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On the first day of May, 1873, Olive Schreiner, then just
eighteen, was living in tents at New Rush, the two-year-old Diamond
Diggings now known as Kimberley. On that day she entered in her
journal that she had written out the first chapter of Other
Men's Sins, a name that does not appear again; but, when she
was governess at the farm Ratel Hoek, she entered in her journal on
the 3rd of August, 1876, that she had made up her mind "to write
A Small Bit of Mimosa and Wrecked in one"; on the
21st of the same month that she had "Got some idea of Saints and
Sinners"; and on the 10th of September "Saints and Sinners
is growing clearer." I am inclined to think that, when she decided
to blend A Small Bit of Mimosa and Wrecked (both then
mentioned for the first time), she incorporated Other Men's
Sins into the same plan. At any rate, we now have this novel
fairly started; for Saints and Sinners was "the original
germ," as she styled it, of From Man to Man. Not only did
she tell Havelock Ellis this in 1884, but it is abundantly clear
otherwise. For instance, in September, 1883, she enters in her
London journal that she is "At the Jew and 'Rain in London,'" which
is now Chapter XI of this novel; and she adds: "Thought of a name.
From Man to Man." This title is taken from a sentence of John
(later Lord) Morley's, which runs as follows, except that I have
forgotten the adjective: "From man to man nothing mutters
but...charity." The missing word connotes "boundless,"
"all-embracing," or some such large and generous attitude of
mind.

Olive sailed to England for the first time early in March, 1881,
taking with her Saints and Sinners (as far as it was
completed), in addition to The Story of an African Farm.
While governessing at Ratel Hoek and Lelie Kloof she had apparently
made considerable progress with Saints and Sinners. For
instance, at Lelie Kloof, in October, 1880, this entry occurs in
her journal: "Had an idea about Bertie this afternoon—suicide,
quite strong"; Bertie being one of the two chief characters
of the novel. Such a reference seems to indicate that she had
already made considerable progress in the plan of the work, for
Bertie's death is bound to come late in the book.

From May, 1876, to November, 1883, this novel is always referred
to as Saints and Sinners; thereafter it is styled From
Man to Man. I have no recollection that, after November, 1883,
she ever referred to it, in speech or in writing, by any other name
than From Man to Man; though, while we were "detained" by
the British military at Hanover during the greater part of the Boer
War, I typed "The Prelude," the first six chapters and part of the
seventh, as she revised them in 1901 and 1902.

When we lived at De Aar, from 1907 onwards, it was her custom
(necessitated by ill-health) to leave home every year to escape the
great summer heat of the upper Karoo. She often spent a large part
of such absences in Cape Town; she was there in 1911, and then had
"The Prelude" and the first six chapters retyped in triplicate and
sent to me by the typist from Woodstock (a suburb of Cape Town).
Knowing what the package contained, I do not think I opened it
then; I have no recollection of having done so; nor do I remember
having then seen the alterations she had made in the Dedication and
the Title. I put the package carefully away, and, when I left De
Aar in December, 1919, stored it there with my other things. Olive,
who had sailed to England early in December, 1913, was unable to
return to South Africa; and so, being free on retiring from De Aar,
I went to England in 1920. She returned to South Africa in August
of that year, leaving me to follow after the winter, but she died
in her sleep at Wynberg in December.

I returned to South Africa in February, 1921, but was too much
occupied to get my De Aar things down to Cape Town and go through
the papers until the end of that year; then I opened the Woodstock
package that had been posted to me in March, 1911. At that time I
knew the book as From Man to Man, and by no other title; and
I was familiar with the dedication, which, before the death of our
baby in 1895, ran, "To My Little Sister, Ellie, who died, aged
eighteen months," with the relative couplet that now appears in
the present dedication. In the Hanover typing of 1901-02, the title
and dedication remain the same except for the following addition:
"Also to My daughter and only child, Born the 30th April 1895,
and Died the 1st May, aged one day. She never lived to shed a
woman's tears." In the Woodstock typing of 1911 the title
appears as The Camel Thorn, but the pen has been run through
it and a new title, Perhaps Only, substituted therefor. (The
Camel-thorn, Afrikaans Kameel-doring, is Acacia
giraffae.) The new title is taken from a sentence uttered by
the little child in "The Prelude": "Perhaps only God knew what
the lights and shadows were." She wrote this sentence (which
appears on p. 67 of "The Prelude") beneath the typing of the
Woodstock title-page. I give a facsimile of the sentence as she
wrote it with the pen, and in the same relative position.

The Woodstock dedication, as then typed, reads thus:—

Dedicated

to

My Little Sister Ellie

Who died, aged eighteen months, when I was nine years old.



*



Also

to

My Only Daughter.

Born on the 30th April, and died the 1st May.



*



She never lived to know she was a woman.

The last line, so typed, stands wholly excised by Olive with pen
and ink. The couplet under the dedication to little Ellie, as it
now appears in this book, indicates the astounding effect Olive
claims the infant's brief life and early death had upon her own
life.

Except that the title (The Camel Thorn) is crossed out
and Perhaps Only is written above it in largish letters, the
"prelim." page of the Woodstock typing is as follows:—

THE CAMEL THORN

Prelude

The Child's Day



*



The Book

The Woman's Day

*

Part 1

(List of six chapters as they now appear.)

The original plan, or one of the early plans, of the novel was,
as I understand it, that The Child's Day should be Part 1,
The Woman's Day Part 2, and Rebekah Part 3. I give a
copy of an old page, just as I found it in Olive's
handwriting:—




Chapter 8. Bertie wants Dorcas to hold her hand.

Chapter 9. Showing how Veronica took hens to the old
farm.

Chapter 10. Bertie ties ribbons round the kittens' necks.

Chapter 11. Bertie seeks for the country and cannot find [it].

Chapter 12. "Sally is my Sweetheart, Sally is my darling."



End of Part 2.



Rebekah.



*



Chapter 1. Great White Angels.

Chapter 2. Rebekah's Books are Dead

Chapter 3. The Waterfall.

Chapter 4. Muizenberg.

Chapter 5. Sartje.

Chapter 6. Koonap Heights.

Chapter 7. The Old Farm.

Chapter 8. Baby-Bertie.

Chapter 9. A Bit of Mimosa.

Chapter 10. How the Wax Flowers Smell.

I now give a list of the chapters of what the whole novel was at
one time meant to be, just as I found it:—




Perhaps Only.



Prelude: The Child's Day.

The Book: The Woman's Day.



Part one of the Woman's Day



Chapter 1. Showing what Baby-Bertie thought of her new tutor and
how Rebekah got married.

Chapter 2. A Wild-Flower Garden in the Bush.

Chapter 3. The Dam Wall.

Chapter 4. Showing how Baby-Bertie heard the Cicadas cry.

Chapter 5. John-Ferdinand shows Veronica his new House.

Chapter 6. How Baby-Bertie went a-dancing.

Chapter 7. You cannot capture the Ideal by a Coup d'Etat.



Part 2 of the Woman's Day.



Chapter 1. Fireflies in the Dark.

Chapter 2. The Little Black Curl.

Chapter 3. The Rocks again.

Chapter 4. Koonap Heights.

Chapter 5. The Glittering of the Sand.

Chapter 6. Veronica.

Chapter 7. The Lure Light.

Chapter 8. A Bit of Mimosa.

Chapter 9. The Kopje.



The End

The thirteen chapters, as presented in this book, are all in the
order in which Olive meant them to be. Chapter XIV, "The Pine
Woods," was begun; but as there are less than a thousand words, as
they are of no importance to the narrative, are unrevised, and lead
nowhere, I do not think it necessary to give them. After the
opening lines, Rebekah and Drummond begin a conversation which, as
far as it goes, has no significance, except possibly for its last
few lines:

"'Have you ever hated anyone?' he asked.

"She sat upright: 'No, not if hatred means the wish to injure. I
have loathed people; I have tried to forget some people.'"

There the manuscript ends. There is not another word of the
novel or of anything in connection with it. It is as though nothing
more had ever been written. It was a custom with her to retain not
only her first rapid drafts, but also any manuscript she had gone
over and revised. For instance, there were three drafts of The
Buddhist Priest's Wife, each progressively shorter than the
previous one and none of them quite complete; to get the final
draft I had to sort out the last two drafts in several ways—by
handwriting, by age of the paper, and so one—then get the (often
wrongly numbered) sheets into consecutive order respectively, then
compare and adjust them. It was much the same with On the Banks
of a Full River, and with several other of her writings. And so
it was with this uncompleted novel; there were a considerable
number of drafts of parts; there were fragments, revisions, etc.;
but none of these had any relation to the book after the thirteenth
chapter, except the few words, already referred to, of the
fourteenth. I feel certain that she had "finished" the novel in her
mind; I think she had not only thus "finished" the plan of it, but
had done so in considerable detail in parts; nothing, however,
short of clear proof, will convince me that she wrote down any more
after the few words I possess of the fourteenth chapter. I am
unable to think she destroyed any of the manuscript of the
fourteenth chapter or of any later chapters. After all her
assertions, verbal and written, it may seem difficult to believe
that her actual writing ceased with the beginning of Chapter 14;
and yet that seems to me by far the most likely explanation.
(Readers are referred, for comparison, to the strange story,
related in the Life, of the "Big Sex Book.") Considering
that she kept so much of the rejected, revised and incomplete
manuscripts of other books while still working on them, that she
actually did the same with this specially loved and valued novel,
knowing well also the unreliability of her statements about her
work, I am simply unable to believe she destroyed the balance of
the manuscript of From Man to Man. I do not believe a
balance existed. Well, there is the fact, which, extraordinary as
it is, yet cannot seem so extraordinary to me as it may to other
people. I have been carefully through all her papers; the
manuscript of the novel, in whatever confusion, was in one bundle
(as was, I think, each of her other sets of manuscripts); and there
is not a single scrap of paper after the few opening lines of the
fourteenth chapter. It is my considered opinion that she wrote no
further than where the manuscript now ends, but that later, at
various times and irregular intervals (sometimes intervals of
years), she went back to the beginning and to other early parts and
set to work on revision. If she had quite abandoned all hope of
further work on this beloved book, if she had decided on its
destruction and had had sufficient strength to carry out such
decision (which I doubt), she would, in my opinion, have destroyed
the whole novel except "The Prelude"; she would not have destroyed
merely a portion of the unrevised manuscript and left the revised
and unrevised remainder. But I do not believe she ever abandoned
all hope of still doing some work on the novel, and I do not
believe she had it in her heart to destroy this greatly loved
offspring of her mature mind any more than it could be in her heart
to destroy a child of her physical body.

At the end of Chapter XIII, I give a brief account of what she
told me as to the ending of the book. It is remarkable and
fortunate that the novel does not stop until the tale is told
almost to completion, and that the short account I am able to add
will largely satisfy a legitimate desire of those whose interest
will lie mainly in the incidents of the narrative; though, to all
who love her work and recognize her power, there must ever remain
the deep regret that she was unable to wind up the tale
herself.

As to the name of the book, I have decided after much thought
not to use the title I prefer (and which indeed I wish the book
could be known by), but to adopt the one already familiar from its
frequent use in the Life and Letters—the only title
I ever heard Olive use. It seems to me that some confusion would
result from the exclusive use of Perhaps Only; I do not feel
at all sure that she would have used it; I am inclined to think she
would have retained the title From Man to Man. As far as I
know, the titles Camel Thorn and Perhaps Only were
never mentioned to any person. Yet, though I believe I have decided
rightly, I deeply regret that Perhaps Only—(so she wrote
it) cannot be used except as an alternative title. As apparently
her last choice, one might well expect it to be the most suitable,
expressing with rare art, by the use of those words taken from the
wondering and deep-piercing mind of the child, a kind of stunned
reluctance to judge the meaning (if there be a meaning) and the
incomprehensibility of the "ethic" (if there be an ethic) in the
awful and mysterious living cosmos.

For purposes of this Introduction I went carefully
through both the Life and the Letters and copied out
practically every reference to the novel contained therein. When
all the extracts were before me in chronological order, I decided
to leave them to tell their own tale. And so there follow, as a
kind of supplement to this Introduction and without comment,
nearly all of such references, made by herself and in her own
words.

In dealing with the unrevised original text of the novel all I
could do legitimately was, as far as possible, to give it to the
world in the form in which Olive left it. I have striven to present
it exactly as she might have presented it, if she herself, without
further rewriting, had reduced to its final word-form the unrevised
manuscript that came into my hands.

Olive loved this book more than anything else she ever wrote,
and, of the book, she loved "The Prelude" best. I have therefore
printed "The Prelude" (The Child's Day) just as it stands in
the Woodstock typing of 1911, and as revised by herself at the
time.

It may interest readers to know that many references to "the old
farm" are applicable to Klein Ganna Hoek, the farm where she was
governess in 1875 and 1876, and where she wrote nearly all of
Undine and much of The Story of an African Farm. But
some other farm or farms, which I cannot identify, though I suspect
Ratel Hoek for one and possibly Lelie Kloof, must also have been in
her mind. "The Child's Day" is certainly almost wholly
autobiographical: to take one small incident—she herself built the
little mouse-house on the bare rock at Witteberg and waited for the
mouse and then fashioned her hand to imitate the mouse entering
into it.

S. C. Cronwright-Schreiner.

Cape Town, South Africa,

March, 1926.
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The little mother lay in the agony of childbirth. Outside all
was still but the buzzing of the bees, some of which now and then
found their way in to the half-darkened room. The scent of the
orange trees and of the flowers from the garden beyond, came in
through the partly opened window, with the rich dry odor of a warm,
African, summer morning. The little mother groaned in her
anguish.

Old Ayah, the Hottentot woman, stood at the bedside with her
hands folded and her long fingers crooked, the veins on the back
standing out like cords. She said, "O ja, God! Wat zal ons nou
seg!"* and readjusted the little black shawl upon her
shoulders. The window was open three inches, and the blind was
drawn below it to keep out the heat. The mother groaned.

[* "Oh yes, God! What shall we now say?"]

At the end of the passage in the dining room the father sat with
his elbows on the deal table and his head in his hands, reading
Swedenborg; but the words had no dear meaning for him. Every now
and then he looked up at the clock over the fireplace. It was a
quarter before ten, and the house was very quiet.

At the back of the house, on the kitchen doorstep, stood
Rebekah, the little five-year-old daughter. She looked up into the
intensely blue sky, and then down to the ducks who were waddling
before the lowest step, picking up the crusts she had thrown to
them. She wore a short pink-cotton dress with little white
knickerbockers buttoned below the knees and a white kappie with a
large curtain that came almost to her waist. She took the kappie
off and looked up again into the sky. There was something almost
oppressive in the quiet. The Kaffir maids had been sent home to
their huts, except one who was heating water in the kitchen, and
the little Kaffirs were playing away beyond the kraals on the old
kraal heap. It was like Sunday. She drew a slight sigh, and looked
up again into the sapphire-blue sky: it was going to be very hot.
The farmhouse stood on the spur of a mountain, and the thorn trees
in the flat below were already shimmering in the sunlight. After a
while she put on her kappie and walked slowly down the steps and
across the bare space which served for a farmyard. Beyond it she
passed into the low bushes. She soon came to a spot just behind the
kraal where the ground was flat and bare; the surface soil had been
washed off, and a circular floor of smooth and unbroken stone was
exposed, like the smooth floor of a great round room. The bushes
about were just high enough to hide her from the farmhouse, though
it was only fifty yards off. She stepped on to the stone slowly, on
tiptoe. She was building a house here. It stood in the center of
the stone floor; it was a foot and a half high and about a foot
across, and was built of little flat stones placed very carefully
on one another, and it was round like a tower. The lower story
opened on to the ground by a little doorway two inches high; in the
upper story there was a small door in the wall; and a ladder made
of sticks, with smaller sticks fastened across, led up to it. She
stepped up to the house very softly. She was building it for mice.
Once a Kaffir boy told her he had built a house of stones, and as
he passed the next day a mouse ran out at the front door. She had
thought a great deal of it; always she seemed to see the mouse
living in the house and going in and out at the front door; and at
last she built this one. She had built it in two stories, so that
the family could live on the lower floor and keep their grain on
the top. She had put a great flat stone to roof the lower story,
and another flat stone for the roof on the very top, and she had
put a moss carpet in the lower floor for them to sleep on, and
corn, ready for them to use, above. She stepped very softly up to
the house and peeped in at the little door; there was nothing there
but the brown moss. She sat down flat on the stone before it and
peered in. Half, she expected the mice to come; and half, she knew
they never would!

Presently she took a few little polished flat stones out of her
pocket and began to place them carefully round the top to form a
turret; then she straightened the ladder a little. Then she sat,
watching the house. It was too hot to go and look for more stones.
After a while she stretched out her right hand and drew its sides
together and made the fingers look as if it were a little mouse and
moved it softly along the stone, creeping, creeping up to the door;
she let it go in. Then after a minute she drew it slowly back and
sat up. It was becoming intensely hot now; the sun beating down on
the stone drew little beads of perspiration on her forehead.

How still it was! She listened to hear whether anyone from the
house would call her. It was long past ten o'clock and she was
never allowed to be out in the sun so late. She sat listening: then
she got a curious feeling that something was happening at the house
and stood up quickly and walked away towards it.

As she passed the dining-room window, whose lower edge was on a
level with her chin, she looked in. Her father was gone; but his
glasses and his open book still lay on the table. Rebekah walked
round to the kitchen door. Even the ducks were gone; no one was in
the kitchen; only the flames were leaping up and crackling in the
open fireplace, and the water was spluttering out of the mouth of
the big black kettle. She stood for a moment to watch it. Then a
sound struck her ear. She walked with quick, sharp steps into the
dining room and thresher kappie on the table and stood listening.
Again the sound came, faint and strange. She walked out into the
long passage into which all the bedrooms opened. Suddenly the sound
became loud and clear from her mother's bedroom. Rebekah walked
quickly up the cocoanut-matted passage and knocked at her mother's
door, three short, sharp knocks with her knuckle. There was a noise
of moving and talking inside; then the door opened a little.

"I want to come in! Please, what is the matter?"

Some one said, "Shall she come in?" and then a faint voice
answered, "Yes, let her come."

Rebekah walked in; there was but a little light coming in under
the blind through the slightly opened window. Her mother was lying
in the large bed and her father standing at the bedside. A strange
woman from the next farm, whom she had never seen before, sat in
the elbow chair in the corner beyond the bed, with something on her
lap; old Ayah stood near the drawers, folding some linen
cloths.

Rebekah stood for a moment motionless and hesitating on the ox
skin in the middle of the floor; then she walked straight up to the
strange woman in the corner.

"Ask her to show you what she has got, Rebekah," said her
father.

The woman unfolded a large brown shawl, inside of which there
was a white one. Even in the dim light in the corner you could see
a little red face, with two hands doubled up on the chest, peeping
out from it.

Rebekah looked.

"Was it this that made that noise?" she asked.

The woman smiled and nodded.

Her father came up.

"Kiss it, Rebekah; it is your little sister."

Rebekah looked quietly at it.

"No—I won't. I don't like it," she said slowly.

But her father had already moved across the room to speak to old
Ayah.

Rebekah turned sharply on her heel and walked to the large bed.
Her mother lay on it with her eyes shut. Rebekah stood at the foot,
her eyes on a level with the white coverlet, looking at her
mother.

As she stood there she heard old Ayah whisper to the father, and
they both went out, to the spare bedroom opposite. The strange
woman came and bent over the mother and said something to her; she
nodded her head without opening her eyes. The woman made a space at
her side and laid the white bundle down in it; she put the baby's
head on the mother's arm. The mother opened her eyes then and
looked down at it with a half smile, and drew the quilt up a little
higher to shield it. Rebekah watched them; then she walked softly
to the door.

"Please open it for me." she said. The handle was too high for
her.

The woman let her out.

For a moment she stood outside the closed door, looking at it,
her tiny features curiously set almost with the firmness of a
woman's; then she turned and walked down the passage. She saw her
father and old Ayah come out of the spare room. Old Ayah locked the
door and put the key into her pocket, and they went back to her
mother's bedroom.

Rebekah picked up her kappie from the dining-room table, put it
on, and went out again on to the steps at the kitchen door. The sun
was blazing in the yard now; the very stones seemed to throw up a
red reflection. Standing on the top step in the shade. Rebekah
shivered with heat.

Then she wandered slowly down the steps and across the yard. She
could feel the ground burn under her feet, through the soles of her
little shoes. She walked to her flat stone. The mouse house stood
baking in the sun with all the little crystals in the rock
glittering. She sat down before the house, drawing her skirts
carefully under her, the rock burnt so. She drew her knees up to
her chin, and folded her arms about them, and sat looking at the
mouse house. She knew she ought not to be there in the hot sun; she
knew it was wicked; but she liked the heat to burn her that
morning.

After a while the little drops of perspiration began to gather
under her eyes and on her upper lip; she would not wipe them off.
Her face began to get very red, and her temples to throb; the heat
was fierce. She looked out at the mouse house from under her white
kappie with blinking red eyes. She could feel the heat scorching
her arms through her little cotton dress, and she liked it.

By half past eleven the heat was so intense she could not bear
it, and there began to be a sound like a little cicada singing in
her ears, so she got up, and walked slowly towards the house, but
did not go in at the kitchen door.

She went to the back, where the wall of the house made a deep
shadow, and went to the window of the spare room. It was her
favorite place, to which she went whenever she wanted to be quite
safe and alone. No one ever went there. The beds were generally
left unmade till visitors came, with only the mattresses and
pillows on them, and under one bed she kept her box of specially
prized playthings. She unclosed the outer shutters. The window was
so low that she could easily raise the sash and climb in from the
ground. She pushed it up and stepped into the room. It was
beautifully cool there and almost dark: she drew up the blind a
very little to let in some light. She was walking towards the bed
under which her box was, when something struck her eye. On the
large table in the middle of the room there was a something with a
white sheet spread over it. Rebekah walked up to it; this was
something quite new.

She drew a chair to the side of the table and climbed up. She
lifted the top of the sheet. Under it there was another sheet and a
pillow, and, with its head on the pillow, dressed in pure white,
was a little baby. Rebekah stood upright on the chair, holding the
sheet in her hand.

After a while she let it down carefully, but so turning it back
that the baby's face and hand were exposed. How fast it was
sleeping!

She bent down and peered into its face. There was a curious
resemblance between her own small, sharply marked features and
those of the baby. She put out her forefinger gently and touched
one of its hands. They were very cool. She watched it for some
time; then she climbed down and went to the wardrobe where the best
going-to-town clothes were kept hanging. With some difficulty she
unhooked a little fur-trimmed red cape of her own; with this she
climbed back on to the chair and laid it across the baby's feet. It
was evidently not warm enough, though the day was hot.

She bent down over it again. On the top of its head was a little
mass of soft, downlike curly black hair; she put her face down
softly and touched the hair with her cheek and kissed it. She dared
not kiss its face for fear of waking it. She sat down beside it,
motionless, for a long time, on the edge of the table. Seeing it
did not stir, after a time she climbed down, and taking off her
shoes and leaving them at the foot of the table, went on tip-toe to
the bed and drew from under it her box.

It was a large soap box with an odd collection of things in it.
On the top was a dried monkey's skin and a large alphabet book with
colored pictures; below were different little boxes and bags; some
held stones; one was full of brightly colored beetles and
grasshoppers she had picked up dead; in one, all by itself, was a
very large bright crystal, carefully wrapped in cotton-wool and
tied with a string. Below, was an oblong-shaped, common brown stone
about eighteen inches in length; it was dressed in doll's clothes
and it had a shawl wrapped round it. Beside il was a small
shop-doll with pink cheeks and flaxen hair, which she had got on
her last birthday; but it had no shawl and its face was turned to
the wood. The stone she had had two years, and she loved it; the
shop doll was only interesting. Besides these there was a round
Bush-man stone with a hole in the middle, which she had picked up
behind the kraal, and a flat slate-colored stone with the
impression of a fossilized leaf, which she found on the path going
up to the mountain; and at the very bottom in the corner was a
workbox, with a silver thimble and needles and cottons inside,
which she thought very grand: and two little brightly colored boxes
with chocolates and peppermints with holes through them like
whistles, which she had got on Christmas Day, but thought too
pretty to eat; and there was also a head of Queen Victoria, cut out
of the tinsel label of a sardine tin, and which she kept wrapped up
in white paper.

She took all the things out of the box and handled them
carefully, deliberating for a while. At last she selected the
alphabet book, the Bushman stone, the silver thimble and a paper of
needles. Queen Victoria's head, and a stick of chocolate. When she
had packed the other things back, she went with them to the table.
She climbed up on the chair. She laid the thimble and paper of
needles on the cushion on the left of the baby's head, and the
Bushman stone and the tinsel Queen Victoria head on the right. Very
gently and slowly she slipped the alphabet book under the baby's
doubled-up arm; and then, turning back the silver paper at one end
of the chocolate stick, she forced the other end very gently into
its closed fist, leaving the uncovered end near to its mouth. Then
she stood upright on the chair with her hands folded before her,
looking down at them all, with a curious contentment about her
mouth.

After a little time she got down and went to her box at the foot
of the bed, and sat down upon it; to wait till the baby woke.

Her face was seamed under the eyes with lines hot perspiration
and dust had left, and she was very tired. She leaned her arm on
the bed and rested her head on it.






At half-past one it was dinner-time, and old Ayah could not find
her. She often crept in the heat of the day behind the piano or
into the wagon-loft, and fell asleep there where no one could
discover her. So old Ayah put some dinner for her in a tin plate in
the oven to keep warm.

Then everyone went to lie down; the shutters of all the doors
and windows were closed, and there was not a sound in all the house
but the buzzing of the flies in the darkened rooms.

Only old Ayah did not sleep to-day and was sewing a piece of
white calico into a long, narrow, white robe with a stiff frill
down the front for a tiny baby. She sat working in the dining room
with the shutters very slightly apart to let in enough light.

When she had done it she went down the passage to the door of
the spare room and unlocked it.

The first thing she noticed was that the outer shutters she had
left carefully closed were partly open, that the window had been
raised, and the blind was an inch or two drawn up. She walked to
the table. The baby lay with the sheet removed from its face, and
the Bushman stone, and thimble, and needles, and a picture, on its
pillow, and the alphabet book under its arm, and the chocolate
stick in its hand. She glanced round. Rebekah was still sitting on
her box at the foot of the bed with her stockinged feet crossed and
her head resting on her arm on the mattress, fast asleep, her shoes
standing side by side at the foot of the table.

Old Ayah walked up to her and shook her by the shoulder. Rebekah
opened her eyes slowly and looked at her dreamily, without raising
her head.

"What are you doing in here? Couldn't you see, if the door was
locked, that you weren't meant to get in here?" she said in the
Cape Dutch she always spoke.

Rebekah sat up, still looking round vacantly; then in an instant
all came back to her and she stood up.

"Aren't you a wicked, naughty child, letting all the flies and
the sun come in! What have you been doing?"

"Oh, please don't talk so loud," whispered Rebekah quickly,
bending forward and stretching out her hand; "please, you'll wake
it!"

"O Lord!" said old Ayah, looking at her, "what would your mother
say if she knew you'd been in here playing with that blessed baby?
You naughty child, how dared you touch it!"

"It's mine: I found it!" said Rebekah, walking softly up
to the foot of the table.

Old Ayah came up, too.

"Oh, please," said Rebekah, putting out her hand again,
"don't touch it! Don't touch it! I don't want it
waked!"

She looked up at old Ayah with full lustrous eyes, as a bitch
when you handle her pups.

"O my God!" said old Ayah, "the child is mad! How can it be
yours? It's your mother's."

"It is mine," said Rebekah slowly: "I found it. Mietje found
hers in the hut, and Katje found hers behind the kraal. My mother
found hers that cries so, in the bedroom. This one is
mine!"

"O Lord, Lord!" cried old Ayah. "I tell you this is your
mother's baby; she had two, and this one is dead. I put it here
myself."

Rebekah looked at her.

"This one is dead: it'll never open its eyes again; it can't
breathe."

The old Hottentot woman began taking the alphabet book from
under its arm and the stick from its hand, and took the things from
the pillow.

Rebekah did not look at her; her gaze was fixed on the baby's
face.

"Here, take these things!"

But Rebekah raised out her hand, and touched the baby's feet; a
coldness went up her arm, even through the sheet. She dropped her
hand.

"Child, what is it? Here!—take your shoes!"

She thrust the shoes into her hand. Rebekah held them, but let
them slide between her fingers on to the floor; she was still
staring at the table.

Old Ayah gathered up the child's apron and put into it the
things she had taken from the baby, and forced the shoes back into
her other hand.

"Here, take them, I say, and go away! And get your face washed
and your hair done, and tell Mietje to put you on a clean dress and
white pinafore. What would your mother say to see you looking such
an ugly, dirty little fright?"

Rebekah turned away slowly, with the gathered apron in one hand
and the shoes in the other, and walked to the door. When she got
there she turned and looked dreamily back; then she went out into
the passage.






After she had had her face washed and her hair brushed, and had
got on a clean starched pink dress and a white over-all pinafore,
she went to the dining room. Old Ayah had put her plate of warmed
dinner on the table ready for her, and she sat down on the bench to
eat it. She felt better now she was washed and had a clean starched
dress on.

The heat outside was still very oppressive, and only a little
light came in through the cracks in the shutter; and the blue flies
were buzzing round everywhere in the dark. She did not feel very
hungry, and played with her dinner, but she drank all the water in
her mug. Then she pushed her plate from her, found her kappie, and
went out into the great front room. All was quiet there also, and
almost quite dark. She took a large worn picture-book from the side
table, and opened the double door and went out on to the front
stoep*. The vine leaves on the front wall hung dry and stiff, and
even the orange leaves on the great orange trees before the door
hung curled and flaccid.

[* Stoep; stone-flagged veranda.]

It was nearly three o'clock, and the heat was hardly less
intense than at midday, though there was already shade on that side
of the house. The hollyhocks and dahlias in the flower garden
beyond the orange trees were hanging their heads, and the
four-o'clocks were curled up tight, though the trees sheltered
them.

She walked down through the flower garden, on into the orchard
beyond.

All was very still and brown there. The little peach trees that
stood in rows were shedding their half-ripe fruit, which fell into
the long yellow grass beneath them, and the fig trees along the
wall had curled up the edges of their leaves. Rebekah followed a
little winding foot-path among the grass to the middle of the
orchard, where a large pear tree stood, with a gnarled and knotted
stem. There was a bench under the tree, and the grass grew very
long all about it. She looked around to find a spot where the tree
cast a deeper shade than elsewhere. Here she walked round and round
on the grass, like a dog, and then lay down on her back in the
place she had made. It was like a nest, with the grass standing
several inches high all round.

She drew up her legs, cocking one knee over the other, so that
one foot waved in the air.

It was very nice. She lay for a while with her hands clasped
across the top of her head, from which she had thrown her white
kappie. The pear-tree leaves were so thick overhead you could
hardly see any sky through them. She yawned luxuriously. Beyond the
edges of the pear branches, here and there as you looked through
half-closed eyes, were strips of blue sky, and some great, white
masses of thunder cloud were showing in them, like ships sailing in
the blue. She watched them for a while with her eyes half shut;
then she took up the book that lay on the grass at her side, stood
it open on her chest against her knee, and gently waved the foot
that was cocked up in the air.

The book opened of itself about the middle of a certain page. On
it was a picture: Peter, a great boy with a red face, looking out
through the top of the letter P, and at his feet was a little pig
with a curled tail. Besides this there were in the picture, in the
distance, fields and a stile, and a winding path leading far away
over the hills; and in the foreground was a milestone with weeds
growing around it; below was written, "P stands for Peter
and Pig."

She had had the book ever since she could remember, she had kept
it very clean; there was no torn place or mark in it; but the page
of Peter and his Pig was brown and worn round the edges. It
was her favorite picture. Whenever she looked at it she wanted to
make up stories. She had made one long story about it: how people
were not kind to Peter and he had no one to love him but his pig,
and how they both ran away together by that far-off road that went
over the hill, and saw all the beautiful things on the other side.
She liked this book better than her new books. She stood it up on
her chest and looked into the picture. But to-day it had no
meaning; it suggested nothing. Then she looked away again beyond
the edges of the pear branches, where two great masses of white
cloud were floating in the blue; they dazzled her eyes so she
closed them.

Presently she made a story that one of those clouds was a ship
and she was sailing in it (she had never seen the sea or a ship,
but she was always making stories about them), and, as she sailed,
she came at last to an island. The ship stopped there. And on the
edge of the shore was a lady standing, dressed in beautiful
clothes, all gold and silver. When she stepped on to the shore the
lady came up to her and bowed to her, and said, "I am Queen
Victoria. Who are you?"

And Rebekah answered her, "I am the little Queen Victoria of
South Africa."

And they bowed to each other.

(The child under the tree moved her head very slightly, without
opening her eyes.)

The Queen asked her where she came from. She said, "From a
country far away from here: not such a very nice country!
Things are not always nice there—only sometimes they are."

The Queen said, "I have many islands that belong to me, but this
Island belongs to no one. Why don't you come and live here? No one
will ever scold you here, and you can do just what you like."

Rebekah said, "I should like It very much; but I must first go
and fetch my books out of the ship." And when she had brought her
books, she said to the Queen. "Here is a little box of presents I
have got for all the people who live on the farm where I used to
live: for my father and my mother and the servants and the little
Kaffirs—and even old Ayah. Would you please give it to them as you
go past?" And the Queen said she would; and she said, "Good-by,
little Queen Victoria!" And Rebekah said, "Good-by, big Queen
Victoria!" and they bowed to each other, and the old Queen went
away in the ship in which she had come.

Then she was all alone on her island. (She had never seen an
island except a lump of ground in the furrow, with some thyme and
forget-me-nots growing on it; but when she grew up she found she
had pictured that island just as a real island might have been!)
The island had many large trees and bushes, and the grass and thyme
and forget-me-nots grew down to the water's edge. She walked a
little way and she came to a river with trees on each side, and on
it were two swans swimming, with their long white necks bent. She
had had a book with the picture of a swan swimming in a lake, and
she had always thought she must die of joy if she should see a real
swan swimming up and down. And here were two!

A little farther, on the bank of the river, there was a little
house standing. It was as high in proportion to her as grown-up
people's houses are in proportion to them. The doors were just high
enough for her to go in and out at, and all things fitted her. One
room was covered with books from the floor to the ceiling, with a
little empty shelf for her own books, and there was a microscope on
the table like her father's which she was never allowed to touch;
but this one was hers!

Outside, in the garden, there were little rakes and spades that
came as high as her shoulder. (Rebekah had always had to dig with a
man's spade that made her arms ache.) At the side of the house
there were all the things lying one uses for building houses; and a
pile of bricks; and a bit of bare ground where you could make as
much mud as you liked and make more bricks. But she hadn't time to
stay and make bricks then. She went on farther.

Presently she came to a place where the trees hung very low down
over the water and the grass was very thick; and there, from a
large white bush, hanging right over and nearly touching the water,
she saw a snow-white pod nearly as long as her arm. It was like a
pea pod, but it was covered all over with a white, frosted silver.
She reached down over the edge and tried to pick it. It was very
heavy; at last she broke it off and carried it away in her
pinafore, and she sat on a bank with it on her lap. She pressed
with her finger all up and down the joint, and slowly the pod
cracked and cracked, and opened from one end to the other, like a
mimosa pod does.

And there, lying inside it, like the seeds lie inside the pod of
a mimosa tree—was a little baby. It was quite pink and naked. It
was as long in proportion to her, as a Kaffir woman's new baby is
in proportion to a Kaffir woman, when she first finds it. She tried
to lift it out but it was tied to the pod like the mimosa seeds
are, with a little curled-up string. She broke the string and
lifted it out; then she wrapped it up in her pinafore and skirt and
put its head on her arm and carried it home.

(The book, which was still standing up against her knee, here
fell over softly into the breast of the child under the pear
tree.)

When she got it home she fed it with milk from a tiny bottle as
one feeds a hand-lamb, and she wrapped it up in a soft white shawl,
and put it on her bed and lay down beside it. She held it close
against her with one arm, and stroked its hair softly with the
other hand.

"Go to sleep, my baby," she said; "you must be very tired this
first day. The world is so large. To-morrow you can see all the
things, and I'll tell you about them.

"If you should wake in the night, my baby," she said presently,
"and hear anything, don't be afraid: just call to me. I'll be close
by. And if you hear the clock ticking, don't think it means
any of those dreadful things—it doesn't! I'll stop it if it makes
you sad. And if you want to see the angels, then just shut your
eyes and press on them hard with your two fingers, like
this—" (The child under the tree moved her hand as though to raise
it to her eyes, but did not). "Those black things with the light
all round which you see going round and round when you press your
eyes, are the angels' heads; just like it says in the hymn:

"'And through the hours of darkness keep

Their watch around my bed.'

"They are good angels, though they are black in the middle. I
always used to see them when I was a little girl and I pressed my
eyes. I'll put a chocolate stick under your pillow, that you can
find it and suck it if you feel lonely. Don't be sorry you
are come into the world, my baby. I will take care of
you!"

She was going to rise from the bed; then she remembered other
things that had to be said, and lay down again.

"When you are grown older, I'll teach you the multiplication
table and spelling, because you can't grow up if you don't know
these things. I know how bad it is to learn them; I had to when I
was little, and so at last I grew up.

"Kaffirs grow up without learning tables or spelling; that's why
it would be nice to be a Kaffir. If you've something hard to learn,
pray God to help you; sometimes he does and sometimes he doesn't.
If he doesn't, it's because you've prayed wrong; but it's no use
praying again on that same day, especially if it's hot;—wait till
the next."

Again there was a long pause.

"My baby, I shall never call you 'a strange child'! You
can climb trees and tear your clothes; but if you find any birds'
nests, you mustn't take the eggs; you can just put your hand in and
feel; and if it's a very little nest, you must only put one finger
in. Especially cock-o-veet's eggs you must not take! Kaffir
boys take birds' eggs."

Again there was a pause.

"My baby, shall I tell you a little story? It's one I made
myself, and a rather nice little story:

"Once there was a little girl, and she went for a walk in the
bush. And when she had gone a little way, a cock-o-veet* came
flying up to her and took hold of her pinafore by the corner with
its beak. And the little girl said, 'Cock—o-veet dear, what is
it?'

[* Kokkewiet: The bush-shrike, a very handsome
bird with resonant call notes of great beauty—a prime favorite of
Olive's.]

"And the cock-o-veet said, 'Make your hand like a little round
nest.'

"So she made it so—so!" (The child as she lay under the tree
with her closed eyes drew the fingers of her right hand together
and made a hollow.)

"And the cock-o-veet sat down in her hand; and when it got up,
there—was—a little—real—blue—egg—lying there!

"And the little girl said, 'Oh, cock-o-veet!'

"And the cock-o-veet said: 'Put the egg in my nest, and I will
sit on it and make a little bird come out, for you!' And the
cock-o-veet showed the little girl where her nest was; and she put
the egg in; and the cock-o-veet sat down on it, and said, 'Good-by;
I'll call you when it comes out.'

"And when she had gone farther she saw some monkeys sitting up
in the high trees, little, long-tailed monkeys; and they put their
hands out to her. And she looked up and said, 'Oh, little monkeys,
what do you want?'

"And they said, 'Come up in the trees and have tea with us.'

"And she said, 'What kind of tea do you have, oh, monkeys?'

"And they said. 'Nam-nams and Kaffir plums.'

"So she climbed up and sat with them on a branch, and they gave
her of their nam-nams and Kaffir plums with their little black
hands, and she gave them some cakes out of a little bag she had
with her.

"And when they had finished the monkeys kissed her, and she
kissed them, and she climbed down and went on.

"And presently she came to a place where some very large rocks
were lying deep in the bush, and the trees were hanging over them,
and it was dark under the rock. And the little girl thought it
looked rather like a tiger's sleeping place!

"And when she looked under the rock, there was a great tiger
lying! And she said, 'Oh, tiger!'

"And the tiger winked with its eyes—so!

"And she said, I'm rather frightened of you, Mr. Tiger!'

"But the tiger said. 'Come here!'

"So she came.

"And the tiger said, 'You can just play being my cub if you
like!'

"So she lay down by the tiger, and the tiger rolled her over and
made believe to bite her.

"And the tiger said, 'Cubbie, would you like to sleep a little?
You look rather tired.' And it made a place for her between its
front legs, where she could lie down with her head on its side, and
it was nice and soft.

"And the tiger said, 'If the flies trouble you, I'll just switch
them away with my tail!'

"And the little girl said, 'I'll just leave my little bag of
cakes open so that if you like you can help yourself while I'm
asleep.'

"And she went to sleep on the tiger. And when she woke the tiger
licked all over her face and said, 'Good-by'; and she went on.

"And by and by, as she was going up a very steep road right up
on the mountain, there was a lion standing right before her.

"And the little girl said, 'Oh, Mr. Lion!'

"And he said, 'Come up to me!'

"So she came up; and he rubbed his head against her pinafore and
she rubbed her head in his stiff curls.

"And the lion said, 'Aren't you afraid to come walking in the
bush alone?'

"And she said, 'Oh, no!'

"And he yawned.

"And she said, 'Don't you open your mouth so very wide, please!
It's so very big!'

"And he said, 'I'm only yawning a little; it's nothing.'

"And the little girl gave him some of her cakes. She said, 'I've
made them myself.'

"He licked his mouth and said they were nice cakes; and he said
he would walk home with her. She said there was no need, because
perhaps the people at the farm house mightn't quite like it; but
that if ever he had a thorn in his foot he must let her know and
she'd take it out. He said he hadn't a thorn just then, but he'd
let her know when he had. So they rubbed their heads against each
other, and she went away."

(The mouth of the child under the tree was drawn in at the
corners as if half smiling, a quiet smile.)

"Then the little girl went down the mountain and into her
father's garden. And, just as she was going in at the gate under
the dam wall, she heard something go puff—puff—puff! And she
looked round, and, there, just by her, was a great puff-adder
sitting up! And she said, 'Oh. Puff-puffie!'

"And the puff-adder said, 'Come with me, my dear!'

"And the little girl said, 'But Puff-puffie, I'm rather
afraid!'

"And the puff-adder said, 'Don't be, my dear; I never
bite little girls!' And she took the little girl to a hole in the
wall, where all her little puff-adders were. And she said, 'You can
put your hand in and take a few out. They've all got little poison
bags, but they don't use them. They only eat grass and sand; and
they like a little drop of milk now and then when they can get
it.'

"And the little girl put her hand in and took out the little
puff-adders, till her pinafore was full.

"And she said, 'I shall not forget to bring them a little drop
of milk when I have any!' And she put them back in the hole, and
she wished good afternoon to the puff-adder, and the puff-adder
wished her good afternoon and went to sleep under a stone.

"And then the little girl went down farther in the garden; and
she hadn't gone very far when she saw a great cobra lying on the
grass, with his bright eyes looking at her.

"And she said, 'Oh. Mr. Cobra!'

"And he said, 'Good afternoon, my dear. Won't you take me on
your lap and warm me a little? I'm so cold to-day!'

"So she held out her pinafore and the cobra climbed in: he made
her pinafore quite full. And she walked to the sod wall with him
and sat down on the top, where the sun could shine on him, and she
sang to the cobra; and he went to sleep in her lap.—And that's the
end of the story."

(The child under the tree seemed to be dropping asleep also; her
lips had ceased to move, and her breath came evenly, but her mind
went on.)

"You know that's only a story, my baby. You can't really go into
the bush and do so with all the animals. They don't
understand—yet. Perhaps, if you could talk to them—from a long
way off—so that they knew what you meant—My father brought a
tiger down from the bush once, that they had caught with a trap. I
was sorry for him because he was shut up in a cage and looked so
sad. So I saved my meat for him at dinner, and I took it out to him
when the others were asleep; his eyes were quite nearly shut and
his head was on his feet. But just when I put my hand in with the
meat he jumped up; he tried to bite me. I didn't tell anyone.

"Only dogs understand. If a great dog comes at you, my baby,
don't you run away. Just say 'Sibby! Sibby! Sibby!' and
make—so—with your fingers; say 'P-o-o-r dog, p-o-o-r,
P-O-O-R little Sibby!' Even if he's big, you can say 'little'; dogs
always like to be called 'little.' Even if he's got his mouth on a
side—so—and you can see his one tooth, don't be afraid; just
stand and talk to him. He'll understand. But other things don't.
The best thing is to feed them.

"My baby, was it a nice little story I've told you? If I tell
you a secret, you mustn't tell anyone else! I'm a person that makes
stories! I write books! When I was little I used to scribble
them in a copybook with a stick, when I didn't know how to write.
But when I grew up I learned to write;—I wrote real books, a whole
roomful! I've written a book about birds, and about animals, and
about the world; and one day I'm going to write a book something
like the Bible. If you like to make up stories, I shall never let
anyone laugh at you, when you walk up and down and talk to
yourself. I know you must.

"There are some stories I didn't make that I like too. There's
one I like best of all. Shall I tell it you?"

(The child under the tree moved her arms a little as if drawing
something closer to her.)

"It's rather a hard story because it's a grown-up people's
story; I heard it one Sunday afternoon; my father read it to my
mother. They thought I couldn't understand, but I did. I don't know
if I tell it right, because I only heard it once, but I often
looked at the picture. I'll make it as easy as I can.

"You see, it's called What Hester Durham Lived For.
Hester Durham was a woman, and she sat by the table talking; and
the minister came and talked with her. And she said: 'Oh, I wish I
was dead! My husband isn't very kind to me, and my boy, whom I
loved so much, is dead; and now I wish I was dead, too.'

"And the clergyman (that is a minister) said to her, 'Oh, you
mustn't say that; perhaps one day you'll have something to do for
some one.'

"And so the lady went away to India—that's a land far away
where black people live—and the black soldiers (they call them
sepoys) wanted to kill them. They came all round the house, calling
and yelling, with swords and sticks. They were only women and
children there; and all of them were very frightened; even the old
black ayah. But Hester Durham was not afraid. In the picture they
are all standing round her and some of them have caught hold of her
dress, and some are lying on the ground close to her; and you can
see the men's faces outside, with their eyes very big, wanting to
come in and kill them all, and their mouths open, screaming! Then
it says in the Book:—'Alone, like a rock in a raging sea,
Hester Durham stood there.' They hadn't been so afraid,
because she was there to comfort them. And at last the sepoys did
come in, and killed them all; but—'to comfort those frail women
and children in their last hour of despair, that was what Hester
Durham lived for'—those are the words I heard my father read.
It's rather a difficult story; but you'll know what it means when
you're grown up, when you are five years old—I did—though it is
difficult.

"I can teach you many things, my baby; poems; there's a nice
one:

"'The Assyrian came down—'

"And another:

"'Like mist on the mountains. Like ships on the
sea—'

"But the nicest of all is about a woman. The Romans came and
they took away her country and they beat her till the blood ran off
her back on to the ground, and they were cruel to her daughters.
The Romans were people who took other people's countries; and she
got into a chariot and her two daughters and her long hair flying
in the wind; and under the tree sat an old man with a long white
beard;—and he said—

"'Rome shall perish; write that word

In the blood that she hath spilt—'"

(The child under the pear tree with her eyes still fast closed
raised her right hand, and her lips moved making a low sound.)

"'Rome, for Empire far renown

Tramps on a thousand States;

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground:

Hark!—The Gaul is at her gates!'"

(The child under the tree lifted her hand higher and waved it
dramatically with her eyes still closed.)

"And the Gauls did come; and they knocked at the gates, and they
burned it down. 'Hark!—The Gaul is at her gates!'—I'm glad they
burned it. Aren't you?"

(The child's hand dropped.)

"It's a long poem. I'll teach it you. I could understand it all
except 'For-Empire' and 'far-renown.'—I don't know what
'far-renown' is—or 'for-empire—'"

(The child under the tree knit her forehead a little.)

"Grown-up people's things are nicer than children's. I didn't
like Jane Taylor's Hymns for Infant Minds. You'll never have to
learn them. The Bible is nice, especially about Elijah, and some
texts; one beautiful one—'And instead of the thorn tree shall come
up the fir tree; and instead of the briar shall come up the myrtle
tree.' It's just like water going—so—!! But Miss Plumtree's Bible
stories are horrid! My mother used to read them to me."

(The child under the tree turned her head a little to one side
and bent it, as though bringing it nearer to something that lay on
her arm.)

"My baby, do you know who Charles is? He's the boy who always
plays with me. You won't mind if I love him more than you, because
I've known him so very long. He always tells me stories, and I tell
him stories, and we walk up and down together. He's a little older
than me. He's not a real boy, you know! I made him up. He is the
Prince Consort of South Africa, and I am the Queen.

"I don't like real boys. We had two came to visit us
once: they were my cousins. Frank was the biggest. Before they came
I meant to play with them and show them all my things; but
afterwards I didn't: I wouldn't even show them my flat stone. Frank
laughed at me and called me Goody-no-shoes. Well. I didn't mind
that so much, it's not so bad as to be called a 'tomboy,' or 'a
strange child'!—but he was so unkind to the cat! He held her up by
her tail. I don't like cats; they eat birds; but you can't do
that to them! He used to come after me when I wanted to be
alone, and say, 'Ha, ha, miss! I've found you!' and he said I'd
have to marry him when I grew up, but I said I never would."

She paused for a long while.

"I liked him better than John-Ferdinand—that was his brother.
One day John-Ferdinand saw the little Kaffir maid break the churn
stick, and he went and told old Ayah; and old Ayah beat her. Frank
and I saw it, too, but we didn't say anything. Frank said I ought
to say to him—

"'You tell tale tit,

Your tongue shall be slit,

And every dog in the town

Shall have a little bit!'

"It wasn't such a very nice little poem; my mother said I
mustn't say it up. I just tell you what Frank said. He knew many
other little poems—

"'Four and twenty tailors

Went to catch a snail—'

"and

"'Boobee—Boobee! Black-face!'

"They are not such very nice poems; but rather funny; and you
can say them up if you like. I won't mind. He could make
wagons—but I was glad when they went away. I don't like live boys:
they are something like Kaffirs. Jan married Mietje, our Kaffir
maid, and he used to beat her. I'm glad I'm not a Kaffir man's
wife.

"My baby, I'm so glad you are a little girl. I'll make you a
pair of thick trousers to climb trees in; these white ones tear so
when you slide down, and then the people call you 'tomboy'!

"Now put your arms tight round mother's neck, and hold mother
tight."

(The child under the tree turned yet slightly more on to her
side, and moved her left arm as though she were drawing something
nearer to her.)

"Mother will tell you just one little story before you go to
sleep, a very easy one.

"Once there was a little blue egg in a nest, and the mother bird
sat on it. And one day out came a bird; it had no feathers and its
eyes were shut, and the mother bird sat on it. By and by the
feathers began to come and the eyes opened. And one night, when the
mother bird was fast asleep in the nest and the little bird was
under her, it put out its head from under the mother's wing and
looked. And what do you think it saw? It saw all the stars shining!
And it sat up and looked at them!

"That's the end of the story." She paused for a while.

(The child under the tree knit her brows a little, and her hand
moved softly up and down on her bosom.)

"My baby, I'm so sorry I have to give you food out of a
bottle—Kaffir women have milk for their babies—and cows and
sheep, too—but I am like the birds."

(She moved her hand over her little fiat breast.)

"I'm so sorry. Now go to sleep, my baby. Put your arms round
mother's neck. You must always try to be a good little girl: I
always did when I was little—at least—I didn't always—but you
must, please. Now go to sleep. Mother will sing you a little
song."

(The child under the tree made a queer piping little sound in
her throat, and half-formed words came from her lips.)

"'London's burning!

London's burning!

Fire! Fire!

Bring some water! Bring some water!

London's burning!

London's burning!'"

(The song died away, and the child under the tree lay quite
motionless; but her dream still went on.)

She thought when the baby had gone to sleep that she got softly
off the bed and went out. The evening air was blowing over the
island, and it was near sunset. She went to the side of the house
where the building materials lay. She was going to build a play
room for the baby. She rolled up her sleeves and dug a foundation
and filled it with stones. (She had seen the workmen build the
wagon house.) Then she mixed mud, and took off her shoes and socks,
and danced in it. (She had seen the Kaffirs treading the mud to
build the wagon house, but she had never been allowed to help.)
Then she began to build. She took the bricks in one hand and the
trowel in the other; she threw the bricks round in one hand and cut
off the rough points with the trowel, as the workmen did. Then she
placed each brick carefully on the layer of mortar, and tap-tapped
them with the end of the handle of the trowel to see if they were
quite straight.

When the little wall was two layers high, she looked round. The
sun was setting on the island, and over the trees a strange soft
evening light shone. There was a pink glow in the sky, and it
reflected itself on everything. She stood perfectly still, holding
the trowel in her hand, and looked at it. The swans were swimming
up and down in the quiet water, far away, with their necks bent.
They left a long snow-white mark in the water, like the swans in
the picture.

"The swan swam in a silvery lake.

Well swam the swan!"

A spasm of delight thrilled up the spine of the child under the
pear tree. When a full-grown woman, long years afterwards she could
always recall that island, the little house, the bricks, the
wonderful light over earth and sky, and the swans swimming on the
still water.

After a time she half opened her eyes and looked up. Above her
was the pear tree, with its stiff branches of dull green leaves.
Slowly she raised herself into a sitting posture and looked
round.

All about lay the parched yellow grass, and the little dried
peach trees, with their shriveled leaves and drooping yellow
peaches. Everything was brown and dry; she stretched herself and
yawned.

Then she stood up. Suddenly she saw a herd of little pigs a
short way off, feeding under the peach trees. They had got in
through a hole in the wall and were eating the fallen fruit among
the grass. They would soon make their way up to the flower
garden.

With a shout and whoop she rushed off after them, waving her
kappie at them by one string. The little pigs squeaked and grunted
and scattered in all directions. She chased them till she had got
them in a herd all together, and drove out through one of the gaps
in the sod wall. Then she stood on the wall and shouted frantically
after them, still waving her kappie, though they were all running
as fast as they could, with their little curled-up tails. She stood
on the wall and waved till they disappeared behind the kraals.

The severest heat of the afternoon was now past, and there was a
certain mellow haziness beginning to creep into the afternoon air.
She shaded her eyes with her hand and looked away over the flat
below the homestead, where the thorn trees grew. There seemed a
kind of soft, yellow, transparent veil over it all; and there were
little gnats in the air. Presently, as she stood dreamily gazing,
she saw some figures moving far away in the flat below the house,
near the great dam with the willow trees. The foremost figure
carried something on its shoulders; it looked like Long Jan the
Kaffir. Then came her father, and then two Kaffir boys with
something over their shoulders that looked like spades. She could
not see well; they were so far away and the soft yellow haze made
things dreamy. They passed through the new lands and then they went
out of sight, behind the great willow trees which grew round the
dam.

She stood still, looking out at them very drowsily, thinking of
nothing in particular and hardly noting them.

Suddenly a small shrill voice called from the back steps of the
house.

"Get down from that wall, child, will you! Standing there with
nothing on your head! You'll be burnt as black as a Kaffir before
your mother gets up. Put your kappie on!"

It was old Ayah, who had come to the back door to throw water
into the pigs' wash.

Rebekah climbed from the wall on the garden side, and walked
away; but she did not put her kappie on; she tied it round her
waist by its long strings and walked back to the pear tree.
Everything seemed a little bald and empty; she had no wish to make
more stories, and there was nothing to do. It seemed to her, all at
once, that it was a very long afternoon. Then there came back to
her the picture of her mother lying in the bed with the baby's head
on her arm, which she had been trying to put from her all day. She
saw the embroidered wrist of her mother's nightdress, and she saw
her mother drawing up the cover to shield the baby's head. She
tried to think of something else.

There was a strange little blind footpath among the grass under
the pear tree on the left side. It was a few feet long, trodden
hard and flat and led to nothing. She had made it by walking up and
down there when she and Charles made stories and talked.

She began to walk up and down in it now, rather dragging her
feet. By and by she and Charles began to talk; she talked in a
quite audible voice, now for Charles and then for herself. They
told each other no stories, but they began to discuss a little
about the house of stramonium stalks they were going to build; he
said what he thought was the best way of making the roof would be
with stramonia branches; she said she thought peach branches would
be stronger and better. But neither had much of interest to say
that afternoon.

It began to get cooler now. The large white butterflies that had
sat with folded wings during the great heat were beginning to hover
over the brown grass; and there was a faint movement in the air,
which showed that the evening cool was going to begin.

Then, as she walked, her eye caught sight of a white ball
sticking on the bark of the pear tree. She walked round to the stem
to look at it, and broke a bit of dry bark off to get it out. It
was a soft fluffy ball. She put it on the ground and opened it
carefully with two sticks, bending over it, her knees drawn up
almost to her chest, and all her little white knickerbockers
showing. Inside of it were little gray things that looked like tiny
spiders' eggs. She examined it carefully and long, sticking her
under lip out over the upper. It was very curious. She was going to
examine it more closely, when she caught sight of a row of black
ants walking across her own footpath, like a file of little
soldiers, one after the other; each one had a pink egg in its
mandibles. A few inches farther was another line of little black
ants returning across the footpath, probably to fetch more of the
eggs which were in some nest hidden in the grass. She wheeled
round, still on her heels, with a hand on each knee to balance
herself, and watched them closely. Presently a huge ant, like those
running up and down the stem of the pear tree, dashed into the path
from the grass and seized one of the tiny ants that were carrying
the eggs. The ant dropped the egg. The large ant held it exactly in
the middle with its large nippers. In an instant she started up,
drew her lips tighter, and seized a stick of straw, and tried to
divide them; but the large one held so tightly she found she would
crush both. She took two withered leaves and softly tried to
separate them. The large one caught the leaf with its nippers and
the small one got free; it ran away to look for its dropped egg.
The large one was clinging angrily to the leaf and trying to bite
it. She bent intently over it, watching it.

Suddenly she looked up. She had a curious feeling that some one
was looking at her! She looked round and up into the pear tree,
still balancing herself carefully in her half-sitting position;
there was nothing there but the green dried leaves, and all about
nothing but the long brown grass, in some places partly trodden
down, in others still standing upright.

She looked back at the ants. Then she glanced round again
inquiringly. Two feet from the round spot in the grass which she
had trodden down to lie in was the head of a large yellow cobra.
Most of its body was hidden in the grass; but its head was out and
it was watching her. It was the color of the grass, pale yellow
with brown marks. Had it been there all the afternoon? She stood
softly upright and stared at it. It looked at her with its
glittering unblinking eyes. Then it began to move. Krinkle!
krinkle! krinkle! It drew its long body out over the grass, with a
sound like a lady walking in a stiff starched print dress. She
gazed at it in fixed horror, motionless.

She was not afraid of snakes. When she was three years old she
had carried one home in her pinafore, as a great treasure, and been
punished for doing so. Since she understood what they were, she was
not afraid of them, but they had become a nightmare to her. They
spoiled her world. Krinkle, krinkle, krinkle!—it moved away over
the grass toward a hole in the sod wall, winding its long six feet
of body after it.

She seized her book and ran up the path through the orchard.
According to rule, she should have gone to the house and called
people to look for it and kill it. But she ran quickly through the
flower garden and up the steps on to the front stoep; then she
stood still. Her heart was beating so she could hear it; she had a
sense of an abandoned wickedness somewhere: it was almost as if
she herself were a snake, and had gone krinkle! krinkle!
krinkle! over the grass. She had a sense of all the world being
abandonedly wicked; and a pain in her left side. When her heart had
stopped throbbing quite so loud, she opened the door slowly and
went into the large front room.

No one had remembered to open the shutters that afternoon,
though it was almost sunset; it was dusky in the room even with the
door open. On the wall hung two great framed pictures of Queen
Victoria and the Prince Consort, in regal dress. She always played
the Queen was herself, and the Prince, Charles; and once, when no
one was about, she had put a chair on the side table and climbed up
on it, and kissed her own hand, and put it high up where she could
touch Charles' face with it.

But to-night she did not look at them. The chair in which her
mother always sat stood empty beside the little work table, and the
footstool before it was covered with dust. She opened the drawer of
the table and took out a calico duster and carefully dusted the
chair and stool. When she had put the duster back, she opened
another drawer and took out a spelling book. She drew her own
little square wooden footstool between her mother's chair and the
open door and sat down on it, with her spelling book in her hand.
She began to learn a short column of spelling which she should have
learned in the morning. She held up the book before her so that the
light from the door might fall on the page, and spelled out—

"T-h-e-i-r—their."

She repeated it a few score of times; then she went on to—

"T-h-o-s-e—those."

And then turned to her multiplication table. It was printed on
the cover of the book. She was learning six-times. She repeated
slowly over and over to herself—

"Six times six is—thirty-six.

And six times six is—thirty-six."

The soft, fading evening light was creeping over the orange
trees outside the door.

She drawled slower—

"And, six times six is—thirty-six,

And, six times six is—thirty-six,

And, six times six is—thirty-six.

And, six times six—is—thirty-seven.

And, six times six—is—thirty-seven."

She repeated it slowly about a hundred times, sometimes right,
and sometimes wrong, looking out dreamily all the while over the
book, through the open door, her mind almost a complete blank; then
she paused. In a moment, something had flashed on her! She knew now
what those figures had meant which she had seen walking down in the
flat in the afternoon when she stood on the sod wall. She knew now
what it was Long Jan was carrying; she knew why her father walked
behind him, and the two Kaffir boys had spades over their
shoulders. In an instant she knew well, and with an absolute
certainty, that if she went down to the great dam behind the willow
trees beyond the new lands, she would find there a little mound of
earth, and that the baby from the spare room would be under it. All
day she had not let herself think of that baby since old Ayah had
driven her out of the room. She knew, also, something else; she
knew at that moment—vaguely, but quite certainly—something of
what birth and death mean, which she had not known before. She
would never again look for a new little baby, or expect to find it
anywhere; vaguely but quite certainly something of its genesis had
flashed on her.

She stood up in the quickly darkening room, put her
multiplication book back into the drawer, and walked straight to
the door that opened into the dining room, and closed it behind
her.

In the dining room also it was getting dark now, though it
looked towards the west and the window was open, and here also it
was very quiet. This was generally the noisy time of the day, when
there was a stir and a bustle everywhere; her mother was generally
giving out rations, and the herds and maids who had come from the
huts to fetch their food stood about the storehouse door outside,
laughing and talking. The Kaffir maids who worked in the house were
generally chatting loudly in the kitchen; and the little Kaffirs,
who might not approach at any other time, often stood about the
kitchen steps, waiting for their mothers; and from the milking
kraal you could hear the men shouting to the cows and calves, and
calling to one another; and the dogs felt the excitement and
barked; and above everything could always be heard old Ayah's
voice, in a shrill, small key, giving orders everywhere, which no
one ever obeyed. But to-night it was all quiet: you could only hear
the lowing of the cows and the bleating of the sheep. The men
hardly shouted. The rations had been given out early in the
morning, and the little Kaffirs had been told not to come about the
back door.

Through the great square window the twilight was beginning to
come in. She would not go to her mother's room, and she had nowhere
else to go. She sat down on a deal bench without a back that stood
against the wall. No one came to light the candles; and you could
see the dim outlines of the tall clock in the corner, and the
wooden chairs and tables standing out as shadows from the
whitewashed walls. Presently, as it grew quite darker, a bat came
in at the window and flapped about from side to side and went out
again. Then the room grew pitch dark. Rebekah drew her legs up
under her on the form, and leaned her head back against the
whitewashed wall.

By and by the two Kaffir maids came in from the milk house, each
carrying a bucket of milk. They had a lighted candle. They went
through the dining room into the pantry; they were laughing and
talking softly; the light from the open pantry door came back into
the dining room.

Presently old Ayah came in from the mother's bedroom.

"What are you sitting here all alone in the dark for, child?"
she said.

She went into the pantry, and came out with a large basin of
bread and milk sop, and a little pannikin of pure milk. She set
them down on the side of the table next to the bench with a tallow
candle beside them in a low candlestick.

"Why didn't you eat your dinner, little white face?"

Rebekah sat upright; old Ayah pushed the table a little nearer
to her, and she began to eat. She had not known before that she was
hungry. Now she ate ravenously and drank at the milk out of her
pannikin.

Old Ayah went back into the pantry and scolded the maids in
Dutch because the wooden milk-pail was leaking. Very soon the maids
and old Ayah came back to the dining room, and rested the pail on
the end of the dining table to examine what was gone wrong. One of
the maids held the lighted candle, while the other was chewing
tallow to put in the cracks.

"What's the baby like, old Ayah?" asked the maid holding the
light, as old Ayah examined the leak.

"A fine child," said old Ayah, without looking up. "She'd make
four of that child when she was born. Its hands are nearly
as large as hers now."

The maid who was chewing the tallow pressed some down on the
open seam.

"Where has she been all day?" she asked, nicking her head
at Rebekah.

"Oh, God knows!" said old Ayah. "I've hardly seen her. You might
as well try to keep your eye on a mierkat among its holes as
on that child."

They talked of her to her face as if she were a stone wall.

Rebekah kept on eating her supper, gazing straight into her
basin, and taking large mouthfuls.

"Look at her now!" said the first Kaffir maid. "How she eats!
She's trying to swallow the spoon!"

"Sy's 'n snaaks se kind!" said old Ayah. ("She's a strange
child!")

Rebekah kept on eating steadily and looking into the basin. It
hurt her so that they talked of her.

When they had done stopping the hand-pail, the two maids went to
the kitchen and old Ayah went back to the mother's room.
Immediately they were gone Rebekah pushed her basin with what was
left in it from her and leaned back on the bench. She drew up one
leg, leaned her elbow on the bench, and rested her head against the
whitewashed wall. She was very tired. She watched the tallow candle
fixedly; it was burning up red, and flickering a little, as the
moths and night flies that came in through the open window
fluttered round it. It seemed so long since she had got up in the
morning. It was her bedtime, but no one came to tell her to go to
bed.

Then she began to watch the wick of the tallow candle more
fixedly as it burned larger and redder. She pressed two of her
fingers on her eyes, half closing them; then she saw two candles;
she took them away, and there was only one. She wondered how that
was, and tried it again. When she moved one finger a little the one
light went up slowly and stood over the other; she moved the other
finger, and they came so close they were almost one. She took her
hand away and looked at the candle, half closing her eyes; she did
not see two candles now, but only four long rays of red light, the
two higher ones darker and the two lower lighter. She was slowly
getting very interested in it.

She held up her hand and let the light shine through her
fingers; the hand made a long dark shadow on the wall to the left
of the room. Why was the shadow so much longer than the hand, she
wondered, and why did it fall just where it did? She moved her hand
and watched the shadow move. If only one were grown up, one would
know all about these things! She dropped her hand on her side.
Perhaps, even grown-up people didn't know all. Perhaps only God
knew what lights and shadows were!

She lay still watching the candle. The wick had burned so long
it was beginning to droop and turn over a little on one side. The
next morning she would get up early before anyone was up and begin
learning her multiplication table and spelling; perhaps she would
know it before evening. She would not play once the whole day nor
make up stories. She would learn the whole day. It would all help
to make you grow up quickly and know everything!

It was half past eight now. Her eyelids began to droop; she only
kept them open with a strong effort; she could not bear to go to
sleep; but her head bowed, nodding even though she leaned it
against the wall.

Suddenly she sat bolt upright; her eyes opened widely. They
seemed to grow larger and larger at each instant. She listened
intently. From her mother's bedroom there came a sound, a loud,
wailing cry. Rebekah got off the bench and stood rigid and upright.
Her small sharp-cut face, pale before, became now a deadly white.
There was silence for a moment; then another cry, then another, and
another, each louder and longer than before. Her hands doubled into
fists; she turned a bright pink. The crying went on. She raised her
chin; her throat swelled till it looked like the full throat of a
tiny woman; the veins stood out like little whipcords. She drew in
the corners of her mouth. Again there was a cry, but this time
fainter. A dark purple flush came up over her forehead; her eyelids
drooped. She rushed out at the door, striking herself against it.
She flew up the dark passage to the door of her mother's room. She
tried to reach the handle, but it was too high. With hands and feet
she struck the panels of the door till they rebounded.

"Let me in! Let me in! I say, let me in! I will—I—will—I
say—I will come in!"

The baby inside had left off crying.

Rebekah heard nothing but the surging of the blood in her own
ears. Old Ayah opened the door.

"Let me in! Let me in! I will come in!"

Old Ayah tried to put her back with her hand.

"Leave me alone! Leave me alone!" she cried; "You are killing it
like the other one! Leave me alone, I say! Leave me alone!"

Old Ayah tried to hold her fast, but she caught the Hottentot
woman's skirts and twisted them round with her arms and legs.

The little mother from the bed asked in a sleepy voice what was
the matter.

"Don't ask me what is the matter!" cried old Ayah indignantly,
in Cape Dutch. "Ask the Father of all Evil! This child is mad!"

She wrenched her skirts free from Rebekah's grasp and thrust her
into the room, Rebekah stood on the ox skin in the center of the
floor, vibrating from the soles of her feet to her head.

The candle was on a stand beside her mother's bed, and threw its
light full on her as she lay with the baby's head on her arm and
her hand with the white frill thrown across it. On the right side
of the great four-poster bed they had pinned up a red cotton quilt,
with great lions and palm trees printed on it, to keep off the
draught from the open window; and the quilt reflected a soft red
light over the mother and child. In the far right-hand corner of
the room was Rebekah's own little cot, where she had slept ever
since she was born.

"God only does know what possesses this child!" said old Ayah,
fixing her twinkling black eyes on Rebekah and talking at her. "If
she were my child. I wouldn't let her come into the house at all,
where respectable people live who like to be indoors. I'd just tie
her fast with a chain to a monkey post outside, and let her go
round and round there. Then she could eat Kaffir beans like a
baboon, and climb, and scream as much as she liked!"

"What did you make such a noise for, Rebekah?" the little mother
said gently. "Did you think they were hurting the baby?"

Rebekah said nothing; the blood was leaving her head and running
into her heart, and she felt faint.

"Twisting a person's clothes almost off their backs! Can't one
even wash and dress a child without this little wild thing coming
howling and dancing round one!" Old Ayah smoothed out her crumpled
skirt.

"Do you want to see the baby, Rebekah?" asked her mother.

Rebekah walked unsteadily to the foot of the bed and stood
beside the great wooden bedpost.

Old Ayah took up the baby's bath and walked out of the room with
it, muttering that some children ought to live with the
baboons.

"If you would like to come and see the baby, you can climb up,"
said her mother drowsily, with half-closed eyes.

Rebekah waited a moment, then she clambered softly up on to the
bed, and sat down at the foot, half kneeling, with her back against
the post. Her mother, who was very tired, had reclosed her eyes.
The baby's red face pressed against the mother's white breast. The
light shone on them both.

Rebekah drew up her knees and clasped her arms round them, and
sat watching.

"It's drinking, isn't it, eh, mother?" she said at last very
softly.

"Yes," said her mother, without opening her eyes.

"It's your little baby? Eh, mother?" she whispered again
softly, after a long pause.

Her mother nodded dreamily.

Rebekah stroked her little skirts down over her knees. "It
must drink!" she said after a time. "It must have
milk, eh, mother? It's your little baby, eh, mother?" she added
after a long pause.

But the little mother made no answer; she had dropped away into
sleep.

Rebekah sat watching them.

By and by the baby moved its hand which struck out from the
white flannel wrapper about it; it opened its fingers slowly; it
stretched them out one after the other and closed them up again
into a fist. Rebekah watched it intently.

Presently she leaned forward, resting one elbow on the bed, and
slowly stretched out her other hand, and with one forefinger
touched the hand of the baby. Her mouth quivered; she sat up
quickly and watched them again. She leaned her head back against
the post at the foot of the bed and sat gazing at them, her eyes
never moving.

At half-past nine old Ayah came in again, bringing in a
hot-water bottle and an etna to warm the gruel during the
night.

"My fatherland's force!* You not in bed yet! Are you going to
sit up till morning?"

[* "My fatherland's force!"—So Olive wrote it.
But the expression is Africaans ("Dutch") and should be My
Vaderland se vos (pronounced almost "May vahderlahnd ser fos"),
probably a corruption of an old Nederlands expression, meaning My
fatherland's God.]

The mother woke up. "Have you been sitting here all this while,
Rebekah?" she asked gently.

Old Ayah put the warm water bottle at the mother's feet.

"She'd never go to bed if she could help it!" old Ayah muttered.
"It's my belief, if you came in at three o'clock in the morning,
you'd find her sitting up in her bed, talking to the spiders in the
dark. She'd talk to the stars if she hadn't anything else to talk
to, just not to go to sleep like other children!"

"Mother," said Rebekah in a very slow, clear voice, stroking
down her knees—"mother, will you let me have your baby to
sleep by me for a little while?"

She spoke each word slowly and distinctly, as one who repeats
what he has carefully prepared.

"No, dear," said the mother; "it's too small; you can't have it
to sleep with you yet."

"Have it to sleep with you!" said old Ayah. "I should think not!
Why, you'd kill it!"

"I should take great care of it," said Rebekah, very slowly,
still stroking her knees, her eyes very wide open and fixed
steadily on her mother; "I wouldn't lie on it nor let it fall. I
only want to take care of it and teach it."

"Teach it! Teach it, indeed!" said old Ayah, tucking in the
mother's feet. "You just want to teach her to be a naughty tomboy
like you. We'll take care she doesn't play with you and learn all
your wild ways."

Rebekah stroked her knees more heavily. "I didn't mean to teach
her anything wrong," she said slowly; "T wasn't even going to teach
her to hate you."

"Hate me! Rather! I should think not! What next? Why should you
teach her to hate me?"

Rebekah turned her eyes on to old Ayah and gazed at her.
"Because I hate you so!" she said.

"Don't quarrel with her any more, Ayah," said the mother; "the
child really doesn't know what she is talking about; she's half
asleep already. Come, get off the bed, Rebekah, and go and undress.
You can't have the baby."

But Rebekah sat motionless. Slowly the tears gathered under her
eyelids. She closed them, and the tears lay in large heavy drops
under the lashes without falling.

She raised her face with its closed eyes to the canopy of the
bed.

"Oh. I can't bear it! I can't bear it!" she said slowly. "What
shall I do? What shall I do? Oh, what shall I do?" She moved her
upturned face with its closed eyes slowly from side to side. "I
meant to love it so! Oh, I meant—All my things—my Peter book—all
my stones. Oh, if you will let me love it!" The bed shook, but no
tears fell from the closed eyes. She stroked her knees with both
hands. "It's not any use!—you see—it's not any use!—I have
tried!—I have tried!—Oh, I wish I was dead—I wish I was dead—I
wish I was dead!"

Even Old Ayah looked at her in silence.

"The child is really three parts asleep," said the mother.

"It's been a long trying day for her, running about with no one
to look after her. She is but a baby, though she is so
old-fashioned. Get off the bed, Rebekah, and old Ayah will undress
you."

But Rebekah felt her way to the foot of the bed and slid
down.

"I can undress myself," she heaved.

She stood on the floor in the middle of the room with her eyes
still closed, the lids swollen and fastened together, and
unbuttoned her things one by one, letting them drop on the floor,
until she stood there in her little white shift, her small naked
shoulders still vibrating. Old Ayah brought her her nightdress.
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