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INTRODUCTION

Quetzalcoatl was the title Lawrence wanted to give to his Mexican
novel, but his new publisher, Knopf, objected to the strange name of
the Aztec god. “I did so want to call it ‘Quetzalcoatl,’” Lawrence
writes, “but they all went into a panic—and they want the
translation — The Plumed Serpent — 1 suppose thev’ll have to have
it — but sounds to me rather millinerv” (Lezzers, v, 254). In presenting
the early version of this novel we have returned to Lawrence’s own
title, since this more strongly accords with the rich native texture of
the book.

When Lawrence wrote from Chapala (Mexico) to his German
mother-in-law, he spoke of the work that he was writing as “dse ersze
volle Skizze” — “the first complete sketch” (Letzers, IV, 450-57). The
word “sketch” is appropriate, for this revised early manuscript is truly
analogous to an artist’s careful and detailed drawing made as a design
for a larger oil painting. Such drawings frequently have integrity and
value in their own right; sometimes, through their fluency and grace
of line, they come to be valued even beyond the contemplated final
work. The version of the novel here presented cerrainly has such
integrity and value. Although it is rough in places, it creates its own
effect of completeness. It presents, in terms as different as crayon is
from oil, a closely related, but different work, when compared with
The Plumed Serpent.

This version is not exactly the “first rough draft” that Lawrence
several times described in his letters of May and June of 1923, while he
was writing the novel at Lake Chapala. It is a partially revised and
corrected version of his original draft, with the equivalent of thirty
pages totally revised by crossing out long passages and interlining the
revision in his typically neat hand. Beyond this extensive re-writing
Lawrence made hundreds of smaller, bur significant revisions, rang-
ing from a single word or phrase to passages of six or seven lines, and
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even to onc long addition of fifteen lines at the end of chapter xvIII:
the symbolic passage on the snake.

It is true that Lawrence in his letters repeats, over and over, that
the work is not finished. Writing from the ranch above Taos (New
Mexico), a year after he had left Chapala, he says this early version
represcnts a novel that is only “half finished” or “two-thirds done”
(Letters, v, 75, 128). But Lawrence does not mean that he is planning
to add this much as a continuation of the early version; he is planning
to cxpand the whole body of his complete sketch, recasting its
emphasis — enlarging it in oils, we might say — thus producing a work
almost twice its original size.

Some sixteen months elapsed between the writing at Lake Chapa-
la and the re-writing in Oaxaca, where, after finishing the novel in
February 1925, Lawrence suffered a grave illness and hemorrhage
from the lungs that brought him close to death. Much had
happened —and not only to his health —in the sixteen intervening
months, to change Lawrence’s attitude toward the world, and toward
his wife, Frieda.

They were happy at Chapala, as photographs (see frontispiece)
and letters show. “Chapala paradise. Take evening train,” Lawrence
had telegraphed Frieda on first arriving there (Letters, IV, 435). But
Frieda longed for her children in England and for her mother in
Germany. She kept on urging Lawrence to go back with her for a visit.
Lawrence demurred, hesitated, agreed, hesitated again and again,
went up by train with her to New York, with the uncertain intent of
taking passage to England with her. But at the last moment he refused
to go, and Frieda went off alone. Leaving the manuscript of Quezzal-
coatl with his prospective publisher, Thomas Seltzer, to be typed,
Lawrence made his way to Los Angeles, where he joined his friend,
the Danish artist Kai Gotzsche. Then the two of them went back to
Guadalajara and Chapala, over difficult mountain ways, from the
West, partly by muleback. But when Lawrence saw Chapala again, all
was changed, utterly changed. The landscape and the natives were the
same, but one essential element was missing: Frieda. “I went to
Chapala for the day yesterday — the lake so beautiful,” Lawrence
writes. “And yet the lake I knew was gone — something gone, and it
was alien to me.” “I was at Chapala yesterday — It felt strange to me,
not the same place” (Letters, IV, 519-20). But more than Frieda’s
absence appears to be involved here. During the two months away
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from Chapala, Lawrence seems to have developed a different concep-
tion of the scene: it was in his imagination no longer “the same place”
in which he had written the early version.

He had been planning to finish his novel on this visit. Only a few
days earlier he had written to Seltzer: “I must finish ‘Quetzalcoatl.’ By
the way, I want you to read that MS. and tell me just what you think.
Because I must go all over it again, and am open to suggestions. This
winter I must finish it” (Letters, Iv, 517). But he found himself so
unhappy, so unable to concentratc upon the book, that he spent most
of his free time revising the novel T he Boy in the Bush by his Australian
friend, Molly Skinner. So, in November 1923, he booked passage
from Vera Cruz to England, where he caught a debilitating “cold”
that lasted for weeks. Nevertheless, he and Frieda visited Paris for two
weeks and Germany for another two weeks. Finally, in March 1924,
they returned to New York and went from there to Taos and the
ranch, where they remained for six months before going down to
Mexico “in the autumn, to finish ‘Quetzalcoatl.’” (Letter, v, 45).

During this long stay at Taos and the ranch, Lawrence found
himselfunable to deal with Quetzalcoatl; he seemed to be willing todo
almost anything else. He worked hard physically, repairing the build-
ings on the ranch; he visited ceremonies at Indian reservations; he
wrote all of the short and powerful novel S¢. Mawr; he wrote essays
and short stories — some of his longest and best. But these were not
really evasions: they were ways of preparing his mind to dea] with the
vast expansion of the Mexican novel in ways that were deeply affected
by his “disheartening” winter in Europe.

Lawrence’s return to England and the Continent had left him
with an increased sense of the decline of the West: his letters express,
again and again, his somber conviction that Western civilization, as he
had known it, was doomed. Europe, he wrote, “seems to me weary
and wearying” (Letters, IV, 597). He had felt some kind of stirring in
depressed Germany, exactly what he did not know, but he saw in that
stirring some embers of a new energy, to which he gave an optimistic
tumn (true prophets cannot live without hope). Back now in Mexico,
at Oaxaca, in the fall of 1924, he was able to work steadily on his novel.
But now he felt much more strongly what he had felt before coming to
America: his conviction that only a new religious revival could bring
lifeagain to the Western world — a life that mightarise from the native
soil of America and burst through the imported crust of European
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modes of life and thought, to create a new era ofhuman existence. And
50, as he made his final revision, he added the long sermons of Ramén,
leader of the new religious rnovement, prophet and “manifestation” of
the Aztec fertility god, Quetzalcoat] — sermons composed in the style
of the biblical prophets. He increased the number and length of the
songs and hymns of Quetzalcoatl. He expanded the rituals and sym-
bols of this religious movement. He added long conversations and
disquisitions on philosophical, theological, political, and even
biological themes. Through these additions, and through many para-
graphs and pages of his own ruminations, Lawrence attempted to
create a complete mythology for his new religion, combining the
sensual and the spiritual, the sexual and the divine, the religious and
the political, in a mass-movement led by an inspired, indomitable
religious leader, accompanied by a powerful military figure — the
“manifestation” of the Aztec war-god, Huirzilopochtli.

This is a movement that salutes its leader by raising the right arm
straight up toward the sky, palm level with the ground: not quite
either the Fascist or the Communist gesture, but close enough to be
menacing to readers of our time. Yet Lawrence was writing in 1923—
25; he knew nothing of Hitler. He knew, however, what was happen-
ing in Russia, and he knew at first hand what was happening in Italy,
for he had been living there in the early 1920s, and he did not like what
he saw. In his novel St. Mawr, written in the summer of 1924 (between
the early and the final versions of his Mexican novel), Lawrence stops
the action for three pages (78 -80) in which his heroine, Lou Witt, has
“a vision of evil . . . rolling in great waves over the earth”:

The evil! The mysterious potency of evil. . . . There it was in social-
ism and bolshevism: the same evil. But bolshevism made a mess of the
outside of life, so turn it down. Try fascism. Fascism would keep the
surface of life intact, and carry on the undermining business all the
better. . ..

Andassoon as fascism makes a break — which it is bound to, because
all evil works up to a break — then turn it down. With gusto, turn it
down.

“What’s to be done?” asks the authorial voice, and answers: “Generally
speaking, nothing. The dead will have to bury their dead, while the
earth stinks of corpses. The individual can but depart from the mass,
and try to cleanse himself.” This thought foreshadows Lou Witt’s
retreat to the ranch above Taos (Lawrence’s own ranch), to preserve
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her individual soul. Such an assertion of individual intcgrity closely
links Lou Witt with the heroine of Quetzalcoat!.

Why, then, did he create this mass-movement under Don
Ramoén? Lawrence had apparently sensed in Europe a despair that
would lead to the acceptance or the welcoming of a hypnoticLeader as
a last resort. His prophetic sense was to this extent true; he saw as well
the potential danger in the cult of the Leader accompanied by a
General, for he makes both figures express fierce anger, bitter hatred,
and an urge toward violent destruction — tendencies that are held
under control by the religious faith of Don Ramén, as we can see from
their conversations in both versions of the novel.

But Quetzalcoat! provides a much more powerful questioning of
this mass-movement by filtering the account of its rise through the
central consciousness of the heroine, Kate Burns, Irish widow of a
failed Irish patriot, a woman of strong individuality who has lost faith
in political revolutions. She watches with a mixture of fascination,
revulsion, and sympathy as this religious movement takes shape, but
she does not agree to do the three things that she does in T he Plumed
Serpent: she does not agree to marry General Cipriano Viedma; she
does not agree to become the manifestation of the rain-goddess,
Malintzi (or “Malinchi,” as she is called in chapter XIIT of Quetzal-
coatl); and, most important, she does not agree to stay in Mexico. In
the final version, despite her many doubts and disagreements, in the
end she reluctantly submits to “manhood”: she marries the general,
accepts the role of Malintzi, and ends the novel by pleading with the
general: “You won’t let me go.”

* * *

The differences between the two versions of the novel become clear in
two chapters dealing with the hymns of Quetzalcoatl: chapter IX of the
early version and chapter xv of the later. In both versions the preced-
ing chapter has closed with the ugly incident in which Kate attempts
to rescue a helpless bird in the water from the mischievous attacks of
two little “urchins” who are stoning the limp creature. Her failure to
save the bird brings to a climax her feelings of revulsion against the
ugly, sordid aspects of native life, to the extent that in both versions
she declares that she will leave Mexico. In the final version, however,
her declaration is restrained and tentative: “‘But the day will come
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when [ shall go away,’ she said to herself.” In Quetzalcoat! she speaks
violently, twice: “‘I’ve had enough of this,’ she said rising. ‘I'm going
back to Europe.” And again, in the last words of the chapter: “‘I
loathe Mexico. I loathe it. I'm going back to England.””

In the early version the next chapter begins abruptly with a
passage that shows why she becomes more sympathetic to the move-
ment of Ramoén and indeed comes seriously to consider staying in
Mexico as the novel develops. The passage is a complete rendition of
the first hymn of Quetzalcoatl, telling of the god’s temporary de-
parture from Mexico and his replacement by Jesus and Mary. In the
early version this is the first hymn that has appeared in the novel thus
far, although Kate, in an earlier scene at the Plaza (chapter V), has
watched a mysterious group of men listening to an Indian “singing
alone in a low voice to the sound of a mellow guitar.” She does not
hear the words and she has no idea what the gathering is all about,
until her cousin Owen manages to discover that it has something to do
with the new religion of Quetzalcoatl. As the hymn now bursts upon
us, without singer or prelude, we assume that this must be something
related to the singer in the Plaza, and soon we sense that this is so, for
we learn that at the housekeeper’s end of the house “two men were
singing to one guitar.” This “was the second or third night that there
had been singing, and the same music, the same words.” Kate moves
toward the singers but does not hear the actual words. The singers are
Rafael and Francisco — Rafael being one of the housekeeper Felipa’s
sons, and Francisco a cousin who has recently come to the house with
his fourteen-and-a-half-year-old bride — an actual event during Lawr-
ence’s stay in Chapala. Lawrence needs Francisco to play the guitar
and lead the singing since none of the other members of Felipa’s
household have such ability.

We can see Lawrence’s exploratory way of writing here. He has
already had Kate sit down to hear the singing, but now he writes a
second setting, without removing the first. “It was Francisco who
played the guitar and sang. Kate tried to persuade him to sit on her
verandah and sing. But he was too shy. One night, however, when the
electric light had given out,” Kate hears the singing again, as “the
voices of the two men rose in a queer rapid chant, Rafael, in his throaty
voice, singing seconds as spasmodic as the wind in the mango trees” —
“seconds” being the technical term for an accompanying (usually
lower) tone. Now she is listening “alone in her open sala . . . But she
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didn’t want to go nearer. In the morning, however, she told Felipa
that she liked the singing, and asked what the songs were about: if they
were love songs.” Felipa says “No-o, No-0,” but is relucrant to say
what they are. However, she finally says that they are “the Mexican
hymns . . . About the two gods.” “The second evening of the singing
Kate was still too shy to join the group at the far end of the house. She
felt they didn’t want her. But the third evening she went,” and bluntly
asked, “Tell me what the words are.” Again, we find the reluctance to
reveal the mysterious subject of Querzalcoatl. Burt finally “the
trumpet-like voice of Rafael” begins to recite the hymn we have just
read, with prompting from the others when he breaks down. Assum-
ing that readers know the hymn, Lawrence gives only fragments.
“‘And is that all>’ asked Kate. ‘Yes Sefiora. Of this hymn, this is all.”
There are more hymns, then, to be heard.

But instead of more singing Lawrence gives now a long and
appealing conversation about Jesus and Mary as “gringo” and “gring-
uita,” couched in a child-like language. The conversation includes a
passage that indicates, as earlier hints have done, that Kate may be
destined to become some sort of divinity in Mexico, for a rumor says
“Querzalcoatl has a wife, and they say she is a gringuita from over
there.” ““She will be like the Nifia,” said Felipa confidently.” Kate,
embarrassed, turns the attention back to the hymns and asks them to
sing another. “Rafael took his mouth-organ . . . and played a queer,
sobbing kind of music,” while “Francisco struck the same pulsing tune
out of his guitar.” Then the two men sing as a duet the beginnings of a
second hymn of Quetzalcoatl concerning the “heavy souls” of the
Mexicans. A pause prepares for the entry of a spoken voice “grave and
remote,” the voice of the Father, the ultimate power that guides the
destnies of both Quetzalcoatl and Jesus. This trio tells the tale of
angry, disordered Mexico, a land without a god, without a leader.
“We could not get to heaven on the wings of love,” they sing. “We are
angry souls in the world.” The grave voice of the Father promises to
send Querzalcoatl and tells Jesus and Mary to “come home.” A painful
lament by Felipa is interrupted:

But there was a noise at the gate, and everybody started.

“Who is it?” cried Rafael.

“Jests!”
It is of course Felipa’s son, Jesds, who (symbolically) tends the falter-
ing power plant of the village. Lawrence’s droll humor here serves to
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cmphasize the way in which the name of the savior is always present
with these people, and they need a savior. Now they sing for Kate the
short song of “the coming of Querzalcoatl,” as Jesus, son of Felipa,
takes the role of Querzalcoatl. Dead silence follows the abrupt ending
of the song; everyone quietly leaves; and Kate ponders the meaning of
the scene in the long passage that ends the chapter:

Kate went down to her room, wondering. What did thesc people
believe, and what didn’t they? So queer to talk of Jesus and Mary as if they
were the two most important people in the village, living in the biggest
house, the church. Was it religion, or wasn’t it?

For her “the world seemed to have become bigger, as if she saw
through the opening of a tent a vast, unknown night outside.” And
the chapter closes with the words: “Life had taken on another gesture
altogether.” From beginning to end of this chapter, Kate is the
receiver of the songs, the center of the conversation, her mind the
focus of the action.

In the corresponding chapter of The Plumed Serpent, the situation
is urterly different. The chapter heading tells it all: “The Writzen
Hymns of Quetzalcoatl.” The hymns here no longer create the effect
of arising uncertainly and gradually from native life, accompanied by
native instruments. The hymns are now being circulated on printed
sheets throughout the land. Kate has already read one of them in the
earlier scene at the Plaza (chapter VII), where singers render it in the
circle of the men of Quetzalcoatl, after an old Indian sage has delivered
a long, lyrical sermon about the coming of Quetzalcoatl. Now the
little group at Kate’s house is listening to the hymns as they are read by
Julio (formerly Francisco), an educated newcomer who reads first the
hymn that has been so slowly extracted from the group by Kate’s
questioning. After a shortened version of the naive conversation
about Jesus and Mary (which omits the comic interruption by the
entry of “Jess”), Julio reads the “second” hymn, which now covers
two-and-a-half pages. At the end of this the chapter closes with one
abrupt sentence: “There was silence as the young man finished read-
ing.” Kate’s long rumination over the meaning of religion among the
Indians is gone: her responses are no longer at the center of the book.
Ramoén’s presence, through the written hymns which he has com-
posed, now dominates the scene: he speaks directly to us, without a
questioning intermediary.

In Quetzalcoar! the atmosphere of song, arising naturally in an
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oral civilization, has been carefully prepared by the setting at the close
of the long chapter v, mainly devoted to description of the household
in Chapala and native life on the village plaza, where singing to the
guitar and violin is part of daily life:

The tall, handsome men, with sarape over one shoulder, proudly,
lounged and strolled abourt, standing to listen to the singers, of whom
there were usually two or three groups. A couple of young men, with
different-sized guitars, stood facing each other like two fighting cocks,
their guitars almost touching, and they strummed rapidly, intenscly,
singing in restrained voices the eternal ballads, not very musical, endless,
intense, not very audible, and really mournful, to adegree, keeping it up
for hours, till their throats were scraped! In among the food-booths
would be another trio, one with a fiddle, keeping on at a high pitch and
full speed, yet not very loud.

The singer of the Quetzalcoatl legend thus forms part of this tradition
of “the eternal ballads.”

This passage, slightly altered, appears also in The Plumed Serpent
(113-14), as part of chapter VII, wholly devoted to “The Plaza.” But
here the account of village life, covering the first third of the chapter, is
suddenly invaded by “a new sound, the sound of a drum, or tom-
tom,” toward which the peons are drifting:

There was a rippling and a pulse-like thudding of the drum, strange-
ly arresting on the night air, then the long note of a flute playing a sort of
wild, unemotional melody, with the drum for a syncopated rhythm.
Kate, who had listened to the drums and the wild singing of the Red
Indians in Arizona and New Mexico, instantly felt that timeless, primeval
passion of the prehistoric races, with their intense and complicated
religious significance, spreading on the air. (PS, 117)

The ritual, then, is not native to Chapala: Ramén and Cipriano, we
later learn, have imported the drums from the North, as part of
Lawrence’s transformation of the scene into the mythical village and
lake named Sayula in The Plumed Serpent (the actual name of a much
smaller lake in the region). Here, as the drum gives forth its “blood-
rhythm,” Kate notices men “giving little leaflets to the onlookers”; she
receives one and finds on it “a sort of ballad, but without rhyme, in
Spanish,” while “at the top of the leaflet was a rough print of an eagle
within the ring of a serpent that had its tail in its mouth” (PS, 118).
Lawrence then provides the poem, Quetzalcoatl’s song of his coming
back to replace Jesus in Mexico. Next, as “the drum was beating a
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slow, regular thud, acting straight on the blood,” the crowd assembles
in silence to hear the long lyrical sermon of the Indian sage, telling in
biblical language and cadences the full legend of the god’s return.
Various voices then take up the song printed in the leaflet, and finally
the whole company moves into a ritual pattern, “dancing the savage
bird-tread” (PS, 128). Kate cannot resist the invitation of an unknown
man to join in the dance, and she does so, gradually losing her sense of
individuality:

She felt her sex and her womanhood caught up and identified in the
slowly revolving ocean of nascent life, the dark sky of the men lowering
and wheeling above. She was not herself, she was gone, and her own
desires were gone in the ocean of the great desire. As the man whose
fingerstouched hers was gone in the ocean that is male, stooping over the
face of the waters. (PS, 131)

Already, only a quarter of the way into The Plumed Serpent, it is clear
that Kate will not be able to resist the spell of the men of Quetzalcoatl.

Equally important, the scene here shows that the religion of the
rerurned god is fully developed, with its costume, symbols, ritual,
sermons, and poetry. But in Quetzalcoat! Lawrence tells us in chapter
X1, more than half-way through the novel, that the religious move-
ment “is only just in its infancy.” We watch its growth as it arises
gradually from the native soil and enters into Kate’s consciousness.
Ramoén, in the early version, seems almost like an emanation from the
scene, a “dark-skinned” man of the native race (see end of chapter
1) — whereas in The Plumed Serpent he is lighter in hue and to Kate
“he feels European” (PS, 237).

The basic difference between the two versions is evident in the
two different accounts of Kate’s first visit to Ramoén’s hacienda, given
the symbolic name Las Yemas (“the buds™) in the early version, but
changed to Jamiltepec in the final version, presumably for the more
indigenous effect of the name. In Quetzalcoat! (chapter vI) Kate
climbs up to a balcony, and as she rumns “to look out at the water,” she
hears “the sound of a guitar, and a man singing in a full, rich voice, a
curious music.” The single voice is succeeded by “the sound of guitars
and violins,” while “four or five men started singing.” Don Ramén,
playing on his guitar, is leading his men in what he calls “the music
lesson” — they are practicing a song, with laughter and high spirits.
Here again, under the influence of the lake, the music of Quetzalcoatl
is beginning to arise from a domestic scene with native instruments.
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These are “the buds” of the movement.
In The Plumed Serpent no such scene occurs. Kate is ushered into
the presence of Ramén’s wife, Carlota, and offered a place to rest:

As she lay restng, she heard the dulled thud-thud of the tom-tom
drum, but, save the crowing of a cock in the distance, no other sound on
the bright, yet curiously hollow Mexican moming. And the drum,
thudding with its dulled, black insistence, made her uneasy. It sounded
like something coming over the horizon. (PS, 163)

Carlora, it soon appears, hates the sound of the drum and all it
signifies; when Kate asks, “Is Don Ramén drumming?” Carlota cries
out, “No! Oh, no! He is not drumming, himself. He brought down
two Indians from the north to do that” (PS, 164). And she proceeds to
denounce bitterly her husband’s effort to revive the old gods. With the
focus thus shifted to Don Ramén’s enterprise, the next three chapters
(x1—x111) are dominated by the words and actions of Ramén and his
followers.

In chapter XI of the final version, “Lords of the Day and Night,”
Kate isremoved from the action, as we watch Ramén praying alonein
his room, then visiting the workmen on his estate, as they forge in iron
the symbol of Quetzalcoatl: “The bird within the sun”(PS, 171). Kate
and Ramén’s wife briefly come upon the scene, but only to get the key
to the boat which will take them away for a row upon the lake. Ramén
now visits the artist who is carving his head in wood, and here, as
Ramén sits for the sculptor, we are given the fully developed features
of the religion of Quetzalcoatl: the prophetic leader, the ritual ges-
tures, the transfer of power from master to disciple:

The artist gazed with wonder, and with an appreciation touched
with fear. The other man, large and intense, with big dark eyes staring
with intense pride, yet prayerful, beyond the natural horizons, sent a
thrill of dread and of joy through the artist. He bowed his head as he
looked.

Don Ramén tumned to him.

“Now you!” he said.

The artist was afraid. He seemed to quail. But he met Ramén’s eyes.
And instandy, that stillness of concentration came over him, like a trance.
And then suddenly, out of the trance, he shot his arm aloft, and his fat,
pale face took on an expression of peace, a noble, motionless transfigura-
tion, the blue-grey eyes calm, proud, reaching into the beyond, with
prayer. (PS, 173)
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Then Ramén visits the shed where his people are weaving asarape
that presents a more elaborate symbol of the movement: “a snake with
his tail in his mouth, the black triangles on his back being the outside
of the circle: and in the middle, a blue eagle standing erect, with slim
wings touching the belly of the snake with their tips, and slim feet
upon the snake, within the hoop” (PS, 174). So the way is prepared
for Ramoén to beat the drum, call his disciples together, and begin the
service of Quetzalcoatl.

They sat insilence for a time, only the monotonous, hypnotic sound
of the drum pulsing, touching the inner air. Then the drummer began to
sing, in the curious, small, inner voice, that hardly emerges from the
circle, singing in the ancient falsetto of the Indians:

“Who sleeps — shall wake! Who sleeps — shall wake! Who treads
down the path of the snake shall arrive at the place; in the path of the dust
shall arrive at the place and be dressed in the skin of the snake -"

One by one the voices of the men joined in, till they were all singing
in the strange, blind infallible rhythm of the ancient barbaric world. And
all in the small, inward voices, as if they were singing from the oldest,
darkest recess of the soul, not outwards, but inwards, the soul singing
back to herself. (PS, 175)

In the next chapter Kate, too, feels the powerful spell of Ramén,
standing and sitting there “naked to the waist,” in a passage that
further diminishes her individual being:

“Ah!” she said to herself. “Let me close my eyes to him, and open
only my soul. Let me close my prying, seeing eyes, and sit in dark stillness
along with these two men. They have got more than I, they have a
richness that I haven’t got. They have got rid of that itching of the eye,
and the desire that works through the eye. The itching, prurient, know-
ing, imagining eye, [ am cursed with it, I am hampered up in it. It is my
curse of curses, the curse of Eve. The curse of Eve isuponme, myeyesare
like hooks, my knowledge is like a fish-hook through my gills, pulling me
in spasmodicdesire. Oh, who will free me from the grappling of my eyes,
from the impurity of sharp sight! Daughter of Eve, of greedy vision, why
don’t these men save me from the sharpness of my own eyes — " (PS,
184)
This is Lawrence at his least attractive — but none of this is in Quetzal-
coatl.

In The Plumed Serpent Ramén, as the mythic representative of
Querzalcoatl, seems to have power even over the elements of earth and
sky, for the rituals, the drumming, the songs, and the long sermon of
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Ramon that follows in chapter X111 (“The First Rain”) seem to evoke
the thunder, lightning, and tropical downpour that ends this long
central sequence of three chapters.

Evenas hespokethe wind rose, in sudden gusts,and a door could be
heard slamming in the house, with a shivering of glass, and the trees gave
off a tearing sound.

“Come then, Bird of all the great sky!” Ramén called wildly.
“Come! Oh Bird, settle a moment on my wrist,over my head, and give
me power of the sky, and wisdom.” (PS, 198)

Soon, after more of Ramén’s sermon, the rain comes.

All this symbolizes the change that is coming over the land
through the religious power of Ramén, “Lord of the Two Ways,”
downward and upward, uniting earth and sky and men and womenin
one rresistible unity, where the women are always subordinate to the
rediscovered manhood of the followers of-Quetzalcoatl, with their
ominous celebration of the Leader.

In low, deep, inward voices, the guard of Quetzalcoatl began to
speak, in heavy unison:

“Oye! Oye! Oye! Oye

The small, inset door within the heavy doors of the church opened
and Don Ramén stepped through. In his white clothes, wearing the

Quetzalcoatl sarape, he stood at the head of his two rows of guards, until

there was a silence. Then he raised his naked right am.

“Whatis God, we shall never know!” he said, in a strong voice, to all
the people.

The guard of Quetzalcoatl tumed to the people, thrusting up their
right amm.

“What is God, we shall never know!” they repeated.

Then again, in the crowd, the words were re-echoed by the guard of

Huitzilopochtli.

After which there fell a dead silence, in which Kate was aware of a
forest of black eyes glistening with white fire.
“With his words,” Lawrence adds, “Ramén was able to put the power
of his heavy, strong will over the people. The crowd began to fuse
under his influence” (PS, 336-37).

No one who has heard the roar of Nazi rallies or has seen the
staged rituals of Hitlerism can avoid wincing here. But we know, as
have said, that Lawrence hated Fascism: Cipriano himself scorns it in
Quetzalcoat! (chapter XV), calling Fascism a “great bully movement.”
The Plumed Serpent attempts to suggest that such mass-movements
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may be controlled and justified by religious belief. But in the early
version of the novel, the questioning presence of Kate suggests that
the European consciousness ultimately cannot accept such primitive
mass-movements, although near the close, in the climactic chapter
Xviil, she comes very close to accepting a role in the movement, as
Ramén, in the strange initiation ritual, puts upon her all the immense
pressure of his mysterious rhetoric. His long symbolical sermon here
may well strike us as an abrupt and alien intrusion upon the native
scene, for its terms are derived from the sort of occult theosophy that
Lawrence had become familiar with in England. And indeed the
appearance of this episode may be due to the accidental impact of an
outside force: the arrival of the manuscript of Frederick Carter’s
theosophical and astrological treatise, T he Dragon of the A pocalypse, on
June 15, 1923, just as Lawrence was nearing the conclusion of his
“rough draft.” Lawrence at once read the treatise; his long letter to
Carter on June 18 and the Introduction that he later wrote for a
version of the treatise show how deeply he was impressed by it. The
ending of Lawrence’s lerter indeed contains the essence of Ramén’s
sermon: “I should like to see the end of this Return. The end of the
Little Creation of the Logos. A fresh start, in the first great direction,
with the polarity downwards, as it was in the great pre-Greek Aeons,
all Egypt and Chaldea” (Letters, Iv, 461).

Nevertheless, the episode has its important function: it reveals the
religious depths of Ramdn’s mission and represents the ultimate
appeal of primitive symbols to Kate’s sophisticated European con-
sciousness. She very reluctantly and with intense fear drinks from the
cup of wine that is pressed upon her, but she at once shudders away
into the solitude of her room and renounces the implied pledge. “‘I
can’t? said Kate, standing rigid before the window, ‘I can’t! I can’t! I
can’t”” And she does not: she refuses to marry Cipriano and carries
out her resolve to return to England. She does not promise to return
to Mexico, although that possibility is left open.

Thus the entire development of the early version remains true to
the principle of open-ended weaving that Cipriano explains (chapter
X) to Kate in their first serious discussion of her remaining in Mexico.
He explains what he has found wrong in England: that it was “all
made and finished.” Then he presents his central metaphor, drawn

from Indian life in the north; but here the image is a blanket, not a
drum:
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“You know the Navajo women, the Indian women, when they
weave blankets, weave their souls into them. So at the end they leave a
place, some threads coming down to the edge, some loose threads where
their souls can come out. And it seems to me your country has woven its
soul into its fabrics and its goods and its books, and never left a place for
the soul to come out. So all the soul is in the goods, in the books, and in
the roads and ways of life, and the people are finished like finished
sarapes, that have no faults and nothing beyond. Your women have no
threads into the beyond. Their partern is finished and they are complete.”

Kate objects that she is Irish, not English, and Cipriano concedes that
she may be different.

“I did not say that every English woman, or Irish woman, was
finished and finished off. Burt they wish to be. They do not like their
threads into the beyond. They quickly tie the threads and close the
pattern. In your women the partern is usually complete and closed, at
twenty years.”

“And in Mexico there is no partern — it is all a tangle,” said Kate.

“The partern is very beautiful, while there are threads into the
unknown, and the pattern is never finished. The Indian patterns are
never guite complete. There is always a flaw atthe end, where they break
into the beyond — nothing is more beautiful to me than a pattern whichis
lovely and perfect, when it breaks at the end imperfecdy on to the
unknown -"

Kate says, “rather venomously,” “Well, it may be I am old, and my
pattern is finished.” And he replies, “You are not old . . . and your
pattern is not finished. Your true pattern has yet to be woven.” The
early version of this novel is the story of the weaving of Kate’s pattern.
In T he Plumed Serpent this conversation about the blanket is reduced
to one-fifth of its original length, and it is applied to the weaving of
Mexico’s soul, not Kate’s (PS, 234).

Such an open design is quite in accord with the view that Law-
rence describes in his angry letter to Carlo Linati in January 1925, just
as he had nearly finished T he Plumed Serpent. “Well well, in a world so
anxious for outside tidiness, the critics will tidy me up, so I needn’t
bother. Myself, I don’t care a button for neat works of art™:

But really, Signor Linati, do you think that books should be sort of
toys, nicely built up of observations and sensations, all finished and
complete? — I don’t. To me, even Synge, whom I admire very much
indeed, is a bit too rounded off and, as it were, put on the shelf to be
looked at. I can’t bear art that you can walk round and admire. . .. You
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need not complain chat I don’t subject the intensity of my vision — or

whatever it is — to some vast and imposing rhythm - by which you

mean, isolate it on to a stage so that you can look down on it like a god
who has got a ticket to the show. . . . But whoever reads me will be in the
thick of the scrimmage, and if he doesn’t like it — if he wants a safe seatin

the audience — let him read somebody else. (Lerrers, v, 200-201)

Theearly version of his novel fits this description better than The
Plumed Serpent, with Kate’s reluctant acceptance of the religion of
Quetzalcoatl. In the early version Kate is at first a spectator, but she
plunges into the midst of the scrimmage and carries us with her
throughourt, until at the close she emerges with her fate not decided
but open. On the last page of the early version we find her surrounded
by the chattering Felipa and her children, yet “Under these trying
circumstances Kate tried to get on with her packing.” It is a typical
Lawrentian open end. The religion of Quetzalcoatl, in this version of
the novel, is a myth of the future that the world needs to create, as the
soul escapes from the loose threads in the weaving.

The final chapter of the early version sums up the effect of this
weaving within Kate, in a springtime scene with all the landscape
coming to life after the rains, which have here come on their own,
without any association with Ramén. Kate has just retumned from a
visit with Ramén and the new “dark” Mexican wife, Teresa, whom
Ramoén has so surprisingly taken. The tender relationship between the
two has made Kate a bit jealous: the marriage has the effect of
bringing Ramén down to earth. At the same time this episode with
Teresa, coming in the next-to-last chapter, has the effect of liberating
Kate from Ramén’s spell: for in the concluding chapter Ramén is
nowhere present. Kate stands alone looking at the springtime scene;
she feels refreshed, she feels renewed strength and vision:

The lake had come alive with the rains, the air had come to life, the
sky was silver and white and grey, with distant blue. There was some-
thing soothing and, curiously enough, paradisal about it, even the pale,
dove-brown water. She could not remember any longer the dry rigid
pallor of the heat, like memory gone dry and sterile, hellish. A boat was
coming over with its sail hollowing out like a shell, pearly white, and its
sharp black canoe-beak slipping past the water. It looked like the boat of
Dionysos crossing the seas and bringing the sprouting of the vine.

The mythical touch prepares the way for the brilliantly presented
scene that follows as the peons urge a cow and “a huge black-and-
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white bull” into the interior of the boat. The bull is magnificent in his
“unurtterable calm and weighty poise,” as the men urge him toward
the boat in ritual, ballet-like movements: “with the loose pauses and
the casual, soft-balanced rearrangements at every pause.”

There he stood, huge, silvery and dappled like the sky, with snake-
dapples down his haunches, looming massive way above the red hatches
of the roof of the canoe. How would such a great beast pass that low red
roof and drop into that hole? It seemed impossible.

And then in the end he leaps down to join the cow, and the boat moves
off “softly on the water, with her white sail in a whorl like the boat of
Dionysos, going across the lake. There seemed a certain mystery in it.
When she thought of the great dappled bull upon the waters, it
seemed mystical to her.”

The symbolism is clear: the men have captured, with ritual rever-
ence, the very principle of potency. The wretched bull-fight, with its
“stupid” bulls, that formed the novel’s opening chapter has been
redeemed by recognition of a divinity that looms within this noble
creature once worshipped by the ancients. The incident is retained in
the middle of the last chapter of T he Plumed Serpent, along with details
of the earlier springtime scene, but it is placed in November and
surrounded by the presence of Ramén. Thus the mythological power
of the symbolic bull is associated with Ramén, along with the other
activities of nature.

In the springtime scene of Querzalcoatl, Kate sees everywhere the
signs of creative life: “A roan horse, speckled with white, was racing
prancing along the shore, and neighing frantically.” “A mother-ass”
has just given birth to a foal, and Kate watches the foal rise on its “four
loose legs.”

Then it hobbled a few steps forward, to smell at some growing green
maize. [tsmelled and smelled and smelled, as if all the acons of green juice
of memory were striving to awake. Then it rumed round, looked straight
towards Kate with its bushy-velvet face, and put our a pink tongue at her.
She broke into a laugh. It stood wondering, lost in wonder. Then it put
out its tongue at her again. And she laughed again, delighted. It gave an
awkward little new skip, and was so surprised and rickety, having done
so. It ventured forward a few steps, and unexpectedly exploded into
another little skip, itself most surprised of all by the event.

It seems almost the perfect image of Kate’s own rebirth. She is leaving
Mexico, but the “green juice” of the memory of what she has witnes-
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sed will stay with her. Her whole Mexican experience now seems like a
myth of Dionysos, the fiction of a possibility. It is almost as though
she had dreamed the whole experience, in answer to her need. That is
why the memories of her life in England have, in the preceding
chapter, come back so strongly to her. England, however “finished,” is
her reality, just as the enduring memory of her beloved husband
remains with her until the end, helping to draw her home.

E I S

One of the most significant differences between the two versions lies
in Lawrence’s treatment of Kate’s married life. In Quetzalcoat! she has
one husband (the father of her two children), bearing the simple
Scotch-Irish name Desmond Bums. In the final version she has two
husbands, the first of whom she remembers with respect but not with
love, and by this divorced husband she has had her twochildren. Then
she marries an Irish patriot bearing the name James Joachim Leslie, a
symbolic name that suggests James the apostle, as well as Joachim the
father of Mary and the medieval mystic and prophet, Joachim of
Flora, in whom Lawrence was deeply interested. So the second hus-
band bears the aura of an evangelist and a prophet, whereas Desmond
Bumns is a beloved man — no more than man.

One of the most moving scenes in Quetzalcoat! is found in the
third chapter when Kate, in the midst of a dinner-party, breaks
down weeping before all the company at the memory of her dead
husband. She never loses that link with her past: again, in the middle
of chapter X1, she weeps bitterly at the memory of her husband’s
failure and death. The earlier incident ofher weeping is retained in The
Plumed Serpene, but here it occurs only in the presence of Cipriano and
thus serves to indicate the possibility of a closer relation between the
two.

To prepare for Kate’s acceptance of Cipriano, Lawrence has made
adrastic change in his treatment of the general. In the third chapter of
Querzalcoat! we hear the story of how, when he was a small boy, he
saved the life of the mistress of his hacienda by sucking out the poison
of a snake that had bitten her, with the result that she sent him to
England to be educated. “Oh, by the way,” says Owen in reporting the
story, “beware he doesn’t bite you, because the natives have a supersti-
tion that his bite is poisonous.” This image of the snake reaches its
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climax in the latter part of chapter XvIIL. In the initiation-ritual, as
Kate is about to drink the wine, she feels Cipriano’s “black, bright,
strange eyes on her face, in a strange smile that seemed to hypnotise
her, like a serpent gradually insinuating its folds round her.”

And soon her memories of England stress the unlikelihood of her
staying in Mexico and marrying the general. Near the close of this
chapter, she refuses Cipriano’s urgent pressure for her to stay,
although shetells him thatonce shegetstoEnglandshe may be ableto
choose. He offers her an old ring, possibly Aztec, with “a flat serpent
with scales faintly outlined in black, and a flat green stone in its head.”
But Kate accepts it only with the understanding that it does not
constirute a commitment.

As he rides away she sees him as “The rider on the red horse” — an
ominous allusion to the sixth chapter of the Book of Revelation,
where “there went out another horse that was red: and power was
given to him that sat thereon to take peace from the earth, and that
they should kill one another: and there was given unto him a great
sword.” This is quite in accord with Kate’s frequently-expressed fear
of Cipriano, and in accord also with the long passage that ends the
chapter, where Kate watches a snake withdraw into a hole in the wall:

The hole could not have been very large, because when it had all
gone in, Kate could see the last fold still, and the flat lictle head resting on

this fold, like the devil with his chin on his arms looking out of a

loop-hole in hell. There was the little head looking out at her from that

hole in the wall, with the wicked spark of an eye. Making itself invisible.

Warching out of its own invisibility. Coiled wickedly on its own dis-

appointment. [t was disappointed at its failure to rise higher in creation,

and its disappointment was poisonous. Kate went away, unable to forget
it.
Cipriano too is disappointed at his failure to convince Kate; his bite
too may be poisonous.

In The Plumed Serpent this association of the general with the
serpent is greatly reduced, to the extent that this passage where the
snake withdraws into the wall becomes at the close of chapter XXVI the
image of a possible “peace™; “She felt a certain reconciliation between
herselfand it.” This is possible because the story of Cipriano’s sucking
out the poison from the hacienda’s mistress has been removed. Cip-
riano now, as a boy, was the favorite of an English bishop in Mexico,
who sent him to England for his education, in the hope that he might
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become a priest. “So you sec,” Cipriano explains to Kate, “I have
always been half a priest and half a soldier” (PS, 70). With his venom
thus removed, the way is clear for Kate to marry him. By this marriage,
and by heragreement to join the new movement as the representative
of the goddess Malintzi, Kate denies the essence of the individual
character that she has maintained throughout Quetzalcoatl, and
throughout the earlier portion of The Plumed Serpent. Kate thus
controls the action and the meaning of Querzalcoatl, whereas in The
Plumed Serpent Ramon and Cipriano have their way. True, she keepsa
strong measure of inner resistance up to the very end of the final
version, but at the close it is clear that she has decided to stay. “She had
come to make a sort of submission: to say she didn’t want to go away.”
““You don’t want me to go, do you?’ she pleaded” with Cipriano.
Then in the final version’s closing line she continues her pleading in
words that variously imply that she will and wants to stay: ““You
won’t let me go!” she said to him.” That is to say: “Your strength is
overpowering me: I can’t get free.” Or, “You won’t let me go; this
reassures me that I willstay.” Or, “Youwon’teverlet me go, will you?”

* ¥* ¥*

In all these ways, while making his final expansion, Lawrence has
transformed Quetzalcoat! from a psychologically plausible narrative,
focused on and through Kate, into a work that places much greater
stress upon the transcendent element, in accord with the rumination
in the middle of the crucial chapter V1 of The Plumed Serpent, where
Kate is overwhelmed by “the great seething light of the lake™:

So in her soul she cried aloud to the greater mystery, the higher
power that hovered in the interstices of the hotair, rich and potent. It was
as if she could lift her hands and clutch the silent, stormless potency that
roved everywhere, waiting. “Come then!” she said, drawing a long slow
breath, and addressing the silent life-breath which hung unrevealed in
the amnosphere, waiting. (PS, 106)

And she says to herself, “There is something rich and alive in these
people. They want to be able to breathe the Great Breath” — a term
suggestive of current theosophical thought. Lawrence knows exactly
what he is doing here: he stresses the shift in her tone:

She was surprised at herself, suddenly using this language. But her
weariness and her sensc of devastation had been so complete, that the
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Other Breath in the air, and the bluish dark power in the earth had
become, almost suddenly, more real to her than so-called reality. Con-
crete, jarring, exasperating reality had melted away, and a soft world of
potency stood in its place, the velvety dark flux from the earth, the
delicate yet supreme life-breath in the inner air. Behind the fierce sun the
dark eyes of a deeper sun were watching, and between the bluish ribs of
the mountains a powerful heart was secretly beating, the heart of the
earth. (PS, 108-9)
So Chapala becomes Sayula, and most of the other actual names of
places around the lake (which are retained in Querzalcoatl) are likewise
given fictitious names, where the myth of the gods’ retum can move
beyond “concrete, jarring, exasperating reality” into the “velvery dark
flux” of the earth and the “supreme life-breath of the inner air.”
While the amount of material dealing with landscape and native
life remains substantially the same in both versions, because of the
much greater size of The Plumed Serpent, the native marter has pro-
portionately less impact. In Quetzalcoat! the local and the mythologi-
cal are closely wrought together, evenly balanced in emphasis. But in
The Plumed Serpent the additional mythic and transcendent
elements — sermons, ruminations, expanded hymns, expanded
ritual —tend to dominate the landscape and local detail preserved
from the early version; in the new context these exist as a thin,
transient layer of temporal life, lying between two greater modes of
being. The Plumed Serpent, as in the passage just quoted, frequently
creates abrupt shifts from the local to the transcendental: a strategy
appropriate to a prophetical novel designed to shock the reader into
an awareness of the need for a religious awakening and renewal. But
Quetzalcoarl works in another way, with more stress on the concrete
derails indicative of “spirit of place” — a way illustrated by the scene in
chapter X, where Cipriano escorts Kate to her home. They come to a
comer where there are “several reed huts of the natives™:

Kate was quite used to seeing the donkeys looking over the low
dry-stone wall, the black sheep with the curved homs tied to a pole, the
boy naked save for his shirt, darting to the corner of the wall that served
as a W.C. That was the worst of these little clusters of huts, they always
made a smell of human excrement.

But there is something beyond all this: “Kate was used, too, to hearing
the music of guitars and fiddles from this corner not far from her
house. When she asked Felipa what the music meant, Felipa said it was
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a dance.” Now once again music is emerging from the huts, and “by
the light of the moon many figures could be scen, the white clothes of
the men.”

“Look!” said Kate. “They are having a baile — a dance!”

And she stood to watch. But nobody was dancing. Someone was
singing — two men. Kate recognized the hymns.

“They are singing the hymns to Quetzalcoatl,” she said to Viedma.

“What are those?” he replied laconically.

“The boys sing them to me at the house.”

He did not answer.

Like Felipa, the general is reluctant to speak of the hymns.

The song ceased, and he would have moved on. But she stood
persistently. Then the song started again. And this time it was different.
There was a sort of refrain sung by all the men in unison, a deep, brief
response of male voices, the response of the audience to the chant. It
seemed very wild, very barbaric in its solemnity, and so deeply, resonant-
ly musical that Kate felt wild tears in her heart. The strange sound of men
in unanimous deep, wild resolution. As if the hot-blooded soul were
speaking from many men at once.

“That is beautiful,” she said, turning to him.

And he proceeds to mythologize the song: “‘It is the song of the
moon,’ he answered. “The response of the men to the words of the
woman with white breasts, who is the moon-mother.””

In this way, throughout Quetzalcoatl, the mythological elementis
closely related to the native scene, with all its local detail. In The
Plumed Serpent the musical portion of the above scene is omitted: the
final version jumps from “a smell of human excrement” to “Kate and
Cipriano sat on the verandah of the House of the Cuentas” (PS, 233).
Then follows a conversation in which Cipriano attempts to persuade
Kate to accept the role of “a goddess in the Mexican pantheon.” For
such a role the preservation of human individuality ceases to matter;
what is important is to be swept away into the realms of transcendent
being.

One can understand, then, why Katherine Anne Porter in her
carly review said that The Plumed Serpent “seems only incidentally a
novel.” While this judgment is extreme, it points the way toward a
valid distinction between the two versions, or rather, the two novels.

If not a traditional novel, what is it? In its combination of prose
and poetry, its mingling of narrative and description with songs and
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hymns, lyncal sermons and eloquent authorial ruminations, along
with its frequent use of occult symbols — in all this The Plumed Serpent
comes to resemble the mingling of such elements in the prophetic
books of the Bible. Indeed The Plumed Serpent strives to be such a
prophetic book, denouncing the evils of the day and exhorting the
people to retum to true belief in transcendent powers. From the
standpoint of a reader who expects a traditional novel, The Plumed
Serpent may seem to have grave flaws: we may wish that Ramén’s
sermons were shorter, Lawrence’s own ruminations more restrained,
the insistence on Kate’s submission moderated, and the cult of the
Leader subject to deeper questioning. But all these aspects of the book
areparr of its evangelical fervor, its prophetic message. Read as a novel
of prophecy, with all the abrupt shifts of tone and technique that
prophecy manifests, The Plumed Serpent may be judged a success,
within its own mode of existence. For a different sort of novel, we may
tumn now to Quetzalcoatl.

Louis L. Martz
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I T he Beginning of a Bull-Fight

I T WAS the Sunday after Easter, and the last bull-fight of the season
in Mexico City. Four special bulls had been brought over from
Spain for the occasion, since Spanish bulls are more fiery than Mex-
ican. Perhaps it is the altitude, perhaps just the spinit of the western
continent which is to blame for the lack of “pep,” as Owen put it, in
the native animal.

Although Owen disapproved of bull-fights, yet, as he had never
seen one, “We shall have to go,” he said.

“Oh yes, I think we must see it,” chimed in Kate, while some-
where at the back of her mind lingered the speculation as to why
“never having seen one” should entail “having to go.” But Owen was
an American, and each nation has its own logic. And Kate was good at
chiming in.

Yet thereserveat the back of her mind was substantial, and caused
a slight oppression on her heart.

As none of them were very rich, and as the day was somewhat
cloudy, they took tickets for the “sun.” Nobody who is anything takes
a seat in the sun, in the bull-ring. Of course the vast proportion of the
audience always sits there. That is why, if you want to be somebody,
you have to buy a much more expensive ticket and sit way up in the
“shade.”

Kate felt uneasy, as if she were doing something against her own
nature, as she followed Owen, and Villiers followed her to the proper
entrance into the vast iron-and-concrete stadium. From the outside,
mostly iron framework. Along the causeways, vendors of fruits and
cakes and pulque and sweets. Rather lousy.

The man who took the tickets at the entrance suddenly pawed
Owen on the chest and down the front of the body, and Owen bridled
like a shying horse. Then he tumed with a half self-conscious, half
excited smile to Kate.
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“Feeling for knives and firearms!” he said brilliantdy.

“Oh-" said Kate doubtfully, wondering if she was to be pawed
too.

It was rather like going into the Coliseum at Rome, or the
amphitheatre at Verona, modemised. And you emerged the same,
suddenly in a great hollow cup. But this was flimsy concrete and iron
rails, and advertisements round the arena, and there was already a lot
of unpleasant people. It was towards three o’clock in the afternoon.

Having reserved seats, they were led by a lout to their places, and
Kate ficted herself in, on the concrete seat, between the two iron
loops: Owen on one side, Villiers on the other. She looked excitedly
round.

“I’s thrilling!” she said.

“Oh very!” retorted Owen in his sonorous voice, looking round
very pleased and rather vague. Then thoughtfully he folded his rain-
coat and made a cushion of it for her to share with him. It went along
two seats.

They were placed not far above the arenaitself, a big round ring of
fine gravel, with a solid wooden fence around, and behind the fence,
the passage into which opened the various doors for bulls and horses
and fighters. Then rose the great, shut-in, flimsy-seeming concave of
the stadium, filled with patches of people. Opposite sat the thickest
crowd: mostly a city crew, workmen, and a very few of the big hats of
the Indian natives. The crowd was shouting and jeering. Kate, whose
every fibre crinkled with aversion from a mob, sat as uneasily as if the
concrete beneath her were fiery hot. A great game among the opposite
crowd was to snatch a hat from some victim and send it flying way up
or way down the hillside of hateful humanity. Owen laughed, excited
but rather nervous, as he saw the ugly men’s straw hats skimming up
and down over the heads of the audience, while at times the excite-
mentrose high, and the mass rose and roaredas seven hats at once flew
like projectiles way up and way down the tiers.

“Odi profanum vulgus,” said Kate, with a sincerity that came from
the depths of her abdomen.

“What’s that?” said Owen, leaning towards her with shining,
uneasy eyes.

“1 loathe a crowd,” she said. “I loathe workmen, really.”

“Aren’t they funny!” he said.

He was thrilled but uneasy. He wore a big straw hat himself, of
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nadve make, and he knew it was conspicuous. So, after a lot of
fidgeting, he took it off and put iton his knee. But he had, alas, a very
conspicuous bald spot at the crown of his head, and the crowd were
already throwing things. “Bum!” came an orange, aimed at his bald
spot, but hirting him on the shoulder. He glared round rather in-
effecrually.

“I'd keep myhaton if were you,” came the cold voice of Villiers.

“Yes, I think perhaps it’s wiser,” replied Owen, with assumed
nonchalance.

Whereupon a banana-skin rattled on Villiers’ tidy panama. He
shook it off and staredround atthe crowd with acoldlook, and a beak
like a bird that knows it can stab.

“How I detest them!” said Kate.

A diversion was created by the entrance of the military bands,
carrying their shining brass and silver instruments. The largest of the
bands, in fine dark grey and rose-coloured uniforms, seated them-
selves away up in a big bare stone tract, the region of the Authorities.
The President would possibly attend. Another band, a silver band in
pale buff uniforms, sat opposite: while still a third, far off on the
scartered hillside of the stadium. This third was on the left hand.

The bands took their seats, but did not begin to play. Although a
great number of people were already in the stadium, there were still
bare patches of concrete seats, especially in the Authorities’ section,
and along the lower, reserved tiers. The bulk of the people sat thick,
about twelve tiers up from the ground, in the unreserved seats. Kate
sat only three tiers from the bottom, the mass of the people above her.

The crowd had now a new diversion. The music should start at
three.

“Lamaisica! Lamisical” shouted the crowd, with the voice of mob
authoricy. For the revolution had been their revolution, they were The
People, and the bands were their bands, for their amusement. How-
ever, the bands took no notice, the shouting subsided. Then again the
insolent shout of the mob, in brutal command:

“La musica! La miisical”

It was still some time before the big band struck up: very crisp,
very quick, really martial.

“That’s fine!” said Owen. “That’s good. That’s the first time I've
heard them good, with some real backbone.”

Kate listened for some time to the music, though her spine and
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her bowels were uneasy because of the mob. Then at a certain moment
a signal was given and the masses above in the cheap seats poured
down to take the unoccupied reserved seats below them. It was like a
sudden rush of black water, humanity confusedly rushing round.

In a few moments all the lower seats were occupied, men were
calling to one another and scrambling to get together. But there was
no shoving and pushing, no wrangling. Two people did not dart for
the same seat. It was more like water rushing quickly to its place.

Kate now sat among the crowd. Her seat, however, was on one of
the pathways. People passed alongin front of her, back and forth. And
men began to take advantage of the ledge for the feet of those on the
row where Kate sat, to squat there. Owen soon had a fellow sitting
plumb between his knees.

“I hope they won’t sit on my feet,” said Kate anxiously.

“We won’t let them,” said Villiers, with fierce coldness. “Why
don’t you shove him off, Owen? Shove him off.”

Owen laughed and flushed. The Mexicans around looked at the
three.

And the next thing was a fat Mexican inserting himself insolently
on Villiers’ foot-space. But young Villiers was too quick for him. He
quickly brought his feet together under the man’s sinking posterior,
the fellow subsided uncomfortably on to a pair of boots, and at the
same time felt Villiers shoving him quietly on the shoulder.

“No!” said Villiers in good American. “This place is for my feet!
Get off! - You get off” And again he quietly but very decidedly
pushed the Mexican’s shoulder, to remove him.

The Mexican half raised himself and looked round as if he would
murder Villiers. But the young American’s face was calm and cold,
unmoved, his eyes just coolly decided. And Kate, in the next seat, was
looking down with blazing Irish contempt in her grey eyes.

The Mexican diminished in importance. He murttered an explana-
tion in Spanish that he was only sitring there a moment till he could go
to his friend in the lower tier, waving his hand in that direction.
Villiers did not understand a word, but he repeated:

“I don’t care what it is. This place is for my feez, and you don’t sit
there.”

The Mexican, however, turned a fat black city back and again
placed his posterior on Villiers’ foot-rest. And again Villiers sharply
shoved him by the shoulder, saying:
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“Go away! Go away! You're not to si¢ there!”

The Mexican let himself be shoved, oblivious.

“Insolence!” said Kate, for all the world to hear. “Insolence!”

Villiers sat with a fixed, abstract look on his thin face. He was
determined the fellow should not sit there. But how to remove him?
The man solved the difficulty by rising in another moment and
removing himself to another spot. Owen’s parasite, however, still sat
between Owen’s legs, assuredly, as if Owen were a sort of chair-back.

There was an exclamation. Two horsemen in gay uniform and
bearing long staffs rode suddenly into the ring and around the arena,
then took their stand by the place where they had entered. Everybody
waited. Then four toreadors in their tight, silver-coloured embroi-
dered uniforms marched in a little column of four into the ring,
divided, and marched round the ring, saluting the Authorities. The
President had not come after all.

Yes, it was a real bull-fight. But already Kate felt a touch of
disgust. There was absolutely no glamour, no splendour. The tor-
eadors in their tight embroidered uniforms, with their rather fat
posteriors and their twist of pig-tails, looked, Kate thought, vulgar,
rather like eunuchs or butcher’s assistants. Far more vulgar than circus
riders. How in the world could such fellows be heroes? They looked
like eunuchs, with their smooth faces. And common as butcher’s
assistants. She understood so well why the performers in Roman
arenas were mere slaves, regarded as such.

But an Ah! of satisfaction. Into the ring suddenly rushed a
smallish-looking, neat, dun-coloured bull with long, flourishing
homs. He ran out, thinking he was free, then stopped short, seeing he
was not free, but faced with strange objects. He was puzzled.

A toreador came forward and unswitched a red cloak like a fan.
The bull gave a little prance, and charged mildly, of course on the
cloak, which the man held at arm’s length. The creature had noidea of
charging on the toreador: only on the rag. The man swished the cloak
over the animal’s head, the bull trotted on, round the ring,

Seeing the wooden fence, that he was able to look over it, he
leaped nimbly over it and into the gangway where the bull-ring
servants stood. They just as nimbly vaulted away into the arena. The
bull trotted along the gangway till he came to an exit, then back into
the arena again.

There he trotted undecided and irritated around. The toreadors
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waved rags to him and he swerved on. Till he came to where one of the
men stood on horseback. Kate now noticed that the horse was thickly
blindfolded with a black cloth. Yes, so was the horse ridden by the
other picador, thickly blindfolded with black cloth.

The bull trotted suspiciously up to the motionless horse bearing
the rider with the long pole. The picador turned the horse to face the
bull, slowly, and prodded the bull in the shoulder with his lance. The
bull, as if in surprise, suddenly lowered his head and lifted his homns
straight into the horse’s abdomen. Without more ado the horse and
rider rolled over, the rider scrambling from beneath the horse and
running away with his lance.

The horse, a poor specimen, struggled to rise, as if dumbly
wondering why on earth! The bull, with a red sore on his shoulder,
stood looking around as if also wondering why on earth! He saw the
horse already half on its feet just near, smelling already of blood and
abdomen, rearing itself erect. So not knowing what else to do, the bull
once more lowered his head anddrove his long, flourishing horns into
the horse’s belly, working them up and down inside the horse’s
abdomen with a certain vague satisfaction.

Kate, watching, had never been so suddenly taken by surprise in
her life. She had come with romantic notions of a gallant display. And
before she knew where she was, she was watching a bull, with a red
place on his shoulder, working his horns up and down in the belly of a
prostrate and feebly plunging old horse.

She looked aside, almost having lost control of herself. But the
greatest shock was surprise, amazement at the poor wvulgarity of it.
Then she smelt blood and the nauseous smell of bursten bowels.

When she looked up, it was to see the horse feebly and vaguely
trotting out of the arena, led by an attendant, a great ball of its own
entrails hanging and swinging reddish against the animal’s legs as it
automatically trotted.

And again, the shock of surprise almost made her lose her self-
control. She heard the scattered Ahh! of amused satisfaction from the
crowd. She looked into Owen’s face.

He too was somewhat pale, with a wrinkled nose and rounded
eyes behind his spectacles, half scared, somewhat disgusted, but also
excited and pleased, as if to say: Now we’re seeing the real thing.

“But the horse doesn’t move! It doesn’t do anything to save
itself!” cried Kate in her horrified amazement.
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“You see it’s blindfolded,” said he.

“But can’t it smell the bull?” she cried.

“Apparently not. They are old wrecks that they bring to the
bull-ring to finish them off,” he said, with a little complacency.

Shelooked away from him again. It wasn’t mere pity for the horse
that she felt. She rather disliked the stupid thing. But she felt she had
had a sudden blow, an insult to the proper fibre in her, by such a
humiliating spectacle. Such a shameless spectacle! All her woman-
hood and her breeding rose in anger. But the thing was going on, and
she was powerless to stop it. And she was too startled to move. The
thing had come on her too suddenly, too unexpectedly.

She turned to the ring again. The toreadors were playing with the
bull, unfurling their flimsy cloaks at arm’s length, and the animal, with
the red sore on his shoulder, was running from one to the other, rather
foolishly. She thought for the first time that a bull was a dull and
stupid creature, in spite of his excessive maleness and flourishing
homs. He neverdistinguished his tormentors. He never knew whatto
single out among the movements. He always ran blindly and stupidly
for the rag, and the toreadors just skipped aside like girls showing off.
It may have needed skill and courage: but it /ooked silly. Blindly and
foolishly the bull ran and tripped at the fluttering rag each time, just
because it fluttered, and ignored the men who were the cause of allthe
nasty folly. Why couldn’t he look for once straight at the various
objects, and see that it was just the men who were there to torment
him, and quickly run them down. A lion or a tiger would have
crouched and watched, and then sprung: not at a rag, either, but at the
essential enemy.

Itbored her. The nimbleness and feats of the toreadors bored her.
The bull was too stupid.

Bur at least this was not horrible. — The bull really wanted to get
away from the silly show. He leaped the fence again quickly, into the
attendants’ gangway. The artendants vaulted over into the arena. The
bulltrotted a little down the gangway, then sprang over again into the
ring. The attendants vaulted once more into the gangway. The bull
trotted round the ring, ignored the toreadors, and leaped once more
into the gangway. Over vaulted the attendants. Kate was quite
amused.

The bull was in the ring again, running from toreador to tor-
eador. Then one of the picadors bravely put forward his old, blind-
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folded horse. The bull ignored it, and trotted away again, as if all the
time looking for something, excitedly looking for something. He
stood still and excitedly pawed the ground, as if he wanted something,
A toreador advanced and swung a cloak. Up pranced the bull, his tail
in the air, and with a prancing bound charged — upon the rag, of
course. The toreador skipped round with a ladylike skip, then tripped
to another point. Very ladylike.

But the bull, in the course of his trotting and prancing and
pawing, had once more come near the bold picador. The bold picador
shoved forward his ancient steed again, and prodded the bull with his
lance. The bull looked up irritated: what now! He saw the horse and
rider. The horse stood as calm as if it were waiting in the shafts while
itsmasterdelivered milk. It must have been very much surprised when
the bull gave a little bound like a dog, ducked its head, and catching
the horse in the abdomen atonce rolled it over, as one might push over
asewing-machine. Then the bull looked with some irritable wonder at
the curious medley of a collapsed horse with rider scrambling out, a
few yards from him. He was going to investigate when the toreadors
drew him off, and he went caracoling at more red rags.

Meanwhile an artendant had got the horse on its feet again, and
was leading it slowly and feebly into the gangway and round to the
exit under the Authorities. The horse crawled slowly. The bull, run-
ning from rag to rag, and never catching anything, was getting
excited, and a little impatient of the rag game. He jumped once more
into the corridor and started running, alas, in the direction after the
wounded horse, which was still limping its way towards the exit.

Kate knew what was coming. Before she could look away, the bull
had charged on the limping horse from behind, the attendants had
fled, the horse was heaved up absurdly from the rear, with one of the
bull’s horns between his legs and deep in his body, then he went
collapsing down in front, with his rear still heaved up and the bull’s
homn working vigorously, pushing up and down deep inside him,
while he lay on his neck, alltwisted. And a heap of bowels coming out.
And the nauseous stench!

This happened not far from where Kate sat, on her side of the
ring. She rose to her feet. Most of the other people were on their feet,
craning, looking down at the sight just below, with excitement. Kate
knew if she saw any more she would go into hysterics. She was getting
beside herself.
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She looked swiftly at Owen.

“I'm going!” she said.

“Going!” he cried, in his full sonorous fashion, and with a look
between dismay and excitement, pleasure and cowardice, on his
flushed round face.

“Don’t come!” she cried, and she tumed and hurried along the
pathway towards the mouth of the exit-tunnel.

Owen came cunning after her, fluttered and drawn in all direc-
tions. He caught her just as she entered the high, vaulted exit-tunnel.

“Are you really going!” he cried, in dismay, anxiety, chagrin.

“Of course,” she snapped. “But don’t you come. I don’t want you.
There are plenty of taxis here. Don’t you come.”

“Are you sure!” he sang. “Do you think you’ll be all right?”

“Certain,” she snapped.

“Then I'd better run back, or I shall lose my seat.”

He couldn’t run, because at that moment thunder broke and the
vicious drops of rain which had been falling unnoticed thickened
suddenly into a splash. People were making for the exit-tunnel, for
shelter, but Owen fought his way back to his seat against them. He
was as nearly in hysterics as was Kate.

That young woman found herself suddenly faced by the splashing
Mexican rain, in the great archway under the stadium. Just beyond she
saw the wooden gates where she had come in, and the rather shoddy
soldiers pressing against the brick gateway, out of the rain. She was
terrified lest they should refuse to let her out.

And anyway she couldn’t go yet: the rain was falling in one thick
splash. She had no covering of any sort, wore nothing buta thin green
hat and a gauze dress. Twenty seconds in that rain would wet her like a
mermaid, to the skin.

So there she stood hovering uneasily in the vast archway of the
stadium tunnel, at the outer end, while from the inner end people
from the audience surged in. Everybody was in a state of excitement.
The people taking shelter were on tenterhooks lest they should lose
their seats, or miss something. Kate was on tenterhooks to get away
fromthem, and her face had the drawn, rather blank look of a woman
who is on the verge of hysterics. She could not get out of her eyes the
last picture of the horse lying twisted on its neck with its crupper
hitched up and the hom of the bull going between its hind legs and
goring slowly and rhythmically deep in its belly. The horse so absurd
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and urterly helplessly passive. And its bowels on the ground.

The new terror was the throng in the passage-way where she
stood. They did not come very near her. They pressed near the inner
mouth. But they were mostly lower bourgeois men, a type she particu-
larly disliked, especially in Mexico. Two of the men stood making
water against the wall, in the interval of their excitement. One father
had kindly brought his two little boys, the elder about ten, to see the
edifying spectacle. And this elder boy in his Sunday rig-out looked a
pathetic pale sight. The children were oppressed by the unnaturalness
of the whole affair. But there were children and a fair sprinkling of
women among the audience, the women as eager as any men to see the
old horses gored.

Kate stood with peaked face, in her flimsy frock, looking at the
great rain, at the shabby wall and the big rickety gates of the stadium
enclosure, at the shoddy, pinky-white soldiers, at the cobbled, rather
sordid street outside, with its vendors taking refuge in the pulque
shops. Although she had travelled in many countries, and although
she knew the city, she was terrified at being alone, terrified lest the
soldiers should not let her pass, terrified lest she should not be able to
hail an automobile at once, terrified lest something should happen to
her before she got back to the hotel. She wanted to plunge out into the
rain, but remembered in time what she would look like with her thin
clothing plastered to her body by rain.

It was one of her bad quarters-of-an-hour. As she stood there, an
officer in uniform made his way through the crowd, slowly. She
looked at him, and noticed that the crowd fell back for him, some half
saluting. He was a medium-sized man in a big, pale-blue military
cloak, which made him seem Italian and friendly. He came slowly
towards her, and bowed, with a salute.

“Madam, did you wish to leave?” he asked, in English English.

“Yes, I want to get away,” she replied.

Her knowledge at once told her he was a gentleman, gave her a
sudden relief in that direction. But on his dark, rather lean, bearded
face was something not merely of a gentlemnan.

“I am General Cipriano Viedma. Will you allow me to call an
automobile for you?”

“Thank you so much.” — But her face still expressed doubt.

He tumed to a soldier, and gave an order. The man ran out
through the rain.
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“Iasked him to call my car, as the man speaks English and you can
be sure of him. Will you borrow my cloak for a moment? It doesn’t
rain so much any more, but enough to wet you.”

“Oh thank you,” she said flushing. “I don’t think I need it.”

“I am afraid you do,” he said, holding it out for her.

So she perforce had to turn her shoulders and be enveloped in the
big cloak of fine, pale-blue cloth.

“You didn’t like the bull-fight?” he said, smiling slightly.

“Not at all. No. It was a shock more than anything.”

“A shock! Yes! I could see. Narurally it was a shock. You had
never been before.”

“Or I shouldn’t have come again.”

“Naturally. — No, I dislike it myself. But in Rome one does as
Rome does; until the moment comes to make a change in Rome.”

She hardly heeded him. But she replied mechanically:

“Yes, I suppose things do change sometimes.”

“When we make them,” he replied.

There was the noisy sound of a car — then a big red automobile
appeared beyond the gate, the wetsoldierdropped off the foot-board,
and came running in to the stadium, carrying an umbrella, which he
handed with a salute to the General.

The General opened the umbrella, and stepped out with Kate.

“Thankyou so very much,” she said, handing him the cloak as she
turned to enter the car.

“Won’tyou keep it till you are under cover, and send it back by the
man?” he said.

“Thank you so much.”

He closed the door, she sat expecting the car to move on. The
General waited, the chauffeur waited, and she waited.

“Charles,” said the General, “take the lady where she wishes to go,
and come back here.”

And he bowed and was retreating.

“Oh!” said Kate, starting and stammering in confusion. “Er —

Er - Hotel Verona. — Oh thank you, thank you so much.” And she
put her hand waveringly out of the window. The General kissed her
finger-tips, smiled, and looked at the chauffeur.

“Hotel Verona,” said the chauffeur.

In ten minutes’ time Kate found herself back in herownroomin
the second-class but kindly Italian hotel, with more impressions than
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she knew what to do with. She was too much agitated to be sdll. The
rain had ceased, she went out again and took a taxi to Sanborn’s, the
tea-house, where she could have tea and feel at home without being
alone.
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II Tea-Party in Tacubaya

WEN CAME BACK to the hotel at about half-past six, tired,

excited, a lictle guilry, a good deal distressed at having let Kate

go alone, and, now the whole thing was over, rather dreary in spirit.

“Oh, how did you get on?” he said, the moment he saw her,

looking at her rather guiltily. “I felt a most awful cad letting you go
alone.”

“I got on perfectly all right. Went to Sanborn’s for tea.”

“Oh, you did"” he cried, brightening with relief. “Oh, then you
weren’t so very overwhelmed! I'm so glad. Oh, I had such qualms after
I'd let you go. Imagined you lost in Mexico — run away with by the
chauffeur. — And then the rain — and the bull-fight — and the crowd
throwing things at my bald patch. Oh, what a time I’'ve had!”

He put his hand over his stomach and rolled his eyes.

“Aren’t you drenched?” she said.

“Drenched!” he replied. “Or at least I was. I’ve dried off quite a
lot. My rain-coat is no good — I don’t know why I don’t buy another.
Oh what a time! The rain streaming on my bald head, and people
behind throwing oranges at it. Then simply gored in my inside with
remorse about letting you go alone. — Yet it was the only bull-fight I
shallever see. — I came then before it was over. Villiers wouldn’t come.
I suppose he’s still there.”

“Was it all as awful as it began?” she asked.

“No! No! It wasn’t. The first was worst — that horse-shambles.
Oh, they killed two more horses. And five bulls! Oh yes, a regular
butchery. But there was more skill with the bulls, of course: and some
very pretty feats of the toreadors: very! One toreador stood on his
cloak while the bull charged him -

“Go upstairs and change. You'll die,” said Kate.

“Yes, I think I'd better. — Yes, I feel I might die any minute! -

Well - I'll be down to dinner in half an hour.”
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Kate sat trving to sew, but her hand trembled. She could not get
the bull-ring out of her vision. And she felt outraged in her soul. And
she felt also a background of gratitude to that general: Cipriano; she
remembered his first name, but not the other.

It was nearly seven o’clock when Villiers came in. He looked wan,
peaked, but like a bird that has successfully pecked its enemy.

“Oh it was GREAT!” he said, lounging on one hip. “Great! They
killed SEVEN BULLS -”

“But no calves, unforrunately,” said Kate, suddenly angry again.
He paused to consider the point, then laughed.

“No,” he said, “no calves. — And several more horses after you’d
gone =7

“I don’t want to hear,” she said.

He laughed, feeling perhaps somewhat heroic: like one who can
look on blood without going green. The young hero! Yet there were
black rings round his eyes.

“Oh, but don’t you want to hear what I did after! I went to the
hotel of the chief toreador, and saw him lying on his bed in his
bedroom, all dressed, and smoking a fat cigar. Rather like a Venus
with a far cigar.”

“Who took you there?”

“Why, a Spanish fellow who talked English, just behind us. But
the toreador was great, lying on his bed in all his get-up except his
shoes, and quite a crowd of men going over it all again — wa-wa-wa!
Wa-wa-wa-wawa!!”

And the young man imitated the gabble of the Spanish and the
fierce posturing of the men in the bedroom as they rehearsed the noble
events of the ring.

“Aren’t you wer?” asked Karte.

“No, not at all. ’'m perfectly dry. You see I had my coat. Only my
head, of course. My poor hair was streaked all down my face as if the
dye had run.” He wiped his thin hair across his head with a rather
posing humorousness. — “Hasn’t Owen come in?” he added.

“Yes, he’s changing.”

“Well, I'll go up. I suppose it’s nearly supper-time. Oh yes, it’s
after!” At which discovery he brightened as if he’d received a gift. “Oh
by the way, how did you get on all alone? Rather mean of us to let you
go offlike that, all by yourself,” he added, as he poised in the half-open
doorway.
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“Perfectly all right,” she said. “I hope I can call a taxi, at my time of
life.”

“Well, I don’t know-w-” he said with an American drawl, as he
disappeared.

Kate felt rather angry with them both. But poor Owen was really
so remorseful, and rather bewildered by his confusion of emotions,
that she had to relent towards him. He was really awfully kind. But
also he was an American, and if he felt he was missing something, he
was at once swept with the despair of having lived in vain. And the
despair of having lived in vain made him pelt off to the first crowd he
saw in the street, abandoning all his higher philosophic self, all his
poenry, all his everything, and just craning his neck in one more frantic
effort to see. To see all there was to be seen! Not to miss it. And then,
after he’d seen something nasty, an old woman run over by a motor-
car and bleeding on the floor, he’d rerurn to Kate pale at the gills, sick,
bewildered, daunted, and yet, yes, glad he’d seen itif it was there to be
seen.

“Well,” said Kate, “I always thank God I'm not Argus. I see quite
enough horrors as it is, without opening more eyes for them.”

She could not sleep in the night for thinking of the bull-ring.
Neither could Owen. They were both genuinely upset.

“Oh, I never slept so well since I was in Mexico!” said Villiers,
with the triumphant look of a bird that has just pecked its enemy.

“Look at the frail aesthetic youth!” mocked Owen.

“Their frailty and their aestheticism are both bad signs to me,”
said Kate, ominously. And she meant it.

But Villiers only smiled a cold, pleased little smile.

She had not told them a word about the General. Probably she
would never meet the man again, so why talk about it. She knew
practically no-one in Mexico — and she wanted to know no-one.

However, the one person she did know rang up two days later.

“Is that you, Mrs. Bums? How do you do! Yes, I’'ve been ill,
couldn’t see anybody. — But look here, won’t you come to tea today?
Whar? Yes, I wish you would. What? About half-past four? Oh good,
good, very good indeed! I shall be so awfully glad to see you.
Goodbye!”

It was Mrs. Norris, widow of an English ambassador of the
bygone days of Don Porfirio. Mrs. Norris lived on in a big, old
fortress of a house beyond Tacubaya, and was famous for her collec-
tion of Aztec and Indian things.
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Owen, being Kate’s half-cousin, escorted her. They wentin anold
Ford car, bumping out through Tacubaya. The house stood in a quiet
lane, where great cypress-trees rose dark and high above high walls,
and the dwelling itself presented a vast blind wall and a huge fortress
door tn the passer-by. In the lane already was a large red motor-car,
and another shiny private car. Kate knew.

She stepped forth from the battered jitney, and Owen went to
bang the knocker on the studded doors, whose very studs were as big
as a man’s two fists. Immediately there was the foolish and exagger-
ated barking of three unnarural dogs, inside the unnarurally huge and
massive doors. They waited, and Owen knocked again, and the dogs
on the other side rushed nearer. And at length a little elderly servant-
woman in neat black with white cap and strings peeped through a
chink, then said Ah! and opened the door, muttering in Spanish.

Inside was the sun-filled square patio, with red and white flowers,
silent, dead for centuries; and a glimpse beyond of garden, a handful
of sun, a splotch of rose-magenta bougainvillea, and the huge uprear-
ing of Aztec cypresses. Save for the imbecile barking of the dogs, the
square patio, or inner courtyard of the old house, with its massive,
reddened walls, its heavy red-and-yellow archways, its climbing, flow-
ery creepers and its stone basin of water, was as motionless, as poten-
tially dumb as if life had never entered it. Kate was always impressed
with the dead dumbness, each time she came. Like some unbroken,
stll-inhabited Pompeii. A tomb. A red-washed, red-and-yellow tomb
of dead Conquistadores, the massive old house. With the Aztec
cypresses rearing dark and enormous above it, and casting the dumb
weight of Aztec silence down on it.

However, Kate climbed the slippery, black stone stairs to the
upper terrace, and went through the leather door. Mrs. Norris came
out of the dark sitting room, and took Kate’s hand in both her own.

“I'm so glad to see you. I've been so ill with my heart. The doctor
said there was nothing for it but a lower aldrude, but I said to him,
‘You've got to cure me here. It’s ridiculous, this rushing up and down
from one altitude to another.’ So he tried one treatment, and that was
no good. Then he tried another, and that was quite successful. Yes,
thank you, I am quite well now. And how are you — *”

Mrs. Norris was an elderly woman, still rather like a conqueror
herself, in her black silk dress, and her little black shoulder-shawl of
silk cashmere, with its short fringe, and a rather fine omament of black
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enamel and gold, round her neck. Her face had gone slightly black-
ened, her nose was sharp, her voice well-bred but hammered until it
had gone hard. Her face reminded Kate always of one of the Aztec
masks carved in black-grey lava, with a sharp nose and slightly prom-
inent eyes and a look of tomb-like mockery. She had lived so many
years in Mexico, and rooted among Aztec remains so long.

“But come in, do come in,” she said, after keeping her two visitors
out on the terrace where rather dusty Aztec carvings and dusty native
baskets adomed the wall, like a museumn.

Three men were in the sitting room that opened on to the
terrace — all three in civilian dress, Kate saw at a glance. Major Harper,
the very correct but watchful young man who was American military
attaché at the moment; General Cipriano Viedma, and Sefior Ramén
Carrasco. Kate saw the American Major look quickly at her dress —
which had no relation to the fashions, being of a dull-blue silk, the top
made something like a Russian shirt, with brilliant red silk Persian
embroidery on the shoulders and down the front — to see whether she
was real “society” or not. When he’d looked he didn’t know. But he
knew, in Owen, at once, his fellow-countryman, saw in him a high-
brow, only a moderate income, crank of some sort, probably bolshev-
ist. As a matter of fact, Owen was a bolshevist by conviction but a
capitalist by practice. He lived on his income but sympathised fiercely
with communism. He sent out waves of hatred, at sight, to the
military attaché.

General Viedma shook hands in silence. Sefior Carrasco, a big,
handsome, dark man, was also silent and quite impassive, though his
silence was perfectly courteous. When he sat down, Kate noticed the
beautiful poise of his head, and the handsomeness of his thighs:
something almost god-like, in an Indian, sensuous, statuesque way.

“Well, and how are you getting on in Mexico? Do you still like it>”
asked Mrs. Norris.

“Yes,” said Kate. “Sometimes I'm a bit scared of it. But it has a
fascination. I like it much, much better than the United States.”

“Why,” said Mrs. Norris, with a deprecating declension in her
voice, for the sake of the attaché who sat next to her; “of course this is
older, it has an older background, that we haven’t altogether explored
yet, which makes it perhaps more interesting.”

“Yes,” said Kate. “And of course I haveseenso little of the United
States, I really ought not to talk.”
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“One jumps at one’s first impressions,” said Mrs. Norris, smiling.

“So childishly,” laughed Kate.

“But how refreshing to have somebody who can jump,” said
Owen, rather vicious.

The American Major, who was watching Kate as if she were an
unknown fish, and Owen as if he were a fishy fish, alsolaughed. Then
he rose and excused himself, saying he really must go.

“But won’t you stay to tea?” said Mrs. Norris, who was evidently
glad to ger rid of his immaculate, correct, bur uneasy presence. — No,
he had to etc. etc. And he was gone.

Everybody seemed to have slightly muted lips: so Kate felt it.

“Now tell me what you have been doing,” said Mrs. Norris.

“We went to a bull-fight —and it was loathsome,” said Kate.

“Yes, one goes once, but never again. I went, oh many years ago,
in Madnd. . . .” And Mrs. Norris was off on a reminiscence.

“When they say that such shows purify the passions — that one
lets off one’s low lusts by looking at them,” said Kate; “it isn’t true, is
i One doesn’t naturally have lusts of that sort, does one? And they
take little children and try to make them have such lusts. I call it bad.”

Mrs. Norris gathered her little shawl at the breast, uneasily. Owen
therefore put in, smiling to himself and tuming to the Mexicans:

“But perhaps you don’t disapprove quite so strongly as we do?”

“Oh yes, we disapprove,” said the General, smiling easily.

“Where there are so many things to disapprove of, however =
added Mrs. Norris, rising. “But come, let us go and have tea.”

She led through a little sombre antechamber on to a little terrace,
where creepers and flowers bloomed thick on the low walls. There was
a bell-flower, red and velvety, like blood that is drying: and clusters of
white rose: and tufts of bougainvillea, a glow of pure magenta colour.

“How lovely it is here!” said Kate. “Having the great dark trees
beyond.”

“Yes, it &5 beautiful,” admitted Mrs. Norris, with the pride of a
possessor. “I have such a time trying ro keep these two apart,” she
added, going across in her little black shawl to where bougainvillea
and the rust-scarlet bell-creeper were just separated by the flowering
white rose. She pushed the rose-magenta, papery masses of bougain-
villea one way, and the dry-blood cups of the scarlet creeper the other,
and stroked the white roses, to encourage them to intervene.

“I think the two reds are rather amusing together,” said Owen.
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“Do you!” retorted Mrs. Norris dryly.

The two Mexican gentlemen stood in the background. The sky
blue overhead, but on the lower horizons in the distance a thick,
pearly haze.

“One never sees Popocatepetl or Iztaccihuatl these days,” said
Kate, disappointed.

“No, there is too much mist. But there — in the other direction,
look, you see Ajusco: between the trees,” said Mrs. Norris.

“Ajusco!” echoed Kate.

On the low parapet of the terrace were various stone Aztec things,
carved, grimacing heads, obsidian knives, and a queer thickish stone
stick, like a thick stick to hit somebody with, but of blackish stone.
Kate took it up.

“Ah!” she said wondering. “A stone stick to hit with! Not very
heavy! But heavy enough to hurt — ugh!”

Owen rubbed his bald patch, ruefully.

“The very sight of it makes me know what a split skull feels like,”
he said.

But he too picked it up, fascinated. And he fingered thelittleidols
and faces of grey-black, porous stone, fascinated.

For the first time Kate turmed to the General.

“Aztec things make me feel oppressed,” she said to him.

His black eyes watched her. He stroked his short, black beard.

“So they do me,” he said. “Or they used to, tll Ramén — Sefior
Carrasco — gave me hope about them.”

“Hope?” she said, wondering, and looking at the other man.
Then for the first time she met his eyes also. And they too were black,
and seemed to be looking at her from a great distance. And at the
centre was a strange, living soul that looked at her. Her heart gave a
quick thud. She was a little afraid of him.

“Did you say you always feel oppressed by the Aztec spirit?” he
asked, in slow, foreign, but correct English, smiling at her.

“Yes,” said Kate. “I always thought it had no hope ~ no hope.”

“No hope,” he reiterated. “No, perhaps it has no hope. Yet why
should you think thar®”

“It always makes my heart sink. So do the eyes of the natives —
those that I call peons. — Their eyes have no middle to them. That
frightens me. Under their great big hats, they don’t seem to be really
there, the men. And they are often so good-looking too. But when
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vou look again, they aren’t really there. Their eyes have no middle to
them.”

Ramén was watching her from his curious distance. His face
seemed to smile, yet he wasn’t smiling. She felt there was something
withheld, mysterious, about him. For the first time in her life, she
seemed not to be able to see, not to be able to grasp what was before
her. Suddenly her grip on the world seemed to be leaving her.

“They aren’t really there!” repeated Ramon, in his quiet, yet rich
voice, as if it came from magnificent depths in him. And again Kate
realised she heard these splendid, yet subtle voices fairly often among
the Indian men, porters and laborers. And that they startled her.

“What docs it mean, not really there?” he said again, in his slow
English, tumning to the General.

The two Mexicans talked for a moment or two in Spanish. Then
Ramén bowed to Kate.

“It is true as you say — not really there! No-one has wished them to
be there.”

“Senor Carrasco is a great philosopher,” said Mrs. Norris, in a
high voice. “Far beyond my grasp. — But come to tea.” — And she led
the way along the terraces, while Ramén Carrasco replied to her,
rather teasingly, in Spanish. And she answered again in Spanish, in a
high voice, marching ahead in her black shawl and grey, neat hair, like
one of the Conquistadores followed by a quiet, mocking Indian chief.

It was a round tea-table, with shiny silver tea-service, and silver
kettle with a little flame, and pink and white oleanders, and cakes, and
a parlour-maid in black and white: exactly like England. Mrs. Norris
cut the cakes with a heavy hand, and sent them round, pouring tea also
with a heavy motion.

“Nobody lives without hope,” she said; “if it’s only the hope of
gerting a real to buy a litre of pulque.”

“Ah Sefiora,” said Ramdn, in his voice that was so beautiful, but
which yet made one uneasy; “if the pulque is the last blessing we
know!”

“Then a peso will buy all the hope in the world,” she retorted.

He made a slightly exasperated gesture, and Cipriano Viedma
smiled. Kate looked across at him. There was something contained in
him, which suggested great energy. His eyes were very dark and full,
and not quite fathomable. He too seemed to see something in the
universe which she did not see. When he looked at her he made her
heart go hot inside her breast.
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“But nobody has to ask people to be there, do they?” she said.
“Either they are there, or they never can be.”

Cipriano’s full dark eyes seemed to be playing on her, as if he
heeded her words very little, as if he only heeded ber.

“Como dice la Senora?” murmured Ramén. “Qué nadie — >

Mrs. Norris translated for him, in a rather high, schoolmistress
voice, and even then she broke down.

“How was it you put it — Nobody has to ask people to be there.
They have to come of their own accord — or by —”

“No,” said Kate, feeling rather foolish. “They have to be there,
under their big hats, all those peons. If the Lord hasn’t made them be
there, they never will be there.”

“Ah!” exclaimed Mrs. Norris, washing her hands of it. “You make
me feel I don’t know where I am. ~ And my dear, thereareno peons in
Mexico any more. They are all Nature’s noblemen. Isn’t that so, Don
Ramén?”

“As you say,” he smiled, bowing.

But sall he looked at Cipriano for an interpretation of Kate,
which Cipriano gave, keeping his full black eyes on Kate’s face quite
unconsciously all the time. When he looked away, she felt as if asorong
black light had suddenly gone out.

“No,” said Don Ramén, with sudden fierce energy and fluent
English. “It all consists of a call and an answer. The answer can not
come before the call.”

Kate watched him half fascinated. Was he a fanatic of some sort,
with his noble bearing and his sensuous, statuesque repose?

“You mean you can call the peons into being?” she asked, half
timidly, half ironically.

He nodded quickly and with energy.

“Call them into being, yes. That is how I mean.”

And the far-off center of his eye seemed to catch her and almost
overpower her. She tumed to Cipriano quickly. His black, full, keen
eyes seemed to support her and to seek her at once. She made a sligh,
unconscious gesture of appeal to him, and a glow of warm light
seemed to mount over his face.

“Won’t you try these little native cakes with the sesame seeds on
them?” said Mrs. Norris. “Teresamakes them, and is so pleased when
the guests like them.”

“What, Open Sesame!” cried Owen, “Oh do let’s have one!”
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At that moment the muted, elderly maid mutely announced
somebody, and there entered a smallish old man in a moming coatand
with white hair and beard, followed by a woman in black crépe-de-
chine with the hat that was almost fated for her sort, black silk shape
turned up on three sides till it became almost a toque, and with black
ospreys in it: underneath the hat of bourgeois destiny, a faded baby
face with round eyes and grey hair, and the inevitable middle-west
accent.

“Oh, how nice to see you, Judge — how nice to see you, Mrs.
Ball!” And the hostess gave a conventional kiss at the other woman’s
cheek. There was a bit of conventional exchange, an exchange of
introductions, and the newcomers sat down at table. Owen, being
next to Kate, seeing there was really only polite space for six at table,
said:

“IfI may, I will take my cup tothe low chair, itlooks so inviting.”

He couldn’t for his life sit elbow to elbow with that Judge.

The Judge, for his part, was one of those white people whom
Mexico drives into a state of perpetual bad temper. He could hardly
hold up his head, he was so furious at finding other people at table,
particularly, perhaps, the two Mexicans. Having yapped aquestion to
Owen as to how long he had been in Mexico, and if he’d been to the
club, he tumed again to the table.

“No,” said Owen, “I haven’tbeen at the club yet: though Garfield
Witt gave me a letter of introduction.”

“Garfield Wirtt! Garfield Witt! That fellow! Why he’s nothing but
arank bolshevist. Why the fellow even went to Russia. Did no end of
harm down here, with his talk. Letters from a man like that shouldn’t
be recognised.”

Up came Owen’s gorge.

“He may be in sympathy with the socialists,” he retorted; “as I am
myself. But he’s a very fine man, and the Americans in Mexico ought
to think themselves lucky to get such a man to come down to them.”

“A very fine man! That what you call a very fine man? Comes
down here puffing the ignorant people up and doing all he can against
his own country? We don’t want any more of that sort. We’ve got
enough as it is. Why =" and the little man with his white little beard
and lame-dog face turned his spectacles round the company in aspasm
of extreme irritability “~ the town’s full of malcontents and sinper-

guenzas from New York. And they welcome them. The government
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welcomes them. Place is a hot-bed of bolshevistic aliens. All of them
doing their best against their own country.”

Mrs. Norris quietly handed the cakes to Kate, to pass to the
Judge.

“Won’t you have a cake?” said Kate, holding the plate.

“Don’twant any,” snapped the Judge, looking the other way as if
he had been handed a plate of bolshevists.

A lictle surprised, Kate looked for somewhere to put the plate
down. Poor Mrs. Norris, whoreally did like to preserve a bit of the old
English tea-time suavity at her table, adjusted her pince-nez. The
General relieved Kate of the plate, and offered it to Mrs. Judge, who
was sitting bolt upright under her inevitable hat, her faded baby face
looking, trying to look, a little superior too.

“Did you read that article by Willis Rice Hope in the Excelsior,
Mrs. Norris?” said the Judge, leaning forward on the table. He
wanted, evidently, to get into Mrs. Norris’ good graces.

“I did,” said Mrs. Norris, with easy emphasis.

“You did' And what did you think of it?”

“I thought it was the only sensible thing I had read on these
Agrarian Laws.”

“Sensible! I should think it was. Why Rice Hope came tome for a
few points, and I put him up to some of the things. But his article’s got
everything, doesn’t miss an item that’s of any importance. Why it’s
marvellous how the fellow’s got it.”

“Excellent!” said Mrs. Norris.

“What was the article about?” asked Owen from the background.

“Do you read enough Spanish to make it out?” yapped the Judge.

“With difficulty,” said Owen.

“Then get yesterday’s Excelsior and read it for yourself ”

“It is an article written by an American journalist who has been
herea fortnight,” said the General, “for his paper, the New York Times,
and translated into the Excelsior. It says, that because of the Ley
Agrarista, the Land Law, theland is all falling into uncultivation, that
the Staze of Morelos produces no more sugar, and that the Mexican
people are already feeling the first pinch of famine, and that soon the
whole country will be without bread — like Russia in her famine;
unless the government repeals the law, which as you know says that
the land belongs in the first place to the nation and the people.”

Owen made round eyes behind his glasses.
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“Why,” he said, “I've travelled a good deal, and the country is
everywhere full of comn, marvellously under cultivation, more pro-
sperous than I could possibly have imagined, from all the stuff one
reads in America. And I understand that the land belongs almost less
to the people now, than it did under Diaz.”

“There are always two sides,” said the General.

The Judge tumned round like a lame dog harassed by a cat.

“Howlonghaveyoubeenin thecountry, Mr. — Whatdid yousay
your name was?”

“I'vebeen inthe countrymore than a forznight, at least — and as far
as I’'m aware I didn’t say my name was anything.”

“How have you been, for walking, Judge?” said Mrs. Norris.
“You heard of the time I had with my ankle?”

“Of course wehave!” said Mrs. Judge. “I've been trying sohard to
getout and see you. How did ithappen? We were so grieved for you.”

“Why I slipped on a piece of orange-peel in town — just there at
the comer of San Juan de Latran and Madero. Oh yes, I fell right
down. And the first thing I did when I got up was to push the
orange-peel into the gutter. And what do you think, the Mexicans
standing there at the comer laughed at me for doing it, thought it an
excellent joke.”

“Of course they would,” said the Judge. “They were waiting for
the next person to come and fall on it.”

“One does have to be careful!” said Kate.

“Careful!” snapped the Judge. “I nearly lost my life on a banana-
skin. Slipped in the street on a banana-skin, and lay in a darkened
room for days, between life and death, and am lame from it for my
life.”

“How awful!” said Kate. “What did you do when you fell?”

“What did I do? Just smashed my hip.”

“How dreadful!” said Kate.

“There’s agood dealmoredangerin a banana-skin than in all the
anarchist bombs,” said the Judge, momentarily mollified.

Owen, of course, was paving the city with large, juicy banana-
skins, in his happy fancy.

Kate thought she was never going to escape from that table. But
Mrs. Judge having said: “I’m sure your garden’s looking wonderful,
Mrs. Norris,” Mrs. Norris actually responded, rising at the same time:

“Shall we go and look at ir?”
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The happy party trooped out, the Judge hobbling rather behind,
near Kate.

“Isn’t that strange stuff,” said Kate, picking up one of the Aztec
obsidian knives that lay on the terrace parapet. “Is it jade?”

“Jade!” snarled the Judge. “Jade is green, not black. That’s obsi-
dian.”

“But I’ve got a lovely little tortoise of black jade, from China,”
persisted Kate.

“You can’t have. Jade’s green.”

“And I'm sure there’s white jade,” she insisted.

The Judge ignored her as if she was a fool.

“What’s that?” cried Owen, hearing the word “jade” and being a
Chinese enthusiast.

“Surely there’s more jade than green jade!” appealed Kate.

“What!” cried Owen. “More! Why there’s jade of every imagin-
able tint. White jade, rose jade, lavender jade — beautiful! Why, you
should see the jade ornaments I collected in China! Exquisite work,
and beautiful, beautiful colours. Only green jade! Ha-ha-ha!!”

They had come to the black, polished stairs. The Judge and
Ramoén Carrasco were last.

“I’ll catch hold of your arm down here,” said the Judge. “This
stair-case is a death-trap.”

Ramén silently gave his arm, and the white-haired little man
hobbled down. Mrs. Norris pretended not to hear.

Evening was falling. In the garden roses and camations were in
bloom, and some beautiful scarlet hibiscus. But the flowers were not
in the gorgeous profusion of South Iraly.

The party broke into two parts. Mrs. Judge was being rather
fadedly effusive with Mrs. Norris. The Judge was hobbling mid-way.
Owen was hanging back with the General, and brdling, saying
awkwardly:

“Really, one is almost driven to apologise for one’s fellow
countrymen.”

“You can’t be responsible for all the Urited States,” replied
Cipriano.

Kate was last, with Ramén Carrasco, trying to keep several
flower-beds berween herself and the Judge.

“Ah!” she sighed. “It is lovely to be out of doors again.”

“Yes,” he laughed. “Thatthe vegerable kingdom has no tongue.”
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“I used to think I liked tea-time. I only know now how much I
dislike it,” she said.

“It is part of the game of life,” he replied.

“I'ma lirtle tired of the game of life. It’s awful to be forced to take
part in a game all the time.”

“If the game is not worth to be played.”

“And it really isn’, is ir?” she said.

“This game — no — not as I find it. There might be other games.”

“No,” she said. “I am rather afraid of the game of life any more. It
can be so meaningless: andso overbearing, so endlessly cruel in a small
way. I wish there were some other game.”

“There may be,” he said.

Owen and Cipriano Viedma were waiting by a flowering arch.
Dusk was really falling, under the big trees, and a firefly sparked now
and then.

“General Viedma was asking if we’d go to dinner on Thursday,”
said Owen to Kate. “I said for my part I should like nothing better.”

Kate looked at the smallish, silent man opposite, and felt his black
eyes on her, half commanding her, half wanting something of her,
waiting for her. And she wavered. She truly was weary of any more
contacts.

“Thursday?” she said slowly. “Thursday?”

“Or another day if you wish,” said the General, rather curtly.

“No, Thursday is as good as any other day,” she replied, wearily.

“Thank you very much,” said the General; while Owen once more
brightened up wonderfully, thinking he had a new experience ahead.

They drifted through the archways into the patio, and there
waited in silence for their hostess. The General had very little to say: he
was too concise and direct for a conversationalist. While Ramén
seemed voluntarily to withdraw from speech.

Up came the hostess with the Judge family, Mrs. Judge saying:

“When will you come and have lunch with us? I don’t mean come
out to our house. — Anywhere you like, in town -

And Mrs. Norris was purting her off.

The two Mexicans took the opportunity to leave. And in another
minute Kate found herself outside the great doors with Mrs. Judge
asking her:

“How are you going back? There wasn’t an automobile to be
found when we wanted to come, and we were late, so we took a
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tram-car. Which means, I suppose, we shall have to go back by tram.”

“We came in an old Ford,” said Owen. “But where is he? He
seems to have disappeared. General Viedma askedme if he could give
us a seat in his car, but I said, No! We have a car. — Apparently,
however, the man’s gone! — What a curious thing!” And Owen dis-
appeared into the night.

“Which way do you go?” asked Mrs. Judge.

“To the Zdcalo,” said Kate.

“Where are you staying?” asked Mrs. Judge.

“At a little Italian hotel, the Verona.”

“We have to take a tram the opposite way, to San Angel,” said
Mrs. Judge.

“You vulgar little woman,” thought Kate. “You areactually afraid
lest I should want to claim acquaintance with you.”

Bur aloud she said nothing; she didn’t care.

The Judge was hobbling on the side-walk at a comer where two
roads met, like a cat on hot bricks. Across the road stood a gang of
natives in their big hats and white clothes, a little the worse for pulque.
A second gang stood rather nearer: workmen.

“There you have ’em,” said the Judge savagely. “The two lots of
’em.”

“What two lots?” asked Kate.

“The country laborers and the town workmen, all more or less
drunk, both the lots of them.” And the Judge turned his back on Kate.

At that moment a tram-car with brilliant lights came rushing up
out of the night.

“Here’s our car,” said the Judge, beginning to scramble for it
already.

“You go the other way,” said Mrs. Judge, also fluttering forward
as if taking a perilous swim in the dark.

The couple clambered into the brightly lighted car and were
whizzed away, without proffering the least “Good-night.”

“Well,” said Kate to herself. “I think you’re the most ill-bred
couple I ever met.”

However, they weregone, she let them go. She wasrather afraid,
standing there at the comner by herself in the night, with those two
gangs of men not quite sober. And yet, somehow, the tipsy laborers in
their little cotton blouses and huge straw hats were more sympathetic,
more pleasant to be near, than the people who had just gone.
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Yet she was glad when the Ford came bumping up.

“I found the man in a pulqueria,” said Owen.

More terrors! Would he drive straight on that iressome raad back
to Maxico Ciry?
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111 Dinner with the General

K ATE READ a little paragraph on the English page of the Excelsior
that made her wonder.

“Considerable stir was made in Chapala, Jalisco, yesterday morn-
ing. Women who had spread their washing on the beach to dry,
suddenly noticed a man wading out of the lake towards them, without
any bathing-suit or covering. They withdrew to the promenade, but
the man advanced among the washing, and picked up a pair of
workman’s cotton pants, which he proceeded to don. He was then
looking round for a shirt, when the women ran down to defend their
laundry. The man said he had come out of the lake, where he had been
speaking with the God Quetzalcoatl. A crowd gathered, and the
stranger, in his newly appropriated outfit, said that he came naked
from the home of the god of the Indians, who lived under the lake. He
was allowed to keep the clothing, and he disappeared into the town.
The police are searching for him, suspecting one of the bandits from
Ajijic. Considerable excitement prevails among the natives.”

The chief effectthis item of news had on Kate Burns was to make
her wish to go to Chapala. She was tired of Mexico City. It was May,
the end of the dry season, and dryness unbearable. The thought of
water drew her at once. And so did the thought of a place where
anybody, whether bandit or lunatic, could announce that he had
spoken with the God Quetzalcoatl. She had always loved the name
Quetzalcoatl. Altogether the Aztec and original Indian names fascin-
ated her. She liked to think of a return of the God.

So at once she looked up Quetzalcoatl again in the guide book.
He was god of the air and light, half bird, half serpent. He had
ascended into the air from the top of the volcano of Orizaba, in the
form of a peacock, or a bird of paradise, and had given a promise to
return. It seemed queer that he should choose to rise from the bottom
of a lake.

Kate also went to the museumn, to look at the stone idol of
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Querzalcoatl. She came away feeling depressed, and hoping that none
of those gloomy, gruesome Aztec things would ever come back. Life
seemed all snakes and writhing things and malevolent birds like
serpents, in that museum.

Nevertheless she said to Villiers:

“I should like to go to Chapala.”

“Where’s Chapala?”

“A little resort on a big lake not far from Guadalajara.”

“A lake! Oh let’s go!” said Villiers. “Why not?”

There was noreason why not. Nothing kept them in Mexico City.
They were all three straying rather aimlessly round.

Kate had gone to the United States for a visit. She was the widow
of an Irish rebel, or patriot, have it as you will, who had been killed in
the late revolution in Ireland. She herself was of Irish blood, but her
family had gone to live in England. She had two children, a boy and a
girl, of fifteen and seventeen years old. They were at school in Eng-
land. Their home was with her mother. Kate felt she couldn’ live in
England any more.

From the United States she had drifted with her cousin Owen,
who lived in New Mexico, down to Old Mexico. Owen was a poet
when he was anything: that is, he wrote poems and criticised them.
Villiers was his friend, secretary, or disciple — any or all of these.

“Did I tell you how General Viedma rescued me at the bull-
fight?” she said at luncheon, to Owen.

“Rescued you! Why no! What was thac?”

She told him.

“Why how very nice of him! So much nicer than we were —” and
Owen flushed with a little shame still. “Wasn’t that courteous and
nice! A bit of the real Mexican courtesy one hears of but so rarely
meets. — But why did you keep it so dark!” — And Owen laughed
uncomfortably.

“I don’t know,” said Kate.

“Perhaps so as not to make us feel ashamed. Ha-ha!” said Owen,
lapsing into a muse, rolling back his eyes to think it over.

“That makes it heaps more romantic,” said Villiers.

“Why yes!” said Owen. “Andno doubt it was he who arranged the
tea-party at Mrs. Norris’. I’'m sure she’d never have asked me again, for
the sake of seeing me. She asked you because the General wanted her
to. Hm-hm! Quite interesting!

“Oh I'm dying to meet him!” cried Villiers.
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“Yes, he’s quite interesting. I hear he’s quite the power behind the
throne — or behind the Presidential Chair — in Mexico. They say he
has an extraordinary power over the men in the ammy, and that he’s
scheming to be President, or to make Ramoén Carrasco President, next
election. The radicals here don’t like him at al/ — suspect another Diaz
in him. They think he wants to become Tyrant of Mexico, as Diaz was.
But apparently he never states his aims. — Anyhow it’s awfully inter-
esting that he engineered Mrs. Norris into that tea-party. — Ha-ha! -
The Knight of the Cloak. A second Walter Raleigh. ~ Better: Walter
Raleigh didn’t have an automobile at hand for the lady — who was
it —yes, Queen Elizabeth. Ha-ha-ha!”

And Owen ended on his uncomfortable laugh.

Kate saw that he was rather jealous. Men are so unreasonable.
Owen was a confirmed bachelor, a bachelor by conviction and by
practice. If he had thought he had to marry his cousin Kate he would
have fled to the ends of the earth, not with her, but away from her. No,
what made it so nice was that she didn’t want to marry him any more
than he wanted to marry her. She neither wanted to flirt nor be
emotional in any way. Only she was a very sympathetic presence, and a
perfect travelling companion. As for sex, she had got over it. Certainly
between her and Owen there was nothing but good-natured friend-
ship, with a touch of kinship.

He enjoyed her company immensely. But if she had wanted any
closer contact he would have left her in a minute. Luckily she wanted
closer contact as little as he did: probably less. Even Owen’s amiable
company was often a weariness to her. But she liked him.

What then could be more unreasonable than his spurt of jealousy
against the General? Kate was not in love with Cipriano Viedma. She
was in love with nobody, and she wanted to be in love with nobody. In
the younger days she had loved her husband. Now he was dead. And
with him was dead for her all that in-love business. She was a woman
of thirty-eight. She wanted to be left in peace, not forced into close
contact with anything or anybody.

The inside of her soul had gone remote from contact. Even her
children were a weariness to her, when they were about. She felt,
somehow, that her life wasn’t in accord with their lives. They be-
longed to England, to their grandmother, to tennis and cricket match-
es and summer at the seaside, and school. And she was glad. Butitall
wearied her. Her destiny had been to marry Desmond Bums. And he
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had taken all that away from her. In the end he had taken away even
the desire for love. He had made the world lose all its value for her, he
had made her almost as remote as himself. And she could not go back
on it. He was dead, but somehow he did not seem dead. She never felt
he was dead. His spirit lived so strongly in her. She never felt for a
moment she was a widow. It was as if he had placed their marriage
outside the world and outside of events. She was always married to
him, he was always married to her. Death, somehow, didn’t make it
different. He left his influence upon her for ever.

So she didn’t fret, or grieve. She wasn’t unhappy at all. Only she
avoided the thing she had known as the world. On the whole, she
avoided it: England, her mother, her children, Ireland - she just kept
out of range, out of reach. She felt it had to be so. It was her nature,
now.

And in the same way she avoided any further close contacts. She
did not want them. Something was accomplished in her, she sought
for nothing further. As for her wandering, that was really negative.
She did not wander seeking. She wandered to avoid ahome, a group, a
family, a circle of friends, an “interest.” She wanted to avoid all that.

In a way, Owen was the same. His very rushing to every little
commotion was reallyanavoiding of the fixed world. He too wasvery
sensitive to contacts. But he was American, he unconsciously believed
that the man who lived out of contact with the world missed life
altogether. So, as a compromise, he rushed for all the little contacts.

In spite of all these facts, he was at once jealous of General
Viedma. It was as if he had had a slight smack in the face, himself. He
thought about it, swallowed a little wine, and thought again.

“The idea of your keeping the cloak incident dark from us -
absolutely cloaking the General from our sight. I suppose if we hadn’t
met him again at Mrs. Norris’ — that is, if be hadn’t brought it about —
we should never have heard of him from you at all. General Cipriano
Viedma! Or was it Viemda! I'm getting mixed.”

“Oh I think Cipriano is such a gorgeous name!” cried Villiers.
“Cipriano! That’s Cyprian in English, isn’tit? Gorgeous! ’'m dying to
meet him.”

“You shall meet him, you American child,” said Owen.

“But when? Can’t] go to dinner with you on Thursday? I suppose
not, if he didn’t ask me.”

“We’ll give him a dinner back again,” said Owen soothingly.

And after luncheon he immediately set out to glean more in-
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formation about his new rival.

After dinner, sipping a gin-and-vermouth cocktail, he said:

“Oh, by the way —”

When Owen said By-the-way, Kate always knew it wasn’t by the
way at all, but something Owen had had long on his mind.

“By the way, I heard several quite interesting things about Gener-
al Cipriano Viemda ~ Viedda — Viedma! Viedma! That’s it, isn’t it? I
can never get that Vied-ma.”

“Well go on,” said Villiers. “Let’s hear it.”

“Oh, it’s most romantic. Apparently he is a child of the people —
pure Indian — son of a peon on a big coffee hacienda somewhere near
Jalapa, belonging to English people. There was a story that he had
been inoculated against snake-bites — or something like that. The
mistress of the hacienda, an Englishwoman, happened to be bitten on
the ankle by a snake, in herbath-room, when little Cipriano was a boy
about the house. Apparently he was the first to hear her scream. He
ran in to the lady’s bath-room — we are not told the state of her
déshabille — and seized her ankle and sucked out the poison. As a
result, she was slightly ill only, and he too was slightly ill. After that she
took an interest in him, which seemed to develop as he grew older.
Anyhow she sent him to school in England, and then to Oxford.
While he was at Oxford she died, without leaving him a penny. He
madehis way back to Mexico, and Diaz gave him a commission in the
army. — Oh, by the way, beware he doesn’t bite you, because the
natives have a superstition that his bite is poisonous. Apparently they
have a considerable fear of him, in the snaky line, which no doubt
accounts for his power over them. The radicals, as I told you, fear him
more as a schemer for power. They think he wants to be asecond Diaz.
However, he has pledged himselfto be faithful to the present govern-
ment. It is at election time they fear him. Apparently he hates the
bolshevists — or they think he does. And at the same time the
property-owning people and the business people hate him, because
they say he is more bolshevist than the bolshevists. In fact he seems to
be one of the best-hated, and feared, men in Mexico, by the so-called
‘upper’ classes. Apparently the lower classes look upon him as their
real representative: all, that is to say, except the factory-workers, who
are rampant bolshevists every one of them.

“Now isn’t that romantic! And isn’t it amusing to think of his
effect on our friend Judge Ball' Almost worse than a banana-skin.
Mrs. Norris apparently is a shrewd old lady, with an eye for the
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exceptional anyhow. She has friends in all camps; and doesn’t always
succeed in keeping them apart — like last Sunday. Ha-ha! Wasn't it
amusing? — She doesn’t like the Americans, really, although she tries
to keep up appearances. You see there’s quite a large anti-bolshevist
party, the hacendados and business people, who want to get into
power and then join Mexico to the United States in a sort of federal
union: the first step to annexation by us. The people with property
look on annexation as the only hope — for their property, of course. I
don’tsuppose it will ever come to pass. I don’t think the United States
altogether wants to take the Mexican serpent to its bosom. Ha-ha-ha!
Especially with the LW.W. growing more roublesome athome, and
England in such a state.

“But isn’t it fun! Isn’t it fun down here! You feel just anything
might happen: bolshevism, or annexation by the U.S., or a new
Napoleon. Of course, in spite of all my communist sympathies, the
last is what I would like best. Never again, the radicals declare, ‘Never
again will Mexico fight for a man. That at last is finished. Mexico has
her eyes opened. In the future she will fight only for an idea, for a
principle.’ Well, that’s all right. Only a man is rather more fun.

“But I haven’t told you the whole of the story. The god in the
Viedma machine is apparently Don Ramén. He, apparently, is of a
good family, and supposed to be one of the cleverest men in Mexico.
But he won’t have anything at all to do with politics. They suspect him
of oying to found a new religion. This man among the washing, at
Chapala, is apparently being used by Don Ramén to influence the
people to a sort of new religious revival. I don’t know how much truth
there is in the story. Some people look on Carrasco as a crank, asort of
latent lunatic, and some think he is really a remarkable person. I say,
why not both? Anyhow he is fairly rich, and the government doesn’t
get in his way. He and Cipriano, apparently, are inseparable: a David
and Jonathan couple without any love. The august Ramén apparently
considers himself beyond and above all love. But he has allied himself
very closely with General Cipriano, who seems to have a fixed beliefin
him.

“And between them, apparently, they ignore all Mexican and
foreign ‘society.’ Since the last revolution, Don Ramén says there is
no Mexican society, there are only Mexican parasites. It seems to me
he’s about right there. So he just blandly ignores all the people with
houses and motor-cars. Mrs. Norris is one of his very few friends: or
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acquaintances, perhaps, is better. The rest he just won’t know. They
callhim Don Augusto Misterio. That’s rather nice: Augusto Misterio!
Ha-ha-ha!”

“What does it mean?” snapped Villiers.

“Don Augustus Mystery,” said Owen.

Villiers gave a little snirt of laughter.

“Oh what fun!” he said. “I must meet Don Augusto. I suppose
he’ll annihilate me with a look!”

“There!” exclaimed Owen. “Didn’t I find out a great deal! And
how well I remember it all! It surprises me. Butdon’tyou thinkwe’ve
run up against the two most interesting figures in Mexico?”

“You’d make a good private detective,” said Kate. “A mixture of
private detective and old maid.”

Owen glanced at her quickly, with round, rolling eyes, at once
feeling her contempt and preparing for some later revenge.

“But aren’t you glad to know it all?” he said.

“Why should one know about people!” she replied. “It only
prejudices one, and makes a false approach.”

“Oh, in that case, if I've spoiled your approach to Don Cipriano,
I'm sorry. Why didn’t you stop me sooner?”

“I didn’t say you’d spoiled my approach to Don Cipriano,” she
replied. “ButI don’tcare for finding out about people. I’'d rather get to
know them direct.”

“Why can’t you do both? Will what I've told you about Cyprian
prevent your knowing him for yourself?”

“I don’t care about knowing him. But if I've got to know him, I'd
rather not start by knowing things about him.”

“Not even the snake-poison myth?”

“No, not even that.”

“Well there I differ fromyou. It seems to me I get amuch fuller
picture of the man when I know these important facts.”

They were to dine at General Cipriano’s house in Coyoacan.
Owen was anxious, wondering whether or not to put on a dinner-
coat.

“No,” said Kate. “You say you feel humiliated to the earth every
time you put on a dress-suit. You say you feel it is a ridiculous and
humiliating sight, a man in evening dress. So why should you think
aboutit? Especially as nobody has sentyou a card with dress essentialon
it”
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“Oh, very well,” he said, “then I suppose I won’t.”

But his nose was a bit out of joint for all that.

Especially when he came down and found Kate looking very
handsome in a simple gown of black velvet and glimmering, velvery-
brocaded chiffon, and a long string of jade and crystal. His face fell
terribly as he squared his shoulders.

“Why you’re dressed up to the eyes!” he cried. “Bare shoulders
notwithstanding!”

“I made it myself?” she said.

“And that lovely chain!”

“Judge Ball’s green jade.”

“Exactly! You're all of a green jade yourself, tonight.”

The General lived in a smallish modem house, with a garden
enclosed in high walls, out at Coyoacan. They went up a path under
orange-trees, in the darkness heavy with the scent of southern hon-
eysuckle. Bur already the night air was chill, though May was well in,
so Kate drew her yellow shawl around her.

They found the General in a white regimental dinner-jacket, and
Don Ramén also in white. Owen was really chagrined.

The house, and the meal, were very simple.

“Is Chapala nice? I want to go to Chapala,” said Kate.

“Chapala is a little place by the lake, with several hotels that will
now be empry, and a little sandy beach where Guadalajara people
come and bathe. But they go home in their motor-cars, or in the
camions, as a rule before dark, being afraid of highwaymen,” replied
the General.

“But do you think we should like to stay the summer there?” asked
Kate. “My cousin and Mr. Villiers and myself.”

“It depends on what you want. Why do you think of Chapala?”

“Because there is water. And when I read of the man who said he
had seen Quetzalcoatl, suddenly I wanted to go.”

“To see Querzalcoatl?” smiled the General.

“No, for the water.”

“Yes, I think you would like Chapala. — Then you don’t think of
going back soon to England?”

“No. No. I'think of going. I am always thinking of going. I nearly
bought my ticket last week. And now, instead, I want to go to
Chapala.”

“My cousin would go to England if she could,” said Owen. “But
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the moment she makes a move to set off, she recoils, and retreats
farther back from it than ever.”

“That is cunious,” smiled the General. “Yet you have childrenin
England, I am told.”

“Yes. But really I belonged to Ireland, with my husband, if I
belonged anywhere. And my children are so happy at school and with
their grandmother in England, I only disturb them. I know I only
disturb them. And why should I!”

“You think they should not be disturbed?” he smiled.

“No! No! Some people it is good for them to be disturbed. It isn’t
good for my children. They belong to their grandmother’s world,
curiously enough.”

She said it, however, sadly, as if disappointed. As if something
were lost to her.

“It may easily be so,” he said.

The General had full, dark Indian eyes, without the Indian vague-
ness or sadness. His look was bright, almost imperious. And yet, as his
eyes rested on Kate’s face, she knew he wanted something of her. The
bright, Indian imperiousness was rather fascinating, at a distance.
That he wanted something of her also — and she knew by instinct that
he did — wearied her. She did not wish to make any great effort any
more, as long as she lived. She wanted to be left in peace.

“So you wish to stay a long time in Mexico?” asked Don Ramén.

“No. I am half my time anxious to go away. I get moments of
terrible depression — oppression it seems like — here. The country
oppresses me sometimes — or something does — terribly.”

“What it is that oppresses, or depresses you?” asked the General.

“I don’t know. It may be inside myself. But it seems to me
something is trying to drag me down, down, down all the time.”

“Down to where?”

“Down to earth absolutely. Right down. And never get up
again.”

“But why should one not come down to earth?” smiled the
General.

“I know. I always wanted to. But not like a deer dragged down by
wolves. Or a tree chopped down. Not to be dragged down.”

“Do you know what drags you down?”

“Idon’tknow. The spirit of the place. Democracy. Thereseems to
be such a heavy, heavy democracy here — like a snake pulling one
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down. And I don’t want to stand up on any class distinction or
anything false. But surely, in myself, I do stand a little higher than the
mass of people. My husband made me believe I did, and I still believe
it. And people seem to want to pull one right down.”

“But all people?” said the General, laughing a little.

“Yes,” she cried, “all people. Even Owen does. The bourgeois
people all just insult one, because one is by nature something better
than they are. Knowing them is one continual insult.”

“That is true,” said the General. “But they are still a minority.”

“No,” she said. “Because working-people are the same. Oh I don’t
like workmen. I used to like them so much, to think they were right.
And now I don’t. I don’t like them. They only want to pull everything
down, even the natural things. They want to pull one’s natural soul
down, and make it something mechanical and vulgar. Oh, I don’t like
them. And I don’t believe in liberty. I don’t believe in socialism. Idon’t
believe in liberty. And I don’t like workmen who work for wages and
think abour politics. I've been insulted, insulted, insulted all the way.
That’s the last word my husband said to me: ‘Kate, perhaps I've been
wrong. We should have kept away fromit all. We shouldn’t have given
ourselves to them. It’s been a wrong done to the best in us. I'm so
sorry, Kate. But I'll ery and look after you better in death than 1 did in
life’ - And so he died =»

Her face became the mask of anguish that is almost mortal. Bitter
tears came down her cheeks, and she hid her face in her serviette as she
sat there at table. There was adead silence. Owen of course was crying.
The General had gone pale, his black eyes gleamed with a fierce,
almost demonish look, and at the same time seemed to envelop the
woman with a sheltering pity. Kate, with the napkin pressed to her
face, showing her spread hands, with the wedding ring and one big
emerald ring engraved with her family crest, for a seal, was just a bit
absurd, as Owen saw her through his tears. But she had been vulner-
able, and the hurt was mortal in her.

Owen coughed, and dared not take off his spectacles to wipe
them.

The two Mexicans did not see the absurdity. To them, convention
was a shallow, if stiff thing. Don Ramén watched the woman and her
hidden face with a strong, roused gaze. There was a profound, dark
passion in his soul, the passion of an unexpressed belief. A passionate
belief in gods half known to him.
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He waited for a while, then he said, in his subtle, resonant voice:

“And native people — the country laborers — the campesinos, or
peodnes, the men in the big hats — do they also pull you down?”

Kate did not answer, but remained behind her napkin. Then she
wiped her tears, and her face was all red and spoiled with tears and the
moment’s anguish. Then she took a mouthful of wine.

“Pm sorry!” she said, with a blurt of a laugh.

Then she tumed towards Don Ramén with eyes that glittered still
unseeing in her scalded face.

“What did you say?” she asked. And her face was breaking again
with bitter emotion.

“The world has made a mistake,” he said, in his slow, measured
English and his hypnotic voice, that had a throaty quality above a
startling deep resonance: something like a violoncello. The sound of
his voice distracted Kate from her emotion, drew her elsewhere.

“The world is mistaken. There is no liberty, only the will of some
God. The will of our own gods is liberty to us, nothing else. Nothing
else is liberty. And for men to have free will is the worst and cruelest of
slavery. They are slaves to every formula. — Now tell me,” he added,
“whatyou think of our men with big hats and our women with shawls,
the peons, as you say. Do they drag you down?”

Kate sl did not hear what he was saying. Only the words:
“Thereis no liberty! — there is no liberty!” re-echoed in her conscious-
ness.

“My husband worked so hard for liberty,” she said.

“It was his destiny,” replied Don Ramén.

And for some reason that soothed her.

“I always knew, at the bottom,” she said, “it was a mistake. I
always knew, at the bottom, that there is no such thing as liberty. I
always knew. Yet my children don’t seem to know. It seems real to
them.”

“Perhaps they are weak,” said Don Ramén. “Liberty is the delu-
sion of weak people. When life is strong it wishes to act. Butliberty is a
sick soul that cannot get well.”

“But why should my children have sick souls? — I don’t say they
have -

“I do not know that they have. Yet they are the children of your
liberty delusion.”
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“But my husband wasn’t a sick soul —” she pondered.
“Perhaps he was deluded by all the sick ones crying around him.”
There was a long pause.

“Terrible,” said Kate slowly, “to live so long in a mistake.”

“We are only men,” said Don Ramén. “We live to find out our
mistakes.”

“But we have to realise the mistake in the end,” said Kate.

“That is manhood.”

Therewas silence again, while the man-servant brought the plates
for dessert.

“Sdll,” said Kate, “it is bitter.”

“But it is good to realise the mistake, and kill it.”

“My husband didn’thave a chance tokill it,” she said, thinking of
her children.

“The soul is immortal, of all brave people,” said Don Ramén.

He assumed a quiet authority, sitting there at the table peeling a
sticky mango. He was handsome too; and well-bred. But he did not
care much whom he talked to.

“But tell me,” he said to her. “Retum to the conversation before
you became sad.” And he smiled at her curiously, but with fascinatng
delicacy. “Tell me, do the peons, the men with the big hats, and their
women with shawls, rebozos, do they also pull you down?”

She tried to collect herself sufficiently to answer. She thought of
the peons, driving their strings of asses along the country roads, in the
dust of Mexico’s infinite dryness, past broken walls, broken houses,
broken haciendas, along the endless desolation left by revolutions;
past vast stretches of the maguey, the huge cactus with its magnificent
upstarting rosette of iron-pointed leaves, that covers miles and miles
of ground in the Valley of Mexico, cultivated for the intoxicating
dnink of the natives, pulque; past the wonderful fields of wheat and
maize, sloping towards the lower land; past tall, bright-green sugar-
cane: the eternal peon of Mexico, in his huge straw hat, and his white
cotron clothes, with wide, flopping trousers, and with his inevitable
sarape, the blanket which is his cloak, his bed, his shelter of every
description. She thought of the tall, erect peons of the north, of the
more uncertain men of the Mexico Valley, with their heads through
the middle of their ponchos; of the rather short, Asiatic-looking
Indian in the Vera Cruz State; of the handsome men in the west, with
their greatscarletsarapes, real blankets now, hung splendidly overone
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shoulder. They had all of them something in common, whether they
wore blue overalls for Mexico City, or the tight, skin-tight trousers on
their handsome legs, as in the east, or the wide, floppy white cotton as
in the fields westward. They had almost all the same erect, somewhat
prancing walk, stepping out from the base of the spine; the same
jaunty way of balancing the huge hat, as if it were a crest; the same stiff
shoulders, slightly swinging; and the same swagger of the sarape.
Many of them were handsome, with their dark, bronze-dark skin,
finely poised heads, and their thick, fine, black hair. They had a
splendid proud look. Tillyoumet their black eyes fully. And then their
eyes had no centre to them. As Kate said, the essential man wasn’t
there.

A fair proportion, too, of smaller, sometimes insignificant-
looking dark men, who had often a cat-like antagonism in their look,
which made her feel afraid. Devoid of human sympathy, poisonous,
thin, stiff little men, cold and unliving like scorpions, and as danger-
ous.

And then the awful, pulque-brutish faces of some of the Indians in
the city, with a slightly swollen look, and black, dimmed, awful eyes
full of an inchoate, evil misery. She sried not to see these faces. Yet they
had gone deep into her consciousness.

Yet, withal, she felt a natural, true compassion for them, such as
she never felt for white men. They were not cowed. These men were
not cowed, even if they were not quite created. Almost deeper than
her consciousness, the bowels of her compassion stirred and bled. And
at the same time, she feared the presence of the Indians. They would
pull her down, pull her down.

The same with the women, in their full, long skirts and bare feet,
and with the big, dark-blue, wide scarf over their womanly round
heads and enfolding their shoulders. Many women kneeling in a dim
church, allhooded in their dark-blue rebozos, the pallor of their skirts
on the floor, head and shoulders wrapped close and dark in the scarf,
and swaying with devotion: the devotion of fear. A churchful of
dark-wrapped women kneeling like dark toadstools on the ground,
and silent in a devotion of fear. The crouching of people not quite
created, fearful for themselves.

Their soft, untidy black hair; the round-eyed baby joggling like a
pumpkin slung in the shawl over the woman’s back; the never-washed
feet and ankles under the long, flounced, soiled cotton skirt; and then,
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once more, the dark eyes of the women, soft, appealing, and, it seemed
to Kate, untrustworthy. Something lurking in their eyes, where the
womanly centre should have been. Fear — and the companion of fear,
mistrust — and inevitable result of misarust, a lurking insolence.

It was the same, really, in the eyes of the men: the void in the
blackness, the fear, the mistrust, and the lurking, waiting insolence.
But then the men were more reckless than the women. They would
risk themselves with a certain generosity. But they would perhaps
never trust. And in the end, maybe the insolence would be the last
thing left.

Kate was much too Irish to have any respect for blind belief
between human beings. No, if belief was to have any value, it must be
slow, and wary. But it must be possible.

After thedeathof her husband, shehad beendrivento believe that
she must arust nobody, nobody, nothing any more. Butsince she was
in America, where no one does trust anybody any more: where no man
or woman ever seems to have a final, resting trust in anything, man or
woman or god, but where everybody depends on the social code of
behaviour, which everybody supports in order to make life possible at
all; since she had been a year in America, she felt a craving for human
trust, for belief.

She felt life could not go on any further. There was no faith left.

What was she doing herself? Drifting there in Mexico, with her
cousin Owen, and with young Villiers. Why? Why? What had she
come for?

She looked at the two Mexicans, and her soul seemed empty.

What had she come for? Just to fool her time away. No more. She
wanted just to fool the rest of her life away, for her life was over. Like
Owen. He too had no life. Perhaps his life had never even begun. So
wearily he played around. The Playboy of the Western World.

Oh he had been in business. He had been successful too, and had
made money. The business men could take no rise out of him. But
business had been the weariest of all his games, the dreariest of all his
Main Swreet pastimes. He had even thrown it up, in contempt, and
been satisfied with a moderate income.

Better play, simply and purely play at playing, than keep up the
heavy hand at whist, which was the business game. Betrer fool about
in Mexico taking kodak pictures and exclaiming over peculiarities of
the natives. For after all, if one had a life to live, better not make the
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farce too heavy. The light hand, the light hand! And business was
played with an absurdly solemn, heavy hand.

Playboys of the Western World. Owen, snapping kodak pictures
and carefully putting together bits of poetry, or reviewing little dra-
mas in the solemnity of his hotel bedroom! Owen, exploring the
Thieves’ Market in Mexico for odds and ends, with all the eagerness of
another Humboldt. Owen darting to the Literary Club to get com-
munistic and angry with some capitalist. Owen being thrilled by the
natives, and hoping that at last they had got a real representative
government!

And Owen notcaring, inside him, one single straw about any of
these activities. Just forcing himself to be a playboy, by strength of
will. Almost a martyr to his own amusement. And inside, hopelessly,
helplessly indifferent to everything. A playboy with a hopeless void of
indifference and dreariness at the middle of him. A void growing
slowly wider and more gaping. The gap where his soul should be.

Young Villiers almost worse. He hadn’t even the rags of liberal-
ism and idealism to flutrer. He didn’t even care vastly about amusing
himself. He hadn’t done anything and he hadn’t loved anybody. He
wanted to be aplayboy of the westem world also, but he was frighdful-
ly difficult to amuse. He was almostall gap, with a fine hard-stone self
around it. Like a finely-cut stone hammer with a hollow core, only
pleased when he was giving little destructive taps at something.

Villiers was absolutely cold about love: as cold as an obsidian
hammer. But he always dressed himself with meticulous care. Why,
Kate never knew. Unless the hollow at the middle of him was haunted
by the self -admiring ghost of himself. Poor Villiers, so young, yet with
absolutely nothing ahead except tapping against everything he came
across, to knock a chip or two off it. He never wanted to break
anything. Just knock a chip or two off everything, and he was de-
lighted with a bird-like delight.

At the centreof his eye, all the same, the strange, arching void that
sometimes seemed to dilate with horror, but which usually basked like
a snake asleep. There was in his eyes the curious basking apathy of a
snake asleep. But sometimes, again, the apathy uncoiled in a sort of
frenzy.

The gap. The awful gap at the middle of people. In Owen, it was a
slow, soft caving-in. With Villiers it was a hard, finely-wrought rim
around an everlasting void: like some sort of jewel with a blackish
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centre. With the Mexican natives it was an unutterably dark pit in the
midst of a strong, soft-flaming life.

The pit! The bottomless pit of hollowness where the soul should
be, in aman and in a woman. The white soul just caving in, like Owen.
Everything in the white world going with a slow, soft slide over the
edge of the bottomless pit that has opened like a fissure in the white
man’s soul. Down which all the world will slide, since the white man’s
soul has been the centre of the world for many years now. And now it
has caved in upon an inner emptiness.

And the dark man’s soul not ready yet. She was, in some way,
afraid of these natives, afraid of their gleaming black eyes with no
centre to them. She felt they might explode like gunpowder in some
horrible passion, a passion with nothing to control it. A terrible black
potentiality, without any soul to assume responsibility. Without any
soul to hold control over the dark life-potentialities.

They fascinated her, these people. She felt they had never had a
soul, and lost it. They had never been cowed. Owen had been cowed.
Villiers looked as if he were always trying to bear up against some
hateful menace. Almost all white men she knew were cowed, their
souls were cowed inside them, though they had amazing courage of
self-sacrifice still. But the strange soft flame of life-courage had gone
out of them, leaving that hateful gap, which so often becomes me-
chanical and demonish, like a reversed pivot. That reversed look! The
look which is in the very middle of the eyes of so many white people.
As if life were running in the reverse direction.

But in the eyes of the natives, the strange soft flame of life-
courage. Only it was not knit to a centre, that centre which is the soul
in a man. The soft, full flame of life in dark eyes. But centreless, the
eyes centreless and helpless, sometimes demonish, diabolical.

The white men have not been able to fuse the soul of the dark men
into being. Instead, in his atternpt to overwhelm and convert the dark
man to the white way of life, the white man has lost his own soul,
collapsed upon himself.

Kate thought of Mexico, the grea, precipitous, dry, savage coun-
try, with a handsome church in every landscape, rising as it were out of
nowhere. A revolution-broken landscape. Bur everlasting tall, hand-
somc churches. Magnificent patriarchal haciendas often in ruins. But
churches, great gorgeous churches standing still above everything,
above the straw and adobe huts of the natives, above trees and ruins
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and deserts. And meaningless. No meaning in all these fine churches.
No reason why they should be there.

The cities of Mexico, great and small, Spanish citdes with their
strong square houses of stone, their fountains, their plazas or public
squares with wees and side-walks and water, their cobbled streets,
their gorgeous, rather overdone churches. The Spaniards planted
them all, created them all, as it were, out of nothingness. And all,
except perhaps Mexico City, are nothing: standing waiting to fall
down. The churches all feel alike: as if standing waiting to fall down.
Waiting for the earthquake that will shake off Spain again, from
America. Shake off England and all white influence. The men go to
church still - not so much; the women still go much. But it is fear that
takes them. Fear of the revenge of a dangerous omnipotence, should
they fail in worship. Fear of a dangerous authority.

It has not been the fate of Spain, and it has not been the fate of
Christanity, to bring the Indians of the west into their own being.
The Amerindian has not come into his own soul during the Christian
occupadon. Perhaps he has been held back. And he is waiting stll.
Waiting for his own fulfilment of his own destiny.

And there, Kate felt, was the difference between Owen’s vacuum
and the Indian void. Owen’s was the loss of his own old soul: the other
was the failure, so far, of a race of men to possess their own souls. The
one was a negative, deathly thing: the other the painful slow process of
creation.

For this reason she felt a throb of compassion for the Indian. He
was still vulnerable, sdll in the process of suffering for his own
incompleteness. Owen was invulnerable, save on the surface. He
would wince from hurt or insult, and then the hurt, the insult would
pass on into the vacuum, where of course it turned into nothingness.
Whatever penetrated deeply in Owen passed straight into thevoidof
nothingness. Only the surface was sentient. Below the surface he just
negated everything. Since nothing really mattered. Living was but a
superficial fuss.

But the Indian, the Mexican native was still a hot flux of life, like
lava. Only uncontrolled, uncentred, and therefore horrible. And
wanting to pull down the white man from his white centrality. — That
definitely.

But the white man’sauthorityandreligion havegiventhe Indian a
certain breathing space, a certain relief from his own blind, blood-
stained self.
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The religion and the authority are now both broken. The Indian
once more knows he is thrown on himself. The white man is mechani-
cally exploiting him, now. For the heroism of the first manly con-
querors, and the beauty of the first Christian padres has disappeared
into the automatism of capitalism and exploitation. What is there now
to honour in the white man’s world!

So that, naturally, in one sense the Indian is the white man’s
enemy. Naturally he wants, in his slow, silent persistence, to pull
down the white man and the white man’s world. Good and bad alike,
perhaps, since he has not come to the point of fine discrimination.

“Yes,” said Kate, in answer to Don Ramén’s question. “I feel that
the peons do want to pull me down, too. But not so much personally,
out of a desire to destroy me, personally, as white people do. They
don’t seem to me mean, as white people are.

“Only, they do seem to me on a lower level thanmyself. And they
do want to bring me down from my level. Even they want to love me
at their own level - like the old woman-servant who is so awfully nice.
But they never want to come up to my level. They won’t even look up
to it. They don’t look up to it. They just solidly expect me to come
down to them. As if they were the magnetic earth which everything
must come down to.”

“But maybe,” said Owen, “you are mistaken in considering their
level as lower than your own. It may only be different.”

“No,” said Kate. “They are lower. Their sort of heaviness, and
their unfreeness, as if a stone lay on their souls. No, I think it would be
wrong of me to disown my own higher self.”

“But maybe,” persisted Owen, “the magnetic earth is the greatest
reality: much greater than any human loftiness.”

“No,” said Kate. “The human soul is more than the magnetic
earth. I know I mustn’t let myself be pulled night down.”

“It seemns to me,” said Owen, “that we can only get back to reality
by coming right back to earth.”

“T used to think that,” said Kate. “I used to want to live in a cave.
Now I know that a cave isn’t any more real than a villa. The Indiansin
their straw huts aren’t any more real than I am in a flat in London.
Perhaps less. They are even less fulfilled. They seem so hopeless in
their straw huts.”

“Do you think s0?” cried Owen.

“They are less fulfilled, they feel less real than I do. They never feel
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quite real to themselves. That’s how they seem to me. And that is
where I am higher. Don’t you think 502 she asked, cumning to the
General.

He was watching her with uneasy black eyes.

“I think it is as you say,” he replied. “But is it necessary, pardon
me, for a woman to know so much?”

“What else should I do!” she replied.

“Ah Sefiora!” he exclaimed, with a fairt smile and a deprecating
wave of the hands, dropping his head as if it made him feel impatient
and a little hopeless.

“Nobody can live my life for me, can they?” she said.

“I think,” he replied, “that some-one might think all these things
for you, so that you need not have the trouble of thinking them. I am
sure Don Ramén will think itall for you — and even for me, since he is
a berter thinker than I, and I believe what he says.”

His eyes, as he watched her, weremocking, and baffled with pity,
and at the same time pleading for something.

“Can Don Ramén think my thoughts for me?” she said.

“Such big, heavy, serious thoughts,” he replied, smiling.

She looked across at Don Ramén. He looked so large and
portentous.

“I shall always think my own thoughts,” she said. “You cannot
prevent it, without beheading me.”

“Bueno, Seviora, bueno! Muy bueno!” deprecated the General. “But
we also think. We also have thoughts. Yes, we also!”

“Ah!” she said distrustfully. “Men can’t think for women.”

“No?” said the General, sceptical.

“With my husband, I always had to think for myself. He had his
ideas, and his ideals, and his enthusiasm. And it all broke down in the
end. And I was left with nothing but the things I had leamt for myself,
looking at things with my own eyes.”

“Ah, Sefiora, your husband! A white man! They never come to
carth, asyousay. They are like the aeroplanes the world is so proud of,
always in the air. That, they say, is higher.” And the General smiled
sardonically.

Kate flushed, and bethought herself.

“I know it,” she said. “That is why I must think for myself.”

“We are not all white men. There are other men in the world
except white men,” said the General, perhaps sarcastically.
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She looked at him in doubt and mistrust.

“I should always have to think my own thoughts,” she said.

“Bueno, Serora, muy bueno! They need not always be such
thoughts.”

And he smiled soothingly.

Her face hardened a little as she considered this.

“Seriora,” said Don Ramén, shifting a little from his statuesque
motionlessness, and smiling that strange, fascinating smile which
always made her heart contract with fear. “We come back to earth to
have rootsin the earth. Life is still a tree, it is not a loose leafin the air,
or an aeroplane. Come back to earth to have deep roots, deep in the
carth.” He made a gesture downwards, and the look of his black eyes,
so determined on something to her unknown and unspeakable, made
her blood stand still. Then, with a rerumn of the slowly unfolding
smile, that had such a dark gleam at the centre ofit, he said: “But from
the roots we grow up, up, as far as the sap will carry us.” And he made
the gesture with his dark, suave hands, whose palms were a little paler
and more naked-seeming than the backs. “Wegrow up, up as far as the
sap will take us. Like a tree: a very great tree.” And he spread his
fingers in the air, then looked at her with that point of light in the
middle of his black eyes. “Now the Indians in America are lying low.
They are sending up no shoots of life. Not yet. But their roots are
deep, their roots are very deep, and when they start to grow upwards,
it will be like an earthquake to the white man’s world of factcries and
machines. Life is still a tree, Sefiora, it is not a collection of aeroplanes
or a swarm of insects.”

His words sounded like a threat, to her.

“Ishallbe very glad,” she said, meeting his eyes, “when life s a tree
again, with roots. No one will be more glad.”

“It will rise from the roots only. It will not descend from above,
out of words or aeroplanes,” said Don Ramén, “or thin air.”

“But what exactly are the roots?” asked Owen, rather petulant.

“The roots are the human blood. That which rises up out of the
blood, like a tree with its roots in the dark water which is below the
carth, thatis manhood. Thehumanblood sends up thetree oflife. The
human mind is only a flowering on the tree, which passes and comes
again. — And only those that have power of blood will live, when the
blood begins to send up the new tree from the darkness under the
world.”
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Owen felt oppressed, but not convinced of anything. For him the
blood was a red fluid whose laws and properties are known. This
rather portentous prognosticating, as he felt it, annoyed him. Yet he
felt oppressed and annulled.

Kate also battled against Don Ramén. But she believed what he
said, in her heart of hearts. And it made her go dumb.

And so it ended in a silence of the two white people, against the
two dark-skinned men.
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IV The Lake

WEN WENT ON AHEAD to Lake Chapala to scout round. Kate

felt so weary of aimless travel. She wanted Owen to find a
house where she could settle down for a month or two. Owen sent
word that the Orilla Hotel, near Ixtlahuacan, was perfect, that they
were to bring the luggage and leave it at the station, and come on
straight to the hotel.

Kate sent a telegram to Owen, and she and Villiers set off in the
night train from Mexico, westward. The Pullman was almost full,
people going to Guadalajara and Colima,mostly bourgeois Mexicans,
three military officers, one deeply craped widow, two country farmers
in tight trousers. It was a Pullman, looking clean and fresh, with hot
green plush seats, exactly as in the United States. But the atmosphere
so different. So much more silent, more guarded. And so much more
casual. The farmers had beautiful sarapes, folded on the seats. The
military officers seemed shy, as if they were new inside their clothes.
Nobody spoke except in low tones.

Villiers looked round with bright eyes, pleased to be setting off
again.

“My how different from a crowd in an American Pullman!” he
said.

It was a grey evening, with a sudden wind and whirling dust, and
a few spots of rain. The train drew out into the scattered, hopeless
fringe of the town, and stopped after a few minutes in the main street
of a suburb village, where dust was whirling. It was a grey evening,
and men stood in groups sheltering their faces with their sarapes,
while donkey-drivers ran frantically, uttering short cries, to prevent
their donkeys from wandering in between the cars of the train, on the
lines. Silent dogs trotted in and out from under the carriages, women,
their faces wrapped in their blue rebozos, because of the dust, watched
the passengers in the Pullman, or came to offer tortillas, flat, round,
dry pancakes of maize, wrapped in a cloth to keep them warm, or
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pulque, in an earthern mug, or pieces of chicken smothered in oily red
sauce, or oranges, or pitahayas. It was about six o’clock, and the earth
was absolutely dry and stale. Everybody was in the street, the men
balancing their huge hats against the wind. Men on quick, fine little
horses, guns slung behind them, trotted up, lingered, then trorted
awav again with the wind.

Villiers got down to look, and stood watching a little girl kindle
the careless charcoal fire in the street, to cook the evening meal. He
wandered down the train. It had owo Pullmans, and two other
coaches, the third-class coach at the end crowded with peasants camp-
ing with their food and bundles of all sorts. One peasant woman was
travelling with a fine peacock under her arm, puttng it down some-
tmes and oying in vain to suppress it under her skirts. But she always
had to take it up again. Melons, pumpkins, jars, baskets, bundles,
guns, soldiers, and a great medley of people. In the van at the end,
more soldiers with loaded guns, lictle fellows in dirty whigsh uni-
forms, looking more dangerous than the bandits they were there to
guard against. A great confusion of life. Bur all subdued, hushed,
without the clamour and stridency of Europe.

It was falling dusk when the train moved art length our into the
country of the Valley of Mexico, the flat plain, the mountains invisible
save just near at hand. There were some green trees and green,
irrigated fields. But for the most part, bare, dry land with broken
masonry, somedmes a broken hacienda, a row of broken adobe huts.
Partly it was revolution, partly the natural collapse of the grey-black
adobe, the mournful adobe made of volcanic mud. The flat, desolate-
seeming stretches of the Valley, with occasional vivid sections of
cultvadon. And everywhere dark-seeming.

There came a heavy shower. The train was passing through a
pulque hacienda, the lines of the giant maguey stretched away bris-
tling and menacing in the gloom. Then the lights came on in the
Pullman, and the artendant passed along the car, quickly fastening
down the blinds, to shut out the night, and prevent as far as possible
anybody’s shooting at the passengers from the darkness outside. The
ain’s evening had begun.

Kate ordered a little food, at an exorbitant price, from the buffet
of the Pullman: such dny little portions, at such large charge. And
nobody complained. It was the Pullman, it wasn’t the natural earth.

And at eight o’clock the artendant was already beginning to
prepare for the night, pulling down the beds from above. He was an
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elderly Mexican with an Irish, pug-dog face. His assistant was a young
Mexican pitted with small-pox. There was no gainsaying them. They
were determined to make the beds at once. The passengers were
driven unprotesting from their seats, while the operation was per-
formed. Kate almost protested. But her Spanish wasn’t good enough.
And the other passengers had submitted so dumbly. So when the old
Irish-face came up and murtered “Permuite,” she rose and cleared out to
the women’s toilet room. They were a dumb, stricken crowd in the
grip of those two short-legged monkeys of attendants.

At half-past eight there was nothing to do but go to bed. The
Mexican passengers were silently and intensely discreet, immured
behind the green curtains, in their berths. Kate loathed a Pullman. She
loathed the horrible nearness of all the other people, like so many
larva in so many sections, behind green serge curtains. She loathed
struggling to undress inside the oven of her berth. Her elbow would
hit the curtain and no doubt reveal a flash of white arm, for there was a
man’s body outside, the attendant buttoning up the green curtain.
And her elbow, as she struggled with her hair, would butt him in the
stomach through that odious curtain.

But thank goodness, once she was in bed she could put up the
window-blind and open the window a little, her light being shut out.
She wouldn’thave put up her window-blind for anything, till her light
was out. Her respect for the guns of bandits or low thieves was
considerable.

There was a rather cold wind, after the rain, up there on the high
plateau. The moon had risen. She saw rocks, and tall organ cactus.
Then moreacres of maguey. Then the train had stopped at a dark little
station on a crest, where men swathed in sarapes held dusky, ruddy
lanterns. Why did the train stay so long?

At last it was going again, and she saw a pale downslope before
her, in the moonlight, and away below the lights of a little town. She
lay watching the land go by, rocks, cactus, maguey, rocks, as the train
wound its way down. And soon she dozed. To wake at a station
where, in the dim, dusky light, women in rebozos were running along
the train with tortillas, and dishes of meat or chicken or tamales, and
fruit. It was only about nine o’clock. The women’s faces came near the
dark wire-screen of Kate’s window. She lowered her window, in a
kind of fear. The Pullman was all dark. But at the back of the train,
outside, Kate could see the light from the open coaches of the first
class, and the third class. She almost wished she was there, in the
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first-class coach, looking out of the window and buying an orange, or
alirtle box of Celaya sweetmeat. La de Celaya! she heard a man calling.

Bur she was shut up with the comfortable passengers in the
Pullman, there was nothing to do but to listen to an occasional cough
behind the green curtains, and go to sleep.

She woke at a bright station: probably Quarétaro. If Owen had
been there, he would have wanted to get up in his pyjamas, to see if
anyone was selling Mexican opals. Owen was a passionate buyer of
trifles. She wished she could really look out. The green trees looked
pretty and theatrical in the electric light.

The moment the train moved on, she dozed. It was a poor sleep,
in a Pullman, so shaken. Yet sleep it was. She was very dimly aware of
stations: then, deep in the night, aware of being awakened from a
pure, sound sleep. The train had been standing in the stadon of
Irapuato, the junction. It was moving west.

She would arrive at Ixtlahuacan at twenty-past-six in the mom-
ing, and was mortally afraid of over-sleeping. But the man awoke her.
It was light, the sun had not risen. Dry country, and green wheat
alternating with bearded, ripe wheat, and men already cutting the ripe
wheat with sickles, in short little handfuls. Then bare country with
ragged stumps of maize-stubble. Then a man on harseback driving a
mingled flock of cows, sheep, bulls, goats, lambs, from a forlorn-
looking hacienda. Then a sort of canal choked with leaves, and mauve-
coloured waterlilies poking out. The sun was just lifting up, red. In a
few minutes the strong golden sunshine of real moming.

She was dressed and all ready, sitting facing Villiers, when they
came to Ixtlahuacan. The attendant came to tell her, and take her bag.
And the traindrew up casually near a wayside station, a desert as usual.
Villiers craned his neck for some sign of Owen. Nothing. They got
down. A barn of a station, some standing vans, an expanse of cobbled
approach with grass growing between the cobble-stones, an ancient
horsetram standing like 2 monument, one or two forlom men
swathed in big scarlet, or brown, sarapes, going across the open space,
two porters asking about luggage, and no more.

“What now!” said Villiers.

“Orilla Hotel?” said Kate to the porter, on a note of query.

“Si, Seriora -” and a long string of Spanish, pointing to the
tram-car.

“He means we go in the tram,” said Villiers.

Kate went back to see allthe masses of heavy luggagetaken outof
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thevan. Itwasall there. The porter wasas eager for it as if ithad been a
juicy beef-steak. Kate decided the only thing to do was to leave it
where it was.

“Mas tarde,” said Kate, using that invaluable phrase. “Later on.”

The porter broke into speech, showed her the brass plate of his
number, and she set off to the tram. Villiers had found out from the
guide book that you could take the tram to the town and then the
motorboat of the hotel would carry you across the comer of the lake.

At last the driver whipped up his mules, and they rolled slowly
down stony, cobbled roads, between walls, and between houses. A
desert. Occasional men in huge hats and scarlet sarapes passed like
concrete ghosts, morning-silent. An occasional man on horseback. A
boy on a high mule delivering milk from red jars slung on either side
the mule. And still another stone-uneven, sterile street. All seeming
absolutely dead, the whole place an inhabited deadness.

At length they came to an end, in a plaza with broken pavements
and rather broken-down arcade, with fountain-basins where low
water bubbled up, milky-dim, and brilliant trees blossomed in masses
of pure scarlet, one in lavender flowers.

“What next?”

They got down from the tram, and a boy appeared.

“Hotel Orillal” said Kate.

“Orilla!” said the boy, looking rather vaguely ahead, up the street.

“Si! Un bote! Una barcal”

The word barca did it. The boy pointed vigorously ahead. So off
they set, along the incredibly uneven, painful street, following the boy
who was trotting the Indian trot, with the bags.

They came in a while to an old, dusty bridge, a broken wall, a
wide, pale brown stream down below, and a cluster of men. The men
were boatmen, and wanted her to take a boat. She announced she
wanted the motorboat from the Hotel Orilla. They said there was no
boat from the hotel. She didn’t believe it. Then a dark-faced fellow
with his black hair down his forehead and a certain intensity in his
face, said, Yes, thehotel had a boat, but it was broken. In an hour and a
half he would row her there. “In how long?” asked Kate. “An hour and
a half?”

“And I am so hungry!” cried Kate.

“What does he say?” came the inevitable question from Villiers.

“For how much?” asked Kate.
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“Two pesos, Sefiorita.” And he held up two fingers.

So Kate said yes, the boatman ran, and then she noticed he was a
cripple, with inturned feet. Yet how quick and strong!

She clambered with Villiers down the broken bank to the niver,
and in a moment was seated in the boat. There were pale green willow
trees. The river was not very wide, and of a pale fawn colour, flowing
between deep earthern banks. There was a funny, high kind of barge
with rows of chairs. The boatman said it went up the river; and he
waved his arm to show the direction. So they passed under the bridge,
and almost at once the river became lonely. Kate wondered if she
ought to feel frightened. She decided not. The crippled boatman was
energetc and handsome, in his tense way, and when she smiled
because she did not understand his Spanish, the answer of his smile
was 5o quick, and so real, and rather pathetic. But the smile of a man
with real, sensitive manliness. She knew he was mustworthy.

Moming was still young, on the silent buff-coloured river be-
tween earthern banks. There was a blue dimness in the lower air, and
black water-fowl ran happily, unconcemedly back and forth from the
river’s edge, on the dry, baked banks, feeling the blueness and moist-
ness of the dissolved night still about them. The boatman rowed hard
upon the flimsy, soft, sperm-like water, only pausing at moments
swiftly to smear the sweat from his face with an old rag that he kept on
the bench beside him. He rowed so earnestly that the sweat ran from
his brown-bronze skin like water.

“There is no hurry,” said Kate, smiling to him.

“What does the sefiorita say?”

“There is no hurry.”

He smiled back again, and only rowed the harder.

The river wasfairly wide, and all of a soft, flowing buff colour. On
the banks were some willow trees, and some pepper trees of delicate
spring green. For the rest, the land was dry and lonely. Big hills rose
up to high, blunt points, buff-coloured, baked like dry loaves. Across
the flat near the river a peon, sitting perched on the rump of his
donkey, was slowly driving five luxurious cows to the river to dnnk.
The big black-and-white cows stepped slowly, luxuriously to the
water, the dun cows followed. There was no sound in the air: the
water, the land, the life was all soft and silent. Only in the blue above,
the ragged-edged buzzards were already circling, as they always circle
over life in Mexico.
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“There is no hurry!” repeated Kate to the boatman, who was
again mopping his face as if his life depended on it. “You can go
slowly.”

The man smiled deprecatingly, and with a wave of hishand, said:

“If the sefiorita will sit at the back, we can go to please her.”

Kate did not understand at first. The boatman rested his oars,
took off his hat and put it in the bottom of the boat, and at last wiped
his face guite dry. He had the thick, beautiful black hair of the Indians.
Then he repeated his request. And Kate looked round at the stern of
the boat.

As she did so a ruddy-skinned, black-headed man rose naked from
the water, bending, stretching out his arm and seizing the stemn of the
boat. The boat swerved. The man in the river stumbled and recovered
his footing, then stood holding the boat, which had only a very mild
pull in the stream. The water flowed almost up to his waist. He was
young, and had full, handsome flesh, ruddy-brown.

Villiers and Kate both gave a slight exclamation of fear, the
boatman, sitting watchful at the further end, almost without motion,
gripped his oar as if it were a weapon. There was a moment of
paralysis.

The man in the stream laughed as the water ran off him.

“Where are you going?” he asked unconcernedly.

He was a young man, with the handsome shoulders and hot,
metallic flesh of the Indians.

“What do you want, you?” asked the boatnan, in a muted voice.

“I want to salute you as you pass by,” said the man, nonchalant.
He spoke educated Spanish, with a certain effrontery. His naked arm
held the boat fast.

The boatman cast cautious eyes toeither bank, and waited dumb-
ly.

“I salute you, Sefiorita and Sefior, in the name of the God of the
lake. Do you know the God Quetzalcoatl?”

“The God Quetzalcoatl — !” repeated Kate, agitated and notquite
understanding.

“Ah! Yes! Did you know he has come back to Lake Chapala?”

“Oh!” exclaimed Kate, understanding this. “Is it really que?”

Shespoke forthe sake of answering. Butthemaninthe water was
insistent.

“Yes. Yes. Youcan believe it. He has come back now. He has been
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looking for a wife in the watery countries, and he has come back with
her. I don’t know if it’s true about the wife. But he has come. You can
believe it, I assure you.” He was watching her all the time closely, with
his staring black eyes. She had to try not to see his naked breast. It was
SO near.

“Yes,” said Kate, dimly understanding and made more uneasy by
the man’s bold black eyes, that were full of fire, and by his voice, which
she seemed to understand apart from words.

“Look!” — and the man held out his other hand, in which were
two little pots, encrusted from lying under the water. “These are the
ollicitas of the wife of Quetzalcoatl. They come from under the water.
Take them, Sefiorita.”

Kate very hesitatingly took the two little vases. They were really
two tiny rough cooking pots, one a tripod and the other with two long
cars, made apparently of soft black stone, and crusted with lime from
the water. Each was about as big as a thimble.

“They are pretty. They are very pretty. Thank you so much,” she
said nervously, determined, asfaras possible, to humour the intruder.

“Ollicitas of the wife of Quetzalcoatl,” said the man. “I found
them in the shallow water.” He was watching her searchingly, to see
the effect on her. His earnest, eager watching, that had at the same
time something domineering, reminded her of the General.

“Thank you so much,” she said, stiffening slightly.

“Adids Seriorita! Adids Sevior! Adids hombre! We are those of the
God Quetzalcoatl.”

He announced his goodbye in a different, more insolent voice,
and at the same time gave the boat a litde push, which sent it down-
stream, while he waded away as if he would ignore them now. Kate
turned to look again at the dark, glowing face, that seemed almost to
contain fire, and at the searching black eyes. He was all the time
watching, as if something were important to him. — But he had
retreated, was wading our of the water, the sunlight flashing on his
wet, strong back.

“Who is he?” asked Kate of the boatnan, who was rowing again
as if for dear life. The boatman merely shook his head.

Then, when the boat had travelled some distance, and he had seen
the naked man disappear into the green of the pepper-trees a way off,
he said in a rather cautious voice:

“They are those of the God Quewzakoatl, Seforita.”
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“But what are they?” she asked.

The man gave a shrug of his shoulders as he rowed. He was
already sweating again profusely. He rowed hard so as not to be
questioned. — She saw this.

“Let me go to the back now,” said Kate.

The man rested his oars, and she carefully climbed back to the
lictle seat in the angle of the stern.

“What is all this abour?” asked Villiers, making round eyes.

Kate told him. She was examining her little pots. They un-
doubtedly came from under the water. They were made, she thought,
of black clay.

“They really come from under the lake?” she asked.

“Yes, Sefiorita. They find them at San José. They used to find
many, now they only find few. On the shore by the water.”

“Ollicitas of the wife of Quetzalcoatl?”

“Yes, Senorita. So they call them.” Again the man did notwantto
answer.

“I read in the newspaper about a man that came out of the lake,”
said Kate.

“Yes, Seiorita.”

“Is that the man who is Quetzalcoatl?”

“No, Seorita. He is aman from I don’t know where. The god
would be different.” And now the boatman’s black eyes were watch-
ing her furtively.

“But you think he has really come back, Quetzalcoatl?”

“Quien sabe! Who knows!” — And with a vague gesture, the man
wiped his face. He did not look at her any more, but pulled the oars.

“I am glad if Quetzalcoatl has come back,” she said. “He is your
own God.”

“Yes, Senorita.” He flashed a slight, bright smile, which died at
once again in his face. Then, his face a mask of the commonplace, he
rowed his hardest.

“Now we are going well!” he said, seeming to want to avoid the
God Quetzalcoatl for the future. And his face, like dusky, semi-
transparent stone set motionless. But his black eyes were stirring like
water.

Ahead, the banks were growing lower, and wilder: reeds, and
willow trees, and seeming marshy places. Above the low willow trees
in the distance a square white sail was standing, apparently not
moving,
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“Is the lake near?” asked Kate, pointing.

“Yes, Seriorita. The sailing boats are waiting for the wind, to
come into the river. We, Seforita, we will take the canal, and in a little
while we are there.”

The canal proved to be a narrower, twisting outlet of the river, to
the left. Many water-fowl were flying. The banks were buff-coloured
mud, and there was a flat place with pale-green willow trees. For some
reason it reminded Kate of the River Anapo: perhaps because of some
slight mysterious quality in the ammosphere, a barbaric sacredness.
The boatman, with creases half of sadness and half of secret exultation
in his bronze face, was rowing from side to side of the winding stream,
and Villiers was guiding him with a slight, nonchalant motion first of
the righthand, then of the left, as the boat ran into shallow water. This
was just about the amount of effort that suited Villiers. None of them
spoke.

And in a moment they were slipping past the loose edges of the
land, through an uneasy ripple, out to the wide surface of the lake. A
breeze was coming from the east, out of the completed morning, and
the surface of the flimsy, dun-coloured water was already in motion.
Out to sea some square white sails were moving, and away across the
pale, buff-coloured expanse rose the blue sharp hills of the other side, a
pure, pale blue.

“There!” said the boatnan, pointing to a little eminence across a
sort of bay. “That is the Hotel Orilla.”

And he pulled rhythmically through the rippling, sperm-like
water, across the comer of the lake. In one place the water was
breaking. The boatman drew away from the shallow bank, and
pointed across, to where a native sailing-boat was lying at an angle.
She had run aground some days before. Another boat was approach-
ing, and the natives in their loose white drawers, brown chests, and
huge hats, were poling her past the shallows. She carried a huge cargo
of leaf mats, high above her black, stffly-hollowed sides.

The hotel was near, a long low building on a bank above the
water, behind pale-green trees. On the broken-down landing place
stood a man in white flannel trousers. It was not Owen. Ducks and
black water-fowl were bobbing about like corks. The man in white
trousers tumed back to the hotel. The boat drifted up to the broken
masonry beside the boat-house.

“Idon’t want to break my little pots of the wife of Quetzalcoatl,”
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said Kate, eyeing the slippery stones on to which she must clamber.

“Give themn to me,” said the boatman quickly. He took them in his
hand, and looked at them. Then he lifted his black eyes to Kate, and
said, with a touch of mockery:

“They don’t eat much rice, the Gods.” Then, tumning the little pot
upside down, “Look!” he said.

Kate saw that it was the head of an animal, with wide ears and a
snout. Rather like a cat.

“A black cat!” she said.

“Yes, or a coyote.”

“And the other one?”

He held up the other pot. Ittoo had a resemblance to some queer
head of an animal. Both pots were perforated through each projec-
tion.

The man gave her back her ollicitas, when she stood on land,
smiling a queer, almost sententious smile at her as he did so.

“Adids! Vaya con Quetzalecoat!! Go with Quetzalcoatl,” she said,
when she had paid him.

“Adids! Yes, Seiiorita, I am going,” he replied, simply, with the
same sardonic touch.

One thing she noticed, how the name of the Indian God seemed
to give the man a secret satisfaction, as if he had something that she
had not; even a touch of watchful arrogance. She was interested — and
rather piqued.

She walked with Villiers up the path between tattered banana
trees, most of which were bearing green fruit, to the hotel. No Owen.
Three men at a comner table of the glass-fronted dining-room;
obviously Germans. Then another man, obviously German: the man-
ager. He was about forty, young-looking, erect, but with his blue eyes
going opaque and stony behind his spectacles, though their centre was
keen. It was the look of a European who has been many years in
Mexico.

Owen was still in bed. He hadn’t had their telegram. He was full
of protestations, in his red-blobbed dressing-gown. But Kate, after
washing her hands, went down again for breakfast, for she was
hungry. Before the long verandah of the hotel the green pepper-trees
droopedlike green light, and small scarlet birds with brown wings and
blazing impertinent heads flashed brightly among the pepper-buds. A
train of geese passed in automatic march down to the lake, in the
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bright sun, towards the eternal tremble of the pale, earth-coloured
water.

It was a beautiful place — queer and different. It wasn’t even really
beautiful. But it had that same touch of mystery, of barbaric sacred-
ness which lingers in some spots of the earth. Nevertheless she was
glad when the thin Mexican in shirt-sleeves and patched trousers
brought her her eggs and coffee. Villiers, with his determined im-
perviousness to Spanish, asked for two Tiberius eggs. “Tiberios,
tiberios!” he exclaimed firmly. But the muted waiter understood, and
brought him his eggs boiled.

The whole place seemed muted. Nobody seemed able to open
their lips more than a hair’s breadth, and everybody seemed to be
glancing uneasily behind all the time, as if there lurked an assassin with
a knife.

“I’m not so sure,” said Owen, when he did at last appear, “that I
like the place as much as I thought I did. It’s uncanny. Only last year
the Indians broke in one evening as the manager and the proprietor’s
son were sitting in that little room there, and they killed the propri-
etor’s son and threw a machete at the manager, but he managed to get
out and behind those bushes. They shot at him, but he got to the
hills. — Fancy being murdered by an Indian’s hatchet these days! Of
course they say it’s safe enough #gw, but a man sleeps on the stairs with
a loaded gun.”

Owen was rolling his eyes in one of his nervous fits. Kareknew he
would not stay.

She went up to her room. Behind the hotel