
‘gnarled and tough for his .age, the trunk fiizk thick as a man and s half; but up and down the
trunk, cruelly rough as the feel of it to thehand is, there are tender shoots of soft, green
leaves growing out of the roughnessesss | like the poems they put in the regirental menual to
teach us the words to the marchess (SoWit is that 'btwixi the wordings which tell of the firing
of the Maxim, or how to gsow the Wines which resp in dead men, I mark the lines of beausy

which meke up the Nen Of larlechs

Doubtless, the oathing MWurph, with the fists of him hanging heavy always, like a bure
den he should throw on somebody = doubtless he must have been a softly spoken one when he
talked with Cobinas. I nust go cuietly, lest whabever she and Murph had agreed on should be
spoken against by mee. Let Lurph hold to his beliefsy I will held to mine that the light%gved
down the beach and the dynamite shattered our young fishes because Iord Ged Groves willed it
80.

"The trouble is not from cutside, Isban,” Cobina saids ™'Tis a house enemy, an enemy
within our own campe Groves has got his beach and Fether fmbrose told me he was sure there
would be no mora interference from hime"

"Then Father Ambrose should awsken esrlier," I said, more blunt thanll had meant to.
I use the parase of ny people which says a man should rise and watech the birth of the dwgwein
day-cloud if he would gain his measure of wisdom for the day.

"Such a belief as you earry, can lead us into unsafe waters, Isban," Cobina said,

turning on her side to view me with earnestness. "Another dynamite-stick bursts in our

fishing-ground, and you may be a~leading the wild ones in a march on Squire Groves' new hotel,

Then whers are wa"
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"ihat puts such a sureness on you that this enemy is of the house md not of the wmexs
woods?" I asked, enxious to kmow how the tender Murph had put it to hers
She bturned her héad to .leok through the window where, on e bit of level land near the
road, the lads were practising their running starts. We have agreed o the lads and me, that

there should be a sports' dey on the next King's Birthday and now the lads are working at
e Hie window

'}:rith her and find beauty

in Reggie Sut #m Sturgeon,leaning into the wind as his feet pump with power into the first
the '

helf of kis hundred yardggbut confess to a finer sight in the rippling hound's run which Xk

their hundreds and quarbters to see who will top the lists. I look

the quarter-milers employ in their sally. It is & gift that is a cause for wonder in all
the places of the esrth that the Jamaicaeman should run his querter with such speed aud pow
power, I tell you, it is as nothing to me now, when the wonders of such of ﬁy countsrymen
es Mr. Herb Melenley and Mr. Arthur Wint are put H to 'me by strengerse. For I know that to
run like & racehorse is a matiter dreamt about by all the male chiidren of ouf lande And what
is & man's dreams but the advance party of the forces of his will?

"Mere sre ways a woman learns things, leban, a way which wolld bring laughter from
the men if ever they knew,"

"Aye, liley to call a portion six, and .‘ano"chor portion halfea=dogen, and see a
difference there,” I said dryly. 7

"There is = difference,” she said quietlys

"Mere is a foolishness," ! said.

"Mere is & difference in that six could beji;it‘ a hundred, bubt halfeas.dozen is the
half of a dogen,"

There was no smile in her eyes. "Waich me mine?" I askeds "The six, ch?"
"You see what you want %o, 8es, Iaban. I see Squire Groves being ths man o?’/name and
fame, too large to be risﬁng for such a matters"

"lst us now praise famous men," mocking her with the words from the Apoorypha.

"We should not praise them yat, labey gan," Cobina said in the quiet she could bring
to her throat to confound my adult fseiishkmszs childishness. "We should notl yet, for my
Iabe is not ready to take his placve a2t the head of those we praise. We must wait for his
time to be full,"

I reached with an angry jerk for my pipe, but put it awsy with double the anger when
remembrance came to me that I had forsworu the tobsceo until ai'ter the King's Birthdaye A
rumer of distanc;es 1 am, my long fool and the large room of my chest more proper for the
half and the mileeikmm I kicked off my boo®ts snd took up the ramning shoes I had saved fram
armye

"I will run awhile," I said as I fitted them.

"Run good, leban,” Cobina saide :

I took my way down to the flat which the lads had cmzxe® cleared of bush to be our
field, I waited for Murph to come around the track, talking gibes at the others as they

: " to trim my
passede Then I fell in beside Nat Murph and jogged with the weight on my heels |
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muscles of the fat &% I had gethered in the Wonths in which my legs were folded under the

thwerts of the fishing boatse -

¥uephx endx

I marked with care how liurph moved with his elbows close and with the long kick
which would give me worry on the King's Rk Birthday. A mighty man in the distance he is,

and our honours on the sports' shield of the regiment were divided equally, Doubtless, he
will be eloxexbmofrebefore or behind me when we end our mile on the Birthday, but dovbt-
less too, = bayonet will be hard put to cut between us at the finishing line, Now we grin
tightly at each other as we jog shoulder %o shoulder, each marking the other with care.
We are rounding the bend, near to where the sprimnters are practising their sterts, when ®
we hear the qguarrel,

The lads who run the short distences that.ere all burst snd fire, I have always
known to be like nervous cats. They live their little glory with such speed, that much
depend on how they leave the mark, I heve kmown some who always lightened their stomachs
behind the stands, just before they go to the mark, a.nd/IhaVe thought what a grievous stupi-
dity it is to tske s.o much trouble, when everything will be over for them iy a matter of
seconds, They dc not have the hallelujahs in their ears which we, the men of distance, ku
hold }while we hammer around for laps and laps and the crowd going mad with cheering.l
Wrongly or rightly, the cheering of the erowd is a music I enjoy.

But, I say we are going around the bend when the quarrel of Regpie Sturgeon and
Nicky Ffolkes comes to my sar. It Seems they had shouldered each other at the starts, and
now their tempers had risen to quiek and full pitch,

"You heavy=footed monkeyl" Nicky was bawling.

"You St. Elisabeth mulel” Reg cried,

should

"I wx3Xx put yvour jaw in splintst”

"I should boardesnd-lodge your nose with your backbonel™

"Like your mother in a grassyardt"

"like your sister in a lighthousel™

"Touch me, if bad you arel"

"Touch me first, bulleconguerort"

A wonder for his words before a fight, is the Jamaiceawmen. Chest to chest they stand,
clothed in shaking anger like voung trees in e winde Then as their fury grows too big for
words, up comes the finger a-pointing in t'other's face and the other's hand will jerk up
to push aside the finger, Then stand good and héar the thud and smash of hurrying fists.
Hold firm, I say, and watch what havoc the flash and rip of knuckles can do and de to & man.

Amen and amen,

But I hear Reg Sturgeon to Nicky Ffolkes: "I should touch a pot-licker?"

Bh, a stons has fallen in a pool and all the little fishes hurry for home.
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A pot-licker sneaks to the kitchen when all are a-bed and takes his meals of the
leavingse. Such a saying is worthy of killing. A mé.n should master his tongue even when sager
rattles the root of its There are many strapping i:i;:a at Boscobel who are without women
and it is not a matbter of wisdom that such words should be used. Likely, there are husbands

at Boscobel who have bsen keeping the thought to themselves whether a pot-licker has visited

their household while thsy were away hauling the seine in the m warm, dark nights. Bul can I

elear their minds by hollering: 'Tis at Deborah Black's that 3m Nicky Pfolkes does his licke
ing ? Mhen Jos Black should rise from his burial and lodge his bayonet in my belly.
"Paks Nicky, Murph,” I tell my corperal quicklye ’ien swift as two ghost in the

Ninth Night, we are ot Reg and Nicky and heave felled them to the gfound.
o "Such a kind of fighting,we will not countenance a% Boscobell™ I tell them harshly.
"Decent we ceme and decent we will bel”

‘My eyes dwelled on Reg Sturgoon. "Reg Sturgeon,” I said, "'tis in e manner of anger
and abuse I dmow you spoke to Nicky Ffolkese Tell him the manner has left youl"
I let him scramble to his leets

I hefted my fist at him as hezxerxsmbled kexkisxfmekx “You will tell him? Yes
or no?" .

Reg is a small man, with his bones se: for speeding om his hundred yards or to boot
a football with magic in his toes. Tell it from the /ropftops that a fist of mine can bring
much gobbing to hime : |

"It is no' meant," he said with 1ittle grace, but cooled of his Gampsre

I whirled o.n Nicky Ffolkes, my fist ready still,

"It is no' taken as an offenece,” Wieky told him quicklye

I looked around at the @ther lads who had gathered at the trouble, I saw what I ecould
of their faces and put 3m it in my mind. Charlie Cotton spoke at my elbows

"The evening is @own, labm . We should hold owr hymn-singing‘now."

I looked on him and ‘Wodded. There is wisdom in Charlie Cotton that needs no turnsde
around collar to bring to him. He speaks much in the temple, but the rﬁarkat—place is weld v .-
known to hime. He has a knowledge of the worldly thoughts of men and he has resd what I sa;mi' in
their faces. Reg, of the magie foot, has kicked 2 stone inte the pocl, aﬁd we can see the
swirling round and roundes I nodded at him,.

"Ale == that we should, Brother Cottone"
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thﬁt
A constable came with s summons to us before e week endede. A mounted constable he

was, and rode his a nimal right up to the fromt of the blockhouse where we sate It was
just before sundoﬁﬁ. adedosm ond o dalwe

"I want laban Daniels,” he said, a-sitting his horse like a general. I noted the
gathering between the eyes of Rich Beamish snd saw Bulyy Fergusom's hand a=-searching :;:::g
him for a stone. I rose quickly and went to his stirrup.

"t%is laban Deniels you see," I told him,

He reached in his saddlebeg and pushed s paper at me. Then he must have sensed the
lads were not welcoming his presence, so he wheeled his horse without words and rode back
to the roade ;

| Iopened the paper and sew it ssid Taban Uaniels et al should appear at the Petty

Sessions the londay following, to answer charges of Sugpicion of breaching ¥ing George's
Peace In That Fish might heve been Dynamited at Boscobels T sgked Wurph about the latin
words e

"Meaning they are charging us all, labe, but will talk to you alone in court.”

Charlie Cotton said, with puzzle om him: "But the beach was cleared} Fow did they
know?"

"17is on suspicion only, Charlie,” Murph saide "Iabe will be called up, and admo=
nished and discharged of the offense. A warning, they are serving us. Somebody must ha'
passed the beach earlier and seen the fish therss"

Rich Beamish cursed the warning. "Then we will all go to Kendal courthouse =
the dirty suckersi”

I stood and heard,without listening, the shouﬁs of agreement from the lads that
they would be for Boscobel tooe. I remembered the constable ridingpast the morning of the
dynsmiting, with his eye close on the beach, I almost told the lads of it; but the expla;-

natién Vurph had put on the matisr, would be theirs alsc. They thought with Cobina emd Murph
that Squire Groves wculd be too big a men to be in such a backeofwwall business. They were
shouting like children going on a pienic. Ap accident had landed suspicion on us, they saidg
but they weuld not stand by and see their sergsa-nt face the court alone. That anger there
was, was laid only at the reasoning which had put the blame on their leadsr alone, and not
on gll of theme

But as for me, I saw the hand of Groves in ite It would be a sensible thing for him teo
have it on the court records thst we of Boscobel wers suspect of bresching the beac;. It was
he whe had sent the constable to search our beach, that I was certain. Now what would ﬁe do
after this? F, one momming, a few weeks hence, perhaps in the early hours of the Sabbath
since he would know we did not go out on Saturday nights but slept at home, another canstabli
would ride the Roscobel beach snd see a graveyard of fisEiskex fish. Fh, then out, Teban

; 4 louds
Deniels and all your company. It is a strict law of the land. I laughed ou
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They %ﬁoug}z’c I laughed 2t the stumbling laws which could put only suspieion os us, since
we had destroyed the evidence, So mest of (hem langhed with me toc, Put Cobina's aves were
steady on my face whon I looked at her. My glance went te Deborah Plack's face also, and
saw there the smoulder of her gaze secking all sbout my face. [ made my leughter louden and

merried all the lads with it.

A-Company marched into fendal that Monday morning in sueh numbers that the constables
put on their riot helmets and broke out the long steves from their armoury. Yurph and me

marched ahead, *those behind us whistling Colonel Bogey in a high, sharp mamer that made

the constables fret at the smellness of their garrison. But the lads meant to have no trouble.

i ’Wé}waitad in the courtyard until the Brier called my name. I Yook off my cap, pushed

ke,

‘me; ”mv arm and went imto the room, I went to the place which the orderly pcinted me +to
stand and turned to face the Benche And then I held tight to myself, lest I blaspheme in
the King's court. For, lo and behold, who faces me from the Bench, imi: the fat Squire Groves!

A justice of the peace, he is, and entitled to the trial ofguch offenses as eome
into the court of Petty Sessions. There was a swelling murmur at the door behind me where
the lads ecrowded and the Crier had to shout for Order agaim. I callsd for peace within

me. A grown man, I was, and should kmow by then that mueh of the earth will always be
unlevel. Still yet, a situation like this does not fatten my love for 3Jguire CGroves.

The Cle.rk read out the chargesiggainst me =-— susvecting that we at Poscobel had
broken the fishing laws. "Will you make an‘nnswom statesment or will you give evidence on
oath, Accused?” the smoothefaced lad, who reads for the Fing, asked mee

I answered as VMurph and me had plenned,

g 7 am not all of Boscobel, mane T will do nothing but wait the Court's pleasure.”

Wnit the Bourt's pléestrel Wait the dirty boots of CGroves to land at my bellys When
Murvh end me head p}anned, we had not reckoned that I would be stending cap=inehand :::;::x
Grovess There is humiliation withering my insides. But I am the lemb to be shorn for py lads.
I hold myself to sttention es if I faced the Colours.

The Clerk whispered to Groves. Croves whispered back and the smooth-faced lad sat
dovm, ¥y judge cleared his throats

"Taben Uaniels, the Court views with displessure that you have sikeiwd electsd not to
speake It borders on Contempt == g matter for which you mey be imprisorned without a finees"

Fe is a turkey-«.aock flapping his wings proudly at his own baradoor. These twelve
paces from him, doubtless I could open his fat threat with s flip of my fishers' knife.
But e« bless you, Squire Groves, cesrry omn, carry one

He elasped his fingers, pointed them at me.

"However, the Gourt has no ﬁsh to be severe on youe This is by way of a warning to

you and your men at Boscobel. Go back to your beach and say this to them: If such an accu-

gation is ever oroved aspainst them, the Court will order imprisommentagzainst these found

-
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directly guilty and will order that the entire village be removed. So, it is up te you te
clear out thoge slements from smong you who flout the law. Thet 3’.s_a1 ls You ers gdmonished
and discharged from custody," !

3o then, mercy has bosn shown o me by Squire Groves, T must remember in wv menfule
lest moments, that I thrive becsuse the ’curkéy—aock hes been wmwrxg merciful to me, My God and
Father — was ever a man so tried?

A thing rises in me over which I have no control and I howl at him;
"Then 'tis a prayer you should pray nightly that such should happen againi That at
that time, we should not rise esrly and spring the trapwwhich has been set for ust TFor them, .
you will have the Boscobel you covetl;’
I have stuck him good and propers I hardly hesr the uprcar the lads raise at my shout,
1 a@_‘?ﬁé“tghing Groves tui‘n red to purple and his eyes ®ewmmit popving with anger, Months after-
S e n .
-ng:d%gb told me that was the time when, Figueroa, whom I had not noticed in ths well of
the court, bounded to his feet and signalled to the three constébles standing behind me. All
I imew ﬂ‘zen, was that I am swept from my feet and hauled oufigde ths room befors I could say
let bes

At first, I heard Figuerca e~talking with urgemey in his voice, Then my sttention
welit to Rich Eea;mish and Bully Ferguson a%: the door, rearing like 5t. Flisabeth mules Lo get
at the constables. But ¥urph and Cherlie C8iten were hbetwsen they and me, standing them off
while they called on the other cooler Iads to Plark them and march them out of town. By that

. %ime, my senses had rsturned to me hend I S&w that my wamyg way had been childish and foclishe
Figusros was spesking@mith ol =t his tongue roé‘cs, moulding and shaping Squire
Groves inlto believing that sometines a strong men soys words in temnez; snd is sorry for them
before the soundx of them has died. Wo contemnt te the Fing's Bench was meant, the smart
lawyer was sayingy and T fouwdd myself in agroement with him that my resnect for the Paench
: Squire,
still stoode But T hope md pray that Figueros undsrstands that, for his fmixmy the contempt .
I have caunot bé told in gocd wordse A man to have set his derriek for another, them put out
a foot to trip this othsr when all this other had been doing was %o try snd escape his derw
rick == I ery from the housetops that such a man is a slut's son! Fourwemwsejzizmaxfightings

ferzpeuncw zai tiring
Howsoever, I fought for peace within,

Wnen the constalbles got ths nod from Groves that they should rslease me,
there was cnly Murph and “harlis Cotton there. We went from the building and marched through
Kendal, found the lads fuming emids cutside the towna .

" Twas a handy piece, ahandy piece you served him, Iabe," they told me. "Almost the .
fellow burst with it."
Bully Fer guson was weighted with sorrow, though. "We should have shaken the constas
bles from their trousers, labe, had it not been for this Murph and this Brothsr Cotton."”

"let be, Bully," I saide "It was time emough for one msn of Boseobel to disgrace his
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training == but not for the rest of you lads.”

Charlie Cotton lifted his head at me. His mouth was firmly set.

"Yes, Charlie?” I asked.

. "Nevertheless, lsbe, and lads,"” Charlie said, "we should not be ummindful o' certain
metters. And I would not march back with en easy conscience if I did mnot remind all o' you
that Squire Groves has not been without stature today. He did not take the offense he could
have taken, at our behaviour today."

Now then. I know this to be &g a gentle chiding from our pastor —— a chiding that
our way today has not been according to the Mamual. A few of the lads nodded and passed onm
their nods to the others , until most were agreeing that Groves was not a slut's son.

"How come, Charlie?" Something inside me asked the question. Murph and Charlie turned
'sharply to me. A ridge stood out on Murph's cheek. ko

-Charlie spoke with dryness. "Those of us who were not leaping and prancing like young
colts in a rig, could well and truly hear lawyer Figueroa acknowledging to His Worship how
he kpew the Bench had the power to put us all behind bars for ’cl"le uprosr we had made."

: "B, the Figueroa could have saved his breath,” I said loudly. "Groves lkmows well
that we had a right to be noisy, since it was not us who threw the dynamitel”

"Oh, bkym bite it," Murph said wearily. "Nobedy knows for sure which hand threw the
sticks, Let us march; 'tis getting late.”

I squared my eyes to fours with Vurph's for a breath or two. Then I put a grim smii

smile'about my mouth at his hard head; and moved on to Boscobels
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c-HAPTERig_
We opened the King's Birthday with honour to him, and I am proud to say it. Iistem.

'Tis the second year we are out of khaki; and there has been no cause for a happy r emembrance

of this day. We have fought our battles with poverty, with little help == eh, God ==

with no help from the men for whom we had borne the blood and sweat in the deserts of

Sinai.

0, forgotten is the charge on the Sabbajees when our fathers died across the double
ditch and the stockade, yet sent their ghosts through fire end steel to rip the green flag
of Kismet from the biggest mosques of the Bmexbmmix Marabouts. O, put from you the remem~
brance of the lives we swopped for glory up and down the Gambia Settlements. Should I chest

like a boastful boy, at the book-keepers of the Bmnpire, and say: Tell me, g_f_ the credit

!g-ﬁéinod when with two Mills grenades a-hanging g._ﬁ our belts and dressed _1__13_ light battle

\W

~ order, we marched for six hours across the plains, swept by shell fire and machine _guni

. “snd Hrept the Turks beyond the banks of the Wadi Bakr?

.
o

& I should wake the dead lads to mutiny, with words like the thunder f£mt of the grea ter
psalms, a-calling on them to remember, how, shoulder to shoulder, in a weather of shrapmel,
we marched in parade order down the Valley of the Jordom, while the Fnglish general stood m
on his headquarters hill and oried to his God in wonder at the bravery of it?

¥ No. It is past. Let bes

3
i

This morning of the King's Birthday, I gathered the lads in their ragged tunics before
the blockhouse and had Chinrpy Dale sound the General Salute, There is sunlight glinting
through the txemx palms to the medals, which we had swopped for our blood, shiming on our
chests. Then, with the old glory for & moment in our threats, we turned inte the Island
Anthem. :

Put from you the bitter memories, Corporal Naﬁ Burph. Base into it softly, Bully Fer-
guson. Let the first bars come out with quietness, for 'tis a prayer for our island's health

we make now. ‘here should be softness on the notes while we lmeel in our hea rts.

God shield our island home, From all the storms that roem

Darkening the weste..
Breathe through our golden hours, Thy perfect rest ...

Aie ==~ the voices @ run out like a gentle stream and the lads shift their shoulders
and clear their throats softly. Johnny M'Cook, who has taken on the mantle of Joe Black,

lifted his hand to theose on the left who will now sing God Save The King in counterpoint

to the last verse of the Island Anthem. It is proper and fitting that this song of the King

should be sung second to oursy for I hold that in the matter of loyalties, our kmees should ;

bow first to the land of our fathers. But now, the lads are ready for Johnny M'Cook's hande

Then now. Come with your rush and thunder. Open the floodgates to the eager music

jes.
within yque Shed humility like a worn cloak and hemmer at the gates of the King's enem

E
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May 'hhg the right defend sang the clear sopranog; Send him victorious came down the

vq,‘

strong banu on Johnny's right hand; Each man his country's friend went out the altos and

sopranos; Happy and glorious roared the warriors hnhm? dohmnylizzRfizky standing in the
quickened
sweet fist of Johmny M'Cook; Toiling for one grand end, brothers indeed declared the mwimkwwwi

sopranos to the 1lift of Jojmny's finger, the basses sauntering easy as ever on long to reign
over us. Then all stood to waiting, our eyes on Johnny's hands, watching'Athe slow upping of

them as he gathered us into kkxthem, tasting the sunlight hot on our lips,and the brush of =
our clothing as we filled our chests with air, loud in the silence.

Then the hands moved downe
burst
And a golden unison wsmt out of our throats and built domed temples in that place. God

Save The King! swelled all the organs with all their stops out and the organists bowing and

N ]
%%at the mighty happenings under the keys and even hoping that the pipes would split
nd

then
%oh a load of musie for what a tale,ikissy would be toldl

w
» We stood quietly for swhile until the Anthem died down out of us and out of the hills
behind Boscobel. Then I told the lads to dismisse. But they stood looking past me to the foot

; of the hill, A grin broke on Johnny M'Cook's face.

| "1 court-martial®you would be risking, suige?" he‘m "The General Staff is on parade.”

about and saw Squire Groves. 1 saw him first, for ﬂ‘lofIﬁl a strong -dislike of

TR, ‘;r!ou‘nd the smart lawyer were with him. No motorcar aeeon?an;ied them,

80 they must have walked across from where Groves was building his hotel.

®t)Morning, laban,™ Pastor Ambrose hailed me. "When will the games begin?"

I took a swift glance to where Cobina stood smong the other womem; and mobody had to tell
me that she welcomed the visitors. Doubtless, she had told her pastor of. the day and he had
picked up Squire Groves on his wayes I have learnt that the mem of the Church set great store
by forgiveness; and no doubt the papist priest would be practising his preachings on me. I am a
men of some stature and dos® not hold to malice, My Company knew, that, in the Regiment, I was
not one to hug a grievance. But I must tell plainly, that, in such a nature as is mine, for-
giveness is easier given to one whém I have beaten, I have not beaten Squire Groves, yet. He is
not entitled to my forgivenesse A hand must have thrown the explosive into the water and I kmow
whose coin paid ::xi;:::h Nor have I forgotten that this fat fellow was but lately my Judge.

I saluted Pastor Ambrose and Figuerca with a wave of my hand and looked on the red
turkey-cock with them, nothing much on my face.

"1Tis about begun,” I said to the pastor. "You stayingt"

"that we are, labe," Figueroca cut in."Might even run in the Old Boys race myself, con-
lidoring» I am a sort of graduate of Boscobel."”

sd of a hatchet;
dxetxuxwkipy the sharpness of his face, the clear, swift way he

talkse I like the grin on him., Much cen be told of a man by hin grine A smile is easy to make.
A grin takes something besides. Groves is a man with a smile amd he puts it on Cobina now.
below
"Then take your placeskkidmm the road beside the beach, man,"™ I told Figueroas

We did the sprints first, with the high ,nd long jumpse I must tell, too, that
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‘Squire Groves made himself pleasant and was as if taken ¥y Cobina. They spoMe together much
end I saw her point to the boats and the nets as if she explained how we liveds Presently,
I found that Pastor Ambrose stood by me.

"laben, I did not come out here just for the games,” he seide "Word has come to me that
you suspect Squire Groves of the dynamiting."

A hammer of God, this papist priest is; direct to the point he goes and next he will
be mx saying that, even if it is so, then lLaban, my son, forgive the good Squire. I know a
little angere e sees it on me, and suspects the reasons

"I was not told by Cobina," he said quietly. "I heafd from - other sourcess I am
efraid you are quite wrong, Iaban,"

We stood under a lime tree and the fragrance of it wi'th the smell of the sea is a memo-
rial to me of our talk,

‘a  "Is it that you lodge day and night with Groves and reads what is in his mind?"

P o ke Bl e W T 65 ak e 1%, 1wy saaer o Sis disvine A2 ny
Judgment. He takes it as if I had not spoken ummannerly. He talks easy to me, our eyes
gquaered off on esch other,

"My informent tells me that you contemplate injury to Squire Groves. I hear you have

seen on his beach at nights."

Now, I confess, a gaff was needed for my anger. I was a small boy caught in a mango-

> walkes I ha d played at detective and been laughed ate While I watched Squire Groves' beach
in the night, he had put his men to watching me. Now he sat there like a bloated turkey-
cock a~talking to gamkk Cobina and laughing at me through this Roman prieste

"Is your Squire afraid?" I jeered at Pastor Ambrose.

"I have not spoken of it to him," he saidy o quiet man.

"Then you should, Pastor," I saide "Tell him that likely, I will put some of his own
dynamite at the foot of his hotel and blow them both sky~hightl Then he will ne' be around to
offer me his merey againi"

He moved his head at thate "Do you know what you are saying, my son?" he asked, his
eyes peculiar on me, "You should not speak in snger."

But that I could, Sometimes, it is in anger that +the satisfying sayings come. Other=
wise than in my anger, I could not have struck at Squire Groves through this gentle man of
the cloths |

"I spesk as it comes to me} S;)mebody has been using powder on :Zx fishing-ground
and my mind tells me who that Somebody, is} It should be good business for Somebody if the
constables move us from this beach because of the breaking of the lawe Very welle I will
hold my peace until the evidence is before me —= then I will strike Scmebody with vénp
geance! Hear mel” |

Pastor

Fxthex Ambrose kept at me, kept at me with those steady eyes of his. "Is there

any cause for your suspiciomns, labe?" he asked. Surely, a calm man he is.
"There is the cause which comes from the lkmowledge of what he ise"
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The pastor smiled. "Tell me what he is,” he saide
bloated croaker-lizard, who,

Bh, move away, prieste What is he but a Wlemimdyzrerakerelizuxi belly=-filled
with eating, yet lies along the rafters with his yellow tongue out, seeking more little
flies for his gullet? I walk my eyebrows up my forehead to be a mockery to his question,
Then I waved my hand towards the field to tell him that Nat Murph and the others were
ready for our race.

"I will keep my peace until the evidence is before me,"” I told him again, stepping
down towards the starting point where the other lads waited.

Murph and me had the outer edge on the starting line; and I reeckoned that the
people who stood on the banks above us, thought it fitting that we should he standing to-
gether away from the lesser ladse. A round dozen of us wwuidxbmx were in this run z two
miles —— to be taken along the line of the beach to the foot of the hill between Boscobel
and Squire Groves' land, then round a clump of Casarinas; and beating upwind to the
starting line again, Ten times around would be the distar.xue. While we waited on the mark,
our limbs flexed at ease, I spoke to Murph from the side of my mouth.

"Cobina's Romen priest is in agreement with you, Nat Murph. He thinks it is a
wickedness in me to suspeet Squire Croves of heaving the sticks at our fishess"

"How comes he kmows whe.t. you think?" he a sked after a while.

"A man of God —= he hears what the wind says,” I said dryly.

"Then the wind has more gense in its whispers than all the loud words of Sergeant
Daniels," ::zpk flung back at me.

Eh, my Murph is sharp with me. I grinned.

"Doubtless the wind has a name too," I said.

He looked quickly at me. "Then it was mot Cobina ?"

I shook my heade "The wind warned the pastor that likely I would do violence to the
fat turkey-cock.¥"

Murph's eyebrows drew togethere I watched him in an effort to see what he was think
ing, but pleinly he was puzzled too.

Figueroa called that ® we should stand readye I broke up his thoughtss "Come now,
start a-praying that I do not leave you too far behind,"” I told him, jeering.

"Spread-foot mountain-man," he said in wonder, "you would tussle with your master?”

We took the drop of the :i:gthpihs together, loping easily away sad leaving all
the hurry to the brash lads who thought they saw glory ahead in beating the pair of
mighty' milers. Going dov;n to the Casarina clump, the track was marked out on the edge of X

the sand beach. “nd as we tried our kick in the heavy going, nobody has to tell us that
it was on this stretch many of the lads would bresk their hearts. So I was not surprised

when Murph pulled in his stride with me, leaving'much of our going to the drive of the
wind at our backs. They rounded the clump many yards ahesd of us; but I knew that going
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up on the harder turf and running into the wind, there would come to their legs the first
a-mus tering
tightening warnings that wesriness wes ssmuxsling up on them.

Rumning with my thoughts, mee

It is plain that the somebody who spoke with the priest is a possessor of malice to-

wards me. To say I contemplate violence towards Sguire Groves, when whether that was so

as much a fact as was this
would still be in my own mind, was as surely a faet of malicej;axzmgs ztinisxprszank ;
present act of mine in putting one foot before the other to carry me to the end of my racee
#o could have kmown, without visiting my soul, whether I would bring violence to Groves
for what I thought he was doiMg to Boscobel? The woman of my besom had not done so; and she
was the only ome who, by any reasoning could have watched me in my sleep and seen vemgeance
s=hanging out his funeral suit om my brow. A enemy was about. My powder sheuld be dry m d
ready for the flasgh,

I gave Nat Murph a yard ef shead of me when we were ending the first mile. It is his
manner, I kmew full well, to make the commencement of the second mile into a test of those
ageinst whom he runs. It is a menner which works well for me too, being of great assistance
in killing off the wesker omes who bemuse our footinge So I gave to him as he stretched
his stride, I ran in his wake, feeling joy in the way the springs smswered in my muscles

and the sweet eese of my breathing. The people on the banks are talking of Murph and me.

It was something for %m thought that, since the first dynamiting, mo more had been
Groves '
sone. It could have been that @rewxmd did not like = fishing such as this, where his lines
were handled by another. Or, hearing that sometimes at nights I patrolled his beach, he was

lying lowe Whatever explanation there was, it behoved me to seek and find ite

Those on the banks must have talked a lot about Yurph and me, It wes a race we made %
ite He had not come back, as I had believed he would, nesr the end of the fifth lap when
we had put the others behind us., It ceme to me, them, that Murph had changed his going :
and that the pace I had given him when he stretched his stride would take blood and sweat
for me to work off, Murph hed fooled me proper into believing he would run this race as he
had done #11 the others we had battled out together-in the regiment. 'I put mors di#tance in
my stride and called on more pewer.

I felt myself go from stremgth to strength, the forces within me paying the toll
without any strein on my purse. ‘he noises from those on the banks were mow rising to a
steady roar as they marked that here was the piece of the fare.

There were five laps to end, Now, for the first time, Murph and me were doing =
two-miler with all our stops pulled out and a full mile to do. It must have been a vain
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and foolish thing ymzde for us to have dome., When we turned imto the sand for the downward
run, Murph still had his yard on mes We never slackened at the sande We pitched imnto it,
fighting ﬁ"m pull it made at our feet at the commencement of each stride; disliking the
thought of the ropes such a fighting would wrap about our muscles, but caring no longer for
anything except to finish this race in front. We rounded the clump and went up against the
wind with less trouble at our legs, but more in our breathing. Those on the banks were
roaring now. Perhaps I had gained a fow'inches on Murphe Ve ran so our tracks could be &
surveyor's line for straigh tness, ﬁ:ﬁ :n the inner edge. On the inner edge, he slew me

_at the turns, cutting in close to the line while I must flounder around him,

"last lapl” Figueroa shouted as we turned into the sande

o5 gand. Murph and me had fought on it before nmow. One evening, a thousand years
ago, I had torn and hammered at ﬁxy Priend for no other reason i¥kax than that my blood
needod. letting, so full of the vapours was I. Now we were on the sand again, and st battle
againe But this time, the very sand was against us, staying our ankles with cunning holds
and beating at the sinews of our thighs. I was brea’ching loudly now and doubtless, the same
distress was on Murph;y for I saw the veins stand out at the back of his neck and the sag at
the base of his jaw. I was' running as if on e treadmill, striking high at the kn;aes in a
gprint. ;

We went to the Casarins clump for the last timee I knew that here, it would be won
+ leste I spoke and spoke to the man imside me, that Murph sh‘ould not kill me on this
~n. I would beat him here. Here it would have to be, orv not at all. My eyes were fastened
on the clump, until I judged the distance to be but a score of yerds to the turne Then I
left my body on the traek and put my mind into the body of Reg Sturgeon. I remember how he
fixed himself at the starting line, the whole of him a-quivering like on eager hound. And,

all this while, I am counting one, twe, three, slowly. And, at three, I am finished with i

the distance to the clump end ready to commence the turn — with the mind of Reg Sturgeon

in me.

I believe I must have gained something of the bullet Reg makes of himself at the
starting line. I could sing a song of Casarina as I ran, so light weas everything in me.
Green end feathery cassrins blooming in the hot sand, with yellow buttercups clustered at
its roots like nuggets at the foot of a gueswx¥ Queen. I went around the casarina clump
with all of me erying that in the face of the Christ-God, I must’whip Net Marph here. I put
my body in the same box as his == a couple of dice in a box — and left it to Chance to
ghake us snd let fall first the one it would. And when we kud broke the turn and went wp
the grass fraek, I was almost abreast of Murphe.

Alie —— then such a finish there was, it is my belief that men will sing about it
when they talk of this daye. Bx gnzma? zeczhambd exmuayx

I am no' a humble men e
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We ended 1:)151‘5;~ race on a roar like the sea on the rdeks of Annotto Pay when the wind is
northing, We stood into the last of that quarter, bemt on ruining ourselves just so if ome
could best the other. 'he rest of the field was as if they had not started with us. Serub
mules interfering in a purse put up only for thoroughbreds. My bones ground out & dirge of
weariness that begged and begged if I would let up mwx even for awhile. But the spirit blew-
ing through me like a hurricane, whipped and howled at me, Not so. Not sol Iwould fall te
my face and he dead there before I gave up to Murph.

It was not too clear how the last part went. I know I put my head down and watched X
the turf passing under my feet as if T ran along a seine=line which was being reeledein in
my belly. I saw each root of grass clearly as if I was reading words out of a book and
theug:xt, without rhyme or reason, of the saying of the prigl:itwg;??;:ﬁks That he who run
may reedeth it. But 'twixt all these inconsequences, I mm down this stretch, Murph
and me, foot to foot, the brokem breath of us loud in that place until the white tape
wrapred about our chests and slipped backwards about our waists snd I let go of my breath

with one last groan., For now the race was overe

We listened to the hallelujahs with our arms around the others shoulders, iw Murph
md me, gasping like landed grouperss I hear Figueroa swearing without regard and saying
that Murph had lost, but only by the shortmess of the hair on his chest === that I had won
1ly because the last breath had swelled my chest in time. Then Pastor Ambrose was on us
Figusros ceased his oathing out of respect foh the cloth. A light shone in the pastor's
so he was a small boy ageim as he pumped our hands,
"Jabani —e= Nathaniel -  you were magnificientl! The finest I have seen in this
land of fine rumnersi”
| "Squire Groves thinks it one of the fastest times he has ever seeml” Figueroa shouted.
"Indeed == that I dol" I heard Groves says
I em a man of years and used to authérity. I have spokeu orders which sent mem to die
and it should be far from me to be as a pouting boy. But mark it, and ask anybody: Anger
makes childr-n of use ‘here is mo wisdom in angery and the foolishness in it is worse than
the foolishness which comes from an absence of sensee. A thin;g to be grieved over, mger is.
My foolishness did not tell me that, ss I served another, so I would be se rved, Forget-
fulness was oa me that such is the law and the prophets. |
So, when I hear Squire Groves a;talking of my running, I filled ny tired lungs with
gire I am pasping, with my arm about Hat';é:;l:’oulder, but I turn with the spegd of a striking
panda-snake. I square my hot eyes with the-besmimg ones of the rich man.
"Then the fat fellew must ha' a long memoryl" I throw out wickedlye "My mind is .
telling me that 'twixt fillimg his moneybags and grabbing for the lands of others, there
would be no time for him to witness such as a foot=racel™

"labanti®
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It is a o‘x;y"pm Cobina; and then the stillness ceme down on all about "and I heard ix
the wind e<£$tepping through the treecs., Murph grew under my arm like the back of an angry
eaty his shoulders came up and all of a sudden, he took my wrist and removed my arm roughly
from his shoulder. I turmed to him but he stepved aways I heard a murmur from Cobina and
saw that she toc was wes leaving the beach. I found Fastor Ambrose's eyes bent on me T;’::th
pain in them. Then T took my glance to Squire Groves' countenance and found that my insult
hed scored s bullseye to his pride. like the sbarched front pleats of a shirt, it is, and
the blood only returned when & women's shrill laughter splintered the silénco about use It
is a laugh thet I will kwow in hell, ;

"Shut upl” I yemmer at Deborah Blacke. "Shut it —— and take your bad-word-self from
heret"

The growl from the men at my elbow was for illk,c illeuse of a comrade's widow. The
smile on Deborsh Black's face takes me back to the tigress in the easterner's gardene
There is a triwmpximxit satisfaction in her, in the way she smiles with the tip of her
tongue at her teethe

"Bloody Since when a Jamaice woman can no' be allowed to laugh at the stupidity of
a kingl" :

The sghriek at me was_from the warrior woman of Bully Ferguson. I wheeled from the

company and made my march for my own firesidee



Caapter

The days which followed the King's Birthday wore hobnails in their progress over
Boseobels I believe, I believe that many of us bore their marks for much time afterwards.
A few of us, for a11. time afterwards.
But that is to be told. lLet bes
Boseobel was a house divided, with s@me to the colours of Deborah Black and others
searing with mes A few stood neutral to the mattery one of these was Nat Murph; and another,
Cobinas
‘ This swift division, following on the sport's day‘, did not make for sense to me. I
knew my lads, knew their ways to a T. What I had done to Squire Groves on the beach, ill-
mannered though it had been, should not have caused their eyes to view me sideways, or their
talks to be held in corners and broken off when I came within hearing distance. Neither did
it seem re.asonable to me that so much should be made out of my burst of temper on Joe Black's
widow. Not until too late did I realise that the days wore rough boots because I put them
on myself,
We gished the dark sea with little words passing between us. Mahy a night, only
the strike of our gaffs -at the throats of struggling fish, the wet drag of oux;fnet-ropes at
the grmwales, or the licks of our sa ls in the wind disturbed the silence. We passed back
and forth in the ea;xxp with scarce an howdedoo. And even Charlie Cotton's shoulders hung
ieavily when, for evening after evening, & poorer number of .voioos. Joined in the singing of
respers, But through it all, Deborah Black moved with warm countenance ﬂdonly her eyes
ere cold, Something was happming that was pleasing to the widow of Joe Black,
I am a man of caution who has been taught not to march without his flankers. After
1e insult I had given Groves, it came home to me that he was an enemy of mine now for sure,
' should be watcheds It did not seem foolish to expect that the dynamiting would begin
g.ine Therefore, I put it to the 1.ds that half of us would wateh the beaches at nights,
while the others fisheds Then, right away, at once, it was made plain to me that Boseobel
wes divided; for there were mutterings against my plan. Clothed in my right mind, I would
have used easier words to them, feeling my way into their minds wntil I had them with me.
But noe
Noe I turned a battery of strong language on them, kicking and rootix;*g at their pro-
tests with but a singie thought e to chase them into the same corner where my ideas
lurkeds I had forgotten I no longer had the Manual for my backing; that the Regulations
did net apply when we were out of khaki, Soon I heard them bawling at me that I could do
all my own watching,
I gathered those who stuck to me for old times sake, .and patrolledthe beach, leaving
the rebels to the fishing = but selling the catch in the name of all Boscobel as we had
agreed on from the time we went to live there. That was how we had contracted with the Ken-

dal.brokers and we shared the profits evenlye The state did not last long.



ol

One by one, they dropped out of fishing, declaring with iron in their throats that they
would not work for s bunch of pissy-arses who wasted the nights walking the beach while
they sored their muscles on the seine ropes. But, mainly, there were the dark looks of some
¢ those who declered thet & man's wife should not be left long alone with pot-lickers
about in the warm, dark nights. So the pebble cast by Reg Sturgeon in his squabble on the
beach with Nicky Ffolkes was sending all the little fishes scurrying confusedly in all
directions.

Soon, each was eating from his savings and the boats lay idle on the beach. A wry werd
or a doubtful action would mxkt ignige a spark and blow up Boscobels Our hands must be put
to use, and early. This I knowe But == how?

And them the hurricanc came,

There is a sea about us. ™e Caribbesn sea. Blue and lovely it is, with water of
e rich green where there are mighty deeps and an ever-gentle wind blowing constantly and
containing such health that men, long ago, named it The Doctor. A quiet wind it is, I say,
and I have scen it nudge the palms and poinciannas to such playfulness thaﬁ I am reminded
of children at a froliec, The little waves tumble to the shore and run up the white beaches
with a glad murmur as if tired they arey from their 1mgu§s of wandering and happy %= at
las:;have come homse DBut these are the children of giants, '

And sometimes their mothers pursue them.

That time, with a brawling hitch to their skirts and the wild songs of shrews in
their throats, they come in black and fury, ridden by the winds of their passionse

Bresk for the hills.

There are four months to the season of the high winds amomg the islands, and men
grim :
ave mede a szarixsmf rhyme about it: July, Stand by; August, Save usl; September, Rememberti;

it B
. vbober, 'Most over.

This is the month of August, the third morning, and Nat Murph beckons to mes We go
to stand before the cave at our line-fence where Murph likes to be when he would speak
seriously to mee It is a hot morning with a peculiar stillmess. Blsck clcuds are low over
the sea but the sun is shining on the beach so, over the sea is like a darkened room into
which we look. Boseobel is = cemp of idleness. lhe lads squat in the shade at their doors,
their forearms on their knees and their hands huwgimg empty.

Murphx said: "I dont like the look of the weather. A blow is coming one"

He was a fisher on St. Thomas beach before he joined the Strength. He kmows weather.
He telks some more while I am thinking. Foremost in my mind is a thought that this wind, if
it comes, will blow my divided Boscobel together —— if I do it righte. I have noted how
countries in times of war, trample their differences to meet the common enemy and I think

Boscobel
I can wmify and commend myzimdsx again wikh without any hurt to my spirit. There would be no

call for me to talk down to Deborah Black or pass the salt for gquire Grovese



I heard Murph éaying;”ﬂb could have the lads take their wives and babies over to
withstand any blowe Most of it is already
Groves's The stone walls of his hotel will bw, mexexthsnzxzmsishxfax roufmd roofed.
He cennot deny them shelter with a hurri —"
He stopped when he saw me shaking my head; when he saw that i had been shaking my
head since he started speaking. .He wrinkled his foreheads "What's that for?" he asked.
I moeked him a little with my raised eyebrowse "That means they will not go there,
Vurph,”
"Bh «—1?" Murph is a man who does not kmow whether he should be puzgled or sngrye.
"None from Boscobel will beg shelter from the Slug, Murphe I —= you and me, Corporsl
Kurphy.‘ will take care of our Company.”
Marph knew he should be angry nowe "Is the heat gone to your head?" he demanded
ingrilye "Where will we find shelter from s hurricane?”
"Just where we would find it if the Slug had not been buildingthis hotel over the waye
Just where those of our people whe have no stome buildings to run into, always go. To the
1ills, Nat Murphe" ‘
My corporal stared at mees It was as if it was written on his brown forehead, # at he
ras thinking: that Iaban Daniels was a stubborn, pig-headed focl.
"laban Daniels, you mean you would have the women and babies out in the weather
recause of your own quarrel, rather than get them into safety?at"
So Murph was not thinking only that I was stubborn, but was searching deeper, laying me
ypen wider. I did not like ite
I shrugped easily. "They will be in no danger," I said like a stone,
That roused himx more. "You dam' dangerous fooll" he whispered as if he tapped home
ach word with a hammer. "You ever been caught in a hurriecane?"
The big wind does not come every year; nor every ten yesrs; nor sometimes for a life-
iimes And sometimes it may strike across one section of the island onlys Omce, the tail
f a hurricane had leaned aside to swipe at our garrison near the eity; but the spent force
£ it had done nothing but topple a shed and drench the polo fielde I give no answer to
lurphe
because
His eyes narrowed on me. "Or is it thatzpsxhapx ILaban lesder-bull Danisls has not yet
roven, he cannot understand what happens inside a man when he sees his baby beheaded by a
'lying branch?"
If there was not Boseobel on my mind, Nat Murph, my fists would reach you. But say it
t another place and times Say it then, if you are a bad maﬁo
I stilled the muscles at my shoulder. "No doubt the Slug would understand what happense
ou could use such an argument to him and he would perhaps provide a suite for you."
It was Johnny M'Cook, with laughter ruffling his voice, who had told us at Boscobel
he stories he had heard of Groves and his women. There were perhaps a score, Johnny %told us

hose bedrooms the Slug had entered without first passing through a churche
”
note
"No doubt —— and there should be ghame on you that he would while you 9°



A thought had entered my minde. I took a quick look =mkxkkmxzkyx upward. Well, new,
yerhaPse

My shrug told Nat Murph I had given up. "Well, go on to your Groves, Nat Murph, Find
yut whether he will permit his friends of Boscobel to be the first guests of his hotel.

I will hold the Fort until you get back."

I waited until Murph was over the hilles The finding of Groves would teke time. And even
iowever quickly he found Groves, nobody can tell me thet the Slug will sey yes to labsn
Daniels occupying his Royal Suitee Now I must think of the thrust and stir which I must
sring to my tongue to shape the divided lads into following me.

; We

The black clouds swooped down on us end the winds strucke Pxhmy hsd bettened thekr
louses as best as we could back at Boscobel, then they had hurried after me into the hills
>ehind our campe There wére rock-=hcles there, capable of holding a regiment if cannily
lispersede I had placed them in good shelters, with the women and babies together in the
‘oomiest ¢ ave. Then we strung ropes from one cave to another for guide-lines in case any of
she caves 2;13 to be abandoned . |

Just before the wind zte came, Cobina asked after Murphs I had hoped nobody would
18k after my roaring bull of a eorporal, ;but doubtless, he was sadly misseds She spoke to me
in the cave of the womem and I pretended as if plscement of the posts for the ropes was
10lding all my attention, However, the wind came soon afterwards.

T here is a quality of roaring ézga in the big wind that shakes the bravest man.
Dark as a cup of coffee it is now, only liphted now and sgain with long licks of lightning
vhich show the great trees bending and whirling snd the mighty body of water pouring dorm or
the faces of the women wide open with their shrieking. But above all, is the roaring of the
rind.

The wind is a giant walking the earth and Ris footfall is something shaking. He puts
1is heel to a huge acacia and it comes up out of the pround, roots =nd all. He legns to a
sottonwood, fifty feet t:igr;ez;nd it snaps like nothing at alls He plucks a dozen coconut

srees in one fist, the powerful reaper he is. Rocks, bigger than houses, he rolls through

the alleys he has cleaved out of the side of a mountain. And over all, is his roaring fury.

The wind passed on, lsaving a broken world, but we had lost none of our company. And
she eyes on me as we gathered for prayers led by Charley Cotton, told me the house was whole

igain and Igban Daniels in his sccustomed place. We made a mighty chanting of the Te Deum.



Chapter

Me lost most of our houses and all our boats.

The bloeckhouse had lost its roof and a portion of the walls " buf: we patched the broken
walls with plaited thatch and mede a roof of boughs and it took in all those who were home-
lesse But in the matter of the boats, our hands hung downe Them I must tell of Murphe

Murph met me in the clearing before the blockhouse when I led our people ocut of the
hills after tho storm. Nome of his attemtion was given to the questions from our company
as to his whereabouts during the wind. All his attention was gathered in his eyes end his
eyes were gathered on mee

We stood like thet while our company wandered away from us to go look at what was left
of their dwellings. Then we stood alone. He spoke.

"You waited 7"

brushed

I gave no heed to the grate in his voice. ¥y voice mwmwtmd lightly at him.

"The wind would not."

Angry eyes looking out at me from a brown bulldog's faces

"I ean put two and two together, Iaban Danielst™

"So that you get twenty-two instead of four, Nat Murph," easy as anything,

"Women end babies put on the bloek to pay for your ambitioni"

Such a whispering ﬁ:gx in his voico. I brought my fingers to my eap in a sloppy
alute like a five-year man.

"Sergoant Deniels reporiing, sir.

EAd%smoxrwetzumizuce ountent All correct and accounted for,®

My mockery runs off him like water off a duck. "Yes, that's true, Iabe," he said
iietlys "Thank God that's true."

He would leave me now. I halted his turning with a question,

"You met a willing Slug?"

His head turned half to me. "The §lug is slimy and he crewls, but he is not & killer,

Iaban. He has no ambition. He crawlsey Have you forgotten? Yes —— the Slug was willing,"

To build our dwellings again was not a task, in the ordinary, which would disturb my
sleep. The red earth and the rowndwood and stout thatek which our fathers raised to such
homes to sing about in smooth walls and éhining floors, white-washed rafters and cool esves
to sit under when the fireflies danced and the storyiBeller spun his web of fancio:;ali
these were at our elbows. No #ak task at all to worry aboute
' It was the thought of how to obtain new boats again which stretched out before me like
a long, hard roady laughing hugely at our puny kneess To buy our boats, we must have coing
to procure our coin, we must fish; to fish,we must have boats. The road is amused in a shock
of white teeth at the wc.;bblo to our knees.

Before a week had past it came plain to me that Boscobel would be breaking up soon.

Before the wind, we had been eating out of our savings and now there was little of this .



left to keep us in foode The rains which came with the wind had soaked into the earth and
the strong sumlight which foliowed was pulsing the sarth to new life. I took Chippy Dale
and Jos M'Cook and a few others of the finer ladé' and pointed out that with hoe and swea
we could provide our ftables. So, along with those who followed my reasoning, we made furrows
to take potatoes and yems m d quick growing vegetables. But the others, and sad it wes that
these wers wmore *han half of our company, they put the matter roughly from themf:giggthis
plan%ing would not bring the coin which was necessary for our boats. They sat back on their
heels and narrewed their eyes looking out to sea, thinking, thinking, what ths next move
should be when they left Buscobele For it was plain that they would be leaving,
lurph was not in the group which took to the hoe with me, He was not with the othéra
eithere Often, he was awny for whole days at a time, and spoke only with Cobina when he
returnad et evening, If a hurt waggled a tiny finger in me that Murph hed moved away from my
shoulder, nobody else knew of ite I met Cobina's eyes easy as ever, as if I had no curiosity
for whaf she talked with Murph eabout, But the evening that she t0ld Me e 0,
"Our two boats will be trueked am# in tomorrew, iaban," 1like nothing she said ite
"They come from the goverrment scheme for sssisting those who lest in the hurricane,"
she saide "There will be nets too. You should tell our people about it."
Things within me scrambled to their feet again from where they had fallen from the
shocke "Who arrepged this?" I asked slow and dgzeds "I did not know of i7"
"The news come to Nat while he visited Keudale The news that the gevernment was assist-
1g hurricane sufferaers. I sent s letter to Father Ambroses You should tell our people about ite"
My fingers held on to nothing wtil the muscles ached, "Why dida't you tel?;ébout all
s before?™ I asked her softlys
"You had enough on your mind with what you were doing," Cobina said, She rested her
d on my sleeve. "Now you should g0 out and {ell our people that the boats will be here
aTrowe ™
There is more Cobina is keeping from me. Her eyes are looking past me and there is a
it of troubls she is having with her throat. I shook with a ¢old merriment as if I mocked at
he und Nat Murph and all their works e
"Then you had better tsll +hem yourself, Cobine. You and Nat Murph should go stand
efPre the blockhouse and muks a spesch sbout ite Tell them of the great team you ere and
W tegether you saved Poscobele I shall be down on the beath ewe listening for the thunder

f their applause."”



Chapter

—— e

The wind was northing this late November. The sea was dark and unfriendly. We hung
our nets and mended the holes and counted our silvers and copperse The end of the yeer for
a fisher can often be a time of faminee Chilling winds, black water and big spaces of sea
empty of fish,turns his purse inside oute Sometimes a boat must travel to beyond sight of
land to raise even ’c'ho poorest return. It is antxlgz time, and there are weeks whem {9 push
out from the shore is;oim your prow into ebernitye.

Cobina's time was drawing near. If her eyes did no lomger light at my approach, I put
it down to the stronger kicks which were now grieving her wombe I declared to myselfl that
there was nothing more tc it. She would be bedded by Christmas, D.Ve, and our life would
spring againe |

Sc does the man who bears no humility beats his own drum and jigs to it.

I had never commended Met Murph for the job he had done in getting the boats from the
government; I held no gratitude in the memory that in the telling of our people about the
boats, Nat Murph aund Cobina had worded it so that all the credit had come to mes A nd it had
done no good to my hate for Squire Groves. Not after Nicky Ffolkes, with an air of indigna-
tion, had whispered to me that it wa's Groves - who had recommended our case Lo the goverumente

thet requests for the hurricene
" Nieky Ffolkes explsined skexmix@mbimxzaudzMexpi relief had to be supported by an
effidavit from a Justice of the Peace, and how Pasbtor Ambrose had ohtained such a paper from
Groves. While I thought aloud on what lay behind Groves' help, Nicky, the rat he is, had
supplied me with the workings of another rat's mind, '

%IX "So long as even one of us remain here, Jargs, the Squire will never obtain this
beach. And the Squire knows that Sergeant labe will never leavs this beach,™ Nicky said, his
eyes like buckets of swille ™ S0 ‘the smart Squire sees that Sarge gots his boatsy then later
there will be the dynamiting again and Ssrge will stend cap-in-hand before the Squire againe
But this time, there will be no returning to this beautiful beach which the Squire cravess”

Yot, even the thought of losing Boscobel was not as scouring to me as the knowledge
that Groves believed it was :I who had sought succour st his fat handse It made a grim fool
of me and soon the lads were avoiding me againe Now for weeks, we had not gone fishing and
things were bad againe I was speaking with Cobina this daye.

"Cobina, there is Four Pounds to be peid the midwife and there is but little of this
Four Pounds in the boxe We should be fishing sgaing be the seas rough or note"

My voice was rough-edgeds Under the skin of me, I knew that the absence of light in
her eyes was not due to the aporoach of her timee Cobins had seen me stziking sbout the cemp
with my head held haughty like a coalseller who has been made a Justice of the Peaces The
boast I carried inside me, was, thet I would not say I em sorry to the lads ag I did the
first time I put my tongue on Deborﬁh Blacke

She held me steady with her gaze before she spokee "The wind is northing heavye. Can

this fishing bring death to someone? You forget I kmow the sea, Iabane"
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I laughed like a mm of valour. "En, then I should be afraid to die? Or I sheuld met
want to die?" ' |
"I do net think eof you," she told me quietly.

It is a moment to prick my balloon.

"I think of the women who will be widows because Cobina lawrence needs a midwife," she
saide "I will birth the child myself,"

I had taken her from mdgr the veil before the papist altar. Easily, as a child, and
her years was as a child to me, I had lifted hér from the altar stomes and placed her to be
my wifes It was as if yesterday. Now, I hear Cobina a=telling me that she will be midwife
and mother in ome. Doubtless, my laughter was unseemly.

"It is a proud thing to say, Cobim, but do you knew that women have died because of
doing what you suggest?"

"Well, now, I will ask you. I should be afraid to die?"

She talked as if she spoke of going to the Fair, I am the one who is torm. I could
answer, without thinking further, that a women with such as I sée in her eyes would never
be afraid to die. But the fear that entered my mind swelled my anger more. .

"You will have the midwifel" I shouted. "You will mot bring my child like an snimall"

"There will be no midwife if it means you will take the lads to sea in such rough

wea ther, "

she said calmly. "Mhen the matter suited you, you thought it alright that they
should stay on the beach. Now you cormence te feel the pinch of your own affairs, o.nd there
are reasons and reasons arriving in your mind why tkey now they’ can brave the weather, In
your mind, the sea has gone down sufficiently new for tino affairs of lLaban Daniels to ride
smooth on ite I will not be a cause for widowing,"

I struck the table; with my fiste "Then how will you prevent what I choose to do?t"

She smiled at me as a mother on a ranting boy. Her voice never lifted to match mine.

"How, my laban? How? I will tell you. I will be a walkabout. I will ledge at every
kitchen door on Boscobel, telling the women their men will die beceuse my husband who thinks
he captains at Boscobel, will put their men in some little concheshells of boats to fish the
rough water for fees for his wife's confinement. I have mot fought you before, my husband,
But such a fight I wiil do for this, that doubtless your Boscobel will breaks"

Quiet and easy was her voice, but the truth of her words and the strength in tixem her
to do what she said, is plain as plain to mes I blew a slow breath of fury. My hands were
fists. Cobina tightened her lips and leaned towards me.

"Mhat you wanted, widowed Deboreh Black. Hear me out, I will not be stoppeds My
unborn child will not, even while it is in my womb, put itself up to bring death to others.
Truthfully, I would that I could have my baby like other women, with & midwife to stand at
ny waist == but not if it means what you know it means.”

0, then I stormed at her. XN "Then where wil' the money be coming from? If they

do not fish, they will die just the same from starvation! What if they risk their necks?
Will I not be risking too? Where will we earn a living otherwise?"”
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"Your men's head shexdk should make that out,” she said.

Bn, does she think, with the lads divided, and we not in the mood to sing, I could
order them to march for Montego Bay and sing another concert for the foreign people? Her
eyes stomd on me had perplexity in them as if a book was opened before her but with the
print in enother tongue than hers. She shook her head slowly.

"A rock you were, laban. A rock about which the men gathered for shelter when the
storms brewed up. That, I remember at the garrisone Such a .sergeant as was keel and ancher
to the lads of A Company. I have secen them close ground you to learn the paths they should
take in their lives and love and pride set in, fit te burst my heart. But, this, I do net
understand, It is as if = as if - a norther had blown through you, making my Iaban unwarm
and turned within himself, Iaban O, Iaban, you can bring the lads together again. A word
from you would suffiee ——I know thate"

A word from me. Pardom, I should beg of the wanton Deborsh; bow my knee and plead
how sorry I am. Or go about with cap-in-hand and say I was wrong about Squire Groves.

"No word will come from mel" I grated. "My man's head will make out nothingi"

The flame came then to her eyes. There is but little kmowledge in a man to understand
whyX the flash and fire ina womsn's eyes brings such great admiration from him, A prince
of the sword must have stood at one time down the road of Cobina's ancestry and brought
this warrior presence which comes on her when the bugles sound for ware

"Then my women's hesd will find the wayl I will do such as will make you come at me

with your buckle and strep! Then I will take your whipping and laugh at you that you but
chastise yourselfi”

I stepped through the door of our house, stalked off into the dark night, angry with
myself as with she. I might forget she stands in a family way and strike her to ny evere
lasting shame. What could she meen by her words but that she was holding a big stick to my
head? Putting it to me that if I could ne' support her, then she would scek her own supporte
Putting it in the manner of the Ree Town women whe nudge their men into usefulness by
declaring they wi‘11 put their bodies to auction if sufficient food and clething is ne'
brought to their door.

I broke from the house and strode with the power of my anger making a giant of me,
walking with long steps and speed to make you wonder, down the lip of hill, over the bank to
the road. Then I turned my face uphill again, striking for the w odland behind Boscobel
because here, I would have a tussle with the tilt of the land —= and fought amd drove my
way up, until I stood at the peak and breathed heavily with the wind hitting on my chest
and the lights from Squire Groves' construction twinkling uglily in my eyess At this moment,
I could have roused my savagery to send me tearing into that swash of valley and batter his

new walls to rubble.

But the true meaning of Cobina's words did not come to me until & week had passed.
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The month had turned grev, with platooms of dark clouds drawn up over the sea each morning.
Soon, we knew, they would roll closer and closer in until they halted overhead and broke
upon us, hammering down our impotent enger at them and putting racing rivers around and
between our houses so our Spanish walling melted at the base and the thatch moulted at the
edges. But come the sun agein, and a new Jerusalem a man would see gkemt around him, Clesn-
washed is the beach, music is in the throats of the birds sporting with wheel and turn
through the Sunday-dressed trees, But this day of which I talk, it was in the grey of the
monthe

I had gone from Boscobel to Kendal to see how our credit could be until the weather
cleared and until we could fish again. But the shop-keepers were no' disposed to place cre-
dit on a company ef ragged fishermen with reputations for violence.

Figueroa hailed me as I was moving out of towne. We met on the sidewalk,

"How's the morning?" he cried. A wind blows wherever Figueroa walks and you must hold
to your thoughts while he talks, lest they be blown away. He had on a coat of linen with
some law books under his arm. A clever face is his; and my spirit has tsken to his. !

"Hearty, man,” I tell him, for your troubles should net be told from the housetops.

His long face is creased with welcoming. Doubtlesg, he has forgotten my hog-manners at
Boscobel on the King's Rirthdaye.

"'Tis a sensible business, Lebam," he said, shaking my hand. "A man should know when
he makes a mistake and do what he cen to rectify it., I am particularly glad for the other
lads sakes."

Eh, nowe Here is a mystery of Fipgueroca'se. I sm a-thinking how to answer so my
unacquaintence with the happenings at Poscobel will not tell him that the house is dividede
I laugh with en easge that was foreipn to me.

"If lewyer Figueroa says it is semsible, then my mind goes to rest."

Small wrinkles of laughter crease the clever cormers of his mouth. "lNot only me, imbx
Iabane Father Ambrose will alse tell you that you hxd have daez done the righteous thing e
forgiving your enemies, soldierman. By the way, he is there now — at Groves. Fow is

Cobina 7"

So, thens Figueroa is saying I ha' forgiven Squire Grovese. fere is a joke for my
secret belly.

"Haarty,v Cobina is," I say, my mind working hard at his words. But there is mothing
for me to work on, for we are saying our partings since he has to hurry to his chambers and
I have to hurry to Boscobel v ere forgiveness is shining through us, like boys serubbed for
Sunday schoole. :

The road to Boseobel is overlong today as I walk with swiftness to be backe On the
level stretch just before reaching the hill which falls to our beach, I turn from the road
and take a route through the bush so I will not come up on Pastor Ambrose who is at Groves'

beache I steoal through the scented shrubs, rich with the yellow-throat warbler's musie and

the cooing of peadoves and pluck hogplums from their clumps with the thought that God had
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been welking through His gerden whem Fe learnt of the fall of Mane If the sense that
Figueroa had telked of, had truly been in me, them I should have stopped to reason with
myself: Why have I a hatréd for Groves? fad I proven anything? Could I swear by the Book
and the Key that he had & dome to Boscobel what I thought he did?

I will teke off my shoes and walk the holy ground to Mre Williem Shekespesre. I

boerrow the sad wit of Shylock which shriveled his soul even while it burned his hearers:

8o ean I give no reason, nor I will not, more than a lodged hate and a _certain

loathing I bear Antonice

As happens sometimes in the grey of the month, the weather had cleared for a spacee
Soon it would close down sgain, but for now, a window has opened,imzihwzzkyy letting in the
sunes I left the bush below the crest of the hill where I cannot be seen from Groves' beach
and walked down into Boscobele All ;:dlt and green and blue it is in the late sunlight; a
place of such beauty that pours mighty choruses down the halls of my beimge On my left, in
the green of the woodlend above the road, there peeped out the red clay of the houses under
the thatche At my right hand, the sea was shining blue until, at far sight, the shadow of
the north clouds, grey and black, draws darkness down upon ite I think s little on the
weather, for my angry mind should be rested. Someboedy stevped from the bush to the road in
front of me,

Nieky Ffolkes had been a privy rat in the regiment. Now out of the army, he struts
with equality before his sergeant and is taken to be mate by a tigress; for nobody has to
tell me, from the sights I have seemn, tha t Deborah Black has shown him her bede I could
spit == but Nieky Ffolkes can be a useful man,

"Nicky Ffolkegl™ I hsil him, He had been walking slowly and it is my belief i:e hed
seen me coming and had slowed his steps so I could eatch up with him.

When the house is divided, there is a picnic among the rats. Men a-seeking grist for
the mills of their wrath will not ask for pedigree papersof those who can feed the rollerse

Wieky Ffolkes stops quickly end turns to me. The marrow fsce of him now wears a
mous tache
muztasizm for the manhood Deborah Black has brought hime

"Eh, labe, man, how's the afternoon? You come from Kendal, yes?"

Before, it had been Sarge. Now Nicky Ffolkes is my friemd and 'tis labe, mane I
could kick my boot to his behind and feel joy in the howl of hime But I smile at him,

"So-go, lickye A walk you :ahk;’nw'!" |

"I have been to see how the lads will fare," he said.

I keep surprise out of my voice. "Fars? Where?"

He looked sharp at mee "Over at Squire Groves' beach," he said.

What are my lads doing at Squire Groves? beach,Nicky Ffolkes? I want to aske

Instead, I say, "Oh."
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Nicky looks at me from the cormerX of his eyse. "A goodly more than half of them
will take the jobse"

Now thene A little at a time, out the story is coming. I have got my guard up, but
I must bear arms with secrecy. Nicky must not know I am answering him carefully.

"Which half be you, Friend Niek?"

He looked at me fully nows "The said half in which you be," he said.

Now, I am & man of perception. Not with the quickness of Figueroca, nor perhaps of
the quiet stream which runs deep in the person of the papist priest; but I have never had
reagon to be shamed at the slownessof my wit. Nicky Ffolkes would have had me, had me good
and proper, had he not put a strange boldness in the way he tufned his head to make his
eyes square up with mine. Something mot good, is in the air when he faces me so stoutly
and when he leaves the cemp of Deborah Black and says he stends with mee.

"Good it is, Nieky. Good it is, man ,that you are by me," I tell him warmly.

He came back quickly at me. "I‘say and say again, Iaban, that Cobina should mot
have ssked Squire Groves to teke the lads to work at the hotel, kmowing how you feel. Come
Christmas or not, we would have lived without his coine I say and say againthat better a
man should heve sm empty honour in his hip pocket than shame-money pulling down his fobe"

"There is where we run together, Nicky," I said, my mind on Cobina. "It is a good
thing that we have spoken togethers"

There is a hood on his eyes which comesdown nowe "And to have done it in seerecy,
telling only some of the women that she had writtem to Sguire and the pastor, asking for wm
jobs for the lads so they would not have to go a=fishing until the weather was fair e I
say and say again that it is & sin against her husband's honour as camp leader,"

"Sey it agein, Nicky,X lad."

"So I say, Iabe, man,"”

"True. So you say, Nieky. But you should have said it to me long ago == from the
time it came to your hearing.” |

No wind reaches his ssils for two-three breathse Then he was heeling to the
breeze again.

"So I should have, labe, men, And I cannot beg your pardon often and often
enoughe”

I smile at him so my feelings are hidden. Aie, Nicky, the toe of my boot is
talking to me of voue But a grown man must have wite If it is met born im you, then buy
it with experience.

"lio matter, lad. It has come nowe We will walk}"

"We will walk, Friend labe,"

8o we walked down into Boscobel together, me md my privy rat. And I noticed how
empty of meny of the men the
WREEYXs fxmenx L ex sumy Z7wax cemp was, while those who were left looked away from my face
when I entered the clearing before the blockhouse. fhey ply the wooden needles over the

holes in the nets as if all their minds are on the cords. I passed Cobina sitting in the

late sun «-- and sgig not a word.
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One by one, the lads went a=geeking mone& for their fobs at Groves' construction. A
fortnight, and there were left with me' only Nat Murph and Charlie Cotton we-and Nicky
Ffolkese Nat and Charlie had not gone because they agreed that the boats and the nets
should be minded. But Charlie does mot fail to tell me in his quiet way that Boscobel mll
be better for the lads to be earning their :iix and ixe losing their idlemess besides. T
can see how right he is by the way the lads return each evening from building Groves' hotel.

 Full of laughter and boyish pranks they are with the thought of pay-day a-coming; and
often, these days, we hear them singing as they march back over the hill, coming home when
the nightengales are s-bedding. Them “herlie Cotton's face becomes like the painted saints
on the walls of the Roman chapel eutside the garrison gate and I see him reach for his
bible end Sankey hymnal. To tell the truth, it is gigxing welcomed by me that his vespers
are being sung with power again,
Mur ph
Nat/is not an idler with his brain. Before long, he had talked the lads into making

& donationfor the preserving of the nets and hoats while ’éhny worked at the hotel. So it
came about that “harlie and he and Wicky Ffolkes drew wages tooe I would have ::::i:gto do
with ite :

When I told him sc, he leaned Torward ag if he would fist me. Then he walked quieckly
away with e ramrod shoved down his beek and I straightened with the breath going slowly out
of mes I would have liked to have hammered at hime I did not knmow then that, quietly, he had
spoken to Cobina. This I ::i::: af’temxfds.

"It is for the little one, Cobina," Murph said, \shewing her the silver which should
have been my portione If I could see him, there would have been the candles which burm in
ﬁ:kb:;khis syes when he talks with Cobina, Murph was my friend, such as no man hadg and.:lf‘
he worshipped =t the same altar as I, yet I 'mow the paten will no' be touched by hig hand. j

If T am allewed a béwms.n when I come to eross the bar, I would say, Put Nat Murph up forward,

lord Gode A man he is to face it withe

But let that be.

Cobina said to hims; "Then if my husband will not take it, why, Murph, then nothing
it is to me either,"

"But the little ome, Cobinal There must be a midwifel Suppose = sUPPGSE —a— "

She laugheds and I can hear it at ny ears now even with the trees rustling and the
birds easing their throats. .

"Come on, o0ld Murphl, Then I will tell yous Since you will be a godfather — why, %
then journey to Kendal your ownself and pay the women for mes Tell her to keep her bundle
for travelling, ready, for the kicks of the newcomer are getting too strong for me," 7

She must have stood there like a queen, the light through the trees laid on the

tewn of her face. The brownness of her is like the mountains &= at dusk, like a draught of
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mountain eoffee with the sun in it; like earth under the plough at April; like the deep
words spoken by mahogany wood under the hms hand of time. I would say like mm mahogany in
a church when the lamps are lit for evensonge O, come with me and have the wonder of her

presence in your eyess

But I must talk of the other women, and afterwards, of Wicky Ffolkes. Forgotten is
the matter of Deborah Black and her widowing as the women don their laughter again, with
peace and plemty on Boscobel. The elink of silver has a wondrous quality to those whe have
not heard the sounds for a long time. Deborah is quiet, like a cat that has lost the mdd

need for spitting and snarliﬁg. But she walks the tigress gait of her past me for my dis-
turbance and sometimes, her eyes reach my .face from under the ‘kerchief about her head. At
those times, I see the mocking light in them and I warn myself that I must watch myself,

The women hed come together because of what Cobina had done for theme I have not

spoken to her of it; hed not spoken to her at alle We are two strangers, shering our board
with cold thankies and our bed with space between use It was an unnatural errangement; but
what should I do? Playxk Meke like the forgiving Father AmbroseX and teke her to my bosom
although I am vexed at the shaming of my pride? GAZEEXXXX Co toe My spirit is not filled
with rickets., I would rather stand slone than grovel with company.

But Nicky has become my company. We walked the boats together for = f'ortnighf,
secing that the inner seams were wetted against the heat and that the nets were stowed
away from seae-roaches, the tiny hardbacks who would cut their mothers open if 'twas thought
there was food for their red bellies within, All this while, the norther was backed up
in the sky, up Cuba and Haiti way and the air at eveming was thin and dxew cold, We watched
the weather bearing slowly down on us, as if we dwelt in a white room with the walls clesing
in on use ‘hen, one morning when we woke to Chippy Dele's reveille, we saw that the sky had
fallen to just above our heads.

Nat Murph eocked his eye to it and came over to my sides

"The lads should take the morming off from the hotel, Laban. ‘.Z‘he_boats end nets
should be well stowed."

We have not spoken of "the lads" for many a dugx fine day. The day that trouble imem
looms, my corporal says I should do the assembly. It is a good end loyal thing that Nat
7urph doesj but can his loyal words breach my wall of pride?

Murph and the lads can wallew for all I care. "The lads can roll their heads like
marbles for allvhﬂban Daniels cares,” I say with the words swelling in my throat. "Go tell
your Squire of it. Go tell your employer." |

Strike me, Nat Murph. A prayer is real in me that you use the muscles which '1erk

udder your sleeve. Then _IE_ could smash at you with all the grend ;vigour which rises in me.

"Murph?" It is Cobina's voice behind me where she has stepped out of the houses
"Think you the lads should see to the boats and the nets?"
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I turn to see her glance passing over my head and reaching to Murph's face., Her lips
are set with firmmess. | . j
"The wind and rain will eome today,” hs was saying, walking around me towards her.
"Then the lads should be told of it," Cobina said. "Chippy should sound the falleine
Well, then! So Cobina has taken the sceptre in her hand!
"It looks so to me, Cobina,”_lurph said slowlye. "It should be dones” My corporal he
still is and is waiting for the word of his sergeant, -
"Then tell them," Cobina ssid sharply. Mny,.%hat has been smoothed and polished, is
her faces Murph kept his eyes on me waiting for the words it was my right and duty to 8 peaks
But he eould wait until judgment daye. I put a sword in my glance md met his eyes with a
clanking hostility. A ridge mounted at his cheek.
"Very well, Cobima,” he saide "Then I will tell the ladse™
I headed a way from them, walking eastward out of the eamp into the bush. The deep
bush is a place to whip childish anger out of a grown man's body, you tell yourself. To
clamber your kmees through the barrier of vines and bruise your shoulders at the strong
bra nehes while you slip and elaw up the side of the mountain, is a way to root a certain
foolishness out of you, you seys honesty being in you at the moment to see that your way is
childish and foolish,
But sweat, and the straining at your joints, ca mmot right the ma tter that has gone
wrong inside you.

I pulled myself up the hill behind Boscobel, feeling the stress of the elimb and
tasting the salty sweat about my lips, foreing a rosd through the heavy growth of macea
and thorns which grew out of the rockss Behind me, I heard, clear and sweet, the high notes
of Chippy Dale's bugle in the fallein, The thorns grew inside me tooe

On the head of the mountain, I looked out over the treetops to where the beaches were

our red-clayed
spread out at my feet. Centre was Boscobelm, with xkm rmdxeisyxmfxmmr homes stending in
line like a Company in full dress for a review. To the left, the beach went om and on until
it swept around an arm of land, bearing its golden sands s.way towards Montego Bay to be the
plaything of the foreign seekers who follow the sun to our isleande. At my right was Squire
Groves' place, the whitemess of his buildings standing out against the dark clouds piling in
on use There, in the proud lift of stone la y much of the anger in me.

I kmowe I know such reasons as I put forth were hardly worthwhile for an explanatione
I know, lord God, I kmow that doubtless Pastor Ambrose had it straight from the Footstool
that Groves was mot a men with evil in his heart. A_man nea rer to the Footstoel than me,
was the papist pastor. F‘érgiveness, was his shield and buckler while I pinned my hope for
the day in my engry thrustse All this, I know and knowe

BUT we= stay with me and listem. Has a dispute mever taken root in you for which
there was no explanation? Is there no gift of strength in you which at sometime turns in
upon itself and make of the gift,-a curse? If mo, be the answer, then the grand ghost of
Mr William Shakespeare should rise ex strike at your ugly hypoerisye The web of our life

>
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is of a mingled yarm, good and evil together, he said, amnd 'tis a truth which sets no

argument. I am cursed with strength; strength of spirit as of bodye Sometimes, at times,
Lgde the wings of the morning; and, coming face to face with *.;he dusk, as I must, the
sEmed I had at my starting out cannot understand that dark must fall if another morning
would come. I would tear through the dark, as I had through the light = and then be
angry beca use my foot meets up with a stonee

listem. Put it this way. My span has been served in the King's army where the
chevrons I wore on my sleeve, made me a princeling to my Compenye I saw to the keep and
ca re of my lads, and commanded that they hold our pride high. In the sureness of my
goings, I rode on the wings of the morninge Then came the fall into darkness where the
mlno longer 1lit our pathse I am no longer the Word to my ladse 1

I am plain laben Dgniels who led his lads into the mountaing snd led the retreat
out again. I am Daniels, the poor fisher, who ran for cover to his Boscobele I X took a
wife to myself and thought to sit under my own vine and figtree with nothing molesting mee
Then amother coveted my possessions and I commenced hating Squire Groves. fate is the

blinkers which the devil puts on us the better to ride us withe That time, we are blind to
the precipices and gallop with e mulish stupiditye.

But, it is a fine feeling in the gallop. The rum and free surge in the muuclog,
the draughts of air at the nostrils tingles the blood and satisfies the great need to be
forwarding, forwsrdinge. To stand still, mamy questionings will catch up with youe Better
to run, than stand still end burme. I say Groves is a fat bestle amd should be stepped ome
It is he who has shamed me withmy failings by teking my lads on his payroll, He fills

their pots and brings laughter mmd song to Boscobel again.

I went wamk down the hill at late afterncom with the sun sheeting through the
trees. Joaked to the skin, I was and I stopped by the ceve on our line-fence for shelters
It is dry in there, but I look on the fault in the carth about the roof of the cave amdx
which Murph had warned of, and I thought
Ixtrongh bx to rmys ed £x L xxwanldxbn to myself it would be better to have my wetting
then have the roof falling onm my head, I went from the cave and down through the trees
to the roasde The world had turned milky under the cold, white cloudse The wind had died
with the coming of the rain, I can read the weather signs, and this norther will be more
of rain than wind.

The lads have ha‘uled the boats far up the shore. I duck under one of these for
shelter. I dozed off in the warmth, and awoke at brown dusk only because someone shook
my shoulder. .

"laban, man ——= up, upt I been a=looking all over for youl"

Nicky Ffolkes it was, bending under the boat to talk with me. fe was quite

soaked through, so I doubted nmot that he had hunted me high and low in the raine It must

be & great happening to have sent Nieky Ffolkes seeking me in such weather. I sab bolt
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upright, my mind racing te Cobinas.
"Cobing = she is taken with the birthingl"
"Quiet yourself, man," Wicky Ffolkes seid wi th s froward familiarity. "'Tis not
Cobina, 'tis .yourself — you and me snd Squire Groves."
T rocked back and forth from my waist to esse the cramps end stretched the muscles
) a privy rat
of my shoulders. I yawned and spat in the sand. I had mingled with zezgreixdugxxdugx snd
should not complain now if fleas were st the hem of my garment., But it would be well if
someone would tell Vicky Ffolkes to watch his manners nevertheless. I am not a.man who is
calm under many provokings.
"Whet is there 'twixt you and me and Groves?" I saw the shine of his eyes turned on
me in the browning lighte
"A matter of dynemite," was what he saide Fe said it after a glence over his
shoulder. There was a gathering in me.
"Talk more, Nicky Ffolkes," I seide "Talk more to mee”
"It is & night when few are abroad, leban, mene A watersbird has whispered to my
ear that Squire CGroves will drum the fish tonighte"
I sey again that, when the house is divided, there'is a picnic among the ratss And
a man who seeks grist for the mills of his wrath cannot ask for pedigree papers of those
who mind the rollerse. I eame out from under the boat and stood with the rain falling soft=
ly on me. Nicky put his hand on my shoulder as if he were Murphe Tt didn't ::m mnee
So Croves will fish tonight! .The Squire will strike for my final disgrace tonightl
And, tomorrow, s constable will eycle along the beach and see the destruction that has been
wrought. Then, out with you and your baggage, laben Danisls. Go out from Boscobels The
law of the island holds that & men is a felow who seecks his catch wWith powder-sticks
under his bowse My training of caution made one last effort td speak to my/ﬁg:;ogood.
"This water-bird, Nicky Ffolkese. I am acquainted with the voice, eh?"
"It is a bird that should remain nameless, labe, fellowe But it is not an affair of
chasing a wild gooses While I searched for my friend, labe, I put my thinking to ite I
know a way we can find out the truth about ite We cen visit under dark to Squire Groves'
cempe "
"How will this find the truth? Will they write on a board and hold it up fer us to
see?"”
Nicky Ffolkes girgled at my poor joke and I could kick him for the nasty sound of it.
But that is not for now.
“Mhen Groves goes out for the cateh, he must start from somswhere, Then where would
he start from, but from his omla beach? B, labe, we will s=c them start out, them we will
run back to Boscobel for witnesses to stend on the beach and see the explosions. Then we

bring over the lads to his cemp and stand hxrx there waiting for him until he and his men

return. Then let lord Cod Croves swear himself blue that the dynamiting was not done on

his orders."
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I should say nows "Well, Wicky Ffolkes, what I think is best is that we should have
someons run to Kendal too and fetch Pastor Ambrose in his motorcare A powerful witness he
would be for us. Evem better tha;'z all our own lads with reputations net overly good."
That is what T should have said. But when Fastor Ambrose comes and stands with us
waiting on the beach, will he sxemd stand by toc when I fall with fists end boots on the

men who are returning from their dynsmiting? God blind me - but he wonte Fe wil) hold

up his hand for a blessing. He will say, lads, ths law will take its course; leave bes

. And I will want to take Groves' people e and Croves too, if heaven sends he be
on the beach .= to spend the rest of the night in the blockhouse umtil morning when we
turn them over to the constables.

I said to Nieky Ffolkes: "There is a sound head on you, Nicky Ffolkes. I hitched
my sodden trousers at my waist snd locked towerds where the hotel stands below the brow of
the hill,

‘ "We will go over there at the turn of the night, two o'clock say, and catch the
good Squire whem on his beach," T saide

But Niecky is shaking his head wisely at me. "Nos Wo, Iabe, foolishness. How does
Groves knows we will not be out on our nets at that time, tee? No, mm « Fe will do it emel
early. We should be there by nine o'clock say. Nine, sharp, you and me will leave Boscobel
and descend on his beach like a pair of x .cats, eh, lebe, boy? Then we wait to see them
off. Vou and me alone. e will net want others with us to make a noise and warn them off.
Just you ané me alone, Segeant labe. Thoﬁ, when they are gone, we go for the lads te await
their return, eh?" .

His giggle was a thing for which I had no use. But I will net ask for hié paperse

Nicky has grown into a useful mane.
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The rain-head had burst its & first fury and had settled into a steady drizzle.
Thus it would go for the best of a fortmight, sprinkling e bounty for the farmers o' the
island for the crops planted in October month., It is a good and blessed arrangement and
worthy of thenksgiving. Perhaps Charlie Cotton had this in mind, ffcr as Ts trode past the
blookhéuse, I hear him a=leading the lads in nractice for a harvest hym,

"t1Fgir waved the golden corm in Canaan's blessed land'" ‘harlie, Cotton gave out. Im
my mind, I could see the lift of Johnny M'Cook's fingers as he called to the sopranos to
come in on the note, holding down the basses with the spi-ead of his left hand so they
rolled with the soft thunderings of the s ea whem it swells to the day-cloud at dewn,

"'Then full of joy some shining morn, Went forth the resper band'" came from Charlie
Cotton apgain, his tongue lingering over the words from the Anglican hymmal,

The harmony reaches out towards me now as the altos and silvery tenors gi'ie themselves
over to Johnny ¥'Cook, to be moulded ims® with the others inte the shape of worship which
Brother Cotton had put inte the words. :

I walked by, bercheaded in the rain, dorm past the line of houses. Behind the doors
which have been closed against the weather, I hea rd the women's voices singing their own
home hymns. Bshind closed doors is 211 of Boscobsl tonight, save for Iaben Danielse I must
pace up and down in the wet, not caring to be under the behaviour of any roof 'tonight; not
caring to be in the light and joy ¢f peaceable people. Let nine o'elock come. Them T will -
rouse them from their hymn singing with sueh a call as will 1ift the vielemce in them,

There is no light in my.cwn house. Cobine sits in the dark. There is no light in
Deborsh Black's eithers Wondel; == I em s=wondering whether my friend, Mr, Vieky Ffolkes,
visits with the widow “onights __4_:23 == strange company comes to 2 man when he slips his
old anchor,

I had been racing back and forth for some time before Nicky apreared at my side.

e came out of the night from somewhere behind me and seids "Ti;ne now, Isbe., We will move
down to Squire Groves."
There wes an edge in his voice which told he had not won m y new courage with the
) Oanad, M, Foy PrrmaThely
now menhood he had wrested from the widow's bed, Vy Wicky is stil) & privy ret and T
should wonder thet he has not cowersd ewey tonight when he had the chance. Instead, he
hes come out into the rain and the dark, a-sa.yingv it is time for our patrol,

I grunted 2t hime We cut down te the‘road, taking the easy way to the crest of the
hille. There, with the whiteness of the };‘otel standing up to us out of the dark, we moved
from the read into the bush. We tock a path through the weeping trees and I did net die
from surprise vghen Nicky whispered tremblingly that we should walk lightly and put me in

front of him.

At the edge of the clearing, topside the hotel, I halted when he rested his hand

¢ ; s i t 'ﬂlo
on my arme There was nothing I could see, except the buildings and a amal} light a

o« *
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watchman's box at the constructione I shrugged awey his hand impatientlve

"We camnot sz the beach from here —— we should cut across now," I saids

"Then let us go down én this sids, labe," he whispereds Fear made his voice tremblee
"Believe —e= I beliove I saw someone just now."

He was pointing away from the light to the other side of the buildinge. I spoke a
bad word at his fears, but took the way he had peinted since he was my partner. We started
aeross the cleering together, his shoulder hard on minee He mcant we should use the cover
offer-d by the construction as we approached the beachy and I saw this was not a bad plang
8l though I knew it was not born out of his koowledge of scouting, but out of the presemnce
of his cowardicee But he is a useful nﬁan ©® mee He is the one who will rum back to call
the lads when we see for sure that Groves has sent out his men with the dynamitee

We inclindd nearer and nearer to the cover of the buildings, Nicky Ffolkes' shoulder
hard on mine. I was sbout to speak rude words to him, telling him to cesse his fears or he
would be welting eee when I heard the scream. .

Thowas ;5 78 erewmxiax teat

_»;ygyﬁ.ﬂ(

It was a seream to tear a woman's throate. A crf¥sfpeiof-gnd—eoncern which brought

a sudden panic Lo mee I whipped my head‘ towards the shadow of the building from which the
::Lm had come, falling to my knees Lo pubt my gaze along tie floor of the night so I
would have whatever was about, standing out ageinst what light there was. Aa old desert
trick, this is. But all I had wes the flash of o running figure before I sprawled to the
ground from a blow on the back of my head.

Nicky would have had me, sure as death, had he not had %o go to work sooner than he
has bargained for; and had I mot gone to my kmees, throwing him from his aime e blow did
not do more than tilt me off my balance. I arcse with his treachery taking the attention
of all that had been boiling in me. I arose, and whirled like a fencing cate Swiftly, I
had his slim waist in my graspe Then, sliding my hands into position, I had his weight
disposed as I neededs So, I upped hime
‘ I upped Nicky Ffolkes on the sopmam shriek wih which he greseted the sight of his
doom, bubbling in my eardrumse I reared back and threw him against the wall of ths building.
I canmnot remember if I heard whem he strucke. Hs might have broke;x- all his bones. I am net

at this moment,

a gentle man and tmeighky there was lunacy in me. I gave it no censideration. I turned fram
there with a sob bursting from my heart as I stumbled forward a foot or two before I
straightened for my run in the direction Cobina had gones

The mad howlings of enother woman behind me, the blowing of whistles, the sudden
flashings of several torches, the shouts of men's voices, were as haprenings on the outer
edges of & world in which all that mattered was Cobina fleeing before me, her voice

erying on my nemes

"Cobinal Cobinal COBINAL™
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The thunder of my voice shock me om the rune I sobbed and whimpered a little £mr
ﬁetfully at the insufficiency of my museles to keep pace with my .ﬂmughts which were .
far up shead.

"Cobinal Cobine-0% COBINA-OL"

As a bell thé,t is booming, is my voice.

A greatX fist hit in the small of my back and hurled me several paces forw?}-;fz%gé Vﬁd'
and for the second time this night, I was flat on my feee. A pair of mx} explosions
up the night and sent huge waves of hot air over me. I pushed to my feet apgain, my path :
illumined by the flames bursting from Squire Groves' new hoteles I saw now that Cobina had
fallen at the &t edge of the bush, but had risen and torm on through, the wet lesves doing
a fiery dance in the reflection of the flames,as they closed behind her.

It was a race to be spoken of, if any had been there to applaude But I ran it alone,

weeping as T rens My woman was shead; I could hear her stumbling progress in bebtween the

times I stilled my eallings of her name. Then, after awhile, I heard her no longer.
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CHAPTER 31

I hunted through the trees, addressing the sodden roots of ackee mmd puinep, claw=

ing et the sliprery trunk of a mango, hemmering their woods with my fists, in vexation
that they could not speak whether she had passed this way, or whether she laid insensible
@md in what part of the forest. I burst out into the small clearing at the mouth of the
cave on our line-fence == end I heard her calling my namae.
Something of a camnon ball must have beem in my progress intc the mouth of the cavee
The reflections from the burning buildings put a reddish light inside the cave, by which
I saw Cobina on the grounde I fell to my kneesy unashamed of my tears.
"Cobina —- Cobina my darling —e— potoos my sweetness 01"
"P0t008 ~— my labe —=1" she emisdrfwimtlyx whispereds Ter woice, in our
island word for sweetheart, outed whatever wrath might have been left in me. I sobbed as I
feund her lips and her hamd touched the back of my heade
"I died, Cobins == I died when I could not find you."
"It is well again, labe == woll a gain, logether - we are - agzain,"
Her words were weak and broken, A sherp fear tingled through me.
"murt you are, Cobing? Are you hurt?" I asked guickly.
"o -« no - & little weak - from so much rumning."
i reached out my hands to 1lift her, "Coms - I will take vou home."
"We = no - noV" Her words climbed :iﬁt;! a whispered shriek. "I - camnot go nowl"

It opened on me like a midsummer's day === a blinding light of understanding.

"God === Iord Go0d = ne, Cobinai"
"l is = alright - labe'=m " she burst out quickly, her hand touching my head.
"You arc here, labe ~— will be alright, I sayl"
But there was no c@fort she could give mes "No = no - God kill me —- nol"
I was staring at her face and saw the poorly smile she made for my comfort.
"It is no' right, labe, mx man, that thers should be oathings at & birth." Her
@# came steadier as the wave of pain passed .nd.l believed there was laughter stirring
among her words.
"But ww- Cobing e=1i"
I felt the tenseness of her body as another wave gave notice %o herse I saw the
tightening about her lips as she fought back a groan.
"It - it is the running back there == and the fall —= puts my son in a hurryee=" .
She was talking to me so I would not be a scared little boy in the dark.
"It cannot be hers, Cobina," I whispered blindly. "It can be donth herei"
She smiled in the glow of the flames, licking her dried lips before she set them
back against her tcethe The pain passed and she smiled againe
"I will not have you talking of death when I am a-thinking about the grandchildren

I shall heve %n & day to come," she saide
"But == the paingl” I blurted.



148

"I will manage thosse Even queens have pains, foolish Iabe e==" T saw her move her
heads "'Tis only this earth .falling on ny face which makes me remember that I am no' im
a hospital rooms"” A

I wiped her face, trying to soften the roughness of my hand. 1"hem, as I bent over
her, I felt the blob of wet earth fall on the back of my neck —= @and terrer washed cver
mee I twisted my head and looked upe The roek, which formed the back and roof of this cave,
griined at me from the edges where glistened the seeping wabtere. A lifetime had passed
since this great stone was left to guard ke the roof of the cave, end now the acceptable
year for it to fall had come. ;tst it would begin to :; now 3 b:t in falling tc be dust,
my woman and her uabern child would become omewith ite The xzﬁ'Md rotted at the edges
and would no longer support itself in the Rz frame it had been given. Under stress of the

0 '”weather, it would fall about nowe I cried without thought.

P 7 I gave the ery because of the terror which washed over me. My dry womb should
have nothing to be afraid of. Stremngth was enough in my limbs to leap out of this place
before the falling rock made a tomb of ite But here, et my fedt,my women was im travail
and could not budgz?gkge Judgment horn had soundeds If I stooped and picked her up and
walked to the mx mouth of the eave, perhaps I would be out before it'fellg but perhevs
note :

Another splash of earth and water fell ommy upturnod fece. In swift momsnts, the
frame of wet earth would ease with a soft gigh amd the rock would falle Tomorrow, the lads
a-searéhing for us would see the ruin at the mouth of the cave and would dig into it for
use Al == they would find use

"There is a matter wrong lebe?" Cobina cried at me.

I turned my face %o Her\so that in the firelight she could see the easy grin at

my mouthe " ‘
teking

"There is something wrong that this place is no' & hospital room and you tukm so
long over the matter of a small birth,"” I saide

My feet were shoving quietly epart, im ginking into a purchase with my legs
a=straddlee I humped myself up slowly in the shall ow cave until I felt the roeck hard at

my shoulder bladese I kept my shoulder hard up to it, my hends exizizbas akimboe

"It was a sinful thought which first put me up to Deborah,” lobima was saying,
a tiny swile on her lipss "Strange that it tock a sinful thought to bring us together again,
labs,“ she said now, with wondere
't was as if a pair of great hands were levelled, palms flat, on my shoulders, tel=
ing me with gough gentleness to be out of the waye The muscles in me were now steadied to
rude

meet this zmugx behaviour as the stone settled on my sroulders

"Dont talk but if you must, vcebina,“ I saide "The strength, you wil! be needing.”
Her smile was not free of paine "I will have all I need, labes Put I must tell
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you of Deborah. ‘hink you she was hurt back there?"

"'his is a riddle you offer me, Cobina," I said, proud that my veice was steady.. "How
does Deborah come into this?"

"labe, 0," she said, & sad note in her voice, "here I talk and talk snd it is not eke

clea r to youe Is it that youd have not found out thet Dsborgh was there?”
"There? Where?”
"Bh, my man is a childe I should tell him things thens"

Tglk to me, Cobinae This way, perhaps I shall not feel what comes down on my shoulder.

"Then maeke it plain, my mothers Tell it plain as to a childe"
She smiled at my puny jokee "I watched you walking the house line earlier tonight
while Nicky whispered to Deborahe"
~~zom "You kmew about them?" I enquired with surprises
TSSteoaelleglan, man, such things are not hiddgl hidden from other womeme I zaw the boast in
NHicky's eye, and the laugh at his struttings in Deborah's. It made me to wonder, so it
seemed right and sensible that I should play cunning while my man gulkede”

"Then how you played cunning, lady Devil?" I asked.

"Eh, I watched whoré nobody thought to watch, Lsbem. 1 sought to see why a blood
mare should run with such & mean bred animal as Nicky." She paused a littles I thought it
was due to a failing in her stremgth, but then she leugheds

"The joke, Cobina?" I asked.

"Poor Ia'ban. Deborah played such devil tricks with youe Yet, 'tis these which ma de
me suspect her more.” She laughed a little agein.

“Mer your own riddles, Cobina," I rallisd her, glad that she la ughed even & littlee

"gh, me. You never knew, I e; that Deborah was spreading a rumour among the women

that your anger at her was because she would net snile mj on yeu?" |
A bad word stood up in'my mind.
"Or that she even said you suspecte d her of playing loose with Squirs Groves?"
Wonder held my tongue for & space. "And they helieved - that?" I asked, amajzeds
"Psople believe anything bad of anyone whe triss too hard to lead, labm," Cobina
said softlys "A leader should step out in fromt - alone, Let those who will follow,
followe Pub never he should # drag them behind #ixem him; for then, they will sit back on
their haunches and wildly believe anything eee if it wi ll help them to bolster thair
resistance and justify their convietions that the fellow trying so herd up in front, is
not really the leader he claims to bes" ;
"Only foolish women would believe such a gessipl" I protested.
"heir husbands, whom they told, did teo," my Cobins said soberlys "!Twas thus
that Deborah sought to divide the campe"
So now, I kmew why the division in the camp iﬁ come 80 swiftlye Some of the lads

must had thought my m ger at Groves was due to Deborah Black, and not to any evidence I

hed. It would have been better had I %old them mli&, how I had seen the constable
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