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THE two large fields lay on a hillside facing south.
Being newly cleared of hay, they were golden green,
and they shone almost blindingly in the sunlight. Across
the hill, half-way up, ran a high hedge, that flung its
black shadow finely across the molten glow of the
sward. The stack was being built just above the hedge.
It was of great size, massive, but so silvery and deli-
cately bright in tone that it seemed not to have weight.
It rose dishevelled and radiant among the steady, golden-
green glare of the field. A little farther back was
another, finished stack.

The empty wagon was just passing through the gap
in the hedge. From the far-off corner of the bottom
field, where the sward was still striped grey with
windrows, the loaded wagon launched forward to climb
the hill to the stack. The white dots of the hay-makers
showed distinctly among the hay.

The two brothers were having a moment’s rest,
waiting for the load to come up. They stood wiping
their brows with their arms, sighing from the heat and
the labour of placing the last load. The stack they rode
was high, lifting them up above the hedge-tops, and
very broad, a great slightly-hollowed vessel into which
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the sunlight poured, in which the hot, sweet scent of
hay was suffocating. Small and inefficacious the brothers
looked, half-submerged in the loose, great trough, lifted
high up as if on an altar reared to the sun.

Maurice, the younger brother, was a handsome young
fellow of twenty-one, careless and debonair, and full of
vigour. His grey eyes, as he taunted his brother, were
bright and baffled with a strong emotion. His swarthy
face had the same peculiar smile, expectant and glad
and nervous, of a young man roused for the first time
in passion.

‘Tha sees,” he said, as he leaned on the pommel of
his fork, ‘tha thowt as tha’d done me one, didna ter?
He smiled as he spoke, then fell again into his pleasant
torment of musing.

‘I thought nowt—tha knows so much,” retorted
Geoffrey, with the touch of a sneer. His brother had
the better of him. Geoffrey was a very heavy, hulking
fellow, a year older than Maurice. His blue eyes were
unsteady, they glanced away quickly; his mouth was
morbidly sensitive. One felt him wince away, through
the whole of his great body. His inflamed self-conscious-
ness was a disease in him.

‘Ah, but though, I know tha did,” mocked Maurice.
“Tha went slinkin’ off’ — Geoffrey winced convulsively
— ‘thinking as that wor the last night as any of us’ud
ha’e ter stop here, an’ so tha'd leave me to sleep out,
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though it wor thy turn —~

He smiled to himself, thinking of the result of Geo-
ffrey’s ruse.

‘I didna go slinkin’ off neither,” retorted Geoffrey,
in his heavy, clumsy manner, wincing at the phrase.
‘Didna my feyther send me to fetch some coal—’

‘Oh yes, oh yes. — we know all about it. But tha
sees what tha missed, my lad.’

Maurice, chuckling, threw himself on his back in the
bed of hay. There was absolutely nothing in his world,
then, except the shallow ramparts of the stack, and
the blazing sky. He clenched his fists tight, threw his
arms across his face, and braced his muscles again. He
was evidently very much moved, so acutely that it was
hardly pleasant, though he still smiled. Geoffrey, stand-
ing behind him, could just see his red mouth, with
the young moustache like black fur, curling back and
showing the teeth in a smile. The elder brother leaned
his chin on the pommel of his fork, looking out across
the country.

Far away was the faint blue heap of Nottingham.
Between, the country lay under a haze of heat, with
here and there a flag of colliery smoke waving. But
near at hand, at the foot of the hill, across the deep-
hedged high road, was only the silence of the old church
and the castle farm, among their trees. The large view
only made Geoffrey more sick. He looked away, to the
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wagons crossing the field below him, the empty cart
like a big insect moving down-hill, the load coming up,
rocking like a ship, the brown head of the horse
ducking, the brown knees lifted and planted strenuously.
Geoffrey wished it would be quick.

“Tha didna think —°

Geoffrey started, coiled within himself, and looked
down at the handsome lips moving in speech below
the brown arms of his brother.

‘Tha didna think ’er’d be thur wi’ me —or tha
wouldna ha’ left me to it,” Maurice said, ending with
a little laugh of excited memory. Geoffrey flushed with
hate, and had an impulse to set his foot on that moving,
taunting mouth, which was there below him. There
was silence for a time, then, in a peculiar tone of
delight, Maurice’s voice came again, spelling out the
words, as it were:

‘Ich bin klein, mein Herz ist rein,
Ist niemand d’'rin als Christ alletn.’

Maurice chuckled, then, convulsed at a twinge of
recollection, keen as pain, he twisted over, pressed
himself into the hay.

‘Can thee say thy prayers in German? came his
muffled voice.

‘I non want,” growled Geoffrey.

Maurice chuckled. His face was quite hidden, and in
the dark he was going over again his last night’s
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experiences.

‘What about kissing ’er under th’ ear, Sonny,” he
said, in a curious, uneasy tone. He writhed, still startled
and inflamed by his first contact with love.

Geoffrey’s heart swelled within him, and things went
dark. He could not see the landscape.

‘An’ there’s just a nice two-handful of her bosom,’
came the low, provocative tones of Maurice, who seemed
to be talking to himself.

The two brothers were both fiercely shy of women,
and until this hay harvest, the whole feminine sex had
been represented by their mother and in presence of
any other women they were dumb louts. Moreover,
brought up by a proud mother, a stranger in the
country, they held the common girls as beneath them,
because beneath their mother, who spoke pure English,
and was very quiet. Loud-mouthed and broad-tongued
the common girls were. So these two young men had
grown up virgin but tormented.

Now again Maurice had the start of Geoffrey, and
the elder brother was deeply mortified. There was a
danger of his sinking into a morbid state, from sheer
lack of living, lack of interest. The foreign governess
at the Vicarage, whose garden lay beside the top
field, had talked to the lads through the hedge,
and had fascinated them. There was a great elder
bush, with its broad creamy flowers crumbling on
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to the garden path, and into the field. Geoffrey never
smelled elder-flower without starting and wincing, think-
ing of the strange foreign voice that had so startled
him as he mowed out with the scythe in the hedge
bottom. A baby had run through the gap, and the
Fraulein, calling in German, had come brushing down
the flowers in pursuit. She had started so on seeing a
man standing there in the shade, that for a moment
she could not move: and then she had blundered into
the rake which was lying by his side. Geoffrey, forget-
ting she was a woman when he saw her pitch forward,
had picked her up carefully, asking: ‘Have you hurt
you?’

Then she had broken into a laugh, and answered in
German, showing him her arms, and knitting her brows.
She was nettled rather badly.

“You want a dock leaf,” he said. She frowned in a
puzzled fashion.

‘A dock leaf?’ she repeated. He had rubbed her
arms with the green leaf.

And now, she had taken to Maurice. She had seemed
to prefer himself at first. Now she had sat with Maurice
in the moonlight, and had let him kiss her. Geoffrey
sullenly suffered, making no fight.

Unconsciously, he was looking at the Vicarage garden.
There she was, in a golden-brown dress. He took off
his hat, and held up his right hand in greeting to her.
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She, a small, golden figure, waved her hand negligently
from among the potato rows. He remained, arrested,
in the same posture, his hat in his left hand, his right
arm upraised, thinking. He could tell by the negligence
of her greeting that she was waiting for Maurice.
What did she think of himself? Why wouldn’t she
have him?

Hearing the voice of the wagoner leading the load,
Maurice rose. Geoffrey still stood in the same way, but
his face was sullen, and his upraised hand was slack
with brooding. Maurice faced up-hill. His eyes lit
up and he laughed. Geoffrey dropped his own arm,
watching.

‘Lad!” chuckled Maurice. ‘I non knowed ’er wor
there.” He waved his hand clumsily. In these matters
Geoffrey did better. The elder brother watched the girl.
She ran to the end of the path, behind the bushes, so
that she was screened from the house. Then she waved
her handkerchief wildly. Maurice did not notice the
manoeuvre. There was the cry of a child. The girl’s
figure vanished, reappeared holding up a white childish
bundle, and came down the path. There she put down
her charge, sped up-hill to a great ash tree, climbed
quickly to a large horizontal bar that formed the fence
there, and, standing poised, blew kisses with both her
hands, in a foreign fashion that excited the brothers.
Maurice laughed aloud, as he waved his red handker-
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chief.

‘Well, what’s the danger?”’ shouted a mocking voice
from below. Maurice collapsed, blushing furiously.

‘Nowt!’ he called.

There was a hearty laugh from below.

The load rode up, sheered with a hiss against the
stack, then sank back again upon the scotches. The
brothers ploughed across the mass of hay, taking the
forks. Presently a big burly man, red and glistening,
climbed to the top of the load. Then he turned round,
scrutinized the hillside from under his shaggy brows.
He caught sight of the girl under the ash tree.

‘Oh, that’s who it is,” he laughed. ‘I thought it was
some such bird, but I couldn’t see her.’

The father laughed in a hearty, chaffing way, then
began to teem the load. Geoffrey, on the stack above,
received his great forkfuls, and swang them over to
Maurice, who took them, placed them, building the
stack. In the intense sunlight, the three worked in
silence, knit together in a brief passion of work. The
father stirred slowly for a moment, getting the hay
from under his feet. Geoffrey waited, the blue tines of
his fork glittering in expectation: the mass rose, his
fork swung beneath it, there was a light clash of blades,
then the hay was swept on to the stack, caught by
Maurice, who placed it judiciously. One after another,
the shoulders of the three men bowed and braced them-
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selves. All wore light blue, bleached shirts, that stuck
close to their backs. The father moved mechanically,
his thick, rounded shoulders bending and lifting dully:
he worked monotonously. Geoffrey flung away his
strength. His massive shoulders swept and flung the hay
extravagantly.

‘Dost want to knock me ower? asked Maurice angrily.
He had to brace himself against the impact. The three
men worked intensely, as if some will urged them.
Maurice was light and swift at the work, but he had
to use his judgement. Also, when he had to place the
hay along the far ends, he had some distance to carry
it. So he was too slow for Geoffrey. Ordinarily, the
elder would have placed the hay as far as possible where
his brother wanted it. Now, however, he pitched his
forkfuls into the middle of the stack. Maurice strode
swiftly and handsomely across the bed, but the work
was too much for him. The other two men, clenched
in their receive and deliver, kept up a high pitch of
labour. Geoffrey still flung the hay at random. Maurice
was perspiring heavily with heat and exertion, and was
getting worried. Now and again, Geoffrey wiped his
arm across his brow, mechanically, like an animal. Then
he glanced with satisfaction at Maurice’s moiled condi-
tion, and caught the next forkful.

“Wheer dost think thou’rt hollin’ it, fool!’ panted
Maurice, as his brother flung a forkful out of reach.
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“Wheer Pve a mind,” answered Geoffrey.

Maurice toiled on, now very angry. He felt the sweat

trickling down his body: drops fell into his long black
lashes, blinding him, so that he had to stop and angrily
dash his eyes clear. The veins stood out in his swarthy
neck. He felt he would burst, or drop, if the work
did not soon slacken off. He heard his father’s fork
dully scrape the cart bottom.
‘There, the last,” the father panted. Geoffrey tossed
the last light lot at random, took off his hat, and,
steaming in the sunshine as he wiped himself, stood
complacently watching Maurice struggle with clearing
the bed.

‘Don’t you think you've got your bottom corner a
bit far out?’ came the father’s voice from below. ‘You'd
better be drawing in now, hadn’t you?’

‘I thought you said next load,” Maurice called sulkily.

‘Aye! All right. But isn’t this bottom corner —?’

Maurice, impatient, took no notice.

Geoffrey strode over the stack, and stuck his fork
in the offending corner. ‘What — here? he bawled in
his great voice.

‘Aye —isn’t it a bit loose?’ came the irritating voice.

Geoffrey pushed his fork in the jutting corner, and,
leaning his weight on the handle, shoved. He thought
it shook. He thrust again with all his power. The
mass swayed.
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‘What art up to, tha fool!” cried Maurice, in a high
voice.

‘Mind who tha’rt callin’ a fool,” said Geoffrey, and
he prepared to push again. Maurice sprang across, and
elbowed his brother aside. On the yielding, swaying
bed of hay, Geoffrey lost his foothold and fell grovell-
ing. Maurice tried the corner.

‘It’s solid enough,” he shouted angrily.

‘Aye — all right,” came the conciliatory voice of the
father; ‘you do get bit of rest now there’s such a
long way to cart it,” he added reflectively.

Geoffrey had got to his feet.

“Tha’ll mind who tha’rt nudging, I can tell thee,” he
threatened heavily; adding, as Maurice continued to
work, ‘an’ tha non ca’s him a fool again, dost hear?’

‘Not till next time,” sneered Maurice.

As he worked silently round the stack, he neared
where his brother stood like a sullen statue, leaning on
his fork-handle, looking out over the countryside.
Maurice’s heart quickened in its beat. He worked
forward, until a point of his fork caught in the leather
of Geoffrey’s boot, and the metal rang sharply.

‘Are ter going ta shift thysen?’ asked Maurice threat-
eningly. There was no reply from the great block.
Maurice lifted his upper lip like a dog. Then he put
out his elbow and tried to push his brother into the
stack, clear of his way.
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‘Who are ter shovin’?’ came the deep, dangerous
voice.

“Thaigh,” replied Maurice, with a sneer, and straight-
way the two brothers set themselves against each
other, like opposing bulls, Maurice trying his hardest
to shift Geoffrey from his footing, Geoffrey leaning all
his weight in resistance. Maurice, insecure in his footing,
staggered a little, and Geoffrey’s weight followed him.
He went slithering over the edge of the stack.

Geoffrey turned white to the lips, and remained
standing, listening. He heard the fall. Then a flush of
darkness came over him, and he remained standing only
because he was planted. He had not strength to move.
He could hear no sound from below, was only faintly
aware of a sharp shriek from a long way off. He listened
again. Then he filled with sudden panic.

‘Feyther!’” he roared, in his tremendous voice: ‘Fey-
ther! Feyther!’

The valley re-echoed with the sound. Small cattle on
the hillside looked up. Men’s figures came running from
the bottom field, and much nearer a woman’s figure
was racing across the upper field. Geoffrey waited in
terrible suspense.

‘Ah-h!’ he heard the strange, wild voice of the girl
cry out. ‘Ah-h!” — and then some foreign wailing speech.
Then: ‘Ah-h! Are you dea-ed!’

He stood sullenly erect on the stack, not daring to
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go down, longing to hide in the hay, but too sullen to
stoop out of sight. He heard his eldest brother come
up, panting:

‘Whatever’s amiss!’ and then the labourer, and then
his father.

‘Whatever have you been doing?’ he heard his father
ask, while yet he had not come round the corner of
the stack. And then, in a low, bitter tone:

‘Eh, he’s done for! I’d no business to ha’ put it all
on that stack.’

There was a moment or two of silence, then the
voice of Henry, the eldest brother, said crisply:

‘He’s not dead — he’s coming round.’

Geoffrey heard, but was not glad. He had as lief
Maurice were dead. At least that would be final: better
than meeting his brother’s charges, and of seeing his
mother pass to the sick-room. If Maurice was killed,
he himself would not explain, no, not a word, and they
could hang him if they liked. If Maurice were only
hurt, then everybody would know, and Geoffrey could
never lift his face again. What added torture, to pass
along, everybody knowing. He wanted something that he
could stand back to, something definite, if it were only
the knowledge that he had killed his brother. He must
have something firm to back up to, or he would go
mad. He was so lonely, he who above all needed the

support of sympathy.
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‘No, he’s commin’ to; I tell you he is,” said the
labourer.

‘He’s not dea-ed, he’s not dea-ed,” came the passion-
ate, strange sing-song of the foreign girl. ‘He’s not
dead — no-o.’

‘He wants some brandy — look at the colour of his
lips,” said the crisp, cold voice of Henry. ‘Can you
fetch some?’

‘Wha-at? Fetch?’ Friulein did not understand.

‘Brandy,” said Henry, very distinct.

‘Brrandy!’ she re-echoed.

‘You go, Bill,” groaned the father.

‘Aye, I'll go,” replied Bill, and he ran across the
field.

Maurice was not dead, nor going to die. This Geoffrey
now realized. He was glad after all that the extreme
penalty was revoked. But he hated to think of himself
going on. He would always shrink now. He had hoped
and hoped for the time when he would be careless,
bold as Maurice, when he would not wince and shrink.
Now he would always be the same, coiling up in himself
like a tortoise with no shell.

‘Ah-h! He’s getting better!’ came the wild voice of
the Fréulein, and she began to cry, a strange sound,
that startled the men, made the animal bristle within
them. Geoffrey shuddered as he heard, between her
sobbing, the impatient moaning of his brother as the
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breath came back.

The labourer returned at a run, followed by the
Vicar. After the brandy, Maurice made more moaning,
hiccuping noise. Geoffrey listened in torture. He heard
the Vicar asking for explanations. All the united,
anxious voices replied in brief phrases.

‘It was that other,” cried the Fraulein. ‘He knocked
him over — Hal’

She was shrill and vindictive.

‘I don’t think so,” said the father to the Vicar, in
a quite audible but private tome, speaking as if the
Fraulein did not understand his English.

The Vicar addressed his children’s governess in bad
German. She replied in a torrent which he would not
confess was too much for him. Maurice was making
little moaning, sighing noises.

‘Where's your pain, boy, eh?’ the father asked
pathetically.

‘Leave him alone a bit,” came the cool voice of Henry.
‘He’s winded, if no more.’

“You'd better see that no bones are broken,” said
the anxious Vicar.

‘It wor a blessing as he should a dropped on that
heap of hay just there,” said the labourer. ‘If he’d
happened to ha’ catched hisself on this nog o’ wood
e wouldna ha’ stood much chance.’

Geoffrey wondered when he would have courage to
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venture down. He had wild notions of pitching himself
head foremost from the stack: if he could only extin-
guish himself, he would be safe. Quite frantically, he
longed not to be. The idea of going through life thus
coiled up within himself in morbid self-consciousness,
always lonely, surly, and a misery, was enough to
make him cry out. What would they all think when
they knew he had knocked Maurice off that high stack?

They were talking to Maurice down below. The lad
had recovered in great measure, and was able to answer
faintly.

‘Whatever was you doin’?’ the father asked gently.
‘Was you playing about with our Geoffrey? — Aye,
and where is he?’

Geoffrey’s heart stood still.

‘I dunno,” said Henry, in a curious, ironic tone.

‘Go an’ have a look,” pleaded the father, infinitely
relieved over one son, anxious now concerning the
other. Geoffrey could not bear that his eldest brother
should climb up and question him in his high-pitched
drawl of curiosity. The culprit doggedly set his feet
on the ladder. His nailed boots slipped a rung.

‘Mind yourself,” shouted the over-wrought father.

Geoffrey stood like a criminal at the foot of the
ladder, glancing furtively at the group. Maurice was
lying, pale and slightly convulsed, upon a heap of hay.
The Fraulein was kneeling beside his head. The Vicar
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v TV H 4 Nottingham X4 v 75 v Frhifio M,

with here and there a flag of colliery smoke waving
Fhuh obbic, MO X 5SERROEY, JoisUheT)
the brown knees lifted and planted strenuously [Z@o
O&%, WL EFeh, BARLDIEHLTY

coiled =recoiled
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handsome lips moving in speech [65%3-27-ONCHE) <
DU )
Tha didna think ’er’d be thur wi’ me—or tha wouldna
ha’ left me to it =You didn’t think she would be there
with me—or you would not have left me to it. [HO&H
BEE I, HEIW LB olcA 5, £5C
e, EEHOFEIERS o TR &R olch dHd
BAa) er=her LL, ZZ T she LFFRETH 5,
had an impulse to set his foot on [~% B THHZ DT T
Y feWEEIC B i)
spelling out =explaining or stating explicitly X%
BTy
Ich bin Elein, mein Herz ist rein,
Ist niemand d’rin als Christ allein.’
=] am insignificant, my heart is pure,

Nobody is there except Christ alone.
MEOELRD DRDS, LIRS,
FTWNEF Y A PSR EED IR )
convulsed at a ftwinge of recollection T[E\ DL &
CHBEZLTY
Can thee say thy prayers in German? =Can you say
your prayers in German?
muffled voice [O#dssbh T, X <MLL\ 7]
I non want =I don’t want
he was going over again his last night’s experiences
Mg, DR OBOREREFBORBGIHL Tzl
What about Kkissing ’er under th’ ear =What about
kissing her under the ear.
An’ there’s —=And there is
a proud mother, a stranger in the country [ZoHiJF
T, X ZHETHD, BoEERE
held the common girls as beneath them @D ES,
WEIVLES>THBEB ST
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loud-mouthed [liudmaudd] =blatant B4 L\ j TRKED

broad-tongued [[EH7AE b HHL DI

had the start of [~OEEERPH L]

Vicarage =vicar’s residence T4fffE]

elder bush [icid & DEEA

Friulein [friilain] [ ASIEHER)

brushing down the flowers in pursuit g\ 20T, 76
BHEANEL TN B

her pitech forward (LA BIICDD 2fcD% ]

had broken into a laugh Tz HL %

knitting her brows [JH%A L1 T]

dock 32:A4E (iH)

had taken to Maurice [ Y ARFER I >T Tl of
We took to each other instantaneously. [F>pbiuX, 3¢
ERIWICF &R

I non knowed ’er wor there =1 didn’t know she was
there. ‘er=her = Z TClishe:fHT<XETH5B,

a large horizontal bar [ X 7cHiAy

standing poised, blew kisses with both her hands [{&
ODOY BRI D, HROWF TR F v A%
L]

Nowt =Naught, Nothing

turned round TIE DL izl

caught sight of T~%R-ol7-]

oh, that’s who it is Tiidb, bhM T AlAiital

1 thought it was some such bird T7cAdy, FALTEE
BTy ol bird=girl

forkfuls < ¥F—HDE}

knit together in a brief passion of work TL{¥5H < D,
iR L LB - T

tines (S ¥F0) W)

the mass rose, his fork swung beneath it, there was a
light clash of blades [EDhv7-F b AL EFLR, HD
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CEFNMRELNT ok ZO0TRARLISE, Fdib

o EPBLE TN

one after another (= OLIEDHDIDOWT) ke ]
¢f. One after another all his plans have failed. [k 4 24
DFHEL, FTRKL I

flung away his strength [EOHRIED LITo7T0) T~
WD SR L o)

Dost want to knock me ower? =Do you want to knock
me over? [ERTHEHDH HH

brace himself against the impact [(FLED) Figww
LT HEARTESANE D] cf. brace oneself against the
crowd MFFRICIIERIEV I 510, RIS T2 AR T, SAIES ]
had some distance to carry it TZh#ud -0 HUHEm
AALTEB e o e

placed the hay as far as possible where his brother
wanted it (EXVHELECAHTT, CTEHETHEIRFLE
wE

too much [7-F57c\ ) Iasiebiels] ¢f. This was too
much for him. [Zjucly, Hhi-Ebih o)

clenched in their receive and deliver [{FZDFTWL S,
Lol hvaTTy

kept up 2 high pitch of labour [&EICHIAHT T
7ol

Now and again [} X &

Wheer dost think thow’rt hollin’ it, =Where do you
think you are hurling it,

his brother flung a forkful out of reach T{HDH AL, <

¥ F—HOTFLEYR, FOFENRE T HETR]

Wheer P've a mind (B osTWBEZAZE L
stood out MEFEXHL TRLA

He felt he would burst, or drop T{HIHTHEL AT S
by BRTLES B

the last light lot MRHBOBR—1]
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Aye [ai] =Yes

the offending corner T&ICH D% F]

with all his power (£H%2><L 1L T}

What art up to, tha fool!l =What are you up to, youn
fooll ¢f. He’s up to no good. TILfAIALHbnE (Eik
L) o5

Mind who tha’rt callin’ a fool =Mind whom you are
calling a fool.

conciliatory [konsilistori] [70788% X 5 /sl

had got to his feet [37%H 73T iod

Tha’ll mind who tha’rt nudging, I can tell thee, =You
will mind whom you are nudging, I can tell you, T30
UChRNEDTBAR, Kot A L, A

an’ tha non ca’s him a fool again, dost hear? =and
you don’t call me a fool again, do you hear? %L T, {#
D EHBELICATTEELEE AL+ X

caught in T~ O ohbrofz] ¢f. The kite caught in a
tree. [HE7EZAVRICD s o7

Are ter going ta shift thysen? =Are you going to shift
yourself?

put out his elbow TOURZEXHL 1)

Who are ter shovin’? =Whom are you shoving?
Thaigh [feii] =Thee=You

set themselves against each other [IH\ BT
Lboild

trying his hardest to I~L 15 t2h%aRL] . 1
tried my hardest to save him. M{§% ¥ 5 1~ DTS %
RLULd

some foreign wailing speech A SFEEOR XU SELE)
dea-ed =dead

too sullen to stoop out of sight k% b1 T,
PHERZATELREW X SdeTic]

Whatever’s amiss! T—{&& 5 L1-A%]
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