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INTRODUCTION


Lily Tobias was, first and to the core, a nationalist. She believed absolutely in the right to self-determination of small nations, believed that placing primary value on one’s own culture, language, traditions and collective identity was a human right, and a fundamentally progressive liberal idea. Her nationalism underpinned her socialism and her committed pacifism, and equally informed her feminism. She was all those things – feminist, socialist, pacifist, nationalist – not only in principle but also in deed, and in uniquely Welsh-Jewish ways. Consequently it’s no surprise that My Mother’s House should be a uniquely Welsh-Jewish work – not because it is alone in the cultural hyphenation of its setting, but because that cultural intersection, the exploration of ethnic and national identity which so often proves inescapable for Welsh people and for Jews, is not just incidental to the work but is its subject and focus.


The ‘mother’s house’ in the title of the novel derives from the Song of Songs – ‘for I held him, and would not let him go, until I had brought him into my mother’s house’, as it is given in the book’s bilingual epigraph. The title points to the central plot, in which the idealised heroine Edith brings the wayward Welsh Jew Simon back to himself, and to her. To Tobias, there was no boundary or distinction between the personal, religious, cultural and national aspects of one’s identity, and the mother’s house of the title also points to a central argument of the novel: the necessity for Jews to find a home in Judaism and Jewish identity, and a national homeland in Zion.


The world of My Mother’s House – of the protagonist Simon’s upbringing and roots – mirrors that of Tobias’s upbringing. Orthodox, traditional, but, at the same time, politically radical, her father decided to leave Swansea, where Tobias was born in 1887, and shortly after her birth move with the family twelve miles up the valley to Ystalyfera, a coal and tin-plating town (at the time a village), where he opened a shop. Simon, like Tobias, grows up in a Welsh-speaking industrial community in the Swansea valley (although the place-names are fictionalised), and his early progress beyond a tradesman’s life, through access to grammar-school education, echoes that of Tobias’s brother, Joseph, who went on to Cardiff University and training as a doctor. But although there are some family parallels, Simon is a fully realised fictional character who has very different aspirations: to be neither Welsh, nor Jewish, both of which he finds constraining and shameful social burdens, but to be English – and, further, to be an English civil servant.


In the course of his flight across the Severn, that mystical border both of the psyche and of language and culture – away from what he feels is a debased and primitive Wales, and towards the giddy, enlightened opening out of English life to which he aspires – Tobias mocks, but she mocks sympathetically. With poignant humour she presents him as a fool for seeking to deny his ‘true’ nature; we know he will have a come-uppance. We see, building, his embarrassment at his mother’s butchered English, and her ‘jargony’ Yiddish, and his contempt for Welsh-inflected-English, and for Welsh. By contrast, English, in the person of Lady Hafod, and in her granddaughter Edith, both of whom he encounters for the first time as a child, is something pure. It is the seduction of English, and of Englishness, of course, that defiles him; it creates in him a doubleness that he cannot resolve, and that predicament is the lesson of the novel, if it has one: the attempt at assimilation, the ‘betrayal’ of your roots, is not only doomed to failure, but dooms you to a miserable alienation from yourself.


The novel is, thus, centrally concerned with the boundaries and limitations of assimilation – both the kind of assimilation that is desirable for Jews, and the kind of assimilation that is possible. In parallel, and as illustration, it is also concerned with the limitations and consequences of attempted Welsh assimilation, which, Tobias suggests, will also inevitably fail.


Tobias’s ideas of Jewishness were blood-based, racial, and essentialist – a Jew couldn’t not be a Jew. As a consequence, Simon’s marriage to the wild Patagonian-Welsh girl, Jani, cannot be sustained: even the product of that union ends in miscarriage, Tobias here making absolute in biological terms the Jewish edict against ‘marrying out’. This might now carry all the resonances of a racist disquiet over miscegenation on the part of the author, but Tobias’s essentialist formulations of Jewishness were typical of the period (a formulation that derived from within as much as from outside Judaism), and that miscarriage perhaps constitutes more an extreme presentation of the Jewish religious law against exogamy than fear of miscegenation.


By contrast, Tobias does not render Welshness in racial terms so much as in moral ones: she depicts as traitors those who seek to be English by abandoning the Welsh language, repudiating the heritage and culture of Wales, and anglicising their accents in an attempt to ‘get on’ and disguise their origins. They are in her terms traitors to their people, to the past and to themselves, and it is among this treacherous class of anglicising or anglicised Welsh that she locates hostility to Jews, a corruption of what here and elsewhere she presents as the fundamentally warm and welcoming embrace by Wales of its Jewish population.


Simon cannot be whole until he accepts his Jewishness, and he does eventually find a middle ground in which he sees the value of his parents’ quiet, faithful traditions, can take pride in his people and the Jewish past, and can repudiate the shame of otherness that he has internalised from a hostile and suspicious dominant culture. He has encountered that hostility both as a Jew and as a Welshman: his is a doubled internalised self-hatred, and though he does not in the end embrace his own Welshness, he does come to have a more sympathetic understanding and appreciation of its value.


In returning to his Jewishness, Simon understands that true ‘Englishness’ can never be his: it is something to be born into, not gained by accent or attitude or attribute – it is an inaccessible privilege to which he is not entitled. Consequently – though his use of the terms ‘English’ and ‘British’ are slippery – he does, finally, find more inclusive, broad possibilities in a formulation of British-Jewishness, and of a British nationalism. It is therefore as a British Jew in military service in Palestine in the First World War that he is reprieved, redeemed in the end by his love for Edith, that ‘English’ girl of his childhood, who brings him back to his Jewish identity, and to ‘Zion’. Edith, of course, is no English girl at all: it turns out that she, too, is a Jew – for she is a female version of George Eliot’s towering fictional figure, Daniel Deronda.


Eliot’s novel Daniel Deronda, with its Zionist theme, was, to Tobias, a powerful validation and affirmation of Jewish national aspirations. Like her younger sister Kate, she had read Eliot in her early teens – illicitly, in the outhouse, it was said, to escape their mother’s fearful edict against unkosher literature – and she would return to the author at regular intervals through her long life. But her deepest engagement came during the course of writing My Mother’s House, for it was interrupted by a commission to dramatise Daniel Deronda for the London stage – and it was that dramatisation that gave her the shape for her own novel.


Tobias’s adaptation of Daniel Deronda, the first such dramatisation, was staged at the experimental Q Theatre (in Kew) in 1927, and at the Palace Theatre in 1929 (there were also plans for a West End run that did not materialise, because Tobias wanted to focus on finishing My Mother’s House). To anyone who knows Daniel Deronda, the inversion in My Mother’s House will be immediately apparent. Edith, the sophisticated heroine, is Deronda: like him, she discovers belatedly that she is Jewish, while Simon, at odds with himself, marrying the wrong person, is Eliot’s Gwendolen, looking to Edith/Deronda to rehabilitate or rescue him from an internal wrongness and self-betrayal (however Simon’s marriage to the Patagonian-Welsh girl, Jani, has none of the extraordinary vicious abuse in Gwendolen’s marriage to Grandcourt in Eliot’s novel).


Tobias’s dramatisation of Daniel Deronda followed not long after the staging at the Q Theatre of Caradoc Evans’s controversial and provocative play Taffy, but even if her own portrayal of Welsh people had something of Evans’s Welsh primitives, undoubtedly she would have found his literary ‘treachery’ towards his own people abhorrent. By contrast, Tobias sought to repudiate popular hostilities and prejudices about Jews – and, at the same time, to make a case for self-worth among Jews, too. As Leon Simon wrote in the foreword to her first book, a collection of stories called The Nationalists and Other Goluth Studies, Tobias’s message to the assimilated Jew was to ‘abandon the somewhat servile tendency … to keep his Jewishness as much in the background as possible; it bids them behave on the assumption that the Jew has the same right as another to love his own people, to take pride in its history and its literature, to feel a vital interest in its future, to go about among his fellow-men as one who, in so far as he is different from them, is entitled to be different without being therefore thought inferior.’ The stories, he went on, were ‘neither argument nor pleading, but just a presentation of the way in which the Zionist spirit gets hold of Jews of various kinds, lifts them in some degree out of themselves, gives them a new sense of pride and dignity and responsibility, and makes them feel that to be a Jew is worth the cost.’1


My Mother’s House develops the themes sketched in that earlier book (in which the nationalists in question were both Welsh and Jewish), and takes in the full range of British and British-Jewish attitudes to Zionism and to Palestine (including Welsh sympathy for Jewish national aspirations). Nevertheless, the novel is not a treatise on Zionism or nationalism so much as an exploration of the uneasy predicament of Jews and Welsh people as national minorities.


Coming to political consciousness at the very end of the nineteenth century, Tobias was shaped by the atmosphere of cultural pride fostered by the Cymru Fydd movement. She grew up in a period of intense cultural and political hope and commitment – to Home Rule, to Welsh national aspirations, to support for a threatened culture and an increasingly embattled language. At the same time, in Ystalyfera, and then in Swansea and subsequently Cardiff, she was actively involved in the rising Independent Labour Party, and immersed in the early organisation of the Zionist movement. Her Zionism was progressive and principled and, until much later in her life, definitively anti-militarist: ‘The authentic voice of Israel pleads for “Peace – Peace – Peace,”’ she wrote in an article in 1920 in the Zionist Review. ‘It is not for us to hush a single note of that compelling cry. For, unless we fulfil its message on the soil of Palestine, we shall be false alike to the most vital teaching of our past, and to the greatest present need of racked mankind.’2


Nevertheless, though progressive in principle, at the time of writing the novel her Zionism was not informed by the reality of conditions in Palestine, nor was Tobias well informed about the impact of Jewish immigration. By the late 1920s, she had only briefly visited the Middle East, and until she moved to Palestine in 1935 she relied on information that was, of course, largely sympathetic to Jewish aspirations. In her view, typical of many Zionists at that time and since, Jewish interests and historic claims took precedence over concerns for the existing population – indeed it was believed that Jewish immigration and economic development and ‘redemption’ of the land could only bring much-needed benefits to Palestine’s Arabs. In places, the attitudes to Arabs in the novel therefore make uncomfortable reading in the present. Largely expressed through the heroine Edith, who travels to Palestine before the First World War, they smack of the simplistic, ‘primitive native’ formulations typical of British imperial attitudes of the period.


Tobias envisaged the Jewish homeland in Palestine – promised by Lloyd George in the now infamous Balfour Declaration of 1917 – as a form of British colony. Later, her view of the British Mandate would change radically, and she explored its complexities in her 1939 novel, The Samaritan: An Anglo-Palestinian novel (the sequel to My Mother’s House). But in the late 1920s, when she was shaping My Mother’s House, she saw Jewish settlers and ‘colonists’ in Palestine in reduced and simplistic terms as beneficent redeemers in the British colonial mould.


While in The Samaritan she sought to unpick the British-Jewish-Palestinian triangle of identity that she herself later lived, in My Mother’s House she was concerned with Welsh and Jewish tensions within a British context. In its original form, this would have been more evident, but parts of the novel were cut, allegedly for reasons of length, but very likely for reasons of subject matter at the behest of her English publisher – for they were overtly Welsh, and overtly nationalist. One excluded excerpt was published in Welsh translation in the magazine Y Ford Gron, and another in English in a short-lived Cardiff magazine called Kith and Kin. Both excerpts concern Lloyd Patagonia, the father of Simon’s first wife, and the forms of nationalism he espoused, in particular the cultural nationalism behind the establishment of the Welsh colony in Patagonia in 1865: ‘In Wales our nationality was being crushed out of us,’ he explains to Simon.‘We were not free to worship as we wanted, we were not allowed to own the soil that belonged to us, we were not able to elect men of sympathy to represent us, and we were even punished for talking in the language of our fathers … Inspired we were with the vision of an independent community, the creation of a new Wales. Our government would be carried on in Welsh, all the offices of state, as well as the religious services, the schools, the courts, and trade… At last our own language, our own dear language.’3


Had that material been included, the intertwining and comparison of Welsh and Jewish national aspirations that are a central concern of the novel would have been clearer. Those parallel and intertwining threads wove through all Tobias’s work, as they wove together through her life.


A note on the text


Lily Tobias was a Welsh speaker, but her education was through the medium of English. As Welsh reviewers in 1931 observed, there are mistakes in some of the Welsh words and phrases in the text of My Mother’s House. It is impossible to know whether they were hers, or her publisher’s editorial intervention, and so in this edition these – and the Yiddish words and phrases – have been retained unchanged and unnoted.


Jasmine Donahaye is a Senior Lecturer at Swansea University. Her books include a biography of Lily Tobias, The Greatest Need: the Creative Life and Troubled Times of Lily Tobias (Honno, 2015); a memoir, Losing Israel (Seren, 2015); a monograph on Welsh and Jewish cultural and political interactions, Whose People? Wales, Israel, Palestine (University of Wales Press, 2012), and two poetry collections: Self-Portrait as Ruth (Salt 2009) and Misappropriations (Parthian, 2006).


NOTES


1 The Nationalists and Other Goluth Studies (London: C. W. Daniel, 1921), pp. 9–10.


2 ‘Zionism and Militarism: some other considerations’, Zionist Review 4.5 (September 1920), p. 90.


3 ‘Kin, if not Kith’, Kith and Kin 1.1 (March 1933), pp. 21–23.




MY MOTHER’S HOUSE


I


ON THE day when he came home from school, and found a carriage and pair standing outside his father’s shop, Simon Black made a discovery that disturbed profoundly his relationship with his mother. That she remained unconscious of it did not relieve the torment of his awakened mind. At the age of eleven, mental suffering, intense if short-lived, is impervious equally to ignorance or knowledge on the part of its object.


At first it was merely a pleasurable excitement to know that a rare commotion in the village street was centred at his own door. Little boys and girls stood, either with noses pressed on the window-pane, or as near as they dared to the shining equipage with its pair of lively greys, and its rotund coachman commanding his dignity and the reins. Grown-ups stared as eagerly from their doorways, or behind the geraniums on their front-room sills. Lady Hafod, the great dame of the countryside, had not been seen in the district since Christmas. Her annual distribution of gifts to the poor from chapel and parish church (proof of her wide-sprung benevolence, of her own tolerant creed, and perhaps of the indiscriminate composition of her huge rental) was followed by frequent shopping visits to the village when in residence at Hafod; increasingly rarer, since Sir Gwilym’s death, than her occupation of her Devon home. But never before had her ladyship been known to patronise the picture-framer’s shop.


Simon’s nostrils carried a delicious perfume into his brain and the pit of his stomach, dissipating the desire for tea and lots of bread-and-butter: his eyes, goggling, drank in a scene of surfeiting charm. Lady Hafod was leaning over the counter towards his father, holding up an object in her white-gloved hands. It was a small picture, the glass of which was cracked across the middle.


Although a grandmother, and twice widowed, Lady Hafod had barely passed her fiftieth year, and even to the adult eye looked not quite forty. Slimly shaped under dove grey silk, her fair hair edging a flowery toque, the blue of her eyes lighting up a skin still smooth and delicate, she was a beautiful woman who had lost nothing but the dewiest freshness of youth. To the little boy sliding in from the narrow door, she was an ageless being from some superlative realm, remote in every aspect from the measures of village life. Of heaven and angels he did not think, for such imagery was not his natural fare: but into his mind’s eye flew a figure of poetry already familiar there.


The lovely lady and the cracked glass! – irresistibly the conjunction was linked with the verses instilled that very afternoon by an enthusiastic teacher. Miss Credwen Hopkins had led the class a weary canter in shrill sing-song, to bring out what she conceived to be the musical values of the Tennysonian lines. Her youngest pupil alone seemed to rejoice equally with herself in a clear vision of the glittering knight—


“And as he rode, his armour rung”—


but neither he nor his older fellows heard anything incongruous in her emphatic Welsh enunciation of the magic syllables. Perhaps it was because the r’s and the broad a’s were particularly strong and vibrant in her favourite verse, that Simon remembered it now so vividly—


“Out flew the web and floated wide


The mirror crracked from side to side


The currse is come upon me – crried


The Lady of Shalott.”


The Lady of Hafod, unconscious of doom or romantic comparison, was saying vivaciously—


“Very well, Mr. Black, – I rely on you to take the utmost care of it. You see—” she hesitated,— “it is the only photograph of my first husband that I possess. My little granddaughter dropped it this morning, and she is so upset by the accident that nothing will console her but seeing the glass whole again. It is so kind of you to promise it for tomorrow – I particularly want it before she leaves. Her nurse takes her to London in the afternoon. Can I send for the picture in the morning?”


Wings had sprouted in Simon’s ears, and were bearing him up – up – to the ceiling on a rushing air of delight. The nightingale’s song poured suddenly on tuned senses could not have moved them more. It was not the voice alone, melodious though it was in pitch and volume; but the accent – the accent was sheer revelation. For the first time in his life Simon heard English perfectly spoken by an Englishwoman.


“Ah, is this your little boy, Mrs. Black?” Till then Simon had not observed his mother standing back near the counter’s edge. She moved forward and nodded her head jerkily.


“Yes, lady – mine son – Simon – he is now just from school—”


“So I see. Tall, like you, is he not? And do you like school, little man?”


The music, shot with discord from another source, ebbed in gentler waves round a submerged head. “Shy? – ah, well—” A gracious glance, a gesture of farewell, and the lady was gone, the equipage rolled away, the staring crowd dispersed.


Simon stood as if stricken, and looked dumbly at his parents, who had bent their heads intently over the picture. It appeared to excite in them an unusual interest, but Simon was not listening to their talk. Strange pangs were searing his late delight. Never before had he felt such joy in the spoken word: but never, too, till now, had he realised how inadequately the English tongue was uttered by those around him. His mother’s voice, in particular, responding to that perfect music, had given him a shock. Surely it was harsh? – it was empty? – Certainly it malformed intolerably the simplest structure of sense and sound.


His head hung in bitter shame and confusion. His mother to be so gross a culprit! It seemed incredible. Yet he had always known in a vague way that her use of language was deficient. But, then, the deficiencies of all the village women were at least equally marked. It was from them that Mrs. Black had learned to speak English, and it could not be surprising that she reproduced their native accent in addition to their grammatical errors. But this consideration, even if it occurred to Simon, had no power to modify his grievance. That Welsh women should speak English badly was, to him, a matter of indifference: that his mother should speak it badly, and in the presence of an English lady, was anguish and mortification in the extreme.


Over the tea-table Simon continued to suffer, as he listened, not to the actual conversation, but to the broken accents that recurred in his parents’ haphazard use of English. He did not try to decide whether it was fortunate or unfortunate that they used it so little in the family circle; the other horrid tongue, already impatiently endured, only now suggested itself to him as a factor in the mutilation of the true speech.


Somehow his father’s shortcomings did not offend him so deeply: partly because his father never had mattered in anything so greatly as his mother, whose passionate love had clamoured round him all his life; and partly, perhaps, because the short, fairish man, sitting awkwardly in the Windsor chair which he had bought at a sale, was a quiet, meditative, abstracted sort of person, who seemed to speak as little as possible, and used a soft, pleasant voice that minimised the most disturbing of jargons. It was lamentable that the contrast with his mother’s tones should deepen the painful emphasis of faulty volubility. Simon squirmed as he looked unhappily at his gaunt, restless mother, sallow of skin, black of eye and hair. The critical sense within him, awakened in such disquiet, was baffled at the familiarity of her appearance. Does one ever, at least to the age of twelve, really see one’s mother? How is one to tell what she looks like to the world, how detach the indefinable image that is part of one’s unseen self? Simon struggled, but could not get a clear visual impression of Devora Black, though he had gazed illuminated on the Lady of Shalott and the breathing Lady of Hafod.


“Well, what is the matter? – but the child eats nothing! Come, my Shimkele, drink your tea, – and you, maiden,” (the term was plural, and two little girls looked up from the furthest end of the table)— “give your brother some jam – do not keep it all to yourselves.”


The little girls, lanky, dark like their mother, but with rosy spots on their polished cheeks, grimaced and pushed the saucer of jam to their sulky brother. It seemed to them that he gobbled up more than his share, and the younger ventured on a pert rebuke.


“He didn’t wunt it before – and now he wunts it all!”


“‘Wunt! Wunts!’” shouted Simon, his distress released into anger – it was safe and virtuous to be angry with one’s sisters. “Why can’t you speak properly? There’s no such word as ‘Wunt’!”


“No such word!” repeated the little girl, astonished.


“Of course not. Spell it!”


“But what are you saying, Simon?” interposed Mrs. Black, for once opposed to her favourite. “Of course ‘wunt’ is a word – why not?”


Unfortunately Mrs. Black, like Sam Weller, spelt it with a “v”. And Simon, paralysed once more, did not proceed with the lesson. He waited gloomily until the table was cleared and the usual space prepared for his books and pens. Absorbed in his homework, Simon almost forgot his trouble before he went to bed. He was as sleepy as usual when he chanted the Kris’shma, and did not bother to correct his sisters as they stumblingly repeated the words after their mother. In her utterance of the night prayer with the children grouped at her knees, Devora Black mellowed into a beauty which it is true her son did not perceive, but which insensibly softened the estrangement set up within his soul. A tide of harmony flowed from her reverent lips.


Blessed art Thou, O Lord our God, King of the Universe, Who makest the bands of sleep to fall upon mine eyes, and the slumber upon mine eyelids. May it be Thy will, O Lord my God and God of my fathers, to suffer me to lie down in peace, and to let me rise up again in peace. Hear, O Israel; the Lord our God, the Lord is One…


On that tide of harmony, of benison, conflicting standards met and sailed together peacefully to the shore of childish dreams. The God of Israel could be entrusted with the reins of sleep: and Lancelot ride unchallenged down to Camelot.


In the morning, as he strapped his school bag, Simon watched his father handle the picture Lady Hafod had left. Mr. Black removed the thin board at the back, took out the photograph, and with a pair of pincers, carefully withdrew the broken pieces of glass.


“When is the lady coming to fetch it, father?”


“She will not come – she will send the man. I said twelve o’clock. I make it ready before I go out.” Mr. Black sighed as he thought of his weekly journey to collect small debts.


An idea flashed into Simon’s head.


“Father, I will come home early – teacher will let me come if I say I have to help you today. I’ll write out the bill. And I can take the picture to Hafod.”


“But for what should you go, foolish one? The man will fetch it.”


“Perhaps he won’t come. May I go if he doesn’t?”


The idea was carried to splendid fulfilment. Twelve o’clock came, but no man from Hafod: five minutes earlier, Simon, straining his eyes down the road, had announced there was no sign of him, and set off briskly with a parcel under his arm.


He knew the way, at least to the lodge gates, and calculated it would take him a quarter of an hour to reach that point; the walk through the grounds to the mansion might prove almost as long again. Even though he hurried, he would probably be late for afternoon school, as his protesting mother had declared. But Simon, obsessed by his longing to see and hear again the Lady of Hafod was prepared to risk disapproval and even punishment at the hands of authorities, whose favour he had hitherto preferred to win.


The noonday sun was hot on the long white road that slit the valley’s side. Shops and houses dwindled. Here and there a cottage or the roof of a hedged-off farm only emphasised the drowsy solitude. Simon had often rambled, with and without companions, to the narrow mountain track, far beyond the bend of the road where the lodge gates stood; but he had never felt so intimidating a sense of solitariness. As he unhooked the iron bar and pushed his way beyond the encroaching heavy growth, he thrilled as if with an adventurous plunge into unknown forest. The voice of a man who appeared at the low lodge windows brought him to a halt.


“Hul-lo, boy! What arr ’u after?”


Simon went up boldly and explained his mission. The man put out a suspicious hand and felt the package.


“Well, indeed – her Iadyship did forget, I s’pose. She’s got a bad memory, sure. An’ her going off to Lundun today, too.”


“Has she gone?” cried Simon in dismay.


“Not yet, far as I do see,” said the man grinning “And there’s nobody can pass through them gates without I do see ’em. After lunch is the orders. ’U’d better ’urry, boy, if ’u wunt to catch her before she starts. ’U’ve got a good mile in front of ’u.”


Simon promptly broke into a run. The gravel flew from beneath his boots. Concern at the possibility of missing Lady Hafod made him lose entirely the aspect of his first half-mile, which to his preoccupied haste seemed an endless avenue of giant trees: but a recurrent gleam caught his eye at last, and slackening speed at an opening, he saw a great sheet of water spreading to the right. In another moment the drive left the density of trees and curved through rolling parkland, where the artificial lake with its swans and moored boats presented the only flat surface in the beautiful grounds. Even the lawns with their shrubs and banks of radiant hydrangeas, undulated steeply towards the house, the grey gables of which appeared on a distant slope.


Simon walked forward more slowly, his heart abashed. Though he was familiar with lovely haunts on hill and vale, he had never seen such magnificence harnessed to the limits of a single home. As he came near, a carriage and horses already known to him, with the fat coachman on the box, ambled round from the side and stopped before the pillared porch. A footman looked out and grinned, then turned to stare severely at the approaching boy. Simon returned the stare with trepidation as he mounted the steps.


“Wrong entrance, boy,” snapped the footman, waving him off. “Go round the other way.”


“But shall I see Lady Hafod?” said Simon desperately.


“Certainly not. Her ladyship is just leavin’ to catch a train. Have you a message?”


“No, but—”


“You can take your parcel to the side door.”


“Morris – Morris!” – called a high childish voice.


“Let the boy come in – I believe he’s got my picture—”


“Yes, I have—” shouted Simon eagerly. Almost in the vestibule, he peered past the servant into the great dim hall.


“Then come in at once,” commanded the voice. “Bring him in, Morris.”


The footman grudgingly led the way. A little figure darted down the wide staircase and pointed at Simon’s parcel.


“Please open it, Morris, and let me see—” She was quivering with excitement, and could hardly wait until the footman’s blunt penknife severed the string. Unfolding the brown paper, Morris held the little picture before the child’s delighted eyes.


“Yes, yes – it’s grandpapa! Look, Nanny!” She turned to appeal to a woman who had followed her down the stairs, carrying some wraps. “ It’s been splendidly mended – do you see?”


“Yes, Miss Edith. But do come and get your things on now, or her ladyship will be kept waiting.”


“Oh no, Nanny – grandmama isn’t nearly ready. John hasn’t fetched her boxes down yet.”


The boxes, however, at that moment appeared on their way to the carriage, and Lady Hafod came into the hall with her maid. She received her grandchild’s excited greeting with an indulgent smile.


“Yes, darling – it is quite perfect – and Morris shall hang it in your room, so you’ll see it directly you come back.”


She watched the child kiss the glass over the pictured face, before handing it over to the footman – what a strange passion the little one had for a grandfather she had never seen! It moved Lady Hafod more deeply than she cared to show. She seldom allowed herself to become sentimental nowadays: all that, she had often assured herself since her practical, and by no means unhappy second marriage, belonged to the dead past – not only dead, but definitely discarded. Only this grandchild could evoke a temporary phase of the old obsession, though for her little self there was a permanent tenderness from which, however, Lady Hafod had determined to eradicate every vestige of folly. It was in accordance with this resolve that she was going to London now. An impulse of reacting alarm, following an emotional scene at the fall of the picture, had become a matured plan. She was going up to town to make certain arrangements with her lawyers – and with those dangerous London relatives whom the child was to visit – for the last time. The little one did not – need not know, for a long time to come. She would accomplish her object, and bring her safely home, before the return of her son from abroad and the arrival of guests could distract and delay her intentions. Wise and irrevocable, it seemed to her already, this hastily-formed and far-reaching plan. Yet a curious pang, a sense of pain and guilt, ran through Lady Hafod’s frame as she watched the passionate kiss, the clinging of the warm young lips to the cold still glass.


“Now come, my darling – or we shall be late.”


“Yes, grandmama.” She turned obediently. “Oh – but mayn’t I thank the kind boy for bringing the picture? He looks so hot and tired – perhaps he would like to rest and have a drink? Morris shall bring you some lemonade if you wish.” She came close beside him and solemnly held out her hand. “Goodbye, and thank you so much.”


Lady Hafod, shedding her gracious smile on the group, thought the boy’s clumsy response mere village gaucherie. But another reflection made her frown suddenly and dismiss the scene. With a few brief instructions to the servants she hurried her charge to the carriage, and disappeared once more from Simon’s rapt eyes.


It was altogether a bewildering experience to the boy. He drank his lemonade with the encouragement of the now friendly footman, then set out schoolwards, giddy with a draught more potent than the contents of the tall cut glass. His entry into Hafod had thrust him into a circle of fascinations, in which it was difficult to concentrate on any single object.


The hall itself had instantly claimed attention, with its rich equipment of weapons and stuffed “kills”, and other strange decorations strangely disposed: but the little girl with her odd resemblance to Lady Hafod had been even more distracting. The lady herself came second to such a miracle of Saxon charm. Great sapphire eyes in a rose and white face, flowering in a bush of honey locks – a sweet imperious voice, a flow of liquid speech – a witching grace of manner that changed with ease from childish animation to almost adult dignity – the moment when she turned to Simon, with that air of self-possession, of grave and friendly courtesy, might have thralled a grown man. It was all too much for one small boy’s head. He raced down the winding path in the wildest spirits, until the heat of the sun on the open lawns brought him to a stop. His head was scorched, and he squirmed uncomfortably in his sticky clothes. It was still some distance to the avenue of trees. He looked for a shady clump nearer at hand, that might provide some moments of relief. The glint of the water invited him that way, and skirting a low border of box, he came to a seat beneath an elm. It was delightful to rest there, and watch the rippling water and the graceful passage of the swans – he longed to take his boots off and dabble in. But he must get back to school. Reluctantly he rose, with a sideway glance to the left of the elm. What was that dark object flat on the grass near the further hedge? He moved cautiously up from the path, then gave a slight whistle of surprise. The boy who was dozing there stirred, then lifted his head and gave a sheepish grin.


“Hallo, Si! Arr ’u mitching, too?”


“Mitching?” cried Simon, scandalised. He had never played truant in his life. “I’ve been up to the house on an errand. I’m off back now to school. Aren’t you coming, Ieuan?”


“Not me,” said Ieuan, lying down flat again. “You’ll be late, whatever. I don’t suppose you’ll clek on me, will you?”


“Don’t be a fool,” said Simon. “I’m off—” he paused, curiosity uppermost, “but how the deuce did you get here? What did you tell the keeper—?”


“Keeper be blowed,” said Ieuan contemptuously. “I knows a better way than that. Ay—” He raised himself on his elbow and pointed vaguely behind— “It’s a short cut, too. You ’udent be so late if you went by there – if you’re so fullish as to go—”


A little persuasion induced him to describe “the short cut” on condition that it was kept secret. “No cleks” he insisted. “We don’ wunt a crowd comin” – and then he made another effort to induce Simon to stay.


“It’s champion here, mun,” he said. “I don’ always come so close to the water, ’less it’s quiet – there’s better places to hide over by the bushes. I found it when I was pickin’ blackberries las’ yer. An’ down by the trees there’s luvly rabbits an’ squirrels. Course ’u got to know when the keeper’s about.”


“But do you mitch often, Ieuan?”


“When it’s hot,” said Ieuan evasively. “School’s a dam’ nuisance, whatever.”


“Yes,” said Simon. “But we’ve got to go.”


“Whaffor?”


“ Oh, well – to learn—”


“I don’ wunt to.”


“ – or to pass exams – if you want to be a pupil teacher – or – or—”


“Not me,” said Ieuan Richards, spitting, like his collier parent did. “I ann’t going to be any of those dam’ things. I’ll pass the labour exam all right next time, and then I’m going down the pit.”


Simon was disconcerted. The short, sturdy boy, with the tousled black hair and coaly eyes, and a rough tongue ready in assurance, represented the antithesis of all his standards. He sensed a challenge in the adjuration flung at his departing back—


“Go and learn ’u an’ welcome – but don’ ’u talk big to me, Si!”


“I’ll talk English properly, anyhow” he retorted. “And so should you.”


“Whaffor?” called out Ieuan perversely. “My dad don’t care tuppence about English – I can talk proper Welsh. I’m a Welshman”.


“Well, I’m not,” returned Simon, loftily.


“No-o-” drawled leuan “’U arr a Jew”—


Simon jerked round as if stung. His eyes glared out of a face red with mortification. But before he could speak Ieuan continued smoothly,


“But never mind about that, mun. You’re as good as me, ann’t you?”


It was obvious there was no malice in him unless it was of the kind solely meant to detain a companion. Simon mumbled something and sped away. With some difficulty he found the track indicated by the “mitcher”, and after a short struggle, climbed through a gap in a thick hedge, and found himself on the high road, some hundred yards beyond the “gates”. With good luck he could reach school not more than a few minutes after time, and possibly ahead of the habitual last stragglers.




II


THE FORMULATION in Simon’s mind of a definite grievance against his mother, was only a clarifying development of a general sense of wrong – all the more exasperating because it was nebulous in shape and void of direction. Against whom, indeed, could one direct blame for a fact of race, which cut across all the more adjustable matters of place and circumstance? – against God, perhaps, or one’s parents – the first very far from being a concrete target, and the second too immediately concrete to be perceived as anything but props against a censorious world. Yet it was bound to happen, that as he emerged from childhood with its obscuring material needs, Simon would begin to feel resentment against these beanstalk props, to suspect that they swayed on insecure foundations and that an inherent state of blemish was responsible for the blight that had infected him at birth.


For many weeks Simon fought an impulse to put his fingers in his ears when he heard his mother speaking “English”. The influence of Hafod was reinforced by the visit of a London inspector to the Blaemawe schools: and though there was a curious twang about his utterance, with a disturbing trick of converting a’s into e’s and i’s, the general effect of uncymricised Saxon was indubitably agreeable. Simon practised his accents in secret, much to his mother’s alarm, as she thought he had acquired a habit of talking in his sleep. She noticed nothing strange in his manner to herself, and in any case would have found the cause of his preoccupation ridiculous. To her the slow plain speech of the villagers was clear and satisfactory, while the language of the great lady, whose visit to her shop had not otherwise perturbed her, was practically unintelligible in its rapidity and use of unfamiliar words. It had been a relief that her husband was at hand, more able, apparently, to cope with the needs of the unusual customer: her own prompt reply to the query about her son, had been dictated by instinct, aided by glance and gesture, rather than direct understanding of words.


Least of all could she have connected the incident with any larger process of revolt in her son’s mind. It was true she had learnt, despite her isolation from groups of her own people settled elsewhere, that friction arose often between parents and children born in exile. She had heard that “Englisher kinder” were lax and heedless of tradition, that they sought the ungodly ways of Goyim rather than the path of ancient law. This seemed a strange perversity, for obedience to the Torah, even at its hardest, in her view was pleasant and satisfying; promoting peace at heart, health of soul and body, domestic and social concord – all the fruits of the service of God abloom in the garden of mankind. And, perhaps, the habits of life in “D’r’heim”, the old Ghetto home of generations, were only a little less sacrosanct, and infinitely clearer than the harsh confusing customs of the strange new land. Not so strange and new after eighteen years, of course; and Devora Black had too much native sense, too much kindness and gratitude, not to appreciate the freer aspects of the civilisation around her, and the neighbourly amenities that had greeted and comforted her entry into it. Still, life in the old Lithuanian town, in the intervals of moujik raids and other sporadic forms of Gentile persecution, had been easier and sweeter than life in Blaemawe, where habituation to an uncouth tongue, and many harder demands of adaptation, could not mitigate the loss of community ties. She knew it was impossible to implant in her children any strong sense of familiarity with such things, however subject to reminiscence in their hearing: but she did not expect in them any serious divergence from the holier matters of tradition, in which she took care to train them to the utmost of her capacity. Other sons might flout their parents: but not hers. Was he not a special product of her love and piety? Seven years she had waited for her beloved – more ardently than Jacob had waited for Rachel. Seven years of hope and prayer, of anguish and sacrifice. In strict devotion she fulfilled the minutiae of ritual incumbent on a Jewish wife, and one who would be a mother in Israel: she had scrupulously observed the laws of separation, she had consecrated the dough, she had blessed the Sabbath lights. But for long to no avail. At the New Year service she wept with Hannah, a woman of a sorrowful spirit, and of abounding faith. She might well have fallen into despair, in times when there was no Shiloh and no Eli, and even the potent Rabbis in “D’r’heim” were beyond all possible reach. But it was in this direction that at last there came a gleam of light. News filtered through of the arrival in London of one of these magical men. A great inspiration moved her to plan, to save the small sum necessary in those days of cheap excursions from provincial towns to the metropolis. Excitement more than food sustained her in the long tramps over the valley roads. For some time past she had begun to share the burden her weaklier husband could not bear alone – the conveyance from door to door in scattered villages of a pack of pictures, cheap prints for sale, texts and photographs framed to the order of far-off owners. The little shop in Blaemawe could not of itself gain sufficient custom to ensure a livelihood: it was chiefly a workshop in which Gedaliah Black carried out commissions, solicited and completed by “travelling”. For two years Gedaliah staggered along the highways and byways of the mountainous district, until the pain of swollen feet and more serious symptoms of trouble, forced him to give up all but the nearest journeys. His wife saved part of the “connection” already established, by herself undertaking the regular calls, and so for several more years they worked the round together. It was a hard, exacting life, and took toll even of her superior strength and endurance: but for at least six weeks of a certain spring, Devora Black felt no hurt of mind or body, no pang of humiliation or ache of limb: she was buoyed up divinely with her newly-roused hope. One Saturday midnight she hurried into the station of the valley town, and struggled with a boisterous crowd for a place on the excursion train. Squeezed for over six hours in a stuffy compartment, with a mob of strangers in various stages of hilarity and discomfort, she arrived at Paddington dazed, but still determined. When, after much more buffeting, she stood outside the door of a dingy room in the East End, her face was pale with exhaustion and dread, her hands trembled pitifully, her knees felt weak. But calm fell upon her at sight of the “Rebbe”. He whom superior persons scorned as a charlatan, whom numberless poor reverenced as a saint, was a weary old man with sad wise eyes, and a voice infinitely gentle and kind. Humbly she laid her plea before him, and with bent head answered the questions he asked – some of them questions a physician might have put. Much earthly knowledge, much experience of human nature, was woven into the learning of the holy man. The interview ended with a note for her husband, a blessing for herself – the old incomparable blessing:


The Lord bless thee, and keep thee:


The Lord make his face to shine upon thee,


And be gracious unto thee:


The Lord turn his face unto thee,


And give thee peace.


She went out, soothed, quieted, uplifted.


Friendly hands took her away for a brief rest and refreshment: but thankful though she was, she shuddered at the close congested quarters, the density and noise, the clamorous, airless streets. Often and often she had longed to be among her fellows in the great city – but now she felt that to live under such conditions would be the hardest penance. Back to the far Welsh valleys in relief and gratitude!


Ten months later her first-born came, a gift bespoke of God. Toil, struggle, privation – what were these beside the rich joy of motherhood in Israel? A spate of love nourished the years that followed; the years that brought some ease and relaxation – and other children – but could not sap her glory in the precious son. Such genesis might well safeguard him from the traps of exile, the traps that lay in wait for common clay. So, strong in confidence, Simon’s mother helped him over the barrier she had been zealous to maintain, and, with her own hands, set him free for ever from her hold.


“That” – the inspector had said to the schoolmaster— “is an intelligent boy – he ought to go far. Speaks better than the average. You sh’d put him in for a scholarship. What’s his father—a miner?”


“No,” said the schoolmaster— “a Jew.”


The inspector’s frown did not arise from any sense of irrelevance.


“Well, well,” he said pettishly. “Fancy that—didn’t know you had ‘em here. Amazing how the breed gets about.” His fingers drummed on the desk. “Shouldn’t encourage ‘em too much, anyhow. They’ll swamp us.”


The schoolmaster agreed, not only in words but in his heart. Still, he was an easy-going man, and kindly disposed towards Simon. The soundest of generalities can be discounted by an individual experience. Besides, he could not afford to dispense with reflected credit. So a few days later he called the boy to his desk, and asked him if he intended entering the County School.


“Ye-es, sir,” said Simon, flushing. “That is – I don’t think my father can afford the fees just now. But I hope to try for the scholarship next year.”


“Next year!” said the schoolmaster sharply. “Why not this year?”


Simon was staggered.


“There’s not much time left, sir!” he ventured— “And there are the others—”


“They don’t stand much chance!” said the schoolmaster, raising his hands in despair. “A poor lot this term. If the schools all over the county don’t make a better showing, the Intermediate won’t get even its percentage. Why, you’re sure to get in – that is,” he added sternly, “ if you work hard.”


“Yes, sir,” said Simon humbly.


“You’ve only got a few months, it’s true, but I’d like you to try. Let me see” – he stroked his chin in reflection. A lazy man himself, he loved prodding others into energy. “There’s Miss Hopkins’ brother – he could help you. I’ll talk to her about it, and she’ll let you know tomorrow.” Simon went home in excitement so obvious that his parents asked the cause. His father was totally unsympathetic. He had been unwell that day, and was inclined to be irritable.


“And what’s the good of it – ?” he muttered. “Another year away from the business—”


“But, father, I don’t want to be in the business.”


“No? and what then?”


Simon hung his head.


“Oh – other things – perhaps I can teach – or – or go in for the Civil Service—”


His voice was scarcely audible as he gave utterance, for the first time, to his great secret ambition: his mother did not fully hear or understand, but she interposed,


“Well, and why not? – let him go on learning for another year!”


“Learning?” said his father, in tones of profound contempt. “Ha! English learning! and what good is that? The English are all ignorant – they have no learning, and no scholars!”


Rage burned in Simon’s soul, and mounted fierily into his cheeks: but he dared not speak, and provoke his father into prohibition of his plans. Gedaliah Black was often irritable, but seldom roused to anger. When that happened, his decrees were to be feared.


The next day Miss Credwen Hopkins detained Simon after school hours and gave him heartening news. Her brother, who was on the Intermediate teaching staff, had agreed to give the boy free coaching lessons on Saturdays for the next two months.


The Hopkins lived in another village Dawport-wards, and it would mean a walk of several miles to their home. But that was the least disturbing feature of the arrangement to Simon. When he raced home and told his mother of his good fortune, he took care to be out of his father’s hearing for quite another reason. His father gave him a Hebrew lesson on Saturdays: it was true it lasted less than an hour, but Simon was expected to do no other work on the Sabbath, nor to leave the range of home for any purpose: Devora Black diplomatically told her husband that it would be well to let the boy go, and receive instruction that would facilitate his entry into the great County School, not only because of any educational advantages that might accrue, but because opportunity would thus be provided for more important tuition. As a County Scholar, his daily journeys within tram distance of Dawport would enable him to attend at the Jewish minister’s house, and be duly prepared for his Barmitzvah, his religious majority, which fell due early in the following year. This would relieve the father of a duty which ill-health and business preoccupations might hinder him from adequately fulfilling. They need not even incur expense in the matter. Her old uncle had always wished to take responsibility for Simon’s Barmitzvah. If necessary Simon could remain there for part, if not the whole, of each week. Devora was reluctant to visualise any separation from her son; yet it was she who could suggest the sacrifice.


The father eventually gave a grudging consent, conditional upon no Sabbath-breaking practices, such as writing or tearing of paper, being involved in the English lessons. Simon had no qualms in giving assurance on the point. He was unaware of what might be required of him by Mr. Hopkins, and entirely unconcerned.


Once having set his feet in the direction of the “Great Exam”, he took care to make no further confidences on the manner of his expedition. Simon did not feel guilty of wrongdoing or concealment: he was absolutely sure he was right. The difficulty was that he could not rely on his parents’ ability to understand.


It was all due, he felt bitterly, to their not having been born in England. If only they had settled in an English town, it might have been easier for them to adopt the English tongue and approve English ways. And at this thought, a new idea flashed into his head. Supposing it were not yet too late? When he had completed his education and obtained a professional post, he would transplant them all to London. There his mother would learn to speak English well – almost as well, perhaps, as the Lady of Hafod. And his sisters – perhaps they might grow to look and behave like that wonderful little English girl! – He was sitting at home with his books when this exciting thought came to him. The darklings were playing quietly in the corner of the room, their smooth black heads together. Simon gazed at them, and sighed. It was a sigh caused less by hopelessness on their account, than by the improbability of his lighting again upon that exquisite vision.




III


ON HIS way back from the Hopkins’, Simon’s brisk walk slackened invariably at the first habitation that marked the approach of Blaemawe. He, no more than any other boy within miles of the spot, could pass the white privet-enclosed villa among its menagerie shapes, without sidling along the hedge to the orchard behind. One could see the fruit-laden trees rising thick towards the river: and often one was not content with seeing merely. It was not always easy to elude the vigilance of old Mrs. Bowen and her daughter, not to mention the dog who helped, with a fortunately deaf man-of-all-work, to protect their treasures. But of late there had been a relaxation of guard, and an air of desertion hung over the whole place. The old woman was dead, the daughter absent, (gossip had long said she was “courtin” a busy draper in Dawport) and the dog usually accompanied the man, who attended to the cows in neighbouring fields. Peeping over the hedge one day, Simon was not surprised to see a skulking form or two among the Blenheims: but before deciding to join them, he glanced more closely at the windows of the villa, and observed an unusual freshness of paint, blind, and curtain. The paved yard, too, looked newly “tidied”, the bushes clipped, the paths more trim than they had appeared for some time. As he noted the signs of care, the kitchen door opened, and a woman stood on the step, shaking a duster. She clattered away, leaving the door open. Simon hissed a warning to the marauders who replied by aiming an apple at his head. He ducked in time, and carried it off, split ready for use, in triumph. As he came into the village, he heard the clang of a familiar bell, succeeded by a loud proclamation in equally familiar Welsh.


“Cymrwch sylw, bawb ohonoch chwi!”


The crier, a short stout figure in official cap and coat, had attracted his usual audience on doorstep and roadway. A flock of youngsters circled round him, open-mouthed at the powerful tones: shopkeepers and their customers came out together to listen: houses, big and small, emptied their occupants on to the flags without.


Simon took no interest in the details of an auction of property, announced to be held in the district the following week. He paused, however, to hear the only English phrase that came at the end.


“God saave the Queen!” bellowed the crier. Immediately a shrill cry rose from a woman standing at her door, her skirt folded up over a red petticoat.


“Oe’s rwpeth arall, Dai?”


The old man cocked his eye drolly, and gave a brisk nod. With an unintentional shake of his bell, which emitted a faint clang as of protest, he called out conversationally,


“Oe’s, Marged – mae Lloyd Patagonia doe’d mewn ddydd Sadwrn—”


“Clywch!” exclaimed the woman. She turned eagerly to her neighbour, who was nursing a baby on the next step. The crier grinned as the two heads bobbed in gossip. He grasped his bell firmly in a gnarled brown hand, and walked away with heavy lumbering gait. As Simon came along the old man drew up to him and said,


“Hey, bachgen, that was a proper bit of news! Nobody did know before me! I s’pose you do remember Lloyd Patagonia?”


“No,” said Simon uneasily. He did not like walking beside the rough old man, who, for all his official garb, and spruced appearance, was present to his consciousness as a drunken, evil-smelling reprobate. That was, perhaps, rather a strong picture of the Council’s odd-job man, who was overfond of his glass and quarrelsome at home, but genial enough in the course of even the most unpleasant of his occupations. Simon had seen him, horridly, unforgettably engaged, knee-deep in the filth of cesspools… The primitive lack of sanitation in the valley had no terrors for old Dai, who conducted his disgusting cleansing operations in the public view, to the accompaniment of songs, curses, ribaldry and hymns. Simon had been sick the whole day, after seeing the old man drink his beer with relish in a ditch of excreta, his hands fouled on the mug as he tilted it to his lips. The recollection was still powerful and nauseating.


“ D’iawl, bachgen – don’ remember Lloyd Patagonia, what used to travel round the valley? But there! You wasn’t born. Your father will be sure to remember him, Lloyd was cracked on the Jews. ’U tell your father, bachgen – old Dai have got the news – Lloyd Patagonia will be moving in to Ty Gwyn next Saturday.”


To Simon’s relief, old Dai stumped across the road into the “Red Cow”. The private event so gratuitously “cried” seemed unimportant to the boy. But he grew astonished at the response made by his parents to a claim of intimacy with Goyim. The new tenants of the orchard villa received their warmest welcome from the Blacks. And the bond that existed between the men of the families, if not between the women, was strengthened by a link forged on the playgrounds of Blaemawe.


The feature of his village school life that Simon most disliked was the religious hour. It was not the instruction that he objected to: nor, it must be admitted, the liberty to kick his heels alone in the playground: what discomposed him was the notoriety of withdrawal.


An interview between his father and the schoolmaster on his first introduction into school had ensured the observance of this rite. But he would never have moved to leave on the signal for prayers, if his teacher had not been a conscientious nonconformist, whose principles approved the freedom of another faith. It was hateful to creep out, with scores of gimlet eyes boring through his back, scores of mocking voices inaudibly rending his retreat. “There’s Simon the Jew, going out because he don’ believe in Jesus Christ,”—“Ay, his father killed Christ, so he can’t abear to yer His name”—


Much, much rather would he have stayed behind, to avoid the awful conspicuousness, and to join in chanting the lovely psalms. For once he had remained, his own teacher being absent through illness: the substitute either not knowing of or ignoring the unwritten rule. He had remained, listening with beating heart to the flowing, limpid words—


The Lord is my shepherd


I shall not want,


He maketh me to lie down in green pastures—


Not for a moment did he realise that it was a Hebrew poem: that it was woven of the stuff of his own ancestry; that it belonged to him more deeply than to his Christian school-fellows. It seemed to him all theirs, a strange treasure to be stolen greedily and in fear of detection – a fear soon to be justified, for while his voice blended in unison with the rest, and his posture remained in accord, nothing unusual was apparent. But when, in the singing of “Jesu, lover of my soul”, he alone was stricken suddenly dumb, and when all the rest knelt, he alone stood upright, the teacher became aware of a discordant element, emphasised by the peculiar grins and glances of the other children.


Learning, in some confusion, that religious differences demanded segregation, she rectified her error with exaggerated zeal. The next day Simon was peremptorily ordered out. He slunk off to a buzz of comment, louder than thunder peals in his scarlet ears. For some moments he stalked morosely about the empty grounds, then a gurgling laugh attracted his attention. He looked round, but saw nobody. A red glass “marble” suddenly struck his head. He looked up, and saw a bright-pinafored figure on the wall above. Her hands were full of the little coloured stones.


“Catch ‘em, Simon,” she called, in a soft, plaintive voice, and began to drop the playthings down one by one.


He caught, and then began spinning them up. She cupped her hands to receive them just as deftly. But suddenly she flung the whole lot down, gripped the wall with her arms, and dangled a leg.


“Now come close and catch me,” she said: “I’m going to drop”—


“Don’t, Jani” – he warned— “It’s too steep.”


“Are you ready?” she said. “I’m coming.” And she dropped, plump into his outstretched arms. He staggered, though she was only a little thing, and in a moment she had wriggled to the ground. There she sat and laughed joyously at his rueful face.


“But how are you going to get back?” he grumbled. “You can’t possibly climb up—”


“Well, I can walk round, can’t I? “she retorted. “The gates are open.” She jumped up, and began to pick up the marbles. “But let’s have a game first – we might as well, since they’ve chucked us both out—”


“But why on earth should you be out?” he asked, puzzled.


“Don’t know,” she said carelessly. “Anyhow, it’s fun, isn’t it?”


“No, it isn’t,” he said. She squatted down again with the recovered marbles, and began to arrange them carefully, motioning Simon to a place. He sank down, accepted the offered “alley”, and made a poor shot. His mind was preoccupied.


“Look here,” he said. “If they sent you out, there must be a reason. Or did you just sneak out?”


“ No indeed” she said indignantly, “Whatever do you mean, Simon Black? I tell you they did send me out – it was your Miss Griffiths came in to our classroom, and spoke to my teacher about it – and then they told me to go out at prayers. I didn’t like it, neither, at first – it’s rotten to go out by yourself. But I got up on the wall – it’s not so high on our side – and I had the marbles – and then I saw you, and I thought we could have a game. But if you’re going to be nasty, you can stick by yourself – so there!” She sprang up, tossing her red curls and began to march rapidly to the exit. Simon caught her hand with the marbles in it, and they scattered once more.


“No, I say – Jani—wait a minute, I’ll pick the marbles up. I didn’t mean anything – only you know there must be a reason – or else it’s a mistake—”


“It isn’ t,” said Jani. She stood still, and stamped her foot. “Miss Griffiths told my teacher I ought to go out, because my father doesn’t go to chapel, and he’s a Seventh Day Adventist—”


“What’s that?” asked Simon. “Does it mean he isn’t a Christian?”


“Don’ t be fullish – of course he is.”


“Well, it looks as if Miss Griffiths thinks he isn’t,” Simon pointed out gravely. “But, of course,” he added, seeing that the little spitfire had turned tearful— “Miss Griffiths doesn’t know much.”


“No, she’s awful iggerant,” said Jani, and flopping down on the ground, she began to sob. “ She – she made me look a f-fool in front of the c-class – and they always t-teasing me before—”


Simon’s perplexity deepened. He was used to feeling something of an outcast himself: but it confounded him that a Welsh girl among her fellows should complain of being baited by them. The ambiguous injustice created a new interest in Jani Lloyd, with her curious quality of provocative appeal. Small as she was, almost fairylike in dimensions, there was something at once vital and melting about her. Perhaps her unusual colouring contributed to the effect of piquancy. Her red hair had reflected lights in deep amber eyes, her fair skin was burnt dark by Patagonia suns. She had a way of speaking in prim precise English, as if learned laboriously from books, and then lapsing into Welsh idiom, mixed with something else that was present in intonation more than in words – a suggestion of Spanish in the gliding o’s and l’s. Quite apart from accent, her voice, purely Welsh, had a rich haunting timbre that searched the heart.


“Don’t worry, Jani,” said Simon, soothingly. “There’s nothing in it. I can’t see why they should tease you.”


Jani shook her vivid locks out of humid eyes.


“They call after me, Red Indian” – she mourned— “and they do laugh when I speak Welsh, and mock me—”


“But don’t you speak it as well as they?”


“Better!” Jani’s tone had gathered scorn. “But it is not ezactly the same. They do mock my father, too.”


“Oh, well,” said Simon, hunting for a consolatory phrase. “You shouldn’t take any notice of them.” He thrust his hands in his pockets and added, flushing, “They mock me, you know—”


“Yes, yes, I know. They call after you – ‘Jew’,” Jani said it softly and sweetly, making the dreaded term innocuous. “But my father says the Jews are the best people in the world!”


The tribute did not, in its turn, console Simon: yet he could not but feel more kindly disposed towards the comforter who proffered it. They parted on the most amicable terms. Miss Griffiths was made to realise her mistake with regard to Jani, so the two did not meet again in exile on the playground. But there were more agreeable opportunites of improving the friendship. Jani had occasionally accompanied her father on his calls on Mr. Black; she now began to drop in on her own account. Games with the little girls became more joyous and exciting when Simon left his books to join in. Mrs. Lloyd had to come round often to fetch her daughter home.


“Well, there, now,” she would mutter peevishly. “Whenever I do want Jani she’s sure to be at the Jew’s house.”


“She could be at worse places,” observed Mr. Lloyd.


“ Oh, ay, indeed, that’s what you would say – But I say –” she paused. Meeting her husband’s steady mild eyes, her own wavered. A confusion came into her mind. Always she wished to oppose the rock-like thoughts behind that gentle gaze: always she floundered hopelessly for lack of definite idea. “Oh well, then, why don’t she play with bigger gells?”


Jani, to do her justice, would have played with anybody, of any size. But she could not often find a reciprocal disposition. The “Jew’s house” attracted her as it did her father, if not for the same reasons: all equally puzzling to her mother, whose settled habit it had become to nag or storm at what was incomprehensible to her in husband and child. But Mrs. Lloyd was too indolent to take severe measures. Jani could flout her with impunity. When the mistress of Ty-Gwyn was engaged in field or dairy, Jani’s friends would be swarming the orchard. It was the eager little thing’s way of courting favour in shy quarters, though she had to learn that orchard love rarely exceeded its fruity bounds. Simon alone did not disappoint her. He would even stroll boldly into the house, his pocket full of pears and apples, and sit there munching for an hour. Mrs. Lloyd never shrilled at him as she did at the flying figures of the others; she accepted him wholly, if without enthusiasm. Her wrath retired even from his shadow, as Jani found on the day she escaped from indoor tasks to the joys of the Wimberry Mountain. How could Mrs. Lloyd guess the “little slut’s” excuse to be a reversal of the truth – that it was she who had persuaded Simon into the unlucky jaunt?


Not that Simon needed much persuasion. He left his books readily enough, even before his mother agreed that she would like some berries— “to make sock”, she added to Jani’s mystification. Simon seized a jug from the dresser, heedless of Mrs. Black’s cry from the scullery,— “Wait – wait – not that one! I’ll wash the milk-jug.”


“Bother!” said Simon, impatient to be off. “I’ll take care of this one, mother—”


He knew she prized the piece of rainbow ware, brought home with other trophies from his father’s last “sale”. Simon thought its crude glitter ugly, and despised its conservation as ornament. Of course, his mother’s regard for it was half fear of pollution,—might not the jug have held impure fats – lard, or soap, or trifa gravy?


Jani laughed with impish glee as he bore it away. The two rushed along the village street, turned up a lane and began more slowly to climb the steep mountain side. Jani argued the merits of a short cut from the rear of the Black’s house. “This is the quickest way to the Wimberries,” declared Simon. “Oh, ay, if your mother would be stopping you the back way!” Jani laughed heartily. Simon laughed too, but assured her there was a geographical reason.


“It looks shorter from the back,” he said, “but you’d have to go a longer way round after reaching the Bryncelog Farm. This road goes straight up to the best wimberry patch.”


“There’s a funny word – wimberry—” said Jani, in her inconsequential manner.


“Perhaps it’s really ‘wind-berry’,” suggested Simon.


“But everybody in Blaemawe says wimberry.”


“Oh, in Blaemawe!” said Simon contemptuously. As a matter of fact, he had no knowledge of the etymology of the delicious fruit that grew in profusion on these high, sunny slopes: he did not even know that it was equally prolific in England and Scotland, and variously called “whortleberry”, “bilberry”, or “blaeberry”. It was only his deep suspicion of Anglo-Welsh that could not accept the local form. His own emendation seemed to him more likely to be correct.


“At any rate,” he argued, “it ought to be windberry. It’s the wind sweeping so close over the leaves that makes the berries grow—”


Jani’s merry trill affected a mocking note.


“Oh, my, an’nt we clever!” she cried, and secretly believed the fact. He was clever, and knew simply everything – as much as the schoolmaster himself, she thought. As for that Ieuan Richards, who made fun of a “scholarr” wasting time on exams, she was glad she hadn’t gone berrying with him. He had had the cheek to ask her, just after being caught in the orchard. Why, her mother would have believed she had really let him in, as he had tried to pretend!


This was somewhat unjust to Ieuan, who had been involved with another lad in the apple-stealing escapade. He was not responsible for his companion’s scandalous excuse: but on the other hand, he had not disavowed it, and there had been much bickering between mother and daughter on the subject. Jani thought Ieuan a terrible “mocker”, though he did not jeer at her in the same way as the other boys. But Ieuan was “ugly” and “iggerant” and “cheeky” – obviously, compared with Simon, of no consequence whatever. She made the comparison because she suddenly caught a glimpse of Ieuan’s head above a ridge, visible for a moment as they mounted higher in the bracken. Other heads appeared and disappeared in the spreading folds. But no sign of life greeted them at the top, where they rested for a while on soft warm grass, a velvet carpet mottled with a design of low growing bush. In these luxuriant clumps grew the purplish black berries, round as currants but flat-topped, hazed over with a peachy bloom, clustering on their little stalks under red-green leaves. Jani soon began to pick them rapidly, a proportion of every handful raised to her mouth before her jug received deposit.


Simon stood up to gaze with absorbing eyes at the range of hills around. Often, in the village below, invisible now, he would look up resentfully at the serried crests, hemming him in as between narrow prison walls; but once above, a sense of space and freedom and roaming vision prevailed over confining outlines: wave after wave, they spanned the sky in an almost complete circle. Just there to the right, a dip between the points proclaimed the distant sea. Simon knew it to be there, unseen behind the heights, but wafting certain promise of escape. That narrow ribbon threading the valley, the gleaming stony Dawy, wound ceaselessly towards an open pouring mouth, widening into tidal surge. He, too, was working steadily towards it, sure of its power to bear him onwards to his goal, the great broad highway of life, far beyond these pent, constraining hills.


For the moment, however, their summits were pleasant enough. He stretched his arms and inhaled the sweet, strong breeze; a clean fresh wind untainted by the coal-trucks and slag-heaps piled below; the caressing wind that brought to birth these luscious little fruits, his “wind berries”. He stooped and began to pluck them busily; and like Jani, was soon eating as many as he dropped into his jug. They wandered, and other figures wandered around them, some women with baskets, but mostly boys and girls with jugs and cans. All appeared only for a few moments, then vanished to subside in prone activity on the concealing slopes. The long summer evening began to draw in its beams, and Jani announced it time to retreat.


“But I haven’t filled my jug,” – objected Simon.


“Well, you greedy thing – don’t eat so many.” Jani virtuously sucked her lips. “And it’s only a pint jug! Your mother won’t be able to make much sock – whatever that is—”


“It’s a sort of wine,” said Simon dreamily.


“Wine! – but you don’t bathe your feet in it, do you?”


“Why, you silly!”


“I’m not silly—” Jani’s protest was mild, for she took no exception to Simon’s indulgent raillery, and was too puzzled to explain the association of ideas. “Let’s hurry – it will be dark soon. Everybody’s gone but us. I’ll help you for a minute.”


She attacked a fresh clump with energy, and very soon the berries reached the curved edges of the rainbow jug. Simon held it carefully in both hands as they began the slippery descent. Both were nimble and sure-footed, and reached the lower ridge where the track commenced just as the light faded into shadow. At the same moment a party of boys came suddenly round a bend, from the fork leading past Bryncelog Farm, and almost stumbled into them.


“Hi! Look where you’re going,” cried Simon, guarding his precious jug. A burst of rough laughter answered him. The foremost boy, a big fellow of fifteen, who carried nothing but a thick branch, continued to push against them, with what now seemed deliberate intent.


“Ay, it’s them” – he said, peering into their faces, and waving an arm to his friends. “Now then, Jew – come on quick, ’and over the wimberries—”


“I won’t,” said Simon, putting the jug behind him, and backing slightly up the slope.


“D’jawl, won’t you, indeed?” said the other, pressing up. “Iesu Grist, who d’you think cares for a dirty Jew—”


Jani set her jug down smartly behind a boulder and flew between them.


“Clear off, you bully,” she shrieked. But the fellow poked her aside with his branch.


“Clear off yourself, Red Indian, ’less ’u wants to get hurt. Now, d’u yer, ’u Jew bugger – ’and over—”


The gang closed round grinning and chuckling. Simon stared at them in desperation. They were not Blaemawe boys, but strangers from another village, all evidently at the heel of the big ruffian who was out as much to bait as to thieve, judging by the language that continued to pour from his lips. Simon’s defiance was useless. The bully flung himself at him and seized the jug. Simon’s efforts to retain it and to pummel at the other were equally vain. Jani was screaming wildly, her fiery hair flying in the wind— “You devils, worse than Spaniards—” But it was not her curses in a strange tongue that made the gang suddenly turn tail and rush down the path – though probably the noise she made had attracted the new party now speeding towards them. She recognised Ieuan Richards among the rescuers, but in a flash all had disappeared from sight, and she turned sobbingly to her companion. The jug lay in splinters at his feet, the berries scattered in the gathering dark. Simon sank down and himself began to sob, overcome by shame and anger.


“Oh, don’t – don’t, bachgen,” said Jani, stricken. She flopped beside him, and put her arms comfortingly round his neck “Never you mind Simon – never you mind those nasty blaggards. They didn’t get the wimberries, whatever!”


“The – the jug!” gasped Simon, trying to check his tears. Jani sighed, then sprang to the boulder where her own jug stood intact.


“You shall have all my wimberries—” she said soothingly. “Mam don’t want these – we’ve got too much fruit a’ready, she says. And your mother can have it for her sock.” A confused image of hose floating in wine persisted in her mind. “And you can buy her a jug ezackly the same in Dawport market. I seen a lot there. I go with my mother on Saturdays – and I seen them jus’ like that one – indeed, indeed—”


Hand in hand they groped their way down to the village, Simon concerned to set himself right with his mother, Jani resolving to forgive Ieuan Richards his “cheek” for the timely rally in defence. But when they next met, the unfortunate fellow must needs spoil her mood by provocative words.


“Huh!” said he. “You wouldn’t come up the mountain with me – not good enough, I s’pose!”— “you’d rather go with that smart scholarr, and get kicked down!”


“I wasn’t kicked,” said Jani, indignantly.


“No, lucky for you us fellows come along. And I can tell you, we give them Cwm chaps something to go on with—”


“Don’t brag, Ieuan Richards—” said Jani with asperity.


“Indeed, then, ‘tisn’t me do brag or tell lies – criss-cross if we didn’t chase ‘em right to the farm. ’U should see me catch that big Samson in the jib—”


“Oh, ay, you did wonders!” mocked Jani. “That’s all you can do, is fight, fight—”


She flounced off in vexation. Ieuan Richards never called her a Red Indian or any offensive names, but somehow he always managed to rub her the wrong way – and just when her intentions towards him had been so gracious, too!


leuan put his hands in his pockets and kicked moodily at a stone. What was the use of his defending her, and in fact always sticking up for the Patagonians against the other chaps, when all he got for it was to be sneered at and flouted? It was a hard world: and them gells was full of tricks, as his mother always said.


Jani Lloyd, fresh from the pampas stretch of Patagonia, with its miles of lonely trek from one homestead to another, thought the closely-populated Dawy Vale a more delightful place, and Blaemawe itself a hive of human pleasure. She did not pine for the wild freedom of her childhood, with its half-savage ease and uncurbed energy; its nude riverbathing and riotous horsemanship; its contacts with Indians and Spaniards, gauchos and picturesque barbarians of various types. Instead she rejoiced in the mild and restrictive amenities of her native civilisation. Native, at least, so far as tradition taught her, and the practical example of her parents had upheld. In essentials, family life on the Chubut differed little from family life on the Dawy. But the communal institutions of “Hen Wlad Fy Nhadau” were thickly grown with the tamed fruits of age, novel and delicious to the starveling desert child. The village street alone was full of fascination: so many shops – so many houses – so many people standing at their doors! Avid of sight and sound, Jani pranced about ready to respond to smile or greeting. She would have been very happy if it were not for the family unpopularity. Like her mother, she ascribed what she perceived of mocking hostility to the “oddness” of her father: they had always accepted it as something to be put up with. “But there!” Jani remembered her mother saying from earliest childhood, in a tone of resigned exasperation— “Your father is so odd, of course” – As a colloquialism on Welsh lips the word had a signification beyond that of the English “unusual” or “not even” (as a school-fellow of Jani’s ingenuously explained it); it meant also perverse, unreasonable, and ridiculous. In Mrs. Lloyd’s sense, it covered all the inexplicable notions and foolish practices of her husband. She had not known him in the days when his zeal for Wales first sent him into exile. The young Meurig Lloyd, dreamer and patriot, throwing up a commercial post to sail in a second Mayflower, on a second pilgrimage to plant the flag of freedom on unknown wastes across the seas, would have made no appeal to her. Land taxes, persecution of the Welsh tongue and religion, – why should these things matter enough to drive Welshmen from their native hearths? The question hardly arose twelve years later, when a well-dressed traveller appeared in Blaemawe, needing a wife to take back to a thriving farm abroad. The orphan drudge of Ty-Gwyn seized her chance and ran away with him. Mrs. Taliesin, the sister who was anxious to keep him home, and had sent him to visit her husband’s relatives, hoping to engage the charms – and prospects – of the Widow Bowen’s heiress, was left lamenting her thwarted plans. The widow herself, who would never have let her daughter marry, was furious with “the lazy bitch”, whom the late Ifor Bowen (not too accurately, she suspected), had called niece and insisted on adopting. The daughter, who had already yielded to an amorous but thrifty draper, was loudest in abuse. These enmities abated. It was actually Meurig’s sister who arranged the purchase of Ty-Gwyn, with its desirable orchards and dairy, when the death of Mrs. Bowen left the daughter free to claim her draper, and “sell the old pla-ace”.


Marged Ann Lloyd did not regret her flight, but she had soon tired of the Patagonian settlement, and waged a ceaseless campaign against it. Bad seasons and domestic mishaps over a long period prevented any hope of change, even if Meurig Lloyd’s “odd” interest in building up a new Welsh world had not remained strong. But gradually his resistance wore down. It crumbled with his dream of an independent stronghold of the Cymric race. He had hoped for sons to plant in the virgin soil. But even if Mrs. Lloyd’s epileptic endeavours to produce them had not failed, he would have had to acknowledge defeat. For the generation on whom depended the new edifice of pure Welsh nationalism, was being drawn away to prop up other states. Spanish in the schools – Spanish in the service of Civil and military masters – Italian, and even English again, in the lure of commerce! Once more the fields would be abandoned with the conventicles for dominating foreign spheres.


When Jani came, her father had decided. Better return to fight the laxer tyrannies of home, strengthen the old stock at its root.


Mrs. Lloyd became mistress of Ty-Gwyn with a sense of triumph and satisfaction, greater than any she had experienced since she had cheated it of her toil. Only her husband’s “oddness” continued to provoke her. The minister, the bard, the politician, shook dubious heads over him. The ordinary villagers found in his perverted nationalism, his equally perverted Sabbatarianism, his amorphous humanism (which took in the beast as well as strange man) and above all, in his pedantic North Welsh phraseology, nothing but food for derision.


But it was Jani who smarted most under reflected ridicule. Hers was a hardy temperament. She cared little for sneers or laughter directed at a parent already accepted as a target for contempt. When her eager rush of friendliness towards the teeming juvenility of Blaemawe was met by taunts at her red hair and tanned skin, her queer speech and mannerisms, she was less hurt than angered; her very fury of protest stirred her tormentors to fresh jibes. But she was an affectionate creature. Bursts of temper over, she fretted at the isolation in which she was left. In responding to Simon Black’s sympathy, it was his friendliness rather than any conception of joint outlawry that was clear to her mind. Patagonianism was a misfortune: Judaism could not compare with it as a cause of offence. Simon was kind, handsome, clever, and the others were jealous of him. They slighted him for his superiority, dazzling as well as comforting to her soul.




IV


SIMON passed his great Exam, and became a scholar of the County Intermediate, with all sails set for an Exhibition to the University and a post in the Civil Service: he managed to spend a considerable amount of time in Dawport, the tram journey of half an hour from the school environs to the town seeming a slight thing, though an effectual barrier to his returning too often to Blaemawe: and evenings and weekends at Great Uncle Elman’s meant an occasional visit to the theatre, burrowings in the town library, walks on the sands and trips round the coast, as an off-set to Hebrew studies and synagogal attendance.


Simon’s thirteenth birthday dawned in the midst of these events, all of which appeared to him of greater moment than his Barmitzvah, which was celebrated under the Elman’s wing. The occasion itself certainly made the hero of it feel important, but that was because of the unusual commotion and shower of presents. The younger Elmans, having only daughters of their own, had good-naturedly acceded to the old man’s wish to do the social honours in fitting style, and had invited Dawport Jewry to partake of wine and cake at their house. The Barmitzvah’s parents contributed little to the glory of the party, at least in the eyes of the real hosts, who included the young ladies of the family. Simon was disconcerted to see these superior persons cast glances of disdain at his mother’s finery, which he had welcomed as a sign of incipient ladyhood to be more fully developed when he became the man of the house, materially as well as spiritually! The chocolate silk had been well chosen by Mrs. Black – her first new dress for many years; its warm shade joined with the glow in her heart to soften her sallow cheeks, and the full stiff folds gave her thin frame dignity and poise. But the village dressmaker’s notion of fashion was ridiculed by the Misses Elman. Simon himself had suffered from their taunts in earlier years – “Oh, dear me, fancy coming to town in hobnailed boots!” – “What a funny suit – like the colliers buy in the shops. Why don’t you have a tailor-made – a big boy like you?” He had always been made to feel that his parents’ standards even in the things with which he himself was least concerned, were contemptible and crude. Partly he was swayed by these elegant little town misses, who had an air that dazzled the country eye, and partly he resented their uncertain blandishments.


To-day they graced the festivity in his honour with all the shining little arts of social ease, and he knew it was because they approved his rise in the Gentile rather than the Jewish educational scale.


They could not have been more indifferent than he to the Hebrew ceremonial. The “parsha” – the portion of the Law which he intoned at the Synagogue desk – was almost meaningless to him. He might have been chattering gibberish, with the element of tedium more marked than that of fun, but for the exciting sense that he was the centre of observation – and even that was less exciting than embarrassing. The minister’s address moved him very little, delivered as it was in an accent jarred with alien notes. Admonition in such strains to “be a good Jew – always take a pride in the old faith – follow in the steps of your worthy father and mother” – echoed without reality.


At least the party was a jolly affair, even though most of the people who came were old fogies, who added stupidly jocular remarks to their congratulations— “Vell, now you are a man, you must behave yourself” – and “ Now I s’pose you’ll come to school every Shabbos, and run away mit all the mitzvahs?” – humour which was applauded by all, with the exception of his cousins, who tried to turn up obstinately downcast noses at the vulgar guests. What particularly exasperated these fine exemplars of the social code, was the manner in which most of those who came remained on hour after hour comfortably ensconced in the easy chairs and settees of sitting-room and dining-room, or wandered clumsily about the rather narrow passages, making no effort to conform to the obvious etiquette of a “reception”. The two or three members of the elite (self-considered – for the rest of the small community would acknowledge no superiority of Jew over Jew, based on mere priority of settlement and financial luck) who took leave after a brief interval, were regarded as snobs rather than as patterns.


“What – once in a jubilee we all come together at a simcha – why should we go away so soon? Let us enjoy ourselves at leisure – chat over old times – it matters not if we’re a little crowded – some of us can go into the yard or even into the kitchen – why not?”


Such an attitude was too much for Nettie Elman, who saw all her elegant arrangements of furniture and service, with a rigorous division of reception rooms and kitchen, pell-mell’d into confusion and disarray.


“But there, indeed!” she said in a loud whisper to her sister, forgetting to avoid being “Welshy” in her indignation. “What can you expect of foreigners? No idea how to behave, only anxious to pry into everything. I told Ma not to ask that Besamedrash set. Look at old Mrs. Jacobs – she’s roaming about again – l’m certain she’s going into the pantry to see if the milk’s mixed up with the meat. She’s been asking all the afternoon if Lizzie has learnt to keep the dishes separate. And she’s dying to see if they’re washing up properly!” She made a grimace of vexation, and hurried off to prevent the gratification of the old lady’s curiosity – not without a qualm about the habits of “Lizzie” and the strange “washer-up” engaged for the occasion. Neither she or her mother were overscrupulous on such points, but Mrs. Jacobs certainly was, and there was a precarious reputation to be maintained among the “foreigners” – more on account of her grandfather than for any other reason. Privately she had decided not to pander to him or to them when she was married – and her dowry, for which she depended on the old man, safely secured.
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