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Dr. Patrik von zur Muehlen
Trierer Strasse 57

D-53115 Bonn

Germany

Dear Mrs. Ockerbloom,

Professor Gossman asked me to inform you about the copyright problems concerning the
books of Hermynia Zur Muehlen. Indeed, these problems seem to be very murky, but I can
help you to clear them up.

The marriage of Hermynia and my great-uncle Viktor von zur Muehlen was dissolved in
1920, so that neither the family as a whole nor any member of it is entitled to the copyright of
her novels, fairy tales, essays etc. In 1938 she married her second husband Stefan Klein, a
citizen of Czechoslovakia; he died nine years after her in 1960 — as we know — without a
testament. They had no children, and neither had brothers or sisters who could claim the
copyright.

The Publishing House — the Malik Verlag — where most of her books were published
belonged to the Communist Party; it does not exist today.

Moreover, German copyright had a validity of 50 years (now 70 years) and Hermynia Zur
Miihlen died in 1951; hence no other publisher, such as S. Bermann Fischer, or anybody else,
can enter a protest against any form of reprinting, re-editing or republishing of her books; the
books are available for everybody.

With respect to her translated books there we have the same situation. As I know, all of her
books were translated by herself anonymously or under a pseudonym (i.e. Lawrence H.
Desberry), perhaps revised by a native speaker.

In the last fifty years many of her books have been reprinted or republished without any
problems. In many cases the publishers asked me or relatives of mine and always we gave the
same answer. | would much appreciate seeing her works published, whether printed or posted
to the internet or in any other form.

Sincerely yours

Patrik von zur Miihlen
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Co My Husband

A

THE TYPOGRAPHY OF THIS BOOX
CONFORMS TO THE
AUTHORISED ECONOMY STANDARD

PART ONE—PEACE

i MORNING

T ANDING on the veranda of the old manor-hoise, Clarisse
S Herdegen looked upon the young day. All around her the
garden still lay dreaming in the soft twilight of an early dawn,
but lower down, where it gently sloped towards the river, pale
sun-rays were flitting across the path, growing stronger and

‘hrighter while she watched them. There was an unearthly

beauty about the March morning : it seemed to Clarisse as if
time were stretching towards eternity ; mysterious, endless. A
gentle breeze sprang up and danced from tree to tree.

Clarisse went down the yellow stone steps and, turning,
glanced at the big bow-window in the left wing. The green
shutters were still closed, She smiled a trifle wrily. Had she
really expected to see the window open? Just because Robert
had promised last night, “ Of course I shall get up early and
help youw.” ‘

How well she had got to know that I shall™ during the
twenty years of her married life; the good intention that in-
variably came to nothing. Rather crossly she mused upon the
fact that mankind could be divided into three parts: those
who said I shall” and never stuck to their purpose, kind,
charming, lovable men and women who were not to be relied
upon ; those who said “I shall” and always kept their pro-
mise. (Clarisse’s smile grew mocking and hard; rcliable,
odious; dominating people like me) ; and those rare and
precious souls who never promised anything but always
silently did what bad to be done. She did not know
many of them; there was Marianka, of course, and little

A
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Sister Veronica at the orphanage and . . . now Clarisse was
smiling softly, affectionately : the old man coming along the
path, dear, kind old Jan; still handsome ; still as straight as 2
die; although he had been a young man when she was a
child. He had worked on the estate when it had been one of
the largest in the country, before the Great War, and had
gone on working here after it had been reduced in size by
the land reform laws. When Clarisse, impoverished by the
war, had decided upon selling the greater part of Korompa
and resolved to grow roses for the market, old Jan had at
first been miserable. He had fretted and fumed and
mourned for his beloved knot-garden, that had been the
pride of his heart. He could not understand why * his little
Clarisse” had to earn money “all of a sudden,” and the
idea of selling roses shocked him. :

Gradually he had got accustomed to the change, and -

now he even sometimes boasted of the fact that Korompa
grew the roses for the big park of Petrzalka, the pleasure-
grounds belonging to Bratislava ; and that people came from
all parts of the Republic to visit the famcus rose-garden.

Hidden by Jan’s back, Marianka trundled along, a big
yellow skein of bast hanging from ker arm. Her red apron
shone gaily in the sun and her good old wrinkled face wore
an expression of happiness. Clarisse felt ashamed of her bad

temper. She had got up moody and tited, as only the nerve- .

racked do after a sleepless night, complaining to herself:
work, nothing but work. I'm fed up with it; and no one
ever appreciates what I do. Meeting the gentle brown eyes
of the cld peasant-woman, she remembered that Marianka’s
whole life had consisted of work and worry, heart-breaking
work on a farm much too small to feed the family. When
her husband had died, leaving her with a bevy of small chil-
dren, she had come to work at Korompa, at first in the fields,

later on in the rose-garden. “I do like my work,” she often

said. * It’s lovely growing roses.”

She never complained ; she never quarrelled with her lot.-

Her soul seemed full to the brim with a peaceful joy that
nothing could destroy. Clarisse recalled the first days of the
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young Republic; Marianka had gone about radiating hap-
iness. -

P At last we've got our own State,” she had said exultingly.
“'The Magyars are no longer masters of Slovakia. I always
knew it would happen one day.”

Clarisse hurried to meet them. ~

“ Am I late? ” she asked apologetically. _

Jan growled something unintelligible. In his eyes Clarisse

. had never ceased being the small girl who used to steal “ his ”

first strawberries. He was fond of her, but he did not hold
with spoiling her.

Marianka smiled. “No. The angelus has not rung yet.”

They walked towards the large greenhouse where the
roses were waiting to be packed and taken to town. A wave
of tepid air met them. Marianka took the bast from her
arm and fetched the osier-baskets. . ‘

“ 1 wonder what people will think of our new rose,” Jan
said proudly, putting out his hand for a tiny plant. “They've
never seen anything like it. " I put two away,” he added, © the
first plant for Our Lady of Marianka, the second .. .” He
hesitated and looked at Clarisse. : :

“We thought,” Marianka explained, “that we really
ought to send the second plant to Lana. The rose is so beau-
tiful ; I’'m sure our President would be pleased.”

Clarisse nodded silently, For an instant all three thought
lovingly of the old man at Lana, of Masaryk, who had
libérated a country and created a State. :

“ All right,” Clarisse said, © but better not tell Mr. Joseph.”

Old Jan laughed. I know. He’s still a monarchist. But

‘he’s a good man all the same.” ‘
They set to work. With infinite precaution the delicate

plants were lifted out of their bedding of earth and covered
with moss and straw ; for the air was still chilly and the wind
blew cold. - : :

“SQvata’s come home for the holidays,” Marianka said
joyously.

“ He looks half dead,” the old gardener grumbled. “ As
thin as a lath.”

Marianka’s happy smile faded and her face grew dark.
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Svata, the youngest of her children, the only one who still
was alive, was a source of worry to her. L
© “ What’s the matter with him, Marianka ? ” Clarisse asked
kindly. Svata had been a delicate child and hard to rear.
Marianka’s resigned gesture said. more than words could
have done, but Jan was less reticent. o
“ He’s suffering from the disease so many of us are suffer-
ing from,” he said with a bitterness that amazed Clarisse.

“ Poverty.” He threw Marianka a disapproving lock. “I .
never could understand why our hoys have all got to study

at the university. Svata’s as bad as the others. He wants to
be a doctor. So he’s got to live in town and pore his eyes
out over his books. And be halfstarved, and meet wicked
men who don’t believe in God ; and see how well off others
- are. Of course that sets him thinking how unjust every-
thing is; and he begins to wonder about God and gets
wicked too. And Marianka starves herself, because the boy
insists upon being a doctor. What an idea. Couldn’t he
have become a priest? Then our bishop would have paid the
piper.” ; : : o

“But, J4n, if he does not feel himself called to the priest-
hood ?*’ : :

A roguish smile lit up the old face, and Clarisse knew that
Jan was thinking of her cousin Aladar, who did not seem
“ called ” either. She saw in her mind’s eye the parish priest
of the neighbouring townlet, the well-knit, slender figure, the
thin, intellectual face, the dark, dreamy eyes that could blaze
with sudden fury when Aladar saw amean or cruel deed ; and
that then did not hold in their depths the least trace of Chris-
tian charity. Insuch moments not only the scholar vanished ;

but also the priest gave place to the captain of Hussars who -

bad returned from the war disgusted and horrified, and had
entered the priesthood, hoping thus to find his own salvation
and that of humanity. He was not exactly popular with his
bishop, and though he had been made a monsignore, a pre-
late, he would probably remain in the small parish all his
life. He did not mind; he was not ambitious. . He only
wanted to discover the roots of the evil that had poisoned
the world, He frequently believed he was on the verge of
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the great discovery, but after some time he regularly found
a new source of evil mentioned in the works of patristic,

“writers and mystics. Just now he had taken up the fight

against the heresy of the Manichees, that, according to him,
had spread since the Great War and was the cause of all
things evil and unhappy. Lost in thought, Clarisse looked
serious, and old Jan, who knew her well, was afraid of having
offended her. He tried to make amends.

“1¢’s Baroness Margit who ought to wear the cassock,”
he said in a propitiating voice. “ She would have made an
excellent archbishop.”

Clarisse hastily veiled her eyes beneath heavy; white lids.
She feared the old man seeing anger and bitterness looking
out of them. Margit, always Margit. .. Shewas loved, ad-
mired, and praised by all, even though some people did laugh
at her, good-naturedly and indulgently, as one laughs at an
enfant terrible. Clarisse turned up her nose: enfant terrible
at thirty-four . .. Of course Margit did not look a year older
than twenty-five, but then she had never had to work for .
her living. ‘ :

The roses were packed and Clarisse returned to the silent
house and went to her bedroom. Tommy, the little yellow
dog with the big black eyes, was sitting on the sofa. He
greeted her with a wildly wagging tail. She sat down beside
him and patted his dear tousled head.

She was feeling deadly tired ; her back ached and a black
mood: of discouragement and depression fell upon her. She-
groped for the small yellow paw and held it tight, whilst
Tommy snuggled closer. But even the comforting warmth
of his little body did not make her feel better. She shivered,
and went and stood in front of the gigantic, old-fashioned
green-tiled stove, in which great logs were burning brightly.
How she feared and hated these moods that took her by the
throat and mauled her like a wild beast; torturing doubts,

- a crushing sense of utter futility.

‘Aunt Anny, her dead mother’s sister, often scolded her -
gently. : :
“ You've inherited these silly moods from your French

ancestress, Victoire. She nearly drove her poor husband
I
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mad with them. Don’t give way, my child. After all you've
got enough to eat; the world is beautiful; and God has
given you a charming husband,”

Clarisse seemed to hear the soft low voice sounding in her |

cars, but she shook off the haunting memory and thought

angrily: my charming husband . . . What's the good of
having a charming husband if he does not understand one, .

and one does not understand him. Margit and he under-
stood each other ... She shivered again, remembering
the dark days five years ago when her cousin Margit had
come to live with her brother Aladar. Robert had suddenly
woken up from his moody dreams and become human and
even cheerful. Margit had had time to spare for him, time
for the poems he wrote that hardly ever were accepted ; time
to sit for hours in his study, talking, listening, looking up at
Robert with those lovely violet eyes of hers, Under her in-
fluence he had grown younger, less reserved ; almost talk-
ative. The winter had seemed endless to Clarisse. She had-
gently been shelved ; thrust aside; forgotten. She had not
even tried to put up a fight. What was the good of it? What
was the good of anything in the world? She grew thin and
pale and almost as moreose and taciturn as her husband had
been. Then, one spring day—Clarisse still remembered the
golden haze floating over the garden—Margit had come out
on the veranda and had asked her, without mincing words:

“ Do you care for Robert? e :

Clarisse had felt an icy shiver run down her spine. The
answer had stuck in her throat, she could only say:

‘.‘ Why? L] ) )

“ Look here,” Margit had said, “ don’t let’s pretend.” You
know what I mean. I’ve fallen in love with him and I think
I could make him grow fond of me if I tried.” She had
smiled. “I don’t think I should have to try very hard.”
Then, growing serious, she had added: “ But I don’t hold
with taking a man away from a woman who loves him. Tell
me the truth. You know you're terribly' queer, sometimes
you seem as cold as an icicle, then again you're affectionate
and perfectly sweet. I never know which is the real you.”

Clarisse had remained silent. She will take him away
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from me, she had thought despairingly. I shall lose him for
ever. How am I going to live without him?- Of coursé we
dor’t understand each other. Perhaps, because he is toosen-
sitive; perhaps because I am too-hard, because I have got
into the habit of treating him like a stranger, or, worse still,
iike a child. Nevertheless . .. _ .

Margit had been watching her. After a short while she
had said rather wistfully:

“ Don’t trouble to say anything. It’s all right. Try and
forgive me, Clarisse, if you can.” : ,
She had lit one of the ecternal cigars she insisted upon
smoking, had puffed at it in silence for a minute or so and

then suddenly begun to laugh.

“You must not believe that I’'m being terribly generous
and selfsacrificing. D’ve just come from an awful scene
with Aladar, After telling me what he thought of me, and
I can’t say that his thoughts were very flattering, he told me
to choose between Robert and the parish. And as the parish
really can’t get on without me . ..”

She had kissed Clarisse and gone out of the room, and,
for a few months, out of Robert’s and Clarisse’s life. When
she returned she was once more the old friend ; the gay com-

panion; the merry, pugnacious Margit whom the parish
loved and feared. : &

At Korompa life had gone on as before. Robert, haunted
hy an obscure sense of guilt, had tried to make it up with
his wife. But as he hated scenes and heart-to-heart talks, he
had expected her to understand his remorse without his
having to put it into words. One day he brought home
Tommy, a tiny woolly creature, and laid him on Clarisse’s
lap.
“1 thought perhaps you would like to have him.”

She had known quite well what he wanted to say, and
had felt like falling on his neck, but a sudden feeling of anger
had made her answer: - :

 He, at least, will not be unfaithful to me.”

Robert had stepped back asif she had struck him, and left
the room. They went on living under the one roof, without
quarrelling, good friends in the eyes of the world; but
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Clarisse’s sensitive face grew harder as the years went by, and
Robert often gave the impression of a man who does ot
know where he belongs and feels desperately lonely.

Clarisse made an impatient movement, and ‘Tommy.

jumped from the sofa and stood up on his hind legs. His
black eyes looked at her adoringly ; she stooped and took him
* in her arms: darling, at least I've got you. . . .

The room was bathed in a golden light. The sunbearns
fell straight upen the portrait of a thin, small woman with
enormous black eyes: the almost legendary ancestress of the
Herdegens, grandmaman Inez, who still lived on in the
hearts of her descendants as if death had no power over her.
Aunt Anny, the faithful upholder of family tradition, was
wont to consult the dead woman in intricate affairs: what
would grandmaman Inez have done? N

Clarisse gazed at the portrait. What was it that had given
that strange immortality to grandmaman Inez? She almost
feared meeting the black eyes, the severe, rather otheér-
worldly look of a woman who had never considered herself

and lived for others all the many years of her life. Witha

sudden sense of humility Clarisse thought: how different
from me. :

_ Th:e weariness left her as unexpectedly asit had come,-and
with it her depression disappeared. She put down Tommy
and went into the bathroom. :

Going downstairs half an hour later, she saw Robert come

through- the veranda door. He threw her an-apologetic .

gla‘z‘lcc; Clarisse responded with an unpleasant smile.
So sorry, dear, I overslept myself.” He looked at her

gkeda small boy who expects to be punished for some mis-
eed.

She walked past him without a word and went into the -

dining-room. He followed her slowly and said, rather
crossly, for he hated people not accepting unspoken
apologies: o o
_“It’s absurd your getting up in the middle of the night.
}Sc;)u ’fmght just as well drive to town an hour or two
ater.

Clarisse lifted her eyebrows whilst she gave him the sime
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answer she had given him for years whenever she had to
bring the roses to Bratislava:

«You really should know by now that the roses must be
bedded out the same day, darling.”

The * darling” was an afterthought, meant to hide the
impatience betrayed by her voice; but Robert heard only
the tone and his face gréw dark, whilst his eves took on
what Clarisse called their “ orphan-look ™. Dear me, she
thought, how awful, I've spoilt the whole morning for him.

I wish he would not leok at me like that, I never know

whether T want to kiss and comfort him or to smack his face.
She whistled for Tommy, who was standing at the open door,
and sat down at the breakfast table. :

“ Joseph did not come home till morning,” Robert said
gloomily. It did him good to tell her something unpleasant.

Clarisse shrugged and poured herself out a cup of coffee.

“ He’s hopeless.”

Robert took up arms for their cousin.

“Some people,” he declared rather sententiously, ©sen:
sitive people must ...”

“ Drink,” she interrupted him impatiently. “If only he
were not so clever. When I think of his last book ... Tt
really is a shame. If he were a fool and wrote badly . ..”

% As other people do, €h, Clarisse? ” _

There, she had done it again.  Of course he thought that
she had meant him and his unfortunate poems. She smiled
unkindly and said, her voice trembling with nervousness:

“ Oh, for goodness sake, dor’t trot out your inferiority
complex. You know it's only a pose. Stop looking like a
child martyr, and give me some coffee. I’ve been up ever
since five o’clock.” -

Why did I tell him when I got up, she thought, ‘half re-
morsefully ; he’s sure to imagine I meant to reproach him.

But, strange to say, he did not feel hurt.

“My poor Clarisse. And I slept whilst you worked.
What a shame.” , .

Eager to make amends, he not only poured her out a
second cup, but heaped toast and jam on her plate as if she
had been starving for days. FHer face grew softer and she
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told herseli-—how often had she done so during h i
: : er married
life?-1 really could not have married a nicgr and kinder
man. Probably he can’t help writing bad poems, poor dear,
az}‘d living in a world of his own where there is no such
Eﬁﬁgsas ?;ork a?? mogﬁy and all the horrible little vexations
poil my life. e smiled and 1
b iled and looked younger and
" Thank you, darling.” -
e door flew open and a thin, tall, sl -looki
entered the voum. P a thin, ta » slovenly-looking man
. Joseph, how nice that yow've come to breakfast. Sit
own. Robert, be an angel and bring another cup.”
“}‘olsegh }’Bra,un sat down heavily, ‘
ight” on\t want any breakfast. 1 was dead drunk last
He’s rather proud of it isse
: poor. Joseph, Clarisse thought
compassionately. She had :a weak fi i
com %)rgave b o ness for her clever cousin
“Yes, I've been drinking hard. I know I ought t
. o be
;Lishamec; of myself. A captain on halfpay of thi Austro-
ungarian Monarchy that has ceased to exist—and 2 good
Ll;ung that it hai1 ; IIfound that out last night. ... I want
_apprise you that I have given up bei i -
Ku}%{:ﬂy make a note of it.”gl prengs monérChlSt o
e stared at them expectantly, awaiting an outc
; ‘ T {
Iea‘st some sign of amazement, ;nd iookgd greatly Yd;)sg;
: p01‘1‘1ted when Robert only asked dryly: “ Why?* o
, I met a man fronf} my old regiment last night in Brati-
slava, If the monarchists are like him . . . you can’t imagine
the“csrass stuilgidzty and vulgar greed . . .
ome of them are quite decent,” Robert i
He suffered from a chronic s £ justi ot
o Loree from ense of justice that sometimes
“I don’t know. Anyhow, I'm fed up wi
¢ / with them. I
ihgays J}fdge an idea from i€s adhcrents.p When I I;flas‘a
ed ... '
“I know, a tram conductor called i
_ : you a dirty Jew.”
Clarisse knew the story by heart. * And you wereru%igls
partly because he had taken you for a Jew, partly because
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you remembered your Jewish grandparents and felt in-
sulted @s a Jew.”

Joseph looked hurt. _

“No need to rub in the Jewish grandparents; you must
not forget, my dear cousin, that they’re on my father’s side.
Your late mother and my mother were sisters.”

“Don’t!” Robert calied out. “It’s only just halfpast
cight. TFor goodness sake don’t get talking family. Italways
reminds me of the gospel I never could learn by heart as a
child: “and begot and begot’. According to the doctrine
of heredity, we Herdegens, always marrying cousins, ought
to walk about on our hands and feet, and bar. J

“ The Herdegens who did not marry cousins are much
more likely to do so,” Joseph said spitefully.

Clarisse laughed and Jit a cigarette.

“Youw're thinking of the Bredars. But they never be-
longed. They always were Prussians.” o

~ The sound of wheels on the drive made her jump up. -

“ Ive got to hurry.” ’

Joseph shook his head disapprovingly.

“If you had a decent. car instead of the sorry old

jades . . .7 -
“Yowd say: if you had a pair of decent horses instead of

the old bus.” o

Clarisse kissed Robert on the tiny bald place on his head,
and he was annoyed because he felt that she wanted to draw
attention to it. To Joseph she gave only a short nod; the
sorry old jades still rankled. Smiling back at her husband,
ghe ran from the room. o _

“She’s an angel your wife and my cousin,” Joseph -de-
clared wistfully. * No other woman would have a drunkard
fike me in her house; not even for a day. And she lets me
have the wholé right wing ; without my paying for it,” said
Joseph, whose father was a millionaire, and whose books
brought in a small fortune. * Besides, she treats me like a
human being and never preaches like that odious Margit
does. I don’t deserve her kindness, I really . ..” He was
growing maudlin, his voice began trembling ominously. “1
really don’t deserve it,” - : :
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I}obert hurriedly put a cup of coffee before him.

Coffee without milk and sugar. Just the thing for a
drunkard, You're perfectly right. But what has made a
drunkard of me? What is it that drives me into pot-houses
and ale-shops? : ' -

* Drink your coffee while it’s hot.”

“}‘oseph sipped it and made a face.

No sugar, no milk, as bitter and horrid as my life.”

I:Ie hastily put down the cup and reached for the sugar-
basin. The sound of voices came through the window. The
roses were being put into the old phaeton. '

Yﬂs, Clarisse is an angel.. There she goes, poor dear,
eaf;ung money for you and herself. Rather vulgar though,
selling flowers. A kind of white-slave traffic in roses. Just

the thing for our times. If only your late father-in-law had -

not loved reading Baudelaire and Mallarmé and had not
believed that a country that brought forth such men must
be able to stabilise its currency and that he would be per-
fectly safe speculating in French francs . . . Poor Uncle
Sf:amsias. But, of course, if you call 2 boy Stanislas he’s
bound to ruin himself.  Nomen est omen.” :

“Don’t say that. Think of your namesake, ofs great-

ancle Joseph who married the French girl and.lived to be
minety. He was sober, sensible, and tolerant ; not like you!”
Robert’s face grew thoughtful. “ Your mother once told
me that Joseph had adored his French wife. After her death
he l‘ooked upon the world as a kind of waiting-room at the
station from where the trains left for heaven. Your mother
often says charming things.” -

‘He got up, :

- “Come along, old man. The post has brought a big
parcel from the bookseller, Let's see what he sent.”

The ’horses knew their way. Clarisse, who was driving,
could give herself up to her thoughts. How often had she
driven from Korompa to Bratislava? She could rot remem-
ber. As a small girl on the uneven road with the carriage
almost submerged in mud during spring and autumn ; ash-
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trees growing wild on both sides. To-day the road was even
and straight. Gazing at the rain-washed, glittering asphalt,
Clarisse felt something akin to pride. The road seemed a
symbol. Villages and towns had become connected; far-
away places, hidden away in the valleys of the Carpathian
mountains, were lonely no longer. Perhaps the rather too
tidily trimmed trees were a symbol, too ; the slight exaggera-
tion of a young Republic that had a lot of tidying up to do.

Driving past a swampy meadow covered with snowdrops,
they turned to the left and saw in the distance the steeple of
Aladar’s church. Shortly before reaching it they came to a
green hill, the village Mount Calvary. As usual when Jan
was with her, Clarisse pulled up the horses ; the old gardener
bared his head, crossed himself and murmured: “ We praise

" and bless Thee, Lord Jesus, for by Thy holy Cross Thou hast

saved the whole world.” He must have said the words more
than a thousand times, and Clarisse must have heard them
just as often ; but to-day they struck her as never before: sal-
vation by the Cross, by pain and suffering—how ill the
thought fitted in with the bright sunny morning.

" She gave the horses their heads and drove on. They
reached the townlet with its fine Gothic church and Gothic
town hall. The place was neither a borough nor a village;
it gave the impression of a young town that had suddenly
stopped growing. Aladar’s presbytery stood in a big garden
behind the church., Clarisse would have offended him mor-
tally had she not looked him up on her way to town.

Stopping in front of the house, she heard loud, excited
voices, She drove into the courtyard and saw the parish

_priest surrounded by three Sisters of Charity. He was

leaning against the yellow wall, looking miserable as:always
when he bad to come to a decision. Margit was jost about
to enter the house, followed by a small boy. Turning round,
she saw Clarisse. :
“Pm so glad you've come,” she said. * Our courtyard
has been turned into a lunatic asylum.” She threw an angry

. look at one of the nuns. “Go into the kitchen, my son.

The cook will give you something to eat.” She gave the
boy a gentle push and came back. -
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Aladar clutched at her arm.
“Don’t run away. Stay here for goodness sake. You

know that I .. .” He stopped short, but an expressive = -

gesture spoke his utter helplessness.

Sister Martha, fat, red-faced and greatly excited, thrust
herself forward.

“We can’t take in all the stray brats of the country,” she
said in a hard voice.

The Mother-Superior, white-haired, with'a fine, tired face,
interposed gentl

“ After all, it’s for me to decide, Slster Martha.”

“Yes. But e got to look after the children.”

The old nun seemed to shrink into herself.

“ You're right, Sister,” shé said in a low voice, “ I'm old
and cannot work any longer. Nevertheless . . .”

“ Let Father Jeszenak dcmde advised little Sister Ver~
onica, who, round-faced and b;g«eyed looked like a child.

Clarisse tried to hide a smile: Aladar was called upon to = -

decide . . .
But before the priest could open his mouth Sister Martha
forestalled him :

“ We know nothmg whatever about the boy. I believe he

isn’t even a Christian,” she said spitefully.

The priest nodded.

“T think so, too. - He certainly looks like a little Hebrew

“ A dirty }ew »” Sister Martha said scornfully.

The big dark eyes under the heavy, weary lids suddenly
opened wide and glared at the nun ; but the priest’s voice re-
mained gentle, unpleasantly so, with a touch of haughti-
ness.

“You would probably have used the very same words to
describe our Lord if you had lived at Nazareth and had be-
longed to the master-race of the Romans, Sister Martha.”

She flushed an ugly red.

113 I I

"\/Iargit came to her brother’s aid, She was less gentle
than he, and more supercilious. She stared at the nun with-
out saying a word, till Sister Ma-+ha grew nervous and began
" to fidget. T\/Iargﬂ: smiled, it was an odious smile, and said :
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. ““Tiens, tiens. And you're supposed to be a Sister of
Charity.” o

Then she suddenly lost her temper, and Clarisse won-
dered where her cousin had heard the impossible expressions
she was using.

The old Mother-Superior turned away to conceal a smile.
Noticing it, Margit grew calmer, and said :

“Dor’t you think I'm right, dear Mother-Superior?
What is one to do when an elderly sadist comes-along in the
guise of a Sister 01 Ghanty and dares to contradict her
pansh priest and .

Aladar lifted his hand.

“Stop talking,” he said with a sigh. * Don’t make such
an awful noise. I want the child to go to the orphanage. 1
also want him to be treated with great kindness. Further I
want Sister Martha to read the Gospel of St. Matthew,
chapter 25, and the first letter of St. Paul to the Corinthians,
chapter 25, Both to bc done before she goes to sleep to-
night.”

He eyed the nun with mournful disgust.

“The Corinthians must have been somewhat like Sister

Martha,” he added thoughtfully, “ otherwise St. Paul would

not have had to write that letter. But I don't know . . .”
His dark eyes grew round and childlike and his voice dreamy.
“Talways had an idea that the Gorinthian women were good
to lock at, whereas .

He broke off, his eyes still gazing with dlspleasure at the
red face of the nun.

Clarisse choked with suppressed laughter, She knew that
Margit’s rudeness was as nothing compared to Aladar’s
words and his long penetrating lock. And she asked herself
whether he, who had come to the priesthood rather late in
life, knew it too. Omne could never tell with Aladar. -

“The Baroness has insulted me. She has called me a
sadist.”

Sister Martha puffed out her red chieeks and snorted
eagcr for battle. e

- The priest nodded.  .asze

“ She was wrong. I canndt agree with her, Sister Martha,
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The Marquis de Sade was a well-bred, hyper-cultivated man,

and his cruelty was purely a sexual . ..”
“ Aladar!” :
“ Aladar, please!”

His eyes more childlike than ever, Aladar looked at

Margit and Clarisse, ]

“ What have I said? I merely mentioned a well-known
historical fact.” :

Then his glance fell on little Sister Veronica, and he
smiled apologetically. ' ' :

“You're right. What I said was not meant for little girls.”

He turned to the young nun.

. “Tell me all about-the boy, Sister Veronica, You found
him and took him to the orphanage, didn’t you?”

“Ves. He's deaf and dumb, poor dear,” the little nun
said compassionately. © A railway man found him hidden
in a cattle truck. I was in the market-place buying veget-
ables for our children when I met them. The boy isn’t from
our part of the world. He seems frightened to death, poor
darling.”

“Will you fetch him, my child?” the priest said kindly, .

and 2 moment later the young nun returned with the boy.
He was clingihg to her hand and shaking all over.

The priest went closer and began talking: to him in the
deaf and dumb alphabet. At first the boy only stared at
him in a bewildered way ; then he, too, lifted his hands and
began to move his fingers. It looked as if he were repeating
the same words over and over again. After a little while
the priest cut short the strange conversation.

“Take him home,” he said to the nuns, and his voice was
full of pain. “ And be very kind to him.” -

He walked slowly towards the house. His sister and
Clarisse took leave of the nuns and followed him into the
large, rather cheerless library. Aladar sat down and gazed
at the books filling the shelves and book-cases.

“I¢’s always the same,” he said despondently. © Always
the same.” :

“ What did the boy say?” Margit inquired.

“He said: ‘They’re all dead, my parents, my grand-
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~ parents. Men are wicked. They're dead, they're all

dead.!” ‘

The hopeless words sounded like the tolling of a bell, sad,
hollow and threatening. ‘‘Dead, dead.” Margit looked
furious. Her compassion always wore the red garb of anger.

“ 14 like to murder Martha,” she said:

“ Yes, but the old nun is an angel,” Clarisse interposed.

“You're right. She’s a real saint. Much too good for
our world . . .7

The priest seemed to come back from a great distance. He
looked at the two women and the familiar room as if he had
never seen them before and was trying to place them.

““Saints,” he said, more to himself than to the others,
“ never before have we needed them so badly as nowadays.”
He grew animated : “ If ‘the heresy preached by the Mani-
chees . ..” ' : '

Clarisse jumped up and ran to the door. Opening it wide,
she waved to her cousins. She had no time to listen to
Aladar’s lecture on the Manichees; besides she had heard
it more than once.

I really must go. I’ll never get to town in time.”

“Drop in for a cup of tea on your way home,” Margit
begged. “T've got a lot to tell you. I'm terribly annoyed
with...” '

“With whom? ” - - \

“ With everyone. Just imagine, Svata, the silly boy .. .”

“ Tell me another time, I really must go. Jén is cracking
his whip to call me.” '

% Just a moment, Imust...” :

But Clarisse had already reached the courtyard and had
jumped into the carriage. They drove slowly through the
place. The small houses jutted out, gazing with curious,
sparkling eyes at the opposite side of the narrow street. Their
lower parts were painted biue and red and the colours shone
brightly in the sun. A large, almost fashionable-looking
shop stood out against the tiny ones. Behind the glittering

‘pane lay cotton-reels of various colours, respectable-looking

black and brown darning cotton, coloured skeins of wool,
gaily painted darning-balls, thimbles in all sizes. The
N
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© peculiar smell of a haberdashery shop caine through the open

door; a mixture of wool, cloth-dressing, milk-coffee, moth-
balls and cowslips. Clarisse waved to Elisabeth Vyskocil,
who was washing the steps. ‘ )

“ Are you all well and happy? ” she called out, and smiled
at the girP’s enthusiastic : *“ Oh ves, thank you ; ever so well.”
A bappy woman and the wife of a happy husband. Rather
a pleasant sight. )

At a turning of the road stood the orphanage with red
geraniums in the window. In the niche of the wall over the
front door, a figure of Christ opened wide its arms and an

inscription in faded gold letters proclaimed: “Suffer the =

little children to come to Me.” Remembering Sister Martha,
Clarisse smiled mockingly. '

They left the townlet all golden in the morning sun. On
both sides of the road green fields gleamed softly in the strong
light. In the distance a wide silver ribbon grew larger and
came closer: the Danube.

At a cross-road stood a shrine with a statue of Our Lady.
A figure that had been kneeling before the Madonna got up
- quickly, hearing the carriage drive past. A stony, transpa-
rently pale face turned towards Clarisse, who gave a friendly

nod. “To her amazement the girl standing in the road shook
her head violently and lifted a clenched hand in a threaten- o

ing gesture. Jan said grumpily:

““She’s a beast, that Emma Leberfinger. Just like her ;
father. Never a kind word for anyone. And the wayshe runs -

after the boys. She makes her poor sister’s life a hell ; because

Elisabeth demeaned herself by marrying a Czech! Asif
fine missy would not have been only too glad to become

Mrs. Vyskocil.”

Clarisse remained silent; the stony hostile face seemed :
to be floating in the air, keeping beside the carriage and %

threatening her. :

The following hours belonged to the roses. Spring had
ceme late this year and the plants had to be bedded out with-
'great care. Jan gave the orders. Clarisse would never have.

T
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dared to treat the experienced gardeners of the great public
park so cavalierly. The eldest of them had worked here at
the time wherf the Magyars were masters of the country.
He wore his moustache with a martial twirl and looked every
inch a soldier, even when only cutting away a tiny branch
that had got broken during the drive. He spoke Hungarian,
and Jan; who had gone to a Magyar school—there being
no others in his time—could understand him. The young
Slovak who in the new Republic had been taught in his
native tongue, and did not know a word of Hungarian, spoke
German with the old Magyar. Neither of them seemed to
mind dr to see anything funny in it. They were only
interested in the roses, the newv dwarf rose, the Rosa Rouleiti
that was being planted in the rock garden—beginning with
the third plant the greenhouse of Korompa had brought
forth; because the first was being kept for Our Lady of
Marianka and the second was going to Lana. The gardeners
also grew enthusiastic abotit another plant, the lovely child
of an Austrian dog-rose and the French bloom cailed
Antoine Ducher. When summer came it would flame in
many colours, coralline, brownish-red, copper and orange.
The third gardener; who came from the Austrian Burgen-
land, grinned proudly : ““ There you are. The world can’t
get along without us Austrans.”” The old Magyar gave a
contemptuous smile, but the young Slovak laughed good-

“naturedly. '

Clarisse was feeling tired again. ““I'm getting old,” she
thought ; and rebelled body and soul against the passing of
youth, a youth that the Great War had robbed of happiness,
peace and security. “ We're all partially cracked and
haunted by a nameless fear. Robert still tries to escape from
the horrors of a war he cannot forget, by writing poetry and
holding himself aloof from a world which he has never been
able to understand ever since he joined upin 1914, And poor
Joseph too, driven to drink, desperately trying to find out
where he belongs and always being disillusioned. Aladar
also, in his own way ; how well I remember him as captain
of the Hussars; so light-hearted and gay. Whoe wounld have
thought that he would become a priest?” She smiled: 3f

N
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ever there was a round peg in a square hole . . . She often ™ "

wondered what it was that made him so popular with his* -
parishioners. For months at a time he nevér gave them a -
thought ; buried in his books ; intent upon proving that once -4

again the Manichee-heresy was poisoning humanity as it had

done in the days of St. Augustine. Then something seem-

ingly unimportant happened and the cranky scholar awoke,
sharp-eyed and keen, suddenly remembering that he was
-responsible for the spiritual welfare of his parish. His male
parishioners he treated rather as he had treated his soldiers,
and as to the female ones, the old women of both sexes said
he had not forgotten that long ago he had made love to every
woman he met. They disapproved of this weakness. Margit
was frequently forced to'listen to their complaint and, un-
fortunately, the bishop, too. . '
Clarisse recalled the little scene with Sister Martha ; then
she thought of the child. Was it right to leave the terrified

boy at the orphanage? The Mother-Superior and little .

Sister Veronica would of course pet and spoil him ; but the

other nun, the woman with the cold eyes and the harsh voice,

who seemed to have taken a dislike to the boy . .. One really
ought to . . . Clarisse shook her head : one ought to do so
many things; but she was much too tired and taken up by
her own troubles. Besides, why not be honest? She did not
really care. After all, Margit was there, Margit who had a
finger in every pie and who could always be relied upon to
do what was needful.

Old Jan cleared his throat, croaking like a raven, and .

Clarisse looked up.

“ We've come to the last bed,” Jan said. “ I think the tea-
rases would look well over there. And they’d get just asmuch
sun as they want.”

Clarisse followed him to the place he pointed at. Kneel-
ing down she began bedding out the roses. How good the
earth smelt. Sometimes she thought that nowhere else did
the earth smell so good, so fertile, so fresh, She had lved
in the country for so many years that she had learnt, like a
‘peasant, to love the earth; to love its mysterious forces and
hidden fertility, A great tenderness flooded her whole being ;
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love for the park’; the town; the whole land. She smiled,
thinking of her Viennese relations, half reproachful, half
condescending :- “ How you can stand lving in a Slovak

village, we’d go melancholy mad . . .7

How long had she been living on the estate? Had she
really ever lived anywhere else? Could she bear to live any-
where else? Taking over the badly-managed estate after
the Great War she had felt as if her father had left her a
small paradise. Robert, too, had grown fond of Korompa.
He enjoved the quiet and the V3(:-131tude: although he pretended
that the slecpy surroundings were bad for his writing, Never
failing to add, with a wistful look: “ If you cared the least
bit for my poems, Clarisse, it would not be so bad.”

- The last rose had been planted. Clarisse was glad that the
long day was over. During the last years she had acquired
the habits of an elderly cat, hating to leave her home for
more than an hour or two. : - '

Pale mist rose from the dark flowing waters of  the
Danube ; twining round bare branches ; floating over garden
paths ; soaring up, driven by the wind; bringing damp cold
in its train. The sadness of a spring gloaming clutched at
Clarisse’s heart. She shook herself impatiently, {rying to
drive away the harrowing thoughts. Why did they always
return? Now that she was forty her life ought to be more
peaceful, her outlook more cheerful. She was living in.a
country that was sure of a happy, prosperous future;
amongst a people she loved. Why did an unreasoning secret
fear lie ambushed in her soul, always ready to break out and

" attack her? She turned round, Jooking for Jan. - :

“ Let’s go,” she said nervously, She knew that her mood
would change for the better as soon as she held the reins.
They drove over the bridge; past the graceful steeple of
the Franciscan church ; past the new skyscrapers that Clarisse
hated ; to the high road. It gleamed yellow in the twilight; -
the ash trees, swathed in mist, seemed to bar the way with
black and hostile arms. Old Jan, tired out by the day’s
work, fell asleep ; and Clarisse felt as if she were driving all
alone in a silent country over which hovered the shadow of
death. ; L

»
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She was glad to reach the townlet although here too life
was beginning to glide into sleep. All the windows were
shuttered ; the street was deserted ; but somehow the silenice
seemed kindly and comforting. Two people came out of a
small house a man and a woman. The woman stopped and
called out: “ Clarisse!

“ Margit! - . .

Of course Margit had to come along just as she was driv-
ing past. Now she would be dragged to the presbytery, made
to drink tea and to listen to Margit’s endless tales about the
- parish. It would be quite dark before she got home. But
I\;_l‘[argit’s thoughts were elsewhere. Patting one of the horses,
she said: :

“ We’ve just been assisting twins to come into that queer

world of ours.”

“Twins? ” : : .

Screwing up her eyes Clarisse recognised Doctor Hynek
Silberthal. He said good evening, adding: ) .

“ Baroness Margit ought to have been a midwife. .I’d
never have pulled little Anicka through without her help.”

Margit snorted angrily as always when she was praised,
and lit a cigar. Its red end shone in the darkness like a tiny
star. ' :

“ Why,” she mused aloud, “must poor women always
have twins? We've been with Anicka ever since noon. I
was horribly afraid of her dying on our hands. And now,
instead of going home and having my tea I must look up
the Hrubins. The old woman wants me-to talk to the boy.
She’s afraid he’s becoming an atheist.” She puffed at her
cigar, then she suddenly switched over to her idée fixe:
“ How much simpler life would be if there existed no village

-of Ruzomberok and no Father Hlinka.” :

Clarisse sighed resignedly; she knew all about Margit’s
pet aversion. o - :

* That old man with his eternal slogan of a free and
independent Slovakia drives our people crazy. Beware of
false prophets . . .”

Jén made an angry gesture and Margit, who always saw
everything, said bastily:
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“ Mind, I'm not saying anything against the old man
personally. But I really don’t know what he wants. It was
all right as long as the Magyars oppressed us; and of course
he was a martyr and was in prison for quite a time. But
he really might keep quiet now and prepare for death instead
of stirring up our boys and inciting them against the govern- -
ment in Prague. He’s got hold of Svata, too, and the old
woman wants me to bring the boy to his senses.” -

“He’s fond of you; he’ll believe what you tell him.”

“T know, but why I? Couldn’t Aladar tackle him and .
tell him what’s what? He did try once but unfortunately
he discovered a certain resemblance between the old man of
Ruzomberok and a heretic who lived in the third or fourth -
century, and was so delighted by his discovery that he kept
Svata sitting in the library for hours whilst he lectured on
heretics, ancient and modern. When the poor boy left the
house it was, naturally enough, under the impression that
his parish priest was absolutely mad.” S '

The doctor laughed. ' .

“Don’t laugh!” Margit turned upon him like an angry
cat. “ You haven’t got to worry about the salvation of a
parish_and its bodily welfare. And it’s not up to,you to
prevent your brother getting into his bishop’s black books
and...” - :

She broke off short. A broad-shouldered, tall figure came

- out of the shadows walking along heavily. At every step the

casscck slipped aside revealing shining black jack-boots.

“Talk of the devil,” Margit said crossly.

“ Praised be our Lord Jesus Christ,” said the young priest,
using the usual Slovak greeting. Margit’s “In eternity ”
sounded more like a curse than a pious response. “ Are you
coming to see us, Father Gogolak?”

“ Later on if I'may. I've got to go to mother Hrubin
frst.” : L
“You mean Svata. Oh, I know, and my brothers know
all about it too, If I were you, Father, I'd stop preaching
my new and wicked gospel.” :

Standing beside the carriage like a black ghost the tall
figure stiffened. Tt was too dark to see the young priest’s face
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but Clarisse sensed the wild anger and hatred distorting his
features. S e

“ Perhaps you would kindly allow me to take counsel with
the Monsignore at least as far as spiritual questions are con-
cerned. That’s to say if the Monsignore has leisure for that
kind of thing,” he added with a sneer.

Ignoring his insolence, Margit laughed. o

“So long, Clarisse. Good-bye, doctor. I'm going to
accompany Father Gogolak to the Hrubins. I'm sure he’ll
be glad of my company. Come along, Father.” ’

She waved to Clarisse and went off, taking the same giant
steps as the young priest who walked reluctantly by her side.

Clarisse turned to the doctor. - i :

 “Why was Margit so disagrecable ? Whatisitallabout?”

“1 don’t quite know. People tell queer tales about the
priest of Sokolovee; but you know what gossips they all
are.” He fell silent for 2 moment ; then he said in a different
tone : *“ Wish me luck, Countess Clarisse. I'm getting married
next month.” T ;o

Clarisse felt uncomfortable. She was fond of the doctor
and the idea that he was going to marry affected, fair-haired
Else Gerstner worried her. What did the man want to marry
for? Why did anyone marry? Her “ All the best” did not
sound very convincing. She noticed it herself and said
quickly: ' -

“I never expected it. I always thought...” -

“ Because Else refused me so often?” The doctor laughed
softly. “ 1 must confess that you might have knocked me
down with a feather when she said: ‘Yes” But she has
changed a lot since she came home. And even her parents,
who did not want her to marryme. .. afterall’'ma Jew ; and
T only came here ten years ago, whereas the Gerstners have
been in Bratislava for three hundred years, 1 believe they
used to sell jewels to the Empress Maria Theresia. Well,
even they seem rather pleased.” ~ '

“T'm so glad,” Clarisse said mechanically and untruth-
fully. “Flse is charming. T do hope you will be very
happy.” : :

“Thank you.”
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In the faint light of the carriage lamps Clarisse saw a
blissful smile on the doctor’s face, Apparently even the
cleverest men are idiots when it comes to judging a pretty
woman. She nodded to the doctor. : : )

“Tve got to go. Come and see us soon. Good night.”

“ Good night.” D -

They drove on in the dark. Clarisse was longing for her
easy chair, a cup of tea and the bright, cheerful comfort of
the old manor-house. Jan said abruptly: con

“ Baroness Margit ought not to abuse Father Hlinka. It
makes people angry.” . o

“ But listen, Jan ...” . .

1 don’t want to-say anything, I know nothing. But one
has got to be careful nowadays.” SR

He ceased talking and only the hoofbeat of the trotting

. horses and the noise of the wheels sounded in the night.

They reached Mount Calvary. The moon had risen and
the white clouds floating across the sky had a sickly, leprous
colour, One of them hovered over the three crosses oni the
hill-top, seceming to touch them with ghostly hands. Jan
crossed himself and murmured a prayer. Clarisse spurred
on the horses. She did not want to see the uncanny light
illuminating the crosses, nor the small shrines climbing up
the hill. She had always been afraid of the: cruelly realistic
figures of Mount Calvary, of the pain and suffering they
portrayed so mercilessly. . o

She drew a deep bredth on seeing in the distance the
lights of the manor-house. How kind a thing lights were;
they helped us to bear the night ; they tided us over the dark-
ness till dawn brought relief. Once more her mood changed.
To-morrow the garden would again be bathed in sunshine;
tulips and hyacinths would come out; the olive iree on the
lawn would be covered with tiny buds and the damp
meadows on the river bank would be turned into a field of
gold by the gently swaying dandelions. Winter was past;
death had been conquered ; we lived again ; the whole world
lived ; everything would sprout and grow, blossoms would
smell sweet in the spring air and the corn in the fields would
ripen. Life was good after aIl.\x
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Driving up to the house she saw Robert standing on the
steps. " S
“Tm glad you're back at last. You're terribly late.”
She laughed, pleased to know that her absence had caused
him uneasiness, and jumped out of the phaeton. Tommy,
standing beside her husband, barked joyously and frisked
about madly. Robert took her arm.
“ Clome into the house, It’s growing chilly.” - :
Through the open door yellow light and delightful
warmth flowed out. Music greeted her. Joseph was seated
at the piano in the drawing-room, playing a Mozart sonata.

Elisabeth Vyskocil was a happy woman. Having closed
the shutters she was tidying up the shop and at the same
time, as she frequently did when evening came; counting
over her blessings; tasting thein one by one like a child
munching sweets. First of all there was big Hanus, the kind,
gentle, affectionate giant with the flaxen hair and the child-
like blue eyes; with the chanting intonation and the pathetic
helplessness of a man who has to express his love in a
language in which he does not feel at home. On duty, gen-

darme Hanus Vyskocil was neither clumsy mnor tirnid, |
although even here he would often have liked to look the -

~ other way; if only people would have let him. Flisabeth
stooped and picked up a cotton-reel that had fallen off the
shelf. She had had to pay a heavy price for her happiness.
Her father who lived in a small white house at Petrzalka,
on the other side of the Danube, had never forgiven her
for marrying a Czech. :
She could still hear his rasping voice: “ My daughter,
my daughter wants to marry a Czech! A Leberfinger wants
to mate with a Czech! Haven’t I told you time and again
that the Leberfingers came from Swabia to Pressburg in the
reign of the Empress Maria Theresia? Yes, to Pressburg,
for it is a German town and that is its real name, not the
Hungarian Pozsony or the Slovak Bratislava, And you want
to marry an alien, a gendarme whom the Czechs have sent
here to oppress the Germans? Only the other day one of

o
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those savages made me pay a fine because I had no lamp on
my bicycle .. . Yes, he dared to make me pay a fine, me,
Hermann Leberfinger, whose ancestors came from Germany
to this godforsaken country. Of course your mother takes
your part. Serves me right for marrying a Viennese who
teaches my children to flout the duty they owe their father.
You're not going to marry that Vyskocil or whatever the
fellow’s name is. I wor't have it. Understand?

Elisabeth, nineteen and madly in love, had wept and
waited impatiently for two years till she came of age. Of
course things might have been worse, because after all she
had spent these years in the place where Hanus was
quartered, with her aunt Marie who owned a haberdashery
shop, and was half paralysed, so that she needed a help.
Poor Aunt Marie. Elisabeth stood motionless for a moment,
duster in hand, looking at the faded photograph of her aunt
hanging on the wall. It was to her she owed one of her
chief blessings: the shop. When she first came to stay with
her aunt, Elisabeth had felt as if’ one of her childkood

dreams had come true.. All the lovely things she used to
admire behind a glass pane partly belonged to her now. She
could touch the brightly coloured Berlin wool, could fashion
a star from the glittering thimbles that gleamed and twinkled
like real ones when the sun shone in at the window. She
could unroll yard measures and laugh, watching the undula-
ting movement of the ribbon. Her eyes never wearied of
gazing at the square red boxes in which solemn dark hair-pins
reposed, and at the round blue ones, containing silvery safety-
pins. Pink and white tissue ‘paper’ covered small cfeam-
coloured tidies, embroidered with very blue forget-me-nots
and very red roses. The more serious and severe canvas was
kept uncovered, revealing Beautiful cross-stitch work; those
tempting but dangerous patterns, working at which the tyro
so often made a mistake in counting and had to undo the
whole thing. Aunt Marie even sold scissors, big ones with
dancing twins on their blades, and others.so small and deli-
cate that one hardly dared to touch them with-one’s clumsy
fourteen-vear-old hands, The day was not Jong enough to
enjoy all the wonderful things the shop contained. Even
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after owning it for two years Elisabeth stil] felt a thrill think- -
ing that the whole shop with all its delightful goods belonged
to her. Hanus, who was clever with his hands, had made.
new shelves for the shop and also carved an angel for the
crib of her second great blessing : little Hanus, asleep in the -

large and comfortable room behind the shop.
What a pity her mother had not lived to see the baby ;

she had died a year before Elisabeth’s marria¥e, and two
days after the wedding her father had married again, givihg
" Elisabeth and Emma a young stepmother. Elisabeth’s bright

face clouded over. OFf course she had had to take in her
- poor sister when their stepmother turned her out of the
house. What would have become of Emma ; all alone ; un-

cared for; and so terribly afflicted? Hanus had agreed at

once and at first everything had gone well. Then the black

days came, the hours when Emma hated everyone and every-

thing ; when she felt the most miserable and loneliest creature
on earth; crying out in her despair, weeping, shrieking till
at last she broke down, a prey to spasms thdt threw her from
side to side. After the attack, lying in bed, deadly pale and
exhausted, she was tortured by the terrible fear that the
neighbours might have heard her cries, might have noticed
something.
~ Folding her thin hands she implored Elisabeth :

“Don’t tell anyone. No one must ever know. The people
would laugh at me. Elisabeth, Hanus, are yott sure that no
one knows, that no one will ever know ? >

She hated.the doctor her sister had had to call several
times, because he knew her secret ; and hated Clarisse

‘Herdegen, who had once heen in the shop when the fit came
on; but most of all she hated Jittle Hanus. At present, of
course, he was harmless enough ; but later on, when he would
be six or seven, he was sure to tel] the other children about his
*“funny aunty * who rolled on the floor and shrieked. Even
during the blessed days and months when Emma was as
guiet and sensible as other people;; when she went every-
where and helped her sister in the house and the shop; she
did not cease hating the child. Poor Emma, but perhaps she
would be cured one day. If she could find a good husband,
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thdught Elisabeth; who locked upon. a. good 'hu'sband as a
remedy for all iils. _ . o
Hearing the-clock strike seven: she grew nervous ,Emma
ought to be home by now ; she had Been out since morning;-
Elisebeth hutried into-the bedrooni; Hittle Hahus was fast
asleep’; she could Jeave him alone for a Jittle while.:..: - :

She put on her coat, took her torch and went'to look: for
Emma. She had:not far to.g0:: As she turned into. the next
street Emma came-towards hetr.. She seemed to be in ahuity:
and was singing at. the top-of her voice. Elisabeth. felt-
frightened, but Emma- did not show:the 'lefzist- ,‘an_gﬁl‘.‘;":‘ﬁhﬂj
took her arm, laughed, sang, tripped along. like. a._httle’_-'g‘xrl,
jumped for joy. At home she fell upon Elisabeth’s neck:: ’

“T’'m saved, Elisabeth. I shall get-well, I-shall' get pes-

ectly well.” S ety sl
f -,‘Itywas a shout of; exultation: " Emma warbled; '--triﬂedl, her
voice growing shriller with every:word: ‘Elisabeth llggigqc&atr
her.anxiously.ro: Ui e SR b =
% Don’t laok like that, P not goihg to be-ill; Listen, det:
me tell iyou all'about it. I'was kneeling, before Our.Lady;
you know: the shrine at the:cross-road ; andia’ man: came
along. But perhaps he wasn’t'a mangperhaps he wasa saint,’
an angel, aprophet o7 ne 0 s G §oael

*“ What are youi talking abouit ? 22+ - AT S

- He spoke to'mie and: his: dark-eyes rested ‘on; my: face.
I don’t know what happened to me but my hgart‘buri_l‘t:wm}’lfni
in me and I told him-everything.- All about iy affliction, my:
misery, my fear, evérylthing'k};_,:;’:?::-_ SIRIN E ER TS EPRRT s

. She broke off, laughing blissfully. :

“ Whatdid hesay 20 - (e oeds o0

“I wish I could tell you what I felt-listening to-him: He
was like a living flame. Once it seemed to me as‘.;if}_'he‘.w'r::re_
lifted up and floating in the air.” And I, too, was lifted up:’
He told me that a new saviour had come, greater-and more.
powerful than Christ,:a-saviour who: would lead his nation’
from victory to victory: He ahd his people ‘would coriquer:
the earth and be mighty and happy. But the new savidur’

" will also punish,” her: voice brdke;intq';zzt shriek;: hg‘"f%fiﬂ

revenge the wrong done tous” - o
B
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“ Who . has ~wronged -us? . Elisabeth -a_,siged, stlightly:

bewildered.

T .must not tell you.. Not yet. Butif 1 follow .Hifﬁ, i1

spread:His gospel I shall grow well and strong.” -~ "
" Elisabeth felt an icy shiver run down her spine. . wit!

“ Who was-the man? You can’t believe: everything a:

stranger tells you> oo o
- % That's what he sald. ‘He:t

- She stoppedidead.s - s
g T e e T
“ You're a.spy.” You want me
make a traitor of me.”

Againher voice grew shrill: ‘Her words were incoherent,

running one into.the dther-as if shéwere drunky o0 ot
«Youll see,” she went.on.  “ You will see; all of - youy
also Vyskocil, yes, Vyskocily and Doctor Silberthal, and the

Herdegens and all my énemies. Shutup! ¥ sheryelled, wheti:

Flisabeth tried to put in-a word. # Shut up " Who are you?

What are you? . An:angelhas blessed me- and promised me

that 1 shall see the new, the real saviour.And you ‘dare 1o
contradict me? Take care!” The same blood flows in our
veins but your child is unclean-and it will have to‘serve me
like'all the others, like all those to-whom our mercy will grant

life. Don’t touch me; you wha have mated with afi inferior”

race; you are unclean, unclean ol

T e hack from. the, threatening shands dnd

flaming eves. The door opened ; she turned round. "

-« Hanis; thank God.% oo 1o P
_An agonized shriek-greeted his entrance, a laugh full ‘of -
hatred. and- mackery. - Vyskocil, the Czech,Vyskocil e
Then came the dull sound of afalling body ; wildly twitch-
ing limbs ; mad cries thatseemed to rend-the fragile figuie till
at last: unconsciousness: mercifully’brought peace to tortured
body and soub ™ b o RPN W it
. When they had gone to'bed Hanus said to' his wife : e
“ W can’t keep Emma any longer: I'm worried to death

1d mie thaf many will not
believe in him and his master; because we are 2 depraved:
generation.» And all those. who. do . not believe will be:
punished. And also those who are not chosen as{ am, as.:

to-tell you evérythingg‘ t.:q.- :
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when you and the <hild are alone with her..-After au;th_f;rc
are lunatic asylums enough in ‘the Republi’c.-’..’_ e
Flisabeth was crying and trembling all over. ,Heg;ghcgks
were burning and her hands were. foyicolds sl nipaitl
~ ¢ Hanus, darling; she hasn’t got.a soul to-care for her. o1
angered her. - Tt was foolish. of mefo contradict her: Please,
darling, don’t send her away.” oo s Cing ey
She tried to smile, her eyes brimming with tears.. f
1 jsten, Hanus, we're so happy.: Wemust thank God for
all He has given us. - Wouldr’t it show. Him hiow. gratefulwe
are if we let the poor soul'stay with us?: Won’t He say to

us one day : < What youdid to the Jeastiof thems 227
Hanus sighed. Hlis wife was right; but-it seered hard to
believe that God wanted them to keep a mad womag intheir
house. Nevertheless, he-gavein; it would have been cruelto
send Emma away..to o e T S
% Tt will bring us tuck,” Elisabeth said: “Yowll see.. 1
wonder who the stfanger;.was??’?_ FREY T PO IS
«SQhe dreamt him.: ‘We: don’t breed- prophets: i
country. Goodnight; dahing.? o 0o ifcw B
He blew out:the candle:-’The niglit-lights before the pic-
ture of the Virginburnt peacefully and threw a golden gleam
on little Hanus. ' In the next room-Emma tossed on-her bed,
moaning in the dark. -0 B T LI T o

s our

 The Jand lay deep in sleep: A tiny-breeze played with the
tender stalks of the winter corIL; it lc’zqked'as_if the fields.were
breathing.  Through the window of . the inn.at the outskixt
of the townlet a ‘p’aleglight;- oozed. - It was jSa,,t-i;urd_rcg.y_, “and
the men sat longer over their heer than on other days. .0
Syata Hrubin had:come a short time ago-and seated him-
self at a tablein the. darkest corner,’ He: stared: in front.of
him with unseeing eyes; but it-was not the drink that fuddled
his brain: ' He was-trying'to find .the answer. to- & painful
thought that had haunted him ever since he had begtin:his
studies at the university::* He had left his mother, asleep’;
the kitchen untidy, with many parcels ‘Margit - Jeszenak had
brought,. Svata shrugged angrily.. Up to-a year agohe had
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thovght it natural that the rich should help his mother, for
the love of God. " To-day it made him feel ashamed and
humiliated. He locked round.: How poverty-stricken every-
thing was: the room; the men: What had changed since that
day many years ago'when the people-had joyously cried in
the streets: “Weiare free.  We: don’t belong to. Hungary
any longer ”? He remembered the cold: winter days; the
soldiers returning from the front; drinking and looting. . His
face grew ‘grim.” There was'a ‘reason why he should not
forget.. The shot that had hit the small boy in the leg had
healed up badly, and Svata still ‘walked with aslight Emp,
That, too, was one of the things that made. him feel-bitter.
As 1o-other events, he’ could ‘hardly recall them.  He only

remembered his mother crying ‘and saying: T At least ‘our .

Tamas did not die in vain. We're free atlast?: = o
Yes, what had changed? The Slovaks had got-theiriown
school, -where' the children-were ‘taught in’ their mother-
tongue; roads had been built ; the peaple had ceased being
a despised race; but poverty, heart-rending poverty had re-
mained. And wasit really so much better to have the Czechs
in'the. country than the Magyars?-. Of “course, the people
inPrague were well-off ; they grew rich and could say that

the Republic was flourishing. - But ‘the Slovaks?  He had .

- never thought of all this before. He had only been struck
by it during the last terrible winter term he had spent, starv-
ing and halffrozen, in the capital. The other students, the
‘Germans, the' Magyars and, still more, the Jews, had' rela-
tions who' came o their aid ;- besides; most ‘of* them! had
moriey of theirown.” Why? . The young priest of Sokolovce
had put this question to him and laughed: scornfully when
Svata had not known what to answer. But, after all; a priest
was bound to know mote:than he. - Of -coursé many of. the
students did not:hold with priests ; some did not even believe
in-God. * They made fun: of ‘Svata because he.went to Mass
on: Sunday and had hung a ‘picture:of: "Our: Lady in his.
shabby-little room... He-did not want to listen to- their talk,
If" there were no.God and no life beyond the grave, why
tesign oneself’ to starvation' and cold? - Better be a thief,'a
swindler, a burglar, a robber;a murderer, ifneed be .-,
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‘A polite voice with a strong German. accent, disturbgd;
Svata’s musing. Speaking in Slovak; :the__-v_qg_c‘casiked:_permis_-,_
sion to sit at his table. Svata locked up insurprise. .. Reoplg
here did not stand on ceremony as a rule.. Hesaw a,t_a;li,_c_;lgrk-,
haired,  well-dressed man, who bowed stiffly, sat down, and
ordered a bottle of wine..- TR Dadar RS

They got talking ; Svata was amazed to.see how .qu;l_c_:rk_l)‘f:h?
grew intimate with the stranger,.. They spoke of_ihz-@ﬁd;ca
profession. . e e i -

“ So you'll pass your last examination In two years? . the
stranger said, pouring out a glass.of wine for the young man.

“ Where are you going to practise?? .
“Idon’t know.yet” . s T el e a0
- FOf course the capital would be.the; best- gl___ag:e, for you.
I know all about it, because my youngest brother is _a-_o.loctog‘-,‘
too. You get more patients and you _gan_,_ﬁ?d;__‘a_ll the. fm’s;sru;-
ments you want. A doctor needs a lot of. mstruments Vs
Svata’s face grew hard.  He put down. his. -glgs,sg; -Xhe
stranger had touched. him on the:raw... -_5-Inst_rnm~er1_ts?:rihe;
cotild mot bear to think about them.. Where was the money
for them to come. from? He ‘thought of .D.oet_o_r'- Siib@gt%}zgi §
consﬁlting-room. with the shiny, brightly-polished ;mrgiggl-
mstruments lying in a row; such a long row; . And 'with.
every year one kept needing more andfmorj_c, - The stranger.
did not seem to notice Svata’s sudden mgodlness,_ ;,Hga_-;iq_a_lkq_d_.
on, speaking of new medical discoveries ; wof el.ectncagl instru-
ments a doctor simply must pe_sscss_.,;_adc‘l,mg}yv_lt:h;_a_mg, cious
smile: - 10 o ot e
% But a doctor’s waiting-room is just as important, ou
must: have fine, ‘expcnsive-looking;-_furnitu.rg ar_}d.'gQOQ.:RiCr-
tures. . -And, of course, all the best periodicals. ‘S‘Qmetamr_l@s'
the waiting-room does the trick.™ ... . .. ot n
Svata felt his cheeks grow hot. . There would __b@.noa__ﬁ 1
expensive-looking Turniture in his wa.i,t_ing:roq;n‘,za_nd_ no good'
pictures; as to the periodicals . ... Of course other people,
could afford that kind of thing..... He emptied .his_.g.l;as_s and
the stranger filled it .anew.. ;Thgy;Wer;tfqn_.}alklng,;t ar_x_'q it:
seemed to Svata as if the stranger was undesignedly tearing
away a merciful veil from a hidden figure till 4t last reality
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st\O'pd_ btéfo:e ‘his eyes, naked:and sinister. - He felt himself
growing-more bitter; ‘more angry. - What good'are schools
and.‘up_lversifié‘s: to us if “we are so desperately poor;. if,
havirig finished our studies, we are no better than beggars?
- The stranger paid his-bill. They left the inn together. A
car was parked outside. * We'll meetagain;’'the stranger
said, getting into thedar, ./ o . 00
- Fhe bright eyes of ‘the carlamps faded ‘away and Svata;
set out for home, He was rather drunk, and the road seemed.
to slip ‘from‘undér- his. feet. - Confused thoughts rushed
erazily through his brain : the most modern and expensive in-
struments . . . a fine waiting-room .., good pictures . . .
He saw himself walking along the banks:of the Danubeg, a
book it his hand. ‘Tt was less cold outside than in the damp,
unheated roorn.: Ohj the grey desolate days on the bank of
the ‘sulleri; lead-coloured river, a bit of dry bread in one’s
pocket; a-hole ini'one’s boots, through which the damp came:
Then thé way hore ; walking' through the town, past well-lit,
héated coffec-houses and delicatessen-shops; stopping before
a shop windot where tailors’ dummies displayed beatitiful
fur-coats. "Somigtimes he ‘passionately: wished that he had
never come totown, had nevérseen all the good things money
could buy anddid buy for others.© A poor'peasant leads a
peaceful life; he knows the pinch of ‘hunger and cold, but e
takesit asa matter'of course. At least it had beenthuswhen
Svata’s fatherhad lived:w =+ .- ¢ R
~Svata had reachied the¢hurch. - In the ‘white moonlight
the gargoyles grinned at him like. wicked goblins. Their huge
mouths seemed to be grinding and ¢runching some small and
helpless thing.” They; too, Svata thought, feeling dazed and
bewildered, want to devour us. - Lifting his eyes he saw,
floating on a white stone cloud, an"angel who pointed to
the cross above him. Svata burst out laughing. ~The cross.
g’h_;u 5 ?ff%&ﬁ‘_thﬁY‘tCaﬁﬁ us: "The ¢ross that has not saved the:
e A : s

. Livid with t4ge, he sullenly walked on, * For the first time

El hés life-Svata Hrubin' passed a church without baring his
ead. i o R I TR S I T AT
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Marianka Hrubin.sat dp- in bed. and . groped: for the
matches. - She. found them: and. lit the candlé standing on
the -chair beside her. .. Tn.its, weak: light she could: see the
grandfather clock. Halfpast one, and Svata not homwie yet.
Her heart felt heavy; it lay-in: her breast dike a stone;:she

Fam

could hardly breathe: .0« olo il ns Doneaeten
.. She had feigned sleep when. $vata had left the cottage on
tiptoes. . One must not bother the young ; they had-their own
worries and sorrows, - She had learnt that-during the last few
years.” But she had never seen Svata: as he:was now;so'em-

. bittered, so full of hatred. And he had been:such a:good

child, helpful and affectionate. - Marianka’s glance fell.upon
a coloured print representing the Madonna, her heart pierced
by seven swords. . She smiled wistfully-and nodded to-the
picture: ¢ You' knew: all. the- sorrows of the-world, -holy
Mother of God,” she whispered. - Except.one.. You never
had to be afraid that your son inight grow up: a:bad-man.
And yet He was poor, 100 3.7 wiiins o don e o
- Her face worked, but she swallowed her tears:;. Allonglife
had taught her that weeping led to nothing. - One must bear
things patiently and plackily’; then God was.sire-to help.
Perhaps she might spend less on herself; perhaps she might -
find some work to do-in the evening, 50 as to let theboy - have
2 little more money when he went. back to-tow.. "5 7/
Her face grew brighter.. -She would talk.things over with
Baroness Margit, who always knéw. what was-best.;. If only
Svata had not been so.proud; Doctor Silberthal had:fre- -
quently offered him money-—not as a.gift; asa loan——because
Svata was 5o clever and was'sure to bé siich a’good.doctor
one day. . Now she’ was smiling: - On her tired. old:face'a
merry, almost roguish smile - came. and: went. Her. boy
would be a doctor ; that was nearly as good as being a priest;
forif a priest looked after souls, a doctor cured men of bodily

. ills. - In her youth Svata would never.have had a chance of

studyirig at the university ; butnow they had their own Slovak
elementary schools and, high- schools ;:they had: everything
they wanted. - Why on'earth did peoplé go on complaining ?
Like Father Gogolak; who wis alwdys attacking the govern-
ment at Prague. If one-were to believe him; everything was
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the fault of the Jews and the Czechs . . . Surely it: could
-not be right for a priest to say such'things.: And ‘the old man
i Ruzomberok ;. .~ Many said he was a saint and, of course,
he did a lot of ‘good and was kind té the poor; and the
Magyars had sent him to prison years ago because-he had
always stood up for the rights of the Slovaks. Nevertheless,
‘he- was a hard, merciless man, and his deep-set: eyes: spoke
‘more of hatred'than of the love that Christ had taught.
She sighed. ‘There were so many things she found hard to
understand. - Only a few years ago the country had been so

‘peaceful and: happy. ‘No man had asked the other: © Are -

you a Slovak, a Magyar; a German, a Czech, 2 Jew?””. But
nowy; that"question seemed to have become terribly impor-
ant:: No wonder our boys grew ‘confused. - But Svata ought

. to have been different ; had she not taught him'as 2 child that

all men were the childrén 6f Our Father in heaven? - Of
course the big town was full of danger for young people.
‘There was such a rushing and racing-along that thoughits
began to race about too ; and wicked thoughts have a way of
creeping into young hearts and taking root there'; growing
strong- and powerful .. .- Still musing, her head sank on her

" breast-and her eyes closed. - She had worked hard all day

long.:: She dozed a little while ; then she awoke with a start.
Hadn’t the house door creaked? No,.it was only the wind.,
The dog woke up in the kitchen and barked. A car drove
past. Marianka blew out the candle and took up her beads.
‘Better to-pray than to worry. * Svata-was sure to grow upa

‘good- than, as his father had been before him. . ‘Why meet
‘trouble halfway ?+She crossed: herselfand let the beads. slip

through her fingers till sleep’came; kind and ‘comforting;
bearing away anxiety andsorrow.: . iies G o

" Inthe colsfsitﬁngqodm of ‘the éresbyteﬁr.f, Margit' Jészéﬁak ,
$Satknitting: She siill kept up.the habit of a generation that

had knitted grey and scratchy stockings-for the poor all the

year round; - Nowadays, only the old people wore them s the

young girls hid them with'a disdainful ‘smile in a drawer or

-at the bottom of an old painted chest. Margit kiiew it, but
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: on knitting just the same. It wag part pf : h.ﬂr life,
Satsleulr(;ztthe SOups sghg: made for the sick, the minor ills she
cured, the cigars she smoked, the evening prayer, thc n:ior;:_
ing prayer she frequently forgot, being too busy; amb1 ] g
strange feeling she harboured for her brother, a queer blend
of -admiration, scorn and pity. She thought of ‘hm_l,noyx-r_,
sitting in his study with the priest of Sokolovee, doing. his
best-to convince the young man of-.hls errors, expectm_g';_a.,
fanatic to listen to the dictates of logic, sense and humanity ;
pogifif:aouid hear their voices, her brother’s soft tone and
the hard clipped accents of the younger man. Aladar scemec%
to be losing his temper, for his voice grew steadily %owgr,
always 2 bad sign. . Margit felt rather nervous.. No one
could be—always in the most charmmg way-—more f:)d_lpus
and provoking than her brother; and it might be risky to
irritate the rabid young man. The Erp_p:re:cioc_k_on the writ-
ing table had struck midnight some time ago. Sgrely Fa.thgr
Gogolak ought to set out for home ; he had along way to-go-
Margit put down her knitting, lit a cigar and looked rqund;
absent-mindedly. The room,:she thought, ha}_d. the loo_k: of a
family museum ; portraits of ancestors hanging on the walls
and, in a silver frame on-the writing-table, the last photo-
graph of poor mania, taken in 1930. .Instead of an -affec-
tionate dedication to her two chlldren;f-the‘ol__d Igdy,:_an
Austrian Herdegen by birth and, after :her-mamage, a. pas-
sionate Hungarian by choice, had written on the photo:
“ Nem, nem, soha!” (No, no, never!) the w1_1d.. p_rotest_o,f
the Hungarians against the peace treaty of Trianon. 7‘:131
1920 she had left her town-house at Bratislava with the air
of. a dethroned queen ; never to-réturn. . From that-n_me on
she had lived in Budapest. She refused to see her children,
who had remained in Slovakia, and did not VeI -afiswer
their letters, When she died she left her fortune ‘to. the
Hungarian nation, and the only legacy that came to Aladar
and Margit consisted of their Hungarian surames and a.
copy-book bound in red leather; in which she had---yv:;t_:ten
patriotic Huhgarian poems. - T R
.- Margit smiled ; poor mama ; ever since her daughter could
B* :
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remeinher, the slender; dark-eyed kttle. woman had hated

someone or sornething. First, after her marriage with Bela

Jeszenak, the Austrians, then the Serbs, then the Reds; and -

then, most of all, the Czechs, We have been annihilated,”
she used to say angrily, ““ our thousand years have become as
aday.. But the people beyond the frontier, the Slavonic bar-
barians, the heathen, the freemasons, they are creating a
new State, and the stupid Slovaks, who can hardly read or
write, strut about giving themselves airs.” S
A door banged ; heavy steps, followed by lighter ones ; and
then Aladar’s voice: - T "
© *Come back, Father: You misunderstood me. I did not
mean to offend you.” No answer, and then again Aladar’s
voice, stern and imperious: “ As your superior I coramand
you to come back.” - - . y Ry C
~ The heavy steps stopped. The study door was opened and
closed.” Aladar sat down wearily in an casy chair, tearing
the worn leather covering still move. and absent-mindedly
playing with the horsehair sticking out of the hole, He
pointed to the armchair opposite: “ Sit down.” ¢ .
- The priest of Sokolovee ‘obeyed. His face’ was as’ ex~
pressionless as if'he had drawn a mask upon it. Only his
fingers kept moving, and he nervously dug his nails into the

palmof his right hand. : Aladar Jeszanak looked at him , and

suddenly hispalé face was suffused with colour, - :
My son,” he said, and perhaps nc one had-ever heard
him speak in that tone, * myson, I mustsay pater peccavi; 1
have sinned against you. My temper got the better of me,
Forgive me.” : T o B
- Father Gogolak lifted his eyes; the mask was still cover-
ing the lower partof his face ; but the look he gave the older
man was bewildered and almost frighteried. o
“ Forgive me,;” Aladar repeated. - “It’s always the same;
always my unfortunate temper, . .7 SRR
- * I was not hurt personally, Monsigriore: ‘The individual
is absolutely unimportant.” e o ST
Aladar forgot t& be remorseful and grew impatient,
“There you go again,” he said" angrily.  ““The old
dangerous heresy.” Every single man s important; because
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once-a man was so terribly important that we were e;_il ’s.a.,‘.zjed
is individuality.” . S Lo e
>y ‘:f{ﬁ;ﬁdleas,” Fa¥hﬁr Gogolak said slowly, . _co_rresp;:,_nd to
the teachings of Christian humiiity..-.”The na?@n A one is
important, we are but a tiny part of it.” S
‘ dar shrugged. o T
; ‘{ﬂ]?a}zz doct%%‘xes:havc a way of dressing in holy.garbs? ‘a.t
least before they are in power.”‘, T NI
4 The other day in Ru'zombequ SR .
k lder man flew into a passion: . & i
: -}%Zg’t etilk to-me of the spider who sits in Ruzo_:mberoﬁ
and catches silly flies. He's the evil genius of our country:”
“He’s rtyr; a saint.” .o - TR T
« I{)I;: 2;;:2152 be a martyr of evil, of crime; t}Ijmy; are the
dangerous of all”? - s e
HTO‘?:H: k%mws that we have been betrayi-ed ’d and fifiqws_who
ses us; apd who is bleeding the land .. 7o .
opar]gszit‘:t g0 or{ll. We'd only quarrel again, - We must talk
things over in the daytime. ' One’s thougl_lt‘sare cleaﬂrcr‘a;;d
more reasonable in the:sunlight: Stay.-wlth us overmg i,
Father; it has grown late.” -~ e

“No, thark you. I must go home Sy S

The stern face had become gentle and kindly. - - o .

“1 should like to have you here as Iy}y‘guest_;.- not E g
rebellious parish priest of Sokolovce, but wAIfxd-ar smiled
charmingly-—*little Pavel; whom L knew asa childand...

“ Whom you saved from a life-of misery, Mons;gnqre,
taking him away from the black village:where 'e\_rery?hlng
stank of coal, and the people’s thoughts were as blapk as .tf-le
alleys. I escaped from the black hell; hut.others-are_‘.'__stlﬂ
living in darkness and stench. That’s th:a rcfason:why.. I ey

“Don’t fool yourself, my son. :You re not _.ﬁghtzxr.l_g for
your people; only against the others.” . & R

ng priestgotup. . 0 el
'B[l; 5&01&25 beengwa.nting in respect, Mons;gnorgﬁ_ he
aid stiffty, “ I beg of you to forgive me.f’;-'j_ G T
s'\lﬂ ; LaZé been %vanting in charity, my sofi. G‘o il 'peace,
and on the long way to Sekolovce meditate upon the ’ps.al_m :
¢ Behold how good and how blessed it is for brethren to dwell

FTR
'+
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in unity’.”. “He put his hand on Father Gogolak’s shoulder.
“ We all got on so well together in our Republic, even if we
did- quarrel from time to tire. -Why can’t it remain so?
Don’t be stupid, you youngsters.”? codn
" The priest of Sokolovce bowed silently and left the room.
Aladar sighed, stretched himself, and went to seek Margit.
“I thought he’d never go away,” she said crossly. . Why
on earth-do you waste your time trying to convert the man ?
Her brother threw himself on the couch'and kit his pipe.
“1 did feel more like murdering than converting him once
or twice during our conversation,” he admitted.. * You
know, Margit, it was much simpler being ¢aptain of ‘the
Hussars.  It’s hard work to love your neighbour when he is
as mean, as stupid as . . ” S L
“ He’s not stupid, he’s mad for power. ‘He’s so ambitious
that it’s like touching live coal when one comes close to him.”.
“If only the young men would not run after him.2?.. -
* Young people run after every man or woman who béats
a drum. -Why won’t good people beat drums? . Why do you
poor fools always believe that good is bound to be victorious
-without our doing anything about it? You are a theologian,
Aladar, you must have heard of original sin.” - .0 .
He nodded; blowing blue clouds of smoke into the air.
“1 know.  Our hearts have grown slothful”. . -
<~ She looked anxiously at his' pale; tired face. . ..
“Do go to bed, my dear. Tomorrow:is Palm Sunday,
and you’ll be terribly busy.”? - R
- He gave her a queer look,

- Yes, to-morrow they’ll still sing Kosanna; how- sbdx-},iwili

they yell cruxifige #>
He shuddered. - :
“ What’s the matter with you?r” . Lo
“Nothing. I suddenly felt cold. What's that noige ?
“A car drove past. Funny, aslate as all that”
“ Probably the doctor.” TR
Margit had gone to the window and looked out,
“ No, it’s a big black car,” S U
-+ She closed the shutters, took her book and lit a last cigar, -
. ““I’'m going to bed. Good night.”: . e
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I i es . Wrapt in
~After a little while the presbytery was asleep
theAblsék veil of night, the whole townlet shumbered peace-

- TFhe black car stopped where the road left t )
setpentined on, accompanied ‘right and. left by fieldsand
meadows, Amanlooked out. Atall figure ap_proa.c.he.d Wlth
' steps. Cor I R
h(.ia;‘vzr}an I;zou tell me,” said the man in the car, .thch turn
I must take to get to Sokolovee? _” L

- “Thefirst to the left. I'm going there, too™ L
2o¥ Tl give you a lift,” said the‘man in thcjcar..‘ ' Q.et..};'i?
Father.” - 00 lowus s T
" He'stressed the last word mockingly; and -when: the-c;ar
drove off he laughed without apparent cause. A-ft;r _thgt: he

med silent.© - L i

rer?ﬁithe moonlit night oné could hear nothing but the noise
of the motor and from time to time the low cry of' an owl
in the coppice. e i s

LA small oil-lamp, was burning before, thc;big crucifix. in
thﬁiormitory of tl”ﬁa orphanage. ‘The trembling flame threw
dancing shadows on the tortured face and the_p;-erce_d hands.
The Mother-Superior was passing between the‘ -bed’s.-‘_ "The
night, when the younger Sisters, tired from the__day‘s-_woﬂi;
slept, was her happiest time. . She-was not-too old to oo
after the sleeping children, to pull up.a blanket, to pet-2
child that was moaning in its dreams.' She loved the qmet
hours in the dormitory when the children were her very own
and she could do something for them.. Age an,‘d_ Weaknes&:
were a-heavy burden to her. During her long life no work
had seemed as hard as the idleness to .which she. was now
(;;(?nsdhe s?oppﬁed beside the bed in which: the strange boy was
lying, and suddenly her ivory pale face _ﬂugh.ed:,a bmghtvred.-
The nights were still cold, and-all the chlldreg h.a,d;two
blankets ; only the little deaf and dumb boy h_ad a,._smgie.
one, an old, threadbare one at that, a blanket that had been
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out of use for a long time. Sister Martha . . . Theold
womarn felt her tempies throb, How could the Sister be so
cruel, so merciless to a helpless creature, a child? Some-

thing dangerously like hatred rose in her, and her tired eyes

hurriedly turned: to: the crucifix, whilst her trembling lips
formed the words: “ Teach me to be merciful towards the
mérciless, Lord.” . o o
The boy cried in his sleep, and put out his small hands
as if to ward off a blow. The old nun sat down on the bed
and gently stroked the curly head.. Without opening his
eyes the boy caught hold of her right hand and held it tight.
He lay very still, and the frightened expression on the small
face gave way to a smile, Then he slowly opened his black

eyes and saw before him a. face all tender kindness and _[::-:

longing to help and comfort. The eyes-were so full of love
they made the old face look young.  He heaved. a sigh of
relief and went to sleep again, still holding tight to the thin,
oldhand. ... .- fre T I
The nun sat on'the little bed for a long while. Her. lips
moved soundlessly. She prayed for “her” children and for
all children ; for all the men and women who suffered and
had lost their home, for the whole unhappy, wicked world.
Her tender thoughts and prayers caressed the little stranger
and confided him to One who was more powerful and- even
more loving thanan old, old woman. At last the boy loosened
his hold and rolled over to the other side. ‘For a little while
the nun could not get up, because her back had. grown stiff
from stooping. As soon as she was able to move she hurried
to her cell, took the blanket off her bed, carried it downstairs
and tucked the boyin.” ' R ' s
- Lying in bed a few ‘minutes later, she felt cold ; but old

people are apt to do so; besides, it would soon be morning, ..

.and she would have to get up. Her thoughts returned. to
the little stranger, and again her pale face flushed with anger.
She ought to scold Sister Martha, but she never could cope
with her.- Perhaps if she asked Baroness Margit . . . - She
would know what to do-and she was not afraid of ‘hurting
anyone’s feelings. But, of course, she had not got to be so

- careful i 'she was not & nun. -
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. "The bitter cold in the cell and the no less bitter thoughts
-and fears kept her awake for a long time.. When-at last she

fell asleep, pale stripes of light glided through: the ‘_shl_ltterfs
and:little Sister Veronica, drunk with sleep; was;just sturab-
ling out of bed, and preparing to ting the bell. th.a_t-;f:,alle.d
the nuns to prayer.. .- o T by s

NOOKN
- the glory of a May morning the procession wended its
I-way. along the narrow path. between the fields. A warm
wind played gently with the white and lilac blossoms c_::f -the
acacias and swept on, spreading the sweet scent that mingled
with that of the incénse from censers merrily swung by small
choir-boys, Red and blue flowers grew. })ﬁtween-_the corn
stalks, and in the calices of the wild pansies d(‘twdrgpsuwere
sparkling. e oA B Dol
- Behind the priest.and the. choir-boys came.the: orphans,
‘dressed in their Sunday clothes, their faces washed and their
hair brushed imntil they shone. . Sister Martha marched at
their head and the Mother-Superior came last, holding the
small stranger by the hand. The boy_see.me,d_fmghtcned and
clung: close to her whilst she kept whispering. comfort-m‘
words the deaf child could not hear:” The mute appeal of
his eyes pained the old woman ; it told:of the terrible:loneli-
ness in’ which the child lived, enclosed. bﬁtwﬁ:én-wal_ls._;of
silence, aloné with terrifying memories. . Watching the wist-
ful little face, the old nun decided to get the parish priest to
teach her the deaf and dumb alphabet. -She.could not'let
one of her children live in the orphanage, double orphan¢d ;
amongst boys and girls who, however - well brought up they
were, could not help laughing at the boy who was. not able
to speak. Margit had had a talk with Sister Martha about
Christian charity ; a talk lacking the tiniest trace of the virtue
she was preaching, and since that time. the nun was a little
kinder to the boy. But he seemed to sense the dlslﬂife she
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felt for him; he ran away as soon as he saw her.” He liked =
best sitting with the old nun; and the Mother-Superior, who -
‘bad loved the orphans durihg fifty years for God’s sake,
suddenly discovered with dismay that she was. loving’ the
* strange boy with'a purely human, maternal love, that, she
feared, had nothing to do with duty or religion. She was
grateful to the child for making her feel useful. Ever since
Franta——they had called the boy after the saint on whose |
feast he had come—lived in the orphanage, she had ceased
being only the “ venerable old Mother-Superior * who had
nothing to do but to rest after a life of work. She wasonce =
again a human being, capable of helping others. Thus she
had been delivered from.a temptation she had frequently
vielded to; the wild revolt against merciless old age, against
the cruel night, when nene can labour any longer. *: -+ =
- - On one side of the procession walked the parish clerk, old =
Novak, watching the children with eagle eyes. He sang and
prayed louder than the others and did not for a single instant
forget to keep up his official dignity. . - .o 0
Clarisse followed behind the orphans. She loved the.
spring procession that implored God’s blessing: for the
fields. 'The sunny May day made her forget her vague and
unreasoning fears and despondent moods. Terrible things
were happening beyond the Czech frontier, but at home, in -
their country, the crops were ripening in the sun ; and in the
hearts of men kindness and understanding were growing and
spreading.” The children, tripping gaily in front of - her,
‘would. have a:goodly. heritage when they grew. .up: .. She
looked at Joseph, walking beside her; and wondered why he
had come. : The idea that he looked upon the procession
with the eyes:of a writer seeking a subject, irritated her; but
after the first look her anger passed away. -His face did not
wear its usual supercilious expression ; it had become the face
of*a man who has lost his way in the wilderness and is desper-
ately seeking for an-unknown goal. o :
- +They bad reached the big, black cross standing between
the fields, and the procession stopped. SR e
“ Benedices coronaé. anni benignitatis tuae,” sang the
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And the shrill, squeaky voic%s of the choir-boys r;phed:
A i tui replebuntur wbertate” oo
. 'I'Eé fﬁﬁﬁ words%oated in the air, Clarisse was struck by
a voice behind her back saying the responses clearly and stx_*essé
ing the correct Latin accent. Turning round, she pe}?eweh
gyata Hrubin. So he had come afterall... probably for t& Ie
cake of. his mother, who was standing beside bim, proudiy

i ned son. : LS
Wa’? Irllléngri}:;i 1s‘;:.a;inkleci holy water in the four directions of
the compass 2nd the procession moved on, leaymg thi& path
for the high road that led to thfz parish: (;hl_urch}.:h d_-_,car
came from the opposite direction ] it stopped,:_ e_n_xd‘t e driver
baf?%?;fnhilger, hate and ili:will,r.libe}"atc'usf, O Lorfl,;
pré,yed the procession, - And behind Clarisse Svata H‘ru_bu;1 s
hostile and spiteful voice said loudly, almost drowning the
words of the prayer: “ What the devil does the d;f’EY r‘l_}ew.\.f
mean by taking off his hat to the Blessed Sacrament: e
Clarisse gave a start. Joseph grinned mahcmug v, an
saids : e
« German plague seems to be catching. ™« oo s
« %(tj here, notp fo;g-li:—ur people,” Clarisse rephﬁd passpn;
ately. * Just look at them. They would never. ... No; 1
? en here.” T Ut
C-a-rt"tYi‘}:‘:?t)eIi’day,” her cousin said mockingly,; S theré: was a
fight at the inn between - Slovaks and Czechs. The 'bakcg
Schneeberger sat at a table.in the middle of the room:an
urged on the Slovaks, who were beastly drunk.. Later. ﬁ)_n a
few Magyars joined in the fight ;- but by that time t uég;s
were already confused. The whole thing beg’an with the
charming Hlinka slogan: ¢ Get out, Czechs!’ Strange Itlo‘
say, the baker, who is an old miser, had been treating’the
‘Slovaks. In a dark corner a stranger sat and lagghed.
“Hallot” C e T i
“ What is it? N ( | s
¢ Here’s the stranger.” . = S
- A black car raced past. A tall man was driving.© ~ - -
«1f I were a pious Catholic,”. Joseph said in a queer tone,
“ 1 would cross myself” T
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thy?u- . ) . . o
“The man’s uncanny. I'walked home by way of Mount
Calvary last night and met him at the top of  the hill. He
did not see me. He was standing in front of the crucifix,
talking to it, I only caught a few words. He was saying:
‘He or you, but believe me, Jew from Nazareth, this time
you will not be victorious.” It made my- flesh creep to hear
him, and I took tc my heels. Of course I was pretty drunk,”
“You must have dreamt it,” she said without believing
her own words. “ And now stop talking. ' Old Novak is Jook-
ing at us and putting his fingers to his lips. Quite right too.” -
- They walked on in silence. All around them stretched :
the green fields that had just been blessed and given into
God’s keeping. The sleepy calm of noon brooded over the
earth:. Clad in a-mantle of peace and joy lay the tender,
lovely Slovak country with its bright patches of little villages
and farms, pathetic in the poverty it had -bravely borne for
so long a time, together with Magyar oppression. -
~ The litany was at an end: The procession began a Slovak
song. Some of the men made faces and did not join in the
singing. Joseph grinned. *“The Magyars, of course. They
wouldn’t sing a Slovak song to save their lives.” :
. _(ﬁDoth!S.J . . - o .' ‘ B R
Clarisse looked at him imploringly. She did not want to
hear about ugly and evil things. For one day she wanted -
to becorhe one with her beloved country and its people, whose
kind and devout héarts were sending out a message of good
will-to earth and heaven. C E i R

Cilarisse’s dreamy and happy mood changed slightly when
‘Robert, waiting for her at the garden-gate, called out as soon
as hesaw her: o . s

“Aunt Anny has come. He too,” he added, and. these
two words sufficed for a whole biography. Aunt Anny’s
husband, Anton Braun, had been an also-ran all his life ; the
son of -a millionaire father and a mother who had been a
famous wit and beauty during the palmy days of the Austro-
Hungarian Monarchy. Perhaps it had been a reaction to

51
is hi w and rather affected mother that had: _induced
ﬁ;ﬁg};ﬁ;ﬁry the most stupid of all the Herdegen girls; but
Jlso the prettiest.- At that time, in the eighties, the marriage
of Anny Herdegen to a banker’s son had made a great sensa-
son. But the Herdegen relations had comfoxjted-.thqmsclves
with the reflection: * After ally the Brauns are so nch 'fhat
one can hardly call them Jews ... i And Tony was baptized
a5 a baby. . Besides, he’s so good-looking, a}l the girls are in
jove with him, . . - And the Herdegen family was badly hit
by the depression in the. seventies, they -even had. to sell
Wohan, poor dears.. . Besides, they've gci‘; ﬁve;_daughterg e
And dear Anny has inherited her mother’s brims who, poor
darling, was always something of anidiot...” . . .-
They impressed upon Anny, who, head over heelsin fove,
énly had eyes for her Tony, that she must neve;-fprg{at- she
was aking a misalliance and must bring up ter children
according to-the Herdegen. tradition ;-even if - they wou%d
only be Brauns. They marred, as was befitting for a née
Herdegen, in St. Stephen’s cathedral and went to Ttaly for
their honeymoon. After they had ¢ome back and settled in
the beautiful little palais. Tony Herdegen had hought er,hlS
pride, something strange happened: in the course of a fe.w
years, clever, well-read Tony Braur} was absolutely put in
the shade by his lovely, silly little wife.  Perhaps because he
had had a surfeit of good things and had ceased to care
for them ; whatever the cause he suffered frqm 1n§erm1t'gen§
boredom as other people suffer from malaria. Pérhaps he
saw things too clearly and, unable to cope with the disgust
events and- men called forth in him, felt the futility of all
things. Anny knew neither'boredom nor disgust. A pious
Catholic, she believed that everything would turn out well
in the'end and if she did meet with a dlsappou}tme‘flt she‘
consoled herself with one of -thé articles of her faith: * Mar
is by nature a beast, but he can always become a saint. Onc-
never knows; so why worry?” The only grief that threw
a shadow on her life, although not a very dark one, was
that, as she said, the Lord had thought night to -xzedu‘c‘e the
seven children she had wanted to one-—that one being ™ poor
Joseph.” She loved him tenderly and did not understand
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him in the least. Clarisse, her favourite niece, knew her cont
plaints by heart ;- . -
* What is one to do with him ? When the Great War broke -
out he joined up as a volunteer at seventeen. I cried and
prayed to St. Joseph and lit candles to him; and the ho
came home safe and sound. Not only that; he was even’
decorated. But when I told him how glad I was to see him
decorated, he said . “ Vanity of vanities.” That’s the way -
he used to talk at that time. And he cursed the war and the
old Emperor and even the Emperor Carl who, poor fellow;
was such a lamb. And then he—Joseph, not the Empero
Carl—went and became a Red! I cried, for after all no L
Herdegen had ever been a Red; and I lit a candle béfore o
the statue of St. Francis of Borgia, because I remembered E
he had been a gentleman before becoming a saint and I
thought he’d understand my grief” RS L
She stopped for breath and lit a cigarette whilst Clarisse .- |
tried to make sense of what she had just heard: But Aunt.
Anny had an excellent quality: she never expected an
answer. During the many years of her marriage she had E
grown used to her conversations consisting of monologues:
- “'Then Joseph,” she began anew, “ brought a few Reds =
to our house and they were really nice. They did not eat.
with their knives and were very polite and kissed my hand.
And the things they said—that it’s wrong for some people to
starve whilst others over-eat—did not shock me in the least: E
I’d been saying that myself for ages; and if P'mnot mistaken |
there’s something about it in the Gospel too. So I was quite. =
happy again and I gave a lot of money for strikes and that
kind of thing, and Joseph said I was a clever woman; 4
thing no one had ever said before. Of course I did not really
believe it, but T was pleased all the same. But what did the
boy do then? He suddenly became a monarchist! I hated
the idea for I thought: more riots and more people being
shot dead ‘and more misery; and I tried to reason with: him.
‘ Look here, Joseph,’ I said, ¢ we've got a Republic and the
Reds are doing a lot for the poor. All the things we ought
to have done and never did. Just lock at the community
houses the city has built, Of course they look rather awful ;.

: : FEI
1o give money for the monarchists he’s mistaken.”.
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t a blessing for the children. And now you want the
?ﬁg{\éhgm gang bg.ck again. Red tape and pc:opl.e gctt%ng
romoted because their aunt married the grand-nicce o da
Cabinet Minister. Your nice friend, you know the good-
jooking one who writes for the social ,d_cmocra,t paper,
explained to me only the other day that 1t’s alwaxs_the-;’?}cir
who have to pay for e,veryghu_ag. Don’ t be .sﬂllyi 1 e
monarchy is dead ; let it sleep in its grave.’. But he_cfndyd cvx;
into a rage and called me a fool anfi-‘tnld me that "1hn§;
understand him. So I gave up.trying to keep up .w1.t _ tz
ideas and stopped lighting candles and praying to the --saml :
to give him a little more sense. No saintin the calendar could
cope with such a weather-cock. But if - Joseph expects me
: is she had told Clarisse during her last visit, Now
sh?l\iatshiﬁff)rmed that her.son had 1&ft the ‘Mona_rch_ls_t Party.
“ He only did it,” she said at dinner, f 'b,ecausc he had a
good look at the members. Listen, ]cs_ep,h,.{f- you have a goq?
look at people they are almost sure to disgust you, bl;lt i
you look closer still, you'll nearly a1yvays_fce1_sqrry for ¢ eml,
hecause they're just poor fools. Think of yourself. When
look at you with your hair not. cut for weeks _-_a__md.yé)ur
trousers not pressed for months, you 190,1; exactly 1;1{6. a doss
bé-l}sf;:s:eph laughed and Robert tried to hide a’smile. She
.?Oit%‘afcoiétimuw perfectly well what I mean, like the people
in that sad play by the Russian whose name I always foalrgct,
is it, Tony?” L T I P e
Wilféi)sri{ti,’TAny;_on Braun replied. It was the only word he
during dinner. - . 0 s L
%1?(}‘ %)%gi{}?:: of cowfrse.-- He also:wr@}tq a charming book; some-
ihing about a murder case and a kind-hearted whore‘. It
made me cry. Of course I'd just had the flu and was feeling
terribly depressed, Butit’s a fine book’all the same.”. - ..
“For goodness sake, mama, don.t mix up a_II:-Rqssm:n
adthors and don’t try to go in for literature;” Joseph said
impatiently. - . - o o o e
She looked surprised. .
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“ But, darling, don’t you remember? You brought hom
a lot of Russian books and told meto read them. The story.
of the kind-hearted whore was bound in red linen: Ever
since I read it I always smile at the whores T meet in th
Kirtner Strasse. Once one: of them cocked a snoot. at m:
I'don’t know why.” y L '

* Joseph shrugged and said- hastﬂy 4
" “Tell us how things are it your part of the world "

“YOUR part of the world 1" Aunt Anny was 1nd1gnan
“ As if you weren’t an Austrian too, Joseph” 5

“ I'm not going to have anythmg to do wnh a Vocatmnal:"
State,” Joseph said harshiy

“ Darhng, no-one in ‘Austria really knows what & Vaca
tional State is; And  neves noticed our hav1ng one.. Yo
want to know how things are? We're trying desperately to
get rich foreigners to come and stay at our beanty spots, bu
of course our idictic government spoilt all our chances i
February g4, and when we hear a plane we ook up and
say ! “Have our German brothers come to annex us? "

Her husband’s face grew ‘dark, “ Dont Anny, he sazd
““ It’s nothing to laugh about.”:

“ Nonsense: they’ll never dare 16, the dlrty Prusmans The

French won’t let them and the English and the Italians, and g

you too "—she looked at Robert—" You Czechs.”
*“They'll all'leave you in the lurch,” Joseph said vehe
mently.  The Great Powers because ‘they don’t want .t
burn their ﬁngers and the Czechs because they cannot d
anything about it.” His face grew red and distorted. “M
God, when one thinks of what can happen, what is happen:
ing already And we go on living as if nothing was wrong
- We eat and drink and beget children and enjoy the sun and
grumble-over the rain and watch the crops ripen; to-day :
they have been blessed inthis country - But beyond the: &
German frontier another kind of harvest is tipening in blood
and mud. We turn on the wiréless and listen to Mozart and
Beethoven, and for our sins, to Richard Strauss, but in Ger-
- many ears delight in another kind of music : .ctics of pain;
moans, sobs, hopeless weeping. And because all of us turn
away, so as not to see, and put our hands to our ears so as
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1ot to hear, the devil’s seed will spring up in many countries
and the new German symphony will blare out, accompanied
by by inilitary marches. It will sound from the old walls of the
Hratshin, from the tower of St. Stephen, over the Hunganan
plain; and the Duich canals, maybe over all Europe.,” . ..
. He put his hands to his hea.d jumped up and ran from
the room. H1s father gazed after him sadly and shook his
head. - : .
My poor boy, he wh;spered
Aunt Anny’s eyes were wet. . 1 : :
. “ Poor darling." 1. always said that wntmg was bad for
one’s nerves. We did not bring him up well, Tony. We ought
to have taught him that whatever may happen justice -and
the grace of: God remain victorious in the end.””. . .
Three clever, weli-rﬁad people looked - almost gra.tefuliy
at the silly tittle woman whose simple faith had comforted
them more than sc;ence and knowIedge and cIeverness could
havc done. - ST

- There had always been a party for the. orphans-at
Korompa on Whit-Monday. Clarisse loved the parties, not
only because they brought happiness and merry laughter to
the rather dreary old park but also because they represented
a link with the past. She liked to think of great-grand-
mother Zdenka tripping along the garden path in’a bright
silk frock, a ribbon in her curls, followed. by. great-grand-
father Chotek, the children and the parish priest with whom
great- grandmother and great-grandfather used to._converse
in Latin. Later.on, after the sad years of - 1866 when Prussia
had attacked Austria and had been victorious, grandranother
Bogumila had walked \in the garden on Whit-Monday,
followed by grandfather Herdegen who, for her sake, lived
the greater part- of the year in Bohemia, spendmg the winter
at Prague in the old palace; the stimmer on the estate grand-
mother. Bogumila had inherited from her father. It was
about that time that a certain hostility had sprung up
between the Vienneseand the Prague Herdegens, the former
accusing grandfather Herdegen of having gone over to the
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“Bohemians™. He had been famous for his calm dignity an

good temper ; but he would forget both when attacking the -
supercilious arrogance of German-speaking Austrians. The
Austrian line of the family he mentioned with a mixture of -
scorn, dislike and compassion. Clarisse remembered the end
less arguments when Aunt Anny’s father came to Korompa

“Many years later Clarisse’s mother, who had also married
a Herdegen, gave the party on Whit-Monday. Clarisse
remembered her playing with the orphans, a fragile, fair- .
haired woman, with thick plaits wound round her small:
head ; always cheerful and kind, although life had been un-
kind to her and five of her children slept in the family vault -
at Prague. -~ SR o

Absorbed by her memories, Clarisse had reached the lawn.

« .. ¢ I never knew they had arrived.” Co e
e %Iels, Gisela'rungy me up, They came the day '_ll;{ef()lre
Yes‘t‘egszz:iblé people. I never can remember what:makes
relati frours7 o 0 T e
the;nu;iiaﬁ;l;?}ad the pedigree of all her close and:distant
'i-'étl‘attidnsat her fingers’ ends. +** It’s ve.ry'imporiian‘t,-’..’zs}}e
used to say, “ to know whether there have been cr1mmals,m
a family, in case one’s daughter wants to marry one of the
sons, of the other way round.”. -She was able to enl/;ghten
it . ‘ T
Ma‘l‘rgAlt the time of the Vienna Congress,” she explamcd,
« Antoinette Herdegen married a Prussian, Count gire_dar.
She was carrying a big basket filled with small, brightly- ‘Her son, Wilhelm, also mar_ﬂjid a 'Herd§g¢§1,i 'I"here:sg'“the
coloured paper windmills. . Her glance fell upon the: | - daughter of Stanislas and beautiful Bozena. ‘Therdse.was
Bohemian olive tree in the middle of the lawn. She loved ¢ . 4p awful woman who had ten: children.- I‘;'a})erhax_ﬁt-Brc_ ar is
it; as a child it had taught her to understand the words of . agrandson of hers. Do you understand?” .- - 1
the Bible she had had to learn by heart: “like an olive lovely. i % More or less. And where,” Margit a;skcd,- 'tegSIng.y,
in the fields.” From the other side of the garden came « doés the criminal come in? ” RN

Margit, heavily laden, and Aunt Anny, proudly carryinga | “They’ve all got a criminal bent. W:h'fzt-cap,-:you e_xpecF
flag. ' ' i : " & from a man who marries a woran 111{6:'@15?}3’,?- L

“ Just imagine, Clarisse,” she said, *“ what my poor father E - Heavens,” Clarisse interrupted them, “T've qui,llt-e for-
would say if he saw hig daughter bearing a. Czechoslovak E '-gottcn that the swings must be fatstened'to‘tlile,::rees. 5
flag™ o ' ok “Pon’t worry. Robert promised to do it,” Aunt Anny
-+ Margit laughed. said. .0 e o

“That’s nothing to what my mother would‘s.a.y.”
Aunt Anny shook her head disapprovingly. = :
“I don’t care for politics. As far as I can see; they have

never done any good, alyays excepting the men who hecome

Cabinet Ministers, of course.” o
She attached the flag to the olive tree from which the wind

blew it away at once.:

“Let me do it,” Margif said a trifle impatiently. - She

hated to see anything badly done. “You don’t know how
to tie a string. Tell me, Clarisse, who is coming this after-

noon? o
“ Half the town as usual.
coming too.”

Uh_fortunately the Bfedars are

-+ Clarisse made a face and swallowed a:“ That's jus;_ 1’1:, .. it
‘e had not promised, 'h’e.might-perha;as-havt_:.done--l‘,: -and
hurried to the'small copse where the swings had been fastened
to the oak trees for more:than: a. century on. every Whit-
- ay. . R Rt R e O A RS Rt

M?E'lc? h{ér surprise, shesaw all ﬁve;hangi_ng'from; the trees.
Then she noticed Uncle Tony, and thought: “1I mlgh’t‘-have
known it. He heard me ask Robert to doit.”” - Her 'mood
changed.  Like many women, she was.able_to_.bea_;,the‘b1g
misfortunes of life with a certain gallantry, whereas small
worrles and disappointments invariably upset her.. Seeing
her; Uncle Tony smiled... . - e e s
... Everything isxeady,” hesaid.. - v i g

. His voice was low arid he. talked slowly; - sometimes
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Clarisse had the impression that the words hesitated before
leaving his tongue. - Of course he hardly ever had a chance
of speakmg, Aunt Anny had such a lot to sa,y that others
‘hardly got in a word.:

“I'm glad you're here,” Clamsse sald s1ttmg down on a
tree-trunk.  “1 want to talk to you . about "Joseph, . P’'m
worried about him. He has not written a smgle ine for
months. " I don’t know ..

. The old man made a gesture of re51gnat10n Ao

“He can’t cope with life.” - -

“ But he ought to.” Clarisse was tembly hard as far asf:;_* '
other people weére concerned. " After all, we've all of us'
had the same expérience and lived through the same- times-
without becoming . . . | : :

about Joseph,. because I know that he has many ‘of his
er's traits.” :

mcé};arlsse looked bcwﬂdered and the oId man: smﬂed ;
- “You’re surprised at niy saying that? I know that thc
whole family makes fun of Anny, and I'm not going to-pre-
tend that she’s clever or learned ; but tell me, Clarisse, have
you ever known that silly little' woiman, as you all call Her,
Jeave anyone in the lurch? Doesn’t she always give up her
own wishes for the sake.of others? - Does she: belong to the
people, and their name is-legion, who are merciless towards
others and lenient. towards themselves? P . He grew angry.
« And then you.come along: and laugh: at her. because she.
does not make sheep’s eycs when the name of a poet is men-
tioned, and does not declare that a single line written by

She broke off short, and qushed
- He finished the sentence for her:
“ Drunkards,” he said. -

Clarisse looked unhappy She had not meant to hurt thc :

dear old man,

“You see, it’s just that.... ;> She tned to find the rwht-_f :
words to express her ideas w1thout wounding - Joseph’s father.’ |
«it would not matter if he were’ |
* But_his talent really ought to repla,ce the 5':;

“If he were not so: gifted .,
a bad writer..
backbone he hasn’t got.”.

“ My dear, I sometimes think that talent and 11berty have ::'§:= '-
somethmg in common.: Do you remember what Nietzsche
- One could just as well ask, gifted
for:what? . If 4 man usés his ‘talent only for Iaughmg at
things, for denying the difference between gﬂod and evil, or, 5 0
like my poor boy, for shouting his disgust in the maiket— f
place: and teihng men that they are “worse than wﬂd

said: ‘Free'to dowhat?’ .

beasts:
S TPy rather hard not to tiunk 50,

: solemnl

Vet *tis he that Thou has placed but a little lower than b

the angels and with glory and honour has ringed: hzm

seems to me that the words of the psalmist and Anny’s ¢ poor b
Pm not breaking my heart 5

foola® give the right synthesis.

- The old man looked at her searchmgiy' and sald almos E

S My dear, yours might bé worse.

Stephan George is more sublime than.the Sermon on the
Mourit; because she does niot:know wher to put asemi-colon 3
because she does not wnte bad plays and ca.ll them hcr. lz fe
ork ..

¢ He: stopped abruptly, embarrassed by hiS own, angcr
Then, meeting Clarisse’s eyes, he laughed.” .

¢ Forgive me, my child.-: I know Iry: absurd. And I did.
not‘mean you nor your husband, nor the Jeszenaks I.was
thinking of that hell-cat Gisela: Breda,r, who caine to see usin
Vienna the other dayand: who told Anny AlL stupid women
ought to be hanged >« .. R

Clarisse smiled. .. b - :

“Poor Uncle Tony. stela is commg to ted. to—day
They’re spending the summer on their estate.: Please be nice
to her. T've got to protect her from Jose¢ph and Aladar and
Margit. She’sa red rag to them And you know how awful
Aladar can be.” A

- * Yes.- Forgive my losmcr my temper But I do SO dmhke-

that woman: There’s nothmg genume about her, iexcept
maybe her selfishness. . And you see,” he added, almost shyly,

- Anny’s the most genuine person. 1 ever met.”":.

“It must be iovely to be blessed w1th that k;nd c:f

character.” |
. Henodded, and. sa1d Very kmdly it :
I want to: thank you
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for having Joseph here. He’s never stayed in the same plac
* for such a time. You know how restless heisasarule. I'm
always glad when he’s at Korompa. Hepeedssane surround:
ings ; needs things about him that are in a state of develop-
ment and growth. He’s seen too many things pass away
- and decay.” . . Lot Lo
“ OFf course;” a voice behind their backs was raised in ex-
postulation, * there they stand gossiping. Clarisse, do you
know that it’s past. noon? The brats are coming at two;.
we’ll never be ready in time.  No one knows where the saws::
dust for the fishing tent is ; and the post has just brought three::
cases and Robert has hurt his thumb trying to open them ;'
and Aunt Anny is dressing it ; and-old Jan-won’t let me have:
thé flower-pots for blind man’s buff; he pretends that he:
can’t spare 2 single one. And the chemist’s wife has come
from Bratislava and has brouglit the sweets for the orphansy -
lovely blue and pink paper bags; tied-with silk ribbons. And
Joseph is trying to express our gratitude by flirting with her;:
but, being accustomed to the modern girl, he’s overdoing it,
and poor Mrs. Weiss is not quite sure whether his intentions 2
are strictly honourable ; and.does not know how to behave. -
She’s as red as a peony and keeps wiping her forehead. And
Robert has asked Doctor Silberthal and his wife to lunch;
and the cook is furious because no one has told her. I had @
to send Aladar to the kitchen to calm her down. Luckily, -
he’s wearing his violet sash; that'll impress Marketa, -
And . ..” IR ' : ' -
“ Stop, Margit, stop.. I'mcoming. Beadearand put the'
windmills in the fishing tent and tell Jan he must give you the
flower-pots. - He always makes a fuss about them.” .
She ran off, told Janos, the coachman of the {Jeszenaks, |
where the sawdust was, opened the cases and begged Aunt
Anny to unpack them; inquired mockingly how Robert’s
wounds were, and miade him go off in a huff, then hurried to ©
her room and sat at the toilet-table, hot and rather out ©
of breath. . . . - : ':
She looked in the glass and smiled, pleased with what she: " |
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saw: I'm really quite pretty and my cheeks areas rosy asa - [-
girl's. That's because I have been running. Gisela would = |-

I
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¢al] me that 2 woman has to make up if she wants to be well
. groomed. But, thank goodness, my skin isn’t as sallow as hers.

According to her, a lady-=I wonder what she calls a lady—
must have nails as if she had just murdered someone. . 'The
one thing she fights shy of dsa bath.w w0200 o
- She drew the comb through her hair; it crackled and
stood out like a rather untidy halo, framing. hersensitive f ace.
I am getting’ a bit grey, she told herself; it’s a blessing'I'm
fair, it does not show so much. She put om:a light summer
frock-and hurried downstairs.. =« oo o T
" In-the sitting-réom: Aunt Anny 'was {rying ;q__pqrsu&c_ie
Mis, Weiss to stay for lunch:: ' The chemist’s pretty wife, still
rather shocked ‘at Joseph's: love-making; kept repéating that
she would ““ only be in the way, and wasrafraid:of being a
mmsance”, whilst evéry word and every gesture-of hefsmall
white hands betrayed how: much she:wanted t¢ accept the
snvitation. This was a kind of rite strictly obsezz'\'fed on:every
Whit-Monday, ever since she had begun bringing sweets for
the orpharnis’ party. oo C gyl
. Clarisse went up to Doctor Silherthal, who had not been
to see- her since his wedding. -+ She did her best to hide the
dislike she felt for the pretty affected bride.and greeted her
cordially, wondering the while: what on earth had induced
her old friend to marry the girl. - Of course she raust beé at
least ten-years younger, and. was really lovely ;-and he bad
heen in Jove with her for the Jagt two years... @ oox o
Hearing the bride call her cousin by her first name, Margit
grinned maliciously. - Clarisse did not move, butsheisud- .
denly secimed transported to the other end of the' room, and
ter face became absolutely expressionlessi:. The family called
it her © wall-face 7. Noticing it, the bride said hurriedly:.
“Forgive me. I'm so accustomed to call people. by their
Christian names: - You see, at Berlin, where I.spent a whole
year, all the people: T knew o = o amn o s
Of course, Margit thought grimly, Berlin, Germany.
That's the Gerstners.all over.: Vienna. does not exist, nor
Prague; only Berlin. | ‘Why did the silly goose marry Hynek
and not an-S.S. man? - It would have been just’the thing
for her. T TN i1 B Tt
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Clarisse, slightly ashamed of her unintentional rudene

smiled pleasantly.

“OFf course, Else.  It's only that I can’t helieve you'ré
really grown up. 1 can still see you as a tiny tot and . .

She broke off, the excuse would not do; she racked. hep
brains for something to say,.unable to find the right words,
Luckily, Aunt Anny came up.- . - :

2

*“You won’t remiembeér me, my child,” she said kind
“ But we're kind of related. T've got a silver coffee-pot thas |
came out of your father’s shop. I gotit many years-ago as
a wedding present.” She turned to the doctor, of whom she
was very fond.  “ So you’ve only just been married? That’s.
right.-- I like people to.marry, and really don’t know why #
young people abuse matrimony nowadays. - After all, we'te
not disembodied souls, to put it prettily. - Don’t you. think’
P'm right, Aladar?? she called to her nephew, who was just |

coming in from the garden, . .
- “What did you say, Aunt:Anny

*“That marriage is a good thing because we're not di
embodied souls. Oh, sorry, I quite forgot that you know |
nothing ahout it. . Never mind, I suppose there must always'

be priests who go in for chastity .

at, Margit? I did not say anything funny, did 1, Aladar?

*No, Aunt Anny. Whatever yo

and deep significance;: Even if. you do. use wrong verbs.” - :g;. |
“Oh, don’t talk about style, Aladar; I Hear more than .

enough of it from Joseph.”

-~ She looked at Mrs. Wejss, who.was coughmgand chéking.
« " Laugh, my child, laugh. I don’t mind. - -I'm-accus-

 tomed. to people laughing at me.
of all the Herdegen girls,” . .
i “ And the prettiest;” Aladar said

<1f That's true although your mother wag pretty, to0, At b

least before she became a crank wi
idiotic Magyars.” S -

= She stopped dead and lookéd round hervous}‘y.' CoeT
4 “Thank goodness, there’s. ho. Magyar in ear-shot. Al

those nationalities make [life 2 burd
on watching your step so as not to hu

¥

an

.- What are you laughing

u say always has a hidde

I _aIways was the silIiest__'f;
gallantly.‘ L
th her adoration Qf “her'

en.  You've got to keep
rt their feelings, Exactly ..
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like in the old monarchy. The most touchy are your l.ocai
Germans”” o e I

~ ¢ Heavens,” Clarissé said, 1ooking-§.tfher watc;z,:-“ we n}us,l:-
v and have Iunch. - The children will be he_rcj, in no F13:ng.”
" ] really think I’d better not accept 'your'kﬂ:d;nvfi_a{zop,n
Mrs. Weiss said -hesitatingly. * Pmi-sure -yqu.-d_rath;a.r S
- Margit caught hold of heramm. o0 o e
i % Oh, o come along. - T'ny starving,” -

“She dragged her out of =t_hc‘roorri_'and' the the{g followed

A golden afternoon hovered lovingly over the'park and,
the old wellow méndr—'house. A g‘olfi_en‘.( haze vibrateéd inthe
hot air;-on the big damp meadow it segmedl;o ha_ve szz_}Ien.
from' the'sky and changed into gleaming dandelions. I
painted the old copper-beech a. burnished red and flew in
the air in the shape of golden-brown bees, humming lazily.
The whole garden seemed to breathe the unearthly- 'bh's§’ :o__f '

first Whit-Sunday. "0 0 oL e

the'ff'ihe orphans ai‘rg;édlj punctually at two - o’clock: - They
wore their best clothes, and: their young eyes shone as _If'_:t.h“ey
too had been scouréd with o brush as-their little -ha.n.ds hat‘:l‘
been. - As usual, they were terribly shy at first, n’fakmg‘.’t?zel
grown-ups feel uncomfortable too; so that for a l;ttlg w_yhﬂg
the atmosphere was:almost gloomy. - TWenft}"r_‘_cthdrqi‘r_lma.de, _
according to their sex, a curtsy, or boWe_d-s_tlﬂ__iy; wh.ls;,)’ermg
almost inaudibly: * Praised be the Lord Jesus Christ. S
©: Sister Martha made'them line 'up;and walked down thz_a
ling like a sergeant; pushing back a small foot here-and a
small hand there. ‘Thenishe lifted her hand and twenty
young voices broke into song. -7 e

The deaf and dumb boy had not lined up with the others ;
Sister Martha had noticed it'and thrown Him an angry look ;
but she had notsaid a word: She had been finding sut; to her
dismay, that after having perritted her to re’ign-supre;p‘e_; for
three years; an old, tired, sick woman had'suddenly remem-
bered that after all she was the Mother-Superior. From the
day on which the boy had set foot-in the orphanage the old
woman had come alive again. - Her heart'that had belonged
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to God alone had returned to earth, recalled by the child wh
was afraid of everyone except her and whom she had to pro
tect and comfort. She had been a severe Mother-Superig
in her youth, almost too strict with the nuns, though neve
with the children. OId age had made her gentle and kin
and full of understanding. After fighting against it durin

along life, she had come to accept the fact that human béings:
were far from being angels. Nevertheless, the last months had" |
set her a new and difficult task : trying to understand a soul:
entrusted to her care. Perhaps understanding was not the
right word, for how could one understand a wornan who eni:.
joyed humiliating a child and never had a kind word nor a
caress for it?  Sister Martha had always been rather hard
upon the orphans. - “ Their life won’t be.an easy one,” she |

was wont tosay. * Better teach them how unkind the world

is while they're young.” But she had never been unjust -
before. - Sometimes it seemed to the old woman a8 if an evil’.

spirit had entered into the nun. .. . .

Sister Martha was telling the orpha_inég,tp go.:'éind Kiss the: -

ladies’ hands. Sheadded ina whisper:;. . .0
““You need not kiss Mrs: Weiss’s hand.”. ..

: The ‘Mother-Superior kept back _the_zofpha:'ns w_i_th. a
gesture' and beckoned to Sister Martha.. Why not? she,-.__'.;}

asked. “ She’s always so kind to-our children.””. . .. '

“.Christian children must not kiss the hand of a Jewess. o
Dve explained it to them. .. One does not kiss the hand that.

crucified Qur Lord” . - .

. Thf; old woman‘st‘oo‘d_ é,ghast. -S_he-had ncver heﬁr,d- the:.';{E
nun speak- in such a tone.. Franta, frightened by Sister =

Martha’s angry face, hid his head in the Mother-Superior’s

wide blue skirt. The orphans stood waiting, shy. and- be-":ff;

wildered. .

* You. will,” th:e' M;)f}i'er—Sup‘cfi'or told théni,; stressmg
every word, ““kiss Mrs, Weiss’s hands and thank her nicely

for the sweets she has brought you. . Go” .,

‘Twenty. pairs of feet.were set i motion as the orphans

obeyed. -

Martha said passionately. I wadlt

10 really cah’f_undcstémd you, reverend M‘othe'x."‘,” Sister: ':'f;'.
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entle, very cold voice interrupted her. _

{?;\?éilg you ,kind¥y tell me, dear Sister, since when have
ou known that the Jews crucified Our Lord? .

The Mother-Superior turned away to hide a smile. She
knew her Monsignore; the gentle voice sounded ominous.

Sister Martha changed colour. 7

“lit isn’t only that, Monsignore, but the Jews .aret c%n’—’

iring to destroy Christianity, they want to exterminate 1 g
Sp%f‘lrllgshould adzrise you not to talk about things you don’t

derstand, Sister.” , -
un“el am o;ﬂy a humble servant of the Lord,” the nun crm(%3
losing her self-control, “ but some things are as clear as . . .

“I was thinking of Christianity,” said the cold’, gentle
voice. ““And that seems to be something you don’t know
anything a,i::out.”1 L -.

“ Father Gogolak says .. .” oo :

* Aladar Jeszenak towered above her. His dark eyes were
blazing. The man who now addressed the nun was neither
the retiring scholar trying to discover ‘fhc evil that poisoned
the world, nor the kindly, absent-minded pastor of the
parish ; here spoke the captain of Hussars, the superior officer
who brooked no contradiction. _ .

“ Look after the bodily welfare of the orphans, Sister
Martha. Teach them to wash themselves properly and to
brush their teeth ; but don’t dare to meddle with their young
souls. Do you understand me? I'm not going to let you
teach your filthy ideas to the children. It can’t be done in
our country. I won’t haveit.” ~ : o

He turned away, and doing so just caught the infuriated
whisper: £ the jewn! * Co

* Servant of the Jews!’ o

The Mother-Superior caught her breath. What was
going to happen? But the priest only turned round and said
in a low voice: o

*You're right, Sister Martha. Iam theunworthy servant
of Our Lord who, according to His holy will, was born a
Jew ; and who died for all poor sinners, also for you and me.

Sister Martha burst into tears. The orphans, who had

gone round kissing hands, were just coming back. Seeing
a ,
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again. To be treated like that ... She remembered angrily
ihat she had gone to bed at two in the morning because she
had had topress the girls’ Sunday frocks. Of course the old
hag never ¢id a thing; and Veronica was so clumsy and slow.
The young souls, the priest had said: As if the young souls
living in a country governed by Jews :jmd freemasons were
not sure to become the prey of the devil. To think that she
had not known all this before . . . The gentleman -who

the nun in tears, they looked frightened. Some of th
smaller ones began to snivel, ready to burst out crying in their
turn.  Five little girls lifted up their voices and wept bitterly.
They had never seen Sister Martha cry and felt as if the
world were coming to an end. Tommy, the dog, who had
been jumping about, pricked up his ears and began to bark
wildly.  People came running from all sides. ] _
the first to reach the small group. She lad seen her brother

walk away hurriedly and could guess the reason for Sister

Martha’s tears.

© % Just my. idea of a jolly party,” she Whisperecl to Aunt
Anny, who had come up a good second. “ Auntie, for good-
ness sake, take the brats away. They'll all be howling in 4
second.” 3 ‘

Catching hold of damp little hands she pushed the chil-
dren forward. o - :

“Go along, children. Auntie is coming with you. You
can fish in the sawdust ahd pull out lovely things. After that
we’ll play blind man’s buff, and then you'll have some chocos<
late and cake.” ' :

What Miss Margit said sounded good, and the orphans
wiped their eyes. The smaller ones clung to Aunt Anny’s
hands and her frock. The bigger ones looked at the Mother.
Superior and Sister Martha, mutely asking permission to go.
The old woman nodded and prepared to follow them, with
Franta clutching at her hand. She did not want her boy to
be left out. - : B o

“Clome, Sister Veronica,” Margit said. “Let’s leave.
Sister Martha alone. She’ll stop crying as soon as she loses
her public.” -

~ The big childish eyes in the little round face framed by
the white wings threw her a frightened glance, '
- “She’s crying so terribly, poor dear.”? .

Margit drew in her claws; the young nun had a way of |
making her feel ashamed.’ :

_ “She’ll come round soon, my child. Sometimes people
wantto be alone.” - She marched off, and Sister Veronica fol-
lowed her reluctantly.

Sister Martha wiped her eyes, but t'hey brimmed over

had picked up the parcel she had dropped the other day had
explained everything to her. He had also given her several
pamphlets that told one all about the conspiracy of the Jews

against the Christians; and that only one man could save
them, a man whom God himself had chosen. - Of course
the pamphlets contained other. things too, terrible things.
She had hardly dared to read them. She ought to confess

having read such blasphemous words; on the other hand, if

the pamphlets spoke the truth she need never go to confession
again. She could not ask Monsignore Jeszenak about it, he
was & lackey of the Jews and perhaps had even been a free-
mason in his sinful youth. She blushed a bright red, think-
ing of the young captain of Hussars. People told queer
tales about him. To think that he had dared to treat her
like a kitchen maid, quite forgetting that she was a spouse of
Christ... Butif the terrifying things the pamphlet had told
her were true, she did not want to be a spouse of thst any
longer. She was not going to follow a false saviour ...

She felt giddy and sick. Her head ached. For an instant

~ she put her hands to her throbbing temples; letting them fall

to her side, her right hahd touched the crucifix of ‘ the big
rosary hanging from her belt. Mechanically she whispered:
“Who died for us on the Cross.” . -

- Once again her eyes filled with tears: Were not her
thoughts ‘a treason against God, the most terrible crime a
‘human being could commit? Like Judas? Mother of God,
preserve me from sin ... The Virgin . . . she ré/membgred
a sentence she had read in one of the parnphlets; w_ords used
to design the Madonna ; words that she was not even per-
mitted to say to a lost woman . . . She tore her mind away
from the shameless expression and tried to think of other
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things, One of the pamphlets also proved that the Jews had
caused the Great War. If there had been no war she would
now be a happy wife. Her Alois would surely have been pro-
moted to a good post; he had been so conscientious, so hard-
working. You had to be so if you wanted to keep your job
at the post office . . . She could not even lay flowers on his
grave. He was buried somewhere in Russia, in that far-
away, dangerous country that was governed by Jews,
Hearing steps she looked up, glad to have her mind taken
off her painful thoughts. Her face grew bright as she recog-
nized her cousin, Emma Leberfinger, They had become great
friends during the last few weeks. Poor Emma, who had to
live, with her sister and her sister’s Czech husband, treated
like a servant by both of them. No wonder the gir] often
suffered from strange moods. But she seemed much better H
she went about with a radiant face, her head proudly thrown
back. She had given up going to Mass on Sunday and only:
laughed if anyone remarked upon it. She had also grown:
much more sociable, one could often see.her go into the
baker’s house, and she had even made it up with her step-:
mother,
Seeing Sister Martha, she ran up to her.
“You've been crying. Who has dared to be unkind to
you?r ™.
She took Sister Martha’s hand and pulled her towards the.
stone bench under the big plane-tree, talking eagerly all the
. while. :

- 1 a

For the first time in his life Svata Hrubin had not wanted - 1
to go to the orphans’ party. He had always rather enjoyed ¢

it, but to-day he felt like a stranger and it hurt him to think

that he did not belong.. Once he had passed his examina-

tions, he would be a gentleman and just as good as the people
here ; till then he was but a poor student, the son of old-
Marianka Hrubin, a labourer on the estate. As to the Her--
degens, of course the Countess was a Slovak, but her hus-:.
band’s people had been Austrians, The parish priest he had:
always disliked, and he hardly knew the Viennese Brauns;
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i eople said that Joseph Braun was a Bolshevik; or
Z? i};iz: }?ad%een one. Tge only person he liked was Mau*glft(.1
She guessed that the boy secretly longed for kindness an
understanding and was nicer and gentler to him than to anyd-
one else. OFf course he was not always easy to get on with, an
if the medical student, secing her ﬂl}sh{i(.l fac.e, sometimes
thought “too high "blood-pressure™, his diagnosis was
wrong. Margit was only swallowing the impatient words (

that came to her lips when listening to Svata’s diatribes.

“ What the boy really needs,” Margit said to her brother,
«is someone to talk to, who makes him feel clever, someone |

" he likés. He'd be all right if he could feel superior, say once

: dlsiyhad been Margit who, seeing him saunter along aim-
lessly, had stopped the carriage and forcx}aly dragged hﬁ? in,
saying: I want you to come, S}rata. I ve got to hunt for a
Latin quotation for my brother in the library at Korompa;
help me.” : ‘

yo%rliifyhadpspent a pleasant hour in the big li‘brary, at Jeast
Svata had enjoyed it; and afterwards'l\{.{arglt .had passgd
him on to Aunt Anny and he had found it impossible to resist
her charming smile and her pretty broken Slovak. There
had been a single unpleasant moment when Father Gogolak
had come up to them ; a black shadow in the sunht' garden;
his face expressionless, but his dark eyes smouldering. He
had stopped for an instant.

“I'm going to Ruzomberok to-morrow; Svata. Are you

ing with me?”

Corgeeigng the other hesitate, he had laughed scornfully.

“You seem to be an easy prey.”

And he walked on without another word. =~

The orphans were romping on the lawn, laughing and
yelling at the top of their voices. Gisela Bredar, who had
come with her daughter, Isolde, shook her head.

“T really can’t understand you, Clarisse. The brats are

ining the lawn.” : ‘
rm‘r‘u;l%{itaofv. But if the small ones fall down at least they
don’t hurt themselves,” S :

“ And that makes up for a ruined lawn? ™
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[33 Yes.’)
Clarisse smiled unpleasantly. Twp minutes spent in Gisely
Bredar’s company sufficed to irritate her. o
Gisela stared at her with a laugh. Her laugh always mad-
dened Clarisse ; it sounded kke two pieces of wood rabbed:
against each other, _ : i
“1 would never allow it. My garden is sacred.”

* As all things that belong to you, eh; Gisela? > L
The plain woman with the hard horse-face said maock-
ingly: _ : -
“ That's you all over, Clarisse. Your incorrigible Austrian

carelessness . . .

% Czech! ” Clarisse declared angrily.
“What do you mean?  As if you did not know that
Bohemia seceded from German Austria only because , . .7
“ Because German Austria, as you call it, oppressed our .
country and preferred every German-speaking idiot to the :
cleverest Czech.” ' " :

- Clarisse felt furious, not only with Gisela Bredar, but also
with herself. Even if one did dislike one’s guests, one ought
1ot to let them see it. - But how can, one be nice to 2 womar .
who prides herself upon her bad manners, claiming that life
is too short for politeness and consideration of other people’s
feelings? She’sa German of the Germans, Clarisse told her-
self, lighting a cigarette with trembling hands, N

“How nervous you are,” Gisela said superciliously. -*
“You'd feel much happier if you took an interest in intel- |
lectual things. Look at me. I simply don’t know what
nerves ave.  But, of course, my writing helps me to bear all + |
the evils flesh is heir to. Why not try and become creative,
too, Clarisse? Why not try and write #he book of your life?

It would do you good and teach you to love and understand ¢
your neighbour,”

* I wonder who is my neighbour ? : :

Playing on the lawn with the orphans, Robert glanced at " ¢
his wife and saw the red light. He hurried up to the two
wornen and said amiably, bent upon diverting the conversa-
tion into less dangerous grooves: ' :

* How well Isolde is looking,”
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He did not understand’ why Clarisse suddenly smiled

sweetly at him and softly clapped her hands together, miark-

i bear to hear
i lause. She knew that Gisela could not beay
?}i%,tas%i;one else was looking well ; she even grudged people

Iookiﬂglﬂlf‘ d S o o
-Gl rowned, S _ .
: gm}Ieo%v do you expect her to look at her age? She ha;
no Worries; she never thinks, ,She_*_vegetates 11%«: a COw.
feel desperate thinking that I gave life to so unintellectual a
daughter. I simply cannot understand it. Isolde has grown
ip in a wonderfully cultivated atmosphere. Ever since she
“,gs born she has breathed the pure air of German culture,
éhe like of which no other country can attain.. Ever since she
was ten I have shared all my thoughts and dreams with her.
I read all my poems and plays to her in the manuscript. She
has enjoyed the supreme blessing of being in daa_ly-touzclﬁ
with a woman who lives for her art oniy and dedicates
her life to that sublime purpose.” . .| N -
kelji\dlarcrit had approached them unperceived. She gazed
at Gisela, with wide open, innocent eyes and said, xmplc)p
.mg“YDo say it again, Gisela, please. Sublime aim! How
perfectly lovely. All my life I have beex; ’Isongmg fo talk Fhat
vay. Tellme, doesit come easytoyou?™ . -~ |
waéisela Bredar threw back her horse-head with an un-
oraceful gesture, . .. . T
gr%?%'oug foolish words cannot hurt me, Mgrg:{t. - A woman
who spends her whole life amongst stupid Slovak peasants
cannot be expected to be refined or to possess any delicacy
{ feeling.” R ) 3
° “ii:? %ou talking of the kind of thing you call reﬁnemegt
and delicacy of feeling in the Reicl'l? 2y _
Clarisse Kastiiy turned a laugh into a cough; she.alwg,ys
enjoyed a tussle between Margit and Gisela. o
*What do you know about the German soul?” Gisela’s
d ice had grown shrill. . _
e E{;ﬁ;oéan L» gf\/,{argit said, her lovely violet eyes more
innocent than ever, “ know anything about a thing that does
not exist? ”’ IR S

’

n
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Gisela snorted and turned her back upon her,

“ We were speaking of my daughter, Clarisse. Be thank: _
ful that you have no children, When I consider what I have .

done for the girl. How many precious hours of my life
have sacrificed to her., My friends all say: ‘ What a lucky
girl to have you as a mother.” And what is the result? Talk
to Isolde for five minutes; if you did not know that she was
my daughter you would never believe it.” :

Isolde was standing beside her mother, her eyes lowered,
her cheeks red with shame, twisting her fingers in an agony
had been listening silently ; pale
he had to look on whilst a wéak
creature was being baited by a strong one. Taking the young::

girl’s arm, almost roughly, he said : ' i

“Come along, Isolde. Let’s go and play with the
children.” : ‘

Sad, grateful eyes looked up at him; a tiny, timid smile
came upon the girl’s face, and Clarisse, watching her,
thought, why, she’s quite pretty. I never noticed it hefore,

Gisela shrugged and remarked spitefully :~

“I can’t help it. Every time the Jew calls one of us by -
her Christian name I feel a cold shiver of disgust run down . -
my spine,” : .

Robert gave her an angry look; had the woman not . ¢
noticed that Aunt Anny had sat down beside her? She must |
have heard Gisela’s words. But Aunt Anny never grew flus- ©
tered. She smiled sweetly at her niece by marriage, 1

“I suppose you meant Joseph when you said the Jew, my - |
dear? Funny how badly you people control your feelings. |-
Now, I myself hate speaking to Germans, but T always say
a little prayer before talking to you or your husband and
then, somehow, I dislike you much less.”” She laid a pretty
white hand almost caressingly on Gisela’s arm. “ Do tell

me, my dear; I get so muddied up; according to German
laws I’'m a Jewess, too, isn’t that so ? /
_ Gisela shrugged again.

“We, in the Reich,” she
understoed that , . .

“Really.” Aunt Anny’s voice, gentle though it was, be-

replied ponderously, * have

softly.
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justi i lkedrback
d the justified pride of the Herdegens, who loo
tragi mansjr generafions of decent, if not always clever an-
g}::tors. “Really, you in the Reich have undersiood some-
thing. How extraordina,;y! »? |
" Margit burst out laughing. . )

“ WI%at a delightful family gathering. Where 1s dear
Eberhart? He really ought to be here to reprf:sent? the
Prussian Junker. What is your husband doing, Gisela? Is
he on service with the S8.5.7 It always amuses me to re-
member that the English call those gangsg,rs the Black
Guard, but they ought to spell it in one word.

“1 forbid you . ..” - ) -

* What dogs our charming cousin forbid ?” Aladar asked
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Gisela fell silent, she feared .Elhe priest’s merciless tongue.
ny caught hold of Aladar’s arm. N
A"‘;rcli\;rigeryminﬁ, Monsignore dear. It's ng-earthly good
talking to Germans. They can’t understand.”. .
One of the bigger orphan girls came running towards
them, looking half-frightened, half-pleasantly excited.. _
% Countess Herdegen, Miss Margit, come quick, Mrs. Sil-

" berthal has fainted.” :

Gisela smiled mockingly. .
“ How these bourgeois love making a fuss.’ L
But no one listened to her; the women were hurrying to
the house, and Aladar, suddenly finding himself alone with
her, hastily fled to the other cnd of the garden. X
Else Silberthal was lying on the big couch in the drawing-
room. She had recovered from her fal.nt and tried to ‘smlle,
seeing Clarisse and Aunt Anny come into the roon.
“T’m all right,” she said. * It was only the heat.
The doctor nodded. L _ _
“ Please don’t worry. My wife is quite well. I onIX want
her to remain quiet for a little before I take her home.
Aunt Anny looked knowingly. L
“Young married women often do faint,” she said in a
matter-of-fact tone. “That’s no reason for being anxious.
Coine, Clarisse, don’t make Else talk, leave her alor}’e. Be-
sides, we've got to give the orphans their chocolate.
c*
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They left the room. ' Else tried to sit up, but her husband
gently laid her back amongst the cushions.

““You really must give up romping with the children;
darling,” he said. “I’ve been wanting to tell you to take
things easy for the next few months. You've got to-be care:
ful?” - o - N

She grew pale again and stared at him with big, frights
ened eyes,

-.“ You, you know, Hynek ?
He smiled a trifie wrily. : s
“You forgét that P'm a doctor: 1 have known it for

weeks.” S '
“But . .. you married me all the same? >
“I love you,” he said very-gently, looking slightly em-

«P’1l never forget how good you've been to me, Hynf:%{. .
N:cver.”‘_ e

» o’

© Coming from the meadow, where the orphans were drink-
ing chocolate -and eating an ir_xc?edible amount of cake,
" (Clarisse saw the Bredars’ car driving up, and turned to her
ith a frown. ' _
hui?%%itwclliﬁned swastika! Must I let that Bredar chap
'y his beastly flag in our place? o
'- ﬂ Y‘?glease, éron’tg make apscene,” he said nervously. ~* Let’s
hope and pray thatdAladar wort't sec the flag. Look, Bredar
ht a friend.” . . SR
}?aslﬂ?al;{:iirt Bredar greeted his relations and introduced the_
. Strfpﬁea:iend of mine, Herr von Brachleben,” he said, and
the tall, dark-haired man clicked his heels together and howed
- stiffly. ) o
“ Delighted to meet you,” he said. -
Sister Martha, walking past with Emma, stopped _deac,l.
- Her face flushed and her knees began to tremble. Wasn't
that...? Of course, it was the gentleman who had talked
to her and given her the pamphlets. - She turned away an(i
began running in the direction of the meadow. Emma re-
mained motionless and gazed écstatically at the stranger.
Her pale face grew rosy, her breath came fast. She, too, had
recognized him, the saint, the prophet, the preacher qf the
ospel. : - e
. _nf;\%r{gr igres sought his; but the man turned his head away,
" and Emma understood that the others must not guess that
they knew each other ; because the others were enemies. She
folded her hands and did not move till they had gone into
the house. Then she walked on slowly. She felt as if she
were able to soar like a bird, as if she were soaring over the
gravel path, her feet not touching a single stone. She knew
that she belonged to the elect; that she had been chosen to
- rule over all the men and women whose mockery she had
~always feared. She wanted to cry out; to drown the shrill
. voices of the orphans with the clamour of her own voice, but:

barragsed. -

She caught hold of his hahd and kissed it.

* How good you are to me.”

Her eyes filled with tears. .

- Tll never forget how good you have been to me. And
you must forgive me. You know how terribly strict my:
parents are. ' I've been in hell ever since | came home. And.
he, the brute ., . He only laughed when I told him, and’
néarly threw a fit when I said: * Now youw've got to marry'
me.” The brute,” she repeated, her pretty. doll’s face ugly:
with hate. . : '
. “Don’t talk about it, my dear. Let's forget it and b
~ happy.” - o

She pulled his head down and kissed him as she had never
kissed him before, - S :

“Yes, Hynek darling, we’ll be happy, terribly happy. You
can’t imagine how glad I am not having to hide it from you .
any longer.” . -

- “When do you expect the child?” he asked, the lover
giving'way to the doctor. : ‘ '
 In about five months.”

- She still clung to him and he felt her body tremble. -

- “Don’t cty, darling,” he said soothingly. “Don’t excite
yourself, It’sall right.” o ' -

She held him tight with both her arms.
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She fought down the shrieks trying to burst from her throa
and felt an jcy fear clutch at her heart, My God, was i
coming back? Was she not cured yet? Of course he had
said she would have to suffer . . . but if this terrible thing
overcame her now, in sight of all these people . . . She
shivered, imagining the ghastly humiliation. Turning, she
began to run towards the garage. The door was open and
she saw the Bredars’ car and the red flag with the big, black
swastika. “ The sign of salvation,” the stranger had called
it. ‘Whilst she gazed at the flag it seemed to grow bigger, to

screen the house and the garden from her sight. It turned

into the sky; a red and sinister-looking sky with the swastika
shining in it like an enormous black sun. * Emma fell on her
knees and lifted her folded hands. Her eyes grew dark and:
big ; she could not tear them away from the sign of salvation. -

- After tea Gisela said to Herr von Brachleben : o
“ You must get my cousin to take you into the garden
and let you have a look at her private Zoo. She has a passion”
for dirty Slovak children.” S T
“Our children,” Margit snapped, “are not dirty. And
as to the Zoo . . .” she broke off but her face betrayed that
she thought Gisela and her family fitter ocupants of a Zoo-
than “our ”* children. !

“I'd love to,” Herr von Brachleben said politely. “I-

always enjoy mixing with the common people.”
They walked along the path. Violet and. dark blue

shadows were ushering in the evening. The sky, so bright

turned. into a pale

a golden colour at noon, had faded and I
blue dome dotted with tiny rosy clouds. Only the lawn,

trampled by countless little feet, was still bathed in the sun;
its rays fell upon the romping children and upon a stone b

bench close by, on which Marianka Hrubin was sitting, a
smalt tired-out boy sleeping on her lap.

 Clarisse stopped to speak a few words but Marianka teok

1o notice of her; she seemed to see no one but the stranger.. .
F or a moment she looked almost frightened ; then she rajsed
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' stared at the man. He returned her stare and
Icl}?ZrI;:sidsi?igeniy had the absurd feeling that here, in the
peaceful garden at Korompa, two encmics had met, two
adversaries were measuring their strength. Marianka’s eyes,
hard and cold, never blinked ; she seemed to hold t}%e 'I?iiln
with her gaze and after a second he lowered yellowish ;
over dark eyes and turned away. The old SI?Vak crossed
herself and caught the sleeping boy closer as if to protect
him against an invisible danger. Then a r‘adlant srmlc? lit up
her face; the smile of a conqueror looking upon his van-

. quished foe, Clarisse watched her in silence, absent-mindedly

hearing the harsh German voice at her elbow: “ A charm-

ing little picture, Countess.” )

mgslliltc hgrdly understood what the man was saying. Tali(?
lawn and the playing children had suddenly become un.zj?f1 5 :
she felt as if for an instant the sunny present had vanis e
and she had looked upon the future. The: leaves of the olive
tree threw black shadows on the stranger’s face and Clarisse
started back in sudden horror. Grotesquely distorted by

- light and shadow, the features had lost all semblancee of

i ic ga Aladar’s
humanity; one of the demonic gargoyles frcgm ]
church sgared with an evil leer at the merrily laughing

_children.

ar round the Mother-Superior looked forward
to \A”:}IlflittljﬁMz;day. In the afternoon Jan drove her to the foot
of Mount Calvary and left her there for an hour.  For the
last five years the walk from the orphanage.to the hill had
been too much for her weary feet and her tired heart. She
loved to climb the hill, loved stopping at every shrine and
meditating on the passion of Our Lord. She had always

undertaken her pilgrimage alone but to-day Franta had

and refused to remain with the others.
CluI{lIgarE{c?l Ivila?‘i:ta,r.ui they walked up the 'hi.ll. The c.hild stared
with round eyes at the life-sized figures in the shrines. Hun-
dreds of years ago a Czech artist whose name no one
remembered had carved them. The old woman, gazing upon
thema devoutly, did not know that they were works of art.




She felt only that they were alive; that they did not portray
- pious Jegend, but real suffering and pain and man’s inhu
manity that had remained the same it had been then. She
saw Our Lord breaking down beneath the burden of the
cross, His tortured body pressed close to the earth, as if if
were the only merciful thing around him. She saw the
Roman soldiers and the mob laughing and mocking, saw
Him drag His weary feet on and on, growing exhausted on
the endless way . . . And always surrounding Him the crowd,
grinning, yelling, delighting in His pain. She felt glad when
she reached the top of the hill where the three crosses stood,’
and read the words: “ Father, into Thy hands . . .” It was
good to know that after the awful moment of utter forsaken-
ness death had come, bringing peace and rest. And jt was
also comforting to remember that His last loneliness had been
consoled by a man, a miserable sinner, a robber who had
recognized his God. The face of the repentant sinner on
the cross was strangely pathetic, full of childlike surprise,
hope and gratitude. That's how I should like to die, the
old woman told herself ; so sure that all my sins were forgiven.
She felt that the small hand clutching her own had grown
cold and damp, and turned an anxious look upon Frant
Big tears were running down his cheeks. He pulled away his -
hand and said in the mute language that hurt the Mother- -
Superior : ,
** Oh, poor, poor man. Did the Nazis do that ¥y ,
The old woman did not know what to say. The boy grew
impatient ; his small fingers moved quickly: -

“ He looks so kind, like my father did. I’m sure the Nazis -
killed Him,” ‘ o
Like my father . . . What sorrows had the child under-
gone? What had the young eyes, looking so pitifully at the
cross, seen? Again the question came : . .
“ Tell me, did the Nazis do that? * _ k.
The old nun nodded silently, What did it matter what
one called men who were evil incarnate, who hated all that
was good ?- She nodded again and the child nodded too and

looked almost pleased. The nun lifted her hands and said
with her thin fingers: ‘

: aes, stroked the s and
i Sirtclgciogi; ; ;aﬂ. Then he turned to the Mother-Superior:
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‘¢ He was a.good man, my little Franta. He loved you

¢ love Him t00.” : _
axadeéZI;;;l:lSi ﬁ?ivgirs said “yes”, and the boy smiled at the

i €
" foure on the cross, tenderly, trustingly, as he must hav

i Th loser. The cross
i his dead father. Then he went ¢
smﬁaﬁ 1?); tI:iat the feet of Christ almost touched the grmci;ld.
G Sl as if afraid of hurting Him, little ¥ranta, standing
gl ad dead face and kissed the hand
i i is all alone. It
- ¢ come and sce Him again. Heisa |

, a‘z\t{\?ln:: Sbe alone. After they had takg-n father_ awgy

. 32
" mother never stopped crying.

id not keiow:
: hat had become of her? The boy di
Hehﬁgggeii;l:w that men had come and dr‘agged her ;V_vay.
Had the Germans killed her? Was she being tqrtare dl?kz
concentration camp? Franta believed her to be dead I

. his father.

A wild hate flared up in the old woman ; hate for a nation

: + * n
. that committed such crimes; against the men and wome

' i i hat happened
ked on without a word, not caring w :

Z\;hgt;céﬁs, or, still more frequcniy,'gkliatxnl;g F\;zrt;};ecﬁzieéi

i fed upon. Falling on her knees beiore th :
il'};iniige?raincdpa prayer: “ Oh Lord, do not fo;%}ve them,
never forgive them, for they know what they do.™ d.". .

Shaken by the intensity of her feelings she gaze yph-
the deaf and dumb boy and felt an urge to cry out in his
stead 3 and for all those who were muteléiufz'exjmi?;g 1;;} C‘;e‘x;rgliig
. . . i ,

hands, unable to voice their despair. , to ] ip & voice
ful enough, loud enough to awaken an cnt
a(:a‘:l?;uto ciarr%our for help-and justice—and for punish

ment on an inhuman people, . fdinal
It came as a shock to see the boy smile at her, confi g};
and almost happily. He put out his hand and pointed at
th leading to the plain. g e
theéi;?i%iﬁy swailov%ed by the shadows that grew rr}org

dense the lower they came, a weary old woman anda t;lre
child walked down the hill. Reaching the high road ;wdere’
Jan was waiting for them, they he:flrd a honk ; ‘th;Brc ars
car flashed past, the swastika flapping in the win '
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‘mayed. The ripe berries proclaimed the end of summer,

and Clarisse hated autumn with its wild gales, its mournfu}

rains, its long dark evenings, and its frost. The red berries.
gleaming in the dark foliage scemed like a threat to her
~ and those she loved. Besides, this September day found her

more depressed than usual; a dream had frightened her; a
silly dream. A sensible woman would have laughed it away,
but she kept recalling it. She had dreamt of a great festival ;

of stréets, bright with flags and banners ; of langhing chil-

dren scatteiing flowers, She had somehow known that they

were expecting someone very dear to them. In the old plane:

trees fining the street birds were singing ; the sky was so
" bright a blue and the sun so golden, it almost hurt the eves.
The happiness of the thronging crowd seemed a living and
glowing thing ; something one could almost touch and feel,

Sitting in the carriage, Clarisse had watched the gay scene .
with growing delight, sharing the affectionate expectation

of the men and women all around her. They must have

waited for a long time, for Clarisse dreamt that she fell -

asleep. Starting from her doze, she saw a deserted street,

an endless, white desolate path leading through a wilder. ;

~ ness, The birds had stopped singing ; there was not a single

sound to be heard; the unbroken silence was like an icy
hand laid upon the land. Longing to get away from the

gloomy, gruesome spot, Clarisse took up the reins. But the

horses did not move. Above her head the sky was as black -
as a catafalque. A wild wind came shrieking from the north, :
tearing the last leaves from the trees, and whirling them

through the air. The black clouds grew darker and darker;
it began to snow. Clarisse was trembling with cold and a
nameless fear; she wanted to flee the ghostly spot, but she
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knew that she could not escape, that she was condemned to

© wait; she did not know what for. At last an indistinct shape

ew visible in the distance. It came closer and now she

Id see two black horses slowly wading through the snow,
3 :ﬁ:ir big shaggy heads hanging mournfully. They were

ing a hearse and in the cold white light of the. SHOW-
ggsz"edgplain Clarisse saw a coffin. She must have cried out
for she awoke trembling from head to foot and could not

- gotosleep again.

Now, seeing the red berries with their reminder of
hing wi her dream and again the
approaching winter, she recalled her dream g

' well-known hopeless depression overcame her. I wonder,

ht wearily, whether my black moods are not caused
sb};erg;oﬁiﬁng to pjlfay the part of an energetic and capable

.. woman, I who was born weak and helpless. She had always

o encourage others when anything went wrong, to
?rg?ietwhen she f'eglt like crying. The first years of hermarried
fife on the halfruined estate lived on in her memory ; the fight
against debt; the heart-breaking struggle against odds too
strong for her. After three terrible years that had killed her
youth, she had sold the greater part of Korompa, feeling
as if she were a traitor to the dear old place; and taken
up growing roses. Robert had remained a mute spectator;
he was sorry for her; he felt remorseful, but he seemed
unable to help her, urable to escape from the horrors of a
four years® war, that kept haunting hlr_n, u.nable to cope. with
life; He knew that he ought to help his wife, but he wanted
only to forget what had happened, and what was happemng.
Like 2 child he clung to Clarisse, as he had clung to his
mother. She had been a kind of sundial for him ;-as long
as she registered sunny hours all was well, but as soon as a
shadow fell upon her, Robert too was submerged by gloom
and a kind of weakly, childish ill-temper that drove her w31d ;
till the other woman came, Margit, who understood him ;
who pitied him without contempt ; who had no moods of
her own. Clarisse shook herself impatiently ancl' the horse,
misunderstanding the movement, trotted more briskly, Why

- think of the past? Clarisse asked berself. Why think at all?
- Asif T did not know what was wrong with me; I suffer
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from the discase my whole generation suffers from: -
cowardly fear of bodily and mental pain, of sorrow an
worry ; fear of the cross, Marianka would say, she who bear:
hers so gallantly. We want to be happy, always, at all costs
asif happiness were everything . . .

Looking up she saw the steeple of Aladar’s church comin
to meet her and decided upon stopping for an hour at th
" Jeszenaks®, Strange tosay, Margit’s company always cheere
her up and the quiet of the old-fashioned rooms calmed he
nerves, But to-day the presbytery did not seem to be a
asylum of peace; loud, excited voices came from the court
yard; Clarisse distinguished a boyish one, from time to tim
nervously putting in a word or two, and Margit’s angry and
coldly mocking by tarns. : :

Clarisse smiled: judgement-day at the preshytery. Onc
a week Margit used to sit in judgement, seated on a ston
bench, the criminal facing her. Of course she pretende
that she only took over the unpleasant task because Alada
would not do so and left it to her, as he left everything con
cerning the parish. But Clarisse knew that her cousin rather
enjoyed the chance of speaking her mind to the sinfu) mem
bers of the parish and of leading them back to the path o
righteousness. Margit knew that they would soon stray from
itagain ; but she claimed that virtue was a thing that require
to be practised. “If my scolding induces them to behaw
decently for half a day,” she was wont to say, “the nex
will make them behave decently for a whole one. In du
course of time they will learn to behave decently for a whol
month. That’s the utmost one can’expect from poor huma,
nature.” :

Clarisse threw the reins to Aladar’s coachman, who had’
heard the carriage drive up and bad corae to meet her, an
walked to the back gate. As she was putting her hand o
the latch the gate flew open and a boy rushed past her, his
cheeks burning, his eyes blazing.  He held his left hand
pressed to his throat as if to protect it from some invisibl
danger. Having reached the street he began to run as i
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wild beasts were on his heels. Margit, ‘hearing steps, turned
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.round.

~ «(larisse! How nice. But don’t expect me to be good

company. I'm boiling with rage. Come, let’s go and sit

ith-Aladar.” . . - ‘
WiSf:eing them enter his study the priest frowned and said
wearily : ‘ S
e ‘A?’rhat on earth was up just now ? I really think one could

" pear you yell as far as, Bratislava, Margit. How do you

expect me to work if’ you make such a noise ? * He noticed

Clarissa and nodded to her. “ Thank goodness, you at least

have a low and soft voice.” T
Lighting a cigar his sister said crossly:

“That's the first time a member of my parish has dared

o defy me.”” ;

_She broke off and locked at her brother, expecting a

.. question. But Aladar avoided the snare.  Are you all well

at Korompa? ” he asked Clarisse. She nodded, and before
she could say a word Margit forestalled her: . -

- “Never mind the relations,” she said severely.. “Of
course they’re well. Why shouldn’t they be so? Don’t hide

" hehind conventions, Aladar. Listen to what I'm going to

tell you.” She grew angry again. “ Just imagine that cheeky
Lrat, Laci Kadar, daring to wear a Bocskay-tie.”
“What did he wear?” Clarisse said, absolutely non-
plussed. = ) A
Margit’s irritation turned against her. - C
“You don’t even know what a Bocskay-tie is? You ought
to be ashamed of vourself. Of course if people will be like
that . . . But perhaps you do know that we’ve got some Mag-
yars living in the parish?” _ S
“Of course.” -
- “And that they are all rebellious and bad citizens? ” .
“Yes; you seem to have told me that before. But what
about the tie? ” o
- Aladar joined in: L .‘
. “The tie is the badge of our-Magyar irredentists,”” he
explained. ‘It dates from the sixteenth, to be quite correct
from the beginning of the seventeenth century.” :
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He leant back in his easy chair and went on talking
a pedantic, schoolmasterly way, glancing the while surrept
tiously at his sister. He knew that he was annoying her, hu
he wanted to pay her out for the noise in the courtyard.

* Bocskay,” he said, in the tone of a lecturer, *“ was-Pri
of Transylvania and the leader of the Hungarian rebellio
in 1617. Quite a decent fellow. The black tie with the gok
fringe was part of the rebel’s uniform.” -

Margit’s long slender fingers drummed impatiently o
the arm of her chair. The minute her brother stopped ta
ing she flew at him =

“Of course, that’s the kind of thing you would know
But what you don’t know is that Laci had a row with th
gendarme Vyskocil and that he told the man he was no
going to let a dirty Czech order him about.” Her lovely
violet eyes flamed. “And of course you don’t know eithe
that the Magyars keep on inciting the people against th
Czechs, that they're hand in glove with the Germans, tha
they’re simply mad with nationalism.” v

“It isn’t only nationalism,” the priest said reprovingly

“ What isit?” :

Aladar took up his pipe. Wrapped in blue smoke he went
on lecturing the two women, kindly, gently, inexorably,

“1t’s also a question of economics.”

Margit shrugged impatiently.

“It is, my dear, even if you make faces at me. Why do. |-
you always refuse to recognize certain facts? Or is it that |
you are unable to understand them ? Take old Kadar. He's: |-
been a railway official for years and has not been promoted |

since 1917.” :

“ Do you expect the Ministry of Transport to promote '

man who frankly admits his hostility towards the new State ?
You know how the old fool keeps abusing our government.”
Aladar lifted his hand. :

“Don’t interrupt me, my dear, Old Kadar is convinced

that he would have been station-master for the Jast five years:
if' the Magyars still ruled the country, The same thing holds
good for most of his countrymen. You must not forget that

since the new Republic was created they have come down

tie?”

“arguing for another hour.-
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i the world, financially and socially, and of course they
feel bitter about it.” . )
« Aladar, surely you're not siding with them?
" Her brother shook his head and gazed at her mournfully.
«1 hate logical women,” he said. “They're a ludus

" paturae. - All the same you might be a trifle more logical.
" And a little knowledge of national economy would do you

a world of good.” .
Margit grinned maliciously.
- “Now you're talking like Tido Prohazka.”

. Clarisse, unable to follow the conversation, asked:
“ But what on earth has all this to do with the Bocskay-

“ Quite a lot, my dear. For all these people Hungary has
become the Promised Land. They imagine that they would

" be rich and powerful if the former state of things came
" back. Can you really believe that our Magyar landowners

who have lost part of their estates by the land reform, even -
if it were not too great a part, are passionately fond of the

© Republic?”

# Laci is neither a raiiWay official who has not been pro-

" moted, nor a landowner,” Margit said, driven into a corner,

but not willing to give in. “ What makes such a nationalist
of the young idiot?” ' '

b “Whatschool does he go to? ” :

It was a purely rhetorical question; Aladar knew.the
answer in advance. ; :

“Of course his father, the old fool, is sending him to
the Hungarian school in Bratislava.” L

“ Where he is taught that the Magyars are the salt of the
earth. Naturally he also hears the same kind of thing at
home.” - o _

“ What's the good of our having Hungarian schools if
that is the result? ” Clarisse said a trifle impatiently.. -

“ A nation that has been oppressed for centuries cannot

. oppress her minorities.” :

Clarisse struggled with a yawn. She was beginning to be
bored, and she knew her cousins; they were capable of

-
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“The boy is almost a child,” she put in during the first
tiny pause in the discussion, caused by the adversaxies relight
ing pipe and cigar. “I really can’t understand why you
are making such a fuss about the whole thing, Margit.” -
“ A child! Don’t besilly, Clarisse. The boy will be grown
up in about three years. All those brats will be grown up;
What's going to happen then? But you only see what’s under
your nose. Children, indeed!” :
She threw a withering glance at Clarisse.

“ As we are having a heart-to-heart talk, my dear Alad
and are speaking of* pests, you really might pay a little more
attention to our Germans in the parish. For instance, to
that old brute, the baker Schneeberger. A hypocrite if ever
there was one. Besides he gives short weight; Pm sure of
it. He ought to be hanged.” :

She brushed the ash from her cigar
g0 as not to give her brother a chance:

* God alone knows what has happened to the people. We
used to get on so well together. I ought not to say so, as it
was really due to me; but our parish was a model of good
neighbourliness. Of course the old man in Ruzomberok
who really might by now be gathered to his fathers, makes
a lot of mischief, but the Germans are-worse. They stir u
the Slovaks against the Czechs, against the Jews, and unfi
tunately some of our people believe them. Speaking of
Slovaks, Aladar, you really ought to have that damned cad,
Father Gogolak, on the mat. He...” .

* My dear Margit, I really can’t allow you to call a' pries
a damned cad.” : - '

“If you only knew what of course you don’t know, the
kind of thing he preaches from the pulpit. Let him corrupt’ .
his own parish if he wants to, it’s so tiny it does not matter;
at least not much. But I won’t have him coming to my parish’
and inciting our people against Doctor Silberthal and the:
other Jews who are every one'of them much more decent
than your Father Gogolak.” n '

She fell silent, staring moodily in front of her. |

“You know, I often think that Father Hlinka is not the ..
only man behind the scenes. There must be another oneof

and said hurriedly,
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whom we know nothing. Why are the Bredars still here?
1 dor’t like it.” y ‘ S

“What harm can they do in our little parish? ™.

« Oh, Aladar, that’s you all over, - Little parish! Don’t
-Ydu know that things always begin in small country towns
or in villages? The women come to market and gossip and
talk scandal and tell one another how much better off the
people in the Reich are since the government has oustffd
the Jews. Believe me, I know all about it. Marianka Hrubin
and some of the older women are worried to death about
it. And ever since the Bredars and their odious guest have
been here things have grown steadily worse. I don’t trust
our dear relations.” _

“They never see anyone,” Clarisse said. “ Gisela is
.writing a play on the Napoleonic times and Germany’s war
of liberation. And her husband ...” , _

“7 dislike him even more than her. He’s such a humbug.
He walks about with a mask upon his face, and doesn’t open
his mouth, Have you noticed that his eyes never change?
They're always the same, whether he’s laughing or frown-
ing. I really think one ought to expel them. all.” _

. % Don't be silly,” the priest said crossly. As soon as the
conversation concerned itself with every-day facts he grew
bored. *It can’t be done and it would not make the slightest
difference if ...” : T

- Margit interrupted him.

i  “That’s what you're always sa',fmg, wa Tactedup to it our
* whole parish would consist of robbers and murderers

“ Man is wicked from his youth on.” el
Clarisse smiled ; when Aladar began quoting scripture it
was a sign that he had talked enough and wanted to be
Ieft in peace. U S RS
“Of course natural man is a wild beast,” Margit admitted.
“ But what about the grace of God that can make a human
being of him? Sometimes I get the impression as if our
Monsignore forgot all about divine grace”™ . = .
Aladar smoked in silence. When Margit called him Mon-
signore he knew that she did not feel inclined to bow to his

judgment and was only gathering strength for a new attack.
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He looked longingly at a fat volume on his writing-table

and tried to change the subject. .
“1 hear the Bredar girl is staying with yow, Clarisse.”

“Yes, we've had her for a week. Gisela pretends that the
presence of a low-brow stops the flow of her inspiration

and is only too glad to get rid of the poor child.” .

“The typical female of the intelligentsia,” Aladar said

with a shudder. “I really think I preferred the times whey
our women were ladies and charmingly stupid.” i
“ Like Aunt Anny,” Margit smiled not unkindly. © What’s
the girl like? : _
“ Shy, nervous, but rather a dear. She’s made great
friends with Joseph.” :
Aladar whistled. S _ C
v “My dear, with the Jew, as Gisela calls him? Isn’t tha
a bit risky? : ‘ :
“ He’s old enough to be her father.” - :
* That's no reason why he should not fall in love with
her,” Margit said. “ Wouldn’t it be fun to see Gisela and
Eberhart with a so-called Jewish son-in-law?” o
Clarisse felt annoyved. At first she told herself that sh
did not know why, but a second later she bad to admit the
reason for her apparently groundless irritation. For the last
three years Joseph had never looked at another woman. H
had admired her and her only. She felt asif she were being
robbed of  a thing that had suddenly become precious to
her. She wanted to drive home at once, to find out whether
Aladar was right . . . of course, for the girP’s sake only .
it really would be a catastrophe if . ., _
“I’ve got to go,” she said hurriedly, and blusheéd meefing
Margit’s quizzical smile, _
“Be an angel and look in at Elisabeth Vyskocil's on your
way- home,” ‘Margit said. “ She’s having such a bad time
poor child, what with that awful sister of hers and the
sudden hostility of our village idiots against her husband:
It will do her good to have a talk with you, and I want the
parish to see you going into her shop.” ' .
Clarisse nodded and said good-bye. Reaching the hab
dashery shop she pulled up. Elisabeth had heard the carriag
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' ‘
- s and come to the door. She scemed very glad to sec
g{fgssé and eagerly dusted a chair on which there was not

- nole speck of dust. Then she fetched little Hanus and
'fhf:\r:gd hfr visitor how much he had grown. But she looked
worried and her voice was less gay than usual.

Clarisse was surprised to see that the little shop remained

empty. At this time the women usually came in to buy
* peedles, pins or cotton-reels. Involuntarily she glanced at
“ the clock.
th «No,” said Elisabeth, guessing her thoughts, “It’s not too
ate for customers: It’s quite early still.”

She sighed. Her round face grew almost haggard and

. her lips trembled. :

« Ever since Hanus had to arrest young Wagner for burg-

ling, the Germans have given up buying here. And they're
" not the only ones; quite a lot of Slovaks have ceased coming.
* They're angry with us. But what on earth was Hanustodo?

caught the boy redthanded. And now wherever 1 go
etz)plc I%.y_ their heads together and whisper. The other day,

B o

after church, some of ther pointed at me with their fingers .

laughed.” She looked round and lowered her voice.
,?‘r;gut thg,t’s not the worst. My sister, Exoma, I really think
she’s gone mad. She won't talk to Hanus; she’s hardly ever
‘at bome and if T say something to her she only Iaﬂzghs and
does not answer. And the child,” her voice broke, ° she ca_].}s
him the  bastard °, poor little fellow. Of course I know”shers
ill, but after all . .. Sometimes I think s%xe’_s-got a 1ov¢r, she
added shyly. © She goés out in the evening and comes home
with rosy cheeks and sparkling eyes.” . R
“Tt would be a blessing if she married. At least you

* would get rid of her.”

. %Yes, but somehow I don’t think that she’ll marry. She
says such queer things and keeps talking about a new saviour,
about the elect to whom she belongs . . . and we don’t belong.
Sometimes she frightens me.” ' :
She wiped her eyesand said sadly: :
«“She’s quite given up going to church on Sundays, and
when'she meets Father Jeszenak she looks the other way.
She says he’s sold himself to the Jews.”
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- The little door-bell gave a shrill tinkle and Mariank
Hrubin came into the shop. She greeted Elisabeth with:
kindly smile, “ Don’t cry, my child.” It was as if she kne
what was troubling the young woman. “Things will g
better, you’ll see. I want a reel of white and a reel of blac
cotton, my dear.” = . \ .

She stood before the counter, her shoulders bowed, he
back round from bending. The face framed by the n
kerchief was somewhat paler than usual ; a small tired, ove
worked old peasant woman. Yet Clarisse felt as if' togeth
with Marianka quiet and peace and hope had come in
the little shop.  The old woman looked round. o

“You'll have your custorsers back again in a few day:
Elisabeth,” she said consolingly. “ Our people may liste
to the fool propaganda for a little while; but theyll soo
find out their mistake.” ' -

She patted little Hanus’s flaxen curls and put the cot
* reels into her apron pocket. :

“ Are you going home, Marianka?” Clarisse asked.

13 Yes.” ] .

“ Tl give you a lift.” _

“Thank you. It will be a blessing not to have to wa
the whole way.” ' . -

She clambered into the dog cart and stowed away h
big basket. - - ' :

“ Svata has come home,” she said. * He was staying with

a friend at Trnava, but last night he suddenly turned up:

I had quite given up the idea of sceing him during t

holidays.” E a :
Her face was radiant with happiness. S
“He is a good boy after all. And he works so hard.”

Clad in violet and blue shadows the evening came. In

the meadows the haycocks smelt sweetly and in the fiel

the corn had already been tied in sheaves. A great quiet lay

over the land. ,

“T'he harvest is fine,” Marianka said. “It’s a real joy.

- to look at the fields.”

. What about your own harvest, my poor Marianka?
Clarisse reflected. A tiny field, a small meadow, hardly hig
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enough for your cow. And yet you are glad because ‘ot@er
cople’s harvest is good. She looked at the old peasant sitting
Leside her with a feeling akin to reverence. The woman
was no longer old Marianka Hrubin who worked at
Korompa, the kind, slightly absurd creature whom Clarisse
had known ever since she could remember ; she had some-
how. become mysterious. She shared that mystery with the
wenerous fertile earth, with the whole tenderly beautiful
Slovak country. It was the mystery pf goodness, of—
Clarisse wondered what made. her think of the word:
jmmortality. _ .
_ They reached the cottage and Clarisse had to come n
and drink a glass of milk. Marianka would-have been hurt
had she refused. Sitting in the small kitchen that looked as
cJean as if no one ever cooked in it, Clarisse felt happy and
calm for the first time on this fear-burdened; desolate day.
Marianka bustled about; lit the fire in the hearth—~»~§vata
Jould be home soon and supper had to be ready for him—

“pushed a plate straight; wiped a pot. On the window-sill

stood a gaily painted vase with red berries.
« Autumn,” Clarisse pointed to the berries.

. “Yes, Pm looking forward to the long evenings. Pve got

«uch a lot of mending and sewing to do for Svata, And T
only find time in autumn and in winter. I love winter best
of all, on account of Christmas.” She laughed, her eyes

twinkling merrily. “ No, dear Countess Clarisse, not because
- you and Miss Margit give me such a lot of nice presents,

tut because I love to see the crib in church, with the_hoijy
Child lying in the manger. 1t makes me feel happy all over.”
“ When don’t you feel happy, Marianka? * Clarisse asked

" with a touch of eavy.

. % When I'm worried about Svata. But I never worry for

“long. I know that things will come right.”

. Without her knowing it her eyes wandered to the picture
f the Virgin on the wall. She looked at it as mothers, talk-
ng of their children, are wont to look at one another.. -

“Clarisse disliked leaving the. cottage; she knew that a

* different atmosphere would greet her at home. She had

‘quarrelled in the morning with Robert because he had
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forgotten to give Jan an important message ; and was aft;
of his dismal looks and orphan-eyes; of Joseph's malicig
observations and, though she did not admit it to herself, of
- Isolde’s youth. A
Whilst Clarisse got into the dog cart Marianka remained
on the doorstep. She stood motionless. Bathed in the 108y
light of the setting sun, her figure seemed: to be part of the
cottage and the country around her, whose child she was, .
The horse fell into a trot. On both sides of the high roaq.
meadows and fields gleamed white, an endless, pale sea und
the evening sky. B

The baker Schneeberger was the model of a respectable
citizen ; a virtuous husband, a severe father and an honest.
tradesman. Margit Jeszenak knew quite well that she v
wrong when she accused him of giving short weight; b
then Margit did not care what she said when her temp
was up. No tradesman in the whole place was politer to
customers ; more respectful to the gentry ; more obliging an
eager to serve. He worked from morning till night, his on}
relaxation being the yearly visit he paid his brother who ws
a book-keeper in a chermical factory in Germany ; his who
life consisting of doing his duty as a loyal citizen and fathe
Perhaps the seven children he had given the State—that the
also had a mother he hardly ever remembered—would hav
been happier had he taken his paternal duties Jess seriousl
At least pretty, seventeen-years-old Poldi envied the - othe
girls whose fathers did not think quite so much of thei
dignity as heads of the family. The three big boys, fiftee
fourteen and thirteen, were the very spit of their father;
clumsy hobbledehoys, with the baker's cold and cunning.
eyes. They hated school and could not keep up with thei
classmates. Strange to say, the baker did not seem to min
their bringing home bad marks. “ ‘They've got other thing
to think of” he would say to his wife, who wept copioust
when the boys failed to pass their examinations, “ Neve
mind. Nowadays there are more important things in th
world than book learning. The wind from the north wi

‘was done with at last.
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scatter text-books and maps. To-day youth plays its part
in the life of a nation, and that’s a good sign.”

- Smiling, the baker gently patted his small paunch. He
loved to hear himself speak and perhaps he Was 50 fond o_f
his three eldest boys because they were good listencrs. His
wife, Mathilda, sighed. Her whole life was nothing but
housework, Sighing and child-bearing ; thank God the latter

“ Poldi must sleep in the kitchen,” the baker continued.
“ I want her room for a guest.” ‘

“ Who is coming ? * Fritz, the eldest of the boys, asked.

* A German brother from the Sudetenland,” his father
replied solemnly, adding in a changed tone: *“ No need to
talk about it. Should anyone ask you, say that the gentle-
man is'a business friend of mine. Understand ?”".

Fritz nodded and looked wise. He would not betray the
gecret ; after all it was not the first his father had trusted
him with. On Sundays he and his two brothers hiked all
over the country, their pockets full of leaflets and pamphlets.
Cautiously approaching villages and boroughSMth‘ﬂy rather
enjoyed playing Red Indians in the realm of politics—the
boys went in and out amongst “our people”, distributing
literature and getting information. . , L

“I want you,” the baker told his wife, “to cook a hot

.' supper for us; soup and joint. We shall be three or four

people.” -
She stifled a sigh; she had intended to go and see her

- mother who lived in a neighbouring village ; of course the
* people had to come to-night; her usual luck.

Although the August evening was sultry all the shutters

- were closed and pretty Poldi was told to go and spend the

evening with a girl friend. The table was laid in the living-
room—as a rule the family ate in the kitchen. On the baker’s
right hand sat the “ business friend ”, pasty-faced, with a
long pointed nose that kept moving, and watery blue eyes.
Two of his front teeth were missing; he was wont to tell
all and sundry that the *“Reds” had knocked them out. At
the top of the table Herr von Brachleben was scated, urbane,
every inch of him the aristocrat who condescends to sit at

]
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meat with common people. * At his left hand sat the priest ¢
Sokolovee, dark, saturnine and taciturn. At the bottom'g
the table the three boys were crowded together, well behave,
silent and terribly excited. .
The business {riend, whom the others called Hermap
pushed back his plate and said in a voice assharp and pointe
as his shoes: . 3 e
“ The suffering of our people has become unbearable, -
want you to keep this fact before the Fiihrer’s eyes, Herr Vo
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shabl f Father Hlinka’s words, that the Lord
w'aba:;}rthtﬁﬁ“gciv; and we therefore have to try and get on
- -%Vﬁthem. These words, spoken more in jest than in carnest,
w done a lot of harm. Especially in the couniryside. In
L where the Jew is the business rival of the Christian
tovgé;man; things are far casier for us. But even there you
w?ﬂ find priests preaching a weakly, sentimental EEOY;:" ?f ;Ilé
men and attacking the racial dogma from the pulpit.

nade an impatient gesture. ** And the masses are stupid and
3 V e
Brachleben.” . casily led.” ) . ed. “They are sure
oot Hited bis hand. = *As to the priests,” the Prussian sneered. y :
o e et gendernen.” ( io trim their sails to the wind when the time comes. I don't

He nodded to his wife, who had come in with the coffe
“Go to bed, Mathilda. You-are tired, We shan’t wan
anything else.” ‘ o
~ She left the room, and Hermann, rather irritated by th
interruption, began anew : '
“The suffering of our people . . .» ;
“ We know,” the Prussian said. “ We know all about th
crimes committed by the Czechs against our German brothe:
in the Sudetengau. T can only hope and trust that th
Sudeten-Germans themselves have got their eyes open at Jas
So many of them still seem blind and ignorant of what i
happening.” - K o
Hermann felt hurt. , i
*1 can assure you that I am doing my duty, and eve
more. I daily, nay, hourly, risk my life and my liberty, an
I can only trust that I will not be forgotten in high place
when the day comes.” :
~The Prussian nodded; he feli slightly annoyved. Ho
touchy these people were, how individualistic. * You can:
be sure that we know all about it,” he said, “ But I canno
help telling you that much remains to be done. For instance
the Jewish question.” He glanced at the priest-of Sokolovee sc to us: Emma Leberfinger . . . _
“Don’t you think I am right, Father?”. % An hysterical goose,” the baker interrupted hl_m. rud-eiy.
The Prussian shook his head. “ Don’t say hysterical, my
friend. The girl has grasped the fact that our movement is
- not only a political but also a rehg;.ogs one. VT}_lat it preaches
the only true religion. - We, in the Reich, have discovered how .

want to offend you, Father, but that hasalways chara_cterized
Catholic clergy.” . o
-t-l,li‘l%‘o}ii?}ggher clergy ! * Father Gogelak cried, his face dis-
torted with anger. * Bishops and archbishops have a lot to
s and are therefore ready to adapt themselves to any
system,  But men like Monsignore Jeszenak, who goes about
1goking like a beggar, or the parish priest .of Piestany,
lar .. .” L
Sl%fige?s been bought over by the Czechs,” the baker sa:;d,
isdainfully. ‘ : :
dlSAE:rclyld gos‘tility, older by far than the new German gospel,
fared up in the priest of Sokolovee. His dark eyes glared
at Martin Schneeberger. How dared the Protestant sit In
judgement ‘on the Catholic clergy? Herr von Brachleben,
who had been silently watching the two men, said hastily:
“ What about the women? Surely you, Father, ought
twist them round your little finger.” :
° I‘ivé accompanied his words by a dirty smile, but the young
priest did not notice it. ‘ Co e
p'ﬂ‘(sthic young womien,” he declared, “are easier to influ-
ence than the old ones. 1 know of two likely to be of great

33

'The deep-set, dark eyes returned his look, and the prie‘ét’_'
big, bony hand fell heavily on the table, ‘making the cup
rattle, - - ' '

- ““We have enemies,” he said passionately. “You have
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useful that point of view can be. Believe me, the girl isqy
to be despised.” 7 o
“ A crazy fool,” grumbled the baker; he was not ace
tomed to being contradicted. :
Herr von Brachleben threw him a strange look.
“If you are going to let yourself be influenced by p
judice . . .” He made a tiny pause, then added, “I'3
afraid . . .” and broke off But the last words had sound
far more like a threat than an expression of fear, and {
baker grew small. ' :
“I never meant . .. you misunderstood me, Herr Sch,
fithrer ., . _
“I hope so. And the second woman you had in min
Father?” :
“ Sister Martha from the orphanage. . I believe you kno
her.” K
“ Slightly. Yes, a Sister of Charity ought to have a ¢é
tain influence on the people here.  But I cannot say that I’
satisfied with the work done up to now. We'll never get ¢
at that snail's pace.”
*That’s what I keep saying,” Hermann cried. “Ho
long is our poor suffering Sudeten people to languish und
the Czech yoke?”
. He had leant across the table and was spitting out ¢

words like an angry cat. Herr von Brachleben looked u
deniably bored. ‘ :

“ Spare us your propaganda speeches, Hermann,” he said-

brutally. “ Keep them for meetings.”

Lighting a cigar, he looked round the room. His glan
fell upon a portrait of President Masaryk that the loy:
citizen Schneeberger had hanging in his living-room. H
grinned.  “Your Republic won’t live much longer, o

man,” he said with a sneer, “Better hurry up with your
celebrations ; else it might be too late for them.” He turned.

to the baker.
* The list of our adversaries in the place,” he barked.
Martin Schneeberger got up, unlocked a drawer and to
out a piece of paper that he gave the Prussian. Herr v
. Brachleben studied it with lifted brows.
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~«Quite enough for this tiny place . . . Prohazka, of
course, the damned Communist and his gang . ... Hm, yes,

{ rather expected to find her name here, the Jeszenak woman,
pokes her nose into everything and is very popular in the .
arish.” - He read on, muttering to himself. .After a while

1113 Jooked up in surprise: “ Marianka Hrubin? The old

-woman who works at Korompa? Surely she does not count.
Astupid Slovak peasant? ”

" “She has great influence upon the people,” the baker said
nervously ; he had expected praise and was feeling bitterly

disappointed. * Everyone likes her,” he added.

Father Gogolak sided with him. N
“She is the most dangerous thing a political adversary

an be, a woman who is not only honest and good but also

inate and decidedly shrewd.” _
.C)b%e sounded irritatedy; the “ stupid Slovak ” rankled. Even
if the Germans from the Reich were absolutely right, it did
not make their arrogance less unbearable.

“ You misunderstood me, Father.” Herr von Brachleben
was all amiability and cordiality. * Believe me, no one ad-
mires the Slovak nation more than I.do. I only thought, as
the good woman . ..” : o
- “Is poor, wasn’t that it?” The young priest stared at
the Prussian, hatred in his eyes. “ Of course there exists
no worse crime than poverty, But why is she poor? Why
are we all so desperately poor? ] )

“Surely 1 need not tell you, Father. As-a parish priest

you are in a position to know how the Jews fleece the people;

how they batten on them ; how they are plotting their ruin;

- here as well as all over the world.”

“T know,” Father Gogolak said. “ But don’t forget the
Czechs. We have become a Czech colony. Why haven't
they built more factories in our country? Why hfwe we
been condemned to remain a poverty-stricken, agrarian dis-
frict to the end of time? Why have they put Czech officials
verus? Why have they sent Czech gendarmes here?

Hermann began to fidget.
“ All that is as nothing compared to the agonies our

Sudeten Germans are suffering,” he velled at the top of his

D
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voice. “‘Is nothing compared to the oppression enduréd ¥
a part of the great German nation!” ‘ i
"The Prussian drummed on the table. Really, these people
from the Succession States conld drive one mad. No discips
line, no sense. And to think that he was expected to wo
with them. ) :
“ Gentlemen,” he said imperiously,
time, Let’s get to work.” He stopped and looked at the
three boys. *“ Don’t you think it would be better if the
boys. ..” he hesitated.
"The baker stood up for his sons. :
“ They are more reliable than many a grown-up man
"T'he Prussian looked into three pairs of admiring, adoring
young eyes and nodded graciously. Of course, the new
generation would be important in a few years’ time ; exceed:
ingly important. -
“1 never doubted it. Let’s get 2 move on, gentlemen,
The voices grew lower. Sometimes paper rustled in an
impatient hand. The room was full of cigar smoke. Ongce

the baker got up and put out the big chandelier. The fight
fell through the chinks in the shutters. No need for the
men going home from the inn to see it and to ask themselvés
what kept the Schneebergers up so late. In villages and in
small towns eyes are-twice as sharp and curious as in citi

September had come with crystal weather ; there was a
breath of autumn in the frosty air. The leaves of the
chestnut trees were turning yellow. On fine days one could
see the range of the Small-Carpathian Mountains in. the
* distance, : : : s

Clarisse was working in the rose garden. Even now she
had more than enough to do ; roses won’t allow you to neglect
them. Old~Jan was painting the greenhouse; it smelt of
fresh paint and the new white colour reflected the rays of the
autumn sun. '

Clarisse could hear merry voices coming from the tennis
court. She frowned. Of course; Joseph and Isolde;.T
really ought to send the girl home. 1 can quite understand
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hér having fallen in love with Joseph; he can be fascinating
“when he likes, but that the old fool should fall for her . ..

ghe scratched her finger on a thorn and grew cross; of course
;was not only the scratch.  Atmy age, she thought wistfully

“and a trifle guiltily, one clings to every tiny scrap of Izappp
pess, and if a little goose comes-along and steals one’s best
- friend it does hurt. Besides, it’s annoying to think that I? tod,
might still look young and pretty, if only Robert . .. Her
“sense of humour got the better of her and she laughed
“softly ; after all she could not expect Robert to earn money
‘50 that she could keep young for another man.” Not that
" there was any danger of Robert doing s0, Strange, that he, _
- t60, had grown more human since the girl had come. Of
" course he enjoyed being admired ; who dog»:sn’t? f_&nd one
had to admit that Isolde—what a name to give a child—was
“very sweet, affectionate like a kitten, and somehow pathetic,
“pow that she was no longer browbeaten by that awﬁ_ll mother
"of hers. Clarisse often wondered how it was possible to be
“so pleased with little things. "Aunt Anny, who had spent a

ew days on the estate last month, had looked at the girl

- and said musingly: “ Do you know whom she’s like? Poor

ntoinette, who was made to marry the Prussian and who
ied of homesickness. Don’t you remember her portrait in

- my blue sitting-room? ”

Clarisse had shivered unaccountably; did the chain con-

| riecting us with the past never break? And was it a good

or a bad thing? : ‘ -
“Tao soft, too weak,” had been Aunt Anny’s judgement
on Isolde, tempered by : “ But very sweet all thesame.” And

© then the incorrigible romantic that she was, awoke in Aunt
- Anny: “ Just the thing for my hoy. He needs a gentle,
. tender, rather stupid wife.”

“ Good Lord, surely you’re not thinking ... Justimagine
the Bredars! They would never allow their daughter to
marry ...” Clarisse had stopped dead, red with embarrass-

“ment ; but Aunt Anny had only laughed.

“You mean they would never let the girl marry a Jew?

 Darling ; Tsolde isn’t eighteen-yet. Ina year orso the whole
“ madness in the Reich will have blown over and the Bredars
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will have acquired a new set of everlasting political opinions
and will be only too glad to sce the girlmake a good match ! ®
Clarisse watched the man and the girl approaching the
greenhouse ; Isolde, rosy and bright, looking as if she had just
come from her bath and not been playing tennis for the last
two hours; Joseph, Clarisse had to admit it, looking about
ten years younger than he had done a month ago. :
“"Look, darling,” he said, ““our good Clarisse is already
hard at work.” '
Our * good ” Clarisse . . . the “ good ” hurt her, it seemed
to push her aside, kindly and a trifle patronisingly. It dated
her, it made an old woman of her, or, what was even worse
an elderly one. For an instant she almost hated Robert
asleep in his comfortable bed. ‘ '
“Someone has got to work,” she said harshly. _
Two young frightened eyes looked up at her; Isolde ha
never heard her speaking in that voice before. Involuntati
she drew closer to Joseph, who put his arm round he
shouider.
“Cross? Indulging in one of your black moods?” h
asked mockingly. :
She forced a smile.
“ Not really ; only hot and dirty and probably halfstarved
Be a good girl, Isolde, and make tea forme.” N
Isolde nodded eagerly.
“Of course. You know I would love to help you in the
garden, Aunt Clarisse. But you never let me.” '
The small, round face had grown bright again, and.
Clarisse regretted her words ; nevertheless, she said rather un-
. kindly: : :
“No one ever helped me, my child. Why should anyon
_do it, now that I'm growing old?”
Joseph stared at her in sorprise.
% How can one be cross onsuch a lovely day?”
“ Pve never known you to be cheered up by a fine da
before.”
He laughed and looked at the girl. :
“T don’t know what's come to me. To-day I someho
feel that this crazy world of ours is rather beautiful.”

PEACE

His frankness touched Clarisse. ‘
« Vou're quite right. Now run along, children, and make
tea. I'm coming at once.” R

. She had slightly stressed the word “ children”.” Whilst
-~ speaking it she felt as if she were saying good-bye to some-

thing she had been very fond of, Stooping low, she picked

- yp the bast; whatever happened—and what bad happened
 after allP—creepers have to be tied up. Something plucked
i her skirt. Looking down, she saw Tommy frantically

. wagging his tail and asking to be patted. Her hand sought

his tousled head and lay there for a minute, clinging to the

. soft warmth, When she straightened herself, she heard: a

Jow puffing and wheezing ; Marianka came, pushing a wheel-
parrow full of earth. Her face wasred and damp with sweat

- put her eyes were as merry as ever. How unreal all those

vague feclings of mine are, Clarisse thought; this woman
carting the earth for the roses id real, this woman wi_lo,-_ with
a smile on her face, is pushing a wheelbarrow that is much
too heavy for her; this woman who accepts worry and work
and old age as she accepts rain and wind, the summer’s heat
and the winter’s frost. Her eyes grew soft. . She ran to
meet Marianka. - :

“T¢’s much too heavy for you, dear. Letme push it.”

The old woman gave her a grateful look. ‘

“Ves, my good Countess Clarisse.” (This time the
“good ™ did not hurt.) *“ After all, you're a young woman
still.” ) :

She laid a hand on her aching back.

“ Just a minute to get my breath.” She looked round.
“ It it a beautiful day? Look at the swallows; they’re
getting ready to fly south.” : :

The blue sky was dotted with tiny dark spots, madly flying
swallows whose shrill voices filled the air. .

The postman was old and .grarrullous,‘an'd frequently late.
On this morning of the 15th of September he had not come

st his usual time, and Robert grumbled at breakfast because

there was no paper.
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“ Nothing will have happened,”
emptying his cup.

Clarisse got up. .

“ Never mind. Pll bring you a paper. Aladar can give
me his,” )

She drove slowly along a deserted road ; a strange silengés
seemed to brood over the land ; thin white mist rose from the
ficlds and streamed in the air. No one was working in the
fields, she did not mect a single cart. The whole county
seemed to wait for something, breathless with expectation.

‘When Clarisse reached the square in front of the churd
she was surprised to see it full of people. But they, too, were
as silent as the fields and the meadows had been: only 3
few women were crying softly. A big black flag hung ath f
mast from the steeple, and its darkness seemed to tinge the
whole town with gloom. An old peasant came up to
Clarisse and lifted his hat; but instead of greeting her he
only said: “ He is dead. God rest his soul.” And a woman
standing beside him, sobbed : * Yes, he is dead.” -

There was only one man of whom the people could talk
that way; only one who was He for them all, whom they
loved and trusted. Clarisse turned pale and hurried to the
presbytery. Aladar came to meet her with 2 sad face and he,
too, said as the old peasant had done: “He is dead. God
help us.” _ _ . : :

They sat in the study, Margit from time to time wiping
her eyes with an impatient hand and smoking furiously:
Claxisse, always trying to escape from grief and sorrow, said
irritably: :

“ Of course it’s terribly sad. But, after all, he was very
old and had been unable to do anything for months.” e

*“ He was here,” Aladar said. It meant so much simply
knowing that he was alive. Whatever happened, howev
much cur people grumbled, the feeling that he lived, that
his spirit lived amongst us, was a comfort, giving us strength.
and hope. . As long as he was alive our country had a
guardian angel.”

Margit sniffed. 4

* Gouldn’t it have been the old man in Ruzomberok ? »

Joseph consoled hlrn,

¥

* streets through which the first President drove .. .
- calm, hopeful years building up the young Republic . . .

- self
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~«Jps always the wrong people who die,” Clarisse said.

" ghe wanted to get up, to le%ve tge house, to fly from the
ing the room. But she ;
' ig;?:vvoﬁcrikg{:etg I;Cer in the square before _the church, in the
© gtreets, the roads; the bitter grief of a nation and a coux;(t.ry.
" Ghe was afraid of seeing weeping women and sad-looking
- men, but most of all, she ‘ u, .
were as black and sad as the flag hanging at halfmast roﬁ
the steeple. She knew that as soon as she was alqne all the old
. gtile torturing fears would return, the forebodings that sent
. cold shivers along her spine. Why cannot we be as our an-

was afraid of the grief

feared her own thoughts, that

cestors were; she asked herself angrily, people who lived only
for themselves, who knew only their own lives, who did not

" Jove acountryora State? How easy life was for them. How
' simple living must have been after Waterloo . ..
i we born in our times?

Why were

Memories haunted her; a 28th of October, the day on

which the Republic had been proclaimed at Prague . .. Her

journey to the capital . ... flowers, flags, banners, smr%l&gr;

e in Europe, seventeen good, fertile, promising years. . .
i?fghat endedpto-day with a black flag that seemed to cover
the whole country . .. And not only her own country, but all
thase others, too, that were threatened by the eternal enemy

£ humanity : Germany. .

’ At last shz made up her mind to go home. Leaving the
presbytery garden she met Hanus Vyskocﬂ_. He held him-
less straight than usual and his kind, child-like eyes were
red. But to-day no one threw him an angry look. DBriving

2 through the place Clarisse noticed thatlthe largest black flag -

s hanging from the baker’s house. . _
WaAt hoig‘rllegthey already knew what had happened; Mari-
anka had told them and Korompa, too, was wrapt in

raing.
mo’%be SEY had grown dark. Big drops. fell from the grey
clouds. Tt got dark much too'early. N.{ght came, black and
impenetrable, accompanied by the wailing of wind and the
pattering of rain. The whole country wept; the old trees
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sobbed ; telegraph-poles moaned ; the old weather-cock on
the roof turned shrilling and creaking. Damp yellow lea
were blown against the window panes.

] Clarisse, unzble to sleep, heard strange noises, a scrat
ing and scraping, a hasty running and tripping. She knew
that the mice were playing in the old walls; nevertheless, sh
could not prevent herself from thinking of moles, those an:
canny rodents of the night that undermine everything. She
seemed to see them; a big thin one had the face of Father
Gogolak, another one reminded her of Emma Leberfinger,
They kept on coming in flocks, running in all directions, dig:
ging, throwing up earth. Where they had been, the field
dried up, the houses crumbled to dust, the earthr opened
They undermined banks; and rivers flooded villages an
towns. They ran along streets, black and sinister; an
wherever they appeared men and women vanished as if th
plague had stricken them. ' o

. At last the morning came, and the rain stopped. A red
dawn bathed the country in a weird light. The lawn wa;
covered with rose leaves. The chestnut tree before thy
dining-room window stood ‘in 2 pool of sere leaves an
péamtwely stretched black bare arms towards a merciles
&y, ,

PART, TWO
THE SHADOW OF THE CROSS

%

THE BEAST SPRINGS

4 JivTER had come early with heavy snowfallé anda bleék,
Wdesola.te sky. The heavy black clouds hung so low that

they seemed to touch the earth and to smother all living

things. Never before had Clarisse felt so desperate an urge

1o hide herself, to lead an isolated life, to shut out the world.

On that fateful 14th of September a door had closed with a

bang for her. Behind that closed door terrible things were

being done, cruel pains were being suffered. The whole
country had somehow grown smaller ; it had lost touch with
2 bright and happy world—perhaps because that world had
ceased to exist. Life at Korompa had grown dreary. In
November the Bredars had left for Berlin; after an odious

" scene that Clarisse could not think of without her heart beat-

ng madly and her hands growing cold. She had been for-
anate in not coming into close touch with brutality and

- meanness during the course of her guarded life ; but on that
. rainy afternoon when the Bredars came to fetch: Isolde, she
" had been face to face with cruelty and brutality incarnate.

Someone—Clarisse suspected Emma Leberfinger—had

- wamed the Bredars that their daughter was becoming in-
* timate with the “ Jew” and ‘Giscla had appeared at

Korempa, foaming with fury, behaving like a madwoman,

 as Robert had said afterwards, spouting dirty and obscene

words. She had shrieked and velled like a fishwife; had

accused Clarisse of having played the go-between ; of having

acted as pander between her daughter and Joseph ; of having
n* :
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tried to pollute pure German blood, thus venting her hatreg
against the master-race. She had put questions to h
dat‘lghter that made Clarisse blush to the roots of her haiz
‘Have you slept with the Jew, you tart?” Her shyj]
tone hafi risent to a shriek; and Clarisse had felt as if her
pretty sitting-room would never be clean again; as if the
vulgar German voice would go on living here for ever; s
if not only a single brutal and debased woman were yelling
horrible words but a whole bestialised country; a country
that was terribly, fearfully close to Czechoslovakia.
_ “Of course you never gave it a thought ; you never co
sidered your father’s carcer; or my reputation. How can'1
look the Filhrer in the face, knowing that my daughter , .,
My daughter, a Bredar, the granddaughter of a Prus
general”.-. . Having an intrigue with a Jew, like a w
Tess . . .
Robert had been listening silently. to her ravin
of utter disgust on his face. Now he said calmly: ._
~ “Don’t you think you'd better control yourself, Gisela
Your manners may be all right in the Reich, but we are not
used to that kind of thing.”
His calm drove her frantic. She turned upon him, .

“Shut up, you traitor! A German who became
Gzech!” : o

gs; a look

“1 don’t think my former countrymen will feel grateful
for your aid.”

“That’s your opinion,” she said mockingly. “ But I ca
tellyou...” .

_ Eberhart slightly fifted his hand ; it was a tiny gesture, but.
his wife fell silent as if the hand had been laid upon hér
IIPS. H1§ face was a blank ; only his cold, blue eyes stared at:
Giscla with a menacing look. He said coldly: = :

‘Don’t get excited, my dear. My daughter will come to.
her senses and remember what she owes her German blood.
and her family. The Bredars do not mix with inferiors.” -

I .
: tho are the Bredars when all is said and done?”

“during the whole disgusting scene.
. and drawn.
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\ (llarisse was trembling with anger.

«Your wife,” she said, turning to Eberbart, “has just

jentioned the Fithrer, whom she wants to look %n the face.
“That sounds as if the Bredars did mix with inferiors.” The .

d Herdegen prideawoke in her. © Why shouldn’t they?
« 1 forbid you to insult the Fithrer.”
« Don’t you think, Eberhart,” Robert’s voice was as calm

“snd as low as ever, “ that you are not in a position to forbid
“anything in our house, in our country?”

% Your country! Red Czechoslovakia! We'll see . ..”
“ You'll probably see more than you will like.”

" Bredar turned to his daughter. ) .
“ Come, Isolde. I am not going to remain another in-

" stant in the house of a traitor and a lackey of the Jews.”

. The girl stared at himn. She had not spoken a single word
Her face was very pale

She went up to Clarisse and kissed her. _ :
. 1 don’t know how to thank you, Aunt Clarisse. Before
T came here I did not even know that people could be decent
and human.” Her lips trembled and her eyes filled with
tears. “Tell Joseph that I love him and that I shall'love
him all my life...” :

Gisela laughed scornfully. L _
“ Pl teach you to go about proclaiming your love for a
Jew, you shameless hassy.  As for him, the vile seducer of ‘an:
innocent girl ; his name is down on the list and .. .7
“Giselal” R )
- 8he gave a start. S -

- “You are right, Eberhart.  What is the good of talking
to them? They are not worthy of hearing German words.”
She threw a glance at Clarisse. “ After what has happened,
you will hardly expect us to associate with you when we come
here next year.” '

Isolde began laughing hysterically.

-~ “Do you know why they are coming back? By whose
order? Do youknow why their friend isstaying on? Beware
of him. He...” -
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Her fatHer’s heavy hand

He dragged her away from Clarisse. _

[ 14 Oome bl
At the door Gisela turned.

“Don’t forget to send on Isolde’s clothes and all the ¢ ?
things she brought here. One can never know with peop

Iike...”
Robert opened the door.
“Thank God, I’'m not a G

-

I might easily forget how civilized people treat guests,

you taint the very air.”

A few minutes later they heard the car driving awa
Clarisse sat down and burst into tears. Robert stood besid
her, looking helpless and miserable. He longed to. comfor
her; but one never knew how to treat Clarisse. Silent
smoking, she thought with a tinge of bitterness : he can’t fin

a single kind word for me.

Margit would have stood up to that ghastly woman. By
_ her vulgarity simply paralysed me.

“Poor girl,” Robert said
with those brutes,” - '

“Poor Joseph.”

Robert shrugged.

“ After all, he might have known . . .» L
“Isn't it queer that men cannot be just to one another

gone, youth had gone ;‘ she would no longer have to log
upon a happiness she herself had lost. . _
“Pm glad that Joseph was in town,” Robert said gently.

He was surprised at Clarisse’s

given up trying to understand
“You'll have to tell him.”
Clarisse was so tired that s

get up from hier armchair; as if she never wanted to speak
another word. How good it would be to close one’s eyes s

sleep, never to wake up again ;

in which people like the Bredars lived and prospered. Rob

looked dismayed.

-
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closed her mouth with a blgy

You know that I'm no good at telling people bad news.”
voice had a plaintive sound. :
.« Of course you expect me to do it. As you expect me to
verything unpleasant and difficult.” _

he broke off abruptly, horrified at the sound of her own
e; it had reminded her of Gisela’s. She put out her

erman,” he said fervently, ¢ els

. . ’ 1 f
seph changed colour when she told him, nodded silent }.
: -ongs 0? twice, laughed~an unpleasant Iaugh—and said :

43 . H LR

taved at Korompa the whole winter. His df:.jectm.n,
a};ien; V\?hen he was drﬁnk, and he frequently was, with wild
“fits of hatred against everyone and everything, got on
‘Clarisse’s nerves. Sometimes she felt una!blc to beax: the
itter disdain with which he spoke of all things ; sometimes,
and that was even worse, she felt he was right: there-was
nothing decent, clean and goodhleft in the world; every
attempt at doing good, at being kind and helpful was worse
“than futile. There was a tiny trace of personal annoyance
hixed up with these considerations; after all, Joseph had
~only known Isclde for a few short months; how could he,
'who was always finding fault with all the women he knew,
really have cared for the charming, but silly, girl?
. % He was in love,” Margit said in her matter-of-fact way.
Besides, we're all continually criticising him, and the 11tt1’c
oose adored him. Of course it did him good. But’ be’s
“sare to get over it. One gets over most thmgs.. Don’t let
Joseph’s unhappy love affair turn your pretty hair grey,
Clarisse.” S 3 )
She was sitting at the window, and Clarisse, Iqokmg ?,t her,
aw in the merciless light of the winter sun that Margit’s own
air had turned white at the temples. She stared at thelight,
ilky curls that gave the lovely face a softer and kinder look.
Margit noticed it and smiled wrily:

He is probably’ thinking tha

after a while, “ having to Tiv

irritation ; but he had long
her.-

he felt as she never wanted

to know nothing about a worls




THE SHADOW OF THE CROSS 111

ticks. And poor Mrs. Kraus is halfdead with fear.

: gﬁisiivcd throué)h one pogrom already; in "18; when
e soldiers came home ; and she’s convinced that there will
» another soon. And her husband is very il hearjc-tro_uble,
orid five children . . . She shook her head and said softly:
¢One really ought to murder Emma,Leberﬁnger and those
whio stir her up. It would be a good deed.” .
-~ Clarisse could not suppress a smile at Margit's idea of a
sood deed ; vet she knew that many peqple in the _small town
3id not laugh at her cousin, but considered her—notwith-
tanding her eternal cigar a;nd her somewhat rough manners
, kind of guardian angel. : .
?\Es. Krags, looking fp at her with frightened black eyes
when she entered the shop to buy Christmas Qards, also said
something about angels, and the man st‘andmg before the
counter turned round and smiled at Margit:
2% You're a good wornan,” he said. -
“That surprises you, ¢h, Mr. Prohaz‘ka? I, too, am
imazed at a Red paying me a compliment just because I be-
dve as a decent Christian ought to.”
Tido Prohazka laughed. :
“Your parish certainly does not seem to ‘1‘3@, of your way
of thinking,” he said with a broad grin. © Last night the
. good Christians smashed my windows.” . :

“ Dear God!” The woman behind the counter turned
pale. *Has it begun already?” ' ‘
© «And the letters I get,”” Tido Prohazka went on, still
smiling. © Anonymous, of course. I'm a Ia,cjkey of the
Jews. DI’ve been bought over by the Czechs. k! d better go
and live in Prague. But then, of course, 1t suits me to stay
hére and lord it over the town. There was one writing I
recognized,” he added slowly. “I think I ought to talk to
Monsignore Jeszenak about it, because, after all, the man is
his sibordinate, if that’s the right expression. B_ujt, his
smile grew kindly teasing; “ perhaps I’.H better talk it over
with you, Miss Jeszenak.”- ‘ o
Margit had blushed a rosy red ; she sat down on a chair

before the counter. i |
%1 know whom you mean, Mr. Prohazka. But Pvegotto
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“ My dear, there are other things in the world besides I,
affairs and misunderstood women who meurn for a lo
who never was one,” she said mockingly, puffing hard at};
cigar. “ Yes, Clarisse, much more important things, F
spirits; if I had not always believed in the devil, the ap
Christ, not the one with horns and goat’s feet, but the j
carnation of evil, I'd do it now. I can watch him sneakiy
in everywhere ; and poisoning souls. You live on the est
seeing no one but the family, Marianka and:old Jén; he
are you to know .. .”  She stopped, pushing back her cup
impatiently, and Claxisse noticed with concern that her hag
were trembling, ' i

* What’s the matter with you, dear ? ” she asked anxious!

Margit drummed on the arms of her chair. e

“*Tell me, are the people in the other countries blind?
she asked passionately. “ Or don’t they want to see, beca
that comes easier? I should like to make every foreign sta
man look after a small parish; then he could observe
miniature what's wrong with the world. He'd .. §p
broke off with an angry little laugh. “ And Aladar, wh
never sees a thing. Dear God, why couldn’t I have been th
parish priest instead of him? I'd have shown Fathe
Gogolak where he gets off  But of course it had to pleas
Providence to make a weak woman of mie ; I mustsit at h
and knit stockings for the poor—who don’t wear them, sma
blame to them—and watch the parish going to the dogs. B
cause no one does anything.”

“I'd never have called you a weak woman.” :

“Can I thunder from the pulpit? Have you ever con
sidered what an enormous help it isito tower above you
neighbours? Can I threaten the parishioners with hell
fire?” She sighed impatiently. “ Do you know what the
are up tonow? Someone, probably that idiot Emma Leber
finger and, maybe, Sister Martha, go about telling peopl
not to buy the candles and the gold and silver threads:fo

their Christmas tree in Mrs. Kraus's shop, because _
Kraus are Jews. Luckily our people know that Mr. Huber
the good German Aryan, is much more expensive, and’ b
on buying in the Jewish shop. But, of course, some of th

=t




' . ST
g CAME THE STRANGER THE SHADOW OF THE CGROSS 113

admit that I’'m no match for him. He seems [Sossessed by dleaflets fell into the shop. Huge black letters proclaimed :
evil spirit.” : € Christians, do not buy in Jewish shops. Do not carry your

“I can tell you the name of the evil spirit,” the post-off Jrd-earned money to the Jews who are bleeding you white
clerk said. *“ What is the Prussian doing here? Why i _;nd who intend to become masters of the country.
staying on at the Bredars’ place? He says he’s writing Margit picked up a leaflet. B . b :
book and needs quiet surroundings. If he wants to wor « Clever,” she said coldly. All nations have been dc onf+
why does he drive all over the country? You meet him:at dered. The order is printed in Slovak, Hungarian and, of
the most out-of:the-way places. In all villages and smaf} surse, German,” .
towns where people are discontented.” _ She jumped up, her cyes blazing. R ik .
Margit sighed angrily. o "« Who threw the leaflets into theshop? ” she said, her vo1§e
“T’ve been to Bratislava and have talked about the m haking with rage. She opened the door and ran into the
to the Chief of the Police. But he says they’ve got nothing. | reet. Tido Prohazka followed her. /jlhe street was

to go on. Surely the fact that the man’s a German should” | feserted. In the-d?stanfce t}'ICY could see two trousered legs
suffice to have him expelled.” ,cing in the opposite direction.

Tido Prohazka smiled. o Mrs. Kraus was crying bitterly. She thought of her sick

“You must not generalise. FEvenin the Reich...” usband, and her five Cm;dmn,_and.remembered ;Ihat her

** Oh, for goodness sake, don’t trot out your good, inno eat-grandparents had al?eady lived in the town. heréf;z;”g
Germans who are being terrorised by a gang of crimina ell hot on a coloured Christmas card, representing the Lauid
A nation that calmly looks on whilst people are being to » the manger, holding a banner upon which was wrxt‘Fen in

tured and killed . . . How many million inhabitants h
the cursed country? Sixty, I believe, And not even thirty
millions rose up and said : Stop it, we’re not going to sta

polden letters: * Peace to men of goodwill.”

that kind of thing any longer. If thirty-one million h - «There’s something in the air,”j{anus\v_yskm}:]ﬂ said, ;e::-;
said it, the whole Hitler devilment would have been swept ing himself at the supper-table. Something that use
away long ago.” : vk fo be there before.” )

“ We don’t know everything . . . Remember the oppres- Elisabeth put a plate in front of him. . .
sion, the terror . . )" . “ Bat, Hanus. Yow've had a busy day.” b

-* Look here, Mr. Prohazka, let’s be frank, I don’t like the «“ Formerly,” Hanus said, not to be_diverted frcm; d'ls
Reds, because they’re too materialistic and have a tendency. grievance, ©* when I arrested a man he called me a ?r.A dI'I
to forget that man does not consist of body and brair not mind that; I should hate to be arrested‘;‘n}(se < Al on
only, but has also got a soul. And you probably dislike the don’t like having to arrest other people. Butil comg uﬁ.
Catholics, because, unfortunately, so many of uvs are cowards the son of the vet smashing a window I've got to ta %\7 gﬁi
and worse, and quite ready to side with the Nazis. ButI'm ‘to the station. Thank you, dear, no more poi}:ixtoes.u . al
perfectly sure that you would never go over to those brutes, ‘was I saying? Oh ¥ES, I remember: formerly; gy ca Ai; dn};
“and, I trust, you're convinced that I would not either. Nor a cur, but now they’ve taken to saying Czech cur. " 1_1 :
would my brother,” she added with a trace of embarrass: ‘church they won_’t sit beside me. You saw it yoursell ias
ment. : ' : h : ‘Sunday.” - ] : '

He nodded and was going to say something, but before he " Flisabeth nodded silently and went to the door.

could open his mouth the door flew open and a bundle of. _* What are you doing?”




F THE CROSS 115
e CAME THE STRANGER THE SHADOW OF THE CR

. endarme Vyskocil was not cur':%ed \n{ith foo .vividh_an
aeination, but holding his wife tight, it seemed toh im
1fghe heard-in the distance an evil, almost bestial laugh.

“I only wanted to make sure . . . Emma, she’s got i
the habit of lstening at doors. She’s become so wigk
Hanus, T ought not to say so; after all she’s my sister
I can’t trust her. She won’t let me into her room ; the
is always locked. The other evening I came past and %o Lo ' s a1
her talking. At first I thought shegwas saying her pray Clarisse had not been the only one ;;p dﬂiilggvcgf;risn a:;i
because she said: “My Saviour, my God’ . .. But somehoy | ' graw her curtains, in an attempt to “fc‘;le e, with the
it did not sound like a real prayer. And then she said: -y resent. Doctor Silberthal had doneh e s e et as if
have exalted your faithful servant, and you will mak ‘Ference that he occasionally felt unhappy aivin o to
mighty and destroy my enemies.” She stopped and I ¢ were neglecting a duty; as if hn}fwge & ¢ ogthersyfdi‘
her kissing something ‘ owardice by trying to forget the su 'cr1:1gs§ to the last

The gendarme laughed good-naturedly. tar they might destroy his own hapfgme».si( ax?d of bitter

““ She’s probably in love. And all her silliness comies f year his whole life had c?ns:s‘ged o w}?r T
reading too much. One never sees her without a book - memiories o? 1sltud':r::t gaYtS 1}?&371;:;%1: 1;;6 iebur den to hirm.
pamphlet.” B tism of his fellow students & Tou

“ Why won’t she let me come into her room? Why d ‘Their unconcealed hostility towardsthe ° Ei] Fiw‘ 1h a&;ﬁaﬁ%ﬁ
she hate me? What have I done? What has little Ha '3 cheerful, sociable boy into a taciturn an onei yhe had felt
done? She sometimeslooks at him asif she wanted tom cith distrust of all Christians. The only people B :

_the child.” - . : t home with had been. the Herdegens, t}}l:i: ]e;zeéi alzJecome !

“ That’s only your fancy.” He looked at her tende ome of his poor patients. But now everilyt hng lc?ved for so |
“Of course women who expect a child do get that way, erent; he had 2 home; the womarfl € tt'a that it was
and see Doctor Silberthal ; he'll give you some medicine.” ong was his wife; a child—he kept or%ﬁ mgle L

She burst into tears. : not his and grew fonder of the boy from day, ? nteg
“ You don’t know what she said when she saw that T'y Since the baby bad been born, Elsc had sq(;;or}?grccij;:band’
going to have a baby. She laughed and looked me all ov affectionate and passionately in love Wilf ith the anfor-
‘ Another child by the Czech, another bastard, you shan Hynek Silberthal sometimes asked himself, wi N )
less bitch.' : unate inclination to self~torture he was prone to, Ome?he
The shop door banged. Elisabeth gave a little cry. ~ of her love he owed to her hatred for zgm‘gl}:er rr;?;lf"ul gnes >
“ Soshe was listening at the keyhole, She must have hea shook off this thought as he shook off a g‘» etf}? e thines
everything., I'm afraid of her, Hanus. I'm terribly afys closing his eyes and hig ears ; not seemg and not hea lg § d
* of her” . that could threaten his happiness. Why not enjoy love an
She ran into the next room and came back with little
Hanus in her arms. :
“Thank God néthing has happened to him. Thank God
she did not hurt him.” S
Sitting down beside her husband on the wooden bene
she wiped her eyes. S
¥ We were so happy,” she said with a sob. * You and
and little Hanus, And now ...and now ...”

ife as others did ? )

}Ffeﬁe pusked away the morning paper lying on the break-
fast table. He did not want to know what was going on in
the world ; what was happening beyond the Cz_ech frontier.
Tt was encouraging to think of that well-fortified frontier
protecting their country against a barbarous nation. The only
important one was the frontier in the Sudetenland ; Austria
seemed to be coming to her senses atlast jand Hungaiy would
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never do anything that might irritate England and Fra;
England, ¥rance and Russia—during these days they re
ing divinities to many an anxious hey
powerful, trustworthy friends, who would never leave th
m the lurch. Of course there were some sceptics, as'f;
instance, Joseph Braun, who tried to frighten it
absurd forebodings. But hardly anyone believed them
The doctor’s house was quiet and peaceful; happin
lived behind drawn curtains that shut out the world, tif]’
day one of these curtains was drawn aside by a rough hay
Svata Hrubin ¢ame home, coughing and feverish, ‘ang
Marianka made him go and see the doctor. ‘The boy
taciturn and suflen whilst the doctor examined him,
looked round the room, his eyes smouldering, his cheeks by
ing. But he did not say a word till the doctor sat down
his table to write a prescription. . ' ‘
Then the boy burst out : '

3
the instruments you need. You've got enough mo

Money, money, that’s the backbone of your race.” But a3
us... What’s the good of studying, of passing one’s exarin
tions? When I’ve passed my [ast one I'll be the same begg
I am to-day.” ' ' :

The young voice sounded so desperate and so filled wi

hatred that the doctor looked up in dismay. .
“But,” Svata went on, and now his tone had chang
and was threatening, “it won’t always be so. The day
coming when every man will be put in his place, Slovak
will belong to the Slovaks, We will not look on helpless
and watch aliens grab everything we . . .
“ Aliens, Svata? > '
“Yes, aliens. People who do not belong - here ; whi
ought to remember that they are here only on sufferance
whom we have tolerated too long.” =
“*Who has been teaching you these things, Svata ?
“I need no one to teach them to me. Ive only gat't
open my eyes; they tell me that ., .» .
* There is no room for me and my people in this country
ch, Svata? That our place is in Palestine ?
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Th:; boy grew slightly embarrassed. He lowered his eyes,
scked by the pain he saw in the doctor’s face. _ et
‘.)“ 1t would be a blessing for the whole world if you le

. 3
1 countries that have borne with you too long.

PR
“ Does your mother say so too? ™
bin flushed a deep red. _
S";It? f:gilhé? is a simple soul. She does not understand.
¢ believes that all men are God’s children and ought to

fove one another. Not even a long li’:’fe of poverty has made
her see what's wrong with the world.

ipti 1ding out to him.

' k the prescription the doctor was ho

H%;ggt do Ipowe you?™ he askgd arrogantly.

Hynek Silberthal stared at hug: in amazement.

g Svata, since when .. .?” _ .

Tlr‘ghgéy put’his hand to his head. His forehead was
4 rn He felt ashamed. Had not the doctor always beer;
511?3- fgi.end? Had he not helped him whep.ever he co_ul.d.
‘Had he not studied with him during the h;)hdays, egplammg
und repeating things with great patience !
_a_.n(‘i‘ ;i%e?..l. % oniyg. .. I did not mean you, persor’}’aﬂy. If
ere as decent as you are. But yousee. ..
'ﬂigizwls):gkz off and looked at the doctor with unhappy,
hewildered eyes. . _

V‘\ilidsgd no¥ want to burt you,” he said in a low voice.

“Never mind. I’ve been told that kind of thing before.
Don’t forget to take a teaspoon of the stuff three times a
day and stop in bed for a week. Shall I come and see how
--yoﬁ. are getting on, or would you rather have nothing to
do with the Jew?” . _
o gvviata sfogd in the middle of the room, nervously clench-
g and unclenching his hands and looking at the doctor
with Marianka Hrubin’s soft brown eyes.

“Im sorry. I really don’t know what mz’i’de me . . .
And .. . if you do come, don’t tell my mother.”

Hynek Silberthal smiled kindly and a trifle wistfully.

“You may he quite sure that I shall never say anything
‘that might grieve your mother. And it would grieve her,
if she'knew . ..” L .

Svata interrupted him, saying mqpnsequently :
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“How easy life is for people who believe in God. I
wonderfully easy. Perhaps it would have been better
me not to study medicine. To be a peasant as my fathervy
There are so many things I cannot understand, I get s
muddled up. I simply don’t know what to believe: the '
teaching, or the new one.”

“The gospel tells you that every tree is known by its friis
What fruit does the new teaching bear, Svata?*

The boy nodded slowly, hesitatingly.

*That’s what my mother says. But then she is conv
that the anti-Christ has risen in Germany, and that the
fight between him and God has begun.” He smiled aliriog
apologetically., “She’s a simple soul.” J s

He put out his hand, drew it back nervously, put it .
again. The doctor took it without a word and held
an instant. :

“ Thank you, doctor, and . . . I really did not mean
offend you.” : ' e

He almost ran from the room. Hynek Silberthal felt.
limbs go leaden; he sank into an armchair, For an inst
the carefully closed door had been opened, the curtain: ha
been drawn back and before the window stood life, nake
grinning and ghastly. Far away sounds reached his ea
moans, cries, whips lashing bare backs. He shivered. ‘Th
his whole body stiffened ; he shook his head and said ou
loud: It can’t happen here. Not in Czechoslovakia.” H
repeated the words as if trying to convince himself, Thed
he opened the door into the waiting-room.

“The next,” he said; :

Margit Jeszenak was engaged in making a scene.

“You can’t do it, Aladar. I won’t have him in the hous
She puffed furiously at her cigar, blowing clouds of smoke
into the study. “I can’t bear him. I hate his round
expressionless face and his false smile. Let him stay at thé
Golden Lion. Why is he coming here? What does
want?” '

Aladar sighed,
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-« P'ye got to ask him to stay with us, my dear. Tt can’t be
voided. After all he’s a colleague. You”must not permit
Jlitics to make you forget your manners.” ’
«politics! It’s not only politics. I mm;}f;c— can’t stand
especially when they wear a cassock. _
Wj‘I‘KIﬂizzﬂypdon’t 3linow whyyyou dislike Tiso so much. At
cast he’s one of the moderate menabers of the Hlinka Party.
He may be stupid, but he can’t h?ip that. Besides, many
ple say that he’s not stupid at all” _ o
«“Stupid or not; he’s as ambitious as they make them.
And as false and cunning too. When the old sorcerer in
Ruzomberok dies, Tiso will become his successor. You'll
what will happen then.”
. “You always exaggerate,” S
‘};nd you Bllever %ge anything. You sce nothing, Aladar,
ou hear nothing, and if by chance you do, you turn away
and close your eyes, and stop your ears, for fear som-.cthmg
might interfere with your studies. - You waste your time by
trying to find out what poisoned and depraved humanity in
he old times and in the Middle Ages,_but what is depraving
¢ here and now does not interest you in the least. For good-
ness sake put away your books, give up studying the patristic
writers. Hell is loose.” o e .
" “You've been saying that for years, Margit. [
Afadar took his briar from his pocket and Margit threw
him- the matches with an impatient gesture. She ‘hated
Aladar’s pipe and looked upon it as her brother’s aily. Hidden
by smoke clouds his face did not betray when she had made
hit. :
i Yes, for very many years,” the priest repeated. .
. “Dear me, the paltry little sins.we, or }"ather .I, had 10
fight against. Stealing apples, telling stories, taking away
your neighbour’s character, breaking the sixth _E:ommar_ld-
nent . . . that was about all. But to-day . .. This morning
old Svoboda’s youngest daughter came here and asked me
to find her a situation. Just imagine what the silly, sixteen-
year-old brat said: ‘But not with Jews and not w.tt\h
Czechs,” - o
' Aladar smiled wrily. “1 heard you velling,” he said.

ITH
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“I never yell. T only asked her, quite kindly: ‘ Wk « It’s the doctrine of the Church.” D
with Jews, you little fool?’ What do you think i1 know ; but there must be a mistake somSWhere- o
answered : ‘ Because they rape Christian girls’” ; really claim that the Germans have souls?”

“Yes,” Aladar replied with a sigh of resignation. “[’ e Tve got to believe it, however hard I find it."
heard your answer: ‘ If a girl is as ugly as you are she oug «DPo you by any chance als believe that they were
to be grateful if anyone wants to rape her.” Tell me, Maj; - oated in God’s image:! ' . wha
do you really think that the sister of the parish priest oig e ¥or goodness sake, stop talking theology. Tell me what
to say sach a thing ? : &, artha intends doing.” ‘ A ?

” If the parish priest omits saying it,” she said grim S‘_S'ier%s’ Moartha Kurz”—Margit stressed the Miss ;
“'Then 1 asked her, still very gently: * And why not w «¢pas suddenly discovered that she no longer believes in the
Czechs?’” ' S Tewish religion—that’s what she calls Ga:chohmsm—mand that

Aladar put down his pipe and sat up. %l-ﬁ'r conscience commands her to bear witness to her change

“ What did she say? of heart. Her words, pot mine.” -

“ That she wanted a permanent situation, and that't % « T can’t believe it,” ’

Czechs won’t be here much longer. Whereupon I ask “You ought to have seen it coming, Aladar. 'But thf.:n you
her, still with Christian forbearance:  Who says that, y, ever do notice anything. One day the {00{ will fall in-and
idiot?’ and she flushed, turned up her eyes as Emma Leb: ol be killed, because you never noticed that the house
finger does and remained silent. I also asked her,: v };as being undermined. You're really not fit to 100k_ after
kindly: ‘I suppose you go to confession to Father Gogolak. | , \
my child?”> i The priest grew angry; perhaps because he k” A
I“.No, Margit, fI’m sorry to contradict you, but you saj right his sister was. “Mind your own business, he said
‘1 suppose you frequently confess to that young humb is eves blazing, : :
Fatht;g%ogo}i,ak.’ 5 ’ youRs : ; ':Cmi%o}g’stecyome the cga,ptain of the Hussars over me. It does

She made a face at him. ' of impress me in the least. Keep that tone for your dear

“You pretend not to hear a thing when you are writi guest.” ' o .
your sermons, yet you always manage to hear what wag - He smiled propitiatingly.- - he m
meant for your ears. Besides what I said is absolutely i ~«Margit, please, do behave like a lady when the man
irnportant, the important thing is what the brat said. ‘B comes.” ) . -
that’s not all. I’ve got some more news for you.” . 47 always do. All right, I’ll be terribly polite.” . .

“ Good Lord, what else ? - Although she kept her promise, Aladar felt un(_:omfor.ta:i)le

Margit laughed maliciously. . . the whole evening. The guest found himself at dinner siting

“ Martha is leaving for Bratislava.” ' pposite to a very charming society woman, whose innocent

“ Martha, whom on earth do you mean?” ' let eygs never left his face. She listened v.vzth an air of .

¥ The woman who calls herself a Sister of Chari'ty-.: everence to his stightest words, agreed: "‘fith them and
went to the orphanage this ‘morning, and the Mo sted his sentences so that he Hardly recognized them. 5)1_1&
Superior told me. The poor old thing is miserable, thinki alked with a child-like smile about “our government ™ in
of Martha's soul. I tried to comfort her by explaining th Prague and “ our dear President Benes, for whom we ought
Martha had not got one, but she kept crying and sayin > tharik God on our bended knees. As you said just now,
* Every human being has a soul.” s msignore.” ' e

S 3 -
souls. new how
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Monsignore Tiso, who had not dreamt of saying s _
slightly confused.  Was it possible that a trap had beéq,
for him in the house of a colleague? He glanced nervi
at his host; but Aladar’s face expressed nothing; ng
could have guessed what he was thinking. Monsignore T
eyes returned to his hostess. She smiled sweetly, looking
pretty and extremely stupid. She must be stupid, the gu;
thought, only a stupid woman could be so terribly tactjs
How fast she talked ! He could hardly follow her, He beg
to dislike her sweet smile ; it bewildered him., What 3 p;
to have such a good dinner spoilt by a chattering girl:"
tried hard to interest his host in theological problems, b
Monsignore Jeszenak apparently did not care for theolég
and only answered with a yes and a no. Monsignore Tj
did not know that his host was sitting on thorns; to Alag
a guest was sacred, and surely the man could not but unds
stand Margit’s spiteful insinuations.
She poured out a glass of wine for the guest.
“Poor dear Tuka,” she said sadly, and Aladar &
murderous towards her. The one name not to be menti
in their guest’s presence. * I often think of him. He’s g
martyr, jsn’t he, Monsignore? OFf course some people do
think so. I've even heard it said that he was nothing b
a traitor, bought over by the Magyars. But surely that's
vile slander ; he was such a friend of yours, wasn't he ? ‘An
you always saw eye to eye till he was, what shall I say, foun
out. Treally...” She stopped dead for an instant.” Alad;
had kicked her under the table. “ Oh, Aladar, you kick
me,” she said innocently. “Don’t fidget. Do be carcfis
you might have hurt our guest.” -
Monsignore Tiso grew taciturn. The name Margit ha
- spokem had spoiled his appetite. He gazed at her searching}
Were those lovely eyes really so child-like? Was the gi
really so stupid? He began to feel very uncomfortabl
Aladar glowered at his sister and did not say a word. Maxgi
was enjoying herself immensely. She sweetly asked the mo
insidious questions, waiting respectfully for an answer, -5
kept tripping up Monsignore Tiso, and getting him to'sa
things he did not want to say. Aladar longed to smack he

g fused
sest, suspicious -and con , gla

leven and he could say good-night. _ ‘
“ H;ﬁvnever come again,” Margit said gleefully after the
wdy door had closed behind thg plump ‘figure. Aladar
red himself out a glass of brandy. Ly

?%rg’ou were odious, Margit. But you're right. What a
what a liar!” o

;}ur’;'l;);%g up a book he gazed at it w1stfu1‘1y. o
‘T¢'s my turn to say, the time for reading and studying
- past.. We've got to fight.” ) .
zsp&se stretche§ himself, his face suddenly young. Margit,
(atching him, thought tenderly: that’s how he must hg;e
;{jokcd storming a position at the head of his men. She
gniled : .

s ¢ We'll fight, Captain.

he same evening little Sister Veronica was kaecling in
{heri;mail chapel of the orphanage trying to praydforhsixz?:; _
‘Martha, big round tears coursing down her roun ,dc 1H 1w
face. Her poor little brain was terribly bcwﬂdc?el . ow
‘¢ould such things be? Such falthlessnfass, such wic «_;Ie r(;e;s.
Ves, wickedness, for Sister Martha had'even tried to lea . er
o temptation ; had wanted her to commit a terrible sin: to
‘deny Our Lord, to adote a false prophet. She ha(_;l gﬁyﬁl
‘her horrible hooks to read ; the young nuf shuddered, thi -
'ing'of them. She had at first tr1ec}: to win her by ﬂa.ttﬁr)}/l ;
seeing that little Sister Veronica did not respopd to it, she
ad had recourse to threats: * Youw'll see what will happen to
: n we come into power.” e )
'YOEISZ Sister Veronic}; was far from being a _I.zerome é
‘recalling the words, her heart almost stopped beating ;.n
she felt greatly afraid. Would she have to suffer martyrdom
“as s0 many saints had done? Of course she ought r}otfto
e frightened, a religions must have the strength to die for
od and her faith. But . . . life was so sweet and she waﬁ
, fond of the orphans. The idea of having to giveup a
she loved seemed unbearable, Sister Martha had described
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ildren ; to ask God to deliver them from the German
: CI%ﬂt(érseencl good and gallant men to fight for them. What

could she do? She was only, a little Sister of Gha,xs'i}tly
éf se youth was spent loving God and the orphans, She
ol ht of Franta whom Sister Martha had treated’ SO uR-~
i because he was a Jew, and also of Franta’s dead
.. of all the fathers and mothers the Gcrmani hag
d. When would God punisf? the mux;dlez‘;ersé_ve(;)y
; hristians had to suffer too, yet later -
: '}!rsehzilcc?;nﬂg a?l right. But how terribly th{:y hac% suffered,
thng dears. She lifted her rough little hands in an imploring
p'ooture: “ If it must be, give me strength to suffer marty:{
ﬁ?m for the sake of all those unhappy people, dear Go L
But, punish the anti-Christ, hurl him back to hell, him in
his #eopl& Do not let them rule over us. Protect our coin r};
And if it has to be, give me courage to die for the sake Zk
2l those suffering in German hands. You lﬂ’xow how we
ane, how terribly afraid. Give mestrength.” A ekl |
The flame burning in front of the altar trembled slight éf ) R
and its red light fell upon the pale face with the frightene C]

in detail, gloatingly, with sparkling eyes and an evil g
what happened to those who dared to rebel against the
masters of the world. She had spoken of concentraty
camps where the enemies of the master-race were torig,
and put to death, beyond the frontier, in the Reich,
Sister Veronica had wiped her eyes: “ Oh, poor people]!

“You don’t understand. They’re sub-human, Jews
Reds. They have got to he exterminated.” :

113 Vvhy? 3 ‘ i

“ Because we have decreed it.”

“We?” Little Sister Veronica had stared at her

wide open eyes. *“ Whom do you mean when you say wp?
*“The Germans, of course.”

" But you’re not a German. You were born at Bratislay
You're a Czechoslovak.” ‘ o

“Shut up, you fool. I am a German. The blood
flows in my veins proclaims me 2 member of the master-rag
I belong to the nation that is oppressed by the Czechs an
exploited by the Jews.” ' ' B
“ But'surely no one ever did you any harm, Martha

" What happens to my people, happens to me.”

eves and upon the small, hard, peasant hands, (

- i

Zand diatri in a5 s0¢ Feb hered in by rain and wind. The big, white
threats and diatribes evening after evening. It began as sag ?Ea?‘;bizig fg?;;s; i,gz int gn ain and wind. The big, w0t
smell of damp earth in the air. _ , g
-sm‘?‘nsc;rinznilsp coming,” Marianka said cheerfully. “We'll

be able to work in the garden.” - _ 3 _
'S'qc:?;{t’s much too early,” old Jan grumbled. “You'll see
we'll have frost again.” _ _ . D
WcIiie ivas illmtemgpered and taciturn. Something seemed to
worry him ; but he would not say what it was. Sometimes
he gazed at the awakening country and shook his head. He
did not call Clarisse to show her the first snowdrops lifting
their white heads above last year’s dried grass, as he hz;;d
always done before, and she was glad that he omitted t e
small rite. She, too, did not believe in the coming of spring;
‘the winter had been too long, too cold. S’h_e looked- with a
strange, unaccountable dread upon Nature’s new year ; what

nun caught hold of the rosary hanging from her belt
held tight to the crucifix. From time to time she put
hands to her ears, so as not to hear the blasphemies Siste
Martha uttered. When the elder woman spoke of the Virgin
using words the younger one had never heard before, litt]
Sister Veronica forgot her fear and cried out; “ Keep silen
I won’t have you say such things.”

To-day, kneeling before the picture of the Mother an
the Child, she remembered the awful words followed b¢:
mocking laugh and a: *“ All right, stick to your Jewish God
You'll regret it.” S B

Little Sister Veronica shivered, recalling Sister Martha’
voice. She decided not to pray for her any longer; she m
have sold herself to the devil to have become so cruel. M
better pray for all the humiliated, suffering men, and worn
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was it going to bring in its train? I'm growing old, she tq
herself, trying to explain her despondency. We all are.
- wonder why? She felt a great void in her heart; never ki
she been 50 far away from those she loved ; never had g
felt so much like an alienin a strange country. Spring woul
bring fresh work ; the roses were waiting. But what wag
good of roses in a world like ours? What was the good g
anything ? :

“ Don’t be silly,” Margit said, hearing her voice the que
tion. “ Fighting evil is never futile. But you're much to
weak to fight, too soft, too decadent. Besides you only car
for your own life; as soon as that begins to age you feel thy;
the end of the world has come.” ' ~ T

Joseph, on the other hand, agreed with Clarisse. “W
write?” he said. “ There was a time when T really believe,
I had something to say. But what have I to say to the me
and women of our times? ¥ He laughed grimly. “To thi
how many editions my books went through in Germany
They've all been burnt and Pm rather glad of it. Wk
should the Germans read 2 book written by a more or Ie
decent man? Let them keep to their own authors; to th

writers who belong to them, or those who proclaim that ar
is a thing apart, meaning of course that you must never f3
out with any party, because one never can say what migh
happen.” :
Nevertheless, he wrote feverishly, spending half the nigh
at his writing-table. R
“I can’t help it,” he said, almost apologetically. = 0O
must make some use of one’s talent. Andif Ican’t influence
people for good—and I've given up believing that—T cana

least attack cruelty and meanness, and set cowardice in the with unwonted vehemence.
pillory.”

e . , - She hung her head. "The long quiet winter had wrought a
“Don’t you think it’s rather risky ?* Clarisse said. S change in the two men; and she had not even noticed it
was in a cynical mood and wanted to annoy him. . . '_'Perhaps Margit was right, and one ought fo . . . of course one
He stared at her. ought to, if only one were not so tired of it all and so faint-
“How can your father’s daughter say such a thing Hearted. :
Herdegen? You ought to be ashamed of yoursel£”* i

- “ Why should I be more decent than others?” Joéeph threw the evening paper on the round table .in the
*Because life, fate, God, call it whatever vou like, ki ing-room. - -

 peen very generous towards your race and you've got to
pay it back by behaving decently.”

“Sentenced to a life of courage and decency,” she
ocked.

* He gave her an angry look.

“How I hate the words : why should I be different? They
¢ the root of all evil, they justify the herd running after
“the bell-wether because he bleats loudest ; the herd : cruel
‘pecause it is cowardly; brutal and inhuman because it is
“afraid. The herd: the incarnation of vileness, vulgarity,.
ffishness. Don’t you know that if only a single million of
‘average men and women, not heroes, not saints, just people
like you and I, ‘had risen up in that god-forsaken country
_peyond our frontier and had fought against the beast, fought
gpenly, without fear, without compromise, the whole night-
“mare would have been over by now? One million out of
sixty. I ask less than Margit who talks of thirty millions.
But &very man and every woman over there has acted accord-
ing to that damned point of view: what can a single
‘individual do against a whole nation?” '
Clarisse laughed. _ ‘ _ -

.*I never knew you wanted to be a hero.”

“Why not, if it can’t be avoided? Besides, what is
roism ? , : -
“Living, not only dying for truth and justice,” Robert
said, from behind the book he was reading. B

1 (Cllarisse stared at him in amazement,

- “You too?” .
I you have not found out by now what is at stake and
what must be done, you never will,” her husband replied.
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“I always expected it,” he said, pale with rage. “T jover? The millennium has come. Ah, well, let’s hope so.
damned traitor! 7’ : %&1 have to go to Vienna to vote. The frst time in my life
“ What’s happened ? ”” Clarisse asked, looking up from }, it I have no doubts as to how 1o vote.” ‘

baok. He left Korompa on Friday, gay, full of hopeﬁ. _

" Finis Austrie.” 1 isten in,” he said, getting into the carriage. ** Celebrate -

“ What do youmean? “Talk sense.” Lo _ur resurrection with us.” ' ;

“ Austria has knuckled under. A madman or a traitor, ; They did listen in ; but what they attended wasa funeral,
don’t know which, has given in.' Schuschnigg has gone t 2 resurrection, Late in the afternoon—they had just sat
Berchtesgaden™ - - ' . Jown to tea—came the short incomprehensible news: the

“Ican’t believeit.” = ' - Jebiscite had been postponed. It was repeated again and

“Read it yourself. The paper-hanger whistled and '-zgain, sounding more menacing with every repetition ; il at
Austrian Chancellor came to heel. Traitor!” - Jast, towards midnight, a small country cried for help; des-

“Dor’t you think we’d better wait and see? We dg : er;ttfﬂy imploi:ing aid from the whole world; and its cry
know what has really happened,” Robert said soothing] mained unanswered . . . : N

“ Surely it’s clear enough. "He’s sold the country, the They listened in silence to the Chancellor’s speech; to his
fortunate little country.” 5 Jeclaration that Austria was yielding to force, and, for the

“I'm sure he didn’t,” Robert said. *He’s not a stat last time, to the old national anthem by Haydn. They
man. God knows, he is madly prejudiced, but he lo heard the speeches of the Austrian traitors: Seyss-Inquart,
Austria and he’d never deliver her up to a criminal.” © “Wilhelm Wolff and all those others who had sold. their

“If it’s the only way to remain Chancellor . ..” " ountry for money and a good position. Then, in t]ge chilly

Clarisse had taken up the paper with trembling han mall hours of the morning, a harsh German voice pro-
She felt sick with nervousness. There had been a time when Jaimed : )
she and many others would have asked impatiently: “W " “You are now going to hear the Horst-Wessel song.”
should we care what happens to a country that has done us ‘ That’s theend,” Robert said dully. © The Germans must.
so much harm?”  But these times were past. To-day real ¢ marching in by now.” o '
friendship united Czechoslovakia and Austria, and manyo  Clarisse tried to keep back her tears.  Was that really to
her former adversaries felt nothing but pity for the small Be the end of so many hopes, of so much joy?
neighbour, browbeaten and menaced by the Reich. E “Tt can’t be. Someone must intervene. Someone must

What had really happened they only knew on Sunday; come to their aid.” / :

‘when the Chancellor, speaking at Innsbruck, proclaimed the “Who?” S :
plebiscite. Joseph seemed to revive. : ) " Laden with bitterness and reproach, the question sounded
fhrough the room, and was swallowed up by a sinister silence.

“I wronged the man. . Everything can still come right. -
Robert and all those who were asking it in fear and trembling
laughed. 1 got a letter from mama. She writes like knew the merciless answer in advance:

“No one.”

letter. “ Just listen: ¢ The beastly Prussians won’t get thirty
per cent of the votes. Never have I seen Vienna lookin;
like it does since Sunday. The people are transformed. One

. Clarisse could not remain at ho'me’. doing nothing.. She
sees only happy faces””  He smiled. * Isn’t that mama

“as terribly anxious about Aunt Anny, Uncle Tony and,
SR
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most of all, Joseph. She drove to Bratislava. Pcrhapg.' semy behind him. ©To-morrow,” a woman whispered,
would be able to get in touch with her relations from the ¢r voice as thin and as brittle as a thread, “ to-morrow he
The Slovak capital secemed to have gone into halfmoy 7l enter Vienna. God help all those who did not escape in

ing; the kind of mourning one wears for a distant relatj ime.” ' :
The streets looked dreary; many people seemed suddenly - There were so many of them, so many. Clarisse thought
aged and slightly bowed down ; only slightly, for afters #ith a shiver of what would happen when the Fiihrer of the
the blow had not fallen on them; only upon 2 neigh Germans entered the Austrian capital.  What were the beau-
Clarisse stopped at a hotel close to the station and went uful Viennese streets looking like to-day? She could imagine
meet every train coming from Ausiria. She was proud t; the papers wrote of yelling, shouting, looting mobs. i
her country. Czechoslovakia opened her arms wide an ias a comfort to hear that not all the Viennese had *sold
took in even those who had been her adversaries, She:di nemselves to the devil,” as Zapletal had said; to be told of
not call the people who had crossed her frontiers “ glieng icts of unexpected, unhoped-for kindness; of bank clerks,
her compassion was untainted by superciliousness; she w wearing the swastika, warning old clients: ““ The financial
glad to help, and did it generously. A mighty wave of pit police have ordered us to riote the name and address of all
had carried up men and women; never before had the those who take something out of their safe,” and whe, when
reached such heights. Of course, it came natural to feg trembling voices obediently wanted to give name and
compassion with the refugees. The people getting out of address, shouted impatiently: © Can’t you see that P'm busy.
trains or arriving in motor cars from the frontier wer [ have not got time for you,” and pushed men and women
pitiful sight. Many of the women were weeping, the r ilmost roughly away from the counter. Chauffeurs had
looked pale and nervous; some faces were red and distorte tried to console weeping women: “Get in.  As long as
by rage and hatred. In a trice the whole town was o yow're in my car, nothing will happen to you.” Workers had
crowded., Many of the refugees had fled for the sec stepped in between Jewish women and young Aryans attack-
time; they seemed more weary and discouraged than ing them: “Go to the devil! : You're not going to touch
others ; their eyes roved about nervously, asif looking out fo her!”  Clarisse gave a sigh of relief. - At least it was not
the merciless giant hand that was trying to grasp them quite as bad as in Germany. : : :
second time, Would they find peace and security here - But even here one saw rejoicing faces—German faces—
were they doomed to flee on and on to the very ends ofit unable to conceal their delight. During the first night she
earth? ki spent at the hotel, she heard brutal young voices yelling :
Zapletal, the head waiter at the hotel, looked afte “Siegheil! Siegheil!” It had sounded like the roaring of
refugees like a father. “ Better have some food at once, wild beasts scenting their prey. ' :
said kindly. “ After you've eaten things will look qui - She could not sleep and got up early. The dawn was pale
different.” He did not serve them as if they were stranger and sad ; an icy wind blew from the north. Yet the streets
he treated them like long-lost children who have come hom were not deserted as usually at this hour; motor cars kept
at last and for whom nothing is good enough. Clarisse fe driving past, and from the station came a long row of weary,
touched, as she watched the little man with the bald head frightened people. .
the short legs eagerly hurrying from one table to ancther Clarisse lifted her eyes to the green hill, rising behind th
accompanying every dish with a kind and encouraging wor station’; a single tree stood straight and defiant on the hill-
Motor cars tore past as if the man at the wheel could 1 top. How lonely it looked, how deserted ! 1t could look

believe that he was safe; as if he still heard the pursul heyond the frontier, it knew what was happening. Suddenly
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o terrible dread overcame Clarisse; if the wild hordes, i shaky voice asked, and turning round, Clarisse saw pretty
not stop in Austeia they would come from that directio - Mrs. Weiss, who came to Korompa every Whit-Monday,

Their planes, that flew so low over Vienna, would fly oy ringing sweets for the orphaps™ party. She did not look
this hill ; perhaps a bomb would hit the lonely tree . . . Fe - pretty to-day ; her big black eyes were sunk deep in their
red rims telling of sleepless, tearful nights; her face

an instant she thought that she heard the roar of an engi ‘sackets,
in the air. Looking up, she felt an immense relief - seein as a yellowish white and her hands were nervously picking

nothing but an empty, desolate, grey sky. They will.n “at her coat. C :
dare . . . We have got allies, we have got friends, we are 1 -« My sister and her husband . . . she said, swallowing her
alone and deserted ; like the tree, ke Austria . .. - - ears. “T did so hope they would come. They were only
She returned to the hotel and rang up Robert, but he kg 'married a year ago. .. They were so happy. And my sister
0t heard from the Brauns., Zapletal, serving her a brea '
she did not feel like eating, for, as he declared : © Man
be fed, whatever happens in the world,” glanced at
compassionately, for Aunt Anny had stayed at the hat
several times and was popular with the staff. * Don’t WOT
about her. She belongs to the people who always come
on top. Eat your cgg,” he added kindly, “it’s quite fres
And don’t be anxious about Mrs. Braun; God will prote

s expecting a baby.” .

Her voice broke. Clarisse put her arm round the little
woman’s shaking shoulder.

« The frontiers are open,” she tried to comfort her. * Per-
aps they will come from the other direction.”

Mrs. Weiss wiped her eyes.

“Forgive me, but T've been waiting and waiting, day and
ight, half-dead with fear ... And I keep asking myself, if
pe Germans will eally come to a stop at our frontiers; if

her ; He won’t let her fall into German hands.” :

He said © German » without any of the insulting adje hey were to come here ... But surely that will not happen?
ives people used in those days; but the contempt expresse God won’t permit it, will He? My children ... The eldest
by his tone, : the hoy is going to leave school this year .. . We were so glad
name of that nation something vile, to think that he’d help his father . . . But if they come he
human. Clarisse smiled. If all our peop won't be allowed to study at the university. . . And the
they're too sane, too good, too pious, to become infected with girl ... Dear God, I dare not think of what would happen

toher...” ' '

the German plague, then things may still come right. She
who had always been a pacifist, thought with delight of’ the
fortifications that protected Czechostovakia in the North;
the great munition factories; of the well-equipped ar
No, we are not helpless, we can defend ourselves . . .
Waiting at the station, she sought comfort in th

. (larisse took her arm.

“Clome to the hotel with me,” she said gently. “Well
have a cup of teaand a little rest. The next train is not due
for two hours or so.  We’ll go and meet it ; P'm expecting my

Aunt Anny.”

thoughts. Whenever a train arrived, and one never knew % Mys, Braun? ~Of course, Mr., Braun ...”
when, that would be, she ran from one carriage to the other A mocking laugh made her break off ; a spiteful voice said
' very loudly:

scanning each figure, each face, hurrying to the exit, for sh
might have overlooked the Brauns in the crowd. She stoo

there, her eyes glued to those passing by, feeling cold wit th a Jewess
disappointment as one unknown figure after the other cam Clarisse turned round quickly; she saw Emma Leber-
past and those she was longing to see did not arrive. finger standing beside her father and pointing at her with a

“ Are you too expecting someone, Countess Herdegen? Squat thumb. Old Leberfinger Jooked slightly embarrassed ;

“ .00k, father, our fine lady from Korompa, arm iﬂ arm

'55
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“Nonews?” Robert had heard the carriage wheels and
ame to the gate to meet her. :

““Mo. What can have happened [

‘He shrugged despondently. -
“«] can’t imagine: After all, they’ve got their car.’ Let’s
vy and ring them up just once more.’

It s no good; Vienna does not answer,” Clarisse said

after all it was still risky to insult the gentry asif they's
common people, As to the Jewess . .

“Be quiet, Emma. You know the Jews are always thy
ing themselves forward ; and the Christians are too harmle
to notmc it. But that’s gomg to come to an end also in g
country.”

Clarisse felt her cheeks burning with anger. She watte
to say something, but the words stuck in her throat..
could only utter a single one. “German,” she said in'{]
tone the head waiter had used, “ German.” .

“Thank God,” old Leberﬁnger rephed his voic
tinged with a certam respectfulness, *thank God.”-

Clarisse dragged Mrs, Weiss from the station.. O
short way to the hotel the little woman almost broke down

“Did you hear that? ” she asked, trying in vain to stead
her voice.

“You mustn’t mind ; the girtisill, hystemcal half insane

“But the old man... My God, ‘what is to become of u
Why are men so wicked? What wrong have we done

Soldiers came marching past. Clarisse locked at the
with a feeling of profound satisfaction; one of.
noticed it and smiled at her. Their steps resounded m.._th
street.

Having reached the hotel, Clarisse wanted to ring
Robert, but the telephone was engaged. An old woman

: holding the receiver and crying in-a voice shrill with nerv
ness =

““Is that Vienna speaking? Is that Vienna?”

She dropped the receiver and said dully:

“ Vienna does not answer.’ .

It sounded like a message of death; as if the iovely to
beyond the frontier had died and only her grave-digge
survived and were standing beside the grave, an evﬂ lee
thelr faces. :

" He grew excited.

“« Just think of it! Vienna is-at an hour’s distance and

it off from everywhere as if it were in another planet.

- {hat is the use of the telegraph, the telephone, the wireless,
the: wonderful inventions of our times? A barbarian horde

ccupies a city and takes possession of them.”

They had reached the house and went in. Robcrt lit a,

gar. “Tm off to Vienna to-morrow,” he said calmly. .

Jarisse stared at him ; was that a stranger standing beside

Her, or the man who had never been able to come to a

.'declslon, who had always left everything to her? It struck "

¢r that he had not said: © I shall.” : ‘ :

“You'd better lie down,” hesaid. “ You look dead tired. ‘

i get you a cup of tea.” :

. She smiled gratefully. How pleasant it was to give way

or once, to be taken care of.  He covered her feet with a rug,

nd she put out her hand. :

“Forgive me, my dear,” she said.

- He looked at her perplexedly.

- “What on earth am I to forgive you' [

. She blushed. . :

“ Unkind thoughts, doubts, petty splte P’ve often been

rribly unfair to you.! i

He laughed.

. “My dear child, all that was so long ago, centuries ago.

To-day a single thmg is of importance: to save human

ings from the German hell. * If T hire a car I might be able

_tosmuggle over a few.”

He kissed her hand and, seemg her close to tears, said in a

latter-offact tone :

- “Margit was here. She pulled a man out of the river,

Having met several trains in vain, Clarisse decided to dxis
home. To-day Hitler was entering Vienna; no one
be allowed to leave the city; it was no use waiting her
longer. She arrived at Korompa tired and dispirited. -
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Come, I'll help you undress. Where are you putting they Clarisse wanted to ask what Vienna was like now ; but her
Clarisse?™ - fips refused to form the question. Do :
Having helped the young wife to bed, Aunt Anny cam, =" Aunt Anny guessed it. .
down to the sitting-room. o . “What is Vienna like? Well, I shouldn’t call it exactly
“'Tea, how good. Give me a cigarette leasant. You remember that we live, or rather lived, on the
them on the way here ; it was awful.” oad to Linz?  They came marching past our house; our
She sat down and lit her cigarette. Clarisse looked ‘dear German brothers, our faithful former allies. Shoulder
in surprise. Anton Braun had not said a word ; now he “to shoulder, wasn’t that the slogan in 19147 1 stood behind
- motionless in his arm-chair, a broken man whose vei ¢ ‘the railing and watched them. You know they really-aren’t
did not seem to see the pretty comfortable room, but a sc puman, Their faces seemed carved with a blunt knife, some-
of hotror that paralysed him. Joseph had cursed wildly f; how they looked to me like dead men who had died in their
a while and drunk one glass of brandy after the other £ & sins. ‘Not a single one had the grace to look ashamed. Their
fell asieep on the sofa. But Aunt Anny was the same as evey silly bombers flew so low they almost touched the roofs, and
alittle paler, perhaps, her face a little moredrawn, but ¢} ‘made no end of anoise. The first thing they did was to post
ful and calm. b 4 machine-guns at all the street corners; I suppose because we
“Thank God I got those people across the frontier,” g ‘were so glad to see them and they felt so safe amongst us. I
said, thirstily sipping her tea. “I did not think it could be -ikept' thinking: just wait till bombers raid your towns and
done. I sat beside Joseph, who drove the car, because I 1 “exterminate you, every one of you devils. Then the women
so absurdly Aryan, and I smiled at every man, woman an “came up from the provinces, dolled up asif foradance. Yes,
child we met, even at the brutes wearing the swastika. Noy - do give me another cup of tea, Robert, and a little more milk,
that we’re safe I must admit that it was rather exciting-at -please. Thank you. What was I saying?' Oh, yes, I was
times.” ‘ - _ telling you about the women ; they behaved like bitches in
Joseph woke up and said sleepily : : ‘heat. They shrieked at the top of their voices, talking about .
“ You were right after all, mama.” S ‘him, and rolled their eyes, and waggled their behinds. Dis- P
“Of course I was right.  You and your father may be qusting. 1 wanted to smack their silly faces; the shameless '
clever, but I know more about human beings, Tony wanted “hitches.”
to leave Vienna on the first day, but I said: ‘ No, we’ll wait She stopped dead and looked round.
till the beast enters in state. - On that'day all the men will gef “Dear me, where is the cat? ” o
Apropos. getting drunk ; stop drinking, Joser “What cat?” Clarisse asked, feeling confused.
ses of brandy are quite enough. What was I - "My Mitzi. Surely you did not think I'd leave my pussy to
ing? OH, yes, that we decided upon leaving to-day. - Gi ‘the tender mercies of the Germans. Tony, do go and look
me another cigarette, Robert, they’re excellent. - for her. I'm sure she’s asleep in the car. Robert, please, get
you get them? Well, I hunted a whole day for the addr 2 bowl of milk, she must be terribly hungry.” :
of the Levis; at last I found it, written in my diary, . Her husband had already left the room and returned with
can’t imagine, Clarisse, what a lot of Levis there ar -a sleepy tabby in his arms, that he laid on Aunt Anny’s lap.
Vienna. I got quite giddy looking for minein the director “She kissed it and gently drove away Tommy, who tried to chn
OF course we could not leave town without them. Don ‘poke his nose into the soft fur, ' SRR
Joseph, you've really had enough,” - - - “Don’t worry her, Tommy, she’s a poor refugee. Wake s
- “And..!and.. whatis.;.?? = o -up, Mitzi, you're safe. We'rein Slovakia, . Wake up, pussy.”
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Mitzi stretched herself and mewed plaintively ; she h ‘thinking I wanted to b:z: in time for theharr;val ofhtlhz Eltlxhrei.
being disturbed in her sleep. Aunt Anny stroked her gent [ hadn’t even told a lie, God knows fa,t was - r?;d
and went on talking. i » Tony Braun came @ack i‘rqm some ar—mlx?yfc Ty
“Of course, we had to drive right into a whole proce jooked at his wife. Alittle smile camie upon‘:1 isface.
sion that was marching to the station to meet him. Lorri “ As long as there are people like Y_Olla_l car . . .

- and trucks, crowded with men and women, and the devi She looked at him, her €yes ﬁi_ied Yv;t}; ove1é W that T was
cross floating over them. The workers all velled: ap - “Yes, my dear Tony, all my life I }vebeertx Oda I oroved
shouted : * Heil Hitler’, as if they had been paid for doing the most stupid of the Heffiegcn gll”_%:l Utl O‘f acz Su% denly
Maybe they were. That once ; later they’ll have to do it f ‘myself wiser than you all” Her stil 0{‘\:; y e
nothing. The ‘ classes’ drove in their own cars ; a good ma “altered ; she. 100_ked old ant}’unhal:{%yh ‘Cazhakin «]
were acquaintances of ours. 1 also saw a few writers an “old man crying in the street, she said, her "OICE arcoug;;tr o
journalists ; but rather less than I had expected. At a stre “know how he felt. My poor country, my P(‘;Gr eI Towved ha?d
corner an old man was crying bitterly. A young thug with: - She drew .her hand across her eyes and swallo :
a swastika went up to him and yelled: ‘Stop blubberin Then she srmlf:d. ’ e said, © They must
Only traitors cry to-day.” ” - “Things will come right again, she 331h~ better oyf God.

“Yes,” Joseph putin, “ and mama stuck out her head “The devil has tried more thai}-OHC? to getI;cn_;__i vee :ne “towill
yelled in her turn: ‘ Can’t you see that he’s weeping for joy ‘put it always ended with his defeat. Belie s

s 4 : ; f tea,; Clarisse. You've

Surely any idiot can see that.”” happen again. Give'me another cup of tea, ,,
“ goodyLord, Aunt Anny, how could you?” i mfcﬁ: me talk so much that my throat is absolutely parched.
* Was I to look on whilst the young brute knocked the old. ' '

man down? The young beast grinned at me and sai

‘ You're on your way to receive the Fiihrer, aren’t you? He
Hider."

Joseph nodded. . ' _ .

“T felt my blood freeze waiting for what mama was going: : ‘ THE RED LIGHT
to say.” ’ s - L : ion
o« §oseph, as if T wasn’t as cautious as cautious can be. RADUALLY the perturbation caused byf the an&lg;ﬁl{;ﬁ ;ﬁ
" After all we did have Jews in our car and I had to be careful: Austria died away. Fora few weeks earr&r: the Waves
I nodded and grinned back and said : * 1 should love to re- tossed their waters and flooded the ci)un}ilfY-' ' ffvlwhen new
ceive him,” then we drove on and everything was all right.” - grew smaller and at last fecedf:d’ ony rlfslng ane Men and

She leant back with a sigh. . refugees succeeded in crossing the ‘roﬁtmr. vy

“I'm growing old, my children. My bones hurt m women, saved as by a miracle, walked 13;.1t iﬁtrezs Oroachcd
Thank God we’re here. Once things looked decidedly ba slava, hardly daring to lift their eyes when t t;ihfﬂ ne the
Some youngsters—they’re the worst—held up our car, shou _the Danube that connected thif country wi hook.  Th eY
ing: “The Jews are running away. Stop them!’ Josep . had lost. Speaking of Austria their volcis ® od f'rom/thjé
was green with fright and Resi almost fainted. But I smile  gave the impression of warning ghosts, redum av avoided
at the young brates and said: ¢ Oh, please, don’t stop mie:  dead, prophesying evil days to come, and many

Can’t you see where we're going to? I in a hurry” They ' them, 50 as not to have to listen to th-eiffgloomgt i‘); fr?ogérelx%:s
looked hard at me and let us drive on without another word, One day, when the air was filled witl fragrant spring
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and the sky a sapphire blue, 2 ship came sailing down She shook herself ; her mobile face expressed disgust and
river ; a ghost-ship, that was not permitted to cast anchor natred. s

any port ; crowded with passengers who were not allowedt “« Ag T came on land there were some people standing on
go on land in any country. There were women and sty the quay, grinning all over their ugly faces. I saw old Leber-
children on board, halfdead of starvation. e finger and Emma ; the former nun, Martha; a few G_erman

Margit, always ready to do what was nearest, hired a boa wine-growers, and, standing slightly apart, the Prussian. E
and rowed out to the ship, bringing food to the hungry. Sk also saw on¢ other I had not expected to see : Svata Hrubin.
returned hoine pale and distracted. ‘ “ Poor Marianka!” . .

“ How many centuries of Christianity,” she said despaj She talked on without taking any notice of his exclama-
ingly to her brother, ““ have not taught us to love our neigﬁ ton. X
bours? Try and imagine what that ship riding the wa ~ “Wherever I go I find traces of the Prussian, H_Iavc you
signifies. It is not allowed to cast anchor, its passengers arn heard that someone went up Mount G?.ivary 1as_t night ax:(%
not allowed to go on land; as if the ship were plagué nainted with oil-colours on the crt’amﬁzxz Rot, daraned Jew”:
stricken. Why? Because the passengers are Jews, beca That's how things are in our pamsh.f .
an insane nation, led by a criminal, has decided to €xte 'She grew thoughtfal and slowly lit a cigar. .
minate the Jews. Please,” as he tried to put in a word « T always hated the old man in Ruzom.bcroif, the s‘iamt,
“ don’t talk to me of certain international laws that preven s the fools here call him, But when he dies ?hmgs will he
our letting the people on land. This ghastly chime, thisu ‘worse still. Then we'll have to fight the man with the round,
speakable horror, has become possible because we' at deceitful face and the maddening unction ; .the man whoisas
cowards, every one of us.” She sat down wearily and sud false as hell and who will be, more than Hlinka ever was, the_
denly shuddered violently. “If you had seen the faces: -evil genius of Slovakia. The...”
saw. The absolute hopelessness, the despair, the big eyeso . He interrupted her impatiently : o
the children asking a terrible why? . . . and in some of ' “ Words, Margit, nothing but words. We are helpless, the
older faces such an incomprehensible, almost inhumia “only thing we seem able to do is to talk.”
patience.” She grew angry, as always when moved by p «Then do that at least,” she said passionately. i‘ Pro-
“Yes, it’s our fault. I mean you and me, when Isay ‘our ‘daim the teaching of Christ; be a new voice crying in the
You, Aladar, have not even been capable of making a small “wilderness. Perhaps a few will listen to you and influence
parish follow the teachings of Christ. And I, who have ‘others. Look at the Prussian; he makes use of every man,
shown the parish how one ought to live. We all look t every woman, every child ; no one is too small, too unimport-

other way when we reach the banks of the river, we cann ~ ant, to be harnessed to his chariot. But you, we . . . we'Te
even bear to see what others are suffering. For how m afraid of causing a scandal, afraid things might get un-
centurie§ have our ancestors turned away their eyes so as ne - pleasant. Afraid, always afraid ; and others suffer because
to see misery crying out to them, because they were as callo " we are cowards.” ‘
and as cowardly as we are P’ ' She grew calmer and said in a gentler tone: .
Her eyes filled with angry tears. . & Aladar, you have wasted so many years. Do begin
I“Ie nodded sadly. ' o doing something, please.”
‘ You are right; we all have to say mea culpa.” - Looking up, she saw that her brother had grown deadly

' « What’s the use of that? Itf's only an excuse for dbin pale. He said dully: v, s
nothing.” o “1 know, When I can’t sleep I see my guilt rising up

.,
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before my eyes and I read on the wall the manethekel: ¢
fate, too late.” -

Getting up she went and sat on the arm of his cha
am hurting you, my dear, I know; but I cannot help i
keep seeing the ship and those faces, those pitious faces. A,
also the brutes, grinning on the quay.” ) R

She fell silent; the face turned to her was almo
pathetic, as miserable as were the faces of the men and:
women who could not go on land in any country. She longed
to say something kind and comforting ; but what could she

say? _ B

She genily stroked his greying hair; then, becoming
again her old matter-offact self, she said : G

“T've got no time for talking. Aunt Anny has picked ;
three refugees who want to go abroad. I've got to write
letters to English friends, to ring up the British Consul, to' do
all the things the poor devils are afraid of doing themselve:

And I've got so many other things to do. But if Aunt An

wants. a thing done, she gets it done. She’s like an old

terrier ; she never lets go.  Seems to me her generation waga.
better one than ours is.” : :

She smiled at her brother, who had not heard a sing

there was old Jan, talking of the things she wanted to
-r:%estéop, please,” said the old voice. © We've reached
- p 33 . )

%%fp?xﬁgg ;Yp The old man bared his he;ad and she heard
pm mumble the well-known words: “By Your holy
o ... Then he turned to her. ~ _ H
u To-day many people are following Our L:)rd on His
;Y to Calvary. Shall we be 3pared?' I don’t think so.
fe seemed to have reached the first station ; we am;1 prayiig
‘the garden :° Remm{e' t}}is c&ahce from us’ ; and those who
us are sleeping.

u%}i;giil fipcontrol her Iijrri%ation, Clarisse lashed the horses,
:hich broke into a brisk trot. Shq 1oo}ced abou‘; heé; h?r
vely the May morning was with its green ﬁf-:lll s, taﬁ
eadows bright with flowers, and in the d1sta.ncc;: 11 g. sm :
ilages. She thought of her home, of the peace l;l ays ad
orompa that went past 50 qu1c}<1y, of Robert, who }sleerg;
s have grown fonder of her during the last few mont‘ s, she
Imitted to herself, not without a slight feeling of .1elrflors§,
hat she had not been so happy for a long time. Per :f‘ipg it
wrong to feel happy whilst others were suffering 2 ?t
ow good it was. After all, her life had known very 1t{_} e
cal gladness; it had been darkened by financial worz‘"xes, ;yl
he episode with Margit, by too much work . . . Her yout

word, and left the room.

Clarisse drove to Bratislava, accompanied by old J4
They were taking a few late plants to the rose-garden. Tt
old man was cross. _

“Those damned Sudeten Germans,” he grumbled. 1,
ing down conditions; that silly ass Henlein with his eig’
points. Trying tolord it over us all. Did you read that
claims the right of following a German policy? :

Clarisse nodded absent-mindedly. She had not read
paper for weeks. She was afraid of the black headings; s
did not want to know what was happening. After all, on
- could not do anything. Aunt Anny, whose whole conve

sation turned upon the refugees and their fate, got on h
nerves. She sometimes felt asif the kind, gentle woman wi
the sweet smile was trying to rob her of her individual

i the ti appi he had
t be wrong to cling to the tiny scrap of happinesss
siast foundg . o cling all the tighter because she knew that
t could not last? :

i : i it; her cousin

shytery. Clarisse wanted to avoid Margit; .
ggonged}to the people who would talk of unhappy things.
Although it was early, the town was wide awake. Womenin

i i i i 5. Elisabeth

t in the market-place behind big baskets. ,
%sizocil, carrying a shopping bag, waved to Clarisse. . How
pale the girl was, how sad she looked. Tought to talk to her,

want to know why she looks sad, T don’t really want her to tell

bright blue and yellow skirts, red kerchiefs round their heads,

,/-

2d vanished without her having enjoyed it.~ Surely it could

- They drove through the little town without stopping at the

to find out what is the matter, Clarisse thought, but I don’t
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»  She did not bring the sen-
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she had not been so kind ...

ce to its cruel end.”
«Yes,” Mrs. Levi said.  Mrs. Braun came to our house

an angel, a real angel. It's heavenly being in Gzecho-
Here we are safe and are still looked upon as

me what is troubling her. She drove on. A -
the road a wide blue ribb : [ he bf'm'
e foad & v on seemed to come to meet th
91{1 Jén cursed under his breath.
1 used to be so fond of the river. But ever sing

German devils have occupied the otherside . . .” '
his eyes with his hands, peering over the water. ‘I:I'(;‘}Slléad'
has gone, We did not let the people come onland. W
damned shame.” e spat on the ground and excused b
wﬂ:cl"x 1_::;a,ohc?rrﬁied lé)ok at his lack of manners.
: rgive me, Countes i - i
Surghyoz N s Clarisse. ;?I could not help it.:
e did not want to understand. Do leav i
she mutely implored the old man sitting besid(:: Igzrm}ig
g;"lm and hard. I don’t want to get mixed up with al .
rt and horror and the misery. For God’s sake leave m
peace, you and all the others. Her hands trembled and
horses, noticing that something was wrong, fell into a can;
It did her good fo gather up the reins tighter, to fo
horses to a trot. As long as she was struggling V’Vith th

Her words shocked Clarisse. _

« Don’t say ‘still’, It will always be s0 in our country.”
She said it with a certain pride, till she remembered how
many had said the same in Vienna and had ‘believed - it.
 he black shadow returned. .

« Henry,” Mrs. Weiss said, “ig Jeaving school this year
d going to the U iversity. And you ought toseemy sister’s

ile girl ; such a lovely baby.”

*Clarisse saw before her smiling faces, telling of a calm and
odest happiness, work, 2 home, children. But the shadow
ew darker as she heard Mrs Levi say : _

«es, we're well off. But the others, those who are still in

ustria . . 2 :
" The others, the men and women who had lost everything,

2d been robbed of everything; life is so short ; to think that
exist who are wicked enough to destroy the pitiful fleet-
can call our own before death snatches it away.
don’t even spare the children.” o
“The children . . . Clarisse had passionately longed for chil-
dren and had suffered bitterly because they had been denied
i her. She recoiled from the words the other woman had
spoken. Mrs. Levi noticed it. o '

“ e TPs true,” she said harshly. “ Not even the children.”
Tt was noon and the sun shone brightly through the large
windows, but the shop seemed suddenly to have grown dark,
with a darkness filled by piteous little ghosts, frightened, ill-
treated, tortured children: children who were forced to look
on whilst their parents were being dragged away, or killed
before their eyes. Children like little Frapta at the orphan-
¢, branded for life by the suffering they had witnessed.

A customer entered the shop and Mrs, Weiss served him.
ow strange, Clarisse thought, an instant ago we were face
ace with inhumanity and savagery and now both the

G

cmgg not think of anything else. :

¢ spent a peaceful hour in the park on the Slov
of the bridge. The head gardener tI;Iked exciusi\};; 0 e
roses th.at were especially lovely this year. The only't
that existed for him was the piece of land where tﬁ;"rds
. garden was. He spoke of the next year, of new kinds:
rosie)s he wanted to plant, of peaceful and lovely thin
'fnxgng back through the main street, it seemed to Cla
Ia;s‘l C the pace of the town had become swifter, some
ectic. The people walked faster than usual, the,'shops'
i‘owdzd, everyone seemed eager to buy. She had promi
Shunt xr}ny to lo?k up Mrs. Weiss. Both sisters were in 't
op. They looked happy and Clarisse stared in ama
ment at little Mrs, Weiss. She could hardly believe that il
:\Ias télf? same woman who had waited with her at the sta
rembling, weeping, desperate with fear. She had gro
pllump and her smile was merry. Yet it was she who in%
the memory of those black days. "
T always tell the children how much we owe Mrs, Bray
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women talk of aspiri ' P : . : :
aspirin and cough lozenges as if' they. . Flse seemed relieved. She took an almost affectionate
hing the door Clarisse nearly ran into
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‘ tjhé most important thing in the world : -

ings»'c}ifefgf; Eﬁ-aﬁmllle and took leave of the women. Re ‘;: x?ffn %i;ch%?en. ‘

She had somelghie E;E;Gi«iﬁé\’ay ;helgot. out and went on she flushed with anger; that man, of -course it had to be

café. She saw Ells? S'?b y th(;i ‘ecling hungry she ente; ot man, Does Else not know who he is, what he is? 1

ond sat at her table SI‘ her 2l sitting in a corner and. ose 1 ought to warn her. She’s so young, not, quite

her looking embarmass e girl did not seem pleased t ty, almost a child . .. and her husband . . . Shall I go
’ g arrassed and uncomfortable. Clarisse felt ok and sit at her table till the man goes away ? Perhaps

the way, but she ¢ .
” e could not well get up and sit at-anot 4 better . .. But once 2gain she felt too tired and too bored -
ing past the café she looked in at the window.

table. .
2 . . s o Cact. Gol
Eg:g}is%‘;’; you a lift home, Else? ” she said kindly. o von Brachieben was sitting at Else’s table, talking
““ No, thank'you Pm stayine e saerly whilst she listened intently, a gueer expression on her
Her fin e ying overnight. ety doll’s face.
& ngers p ayed nervously with her little bag'a .
ltiit;:)pt gazing out of the window. Her part of the conver
shcn ﬁgﬁfﬁtﬁfafg ;gf:ra; d abno. Clarisse grew an Valking along the narrow strect with its old baroque
it and began talkin hastilawef ey }? lone. The girl no pouses Clarisse gave herself up to a feeling of anger, mixed
“ 1 came over tca'g;ee m y, feverishly. S yith aneasiness. She thought of Hynek Silberthal, of his
“Prm so sorry.” y parents. My mother isn’t wel kindness, his helpfulness, his Jove for the faiijnhaired soulless
“Oh, it's not'hin serions. But I h - itle dofl who was, after two years of marriage, having an
dava for aces and g us. But I have not been tf)'_Br‘ itrigue—and with that cad . . . A hard voice made her
o sl t% . O?_ne gets 50 countrified and dull livin wt: “How do you do, Countess? ”
less . 7 ' course I'm very fond of it; nevert Looking up she sawaan eldetlzly,_ showily dressed and badly-
' T made-up woman stan ing hefore her. At frst she could not
S}I:;fz;ggg:; ;eszg?foizdéfioiged out of the window remember who it was. Looking closer she recognized Sister
oo L et - al'“;ssc thought. Some Martha who had left the orphanage in. January. Seeing the
Not quite two year i ow long has she been married: king grin on the puffy face her mood grew darker still.
repelied ; sl years . ) . It’s rather soon . .. She felt slightly e bowed stiffly and hurried on. o
N Y éa’}?ng;;l ;Sleil ?qighzt to be glad to have suchi an She did not want to think of the orphanage; the Mother-
to her CT ook hove 1 : 11r1'1d We}rle Aunt Anny I should sa uperior had complained to Margit that Sister Martha had
always gets. found A utY be;'dp why comunit adultery ?: Ont ¢ the children against Franta before she left. What had
and it's 2 sin.” But e T ides ﬂf really not worth whil cen .good—naturbed teasing had turned into ugly, malicious
5t of rmine? m not Aunt Anny ; what busi ullying. In vamn did the old nun scold, and little Sister
« Cllarisse” Else sazed at her with wi el eronica §pt:_rid hours in the small chapel praying for her
eyes. « What are 0%1 o er wit wide open frighte rphans, tired out but kept awake by the idea that her dear
“Nothing, T ,usz .1 Ibg at in such a funny way?’ ood children had somehow been changed into little demons.
The shil 1,0 . kjed aﬁemem ered something funny.” d brutal; they laughed when they
e wel Clavisg d_grmed.f Her eyes went to the clock ucceeded in making Franta, the © Jew-brat”, cry. Little
’ e did not finish her tea; she paid and Sster Veronica pleaded with them, rebuked them, and some-
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times, her temper getting the better of her, even snize ody Jews.” T could hardly believe it was my boy talking.
them. But the children did not seem to mind and kept cally think I'd rather see him dead than Cm?l and in-
-~ bullying the deaf and dumb boy. Profoundly shocked. man. But he must not dic as long as his heart is so hard,
young nun discovered how easy it was to pervert child, cked. DIl atone for him, Il try and help all who need
She knew who had taken over the work Sister Marthy only, dear Lord, let my Svata become a good boy again,
left undone ; and every time the dark sinister igure of Fsj he used to be.” .
Gogolak approached the orphanage she became agitatéd: Pulling out her big red handkerchief’ she wiped her eyes,
unhappy. The priest of Sokolovee had suddenly be¢ ne Mariankas of this world have little time for praying
mnterested in the orphans ; he brought them sweets and im; d weeping ; perhaps that is the reason why their prayers
to put in their prayer books, and neither she nor the M. d their tears carry so much weight in the eyes of God.
Superior could prevent his talking alone to the bigge v
and boys. Racking her brain in a vain effort to underst
the changed world that surrounded her, little Sister Veroy
frequently felt that the priest of Sckolovce left a dirty

Life at Korompa flowed on harmoniously, in keepihg

~wherever he had been, like slugs that had crawled g ih the lovely spring days fc:}lgwing one ax}other in un-
-flowers. Look at Svata Hrubin with whom she had pli oken beauty:. Only Joseph did not fit in, _Smce fihe ba_ok
as a child. He'd been such a good, kind boy, and s0 pi finished he had again taken to drinking., Sick with

too. But ever since he consorted with Father Gegolak: sgust at the news from his country he tried desperately to.
the uncanny Prussian he had altered. He did not go to d oblivion, but it eluded him. The more he'd'rank, the
on Sundays; he never paid a visit to Monsignore Jeszenak carer his sight seemed to become, the more terrible grew
or Doctor Silberthal when he was at home for the holiday ¢ pictures his imagination painted, “If one could write
Little Sister Veronica knew that Marianka lit a candle hat one feels and knows,” he said, * perhaps the world
week before the picture of the Virgin, praying for the ould wake up before it’s too late, perhaps. But who_ can
who grieved her so terribly, s ite such things? How find words for atrocities and crimes
On this Saturday in May, Marianka was again kneg possible to describe?” T - -

before the Madonna. Tears chased each other on’ ‘He had subscribed to foreign papers and insisted upon
wrinkled face and fell on her folded hands. But she ing them out aloud. Clarisse left the room as.soon as
not praying ; she was questioning herself : how could the egan. But it was no use; at dinner he quoted from Th‘e
she had always taught to love God and his neighbour K imes, writing about Henlein’s visit to London—not lgs
grown-so wicked? How was it possible that he believe rst. The article was almost favourable to the-man and did
teachings of the anti-Christ, that his lips spoke only ot betray the least interest in the fate of the Czechoslovak_
of hate and malice ? What did I neglect when he wass epublic. “They'll leave us in the lurch,” Joseph shouted,
she asked, always ready to blame herself, I must have b eing Clarisse put her hands to her ears and determined
a bad mother. But T had so little time for the child : T had make her hear. “ All of them., Even if M. Bonnet does
to work. He was so kind-hearted as a child, but the other'da; ear that France will keep her engagements. It won’t be
when the ship with the refugees was not permitted ¢ he first time he perjures himself.” ’

anchor and 1 said to him: “ Poor peaple, if one could ‘Aunt Anny, unable to resist her son’s passionate interestin
< help them,” he only laughed, such an ugly laugh ; hisda olitics, had discovered some old letters hidden in a chest in
3 face grew quite ugly, and he said: “ Serves them right,” he garret, and was greatly struck by one of them, written
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' her checks ﬁush,'
t made her heart beat faster and
am;g::?ind how many of her countryrmet, anddworr:;ti
0. cwere ontfy s00 ready to obey G;m;ar; c;rd:z:ﬁznin ;c()} g; o
e d greed -on the helpiess .
ol wer af :
.%.r gilfoiﬁzj an heir?:om from t(?e }‘;Sgamsél q.;r;fsesstl;"iisé /
: i i ed rons
to their sockets and thewr T
ad e kept her smiling face and her
less nights. But she kep .
thf:igﬁ (;nannger. She had to, for the ;alzie of dhernh;?iig
o i hock that had made a
5 had never got over t.he: s o
i i des, she had to be merry 10
oken man of B o, week ago. Clarisse, who
st who had come to Korompa 2 X gd e
B 1ed all refugees so as to escape all sad and hop )
' (Z;{:‘:feei farccg to take in the small refugee from her m_fvg
hauntry. Margit had driven up one mOMIE, accomyagic
itile Franta. N
h%furrlnatgt keep him,” she had said. The, chﬂch:en k;ll}lly
« to death and the Mother—Superr.?z: ilan-t Ero;xzsltl ﬁnu;r;
v is almost as miserable and as irightened as _
o e st T'd take him home to the presbytery but -

at the time of the Vienna Congress by their comp
ancestor, Carl Herdegen.
“If the Prussians really get Saxomy, and it looks fik,
we shall never be able to feel safe again. Prussia is v
to the core and it will be a black day for all Europe w
she becomes powerful ; for all the other German States i
follow her lead. The German is incapable of rationa}
ing ; that may sound like a paradox as the nation has broy;
forth great thinkers; nevertheless, it is true. The a
German cannot think ; he can only feel. And his feelin
attracted by all evil things. He has not changed sin
days of the Romans. I greatly fear that the Congress,
intended to secure peace, is preparing terrible wars, M
kind seems hopelessty blind . . . :
Joseph nodded, looking almost pleased. o
“ A wise man, our ancestor. God knows that the stateg
were blind at the time of the Congress, though muc
so than to-day when they do not want to see.” He shmigge P
angrily. “ What has become of Gladstone’s England ?ggﬁ) mne here Jst
the country that always took up the cudgels for the w
and the oppressed?” He banged the table in a drun
fury. * Can’t the fools see what is happening? The wh
affair of the Sudeten Germans . . . Yes, I know thatith
Germans suddenly drew back after having concentrate
troops at our frontier. But they won’t always do so.
face grew crimson with rage. © The Western Powers
us to make concessions,” he yelled. “ They believe tha
are safe, but they’re mistaken. If they give in again it
be Poland’s turn next, and after that Germany will set
to conquer the whole world.” :
“Don’t shout so,” Aunt Anny said softly. “ Theyc
hear you in London and Paris, and Moscow,” she’ad
with the slight touch of dread the Soviets still inspire
her, notwithstanding the many “ charming Reds” she ha
met. Joseph knew-the tone and laughed mockingly ; the;
gaze fell upon her face and he grew gentler. His mother
aged rapidly during the last months. She hardly ever'sp
of Austria but her son knew how she grieved for the cou
and the people there. Still harder to bear was the feel

e almost as bad as those beastly orphans.” ‘

?@i stroked the curly head and said musingly  what be
 «Poor little dumb creature who cannot even teb V{da Do
sars and dreads.” She looked at Jgsc:,}:nh standing bes: et :

- the hall. “So many cannot do it, she said passionately,
i-fl'so many are doomed {0 remain dumb. Speak for them, yot,
& whom God gave a voice to cry out against m}u;tmc. rhen
" He looked at her as if he had never sc;arrll }E:;rfl:czeore.
ilently, a strange expression 10, . _
h._e g?jziid igreriix{ed at K?orompa.. Aunt Anny, who, like
Mar«rit, believed in always doing the nearest thglk;g, goé
Aladar to teach her the deaf and dumb alphabfst. ! e a;;i
the boy became inseparable {sn}ii lﬁradsiﬁzti}ie?r:g) u?]i hiz,
and learnt to laugh like a real chiid. , thoug | bis
1i cew sad and he told Aunt Anny what ha
:ilﬁ:;fpe%gg i%l Germany. She took him on ber lap a’f‘l}? Izzid
him tight; her pretty old face hard and angry. 1ne t?ly
“could not tell how he had come to Slovakia; a man, a r;ln_—‘
wayman who had been tis father’s friend, had come to tnen
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' i der the
i ? How could he expect her to‘hve und
_be;gg;fdo‘il;h the heart-rending dread: * %ﬁ: it should
: n here ; if even this country were not safe?”  She wai
3 eed of her cowardicé ; but her repugnance was strgnge
Shﬁer shame. She admired Marianka and iuntlanigg
cnough to play 'vlzlib forgot their own worries in helping others, who p

to walk about for others, trymng to’ build up new homes for them, a new

' isteni -mindedly to
41, ta did not make i35 £, Isit not queer, she thought, listening absent-mindedly
with Clarisse. Did he sense that she avoided him ¢ gf:di To,ny’g words, how much alike the t;fm w};{;zr;gi;eé
 seeing him made her feel guilty ? Did he feel the cold; is Slovak peasant and the former G?{un e;;nt. roegen’
+ hidden behind her smile? She was inconsequent enough, with the sole difference that the Slovak pe

be hurt by the child’s dislike and envied Aunt Anny wh, iser. il des airing -
he had trosted from the very first. Unele Tony smiled. . From time to time Isolde wrote to them, pitiful, desp

ing her'say so. :

i in Vienna; they
rers, Her father had_ been given an office in >
“Do you wonder at it? Did you ever meet a hy f,gfc living in a beautiful little palais that hi?azfggnf;g;
being, or an animal either, who did not make friends 1 Austrian. The Austrian was in a concener : H
Anny? Somehow they know that she loves them and'n haps they would come to Slovakia m‘:sun;m ey would
thinks of herself” S unt Anny devised the most romantic p a? Sl.t hez: 0 oI
“ But why should one always be thinking of others? 7 idnap the poor child, one really COUIfdant Izorom pga, o
only repay you in ingratitude.” . iving with her awful parents. Once safely a her thoughts
Clarisse was out of temper; she had quarrelled. he smiled mysteriously and Joseph, guessing R
Robert because he had wanted to give up the empt aid impatiently :

R f 33 1 a
of the house to refugees. Of course it had been Mar “Good Lord, you don’t think that I'd let her marry
idea ; Clarisse had refused curi] ) ew in our days? L. g .
remaembering Robert’s reproach ' His mother locked up at him w;nth a chaiﬁhi{lfcsmg;: hid
had been most annaying, - “Why not, if she loves you? After Besides s?he’s not a
poor devils in Austria ?’ ; an’t help having such gha;tly'i pa;e:;lts-ﬂeﬁeqés »

il Br : she has got a dash o gens.

ca:“ %‘igtfra;e)rsc:nt of g(}erman blood suffices to make a person
oo bIe-” . s § . .
good frienids nc}fﬁntoi\nette’s great—g‘x:andchﬂdren_ can tealli,lti?r?sfafirg}f;”
months, but the minute she had said ; I don’ want strang mans.” Aunt Anny was in her own wag 12116&& Hérdegen,
in my house,” her unkind words had built up anew the 'w ast, present, and future were as oned, dn Oears ago was a5
between them that she had believed down for ever, vho had died young _&bf}ut & hug e 3;6' She t;iked of .
was angry with herself, but also with her hushand ; sur familfiar to her as Clarisse and Ro ert w}; 2;. S i her
he ought to know how deeply rooted the fear of pain:a her as if she had seen her a few f‘jvcétl S% ’Schar fiihrer
sorrow was in her soul. How could he ask her to take mis ves Isolde was not the daughter of the 5.5.

. . . . . - daughter of
and hopelessness into her house, to see with her own € ind that “awful Gisela™, but the great-granddaug
what wrong could be done to human beings, what wro gar sweet Antoinette Herdegen.

Robert had upset her. They had been such
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4 being done? How could he expect her to live under the
me roof with the heart-rending dread: “If it should
appen here ; if even this country were not safe?” She was
shamed of her cowardicé ; but her repugnance was stronger
‘than her shame. She admired Marianka and Aunt Anny
who forgot their own worries in helping others, who planned
“tor others, trying to build up new homes for them, a new
fe. Isit not queer, she thought, listening absent-mindedly to
Uncle Toay’s words, how much alike the two women are,
“the Slovak peasant and the former Countess Herdegen?
With the sole difference that the Slovak peasant is much
‘wiser. .
. From time to time Isolde wrote to them, pitiful, despairing -
“etters. Fer father had been given an office in Vienna ; they
~were living in 2 beautiful little palais that had belonged to
“an Austrian. The Austrian was in a concentration camp;
- perhaps they would come to Slovakia in summer. -
Aunt Anny devised the most romantic plans: they would
“kidnap the poor child, one really could not let her go on
living with her awful parents. Once safely at Korompa . ..
*She smiled mystericusly and Joseph, guessing her thoughts,
“said impatiently : B S
“ Good Lord, you don’t think that I'd let her marry a
*Jew in our days? ” : . :
" His mother looked up at him with a childlike smile. )

| “Why not, if she loves you? After all the poor child
" can’t help having such ghastly parents. Besides, she’s not a
veal Bredar; she has got a dash of the Herdegens.”
“ Fifty per cent of German blood suffices to make a person
incurable.)

“ Antoinette’s great-grandchildren can’t all be real Ger- -
mans.” Aunt Anny was in ber own way a relativist ; for her
- past, present, and future were as one ; Antoinette Herdegen,
- who had died young about a hundred years ago, was as
“familiar to her as Clarisse and Robert were. She talked of -
_her as if she had seen her a few weeks ago, and in her :
* eyes- Isolde was not the daughter of the 8.5. Scharfithrer N
-.and that “awful Gisela”, but the great-granddaughter of Al
* dear sweet Antoinette Herdegen.
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house the night Franta’s mother had been drageed av
and had carried the hoy off He remenibered §§:ti§1ga-§:1
cellar and then, later, hiding behind crates in 2 train He
d1d'not lﬁnow how long he had remained in hiding.” A
station a’stranger had discovered him and taken hi;'n )
Even when he had grown tame enough to play
Rober‘t, Joseph and Uncle Tony and to walk about the
den with Marianka and old Jan, Franta did not make frien

_ with Clarisse. Did he sense that she avoided him becag
seeing him made her feel guilty ? Did he feel the cold egoti

- hidden behind her smile? She was inconsequent encugh’
gg illluéttby tlgz fchi}d’s dislike and envied Aunt Anny wg

ad trusted from t i
ing b s he very first. Uncle Tony smiled, he
_“ Do you wonder at it? Did you ever meet a hur
Rigg,?og an ;mmai either, who did not make friends wity
? Somehow the ' ;
A Iz; £ omehow y know that she loves them and nev
* But why should onie always be thinking of others? 'Th
onléirepay you in ingratitude,”

: arisse was out of temper; she had quarrelled with
Robert because he had Wangad to give up ?hf: eﬁj)ig vtr\;;;h
of the house to refugees. Of course it had been Mar
idea; Glal’:}.SSf: had refused curtly and now her face flus
remembering Robert’s reproachful look. "Then, too, old J4
had been most annoying, talking unceasingly about “th
poor devils in Austria ” ; Tommy had bitten off the head ¢

months, but the minute she had said : “ T don’t waz :
in my house,” her unkind words had built up an;t\rsglznv%f
between them that she had believed down for ever, Sh
was angry with herself, but also with her husband : surel
- he ought to know how deeply rooted the fear of pain an
sorrow was in her soul. How could he ask her to take misery:
and hopelessness into her house, to see with her own eye
what wrong could be done to human beings, what wron
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“ I want or d 3 33 . . « Co
growing old ;gyzt)rtl’c(i:hhii:? im:hc i pieadzfgly, and Iy Worry and dread and secret hostility had vanished; a
“They won’t like having ;% .3, gfmph‘ . aternal spirit had taken possession of the people, who to-
said spitefully. g a Jewish grandfather,”. Jos “iay found themsclves united in the same love of - their
“The silly Jtt ' y ~ountry, their State.  The older men, who retained the
Jewish granc?fathjg ’:;‘atiuo‘ggh; to tfl:lank God for the; v gmgr‘,; of former times of the MagY;r oppression, drew
imagine how stupid ,you Za’oul duf t tg or your fa‘?hel‘-“- T eep breath in the fresh air of liberty. The Republic, born
a blessing you took after him a c? e ee;n but f?,r him. Why; | s hy a miracle from the horrors and the misery of war, had
He smiled, touched b herar:g not ahter me. cought them what they had been longing for, had given
“ Sometimes, mama %ﬁ thingi; I‘zzm-e amility. . : em the rights they had dreamt of Their hearts were filled
of us.” ’ i at you are wiser than ith gratitude and gladness. A single thought fell as a
She looked at him nervously adow on many faces: the idea that he who had founded
4t P Y. ; . . .
ing?]’:,)arhng, surely you can’t be drunk at ten in the mopy h;zhszgznwas so Jonges ﬁherc to celebrate its birth togeth.ezj
“I haven’t touched a drop.” - ' ~The young people who did not remember the Magyar
“Then stop talking nonsense. Now fisten to e, Joserd mle, and who had grown up free and independent; werce

fu¥y

something must b > ph “carried away by the mood of happiness all round, and for
girl ... e _ ¢ done. You can’t leave that unfortuna nee forgot to grumble and to heap reproaches on the “ men
She was prevented f; i B t Prague * and to blame them for many a thing they called
Franta Comi%g ‘;’fﬁfﬁk f;g;%i,nlghﬂggg(ie;;em‘?nﬁf by Titt] nbeazable; and no one cared to remind them of their
him; the little child - ' quickly to mee fevances. :
joselsh watlch:dcgifntggi h{';zl;that?ld %nd pulled her #way ' The German and Magyar minorities were much too dis
tender. * Perhaps,” he thgu ht(:) “ ‘;%aix;den. His eyes grew | crect to disturb the general harmony by a false note. Old
I had inherited ycn;r I{indnessg nd ave done better if Leberfinger walked in the procession as solemnly and as
» You Gear, sweet, stupid ang ayally as all the others, he and the local Germans wisely
’ : o concealing what their real feelings were. Perhaps they sent
) a | their thoughts across the frontier and dreamt of a day on
' which they would triumph and the others would weep ; per-
haps. Their faces did not betray them. :
” , a .  ‘When it grew dark the hanks of the Danube were illimi-
THE LAST RESPITE - nated; the sombre waters refiected the twinkling lights,

OUSES . . . patches of silver spread over black velvet. The night came
Hwo;engazn;ith f;g?h SUI;M_SU ects, animated men an dowly as if the happy day longed to linger, knowing tHat its
> Y ¢ latter wearing the brightly. sing would usher in a future bereft of joy and gladness.

coloure - :

&bOLﬁ‘, rg ac C? Svilgtmheeiiiil;zggmry’ small girls in white, rush - But the frontier, although forgotten for a day, still lived
hehind banners Chumh_bélgropesgons solemnly' marchii and sent its poisonous breath across the river. Clarisse, who
blaring, the blué vault of th ringing out merrily, band: had come to town with Aladar and was sitting with him in
the Slovak capital that was e Isugx?m_er sky smiling down the hotel lounge, saw 2 different kind of procession come
the Republic, © celebrating the anniversary of past. The grey, rainy sky and the low, heavy clouds formed
: ’ : a fitting background for the shabby men who marched
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pought Heaven had come to carth. Igow they are disap-
i _and that makes them rebellious. g
e the old fman, but Hiinks, surcly he knovws better?
. ¢ be aware that he is playing with fire.” i
%‘I?Il? Sthey’d made him a bishop,” Aladar said dryly, “ we
ould have been spared a lot of bother. But when frus-
ated ambition becomes a leader of the poor you mus%
Jways expect trouble. Old Hiinka is not really a bad _manf,
at he’s a maniac when it comes t}c: thf;) _mde;’)f:ndence o
ia. Besides, he’s eaten up with ambition.”
lo;ilzl;rocession had disappeared in the drizzling rain ; from
ne distance one could still faintly hear the menacing -cn%;
Jarisse leant back in her chair and lit. a cigarette Wl‘d,
haking hands. Looking into her pale face, Alada;' gai
Ckindly : o
km“ Ii frightened you, seeing them m.arch past, ¢h? .
"« 14 was the sudden change in their faces . . . the tm:nb e
esult a few silly slogans can have . . faxild’ ’the young priests;
how they frightened me most of all.” .
Orgifé fell ‘sﬂZnt; Else Silberthal had come into the lounge,
accompanied by a man Clarisse did not know. Seeing her
.nd Aladar, she hastily took leave of him and walked up to
ir table. o : :
the‘l‘r(tl‘{aorrfe and sit with us,” Clarisse sa}d- with the rather
forced amiability she always showed the girle .
“ Wasn’t that Karmasin who just came in with you:
Aladar asked in a queer voice. -
Flse blushed.
“Yes.” - g o .
“T really don't think your husband would like you to go
‘about with him,” Aladar said in the pastoral tone one s
rarely heard from him. : o
© “Whymnot?” o
¥ Becg,use the man is a Nazi and is stiring up our
Germans.” y - R ' e ..
. Else Silberthal grew visioly stiil
L fil’ibuld not cgarli it that, Monsignore. He only stands up
for their rights. That’s his duty as the leader of the German

‘minority.”
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along slowly. Leading them and standing out sharply
the dull shapeless mass strode a man with 2 hard ascetic f;
and large smouldering eyes beneath beetling brows; iy
reminded Clarisse of 'a prophet of the Old Testam
seer come to warn arid upbraid ; one of those who call dgy
God’s wrath on a depraved world. G
* Hlinka,” Aladar said laconically, and Clarisse, who ks
never seen the old man from Ruzomberok, gazed at-
curiously. , . -
The'men were singing, they looked pathetic in their Ppovert
and their faith. The pale, thin faces expressed an inconquer
able hope and an infinite patience. Beholding them "
seemed to see Poverty herself who had set out from: (k
hamlets, villages and lonely farms on her way towards:
happier, brighter, more just world. On both sides of the pro
cession walked well-dressed young priests and students
amongst them loomed the heavy, sinister figure of the pijes
of Sokolovee.

The minute the magses stopped singing, the priests and th

!

students lifted their voices.
* Slovakia for the Slovaks! ” they cried in blusterin
““ Palestine for the Jews! Get out, Czechs!” o
The hostile words acted like a spell. Faces grew ugly, dis
torted, malignant. Hate incarnate thronged the street ; th
frenzied fury of the exasperated masses; cupidity, ferocity
Again and again the young priests and the students shoutec
their slogans, till at last the whole procession yelled theri
possessed by an evil joy, drunk with cruel ust. |
One of the Jast to walk past the hotel was Svata Hrub
He looked as poverty-stricken and as shabby as the others
and he, too, yelled at the top of his voice, his face hard ang
angry. - : e
Clarisse shuddered ; what she saw was the enemy in he
own country ; hidden in villages and on remote farms, read
to rise int arns as soon as the old man with the prophet’s fig
called upon them. Aladar Jeszenak shook his head sadly
“The country poor,” he said. “ You must not blam
them too much. They cannot understand why they ar
still so terribly poor,  When our Republic was founded, the:

g tone

r




"CAME THE STRANGER - : THE SHADOW OF THE CROSS 161

"The priest laughed mockingly. don’t put on the old recordy” he. said, h1sl
“Yes; theleader. He rather admires himself in that ice gentler than ever. * Russia is our friend, and her
As to their rights. God knows that our minorities have T i ours.” o
than enough.” g :Ips rather strange,” ‘Else said pointedly, “to hear a
*That’s what you say. But I know better. The Ge _ ;atholic priest take the part of the Bollsheylsts. . Of course,
have become outlaws in Czechoslovakia. When I thinki¢ hat's the result of the pernicious Jewish liberalism tha,; has
the unfortunate people in the Sudetenland; of the tw sne such a lot of harm.” R o
farmers who were shot dead by Czech policemen, the - The priest made an impatient gesture, .~ . h
guilt consisting in their being Germans . . .” L - «Didn’t T beg you not to put on old records? Asto Jewis
“ They were not shot dead, they were only shot at,” Alag theralism, you really might know what a lot Ghristianity
replied in a matter-offact tone. “ And the policemen vy wves to the Old Testament.” He gazcg at her with most ul? R
perfectly justified. Surely no one can reproach our govern. | Ghristian aversion and asked sweetly : *Isit _pqs&ble thi._t’ the
ment with being unfair. It even yields to perfectly unreass; Jife of our dear Doctor Silberthal should dislike Jews.._ &
.-able claims, it .. .? . " Shie grew pale with anger. A
“ Obeying orders,” the girl said scornfully. “ The My @ The Jews ;.. of course, there are some exceptions.. . .
crisis came to an end and . . .° : - fut even you must admit that they are aliens in the -H_ndSt
Aladar sat up very straight; his eyes blazing. Poor Bl af our nation.” ' R o
Clarisse thought with a secret satisfaction. But Aladar op Aladar smiled unpleasantly. - S
lit kis pipe and smiled at the girl. , -« If you are.thinking of the Slovak nation, T should h?fv‘t:.:
“Do you really think, Mrs. Silberthal, that you kné widthe Germans were.”™ = 0 o Theon
enough about politics to be able to judge things? ** he agks “ How can you speak of Jews.and Germans in the-ls?,mf:
paterna.ﬂy. - . 5 : breath?” L . ) . -. . : ”_ . .:_,:. P
“I know enough to be sure that England will never tis “Youw're right; it’s an insult to the Jews.” ..+
irritating the great German Reich for the sake of an artific; Clarisse burst out laughing. IR
tate that has grown into a menace to all Europe.” . - Else threw het a furious look. RN ‘*" it S
Zapletal, the head waiter, who had just brought a poto “Of course,” she said, losing her selfcontrol,  so many
coffee for Else, joined in the conversation. U sristocrats have intermarried with Jews. That explains 2
“England 13 on our side,” he said confidently. “An k> e S L T T
¥rance, and Russia. We may be sure of that.” A -] always thought that the German papers wer:e.bz}n_ned: '
The girl threw him an angry look. When he had gone Aladar said.to Clarisse, “ but T must have been mistaken.
she said: ““ How dare that man ! Joining in our conversa This young lady talks exactly as the people. in’ thf“‘_ Reich
tion ; a waiter ! ; write.” Unexpectedly he lost his temper and-turned upon
Aladar smiled. . Ble.. o L e e
“I thought the Germans went in. for social equalit  «Aliens! When I think of what my parish owes to your
Else changed colour and said vehemently : : ‘husband, the man I admire more than anyone else, the man
“Did you notice the provoking way the man mentione +who serves me as a model when human stupidity-and mean-
Soviet Russia?” . : ess nauseate me and I feel like killing off every manngngj
Aladar lifted his hand to his mouth and yawned ; Cla woman I know. Analien, our doctor?”. He grinned spite-
noticed, with a smile, that he did not hide his yawn. 'ﬁ_fully; - % ] would not stress the alien, my dear young woman ;

F

.l




THE SHADOW OF THE CGROSS 163

according to the laws of your beloved Third Reich yo :gara.ble tension of the last days, the agonising fear that
Jewess, too.” _ } T nade one’s hand tremble on the knoh of. -_the-w;reless,- the
“ Aladar,” Clarisse said nervously. - preathless strain were over. Thank God:. - - 7o

162 - GAME THE STRANGER

_He had spokez;1 so loudly that the porter Takics came ry; _ _
ning up to see- what was happening, The pri o : I L
nocf P . : Ppeming e.priest gav? Whenever Clarisse remermbered: that summer ‘she. could
“There’s nothing wrong, Takécs, no one is being i 1ot understand how it had been possible to be so happy and
dered. We are just talking politics, that’s all.” arefree. - A hot fune had gently flowed into a still hotter
The fat porter grinned. o S Tuly, like the waters of .the river Yaha lazily streanting 1nto
- “ We all know Monsignore Jeszenak’s temperament;’ tie Danube. OFf course many things were happening; but
said, and returned to his desk. IR {hey seemed unreal and remote ; perhaps because there were
Aladar was already regretting having once again lost omany of them. Perhaps also because ghe still tried to keep
temper. . o . L them out of her life. She sensed darkly that a couniry, her
““Look here, Mrs. Silberthal,” he said apologetic uniry was fighting for its existence, but in the garden the
““ you're a very lovely woman, so it does not matter TUe oses glowed red and yellow and filled thc. air with fragrance,
you talk nonsensé. Only don’t go too far.” o 4nd over the whole land brooded the stillness of a mg:ilpw
Else stared at him ; the last thing she had expected w mmer, ripening the'crops and bathing the fields:in" glim-

be paid a compliment. An instant ago she had hated h meringgold. oo o po
now she was not quite so sure as to her feelings. Bewilder Margit came frequently for half -an hour; too often: for
and uneasy, she got up and took leave of them; Cl: Jarisse, who feared her' coming and her mer(.:ﬂt}ss words.
noticed with amusemient that the girl was much mo course Margit's world was a small one, consisting of the
er'] sh and a few scattered farms. But even this tiny world

gracious towards her than the priest. She gazed after El
with a smile. e e emed filled with unrest. Clarisse sornetimes thought, rather
“You and Margit are very much alike,” she said; “wornfully, that her cousin grew excited about -perfectly un-
smiling, to her cousin, who was angrily puffing at his Pil; “important things: words overheard by chance or repeated by
¢ What a ghastly girl! Whenever I meet that ki ' “glly gossips 5 a fight at an inn, a smashed window ; insig-
woman I thank Providence that I entered the priesthoc nificant trifles that meant nothing to her, but much to Margit
I’ve got to go now ; no, don’t get up ; finish your coffee. eszenak. Margit counted the people who came fo Mass on
come back and fetch you” . ... . L e unday and visited those who had stayed away, trying to
. Left to herself. Clarisse fell into a brown study.: P find out what had prevented their coming. She discovered
Hynek Silberthal; of course the whole thing might 5 azi pamphlets in remote villages and seemed to bave anti-
nothing but a caprice on the girl’s part; the Gerstne German spies in the whole country; she sent poor Hanus
always boasted of their German descent.  After all, Else fyskocil on many a wild goose-chase, hunting for * conspir-
known that she was marrying a Jew . .. A military band tors ™ ; anid grew thin and nervous. When something went
passed the window, trumpets blaring, Clarisse felt a | yrong with the presbytery wireless she drove Clarisse to
in her throat. But a few ddys ago it had really looked agif pair by coming over every evening to hear the news.
our-soldiers would no longer march peacefully in the streg Clarisse looked upon the wircless as a personal enemy ; shortly
hefore the clock in the sitting-room struck nine, she felt her

as if war was inevitable, as if for our Republic there: '
be no more happiness, no future. Thank God that the hands grow clammy, and cold shivers run along her spine..




164 CAME THE STRANGER

In a few minutes they would all git around and listen 1
voice t.hey had got to know so well.' She revolted agai Ce - :
daily rite ; what business was it of hers that the German _ _ L o
attacking Czechoslovakia in papers and speeches; th s pART THREE—THE PASSION -
Polgsl} press insulted the country ; that the Hungarians o T . o
their idiotic slogans? What business was it of hers tha o o R
land was sending an observer to ?rague,‘a man who:idid
know anything about the country, and that the S
G'erma}ns graciously approved of him? Why did .TOSC o . o
$0 temb}y wrought-up?  After all, the French had decl o . GETHSEMANE
that their promises to us were sacred. Surely that ougl : : _ ' - _
-She spent whole davys i S THUNDERSTORM was  brewing Over Moun alvary.
the ﬂowelz)rs and the deaz B;lhg:;iagr? gcllf‘i trgegtgi?isinc i} Ebony black clou ds, ix}terspcrsed g ith erunous sul_phur-
in the middle of the lawn. ' She avoided Marianka “%h- ‘oloured ones predicting hail, were racing across thesky. The
laoking more worried every day. She wrapped herse green slopes of the hill ghtqmered palely, d1§torted shadows
gay indifference, as in a warm cloak that protects one fre seurried madly over the pointed ro_ofs pf the small shrines.
the cold blast. Sometimes she felt very lonely'- the. A0 ‘The wind raged, filling the sultry air with unearthly shrieks:
seemed far away; so alien. | Tommy alone stuck t6.h Then suddenly a deathlike quiet fell upon all. The leaves
dear little dog, who kept by her si deas if w anting G prot ing motionless as if carved out of wood; the clouds had
her from her own thoughts. Yet the depressed moods 1’? ¢ ned to grotesque figures of stone. The silence, the awful
lasted long; there remained her delight in Summ-e;ev calm seemed a prophecy of terrible things to come. It was
flowers and trees, in the river softly gurgling between g - if the heavens and the earth were awaiting.in breathless
banks, and an ever increasing love for the felds. the me adgr suspense some horror, the thought of which made. their
the forests and the mountains; for évc—:rything: that was N carts stop beating. After an instant the storm. came: back
of her own beloved country. : P 2 wild ‘cry, thrashing about, tearmg at branches; stirting
Thas August came. = . o o p violently eddying dust. But still the clouds grudged the
' - - arched earth the rain it was thirsting for. Flashes of light-
ing set the dusky sky ablaze; thunder boomed a weird
ccompaniment to the song of the wind. BT
Herr von Brachleben laughed. - _
«Vouwll soon be hearing that kind of noise all over the
ountry; but it-won’t be thunder, even. if the sound does
| come from thesky.” o R
A red flash of Hghtning lit up the dimmed landscape, and
Emma Leberfinger gave a shrill cry. T
“T'm not going to stand under this tree any longer. T'll
bestrack by lightning” -~ o
* Her face, that had grown drawn and haggard during the
last weeks, gleamed white in the, leaden light, her eyes rolled

*
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The women had run ahead and were standing in the
‘chapel at the top of the hill, panting and trying to regain
‘their breath. 'The men entered the chapel. ~Martha was
jooking nervously at the big crucifix over the altar and the
‘rembling flame of the sanctuarylamp. - . .. oo
~# Why must we come here?” she asked in a whisper. -
Herr von Brachleben eyed her with a sneer. .
«T chose this place on purpose, because I want you to.get
id of your idiotic superstitions. What are you. afraid of,
Martha? Of acarved figure, of asmall piece of dough that
oun fools adore#” : ST R
“Don’t!” ‘ : B A
Svata Hrubin hardly knew that he had cried out; some-
thing stronger than his will had protested against the blas-
hem R . . X . . g : L N
S Sgt down!” the Prussian yelled.  “¥m fed up with
your stupidity.” : R Lo
' Svata turned away, an expression of disgust on his face.
e hardly knew whether he still clung to the remnants of his
- faith or not, but he could not help remembering how often
his mother had knelt before this altar in prayer.. His love
“for her hallowed the litile chapel. Emma Leberfinger did
| not seem shocked at the Prussian’s words.” - & . =0 o
"« We adore a different god,” she cried ecstatically. “The
only true god. A different saviour, who will deliver us from
- evil, our redeemer - Adolf Hider! ™ - - o nn by
~ Herr von Brachleben gazed at her approvingly.
“ That'sright. You at least have understood my teaching,
Emma, and you may be sure that you will not waitin vain
for your reward.” Lifting his hand with a wooden gesture,
he glanced at his wrist-watch.  Where are the others?”
he said impatiently. “T'm not accustomed to be kept wait-
ing.” He shook his head angrily.  “ Discipline, you Slovaks -
. _ ‘don’t know what discipline is.. But you’'ll have tolearn it.”
Svata Hrubin shrugged and did not answer. His face " His overbearing manner annoyed Svata Hrubin afresh:
P?G‘S‘Sffd embarrassment and something like shame. “We are as we are, Herr Scharfithrer,” he said coldly,
. ,B“t_ you are right,” the Prussian said propiﬁatinglj} “and I don’t believe you have any cause for denouncing
It’s going to pour. Why get soaked? - Come on, the others 1s.” - ST
seem to be late” . . E . «Git down!” Herr von Brachleben cried. - Or would

in their sockets so that only the iris was visible.
lon‘ger Slster.Martha, said uneasily:
. You re rzgjxtr. Let’sgo. T hate this place, itis uncany
Herome_s, the Prussian mocked. “ You call yoursel
German women and are afraid of a thunderstorm ! J;
had r}r:eanth his words to sound like good-natured chaff
somehow he was unable to hide his hiy
stregngely akin to hate. s scorn and some .
vata Hrubin, his eyes glued to th i
posd prosaically*,: ¥ ; gl o the black clouds, int
“ It’s going to pour in an instant. Let’sgoi :
; ) . gointo the ch
What’s the good of getting our clothes spoilt?” C- g
T%S‘ Prussian frowned. . . :
: "" ¢ve.come here. to talk about im ortant thi o5 2
ymf.r x;lz thinking of your clothes,--HrubinI!).’-" e
. The young Slovak sensed the hi '
brusquely : é hid_dﬁ? Scém and #CP*
! }rge’re not all as’frich as you are, Herr Scharfithrer.” |
_ s your own fault, Hrubin, if you never have :
mo‘{n:;yé. Surely T've toId,you moré fhaig once . ..” e
on’t take bribes. I am working for the sake of th
movement, not for money.” . g for the sake of
.‘I:Ils rudeness irritated the other man. -
: ! Yo;:.would not be the only one to take a bribe, Pes
ven e sai
Hlink:.{sg?r tha,tyour beloved leader, th¢ saintly Fathe
* Don’t you dare to slander the dead. If s . had séen
lare ) . ou had
the people kneeling in the street in front of 'hiz house “?ge
he was dying, if you had heard them praying for him, if you

>

knew . . . : "
“Shut up! I’m not interested in legends.” T Lssias

. ; gends.” The Prussi
remained silent for a moment, then he asked spitefuﬂ?1

“ What about his successor? W im 1
. 7 ? Would i
Bl 3o ‘ you call him mcor@p__

Martha;
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yourather kneel? * he added with asneer. He sat down
self and lit-a cigarettc. “ Want to smoke, Hrubin ? *
“ No, thank you.” : o
The door flew open and a few bedraggled figures ent
shivering and drenched to the skin. They were heade
the baker, Schneeberger, followed by the veterinary, Webe
and several Slovaks. The three Schneeberger boys came i
wearing immense swastika badges. Noticing the badges; t
Prugsian’s face grew red with fury. ' D
“Have you taken leave of your senses?” he. vello
“Didn’t I forbid you to wear the swastika? Have you
gotten where you are? Off with the badges. Schneeber
if you can’t even keep your family in order, how d'c;:yg
expect to manage a Gau . ..?> '
The baker began stammering excuses; for an instant,
hated his sons, whose thoughtlessness had perhaps rob¥,
him of a high position, The three boys obeyed ; taking off .
the badges, they laid them on the altar. They knew noth
of the reverence and awe the Slovaks felt; they had_aiway
been taught that everything Catholic was silly superstition
“The Prussian ran his eye over the men, counting them, -
“Five are missing,” he said harshly. “ Where's you
eldest son, Weber? R .
- “ He’s in bed with tonsillitis, Herr Scharfiihrer.”
- “ Tonsillitis,” the Prussian spat the word. “The Fi
calls him, but he does not come, because, poor boy, he has
tonsillitis!  He lies in bed like an old woman, and you'vi
probably called the doctor, eh, Weher?” C

‘.I Yes 3y )

“The fewish doctor?> ~ .~ . :
| ;‘ There’s no other doctor in the place,” Svata said-sul
enly.. - - o
- “Ididnotask you, Hrubin. You’d better leave off bein
impertinent and contradicting me. You say there’s no othe
doctor in the place? Maybe, for the moment. But that's
1o excuse for calling in the Jew, Don’t you know, Web
that Jewish doctors have a way of killing off their Christia:
patients? ' "

The veterinary remembered how often he had calslé_d
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poctor Silberthal to his delicate boy and how, when Franz
jad almost died of prieumonia, the doctor had spent three
mights running at the boy’s bedside and pulled him through.
perhaps he ought to tell the Prussian about it; it might ex-
slain his behaviour. But he lacked the courage; and, after
all, Silberthal was a dirty Jew.. _ Lo

“It’s perfectly true,” Emma cried. * He always tried to
make me believe that I was ill. God alone knows what

| poisons he prescribed for me. Since he has given up treating

me I am well and strong.” She began to laugh, loudly, spas-
modically, her laughter growing shriller and wilder ill she
was unable to stop. R T

~The Prussian cursed under his breath. These damned

| women ; it was too bad that one could not get on without
| them ; but they were far more efficient than the men, because
- they did not mind taking a risk and did not fear the authori-

s, Yes, unfortunately, one needed them, this epileptic fool
most of all. She carried out every order and no one sus-
pected her, no one imagined her to be a dangerous enemy.
He let her laugh on till she was exhausted:and- fell silent,
struggling for breath. Then he said gently: - S
© “You are right, Emma. But now we must get down to
business, dear child: Come closer; all of you. T've got

| some good news.” He waited till all had sat down, also Svata

Hrubin, before he spoke again. Lo : _
-+ "The British observer, whom you read about in the paper,
has ceased being a source of danger to us. He is'staying at
Prince Hohenlohe’s castle and, as you probably know, the

_ Prince, a charming and clever man, sympathises with our
‘movement. Better still, a few days ago the Englishman met

Konrad Henlein and they talked together for five hours.”™

.. The Slovaks looked bored. They were not interested in
the British observer, nor in the Sudeten-Germans. - They did
not want to belong to the Reich, as those others did, they
only wanted Slovakia to become an independent State.

- Besides, they did not know who Prince Hohenlohe was.

Watching them closely, the Prussian felt annoyed ;' damned

Slovaks, an inferior race if ever there was one, stupid, too lazy

to think, clinging to their faith, fed by their priests with idiotic
F
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superstitions . . . hadn’t old Novah bowed to the altar mighty river. Svata Hrubin felt tired. He closed his eyes.
made the sign of the Cross before sitting down, and every ith the rush of water in his ears he felt as if he wereina
of them had taken off his hat before entering the chapel _imall boat, tossed to and fro by the wild waves. Where
* What holds good for the oppressed and tortured ' was the river carrying him? Where was it carrying all those
mans of Czechoslovakia, Novak,” he said, looking fixed v a who sat in the chapel? Where was it carrying the whole
the old town clerk, ““ also holds good for you Slovaks. In: country?  As in a dream he heard the stranger speaking,
short time there will not be a single Czech Ieft my giving short orders, blaming, praising. Now he was talking of
country. You will be liberated, masters of your State.” e Government at Prague, attacking the Cabinet. The
“The day will come ! ” Emma Leberfinger exalted. ““ Th slovaks pricked up their ears, They enjoyed the Prussian’s
day will come!” .G mocking and hostile words. “ The President is bringing the
“Yes, the day will come,” Herr von Brachleben rep Republic to rack and ruin-. . > Some of the men thought
the familiar words with a certain impatience, “ but you s sadly @ if only the old man was still alive, he belonged to us, he
not believe that liberty will come to you overnight, . Y was 2 Slovak, too . .. None of them cared for the new
have got to fight for it. Give me the reports,” he added i President, the quiet, taciturn man with the worried face
a commanding tone. .- . whom they did not understand .. The Prussian was telling
The baker jumped up hastily and put some docume thern that the President planned to rob them of all their
before him. The Prussian tock them up and turned over th ghts, to turn Slovakia into a stave State, as the Magyars had
pages, muttering to himself. “ Good. But not enough, It done, maybe even worse. . R
high time something happened. . We've got no time to I " The Slovaks' faces grew grim.  ~ .. = o
we've got to-speed up the propaganda. We've got to huﬁy * Emma Leberfinger was lost in thought; she did not ¢are
Do you understand? To hurrp!” He threw a glance a for politics § she did not understand them. Prague was buta’
the page lying in front of him.  “ You seem exceedin far-away city to her. Only when the name, the beloved,
remiss in one part of the work, a most important one. Ca dored name sounded in the chapel she awoke from her
you get the Magyars of your town to join us? Thereisonl dreams, Adolf Hitler, once a poor man, a marn despised and
a single Magyar name on the list.” S ‘scorned, who had riot had where to lay his head and who
“ We dislike having anything to do with the Magyars,” o ‘had, nevertheless, become the ruler of a mighty nation; of
Novak said frankly. - “ You see, we cannot forget the ol ‘the mightiest, the greatest nation of the world, of the nation
times, we're always thinking of .. .” i that would bring them true liberty, German liberty, on the
The Prussian’s hand smashed down on the pew. “ You'r thrice blessed day when he would be'master of the earth:i:s
not to think, you fools! You've got to obey! Understand She heard the stranger say : ““ The Jews...” and smiled. To
Svata Hrubin felt his cheeks burning. Obey? Obey th repay all she had undergone during her whole life, pain; fears,
stranger, the Prussian? In their own country? The othe ‘shame, illness; to see others suffer; to see them helpless; to
Stovaks looked dismayed. The Germans nodded a,pprov"' “determine their fate; to take away what was theirs; to live
they did not mind Prussian manners, e in the fine houses still belonging to the Jews; to watch their
Outside, the thunderstorm was raging. The gale rattle omen sweep the streets; to spit in their faces, to see them
the stained windows that threw strange red and blue shadow: “weep; those stuck-up women who kept servants‘and never
on the altar and the big crucifix. For an instant the figure ' worked, whose whole life was nothing but ease and plea-
the Saviour seemed to come alive. Flashes of lightning “sure . .. She tried to think of some by name, but all the
up the dark. The rain rushed past the chapel, roaring like ews in the little town were poor. Of course that was just
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their cunning, they were only waiting for an occasion X
the Christians of all they possessed . . :
Old Novak cleared his throat. He felt uncomfort '
He had fought inthe Great War and had seen his fill of deaq
men. He did not want to watch men being hanged, even if
they were Jews. e did not want anyone to be harmed e
- only wanted to sce Slovakia free and ndependent .
Svata Hrubin nodded approvingly from time to tlme bu
he, too, did not agree with all the stranger said. Of course
the Jews must leave the couniry and go to Palestine;
course they must not be permitted to be doctors. and t
the bread out of the Slovaks’ mouths. But to kill the
to drag them to concentration camps... The Scharfuhrer
- was speaking of the “subhuman race”. What nonsei
-The student. of medicine awoke In Sva.ta bmioglca.ﬂy, there
was no such thing .. '
“ We will not spare a single one, neither-the old men,
the women, nor the children. We will exterminate the whole
dirty breed ”  Marianka Hrubin’s son involuntarily shook
. his head ; the children too? Why the children? Afterall
‘they could not help being born Jews. '
Herr von Brachleben sensed that he had lost touch w
his audience. Some of the younger men, the two women a
the Germans looked at him with sparklmg eyes, evil smiles on,
~ their faces, but the older Slovaks ... He could not uxn
stand it ; in the Reich Jew-baiting had always been the best
propaganda, it had pleased and enflamed all, no matter what
class they belonged to. Damned Slovaks' The Prussian
went on talking for a short while, then he fell sﬂent looking
angry and almost bewildered.
“ We'd better go wh11st it’s pouring, there’s less danger
of our meeting anyone,” he said unperlously
-The mén got up. Old Novak stopped in front of'
altar.. The Prussian watched him intently. Yes, the’
fool was bowing and making the sign of the Cross. Mad
rage got the better of the stranger. With a single jump he
reached the altar and ran up the steps. Standing before the
altar, he put out his hand and gra3ped the arm of the figur
on the Cross.

“ P'll teach you to say ¢ Heil Hitler,” you Jewish son of a
ich ! ” he yelled, and tried to tear the arm from the Cross.
The Germans laughed uproanousiy, Emma Leberfinger
giggled, Martha hid her face in her hands. The Slovaks
tood gasping, paralysed with horror.

The Prussian dragged at the arm till the rotten wood gave
ay. Witha tmumphant laugh he lifted the arm:
% There, now say ‘ Heil Hitler’ properly, dirty Jew!
With a splintering sound the arm broke and fell on the
ar steps. Old Novak cried out as if in pam, and” Svata
Hrubin said angrily:

“You ought not to have dc}ne that, Herr Scharfuhrer
. The Prussian knew he had blundered he had not taken
into consideration that Slovakia was not the Reich, where he
4ad used this dramatic trick more than once, applauded by
nthusiastic ‘masses, who had afterwards:trodden on the
‘crucifix and smashed it to pieces. Damned Slovaks. ™
- He turned round, and was about to say something; when
he saw that only Emma Leberfinger, old Novak and Svata
Hrubin had remained in the chapel. ‘Throughthe wxde—open
door he heard running steps die away.
- “ Come on,” he said angrily. : '

Svata Hrubin gave him a strange look; turned has ba,ck
upon him and sat down in the back bench. '
> ¥ Come on, Novak,” the Prussian cried funonsly
* The old town clerk shook his head.
. “We've come to the sundering of our ways,’ he sa,!d
" firmly.  “If that’s how your free Slovakla is gomg to Iook
- Iprefer the Czech rule.”
- The Prussian and Erama Leberfinger left the cha,pel It
was still raining hard and the wind had not abated.
- It was very dark in the chapel. The pale flame of the
sanctuary lamp fell on old Novak, who had picked up'the
broken arm and laid it reverently on the altar. ‘Tears were
coursing down his wrinkled face, but his eyes looked hard
and angry. He knelt on the altar steps and began to pray.

i)}
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«1 know, of King David’s race.’ And that’s why no

Old Novak was not the only one to seck God’s help durin,
these endless, sultry days, Harassed people prayed ewess will come to harm as long as I can prevent it.”
churches and synagogues for themselves and their coung " Joseph turped away feeling slightly ashamed ; the old man

and for the men at Prague in whose hands lay a' momento fiad not tumbled in the trap he had set him. S
‘ « IfI met only people like Marianka and old Jén,” he

decision. ‘
Working in the garden, old Jin said to Clarisse: B sid to Clarisse when the gardener had gone to the green-
faith in humanity.”

“What did T tell you? We've all got to climb Mot house, © I might almost regain my
Calvary._ As yet we are still in the garden and the discipl ¥ And your mother?”
are sleeping fast, but in the distance we can hear nailg b % VYes, and my mother. Poor dear, she really deserves a
driven into the cross. IU's a heavy cross. Shall we have th petter son.” : o : S
strength to carryit? And where are we going to find a Simo % She’s proud of your books.’ S
of 9 yrene?” i ‘ i “ My books, my books . . .7 He passed his hand over his
Nowhere,” said Joseph, who had come out in ‘ousled hair and stared angrily at Clarisse. ¢ Can you under-’
gm}‘ic?. N o e “stand that I almost hate them at times? Only really good
- “I'm afraid,” the old man said sadly, “ I'm terribly afra; people ought to be allowed to. write books. Unfortunately,”
that we Slovaks are going to betray the Republic.” . .o e added dryly,  they nearly always write badly, at least in
Why do-you think so? ™ Clarisse said in a tone of disma “Central Europe. But sometimes 1 feel that I should like to
During these terrible September days even she was unab “tell my readers : you can be beasts, but you can also be saints;
to escape the dread and the desperate anxiety hanging choose.” S : L
the whole land. Perhaps because Robert’s sister wrote s « They'd rather be beasts,” Cllarisse said cynically. “It's
worried letters from Prague, perhaps because she was = |80 much easier.” S
frightened by the wild anti-Czech propaganda of the Vien- « Must everything always be easy® That’s the curse of
nese radio; the speaker being a Slovak. : C . our generation: we won’t take any trouble, we fight shy of
Why? Because we arc stupid,” Jan said crossly. “Ye “giving up anything, we want a pleasant life and a good time
we are stupid. We've forgotten the Magyars who grudged: | atall costs. Don’t laugh, Clarisse, I know perfectly well that
us everything, even our own language. We expected:the | 2 drunkard has no right to say that, but you're just as bad
Czechs to turn 2 poverty-stricken country into a Prosperous n your own way. Your oné idea is to avoid pain and trouble.
one over night. We were annoyed because they sent Czec . You live for yourself only.” o :
officials to Slovakia. Who on earth should have taken ov ©_“Who doesn’t?”
the administration? I, or old Novak? Or the others who “Vaur husband for instance.”
had gone to Magyar schools and did not even know. their “ Robert? ™ : ' S
mother tongue properly ? And now we are allowing ourselves . ¥ Yes, you seem to have forgotten how often he risked his
to be fooled by people who have either been fooled the * life smuggling people over the Austrian frontier. He'’s not
selves or bought over by the German devils, by the atheis s coward as we are, he does not turn away his eyes when
the men WIizo.desecra,te. churches and cemeteries and ¢ he meets human misery, he ...~ R
é%;eh,?l')’ Virgin a Jewish whore, as Doctor Goebbels has « He rather enjoys being miserable himself;”” she said spite-
’ ' i fully. - - . ' ETRR

¢ 33 B i ) . . L . ;
" She was a Jewess,” Joseph put in. He wanted to know . Joseph looked at her a moment with an expression of
what the old man would answer. ' distaste on his face, then he turned away without a word

]
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and left her. She remained alone in the gioaming.‘ B'h;:
shadows were gliding across the paths and taking on strap 5
shapes ; there were instants when they seemed real and éug"c
stantial as so many things in life, security, joy, happiness th

t*izr‘ncd into shadows and vanished as soon as night drey
close. .

Margit Jeszenak got up and turned off the wireless wit);
an impatient hand. Aladar looked up. -
“Pon’t; I want to hear...” R
“I.“Ia,Ven’_t you heard enough? Can you bear to list
“a voice that speaks of his inability to understand hoyw
Englishmen could be on the verge of war “because of
quarrel in a far-away country between people of whom w
-know nothing?” They know nothing of us! Our go
friends.  We-accept the most humiliating and unjust ter:
we give in, and a few days later we are something that d
nfc‘)’t’ really exist, something the Western States know noth
0 \ P
“ What can we do?” .
“Show fight.. Let the people in the Reich see that w,
are not afraid of them, even if all the others are,
Aladar slowly lit his pipe. The door-bell rang and
maid put her head into the room. : L
« T‘he’ Gendarme Vyskocil wants to know whether he ma
come in.”
‘I‘{Of course.” :
anus Vyskocil stood in the study looking sh and’
comfortable. Aladar was struck by qu fact %hatythe dét?el
manIdidinot address him but his sister. i
- “1 only wanted to ask you, Miss Margit, what the Pr
%élm.ster said. Of course, we don’t uncigér;stand a warcl:.l1 .
English, and I’'m sure you listened in. Did he say that the
will stick to us?” , .
Margit drew up a chair and offered him a ciga,rett‘e:.
was %:rymg tc? gain time. Looking into the gendarme’s triss
ing face and anxious eyes she coul
e e ot ¥ A d not make up her min

tess word could do a lot of harm .. _
' She broke off, turning away so as to avoid seeing the look
~of pain on the honest face. R

_ polding the cigarette fell
© afraid of it. People are

. to go on doing business with the Germans,

177 ‘

% You must not forget, Vyskocil, thatin times like these . .
When a statesman makes 2 speech . .. He cannot say all
he wants . . . he must be terribly careful, a single thought-

oy
.
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&1 was afraid of it,” Hanus Vyskocil said, and the hand
heavily on his knees. © Yes, I was.
saying that our government has
declared : £ Our best friends have betrayed us.” But I didnot
want to believe it. 1 can’t really believe it even now.”
‘His kind blue eyes were sorrowful, his sunburnt face had
changed colour, he looked like 2 frightened, unhappy child.
 How many eyes, Margit thought, have the same look ; how
many in our country have to-night lost faith in friendship,
loyalty, in everything good and decent? She tried tosay 2
few comforting words but Aladar interrupted her:
.. “It's better to know how things really stand. From to-day
on we've got to depend on ourselves,” he said, his voice grim
and hard. “ We've got to trust in our army and in the justice
of our cause.” : . s - :
“Yes,” Hanus Vyskocil replied eagerly. You are right,
Monsignore. Justice and truth must be victoricus in the
end-.” . . ; :
He could not guess why the priest blushed a dark red;
Aladar Jeszenak had suddenly found out that he put far

*more trust in “ our soldiers” than in the victory of a just
- cause. ' :

“ Pye got to go,” the gendarme said slowly. Elisabeth
s expecting me home.” He got up heavily as if his feet bad

- turned to lead. “Thank you,” he said dully, *Thankyou;

good night.” s o
The streets were crowded. . In.the place in‘front.of ‘the

church Tido Prohazka was surrounded by men listening to
 his.words. The Communist had spent five years in the States

and spoke English. He was explaining what he had heard
on the wireless and ziring his views.” . - e ‘

“The capitalists,” he was saying, “of course théy wafit
the capitalists of
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France and of England. Aslong as we have got the ca
list system, we can’t expect anything else.” s
Old Novak shook his head. ' o
“Maybe you’re right as to the capitalists: But the masses?.
Are the English and French masses going to allow their state
men to wrong us? Will they simply look on whilst we ape
being attacked, whilst we ...” . S

““The peoples  always want peace,” Tido Prohazky

declared solemnly. - “ Every nation wants peace.” - |
- “Not the German one,” a2 young woman cried.

Tido Prohazka shook his head. R

“Don’t say that. If the German Government should
really declare war on uvs, the German masses .. .7

“ Will be only too ready to fight,” the young woman
violently, “ Don’t talk to me about the German peopl
Aren’t they all taking an active part in Jew-baiting? Don’t
they persecute religion? : i
- *The church,” Tido Prohazka enlightened her, “h
all times sided with the rich.> = .~ - :

“ Not our Monsignore,” Hanus Vyskocil said impulsive
“ He's always on the side of the poor.”

He fell silent abruptly. Living in_a hostile atmosphere;
he had grown accustomed to keep silent.. But to-day no one
had an unkind word for the “ Czech . Old Novak put his
hand on Hanus’s arm. . g - R

“Don’t look so unhappy, Hanus,” he said kindly. “If.
the carsed Germans should dare to attack you we'll fight on
your side. Of course we've grumbled a lot, not witho
reason, and have abused you Czechs, but when it comes to
fighting we know thatwe are brothers.” : Lol

The gendarme drew a deep breath of relief. The old
man’s words had done him good. S

More and more people came from all sides, young ones
and old ones, women and children. The place had the same
look as during the parish fair, but to-day there was no merty.
laughter and no music. Questions were asked, answers given;
surmises, sometimes shrewd, sometimes absurd, were uttered.
Doctor Silberthal was seen-leaving his house and in a trice:
he was surrounded by those who had not been able to'get:
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_ close to Tido Prohazka. He was no longer the * dirty Jew ™,
' the enemy ; in this black hour he belonged to them and was,
. just as they were, the citizen of a country whose fate hung

in the balance. : S S
The Germans stood together, Martin Schneeberger with
2 sneer on his lips, the. veterinary looking e?{cited, Emma
Leberfinger smiling blissfully and, in their ¥n'1d_stm_‘ghe older
Slovaks kept throwing angry glances in his direction-—the
priest of -Sokolovce, a massive figure in his black cassock,
his Tace asif hewed out of stone.. . . - o
. Night had come but the people did not go home. They
stood about waiting without really knowing what they were
waiting for. A drizzling rain began to fall but no one paid
any attention to it, only some women took shelter under the
Gothic arch of the church door ; whatever happened one had
to take care of on€’s clothes. A boy came running up and
pulled old Novak by his sleeve. . The:old man listened to -
his whispered -words, nodded and called out-in a ringing
voice : Sh 2 e e
“ Don’t go home. There’s important news coming.. I'm
off to the Town Hall. I’ll be backsoon.” ... . - .
. The clock in the church tower struck half past ten whilst -
he was speaking. . P SR
The crowd knew what his words portended. As in"all
small Slovakian towns the parish clerk acted as town crier
and went about beating his drum when some important
news was to be made public. Old Novak hurried. away ag
fast as hislegs could carry him. o : s
The rain stopped. Stars came outy thousands of them,
twinkling and trembling in the dark sky.- The people spoke
in whispers as if they were in church. A breathless feeling
of ‘suspense had taken hold of them. What would the next
hour bring? Like a throttling hand evil forebodings took
them by the throat. Fear made their hearts heavy. From
time to time a deep breath or a sigh was to be heard, "Then -
all was silent again. Old Novak did not return. - What had
happened? Would:the news he:was bringing be good-or
bad? Some of the men began walking about, too nervous
to remain standing in one spot. Their stéps resounded in
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the silence. Mrs. Kraus, who had come running from'h
shop, burst into tears and would not let herself be comforte;
by Elisabeth Vyskocil who was standing beside her. '

“ It will be the same again as it was in 1918, she sobbg;
“ At that time they looted our shops and our houses bu

was heavy with the fear of thousands of persecuted, hunted
men and women. She threw a frightened glance at the Ge
mans, who were talking eagerly and laughing from tim
time. A figure stepped out of the shadows and stop
Svata Hrubin did not know which group to join. He felt

a sharp stab of pain that he belonged neither to the one

student’s irresolution. : i
“ Stay with us as your mother would,” he whispered.
Svata put his hand to his head. He felt giddy and

raced through his brain ; a free and independent Slovakia ..

he had wanted to fight for that. But a Slovakia * liberated ™

by the Germans . ..7 ‘

God to give you sense, you poor fool.” - -
In the distance a faint sound could be heard, the miffie
beat of a drum, getting louder as it came closer. : :
“He's coming ! ” o
- ¥ That's old Novak with his drum [
“ Now we'll know ! ” ' S
"The dull beat of the drum sounded ominous and unc¢anny
in the dark. Now it had grown very loud. A long roll, the

the voice of . the town crier: :
- “The Government has ordered full mobilisation. - Ci
aviation to cease.” R R
A gasping sigh came from the crowd, swallowed by a new
roll of the drum, and again the voice: R
“ A message from the President: ° Citizens, the decisi
moment has arrived. Keep calm, be brave and faithfi
Your struggle is for justice and your fatherland. Long li
free Czechoslovakia!’” : -

least they did not kil us. Whereas now, now .. 2 Her voice

the other. Old Jan saw him and somechow sensed’the

ground beneath his feet seemed to rock. Confused thoughts

A country where the Slovaks would be masters of all. .. Yes;

“Go into church,” old.‘]én' said, not unkindly, énd'ask-'
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A deadly quiet fell upon the place before the church, a
gdlence fraught with feeling. Then a confused din of
oices. o R
. “Full mobilisation . . . Thank Ged, at last . . . Free
Czechoslovakia . .. Dear Lord, another war . .. We'll teach
he damned Germans . . . We've given in time and again and
they want moré and more . . . Damn Hitler . .. Damn the
Cermans . . . And then suddenly a cry as from a hundred

. Another roll of the drum and steps dying away in the
distance. : R o
The spot where the Germans had stood was empty. They
had felt that discretion was the better part of valour.

. Followed by Margit, Aladar Jeszenak came from the
presbytery. He marched along like a soldier. The captain
of the Hussars, not the priest. Reaching the edge of the
crowd he stopped. His voice rang out buoyantly: :

% Vau have all heard the news, the blessed news. We are
not going to surrender, We are going to fight.- Come to,
church and pray for our country and celebrate the decision
of our Government with the Te Deum.” Looking round
his glance fell upon Svata Hrubin. * Come, my son, light
the candles. You've served Mass more than once as a boy,
you know where things are kept.” : Sl

- Svata Hrubin hesitated. Margit whispered softly: . -
~ “Do, Svata. Your mother will be so pleased when she
hears...” . : -

- The ground beneath his feet grew firm, his eyes saw clearer
than before and his heart was no longer a stone in his breast.
Slowly, reluctantly, he moved forward, then suddenly, as if
‘afraid of changing his mind, he ran to the door and entered
the church. T - - S

. The candles on the altar sparkled. Coming in from the
dark the. people blinked their eyes. The s¢hoolmaster who
‘was also the organist walked up the nave. Aladar Jeszenak
knelt on the altar steps. The prayer he spoke was short but

fervent. He prayed for their country, for the land in which

Tiberty still reigned, for the young Republic he Joved so
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passionately. Then the organ sounded through the church
and men and women joined in the Te Deum.:
“We praise Thee, O Gad .. .” R,
Leaving the church the crowd heard in the distance the
roll of the drum that was waking the country from its sleey
and ‘proclaiming that Czechoslovakia was not . going' 't '
surrender to a barbarous foe. : e

Tommy stood at the garden gate barking like mad. Dumng
his short life he had never seen so many people at one tim
They kept step, marching along tnder the autumnal sky;
their eyes filled with a great gladness, their faces proud-and
defiant. They knew their strength. - ' iR

What did it matter that the Germans had, in agreeme
with the Western Powers, already occupied the third
in the Sudetenland ? ' We'll take itback. We'll also stand:
to the Poles. They're circling like vultures over our-lan
scenting the carcass, but we are not dead yet; we are very
much alive. We aré not going to allow our country t6 be
bartered away whatever our former friends have agreed:
in Godesberg. We won't let them sell Czechoslovakia:
exchange for their own security. : Y

Some of the soldiers looked: round with loving eyes, ho
beautiful the country was, it was worth fighting for.

Leaning on a rake Marianka stood beside the small bark:
ing dog. Her eyes were wet, of course one had to fight if the
anti-Christ attacked the country, but the boys marching past
were so young, so terribly young. As young as my Tomas
was, she thought, but then he, poor boy, had to die for an
alien country, not for hisown . . .. S L

More and more soldiers marched’ past, an endless ro
The dust beneath their feet swirled and eddied. ey

Slowly, gradually the sound of their steps died away and
the marching figures vanished, making room’ for another
column; for the peasdnts. who were taking their horses to'the
capital. The animals walked along with firm slow step
during their whole patient life they had drawn the plough,
had- helped to tear up the blessed earth that gives man the
bread he needs, had brought home the harvest when

villages?
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first flames of autumn had painted the leaves in a hundred
shades, pulling the carts laden with golden corn and with
* fragrant aftermath. The big, strong horses with the gentle
~eyes and shaggy,

well-kept manes. were an incarnation: of
eaceful, life-giving work. The peasants walked beside
hem ; some horses were led by women. Widows, Marianka
thought compassionately, many of them must be widows of
he Great War. The peasants kept close to their horses as if
wanting to feel their presence to the very last and wishing
o show their affection to the loyal friends who had always
helped them.  Perhaps they also longed to feel that there was
something good and kindly left in that mad world of ours. -
.+ Many of the older faces hore. the same. expression of
pewilderment to be seen in the horses’ eyes. How can a

' nation, the tired human eyes asked, want war? Are there no
- fields in Germany asking to be tilled; no, herds and flocks to

be tended, no wornen and children to love and take care of ?
Don’t the German peasants love their farms, their fields, their

. From A_Ja_dar’s churc_h t_he bell was ringing for the angelus.
The tnen bared their heads and crossed themselves, Some

" of  the faces grew brighter. Surely God will not permit

evil to triumph over good, surely the Lord who created the
fertile earth and the good, patient horses, will protect our
country and his wrath will strike those who desire the death
of thousands of innocent men. ' R
_ From time to time a horse neighed, Did it feel homesick
for the familiar fields and meadows, for the warm stable,
for the village pond where it used to bathe when evening
came? Or was it crying out for help, was it accusing’ those
who had taken it away from #ts home? . . "o

. Slowly, patiently, the peasants walked on beside ;their
horses, gently patting a shining back or an arched neck,
Their sons had passed the sameway to fight for their country,
maybe to die. - In the peasants’ hearts flared anger against
the strange, incomprehensible nation beyond the frontier
who did not Jove peace and life, who yearned for destruction
and death. ' s o :




“T've got to go to town.”
“ Why? > his mother asked, passing him the milk.. .
“ I'm going to join up. I don’t want to sit-at home w
others are fighting.” ' :
-Aunt Anny grew pale but she only nodded and said:
“Yo’u’re right, my boy. I hate war, but this war;, o
war...” ‘
Her voice broke, she stooped and picked up the cat that
made itself comfortable on her lap, purring loudly.- '
Clarisse felt amazed ; she knew how Aunt Anny loved her
only son and had expected objections, reproaches. But the
old lady said calmly: - e
“ The war won’t last long.” :
“Why?*” Robert asked. ™ - B
h;‘l ’I;?e people over there will find out that it’s not worth
while. _ _ A

““The Germans think every war is worth while,” Roﬁéftt- :
said bitterly. * They love war for its own sake.  For the sake

o:f killing.” He sighed. “I wish I could join up too,
I'm. too old, they won’t have me. Besides there’s my gam
arm.” : g i

- He does not think of me, Clarisse felt deeply hurt. O

course, if he had ‘married Margit . . . She wanted to say

something unkind, to wound him. - -
“You used to be a fervent pacifist,” she mocked with an
ugl}yl, sneering smile. - 0
¢ looked at her asif she had spoken to him in a languag
he did not understand. . F - gu 5
“This war is different,” he said coldly.

Clarisse felt herself blushing.- Why must she always think

of herself, even to-day? Shetried to explain away her words

“Some one must stay at home and look after the estate.” -

“ Your estate. You.don’t need me. You've always got
perfectly well without my help.” .~~~

“ Don’t quarrel, children,” Aunt Anny said. “Notno "
Her eyes rested upon her son and Clarisse suddenly saw’
deadly fear looking out of them. But the pretty old fac
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- miled gailantly. “T'mso glad Svata has not got 10 go,” she

™

aid. Con S

“ Why not?? Joseph asked absent-mindedly: - -
_«My dear, have you. forgotten that he limps? At least
Marianka wor’t have to worry about her boy.” .. - _
« He'll only go about stirring up the Slovaks.” Clarisse
hated herself for saying it but she felt desperate.

Robert got up. . L o
“ P'm coming to town with you,” he told his cousin, and
Clarisse knew that he was running away from her, from her
selfishness, her caprices, her sharp tongue, trying to escape
from all that she did not want to be and could not help being.
Joseph nodded shortly, Getting up he went and stood beside
vis father’s chair. Uncle Tony had not spoken a single word
during breakfast, his face Jooked old, and grey:
~ ““ Father,” Joseph hesitated ; as a rule he and the taciturn
‘old man had hittle to say to each other. The father could not
anderstand the son’s futile revolt, and the son hated the old
man’s weary resignation. Sometimes he remembered hazily
" a young father whohad been a merry playfellow and a good
friend, but all that was so long ago, it might have been on
- another planet. He had not intended to say anything to
bis father but looking up he had met the old man’s affec-
. tionate, almost tender gaze. : L o
¢ Father, I know how you hate war, I'm afraid it will
hurt you, but ... L .
% Have you considered that. you may have to fight your
© own countrymen, Austrians?”’ : '

0

“The men looting and . murdering in Vienna and, the

. provimnces are 110 longer my countrymen. Austria is dead for
 ever.” ' e

" His father shook his head. “ Not dead, only stunned.
When a man gets a blow on the head . . A ; o

. Joseph looked incredulous. oo L
 %If 1 have a fatherland it’s this gallant, decent little
country defending itself. against wild beasts” ... ...
Tony Braun looked at him curiously. . - .
“Have you learnt to believe in ‘something at last, my
boy?” . -
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“Yes.” Joseph looked and spoke like aman making  ¢o
fession of faith. *“I believe in the brotherhood of all de
human beings.” B - SR

"Tony Braun shyly laid a wiinkled hand on that of his}

“ Thank God, my boy. Go and fight for it and-—cor
back.” P

His voice was not quite firm but his tired eyes were'shi
ing and his face was bright with gladness. He looked 3
wife and said softly: “ He’s your son, Anny.” :

She returned his look and Clarisse turned away. She digd
not want to see the trusting love those eyes betrayed: . These
two were old and had lost everything they had possess
vet . . . yes, they were the happiest couple Clarisse had
met. '

The telephone bell rang and Robert took up the receiv

« [p's Margit speaking,” he said. “She wants you to com
over at once, Clarisse. It’s terribly important.” He smiled
good-naturedly. “ Margit always thinks everything’s terribly
important. Shall I say that you're coming?” 3

“Yes. She’s quite right, everything is importan
Clarisse said, marvelling at her own words as soon as she k
spoken them. . o ' RER

Driving through the familiar landseape she repeatéd
words to herself. The air was diamond clear. The
leaves of the ash trees fell to the ground with a tiny rustlin
sound. In the distance weeds were heing burnt and the acri
smell filled the air. There was'a gentle wistfulness hovering
over the land. Habit made Clarisse pull up at the footof
Mount Calvary ; she had quite forgotten that old Jén wa
not beside her. In the cold blue light of the morning th
three crosses on the hilltop stood out sharply. Lower down
in the second shirine, a heavy cross was being laid on brii
shoulders. Mechanically she whispered the words she
heard so often: “By your holy cross you have saved th
world” To-day she did not dread the significance of th
words ; salvation through the cross, through gallantly bor
suffering, through a love stronger than death-—was not th
the answer to the bewildering riddle of life? h

The horses grew restive and Clarisse slackened the

he drave on slowly, her eyes resting on the peaceful country
that had patiently borne so many crosses, that was bearing
new one, perhaps the heaviest of all, courageously and
ravely, with a confident smile because it felt sure of its
estirrection. , -

Doctor Silberthal was seated in Margit’s sitting-room at
he presbytery. . U S R
. “Perhaps you can do something, Countess Clarisse,” he
said. “ The girl is so fond of you.”: L -

“ What girl?” B o PURNT SR
«;ttle Sister Veronica,” Margit explained. “If we can’t
do something soon she’ll die.” .

“ | never knew she wasill” - - ¢ o :

" & She's not ill” said her cousin..-*“ She’s killing herself.”
She gave an impatient laugh. . Itis that damned mysticismL
The crazy gitl is convinced that she ought to sacrifice her
ife to sdve those who.are being tortured in the Reich. She
won't eat, she won’t sleep, she prays and prays like mad, the
little goose.” . o S . R
Doctor Silberthal gave her a queer look. e
.. Perhaps the .’ crazy girl” is saner than we are,” he said
coldly, ©Sometimes I'm at a loss to understand why we
‘don’t all go mad thinking of the things that are Happening
day by day beyond the frontier.” P
“The Mother-Superior would like vou to invite Sister -
‘Veronica to Korompa for a week or so,” Margit told. her
‘cousin. “ Maybe a change would do her good.” ..

. “Of course she must come,” Clarisse said quickly. For
“once she did not seen to mind a stranger in the house..
“Let’s go,” the doctor said. “Of course I don’t know
whether Sister Veronica will agree. But something must
be done and Prm at my wits’ end.” S

Little Sister Veronica was playing in the garden’with the
‘orphans. Clarisse was shocked: to see how pale the girl was
“and how thin she had grown. ‘The grey eyes looked enormous
“in the small drawn face and the merry smile had vanished
from ke lips. Just like a little madonna at the foot of the
cross, Clarisse thought pityingly.
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= Sister Veronica,” she said kindly, “1 want you
something for me.” ' = e

“T’dlove toif Tcan” ° T

How dull, how listless the young voice was. .

“1 want you to come to us for a week, Aunt Anny isy
well at all and 'm too busy to look after her. Tt would be
very kind of you if you could manage.” e

The doctor looked pleased. Women were cleverer-thy
men ; if the girl thought that'she could be useful to Clarigse
she might accept the invitation. v e g

“ But the children,” little Sister Veronica looked anxi
“ Qur Mother.o.” © 0 T

“ 1l come here every day,” Margit promised. “Do
worry, we'll get on all right. And little ¥ranta will be lad
to see you again,” she added curiningly. e

Sister Veronica smiled wistfully: - - o

- “You don’t know how troublesome the children can b

“PTyve managed worse and older children,  Sister
Veronica.” - R o

The smile on the small face suddenly grew merry; alm
roguish. S e e

““Y know, Baroness Margit. It'sa real blessing that Fathe
Gogolak gave up coming here since you talked to him abo
it. 1 always knew that my dear children were good; but i
awicked man . ..” _ Cree o

She stopped short, blushing to the roots of her hair.
it not wrong to call a priest wicked? - i

“ So you're coming to Korompa ?™"

“ 1 really don’t know whether...” : o

" You had better go, my child,” the Mother-Superior sal
“ \;Ve really can’t refuse if Countess- Clarisse wants you
.hep-'” ‘ L T

“If T come,” little Sister Veronica déclared in a firm ton
“ Pye got to tell you something first. Perhaps Countess
Clarisse will not want to have me in her house when
knows . .. I must confess a sin, a heinous sin.” i

Clarisse gazed dumbfounded at the young nun; it see
impossible that the good, kind little girl had commi
even the tiniest of sins. The doctor pricked up his ears.
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the girl unburdened her mind he might at last discover the
cause of her mysterious illness. R
< Speak, my daughter,” the old nun said kindly.

" Little Sister Veronica folded her thin hands. She,st'ooc'i

m front of them like a child in the presence of severe
achers. BT o .
«1 .. » she broke off in confusion, took a deep breath and

‘went on hastily, as if afraid her courage might fail her, “ I'm
- miserable sinner. I'm afraid of becoming amartyr. I know
‘that in Germany people are being tortured and killed for
“their faith, and I ... Pm acoward ... Ikeep dreading that
‘the Germans will come here and that I shall have to die
for may faith or perhaps for my neighbour. I really don’t
‘think 1 could do it. Whenever I pray for persecuted and
hunted men and women I hear threatening voices, I see the
foes coming closer, carrying scourges and red-hot tongues,

s on the pictures of the martyrs. And I want to run away

oo fast as 1 can. 1 know you will all despise me, but you can’t
 despise me more than I do myself. Everyone must have.the
~strength to die for his faith and his neighbour . . . But I ..
I..7 She turned to the old nun with a gesture of huraility,
- “Venerable Mother, do not send me away, do not say that

[.am net worthy to. be religious. I've really tried -ever so

hard. . .1 remind myself of Qur Lord on Mount Calvary,

of all the martyrs, of all the people who are suffering to-day,

candyetI..)”

" Ghe hid her face in her hands and burst into tears. -~
. “Sister Veronica,” the old nun said, deeply moved, “my
poor little child.” B R o IR P
"« You're not afraid, venerable Mother, tell me, you're not
the least bit afraid?? . . LTS I
- “No,” the old woman said gently. “But then 'm. very
old, my dear, and old people lose’ their fear. Believe me,
Sister Veronica, it's better to fight your fear than not to

feel it :

. The girl lifted her head, an expression of hope came upon

her face. AR R
I’ not that I mind dying for the sake of others, but

to suffer pain , . LR L Th e
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She shivered. ' '
“You have already undergonc the martyrdom you dread
so much, Sister Veronica,” the doctor said gra,vely
She gazed at hitn with. wide opt:n eyes, trying-to und
stand.
“I...? But nothmg ever happened to me.’
“Your martyrdom is fear.”

Her grey eyes never left his face, she looked gTateful glad=3

as if delivered from a heavy burden
“Is'that really true? » .
The Mother-Superior nodded.” * The doctor is rlght
child. And now you'll go to Korompa, won’t you? ” -
“ Oh ves, it will be lovely to go. But before leaving I’
got to say good-bye to Elisabeth. Vyskocil, she’s alway:
unhappy, poor dear, because her sister-.
it was wrong to speak evxl of one’s nexghhours but When
thought of Emma .
“ Come, we'll dnve home at once, * Clarisse sald afrm
that the little nun might change her mind..
“Yes, but, please, may I also go and see Mrs. Kra,us
She's so tﬁmb}y worried and I'd hke tg say a few comfo
ing words to her.”
- “Whom else do you want to say good-})ye to? ™ Margz
asked with a smile.
Little Sister Veronica grew animated. Tf she were allo
to go and see all her friends, leaving the orphanage woul
come much easier. Llstenmg to the names Clarisse’ fe

amazed. The girl seemed to have known and shared all the

sorrows and apprehensions borne by the inhabitants of th
small town. Margit experienced a most unusnal feeling o

humility seeing that the little nun knew much more about

the parish than she did. Sister Veronica took over an hout
to say good-bye.” Margit-and the doctor accompanied he
Margit out of curjosity and the doctor because he did:
dare to leave his patient lest she should suddenly become
prey to fresh scruples and refuse to go. Waiting in fron
of asmall house whose owner had been called up a few'd

ago, leaving a young wife and a small child behmd the.

doctor said to Margit:

% She fell silen '
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“ My grandfather was a pious Jew. He used to tell me

 gbout the thirty-six just men for whose sake God spares the

world, unknown saints who lead a hidden life, When I'd
been naughty the idea. comforted me, Later on I gave up
believing in them, somehow I feel as if 1 were beginning to
do so again.” He grew serious. ““ Poor little soul. It’s good
to know that there are people like Sister Veronica, hvmg
amongst us.” .

Margit was surprised to see the httie nun stop before the
post-office.

“TIve got 1o see Mr. Prohazka,” she explamed. “He's

“always been so kind to the orphans and, poor dear, his

brother i s still in Vienna. I'm praying ever so hard to get
him out.” - Seeing Clarisse smile a trifle incredulously, she
added eagerly. “ I've fasted and prayed for him every day.
But I must mortify myself. Nothing can be done without
sacrifice,” she added with childish wisdom. She ran up the
steps and entered the post-office to say good—bye to red Tido

: Prohazka.

As they were getting into the phaeton the ba,ker Schnee-
berger came past. He lifted his hat and bowed politely. In
his buttonhole he wore .a ribbon with the Czechoslovak
colours. Margit burst out laughing. . .

“You can see that the soldiers have- marched. through
town,” she said lIoudly, “and. that our Germans are not
quite so stupid as they look.”

The baker had heard her words, as he was. meant to. HIS
fat face grew crimson but he remained silent, standing with
his hat in his hand. We have got to suffer for the moverment,
he thought, but when the day comes . . . He imagined him-
self master of the town and he knew exactly what would
happen to his enemies. It was an encouragmg and pleasant

 thought.

. Leaving Margit at’ the presbytéfsf gate, Doctof Silberthal

. walked home. Else was sitting in the garden with the baby.

Seeing him, the little boy crowed happily and stretched out

~ hissmall hands. The doctor stooped to take him up.
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“ Leave the child alone!” Else said barshly.
“Why?"’- . - s I -
“ I don’t want you to play with him.” ‘-
The baby, expecting to be taken up, began to cry. Els
grew angry. ' = S : b
“Shut up!” I Co
The doctor took the boy in his arms and caressed him
* Leave the child alone. Don’t touch my child!” =
At last he understood. Gently scating the baby on' th
lawn, he turned to his wife. G
“Youw've got a queer way of saying my child. What d
youmean byit?”. . - _ ' s
Would she be so cruel as to tell him the bitter truth?.
She gazed at him. His calm manner and still more ¢
deep sadness of his face irritated her. For weeks all he sa
and did irritated and seemed alien to her. - - ' e
“You wouldn’t understand.” = © - o S
“T’m afraid T do understand. - Just as I understand wh
you lock your bedroom door.” =
“ ¥ can’t help it,” shesaid passionately.. * Something h
come between us. We don’t belong together, we two.”
“Since when have you known it ? ” he asked; trying hard
to keep his voice from betraying what he was feeling. -~
% T always knew it. T always felt that T was living wi
stranger, 4 than alien to me in all he said-and did. You ca
understand me, and 1 ... SR il
- He remembered ‘a summer’s day and asobbing wom:
saying : ““T’ll never forget how good you have beento me
- She was lashing herself into fury. R
“T committed a crime when I became your wife. A¢
against myself and my race. Thank God that the worst did.
not happen. Thank God that I did not bear you a chi
‘What she is saying, he thought with a fecling of nause
ting rmortification, countless women are saying to their
Jewish husbands in the Reich and in Austria. But I néver
thought that my wife, that Else . . .-'We have been so hap
and she seemed so fond of me ... -
“PDarling,” he said witha great tenderness, ** don’t let
them fool you.” - ‘
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% P've been. fooled already, by you, on the day you took
sdvantage of the terrible situation I was in.” -Her face
gushed an ugly red. “You are our enemy. You s;dc.wr_cE
the Czechs, our oppressors, with 2 sub-human race, you:..
. “ T belong to a sub-human race myself, don’t I, EISf:E .
She shrugged silently; her fingers nervously pulling up
plades of grass. R RE—
He tried to carry the attack into the enemy’s camip. - =
% Pye bheen wanting to ask you not to see 5o mich of
mma Leberfinger and not to let her come to the house,”
id qui “ The girl is dangerous. She’s very ill, one
ever knows what she is going to do.” -~ - e
She laughed mockingly, a hateful little laugh. ~+" oo
“ fynma has been perfectly well since you gave up treating
He stared at her. TR
“You even believe that slander? ™. - 00 o
She looked at him full in the face and he drew back before
_the mad hatred in her eyes. AR R
" But he would not give in yet, he knew that he was pleading
1 vain, but how could he relinquish his happiness, his home,
4l that had made life beautiful to him, without 4 struggle?
 “Else,” he said gently, coming a step closer. - _
“Don't touch me,” she cried. “Don’t ever touch me
._-_agai_n_”. : . S G |
The boy came towards them; crawling over the lawn, "He
waved a paper in his small hand. "The doctor glanced
at i, S
47 see,” he said coldly: - That’s where you get your ideas
from. OF course; I'd quite forgotten that since last week
the papers from the Reich are nolonger banned in Slovakia.”
©%Ves, thank goodness. At least one learns the truth about
what is happening in the country and in the world.” =7
%1 don’t want to talk politics, Else. But T do want to
learn the truth, the truth about us, you ard me. "I really
think you owe me that much.” SR
" 41 owe you,” she mocked.” “Ah, well, I might have
expected it, Shylock clamowring for his pound of flesh.”

He gave her alast long look before turning away and going
G
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into his consulting-room. Although. the sun was sh ng
brightly he felt deadly cold. - How empty the room was; 5
empty as the house; as his-whole life. He no longer triegd
deceive himself, this was not a passing mood. Else had me;
every word she had spoken.  For-weeks he had noticed thy,
she was becoming colder towards him, inimical, but hy
‘not had the coarage to admit it to himself. He sank upo
chair and stared into the roon.. Deep sadness overcame
Why should he go on working, why go on living? H,
Jost the tiny island that had been his home, from now
would always be an exile, 2 man without friends, rejected by
all, unwelcome to the country that barely tolerated hj
doomed to eternal solitude: His sad eyes did not see the
familiar room; they stared fearfully into a terrible void
The bell rang, patients came. He examined them asi
dresm. The last to come was Marianka Hrubin, who
hurt her finger. Whilst he was dressing it, her kind, brown
eves looked at him anxiously. S : :
“ Aren’t you well, doctor?® - S

. How strange that scmeone should notice how he looked,
that a human voice should ask him in a kind tone whether |

something was the matter with him... =~ Co
“No,” he said.. “Onlytired.” . . = = .0
_ The kind eyes did not leave his face ; she nodded.
“The days are long and weary, doctor. And you dosuc
a lot for us, The town would be lost without you.”
What had Else said? Sub-human? , P
“T often think of you when I get tired, doctor, you
I'm growing old. But when I think of you and remembe
that you never get any rest, not even at night, I feel ashamey
of grumbling.”. Shesmiled.  “.And it’s not onlythat,
know that our doctor never.sends a bill to 2 poor patien
sometimes, when he Jeaves a cottage, there’s money on th
table that was not there before™ . . C
.. .* Our doctor,” how good that sounded, a man who.
longed, no tolerated alien. R ik
“There you are,” he said. “ You’d better take careo
that finger, Marianka,” ‘
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“ Thank you.” She got up and suddenly took hold of

pis hand. P
“"The times are bad, my dear, and men are wicked, even

‘tere. Don’t let them hurt you, Things will change and God
«ill never forget what you have done forus.”.. .

" The hard c1d hand held his in a tight grasp and he felt as
f he were drawing strength from its touchi © - 0 o
“Svata,” Marianka said; “sends his love and wants to

“now whether he may come and see you.” <.

“Syata?” The doctor looked surprised. - “ You've in-
ented that message, Marianka.” = 0 e s
“No.” Her face grew radiantly happy: - “ He’s come to

“his senses, thank God. Tt cost me alot of candles and
rayers,” she added, almost childishly, *but at last the

Jessed Virgin took him in hand. May hecome? ™ . -
~HOFf course.” . o s e

~ She let go of his hand. * Now you look better, doctor.
mofﬁn . T . S
. He weat to the window and watched her walking along
he street, small, with bowed shioulders and slightly dragging
feet. He felt a deep gratitude. - How clear those old eyes had
seen, How kind her words had been. The:room was much
ess empty than before, the walls no longerlooked down ot
him with.a hostile stare. He straightened himself: No, one

“does not run away from a world where Matiankas have bad
fingers that must be dressed, one does not throw away afife
that can be of use to-them. | One stays here for the: Mari-

ankas' sake and defies one’s enemies. oo G s

- Marianka stopped in front of the church. . She put her
hand into her apron-pocket. Yes, she had enough money
left for a candle. . B EL S T

.- The blessed Virgin will think that I really might give her
arest, But I can’t help her, she thought. - Poor man, he
looks awfal, as if he wanted to lie'down and die. I'm-sure
it’s that horrid wife of his.. I did so waint to help him, poor
dear. But I'm not educated, I car’t find the right words. - T'll
tell Mrs. Braun to go and see him, she’ll know what to say,
because she’s a lady, and not only that, but.also- a good
woman. . : R O T T AP T
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She nodded, smiled and, leaving the sun-bathed st:eeg
entered the dnsky church. :

Old ]an stocd in the V /skocﬂ shop and scratched hisheaq,
. “Pale blue, Mrs. Braun told me. Isthat cotton really ala
blue, Elisabeth 7™

He looked dubiously at the cotton-reel Elisabeth ha pul
on the counter in front of him.

- * Yes, it really is,” Elisabeth reassured him. She w il

pa,le and weak after the hirth of her second child, ami t
was her first day in the shop.

“1 also want some red wool 1‘“or 2 cardtgan for Frant -

the gardener added. :

Elisabeth fetched the wooi from the shelf and sat down

“Have you heard,” old Jan said, *“ how we’ve been treate
at Vienna? They did not even tet our delegates attend 2
the conference. Of eourse, we Slovaks are not good enough
for them. - I was quite right when I spoke of the way of the
Cross. To-day they are dividing our garments as the soldi
did on Mount Calvary, tearing out a piece here and a plec
there. Willthat goon forever? They assail uslike brigands
The first were our Polish brothers; and now it’s the Magyars
turn,  God damn them.  To-morrow our people have got
evacuate the territory that the Itahans and the Germans g
to.the Magyars.” i

Ehsabeth nodded sﬂently For days she had been hea,mn
a,bout it incessantly. The Hungarian frontier was close t
the town, and many had fnends hvmg in the terntory cede
to the Hunganans .

“Benes,” the old man went on, “would never hav
allowed it. But, of course, Z¢ had to leave the country be
cause that damned Hitler wanted it. . And now our peopf
are losing their homes withéut even knowing w

“ Some - say ’—FElisabeth looked worrled

“that ' the

Crechs will not be aIlowed to remain here, the SIovaks will: -

drive them out.”

- % Nonsense ! - Why should they?‘ Tiso has declared tha
we are on the side of the Czechs. Not that T trust him; th
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mealy-mouthed humbug, but what can he do?  After aﬂ he
must have seen in Vienna how things. stand P

- “If we had to leave Slovakia . Elisabéth 1ooked
sound the beloved little shop and her heart grew heavy—" it
would be awful I Iove the country and the town and every—
thing here.” . :
" Never before had the shop seemed 50 beautzful to her as
'on the day Emma had said mockingly: '

“ Ah, well, you won’t be here much longer; you Czechs
Elisabeth’s eyes gazed lovingly at the shelves, the cotton-
reels, the shining knitting-needles, the hundreds of small but
precious things that were a part of her life.. =

2 “To think that the chﬂdren w111 Jose the1r home, h
added mouinfully.. :

- “*“'We ought to have fought in September, old jan sald
truculently.  “ When mobilisation was- ordered no one
wanted to know whether the other man was a Gzech'or a
Slovak ... Afterwards... We broke down under the cross
nd there was no one to heip us carry it Noticing her sad
face, he went on soothingly :.* Things. are sure to get better
gain, Elisabeth, also for you and the children. But”—he
lowered his voice—'‘send Emma: away. - She goes ‘around
telling vile 11es about Hanus, and the people are stup1d and
believe them.” R

“ Hanus never ha,rmed anyone : SRS
“J know. Butyousee,whena t}ung is repeated agam and
again something always 'sticks in-the people’s minds. <1
 thought Emma would come to her senses after the damned
Prussian had left.” He laughed. * He did notenjoy the tin-
can serenade our boys played to him. He got cold feet a,nd
eft the next day.”

“ It must have ‘oeen awful,” E‘lsaoeth sald una,ble to con-
. ceal her pleasure at the thought “1 wonder. who was at the
bottom of it?” R N
Old Jén smiled cunmngly : o

- 1 don’t know,” he replied, but his voice chd not ‘carry .
onviction.  Who do you think, Ehsabeth is 11kely to thmk

- of that kind of thmg?” o

She looked at him in surprise. -




—

_asit grew dark she became nervous. The old man was right;
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o ¢ How can Lguess?? - : L
“ I’ve been told the Baroness Margit was mightily amused
when she heard of 'it,” the old man said with a mischievo
grin. - “She’s a dear; our Baroness is. . But even our Mo
signére is waking up.. Last Sunday he let them have it fro
the pulpit. The priest of Sokolovce dare not open: hig
mouth,  Don’t you worry, Elisabeth, nothing will happe
you. But getrid of Emma, believeme.” i
hHe pocketed the cotton:reels and the wool and left ‘the
shop. R I I DAL S o AR
. Elisabeth remained-alone. The' grey: November  day
slowly made way for the night./ She:went to close the she
there would be no more customers to-day. Hanus ‘wag
coming home late; he had had to go to Bratistava.. The
deep silence enveloping her made her feel uneasy. Assoon

if only Emma would go away.: She recalled what her sist
seeing the new baby for the first time, had said : * Anothet

sub-human brat,” and how she had spat on the floor, staring -

at the infant with hostile eyes. - Eina had not spoken’
Hanus for weeks and had: even refused. to take her mieals
with him. She was-always so well-dressed now, where'
earth did she get the money for her.clothes? The dther day
she had been to a meeting in Bratislava and had come home
looking like a madwoman. ~She had walked up and downt
shop, saying with a spiteful laugh:“ On the day you ha

to get out, the shop will belong to me. - And maybe Mirs.

Kraus's shop; too. -We're going to sweep the town clean w.
aniron broom..- All our énemies are going to be destroye
Her laughter grew ‘louder. . ““If you knew what I hear
to-day. But you don’t know. You don’t even know who'
- “What on earth-doyou mean?” o

“T belong to the elect, 1 am no longer a common mortal
as all the others are. On the day my Saviour entersthe to
1 shall meet him at the head of the crowd, dressed allin wh

like a bride, a big bunch of flowersin my hand. He willlift

me up beside him ; ke knows what I have suffered and dared
for his sake. He will reward me. . Whenever you tell me to
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' fetch something, to tidy up the shop, to go to the butcher for
you, 1 ask myself :* How dare she order me about? Doesn’t
. he know that he has given me a virtue no mortal possesses,
- “except he, of course!’

All the people will obey and serve
me, every man and every woman in the town, « And I shall
decide who is to five and who is to die.” A cruel smile had
curled her lips. * Oh, how they will grovel to me, the high
and mighty gentry from Kororipa, and the Monsignore and
his odious sister. But I shall not forget to repay them for
every single thing they did to me, for every scornful look, for
every mocking laugh, for every supercilious word:" Martha
pelieves that she, too; is going to be powerful and great bt
I was the first i T joined the elect.on the day the strangersaw
e kneeling before'a false saint, and the ddy he,chose me.
Martha will be my servant as well as all the others:.. And I
shall say: that man must die, that woman must die, yes; and
that child, too, and there will' be weeping and lanientation
and great mourning in. our town, and the river will run red
with blood and the stréeets will be filled with dead.. “‘WhenI
think of it, I feel myself rising fromn the earth, soaring'up; as
Famvdoing now.”. 00T g i boin B
.- Her voice had brokei, she had reeled and burst into wild
laughter. Her madly gesticulating hands had knocked boxes
and trays from the counter. Seeing them. hit the floor, her
Jaughter had grown louder. - She had run to the shelves, had
caught hold of the goods and thrown them.all over the'shop,
crying at the top of her voice: * You're in my hands, all of
you, inmy hands. . .” 0 a i o =

Elisabeth had fled into the back room, where the children
were sleeping. Here she had waited with bated breath and
wildly beating heart till at last she had heard the dull thump
of a falling body and had known that Emma was-lying on
the floor, her limbs convulsed; foaming at the mouth.. .
- She had not told Hanus about it; she was afraid of
Ernma’s anger ; and, in spite of all she pitied thesick woman.
But from that day on she began to tremble when evening
came and she was alone in the shop; knowing that Emma
might come home any moment. .= = i

-She went to the door and:-locked outffo.rf- H‘ainus:. . But her
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eyes saw nothing but the black night and her ears hear

approaching steps, only the monotonous, desolate son of_.f-

therain. . , : .

S

e L. _
o+ ERE THE-COCE.CROWS ... ..

A}AIN 4 long. procession -drovealong the high road at
.Korompa, but this time Tommy did not bark. His kind
little dog’s heart seemed to sense that anguish and grief
carnate were going past. Sitting in carts and old-fashioned
wagons. packed. with ‘their -meagre possessions, men an
women camé from the diréction of the new frontier, perched
on straw mattresses and blankets; pots and pans piled up
beside them: and, here and ‘there; looking lost and out of
place, a plant that had stood on a window-sill quite recent
or had hastily been dug-out in a small garden, a keepsake:

a home lost for ever. In-one of the carts a little gir! held
cage with a gaily singing canary in her arms, sleeping ¢
lay on women’s laps, small, sliaggy, wildly barking mongr
stood beside some of the drivers. Many of the men wo
blood-soaked bandages round their heads, several had th
arms.in primitive slings; the Magyars had not taken an aff
tionate leave of their former neighbours: . =~

" The people were very quiet; asif net daring to talk-alo

or to voice their complaints,. Women wept silently, m
stared with a bewildered look at the alien country. Officially,
the people were called guvdcuees; and hardly anyone cons
ered what was hidden behind that single word : a pitiful lo
happiness, the homé where these men and women had beén
born and had grown up, the village where their dead rested

forever in the green churchyard, or at least would rest as’

long as the Magyars permitted it. . If itds possible to dr
the living across the frontier, surely it i$ also possible to op
the graves and ban thedead...”. = - ~ :
The children sat wide-eyed; gazing at the unfamiliar s
roungdings. - They did not understand what had happen

* shadows when they thought of them.
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© did hiot know why they had suddenly lost their own world,

ne cottage on the river bank, the village green, the old

. charch, the little garden. - Their-young eyes kept asking:

«Why?” Sometimes they put.out their little hands for a
familiar piece of furniture as if it were the only real thing
feft in a vanished world:- The parents looked harassed: What
swas the new life going to be like?  Where would they setile
down?  Like a ghost-picture their old home, yesterday’s -
home, floated in the air before them ; they carried it with
thertt as they carried their goods and chattels, but with every

© furn of the wheels it grew more and more remote.. Also the

people who had been their neighbours for so long turned into
It seemed incon-
ceivable that old friends had been capable of striking them,
of chasing the children as if they were catile, of ‘making one
hate and fear them. ... O N O
-« He's bartered them away, the devil,” old Jan said grimly,
watching the carts drive past. “Sold them like sheep, for
thirty pieces of silver, Judas! . You'll see, he will also barter

. away our Republic, that honourable man and saintly priest,

Monsignore Tiso.” =~ = . : SRT
Clarisse could not answer; she felt a lump in her throat
and surreptitiously wiped her eyes.. Robert turned away to
hide his anger. Aunt Anny, alwayson the practical side, said
% (Qrying over them won’t do them any.good.  Better give

" them something to eat” She lifted her hand and stopped

the foremaost car. - o - e el
At first the evacuees were shy and suspicious ; what did the
strange woman; speaking broken Slovak, want? But it was
jmpossible: to - misunderstand “her smile,” and. after a short
whilethey were all sitting in the dining-room, drinking coffee
and ‘eating bread and butter. “Marianka and Aunt Anny
served them. Gradually, warmed by the hot coffee and the
kindness of their hosts, the evacuees grew less reserved and
began telling them what had happened.. Nothing very im-
portant if considered sub specie agternitatis or-Jooked upon
with the eyes of a statesman. ~'A day had come, a day like all
others, with a tiny nipping frost in the early morning and a
G')'r
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really can’t leave Bozena and the baby alone with the hus-
the authorities t pand, who does not in the Jeast know how to look after them.
To say farewell to their cottage with the virginia creeper,to | m sure Mother-Supenor wor’t mind my going with thiem as
all that had been familiar and dear. - To go away from ‘the - far as Bratislava. T'li come back assoon as Bozena has found
scenes of their childhood and youth, to which clung the - g home.™ s L . S
membrance of small joys and great sorrows; € leave behit . She drove away with the exiles asif she belonged to them,
them the place where their children had been born and:thei arrying a small canvas bag, the big rosary hanging from her
parents had died. Nomuore to se¢ the cow and the chicken belt. Fer thin young arms held the baby tight. She.was
the mischievous goats and gentle sheep, the quacking duck  smiling happily ; she felt no fear of the unknown ; she wasat
All the old friends, that others now. called their own. . The - home wherever men needed help. - A single thing made ber
had got up early in the frosty morning and driven’off'c  feel uneasy. Robert had given her a hundred Czech crowns
their Httle, old carts and wagons, along unknown .toad - for the sick woman and she was frightened to death of losing
towards a strange land, an alien world. . . them. . Little Sister Veronica had never possessed a hundred
_ crowns during her whole young life. Shesatin the last cart,
worian told Marianka. ° : o) and Clarisse watched the white wimples of her head-dress
yard. Pd already paid a sum on account ; the rascal did ot billowing like tiny sails in the dusk, till .the cart vanished
even give me back the money. That's what the Magya behind a turning of the road. I
are like.” She sniffed up her tears, and Clarisse felt almost _ ‘ _
shocked: at the idea that a human being could weep for 5 s e R,
grave, that even a grave could be a home. Listening:to Joseph returned to Korompa m-_ti;e ﬁrst”days of Decem
tMardanka’s comforting words, the old woman nodded : % Pin ber, disgusted and‘furioas, because “they woui‘d;‘ nqt‘ta}kc
sure to find a nice grave here, 100, but it won’t be the same hm?‘. DI A BRI S RIS
A young girl was crying bitterly. . . Myocarditis,” he said angrily. .5 Something: wrong
“'o drive us out without a single kind word after’allt with my. heart. Drink, of course; I mlght have known. " I
years we had lived together. When the first cart left they went as fa}r as Prague. 1 made a nu;s;;nCe:-of. ’?f?*Yself to--?'“
faughed and yelled : “The Slovaks are going!® And: o st my old frslﬂnds, getting them to pull strings. - 1t was ‘no;good:.:
made 2 speech from the steps of the town hall, all about the S0 now I've come back, to sit at-home, 1o use 0. aNYORE and
thousand-year-old Magyar empire that was being teborn a.burden to myself. Decgpt men.wh‘o cann?t_ go and ﬁght,
tc-day. And theyall shouted Eljen.” o die. - I saw Karel Capek once or twice; he’s done for. I
Some of the men were cursing under their breath. . Th -~ evera man dies of a broken heart it will be he.. We others
children, consoled by the cake Aunt Anny had fotched from haven’t even a heart to break. Whata generation!™ .
the kitchen, laughed and played with Tommy, who, regird: ‘They were huddled close to the buge green-tiled stove n
¢ul of his duties as a host, walked about amongst them, fran the little sitting-roora. .The wind was driving the-snow
tically wagging his tail. _ o ~ against the windows, the flakes fell densely, weaving a soft
When the sad procession moved on again, little. Sister thick curtain between the house and the night. - L
Veronica was sitting in one of the carts. She had-decided. v Jo seph: wos telling them about Prague. = L
that she ought to look after a young woman who had. _ _ ~The ‘whole city is held in: 2 vice-like grip of apprehen-
baby five days ago and scemed we ok and ill. <1 " sioni ; it takes away one ¢ breath. You're surrounded: by
something about nursing,” the little nun told Clarisse, ' drawn and haggard faces. Everyone knows that the worst i
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yet to come. Only the damned Germans strut about ‘as
they owned the town.™ . .~ ‘ o

- Robert-asked about his sister. el

Joseph chuckled. * Christine has become an arch-Czec

she’s quite forgotten that she was born inVienna. She refuses
to talk German, and I had to talk English or French with';
because she won’t talk the *language of those brates beyon,
the frontier.> She’s sent the eldest boy to England and wants
him to stay there for good.”  He lit a cigarette. “ It's queer
that the people at Prague mever complain or grumbig
as they would have done in Austria. They bear their fars
and their fears with a dignity—how seldom you can use th
word nowadays—that struck me as almost natural. OFf
course, when they read articles about the men of Munich; o

when the French papers praise them for having sacrificed

themselves for the sake of Europe, you catch a: queer
expression in their eyes. They want neither pity nor prai
they want justice.” s
He knocked the ash off his cigarette and turned to Robert
“ What are our locdl Germans doing?” he asked.
“ Keeping in the background.” - - e
“Margit claims that they stir up the Slovaks worse than
ever,” Aunt Anny sdid. . S T
“ She ought to know. She’s really clever and intelligen
Clarisse pricked up her ears. Joseph was not in the habi
of . saying kind things about Margit. Had he forgotter
Isolde?: Of course, the girl-had not written for months
although the Bredars were still in Vienna. S
" The next time Margit came, Clarisse teased her with hes
conquest,  She could hardly believe her eyes, sceing Margi
blush a rosyred.:iv: '- R
- “You're pot fair to him,” her cousin said.  * He’s diff
ent from us, bécause he sees things clearer and:has more
imagination. No wornder he gets disgusted with life. 21
heonly...” ‘- L R
“Had a nice sensible wife, that’s what you were goi
say, isn't-it 2 Clarisse’s voice sounded a trifle malicious.
: Margit ‘laughed and turned away. Speaking. over he

shoulder, she said+ “ I really do think that T should not'min
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* heing that nice, sensible wife myself” Turning round she
' 1goked Clarisse in the face.” “1 réally believe that you are
© still remembering . ) .
 pransient winter’s madness on both sides. Robert neverreally
i [T . I
cared. . You're the only woman he loves.™ - ©..nn o

. My dear, that was nothing but a

('larisse shrugged.

| . “He certainly has a knack of .hiding his feelirigs.”-

o % Do you ever try to discover them? - If you would forget
yourself just for once in a way-and see.how lonely he 15, how
jost, how terribly he wants 2 woggan Wh?’ e Don’t look
‘at me that way and for goodness sake don't think that | want
him for myself. ”  Getting up, she put an arm ro:und Clarisse’s
shoulder.  “Don’t be silly, darling: You might be.. quite
#%gpéuit%,”' Clagisse mocked.. * How T hate the word.”-
rgit grew serious. L - e
. E/‘i’lihgat’sg what’s wrong with you, my ‘dear. You_‘g_lways
want things to be perfect; a perfect life; a perfect happiness, a
perfect love. Maybe all that e.m‘sted'?, long time.ago. But
to-day we are all of us——call it divided into two parts, and one
of them does not belong to us but tohumanity asa whole.
Excuse the ghastly expression, but there’s r_m'gthgr. : W ¢ can-
ot live for ourselves only. * Perhaps the tie linking us to our
fellow-mnen is really a chain’ that chafes as, perhaps, I don’t
know.. Anyhow, it exists and -we. cannot break it, %}o“rgyer
try.” T

hm:cd Vv\\;lia,tyan easy life our ancestors had. When I think of
great-grandmother Laétitia, who was so terribly in love with
Ter husband ; she was able to live only for hexself and her
happiness. Shenever-had to see what we saw th_c‘ot‘gf:r day,
‘the evacuees from Hungary”” -7 . oo -

«1 don’t know. I can’t tell you when people fitst ceased
having a life of their own, but I know=—Aunt Anny l_oves to
talk about it—that ‘the quite old lady,’ grandmaman Ip.ez,
never allowed her serfs to be whipped. . ‘That looks'as if she
had a kind of fellow-feeling for them.” o

-« Aunt Anny says that you are rather like her, Margit, the
sole difference being—it’s Aunt Anny talking, not I_fwfthat
grandmaman Inez wasa lady.” - Coe
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-;:'Iargit laughed and lit a cigar. . o
~ “She hadn’t got to look after.a parish. That kind
thing makes you vulgar. - And, after all, whatisa Iady-
gentleman?  According to my ideas, someone who staridg
for his convictions, even if he has to pay a heavy price fog;
and who fights for the defenceless.” . o
: You certainly do that, my dear,” Clarisse said cordis]}
In my own way, perhaps it’s not the right way, b %
know no other. I have neither the sweet kindness of Hegl
Sister Veronica nor Aunt Anny’s gay charity. I lose m}? temm
per secing what beasts people make of themselves, it se
such a.waste. They might just as well be humane and n
I don’t expect them to be saints. Speaking of saints, Jig
Veronica 1s quite well again., I went to the drphanag,é- yes
terday and she came running to meet me, radiant..Wifh"}(d
calling out at the top of her voice: * Just imagine; Barofiess

Margit, I'm not frightened any longer. The other day when.

we were driving in the dark and I held the baby in my
all my fears vanished and I knew that I wo?ﬂd: hiﬁm

strength to die for God and my neighbour. I wouldinot éven

mind much if it did hurt! ..
S Dearlittlesoul” 0 ‘
“I always feel cheap after I've been talking to her.”
aiarglt fell silent, furiously puffing at her cigar, - :

X ID(‘)‘f you really Ehink, Clarisse,” she said af last,,hésits;f
Eity.’]oéf;;a,s?’?mt iaug:h ét %fle",bu?‘do you re_all.y- th1 .
‘(‘Ilaris‘se did laugh, but not un_‘kindl'y.- o
et fgﬁmg y(agi"look. like a young. g‘iriiwi’ao’s in love for th

R B sy g ety sy ant very
a 1. 1 ‘

_Be:‘?, dear, Clarisse, ask me to come hei*re‘ asyogg::n :s? ;};3‘: ?égpy

jc3§eph’s wife won’t have an easy life,” Clarisse warn
her. “He’ll always be a spoilt child, and you’ll have to b
w1{?, a mistress, a mother and a nanny all in one.” .

" Iknow. He'll drive me mad with his sensitiveness an

his being so terribly sorry for himself, poor darling. Never

theless . ..” - , oo
“ Do you really want to marry him?»
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.. “Yes ... Even if I have to propose.” S
“ Then do try and make yourself look pretty. - Youknow
jou can look lovely, give up dressing like an-old woman
and ...”" R
“T haven’t got time for that kind of thing. Besides, I
want him to be fond of me just as I am, in spite of my untidi-
ness, ini spite of my cigars=—I know he hates them. In spite
of my bad témper. .1 don’t want him to be blind to my
shortcomings.” -
~+ Joseph was not the mar to be blind to anyone’s short-
comings—not even his own. His hypercritical mind saw
faults and blemishes even where there were none, but he
suddenly made an amazing discovery, finding out that there
was nothing on earth he could not talk about with Margit.
She was a good listener, perhaps being the sister of a-priest
predestined her for it, and, at least so it seemed to him, had
become gentler and even rather. charming during the last
few months. She it was who persuaded him to begin writing
again, i oo e
: i “ After all, there’s always Switzerland left;”’ shesaid, *and
s such-a decent little, country: - You.can’t. go: on- doing
nothing but brood and be miscrable, Joseph. "Sit down. and
write. 'Tell your readers what you have seen. Make them
understand what is happening. - Make them see, feel, touch,
smmell the horror Germany has brought over the world. Put
the German nation in the pillory. - Fight thesilly iltusion that
there are * good® Germans; nothing can be more harmful
than that illusion. Try at least.” A L e
%Y cap’t.. My mind hashecome a blank. Iseem unableto
formulate a sentence, it's—how can. I explain it to-you?
Tmagine a child building a castleof sand on the seashore, the
minute the castle is finished the waves rush in and destroy.it.

-All my ideas, all my subjects are drowned by the waves of

horror and disgust that keep rushing in.. No, T can’t write.”
% You must. It's cowardly to give in like that, cowardly
not to fight evil with all the means God has given us. - And
you can-write.” T PR RSN IR N ATE

- “Maybe. But I haven't got enough backbone.” .

. “That's a thing you’re trying to convince yourself. of
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because it makes life simpler, hosxdes pandenng to. you
terrible laziness,”

‘He gazed at her in silerice for a moment then he said
impulsively :

“ What lovely eyes you've got.”>”

~ She nodded absent-mindedly,’ : S

““Tknow ; I've been told that ever since . Twas a chlld

¢ You Ve got a funny way of acknowlcdgmg a comp
ment.”

“Was it a comphment'r‘ I thought you were trymg to
change the subject.”

- He was still Jooking at her mtently Lo

“ Do you know that you are rather nice? - There was
undertone of surprise in his'voice, “T used to think v
odious, wha,t with your 1mperxous anger and your unb
able energy.” ' S

“Shall I tell youa secret? ERTRREE

[13 YCS 2 . . . .

“With a few oxceptmns no woman is reaHy energenc. At
the most-we're tough, which is quite another thing. - It’s
men who compel us to assume that pose; What could Lha
~ done, Aladar being what he is?.: Sordeone had to look afi
the parish whilst the parish priest spent hIS whole tlme hun :
ing for the root of all evils®” :

“ He seems to have given it up. I’m told that h1s sermons
put the fear of the Lord—and of ‘the Monsignore—into th
pamshmnors souls, and that he sa regular bloodhound hunt—
ing down Slovak Nazis.”

“Thank God, though itsa bft unfair that a man who
wears a violet sash i impresses people so much more than I'dé

‘He laughed “1. prefor hstenmg to your sermons,
Marqzt :

“ Then you will try and write, j’oseph P Please do i

“T could always try. But what am I to write ‘zhout?:
can think of nothing but Prague as I saw it last, a city fore-
secingits destruction. The old walls and towers of the Hrad:
shin rising above the town, an empty husk ever since the
who might have saved the country has had to leave the
castle. The desolation of the grey walls surrounded by snow,
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he agony of hearts turned to ice by the treachery of thelr

friends: .

eIt rather Tooks as if you had got a sub;ect
S#3 Wcmdor why I can’always thmk of somethmg When I

: aik to'you.”

- She'smiled, put out her cigar,. and said regretfully
| I've got tosend you away. I must go to the orphanage,

'“tho old womanis ill and little Sister Véronica needs help

“Can ybu really manage the brats?? .0 -
4 Of course.  It's Jucky they hke me and beheve wha.t I

©“ You are rather charming, Margit, even I must admi_t 1t_.4 :
His words about her lovely eyes and the “ charming™ 4c
ompanied her all day long ; the orphans had never seen her
o indulgent ‘and merry before. -~ After dinner Aladar. gave
her a queer Jook and said:
4 What's happoned to. you, Margit? - You re . lookmg
eally ‘pretty and yowre much less' disagreeable than you
sed to be. Ca,n it bo thc moﬂow touch of approachmg

- middle age?’

. Her'laugh sounded a tnﬁo forced only a brothor could say
hat kind of thing. U

Aunt Anny, f'eitov’orjoyed.- " Once ‘again: she saw.in her

“mind’s eye Joseph as a happy hushand and father, she saw

his children, whose number would not; so she hoped, be re-

‘stricted by God to one; as it had been in her case: . Sitting
-~ beside ‘her. husband on the sofa, she was smoking a- last
-~ cigarette before going to bed and musmg aloud as was her
- wont.

* Margit must be about thirty-sever. Sh.e could' casily
have four children;two boys and two glrls Just think, Tony,

- how lovely it would be to have babies in the house. .What a
pity ...” She broke off hastily. ST C

He smiled indul gently. -

“You were going to say, whata pxty those unbom babms
vill be only Brauns and not Herdegens.”

“1 never thought ‘only’, Tony But surely you undor~
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stand that it grieves me to think that the nice part.of
family is becoming extinct, After all, the old Herdeg,
used to be a decent lot. They have left a goodly hentage for
Margit’s and Joseph’s children. But don’t believe that I de
not value the Brauns; you know how fond I was of ,ygy
poor father. . What was I gomg tosay? Darling, why Wi

you always i mterrupt me, it’s an awful habit of yours.: ‘Oh;

yes, I remember, it will be a good thing for joseph to- ma.rr
an energetic, matter—of fact woman,” D

Fony Braun was rauch too tactful to remind hxs w1f' ha
during the “Isolde episode ”, as she called it, she had- kep
repeating what a blessing a gentie, adormg wife would be for
Joseph. :

This is the first time I feel bad at our havmg lost aﬂ ot
gno’ney You see, they might have twms, the Herdegens oft e

0. '

“ Don’t. you think you’d better wait and see wheth '
they are, reaﬂy gomg to marry, darhng? Pm afraid tha
Joseph.... ' ;

¥ Nonsense, he 5 ma,dly in love wﬁ:h ber. He bought,tw
new ties at Bratislava and had his hair cut w1thout my. havm
to insist upon it for days.”

“Don’t be too pleased, Anny.”

“Why? It’s the very best thing for Joseph.”

. “Yes, perhaps. But certainly not for Margit.” .-
o My dear.” Aunt Anry sounded vexed and mcredulous
“ Our son! + What more can she want?” '

“*If he were only your son, my dear: -But nowaday A
ma.rry a man who is half & }ew . . Idon’t really kno
whether Joseph ought to.. : o N

“Don’t talk like a German Tony

- * Do try and see things as they are.’ AT

* Oh, nonsense, if they love: each other nothmg els
matters. Don’t you know that I shouId marry you at onee
if we were young again?”

“ You're different, my dear.”

- She laughed softly and Jooked pieased R

“ Pm afraid that ]oseph shares my opm:ton,” Tony B un
said despondently, - Py :

names,” she said drcamﬂy
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. 2“ Ah, well, it’s up to Margxt - You may-be sure she’ll
'.wa,ngiea.proposa.l ” e

“ You're forgetting how obstinate Joseph is.”
“I know, exactly as'you are.”. She frowned smlled and
dded thoughtfully: * Margit: ought to seduce him Once

' they've slept together he’ll have to marry her; after ail she’s

the sister of 'a monsignore, 1magme ‘the: scanda,l :
Tony Braun, the grave and tacﬂ:um burst out iaughmg
like a schooiboy

“ You. immoral old woman' Anny, y(m re: snnpiy im-

'pose;ible‘ ?oL

“I've thouorht of teilmg her, but afte:r all she s a'woman
and must know what to do.”. .. - £
S“What a blessing }oseph can’t hear you RIS
* Don’t be so terribly moral. If there’s no othcr way . .
should so love to know that our boy is happy before T die.
Almost as happy as we have been, da.rlmg, not qmte that s
impossible, for after all Joseph isn’t you.” :
- She slowly put out her cigarette- and smmg down ‘

before the toilet-table, began combmg heér s1lky white hair.

¢ Clarisse,” she went on dryly,  ought also to sleep with her
husband. Then they would probably make it up for:good.

'If’s absurd the way they’re going on.. How old is Clarisse?

bout forty and still pretty as long as she does not look cross.
ad Robert’s such a decent fellow, so kind, so helpful a blt
of a bore, of course, like Joseph. ..” - Bk
© “1 never knew you considered our son a bore :
% 1diot, you really might know that I did not mean him -
hut the other Joseph Herdegen, you know, the one who

:marrmd a Frenchwoman . and was. 50 keen on reform,
Laetitia’s father.”

She slipped out of her dressmg gown and got into bed
. They ought 0. call-the ‘children by the old Herdegen
“1°d like the. eldest: girl to be
called Inez.” R ST S R

The old i’/ear'v;_ias siowiydymg Never hiad Cl‘eiri‘ssg::known

“a month to be so long as this December 1938. Endless,
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snowy, grey, dreary days dragged on their weary way, ¢
only cheerful sight was Franta piayrw in the q’trden Wi
Tommy.

Robert’s sister, Ghnstme, and her husband (:a,me or
Christmas.  They could not be called enlivening gu
Clarisse hardly recognised her sister-in-law ; the handso
merry woman had aged and become the mere ghost of. he
self. . Shewas tCI‘I‘ibIY restless, unable to sit quiet, tushing of
to the Aladars, driving day in, day out to the capital, taking
endless walks and rushing home again, afraid of being Tat
for the news. She listened-in to Prague, to London, to P
to Moscow, to Vienna, smoking one cigarette:after the other,
throwing it away, clasping and unclaspmg her thin hands
Boleslav, her husband, was calmer but noless dcpreSSﬁdt
his wife. ‘ .
SR rThank God the boy i i in England ** Christine Sau:l ¢
least he will be safeif .

She had fallen into a hab1L of not ﬁmshmg sentences
suddenty stopping dead and staring into. spa,ce with wide-of
eyes, that got on Clarisse’s nerves,:

. You're exaggerating, don’t be such a pessarmst 2 she'tned_
to cornfort the younger woman.

“Pra not: All this is but a breathing space before
storm . .. She laughed angrily. “ You can’t even'c
that. At home I vsed to wake up morning after mom
with a start, my brain reeling with questions: is: Ber
threatening us. again? . Have. the Germans massed their
armnics on the frontier? Are those our planes flying overh
or enemy ones? Have the Poles, the Hungarians, claimed
new territory? What are the Slovaks-doing? Will the eve
ing still find us a free country? Every noise in the street
hoded evil, every ring of the telephone . . .7

She fell sﬂent ‘took a c;garette ht it with trembhng Tands
and began- smokmg

“The boy writes from London . .

She paused and stared round the room.

* What does he write 2 ”* Robert asked gently. .

She gazed at him as if he were a stranger. Then; as
coming back from a great distance : “ Oh, yes, of course, th

prepared
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boy . . . -He tells us that we'ré wronging the English; that
they couid not have acted differently; that they were not
Her voice shook with rage.  Why weren’t they
grepared ! Once Austria had been occupmd we aﬂ knew-. .

And again the nerve-racking pause.
- Let’s hope-they will soon be prepared.” Bolesla.v said
gnmly “ Else there may be the devil to pay, and not only
for Cizechoslovakia.”
" “Do you really believe that the Germans will dare to
declare war on us? * Clarisse asked in a tone of dismay, Her
prother-in-law was an official of the Mmiqtry of the Exterior

and always well informed. ’
“ They’'ve been preparing for war ever since the Weimar

'Repubhc,” hereplied harshly. © Why shouldn’t they dare?”

" “Dear Boleslav,“ Aunt Anny said incredulously, “surely-
it’s impossible.  When was the Great: War? - Not quite
twenty-five years ago. . - They cainit have forgottcn it , .The-
(3erman people : .

+ “The German people will be thniled to the core at the
idea of kﬂimg and looting. You don’t know the Germans,
Aunt Anny.” :

“I'm not defending them,” she’ put in has’uly “God
inows that no decent human being could: But surely- they
are not as stupid as all that?”

“You'll see;” Chnstme said, gettmg up and walkmg up
and down the room.” ¢ You'll see.” What time isit, Robert ?
Almost nine? Turn on the wireless, please.”

. After an endless evening their guests went to bed and
Robert said to Clarisse, who was holding her head Wlth both
hands, struggling with a racking headache S

““1 want to thank you for being so patlent with Ghrxstmf:,
poor soul. I can imagine how she gets on your nerves. But
we must not forget that she knows more than we do and has
been Living in an atmosphere of anguish for months.”

“ Whenever I hear her talking, I'm reminded of old Jin,
‘who says that the country is climbing Mount Calvary, going
the way of -the Cross: I rcaﬂy think he’s right.” ‘We've

eard our death sentence, we've had the:cross laid on our

houlders, we can-'see the mocking masses beyond :the

LR




214 CAME THE STRANGER

frontiers, our friends have betrayed us . . .” To her o
surprise .‘ner voice:broke. “ Will they crucify our Repub
will they really be allowed to do it?” -
He put his arms round her, it sudden1y seemed the natura}
thing to do.
© - “Don’t cry; my dear.
during the months to come.’
She clung to him desperately.
“T've none-left. T don’t know what has come to-m
hardly know myself: I'm weak and cowardly. I only wan
to hold on to something and I don’t even know what to.
“ How about trying to hold on to me?”
Still clinging to him, she lifted her eyes to his face Some
thing she saw there m&de her smxle a,lihough her eyes Wery
still brimming over.
- Did -Aunt Anny preach you a sermon upon matn
mony ? " she whispered, half laughing, half crymg :
He nodded. ** I should not exactly call it a sermon,”
said with an amused smile. “ She told me that we were fools
throwing.away a lot of happmcss and that mamed hf’ wa
a very good thing, but .
" He stopped, looking shghtly embarrassed. -~ ...
1S}Ge laughed outright, dehghted to see him blush I
gir .
“You need not go on. I know what she sa,ld ”
* And what do you think about it, Clamsce P
“’That she was right” - :
He. kissed her as he had riot kissed her for years then,
kolding her very tight, he said in the mat*er—of fact tong
always used to hide his feclings: -
“ Aunt Anny is the wisest of us all; she who used '
the prettxcst but alﬂo the most stupid of the Heztdegen gir.

We bi’i&ﬂ need ali our cou

: Chnstmas canie. - Clarisse had dreaded it, but Fra,nta
mute delight in the glittering Christmas-iree and his present
did not leave much room for repining and anxious forebad:
ings. Even Christine did her best not to spoil the hohda.ys
Franta had lost his shynéss and made friends with every

 affectionately. than she had ever done before..
- don’t meet again,” she whlspered :
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even with Clarisse.. . She had grown unaccountably fond of
‘the boy and would have hated losing him. On Christmas Day
‘the Mother-Superior came: t0 Korompa and talked. about
‘having the boy back at the orphanage. Clarisse had begged
be allowed to keep-him. She had not noticed the wistful
pression of the old eyes resting on the child and filling with
ars seeing the boy’s fingers excitedly declare he would rather
ay-here, because he loved Tommy and Marianka and old
J4n; and Aunt Anny, and Uncle Robert, the small fingers

were busy totting up. names, and Uncle Tony. and--she

ame last but neverthﬁlesu he did not leave her’ out-———Aunt

: Clarisse.

The old nun had nodded sﬁeutly She was- accustomcd to
ive up-her own wishes, she had been doing it during a-life-
time. For an instant she experienced a feeling of revolt,
hinking how much Clarisse had and how little the. child
eant to her.  But the next moment she was saying: .
“ Aslong as Franta is happy.” Lm only too" grateful to you
or keeping him.”

Again the small ﬁngers moved eageriy R I 11 come and see
ou VEry often,” they promised, and the Mother-Superior
had smiled at the boy and thought, if you come often, my
ttle Franta, you’ll have to go to the churchyard to ﬁnd me.
But at Ieast it won’t hurt me any longer that you come “* only
0 a visit.” : o

The Bﬂle's!avs-ieft.- Christine kissed her sistﬁr«iniia_w.'more'
FIn case we

“ We'll come to Prague in April,” Clamsse said..
“In Apnl 2 Christine’s laugh was not pleasa.nt to hear.
Robert put in, hurnediy' “If ever you need us; send a wire

- and we’ll come at once.”

.. Buttoning his coat; Boleslav: turned to Aunt Anny
“1 really advise you to go-to England, all three of ‘you.

. Youve gotrelations there. . At least'T seém to remember that

one of Laetitia’s many daughters married an Englishman.”
_Aunt Anny was only too dehghted to- talk famﬂy, the

= horses could wait.
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“Yes, Antoinette, not the first Antoinette, joseph’s'_si's
but the second one, his granddaughter; married an
diplowat. I stayed with her daughter in the country, 1,
years ago. A delightful woman with charming chilg
Terribly English though, without a single Herdegen tr.
We don’t hear from them all the year round, except at Chris
mas, when they send such lovely cards.” s
; “That’s typically English,” Robert said with half 2 il
** They always seem to have forgotten your existence, perh
they rezdiy. have, but if’ ever you need help, they’re sur
turn up, without making a fuss, not understanding youin
least—for after all we're only poor benighted foreigner
kind in a practical, unimaginative kind of way, feed
your bedy and letting your soul starve, but asstaunch frie
as anyone could wish for.” :

Old Jan’s head appeared in the open door. He &V
that once Aunt Anny got talking, the guests of the manos
house were likely to miss their train. - PR

" The horses are cold,” he said reproachfully, -
S‘Jhrzstme kissed her brother and got into the carriage
Au revotr,” Clarisse called out.. o
_A pale, haggard, unhappy face looked out of the carriis
window. .. SRS : - ' Bt 5
“ Good-bye,” said Christine;

. The Herdegens spent New Year’s Eve with the Jeszenaks
as:they had done for years. Margit met them at the doo
:: Aunt Anny,” she whispered, ““ you're ill.” :
“'I’m perfectly well, my dear.” s
- Oh no, you've got the most awful rheumatic paing””
I've never had rheumatism éni all my life. T., »
Margit grew impatient. ' S T
“ I persuaded the doctor to come here by telling hirg'tha
you were ill. T don’t want him: to be all alone to-night.” "
“Alone?” Clarisse locked surprised. “Is Else staying
with herparents? . g ‘ ' o
- “ Whatever you do, don’t talk about that beastly won:
- And don’t forget your rheumatism, Aunt Anny.” :

nglish.
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. The old lady sighed submissively.

© “Pm so bad at lying. Why must you always play Provi-
dence, Margit?”  She felt-almost annoyed, but seeing the
doctor’s tired, downcast face, she lied like a hero, mention-

' ing symptorns that nonplussed her listener. A queer kind of

rheumatism, he thought, but then women were always bad

© at describing their pains.

“You really might have come. earlier and heard me

~preach,” Aladar said almost petulantly. It was a very fine

crmon.”’ o S e
“Darling,” Aunt Anny said from the:corner where she

was sitting with the doctor, “we know your sermons by heart.
' You keep saying the same things that have been said fromthe

pulpit for I don’t know how many years.” = . .

% And have not yet become part of men’s lives,” the pﬁes ¢
said bitterly, . But to-day’s sermon was different. .I believe I

. have at last discovered the root of all evll”? . -

© “Dear me, the Manichees again, or whatever fthey call

- themselves?”  Aunt Anny lifted imploring hands,. ¥ Can’t

you give them a rest? Don’t lecture on them to-night,

. Aladar, please.” :

“ I'was not thinking of the Manichees, we ourselves bear
il us the root of all evil, because we have only preached and
never lved our teaching. If, for instance, 1. .70 ...

“Stop! ” Margit cried out.  “ Don’t for goodness sake go

- in for the typical New Year’s Eve remorse. It'stoo cheap.”

“That’s just it. Everything in our life has been cheap:

. our faith, our loves, our hates, our rémorse. -‘We have.always

fought shy of paying the price.” He glanced at Tony Braun.
“You know what I mean, Tony, the others are too young
to understand me.” T :

- .. Margit dragged Joseph off to the kitchen. On New .Year’,s

Eve the maid had the evening off ; that was an old Herdegen

- tradition. Aunt Anny gazed after them with a smile. -

“ Perhaps Joseph will make up his mind to-night,” she
said. “Then they might marry before Lent.,™. ..~

Hynek Silberthal gave her a strange, almost hostile look.
She noticed it and said in an amazed tone: o

“Why do you look like that, doctor?. After all God Him-
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self saw that it was not good for man to be alone. - And'yoyy
of all people ought to know that a happy family life: 7
Meeting Margit’s furious look; she broke off i ¢p
fusion. R
“1 only know that such a thing doés not exist outside
covers of a book. ‘Neither do love and loyalty.”.
“But, Hynek . . .” Aunt Anny was so horrified that she
calied the doctor by his first name. o
** My dear wife,” the: doctor said coldly, * has left:me
because she did not want to go on living with a Jew; g
because she could no longer bear to have her pure &rya:n
blood contaminated by my touch.” ' T
A painful silence ensued, broken at last by Aunt Anny’s
vulgar but heartfelt: *“ The little beast!* RREEEE
*1 should like to spare. Joseph, who is-much too highly
gtrung as it is, the same kind of expﬂﬁence,”' the doctor sgid
in a low voice to the old lady. - : : -
“That kind of thing could never happen.in our family,”
Aunt Anny declared positively. “ After all, Tony was born
a Jew too and I would never have left him.” - R
“But then you, dear Mrs. Braun .. . SR
“I’'m no better than other women and more stupid ‘than
most.” Aunt Anny sounded almost angry. “But certain
things are not done.” T
“That depends upon the people who do them.” .
“My poor boy.” R o
- All unhappy people were children in Aunt Anny’
her children. She was the only one present who did not

the distressing shyness that overwhelms most people forced. '

to Jook upon the naked grief of a fellow-man. .o
“My poor boy, but you must not let that wicked little
goose break your heart. I can imagine how you feel, but
don't fc?rget, Hynek, that you're not alone, we’re here; we're
your friends and so are many others in our town.” .~
He managed to smile. o : :
“You must forgive me, I really did not intend to spoil
your evening.- I would never have come, but for your
rheumatism . . .” : - o
“I'm not suffering from rheumatism, but now I kriow
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hy Margit told me to say so. What a-blessing to be able

‘1o move my arm again. If you only knew, Hynek, what

ouble I took telling you the correct symptoms.”
In spite of all, the doctor could not help laughing:
Correct? My dearlady...” g Lo
“Po you mean to say they weren’t even correct ? "That’s

- what happens when I take to lying. No,” she said almost

violently, seeing the doctor get up,  yow're not going home:

' Do you want to make me feel miserable on New Year's Eve?

f you really insist upon going I shall come with you I'mnot

oing to leave you all alone to-night™.. = :
 Better give in, doctor,” Tony Braun said. *You can’t

ope with my wife’s obstinacy. She’s capable of  following

- you, standing all night before your house and ringing the bell

every two minutes,” - Lo S h . :

The doctor smiled, looking touched and rather pleased.
¢ Then I suppose Il have to stay, Your obstinacy, dear Ms.
Braun, is the talk of Bratislava. You ought to hear Mrs.
Weiss and her sister speak of it.” : S

Aunt Anny laughed. : S -

« All stupid people are obstinaté. Poor mama always used
to fay so whenever I behaved like a mule.””’ She leant back
in her chair. *Give me a cigarette, Hynek ; now that my

 rheumatism is cured, I can smoke again, thank goodness.”. -

In the kitchen Margit was saying: =+ . © .
“ (3ive me the butter, Joseph, please. And cut some bread.
"m going to make toast.” L :

She threw a huge log into the old—fashioﬁed ra,rige,' poured

* milk into a pot, went to'the cupboard and said without turn-

inground: .. . .. oL i .
“Won't you masry me?”’ SIS S
He dropped the knife with a clatter and stared at her.
. “Have you taken leave of your senses, Margit??
- She put cups and plates on the kitchen table and replied

'dryly.: : :

“Not so far as I know. But as you can’t make up your

. mind to propose to me, it scems I've got to do it.”
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He picked up the knife without saying a word and
about to go on cutting bread.

¢ Joseph, you pig!” she cried. “ Wipe the knife. Thﬁre,

a cloth,” |
She threw it over to him and waited 1l he had pe
the knife. Then she said, as dryly as before: '
* Look here, my dear, you're fond of me and I'm fond
you and we re both not getting any youncrer That’s why
thought . .
She fell sxlent wa1t1ng for an answer. v
“Tveno rzght to ruin your life,” he said in a low voi
“I quite agree ; so you are going to marry me?”’ ..
1 did-not mean it that way. Do you remember h
things are to-day, Margit. ShallTexpose you to the ignomin:
of lgemg the W1fe of a Jew? Do you expect me to, b
you L b
“I'ma pious Gathohc, she rephed with a &hght smﬂ
“1 believe baptism to be a sacrament and therefore vali
“It does not prevent my being a dlrty jew n the yeé
of the world.” :
“ Asif 1 cared what idiots call you.” '
She came quite close. In the greenish light of the kxtche'

lamp her pretty face locked deadly pale and her vxo}et. eye

seemed bigger than ever: -
“ Am I too old?” she asked.
He laughed. “Fm three years older, my dear
“ Not pretty enough?” i
*You know quite well that you are a pretty woman
“ Not clever enough"’ ” :
¥ Don’t talk nonsense.’ '

- She remained silent for a little while befoze askmg seftl'
hesitatingly: *“Is it that you don’t care for meg Tell
the truth, please.”

“ My dear, that’s the worst of 1t 1 do care. '

She lifted her lovely eyes to his face and he turned awa
quickly, unable to bear the tender love looking out of th

“So you're gclng to marry me? " Tt was more of a.state
ment than'a questmn :

“NO b ]
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- She shrugged impatiently.
*“ Think of vyour parents, Joseph. Ha.v«:fnt they been

happy?”

* Times were different when they mamed. Besides they re

- unique.”’

')7}

“Why shouldn’t we be unique, too! s
She sat down on a stool and looked up at: him.
“Yisten,” he said: ““It's impossible. I know myself. I

~should always hve in fear oF our quarrellmv and we would
Cgquarrel .

. Y% OF course we would It would take an angei not to
" quazrel with you.and I'm far from being one.

_ % Fvery time we quarrelled,” he said dully, «y shouid

" feel : now she’s tellmg herself, T did make a mﬁtake he is
- different from us.’

- “I'm afrald if we were married ‘us’ would only mean
ou and me.’

" He pushed back the bread plate w1th a nervous hdnd and
egan walking up and down, :

“You don’t know—how could you "'—mhow hard it is f01

“me to trust anyone, how I keep fearing a’thoughtless word
 that might separate me from a person I loved. T've been
- disiltusioned too often. And to-day ..
© told me about Hynek Silberthal, who is much more decent
~ and much léss aggravating than I am. R

. Remember what you

“ I'm not Else.”
“ 1 know. All the same.
She got up, very slowly, _because her iegs were suddeniy

: feehng like cotton wool.

~* All right,” her voice had sunk almost to a whzsper “ We

- worr’t talk about it any more, at least not to-day. But don't

flatter yourself that youw've got rid of me. I've inherited the |
Herdegen obstinacy, besides all clever people are obstinate.
And 1 see that I'm cleverer than you are, my poor Joseph.”
Her voice grew tender, “ Youwll need me one day, if not
to-day, then to-morrow. Don’t forget, my dear, that' I'm
only wamng for the word to come to you, Don’t 1et me wait
too long.”

He said nothmg He ought he told hrmvelf to have felt




CAME THE STRANGER

unhappy and angry with Margit for making life stﬂi ¢
complicated ; but somehow he did not.

Unexpectedly she burst out laughing. -

“Just imagine if the parish knew! Our Baroness ¢ P
poses to 2 man and he says no! And Aladar too, wh
terribly old-fashioned and conventional.”. :

“How can you laugh?” . :

“T was born cheerful. You’ll see how pieasant it'ig
have a cheerful wife. Now carry up the tray and for goodness
sake don’t look so miserable. You're a fool, Joseph, bu

- darling fool. Take care, youw're dropping everythmg Dea
me, the milk is beginning to boil. Run along.”

. She pushed him gently towards the door and opened i f@
inm.

“ Look out on the stairs. The electmc light does not wor

He said, faﬂmg into bathos: “ You're driving me ou nt
utter darkness

The tearsin her eyes dried up as by magic, she could hardi
prevent herself laughing. How she had hated his dram
sing himself, how absurd it had always seemed to her, to-
it suddenly struck her, as pathétic. - I'm a fool,” she ¢
herself, ““ an old fool. T've got to be careful not to show:m;
feelings so as not to frighten. him away.? For an instan
her eyes grew wet again and she angrily wiped them on th
dishcloth. Then she ran up to the range; the mxIL was abou
to boil over.

At a quarter-to twelve old Novak came as he'did yea
by year to.wish the parish priest a happy New Year and; a
always on this occasion, he shook his head when Aladar sa
“ Stay here for a little whilé, have a glass of wine,” waitin
to be persuaded and, after a few minutes, giving in, sitting.
bit -embarrassed but ‘happy in the study, drinking IELs wine
taciturn at first but exceedingly talkative after the first gla
As he was always the-first to know what happened in: 't
town, he had a lot to talk about. :

* The damned Prussian is coming here agam he‘sa-rd
“ His rooms are being got ready for him.” s
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.. Margit threw her brothel a tmumphant giance “Tve
been expecting to hear it,” she said,

“People say,” the old man went on, “ that the prlest of
Sokolovee has been to Austria.”

41 know,” Margit said.

Her brother stared at her. '

“ Where on earth do you know it from 2

~ She laughed shortly. _ :

“ Somebody told me, Perhaps we can take action a.gamst
im now. Anything else, Novak?” . -

* Emma Leberfinger got a. letter from Go*mtess Bredar,
he silly goose is half crazy with vanity and-shows it to every-
 one. The Countess wntes that ‘\[135 Isolde has marmed an
S.S. Standartenfithrer.” - . .

Joseph burst out laughmg a,nd Margn gave 2 httle start
OF course he was thinking : that’s the onalty and faithfulness
one can expect .

“T always thought that all 5.8. men were homosexuai >

© Aunt Anny remarked innocently.

0Ol1d Novak, who was slightly deaf put his hand to his ear :
“1 beg your pardon, I did not catch what you said.””

_ Aladar frowned upon the oldlady and replied hastﬂy
“I¢’s all right, Novak. Go on telling us the news.” .
“The baker Schneeberger has taken down the piCtuI‘ﬁS
of our Presidents and put them in the attic. And the vet has
refused to treat Mis. Krauss dog because he’s a Jewish dog.”

- The old clock in the church tower gave a snoring sound
as always before striking the hour. Aunt Anny Iooked at her
husband. : i .

.+ % Come and sit besxde me”

The two old people sat hand in hand as they had done
on every New Year’s Eve ever since their marriage, waiting
for the clock to strike midnight.” But to-day Aunt. Anny’s
other hand held the doctor’s in a tight grasp, she did not
want him to feel lonely: The clock bcga,n striking ; the deep-
toned sounds reverberated in the air with a booming hollow
bass. Aladar reached for his glass. “To our country,” he
said gravely. To free C?f:chosiovakm, to- day, in the new
vear, and always.” '




224 - GAME  THE STRANGER

- The bells rang out, solemnly, almost sadly, wakmg.gﬁ
sleepers. They sang their tune above snow-covered fields ap,

slumbering meadows, above rivers and hills and ice-boungd::

mountains, above remote villages and small towns, ab
lonely farms and cottages. They proclaimed the new ye:
of which no man could say whether it would be happy 4
unhappy. C E R
Aunt Anny’s eyes were veiled in tears as she whispere
her husband: “Last year ... Do you remember? ™ -~
Henodded silently., Last year... . they had sat at a windoy
of their small palais in the Freyung and had listened to the
deep-mouthed bells of St. Stephen. They had hoped an

prayed for one thing in the new year: an independest’.
Austria, a happy, carefree Vienna. What had become of:

the unfortunate country and the dear, lovely old city
“ God save you from that fate,” Aunt Anny whispered
her voice shaking. S
An ugly noise drowned thé last word, a mocki
imperious honking, hostile; exulting. Margit ran to th
window and drew back the curtains. B
A black car was slowly driving past the presbytery. I

the pale light of the street-lamp she saw, ominous. and

sinister, the red flag with the black swastika. -

The-ciouds senf -rfort-h snow by day a.nd by night-; - Th

dense white flakes fell without ceasing, covering the whole:
land. They muted every sound, they erected walls between:
farms and cottages, they pressed heavily upon the fields and’
‘meadows as if they would never set them free again.- The.

leaden-hued clouds did not let the sur through.” The day.
‘were lit up by the pale, dead white of the snow. The
«dragged on endlessly, as if paralysed by the soft mercile
flakes. : ' co : RE
‘Sometimes a storm sprang up and the ground became
whirlpool of white dancing stars. Branches moaned unde
their burden of snow and broke with a sharp crack whe
the wind lashed out at them. They fell on the ground an

in an instant were buried out of sight. Only the telegraph:
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Not that anything really important happened during these

cently talked of peace and conciliation, of new and happier
times to come. o
Aladar’s small parish knew little peace. Again the people

~ had grown restless, again they seemed waiting with bated

breath for something unknown, again a strange hostility
flared up between the inhabitants of the town. Angry words
were spoken, at night stones crashed through window-panes,

 swastikas were painted on the walls of the presbytery and

the Jewish houses. The gendarme Vyskocil was busy.  He
looked worried and came home late, too tired to play with
the children or to chat with his wife. The little shop. was
again deserted and Elisabeth noticed that miany of her

in vain for the whining sound of the door-bell.. The bright
picture postcards were covered with dust, the stationery grew
yellow on the shelves. Sometimes the three Schuneeberger
boys stopped before the shop window and looked in, grinning
maliciously. . : N

. It's coming,” Mrs. Kraus repeated desperately, At
night I can’t close an eye; I keep. expecting them to smash
the house-door, to come rushing in, to carry off everything.
They will beat the children, they will drag my sick husband
out of bed. Dear God, what wrong have we done?? - -

- - During the short days and the long nights: there were

. many who put this question to God, and te their fellow-men
who had changed from friends to enemies. -‘The youngest

Schneeberger boy told the reason to the youngest Kraus boy:
“You're lews, that’s why vou must be annihilated.”. He
repeated the word several times, delighting in its sound.

saying such things,” she sobbed. * You must protect us.””"

H

. poles stood upright, black and desolate, on both sides of .the
~ high road. Their wires glittered and trembled fearfully as
if they knew that they carried evil news from one country
* to the other. :

winter days. In the Western democracies statesmen compla~ -

former friends avoided her. Mrs, Kraus, too, waited for hours

The Kraus boy ran home weeping and told his mother,
who called upon the parish priest. ““ You must forbid people

Aladar tried to comfort her and when she had gone he:
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smoked furiously, walking up and down the study. Hé had:

been fighting the new wave of anti-semitism and hostility
towards the. Czechs for many a week, from the pulpit an,

long talks with his parishioners. But somehow he never
seemed able to find the right words. It was much easier for
the adversaries who appealed to the evil in man. It’s toy
late, he told himself despondently, too late. I ought to haye
taken up the struggle years ago. Now I've lost the battle:
Nevertheless, he went on fighting, although he had to admi
that he had less influence in the parish than Marian
Hrubin. He always knew when she had been somewhéréj
before him, the people listened with greater understanding
to his words and were more ready to believe them., He knew
the reason ; after all Marianka belonged to them, her life was
as hard and as poverty-stricken as their own, whilst:
remained the Baron, even though the Republic had do

away with titles, the fine gentleman and—since a few. weeks:

~—also the Magyar. He had laughed grimly when a young

Slovak had called the word after him; but he knew what

harm it might do. He also knew whohad spoken it first, i
a Slovak but the man who was living again in the Bredar
castle, the Prussian whom one hardly ever saw but whose
influence made itself felt in the whole district. s
Life at Korompa was not more cheerful than that at the
presbytery. Clarisse suffered from her usual winter moods:
Joseph was so ill-humoured that he even got-on his mother’s
nerves, and Robert was quieter than usual. He was worri
about his sister at Prague. Christine wrote often; terrib
depressing letters. ‘ e
“ Our local Germans are at it again. Did you read Kundt’s
speech? They seem to believe that they have got us in t
hollow of their hand. Is it true that Slovakia is going to
secede? We keep hearing strange rumours. What wi
happen if she does?” And in every letter, like the refr
of amournful song: “ Aunt Anny and her family must leave
the country ; they must go to England as soon as possible.”
Aunt Anny smiled tolerantly, “Nonsense, Christine
exaggerates. We're perfectly safc. The Slovaks are gooc
people, even if Mr. Tuka talks big and tries to stir them u
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. ’ _
‘against the Jews. Rather disgusting, he really might

remember that it was a Jew who took in his wife and looked
after her whilst he was in prison for taking bribes. But that
just shows the kind of man he is. What was I saying? Oh
yes, that.even if Tuka and Tiso do their best to imitate Ger-
man Jew-baiting . . . Monsignore Tiso ought to be ashamed
of himself, after all he’s a priest and ought to know better.
Besides he would never have been a Monsignore if there had
been no Jews, I mean in the old Testament. At the utmost:
he night have become an old heathen priest, I mever can
remember what those unpleasant people who used to sacrifice
human beings were called.”” - : y o
Tony Braun did not share his wife’s sanguine expectations.
“We thought the Austrians were good people too,” he
reminded her. “And think of what is going on in Vienna -
to-day.” But he too did not want to leave Slovakia. He
could not bear the idea of living on charity, of being
tolerated in a strange country, of being looked upon with a
mixture of pity and scorn, a refugee; an alien who did not
belong . .. Joseph ought to go to England, he said, ke could
earn his living there and at least they would not have to
worry about him . . . S
Robert was hardiy ever at home. Aladar and Margit had
taken him in hand ; they forced him to speak at meetings, to
accompany them on their drives across country. “The’
people like you,” Margit said. “ You've somehow got the
reputation of being wise. Perhaps they’ll believe what you.
tell them.” She was absolutely taken up by politics and
seemned to have forgotten Joseph. Notwithstanding his firm:
decision on New Year’s Eve, he felt slightly annoyed at her
pever having time for him. He sulked, there was no other
word for it, and kept assuring himself that he did not miss
her. He could not get on with his writing, whenever he
stopped for a moment he heard a soft voice saying : * Don’

“let me wait too fong.” - : - oo

On Ash Wednesday, during the service, Marianka’s
cottage was burnt to the ground. Red flameslit up the snow-
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bound plain. The old beams crackled and gave way. Comin
home, Marianka found smoking ruins. Clarisse, who ha
driven her back from town, watched the old woman tak
in with a long look the loss of all that had been her own
How many years ago had she come to the cottage, a happ
bride? How proud she had been of her home, her iid
rooms, her shining pots and pans, her gaily-painted plate
and cups. Here her husband had died, leaving her alone wit
seven small children. Life had been hard for Marianka bu
no one had ever heard her complain.. She had found wor

and had been happy with the children. Three had died:

young, the two eldest boys had emigrated to the States. She
hiad heard from them for several years, then the lettefs had
ceased coming. When Tomas was old encugh to belp her,
war had broken out. He had been killed in 1g917. Of all
her babies only Svata, the youngest, was left. For his sake
she kept her home cosy, for him she had tended the flowe
in the garden and the single apple tree that bore fruit for kim
Her whole life had been closely knit to the small cottage o
which to-day there remained nothing but a smoking ash
_ heap. Marianka did not say a word. For a moment sh
covered her face with her hands. When she let them sink
she looked calm and selfpossessed. She turned to Clarisse,
who was standing beside her, pale with anger, close to tears.
f‘ Never mind,” she said, as if the younger woman had been
in need of consolation. “I'm old and Svata wants to live
~ in town as soon as he has passed his exarninations.” :
Clarisse saw something gleaming on one of the blackenéd
bea'ms and went closer; it was a big swastika, drawn with
white chalk. Wild rage overwhelmed her, how could any-
one do such a thing : rob a poor woman of all she possessed,
destroy her past and her present, do this to Marianka whose
whole life was goodness and helpfulness? And, making a
mock of her pain, paint the devil’s cross on the ruins of her
home, as a sign of victory over a defenceless old woman?
But gazing at Marianka she recognised that the word was
wrong, the woman calraly looking at the ashes was not de-
fenceless. Something living in her was stronger than all the
wrongs done to her. Even if she were robbed of every-
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thing, if she were beaten, tortured, killed, she would remain
stronger than her enemies. The invisible strength to bear
and suffer without breaking down, the arms of her faith
and her goodness wexe invincible and immortal, as immortal
as the country around her, the rivers and the mountains,
as immortal as justice and right, as charity and love, as
immortal as God. L

Clarisse gave a start, Marianka was laughing. - She had
picked up a handful of ashes and was letting them trickle
through her fingers. * Ash Wednesday,” she said.  “The
priest hardly touched my forehcad with the ashes; as if he
had known.” ) . o :

Then she perceived among the ashes something bright and
shining and ran up to it with her small, elderly steps. . She
stooped and gave a joyfullittle cry. : Do

“Svata’s cup! The cup all my children drank from.
1¢'s not-even cracked.” : Ci e e

She held up a cup on which roses and forget-me-nots were
painted ; golden letters proclaiming it to be a * Souvenir
from Piestany . “ My husband brought it home in the first
year of our marriage,” she told Clarisse. At the time he
worked in the casino garden at Plestany. Little Marka was
the first to drink from it.” e :

She was overjoyed. I must take great care of it,” she
caid. % T want Svata’s children to have it.” She held the
cup tight during the whole drive to Korompa, sometimes -
gently passing her hand over the painted flowers.

Arrived at the manor-house, Marianka insisted upon
having the smallest room, and hardly dared to sit in the deep
arm~chair Clarisse drew up to-the stove. “It’s much too
soft for me,” she said. “ And such lovely silk.”

Aunt Anny, sharing the head waiter Zapletal’s opinion
that whatever happens man must eat and drink; came with
coffee and bread and butter and sat down beside Marianka,
chatting away. Only once did the old Slovak woman wipe -
her eyes, remembering the. picture of the Virgin that had
been destroyed by the fire. “Y wasso fond of it. T prayed
hefore it such a lot, and never in vain® She pocketed her
handkerchief and smiled at Aunt Anny. “ You know what
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it feels like to lose your home,” she said, “ But, of cou;gé :
YO?‘I“ loss was much greater because you were rich.” i
: Boyou knoy\r that I felt as you do, Marianka? The Onl
;hmg 1 rflally m;{nded was losing a portrait of Joseph wheg-
‘ne was three. He was so sweet, in 2 blue velvet il
long brown curls.” : vewe dress,_wlﬁh
They got talking about their children and ne eed
: . ver noticed.
that it had grown dark til} Clarisse entered the room. * %;fii
Mc‘l‘ng%nore has come to see you, Marianka.” o
, poor man! Coming all that way aft
preached such a long sermon | Y “ haw__ng-.
But she was flattered nevertheless, and Clarisse i
- ¢ , watching:
both, asked herself, with a little smilza, when Aladar had 1:st"-
been so charming to a woman and had—she could not find -

a bﬁter Yvord};——paid such delightful court to her. ~ i
argit, who had come with her brother, dragging Hanus
Vyskogxl %n ber train, said furiously: “We m%;gst féndat_;g: :
who did it. Such a dirty trick. Of course it must have
been. the Germags. The cheek of painting the swastika on
.the ruins. Yes, it must have been the Germans. I'd bet'
anything that the ugly brute at the Bredars’ castle knows all -
about it, and probably the priest of Sokolovee, too. Vyskocil
you must find the criminals.”
. It won’t be easy,” said Hanus, frowning painfully
I'he:y know how to organise things, you can never prov
anything.” . : R
A : . R
) IB will have}v}o ke done,” Joseph said decidedly. To
urn down our Marianka’s cottage. Hangj
good for the brutes.” ¢ eing vould f.)e t ?fO:
%fiargxt nodded, and declared dreamily: o
It would be rather amusing to see the Bredar castle in
fiames.” ‘
?‘Z‘he Gendarme Vyskocil gave a start and looked nervous:
) For goodness sake, Miss Margit ! » L
- Don’t worry, I'm not going to set fire to it.” L
. But all %16 boys who would go through fire and water
, foryou... Promise youwon’t repeat your wordst
now that I've heard them.” py e any..one.,
He got up. “DIve got to go. We can’t afford to lose

-

> at Bratislava. Damn the Germans

i
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time,” he said in an official tone. He saluted stiffly and left
the room. - :
"¢ Poor Marianka,” Joseph said compassionately.

““If 1 could only get hold of the brutes.” S

“Don’t do anything foolish, Margit. Remember that

ou’re the sister of the parish priest.”

“PIm fed up with going through life labelled sister of
the parish priest. You can’timagine how that kind of thing
paralysesone.” . : _

He laughed. “Ican’tsay I ever noticed it.” -

She gazed at him and something she saw in his eyes made
her catch her breath. She looked round ; they were alone
in the drawing-room. . : o &

“ Won’t you marry me, Joseph?” she asked, and he, be-
wildered and delighted at being with her after so long a
time, said : “ Yes.”

Thaw came overnight. In the small hours Clarisse was
awakened by a splashing noise.. It was raining hard. The
water ran, from the roof, the trees impatiently threw off’ the
wet snow and straightened themselves, it smelt of damp
earth, fertility, life. March, Clarisse thought, spring is here,
now everything will come right. The earth will again bear
fruit, the flowers will corne out, the trees will be covered with
leaves, The day of resurrection is drawing near, - .

She got up early and went into the garden. The rain had
stopped, but the gentle breeze had turned into a wild gale
that took away her breath. Her feet sank decp into the
swampy meadow. -

Old Jan came from the greenhouse, T

“We've got to go to work,” he said. “We're late this
year. 1 was afraid of the plants growing too big.” "He
frowned. “Isimply can’t believe that we won't go to our Au
any longer; that the Germans have occupied the other side
of ‘the bridge, in a friendly way of course. I hate the idea

of our roses being squeezed into the small Mountain-Park
| Bedd ’ S

Clarisse nodded; for an instant she had forgotten that
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the rose-garden helonged to the territory occupied by
Germans. But even the remembrance could not darken
glad mood. Inafew days’ timeshe and old Jan would ay
drive to Bratislava, the roses carefully packed in theif osie
baskets. ‘They would stop at the foot of Mount Calvary.an
the old gardener would mumble his prayer. Perhaps the

heavy cross would at last be fifted from the bruised shoulders

of the country, perhaps Czechoslovakia had; in sacrifici
herself, saved the Republic and ali Europe. -
She lifted up the dog that had run after them and lau

g

secing the traces of his dirty little paws on her skire.

“ Tommy, she said gaily, ““life is good after all.”

Old Jan frowned, how could a grown-up woman be's
childish? ' .

“ Life 'might be quite good,” he said .venafﬁously,-_

there were no Germans left.” : e
The ringing telephone recalled Clarisse to the house. She'
found Marianka nervously standing in front of it—she hated
the telephone, which she believed to be an invention of tHe.
CV‘II ‘one—and calling “ Hallo, hallo!” into the receiy
without pausing for an answer.  Clarisse took the receiv
from her and recognised Margit’s voice, joyous and excited.
“ Hell has broken loose. Thank God the Czechs are waking
up. They've discovered some kind of conspiracy. Yes, ot
autonomists, your honest, loyal, trustworthy Tiso. Wh
did you say? Oh, no. I need not be cautious any Iongef'.-
he’s been kicked out, together with the rest of the minister's?
And our 8.A., the Hlinka Guards, have been disarmed.. Th
Germans go about hanging their heads and being polite. Ye
I've been in town, T heard the news quite carly in the mor
ing. Tell Joseph to come over, I wor’t find time to drive to:
Korompa.” o - o e
Clarisse slowly replaced the receiver. Her joy had been
shori-lived; just an hour, a bright spring hour. Now the.
world with all its troubles claimed her again, She shoo {
herself impatiently. What was she worrying about?  Aft
all, Margit’s news had been good, it could hardly have been
better. If the Slovak politicians were made to understand:
that they could not go on undermining the Repubiic ... An
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£ the world saw that Czechoslovakia was strong enough to

- :keep her house in order... . :

. When the roses are out, she thought hopefully, our
- Republic will have been relieved of 'a grievous burden and
" §lovakia will not have betrayed it. She never wanted to,
* only the Germans and sorne Slovak leaders are traitors. But
~ they are done for, they can’t do any more harm.

She ran upstairs to.tell Robert the good news.

III

s

THERE WAS DARKNESS OVER
ALL THE WORLD

 Saturday Clarisse drove to Bratislava. The town was

in a turmoil. Bxcitéd groups flled the streets and
squares. During the night the Jewish quarter had been
looted. ‘The Germans sauntered along, proudly displaying
the swastika; the Magyars openly wore the Boczkay-tie, a
razor blade hidden in its wide knot—in case a policeman
should try to tear it off Anxious faces peeped out of win-
dows. Clarisse saw an old peasant woman sitting in the
market place, calling out to a young Slovak wearing the
swastika:  Praised be our Lord Jesus Christ!” The
familiar Slovak greeting sounded like an angry challenge.

",

‘The young man gave a start, grew nervous and, frightened

by the threatening figures surrounding him, stammered : “In
all eternity.” Accompanied by mocking laughter, he ran
away quickly. Clarisse went to see Mrs. Weiss. The
chemist’s wife was nervous and unhappy. L
“We ought to go away,” she said. “ They’ve been looting
the Jewish shops. We could hear them shouting all night
long. We also heard the Germans giving orders. It’s come.
T always said it would.  But where are we to go? Where
shall we be safe? In Hungary? They won't allow us to
u*
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cross the frontier. Dear Lord, what a small world i '

She tried to calm herself. © You must forgive me. B:x tfe ' ad never heard anything like it h}elfore,leéice%t perhaps at a
me, what are we to do? Did you see that they pai G 00. She could not understand the words the masses out~
words © Jewish shop’ on ourydoor? It wasyd%r;: tff fth side were repeating ; they fused into a'single yell; they thun-
night—I saw it first when I came here i the morn; - dered @eafenin.gl'y against one’s ears, becorning wilder and
That's the way it begins. -My sister says it was just the ssm more violent with every minute. ’ _ 4

in Vienna. And if i i P . The people in church grew nervous. Heads turne to-
“1 wanted tongolioltt}f:pﬁ?ii?sﬁse(llirigz&: éut igi Ss'iigipl-- : wards ti%e gpen door. Sc%me got up, but sat down again
can’t reach it. The whole street is full of people wanting\y" immediately. No Oneticfgre:g :,(i}n;?(;‘i;i f}li%mwg;?sri}%ﬁgex:us;ggg

permit. Dear God, if only the children were safe.” brutal voices kept bea ,
- waters, threatening to flood the church. There was no one

“ Send the children to Korompa,” Clarisse said img .
sively. “They will be quite safe tg ere.” said 1mpu1 - who did not feel thait1 at any rinute wild beasts would come
The little woman stared at her incred : pursting in to bring im to bay. : '
really? Only the three youngegtl: ,.1%;‘; Y‘;‘;}:ugsé};a childs Clarisse was no coward. Up to this day she had only
They won’t be any trouble. My husband and I would he feared intangible things, personal grief and pain. But now
very grateful. Perhaps, after all, it won’t be quite as bad-"e she suddenly understood the mad panic that drove cars along
we fear. And if we knew the children were safe . . . S?i the streets at a murderous speed, the fear that had trembled
blushed. * The girl is fourteen,” she whispered, « e in every word Mrs. Weiss ha;t? spoke;;, the a%prehensign amcél1
pretty. And everyone knows what they d ish ol anguish she had seen in the faces o the refugees who ha
& what they do to Jewish il come to the Slovak capital a year ago. She felt her hands

“ 1,00k here,” Clarisse said kindly. “T'li
six and fetch the children.” Y come back.‘z.a.b_oug;.__ growing icy and her forehead being covered with cold sweat..
Miys. Weiss burst into tears and wanted to kiss her h Her knees knocked against each other, a slow paralysis crept
Clarisse could hardly prevent her doing it. _ over her. Glacial cold seemed to pervade the church ; black
“7T had forgotten that peonle could be so kind,” the [mist rose from the ground, pierced by dancing red sparks.
3 D e oot so kind,” the | Clarisse was unable to think ; confusedly she wanted to hide-

waman sobbed. * That anyone could be kind -
can I thank you?” ’ uld be kind to us. ﬁH b it did not matter where—any place would do where there -
Cla?isse ran away from the tears and the grateful words, Were nio e, 1o yells and shrieks, only trees and flowers g'nd
repeating : “ I'll be back at six.” S quiet. . e
g B e L O e st . Koo i ek semed .
. urch was It up. An test ng . -
the altar steps. The sing?ng 'stopopedpgﬁz :;ispli'?:sih}zlegg; less. Between her and the old manor-house stood the brutal,
sglyiz}g t?e lgosary, The church was crowded. At o goarisfhmassis, a living wall one could neither pass by nor -
arisse found an empty bench and knelt down., : reak through. : cooh
The doors were widlz zpen; th: Ma,r(r:lls dayo::gs unusual The candle fames on the altar trembled as if they, too,
warm. A confused muarmur came from the street, graduall shared the fear that was filling the church, and would go out’
growing louder and swelling to wild yells that drowned the. izzt m};‘iﬁéeﬁg:{:pg(:’; ?ﬁf;ﬂ;;?fgg ;ﬁgigﬁgb}fggnme;&’i‘::

priest’s voice, : : . .
Were these sounds rending the air really men’s voicés? black s’hadcmfs in the dense obscurity, moving nervously,
Were they not rather the roaring of wild beasts? Clarisse gro&ﬁl;gi‘{hiisﬁziz‘inwcr end? How could the old priest
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kneel on so placidly? Clarisse saw his lips i

1 & ‘ ps move and th
beads slip through his'fingers, but she could not catch awordg
of the prayer, and the rioting in the street grew louder siill. ».

The open door How awful it was; o
’ ] . ; pen to danger:
and deatn, Surely it must tempt the wild ,beasts outsideggr”

come rushing in, to destroy and kill.

Clarisse was the only member of the family who w"aslnot

really pious. She went to church because she had alway;

done so, because all the Hlerdegens did it, because it was part:

of -the fami]y tradition. She said her morning and evenin
pfa,yers;iookmg upon them as an act of politeness toward
God, a power that seemed alien and slightly uncanny in he
eyes. In this hour of fear a childish but sincere préyer
mounted to her lips: “ Dear God, let someone shut the doo
dear God .. .” "

A shadow came out of the dark, é small, plump ﬁgﬁr;:, -a{

woman, She walked slowly down the nave, approached th
entrance, stood for an instant framed by the stone arch, close
the door quietly and slipped the heavy iron bolt, Then sh
returned to her seat and knelt down. -
A strange quiet fell on all; gentle, soft, comforting. T
wild voices could still be heard, but they sounded distant an

harmless. Between them and the lei
pecple in the church stood
the old oaken door. The waves beat against an island they.

could no longer harm. From the altar came the words :

“Glory be to the Father and the Son and
k ( : to the Holy-
Gjhc?sf:.' And shaking voices responded: * As it was in th?;: ':
beginning, is now and ever shall be, world without end. .

Amen” :

Clarisse drew a deep breath. The black mist that had
}reﬂed her eyes dissolved and she felt the bleod flowing back
into her veins. Her brain began to function agair. She :
thought of the woman who had been the only one not to -
feel fear. The small, plump figure had been familiar, the'
tiny, elderly steps. .. And suddenly she knew. Of course, -
it ha:d been Marianka, our Marianka, who is afraid ofZ
nothing in the world. The sense of security Clarisse felt. -

was not only due to the closed door ; as long as Mariankas live:

amongst us, the world can still be saved. We hardly notice
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these humble sainis of everyday life, but their presence keeps
our souls alive like rain falling on a parched soil, making it
fertile. Clarisse bowed her head reverently, thanking God

for having blessed the earth with simple, kindly souls who

atone for the wicked and the callously,indifferent.

, : A

Leaving the church, she walked fearlessly through the
crowd of demonstrating Magyars, who, still breaking into
wild shouts frora time to time, were slowly dispersing. She
was feeling unusually benevolent, which was fortunate, for
on the drive home her patience was put to the test. The
Weiss children, less grateful than their mother, behaved as
if Clarisse was kidnapping them. The two boys kept begging
piteously to be taken back to Bratislava; they wanted to
protect their mother and their aunt. '

% One never knows what may happen,” twelve-year-old
Emil, a slender and precocious boy, declared. “ One never
knows what the mob will do.”> His handsome dark face
expressed scorn and disgust.

Paul, aged ten, said angrily: : o

“ What's the good of our going to Korompa? We ought
to be in town, that’s where things will happen. Please let me
get out here and walk back, Countess Herdegen.” - -

He gazed at Clarisse veproachfully, and she urged the
horses on, fearing that the boys might try to jump from the
carriage. _ '

Trma, the dangerously pretty girl, cried almost all the way

“home. : : :
“Poor mother,” she wailed, © we’'ve never been away '

from her before. What will she do without us? *And poor
Father. And poor aunty ...” .
It was a blessing that the family was 2 small one, else the
litany of lamentations would never have come to an end.
Old Jan was grumpy because his horses had had to wait

for the children and because he was uncomfortable, squeezed-

in between the boys. A troop of soldiers came marching past.
Irma gave 2 cry: “ My God, the Germans!™ :
Clarisse found it difficult to soothe her ; strangely enough
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she did not grow impatient ; she was able to under 4
\ ; stand
torturing fear that she herself had known a few hour:r;(é
.She chatted gaily with the children, told them about Kore
ompa, about Tommy and Franta, who would love playing
with them, :
“He’s a Jew, too, isn’t he?” Emil asked ing
Clarisse nodded :"‘ Poé)r devill” , 2dding

Paul grew angry. “Don’t say that, We're proud of

‘being Jews. Father is always tellin i
g us to be proud of it.”
£rma, who had cheered up a little, began cr}?ing anewf-.
Poor mother, poor father, poor aunty. Last night th

looted the Jewish quarter, they kept yelling Siegheil all the -.

time. - We could hear them quite well, We did not go to
bed at aﬂ,_ not knowing whaj:i was going to 'happen.t gzirfa-
now night is coming again. If theyshould loot our house
Poor mother, poor father, poor aunty.” S
Clarisse felt dismayed. What a terrible experience for
children. Even if the worst did not come to pass, if things
somehow came right again, would not these children be fear:
ridden all their life? Would they not always imagine them-
selves surrounded by enemies? . Must they not grow u
distrustful and filled with suspicion? Even if that werd alIIJ
she reflected, fecling a wild hatred flare up in her, even if

children were robbed only of a carefree childhood and:

youth, of childish pleasurés and delights, did not that suffice
to condemn to eternity a nation that committed this crime
-or allowed it to be committed ? SRRE

Dusk fell. Bushes and trees took on menacing and strangé
shapes. Last year’s dry leaves rustled beneath the wheels, and
in the pale light of the carriage lamps, long, distorted shadows
glided across the road. Trma drew closer to Clarisse and
stopped crying. Clarisse put an arm round the girl and Irms
stipped her hand into hers and held it fast. R

~ When they reached Korompa Robert came to meet them,
and Clarisse felt a thrill of happiness seeing the glad ex

pression on his face when he lifted the childrenout. “ You've
brought them here, Clarisse,” he said. “ That was sweet of
you.’ -

Aunt Anny came hurrying into the hall. |

ying

1 always expect her to begin chacking
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“ Oh, Mrs. Braun!” the children cried enthusiastically,

- yunning to meet her. Seeing her they felt at home at once.

She praised them for having obeyed their mother and pro-
mised to drive to Bratislava the next day and bring back
pews of their family. She seetned 50 delighted to see them
that the children somehow felt as if they had done something
clever in coming here. Joseph, hearing the merty Voices,
came jnto the hall with Margit and said with a laugh:

« Yen’t mama like a hen gathering her chicks around her?

“ Just think what a grandmother she’ll be,” Margit said
teasingly, and laughed, seeing him blush a dark red.

2

The following day brought bad news. The Czech troops
were withdrawn. The Slovak police and the Hlinka Guards
were to take control. _ o o

From that day on also in Slovakia heavy jackboots
marched through the streets, menacing“to trample every-,
thing under foot. The Hlinka Cuards were willing pupils
of the great German Reich and none could say whether they
would remain so. SR

Elisabeth Vyskocil was packing. With tearful eyes she
kept nervously looking out into the unusually crowded street.
She was surprised to see so maty people-pass the shop, for
the weekly market would only be the day after to-morrow.
Turning away from the door, she stepped back into the shop.
After all, it was no business of hers. After next week the
whole town and the whole country would be no business of
hers. She was angry with Slovakia. They were being driven
out, only because Hanus was a Czech. Was that a reason
for having to leave everything one clung to with all one’s
heart? Just because he was bornin Prague? ... Hershop,
her dear little shop . . . Her father had wanted to buy it, but
Elisabeth had refused.  How could she bear Emma to have,
it, to let Emma serve her customers, to take the goods from
the shelves and put themJack . . .7 No, anyone but her
sister. ‘ AT

/
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She tock a tied-up parcel out of a drawer, and tém
Foursed down her face. She had not even had time to opei
it. Yet she had been so proud when the parcel arrived the
loyely lace collars from Prague, that no other shop‘ in t,oﬁn-
had in stock . . . Prague, the big city they were going to;
She quailed before the noise and the bustle, the sneediné
cars, the many strangers in the streets.  She could not fmaginé.
living anywhere but here, where she knew everyone. Though

5

_it__might_ be better not to know people, at least they could not |
disappoint one. She asked herself passionately who had -
stuck to them during these last black days, and smiled 4 *
scornful litile smile. The presbytery, of course, and Kop..
ompa, and Marianka Hrubin, but that she had always

expected. A few, very few men and women—almost all of
them elderly or old people-—had come into the shop and said;
a kind word. But the young ones had kept away, even those
who had been her best friends. Last night, after it had

grown dark, Mrs. Kraus had entered the house by the back.

door. *“T’ve been wanting to come all the time, Elisabath »
he had whispered. B s afraid of bei
she ispered., ut I was afraid of being seen. Miss
Emma...” ‘ .

She had sat in the kitchen and gazed around m.oumf‘i.ﬂljk..'

Pl

'X:g’?ﬂ feel terribly E?gd about it. Who is going to protg';t
“I do so want to stay,” Elisabeth had said, choking over
the words, ‘ i
“ It’s better to go. You'll be safer at Prague.” BT
Mrs. Kraus fell silent and both women sat for a while
without speaking. Elisabeth hunted in vain for reassuring
words. ! .
When Mrs. Kraus had left, Elisabeth had gazed after the
retreating figure; she walks all crumpled up, Iike an old:
woman, she thought, and she keeps looking from side to side
one can see how frightened she is. She remenbered a time,-
not so very long ago, when she had been proud of having’
Mrs. Kraus, who always used to do her shopping in the
capital, as a castomer. SR
Standing in front of the shelves, she considered what shie’

“So you and Mr, Vyskocil are really leaving the town?

THE PASSION b 241
would take with her. “ Leave all the goods,” Hanus had
told her, but there were so many things she grudged Mrs.
Miller, who had bought the shop. Those painted darning
balls . . . how pretty they looked ; she would pack up two of
them, one for Hanus’ mother at Prague.. And the lovely
coloured ribbons; a lot of them in the Czechoslovak colours,
At the time of the mobilisation people had bought them by
the yard. No, she could not let them fall into the thin, claw-

Jike hands of Mrs. Miller, greedily outstretched for every-

thing that belonged to others. o
There was a soft knock at the back door. Elisabeth went
to open it and stopped dead seeing the eldest Schneeberger
girl. Pretty Poldi was panting slightly, her cheeks a ‘bright
red ; her smile 2 trifle embarrassed. Elisabeth stiffly inclined
her head. She had not forgotten how the baker had come
into the shop with Mrs, Miller and, looking round, had said
grandiloquently : “ So this shop is at last going to be German
property ; that’s asit oughttobe” .~ .+ .
Poldi Schneeberger stammered something, then, pluck-
ing up courage, she said: “I wanted to say good-bye, Mrs.
Vyskocil. Father has gone to Bratislava, that’s why I came
to-night. He'd kill me if he knew ..."” :
“ It’s very kind of you, Poldi.” _ S
“Kind! You’ve been awfully kind to me. You always
waited ever so patiently when I could not pay. You know
what Father is.  He sits on his money like a hen on her eggs.
And you've been so badly treated, you poor-dear.. It's a

= beastly shame. Don’t look at me like that, it’s not my fault

that I'm my father’s daughter and the sister of those horrid -
boys.” : ' T
She sat down on the chair Elisabeth had drawn up and
added : “ Vlado says so, t00.” : P
Elisabeth smiled. The only one in town who did not
know that pretty Poldi and the young Slovak were lovers
was the baker, ‘ -
“Of course, if Vladosaysso...”
Poldi blushed. - : L
*It’s not only that, Mrs, Vyskocil. Svata Hrubin says the
same, and you know how clever he is.” :

.
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“Svata?” :
“Yes, he came home the night before last. Vlado says.
he’s half crazy with anger and talks queer. He told him
. that awful things were going to happen.” S
Elisabéth sighed. She could hardly imagine anything
worse than what had happened to Hanus and her. By
-perhaps there might be even worse things, perhaps .., . .

“Vlado,” the girl said with an air of mystery, “sends his.
love. He could not come, because—" she lowered her voice

to a whisper—“ don’t tell anyone, but he’s gone.,” . .-
“Gone?” Elisabeth did not understand what the' girl
was saying. . i o
Poldi nodded, looking proud and knowing. :
“ He’s crossed the frontier, he’s gone to Russia.”
< Why ? 3 ) . L
_“He’s not the only one. Three of his friends went wit
- him. The boys say that there will be a war, and they want
to fight against the Germans. But, for goodness sake, don’t.
tell anyone. Vlado made me swear not to talk about it,
She put out her hand. “ I’ve got to go. -Thase terrible boy,
are somewhere about ; they must not seeme.  Good-bye, dez
Mis. Vyskocil, give my love to your husband and tell hi
that Vlado said that he and all the other Czechs would b
be able to come back soon.” Lt
;‘S:he looked into Elisabeth’s sad face and fell on her neck
You're not angry with me, are you, my dear? Mothe
sends her love, too, and best wishes. She would have loved t
come, but she’s afraid of father.” ; o
She left the house and vanished in the crowd that wa
growing bigger and more and more turbulent. Elisaheth fel
surprised. What on earth had brought all the people here?-
She put on a coat, took a last look at the children, who were
both fast asleep, and went out, R
How changed ali the familiar faces appeared. Some of -
them glad, a few worried. The whole place was filled with'
cxc‘ltediy whispering and talking men and women. L
“ Let’s hope for the best,” she heard an old peasant saying
" That'sallwe can do, hope for the best ! :
Elisabeth turned ini the direction of the church. Sh
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could hardly squeeze through the crowd. Slowly walking
on, she caught scraps of talk. .

“ At last. 'We've been waiting long enough.” That was
the veterinary speaking. : :

“Tt’s a shame, a beastly shame. Afier all, he must know
who the man is he is siding with.”

“ That’s what they call free Stovakia! ™

“The day will comé, the day will come!” three young
voices shouted. b

A tall figure, wearing jackboots, came striding along. The
people made way ; some with angry looks, some reverently.
A few children, Elisabeth recognised the Kraus boys amongst
them, began to run. With unswerving steps, as if he owned
the town, the priest of Sokolovce walked on. At the church
door he ran into Aladar Jeszenak,

“ What do you want? ” the parish priest asked curtly.

Father Gogolak looked at him with a sneer. '

“That’s a question I might ask, Monsignore. In a few
days’ time there will be no room for Magyarsin our country.”

“ Only for traitors? ” Aladar gave back in a ringing voice.

People came from all sides, joyfully anticipating a row.

“ You’d better be careful, Monsignore.” .

“Why? Surely you don’t expect me to be afraid of
yow.” : ) o :
Aladar Jeszenak laughed ; it was an unpleasant, contemp-
tuous laugh, and the priest of Sokolovee changed' colour.
Standing behind Aladar, old Novak joined in the laugh.

“The servants of the Czechs and the Jews are played
out,” Father Gogolak shouted, and a murmur of assent came
from the crowd. ~ _ _

“ And the men who have sold themselves to the Germans
are masters of the town, that’s what you mean, eh, Father? ™

“Wait and see! ” yelled the eldest of the Schneeberger

boys, runing up and stopping beside Father Gogolak.
" “T must say that I cannot admire your friends and fol-
lowers, Father Gogolak. Young scamps who are in need of
a good thrashing for playing truant; thieves, and cheats and
poor fools whom God may forgive because they know not
what they do.” s
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The priest of Sokolovce lost his temper. ;o

“JIt won’t do you any good to turn up your aristocra
nose, Baron Jeszenak. The people are not willing to be
ploited by the gentry any longer,” he shouted. B

Aladar laughed. “Did you say exploit the people

With two fingers he lifted the shabby cassock that Margi

kept imploring him to throw away, and showed it to the:
crowd. ““Do I really look asif 1 grew rich by exploiting the:
people?  Asfar as I can see, the parish priest of Sokoloveeis,
better dressed than I am. I couldn’t afford those beautiful
jackboots. And as to the gentry, what about Herr von:

Brachleben? He lives in a castle, I don’t.” He shrugsed
“ What's the good of talking? There’s just one thing I wan

to'say.” His voice grew louder and more imperious: <1

forbid you to enter my church, Father Gogolak. I'm no
going to have it desecrated by a man who preaches the devil’

gospel. I would have to get it consecrated anew, and that

would be a great nuisance,” he added dryly.

Suddenly he had got the crowd on his side. Laughte :

filled the place; only a few people looked frightened at th
idea that a priest could be forbidden to enter a church. - .

“ Next Sunday I shall say mass here,” the priest of Soko-:

iovee cried. -
“ And sing the T¢ Deum, Father, because Hitler gracioust

received Monsignore Tiso, eh? Of course yow've got't

thank God for so great an honour.” i
“ To-morrow,” Father Gogolak yelled at the fop of

voice,  we shall sing the Te Deum, after the assembly of “the.

diet.”

“I°d advisc you to practise the Miserere, Father. 'Th :

day will come when you will have to sing it, and not only
YOU.,’ S ;
. ;}ladar Jeszenak had slowly drawn back. He was sta
ingin the church door, with head erect, his dark eyes blazin

“If any of you want to come to church and pray for our’

poor country,” he said harshly, “ they can come. The £

lowers of his reverence, the parish priest of Sckolovee, ar

politely requested to remain outside.” :
He signed to the verger, who was standing close,
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“Light the candles, my son. We are going to pray the

_ De profundis, for never before has Slovakia fallen into such

an abyss of shame. Let us cry out of the depths to the Lord
and ask Flim to forgive us and to give us back our honour.”
He stopped and gazed intently at his parisioners. How
were they going to react? : S _
The first to come was old Novak, and the second—Aladar
felt slightly surprised—Svata Hrubin. They were followed

© by many women and men, and some halffrightened, half-

amused children. Now they thronged so close to their priest

that one could no longer see him.

The priest of Sokolovce remained standing in the square

before the church, together with the Germans of the. town

and a few Hlinka Guards., He stared with a fascinated

look at the church door that was just being closed with a

loud bang. His face was deadly pale. Thebaker said some-

thing, but he gave no answer. His mind refused to believe

that someone had dared to defy him. But he would make

Monsignore Jeszenak pay for his insolence. And not only

him, but also all those who ran after him like sheep, follow- -
ing him into the church which he, the priest. of Sokolovce,

who in a few days’ time would be the most powerful man-
in the country, had been forbidden to enter. He would

~ repay them in compound interest. He looked around. His

hostile gaze met a pair of pale blue eyes staring at him. . The
stony cruelty and the mad lust for power in his face was
reflected in the thin, slightly crooked mouth: “The day
will come,” Emma Leberfinger said. “ Our day will come.”

~ The next day, on Tuesday, March '14'th, fhe priest of.
Sokolovee sang the Te Dewm in his parish church. Slovakia
had seceded. o C

_At Korompa, they were once again listening in. Margit
and Aladar bad come over, too nervous to remain at home.
Margit was telling them of the encounter between her
brother and Father Gogolak, . Do
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“That was yesterday,” Aladar said wearily. :
Yesterday—in space and time there existed a day that wa

called yesterday. Some unknown force had taken hold of

it and its significance and had hurled it into a black abyss
where it had -disappeared. Yesterday they had still bee
able to hope. To-day ... And what would the morro
bring ? :

Marianka had come with Svata, who was staying at Kor

ompa for the holidays. She sat in a corner and kept falling :

asleep, her tired head sinking on her breast.
“Do open the window, Robert,”
though I were suffocating.”

“ Better not,” Tony Braun interposed. * It might not be:

safe to-night.”
He was thinking of Vienna and of a similar night.
“ Just for a moment. I can’t breathe.” A
Clarisse got up and opened the window. It was a beau

tiful starlit night. The peaceful dome of the dark blue sky
formed a great arch above the sleeping towns and villages,’

the countryside and the dark rivers flowing towards the sami :
goal they had sought for hundreds of years. Clarisse had the
strange impression of having experienced all this before, o
having waited like this, tortured by nerve-racking suspens
It had been in a town, very far from here, in 2 night filled
with forebodings, heavy with fate. In such a night, sh
told herself, T stood at a window, but only for a short whil,
Then 1 ran out of the house, into the street, a crowde
street. I mingled with happy, excited masses. They wer
fighting, fighting against a country far more powerful
than their own. They believed in victory, because they wer
fighting for justice. And I fought with them . .. Sheshud
dered.  Something white glittered below the window
Snow? How absurd, it had melted long ago. Nevertheless,
her eyes saw an endless desert of snow, lonely, desolate. .
Where and when had she seen it before? And how did
she know that she belonged to the vanguished-—that th
fighters for justice had been conquered? She hastily closed
the window and sat down. - BT
“How queer,” Aunt Anny said musingly, * you're not a.

Clarisse said, “1 feelas:
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beauty, Clarisse, but just now you looked exactly like Marie
Christine.” : :
~ “Marie Christine? ” : .

“ You know, the lovely Herdegen girl who fought with the
Polish rebels against the Russians and was exiled to Siberia.
I showed you her portrait in my Vienna drawing-room. It
was painted by Isabey.” - '

Fer words were like an icy blast from the far-away past,
and once again Clarisse asked herself: Does the chain never
break? Do our ancestors come alive again in nights as this?
Do they send us a message? Do they tell us, a weaker, later
generation, to be strong, gallant, faithfui? She-leant back
in her chair without a word. :

Joseph turned the knob of the wireless. Aunt Anny cried
out: “ Don’t, Joseph, not Germany!™ =~

But it was too late. A hard voice proclaimed that the
President of the Czech Republic, Hacha, had arrived in
Berlin with the Minister of Foreign Affajrs and that they
would be received by the Fiihrer to-night. A-military march
followed. SN :

“ Just as it was in Vienna,” Tony Braun whispered. -

«“ But surely Charaberlain said in the House only to-day
that the British guarantee remained valid in the case of our
being attacked,” Clarisse said. : .

Aunt Anny was crying. “ The poor people at Prague.
Poor Christine.” : : o

The slow-paced hours dragged on. -Marianka woke up,
went into the kitchen and returned with a pot of steaming
coffee. Robert suddenly remembered something: He went
to the telephone, took up the receiver and rang up Doctor
Silberthal, * Come to Korompa,” he said. “1 don’t like
the idea of your being in town to-night.” He talked for a
while, repeating his invitation. Then he put back the re-
ceiver and sat down frowning. :

“Ts he coming? ** Clarisse said. _ :

“No, one of his patients is very ill; he can’t leave her.”

Svata Hrubin got up. o -

“ What'is it, Svata?” ‘ o ,

“I'm going to stay with the doctor,” the young man said
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curtly. *One never knows what may happen.  To- mght\:

the Hlinka Guards are sure to be dead drunk.”

Marianka nodded eagerly. “Yes, do go, my boy Her:

. face was radiant.

“You must drive,” Robert said. “ Wait, I’ 1t help you:

with the horse. And I’ll give you my revolvcr in cage ,

“I think I'd better come with you,” Aladar said, gettmg o

up. “Pm a better shot than Svata.”

He followed them and must have persuaded Svata to take'.f'_

him along, for Robert came back alone.

“Tsn't it like a thriiier? ? Aunt Anny said. Revoivers. L

shooting Monsignores., .

“ Life has become a thnlle:r,” her son replied. ¢ The solé-_

difference being that the criminals escape.”

He turned the knob and again the hard German v01ce.
filled the room: “ The Fiihrer has received Preszdent Hacha

and the Minister of Foreign Affairs.”
“Poor devils,” Aunt Anny said compasszonately

The stars dlsappeared the sky became overcast. Thefg
night was very dark. There must have been a thunderstorny
somewhere ; the wireless emitted crackling sounds, the voices'

faded out. The pauses were unbearable.  'What was happen-

ing during the time? What could happen? How long did:
the pauses last? Only five minutes? Surely the WIreIess

had been silent for hours? -

Dead, mute seconds dropped like rain into a space ﬁlle' §

with icy fear and paralys;ng lassitude.

Then again the ominous crackling, drowning a human ;

voice talking in the distance. Tony Braun put his hands t 3
his'ears.

“Turn off the wircless, Joseph. This stammcmng and
stuttering is even worse than silence.” '

A flash of lightning cut sharply through the dark, ﬂlumm—
ating a figure that stood before the window. Clarisse sud
denly lost her nerve and cried out: “ Look, Robert, there’
someone in the garden ... What is he domg there? »

She remermbered that a Hlinka Guard had come to th .

house yesterday afternoon and had, speaking in a tone o

command, forbidden them to take in Jews. The Weis
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children . , . She did not know what she was afraid of, but
insucha mght anything might happen.

The children were fast asleep; little Emil was smiling
happily. How gently they were breathing, how calmly ..
Clarisse wanted to touch them, to make sure that they really
were safe, but she feared to wake therm. What would have
become of their woﬂd when they opened their eyes in the
morning ?

She felt reluctant to go back to the 51tt1ng-room, where
the others were waiting, listening intently, trying to catch a
word ; where the very walls seemed to breathe suspense and
amemty She remained standing at the top of the stairs, " A
pale gleam lit up the long, narrow passage, but the lower part’
of the staircase well was dark. It resembled a black pond
of unknown depths. Clarisse put her hand to her damp
forehead. How absurd,; how silly to give way to fancies, to
the feeling that this night a huge dark lake surrounded the
country, a lake into which it had to dive without knowing
how deep it was. Or was it not rather a descent into hell?

She heard steps approaching the stairs and shrank back.
But it was only Robert come to fetch her. She remembered
why she had run upstairs. “Have you beenin the garden?”

* she asked nervously.

He Iaughed “Yes, it was only old Jin making a round
He's just as spook-mdden as you are and pretends the
Germans are gomg to attack us, or maybe the Hlinka Guards.
Silly old man.’ : :

She went downstairs and took his arm

“ Tell me,” she said desperately, ‘ what has happened to.
our world? Are we living in the Middle Ages that we must
guard against robber bands?

“1 wish we were living in the M:ddle Ages at least they
had some humane feelings left.”

‘They returned to the sitting-room. How cheerful and
bright it looked with the old familiar furniture and the
family portraits. Clarisse walked up to a faded picture of
a young woman with an intelligent, rather sad face: the |
French ancestress of the Herdegens, Victoire. :

“ She,” Clarisse said, pointing to the picture, “ must have
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known such nights during the French Revolution. Théy Sa
in the dark and waited for the dawn and the tambrils to g
by, on their way to the guillotine.” IR
““ Yes, but she lived to see the end of the terror.”  Margi
smiled at Joseph, “ as we shall.” He shook his head and s
said eagerly: “ We shall, my dear, but only if we keep up
our courage.” L
“Stop, there’s something coming through, yes, news:;-

.

The night was endless. When the small Empire cloc
Victoire Herdegen had brought from France struck two;
Clarisse could hardly believe that it was so early. Had rea}ly" '

- only five hours passed since they had come in here after
dinner? ' R
The thunderstorm had stopped. - Now the voice coming
through the wireless was perfectly clear, they could und
stand every word. Germany reported that the Fithrer w
still in council with President Hacha. The word “ Pr
dent ™ was stressed in a slightly mocking way. Then a name
Moravska Ostrava ... . .o '
“What did he say?” Aunt Anny asked. R
“The town has been occupied by German troops.™ - -
* Good Lord, what does that mean?” T
Margit jumped up and ran to the wireless, standing quite

close to it as if she wanted to wrest its secrets from it.. But’

the voice faded away and was replaced by music. L
 ““Moravska Ostrava,” Tony Braun repeated dully. -
They remained motionless, stunned by the news, trying
to understand what it signified, unable to do so. 2
“Try and get England,” Margit said. '

Bgt all they heard was a confused murmur, a noise as 6f -
rushing waters, asif the sea that protected the island drownéd

all other sounds. ;-
“France .. ." Clarisse hardly recognised her own voice
“T can’t getit. I've tried several times.” Con
The stars grew pale. It was very dark, the evil hours'

early morning when life is weak and death grows powerfu

reigned over the earth. B

Joseph kept turning the knob. Most of the broadcasting

stations remained silent. How strange—was there 2 count
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_atown that did not want to hear what was happening? Was

it possible that in other lands people were sleeping peacefully ?
“Pm going to Prague to-morrow,” Robert said. “ ITmust

fetch Christine.”

“If you can,” Joseph’s voice sounded harsh and angry.

The sitting-room was filled with cigarette smoke. Grey
ashes, overflowing from ashtrays, fell on the carpet. The
end of all things, Clarisse thought wearily, of Marianka’s
cottage, of Slovakia’s loyalty, of our Republic, of our lives—
ashes, nothing but ashes; something burnt out and dead.
Aunt Anny was again wiping her eyes. . * The poor people at
Prague, the poor, unfortunate people.”

Her words conjured up a blacked-out town, where life was
holding its breath. From its hill, the Hradshin looked down
on the houses it had protected for so long a time. The old

castle was dark and sad, a dead, soulless husk of stones and

moriar. x
Were there people in the stréets? Did they stop and ask

each other what was happening? Were women sobbing in

dark rooms? Were men clenching their fists in helpless rage?

‘Was the town preparing to fight? Were soldiers march-
* ing through the city, or waiting for an order that did not
~come? - ' / -

And abroad, in other capitals? Were people feverishly

listening to the wireless? Were the streets less empty than

usually at this hour? Surely all the ministries must be lit up,
the telephones constantly ringing, couriers coming and going.
To-night at least, foreign statesmen would not sleep, as they

_had done up to now, to-night . . .

A voice, Berlin! “President Hacha has just signed a
declaration : ¢ In order to secure final pacification I place the
destiny of the Czech people and country with confidence in
the hands of the Fithrer of the German Reich’ The
Fithrer will issue a proclamation in about half .an hour’s
time. Heil Hitler!” _

They looked at each other, what did it mean? Surely
not...? : .

The limping hours suddenly began to rtin, to race as if
afraid of missing something; it was as if the nation beyond

~
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the frontier had militarised time itself, and it was ma
along at a quick step. . =

“At home,” Aunt Anny whispered, “after that i,
bombers came . . .” o

“The bombers . . . filling the peaceful night with the;
roaring, singing the wild song of death and destrocg
They were flying low, almost touching the roofs, blac]
enormous, sinister,

The clock struck five. SRR

‘The wireless proclaimed : “The Luftwaffe and Germa
Infantry have begun occupying Bohemia.” - o

Marianka cried out. ““Are they really occupying: our
country, our Republic? ” : o

“ Wait, Marianka, there’s more to come.”

“About nine o’clock the first troops will march into

Prague.” : o
Joseph laughed. “Finis Europe,” he said. “But it
their own fauit.” _
Dawn shed its cruel light over the earth. The lamps
struggled in vain against the evil day that had ¢ome. - OId-
Jan knocked at the window. “I’m going to bed,” he said in
a sleepy voice. “ Nothing can happen now.” o
They could not make up their minds to tell him what had
happened. Deadly fatigue made their heads swim. Marianka:
had pulled her beads from her pocket and was praying under -
her breath. Once she stopped to say: “ That, too, will pas
a,way‘” S i oo
.Ma}rgit seemed to wake from.a stupor. “Yes,” she criéd;
‘it will pass away. No, Joseph, don’t say anything. - I doa’
want to hear your words. T want to believe, to believe with®
my whole heart and soul, that it will pass and that we shall |
be free again.” : B
The room had grown light. Robert got up and put.
the Jamps.  They could no longer shut out the day, the blac
day of March 15, 1939. Lo
The old manor-house dreamt in the rosy dawn. In'the
tall poplar tree opposite the window, a blackbird burst into
song. . : o

rchmg-.
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In the afternoon Christine arrived with the two children, .
Ciarisse was struck on seeing how greatly she had changed.
She was no longer the nervous, restless woman who had
stayed with them for Christmas, Her face was hard, it
Jooked as though hewn from ‘stone ; she did not cry, she did
not even complain, ' - S

“T¢’s better now that the worst has happened,” she said
calmly. “ At least,” she smiled a strange smile, “we can
begin fighting.” _ s

- Fighting, now?” Clarisse could not grasp her meaning.
~ “Yes. We've only been beaten on the outside. But our
Republic lives on underground, till she rises from the dead.”

Marianka came into the room ; she had heard the carriage
wheels and wanted to know who had come. Seeing Christine,
she stopped dead. Her kind, old face grew a dark red.

“1t’s our fault,” she said sadly, shamefacedly. ‘

Christine put out her hand. e -

“No, my dear. Only the fault of a few men, of your
leaders.” = She smiled kindly and added: “I owe it to the
Slovaks that we could leave Prague. One of them, an
official, gave me a Slovak passport. And I was not the only
one.” .

“Thank God,” Marianka said reverently. “Thank
G’Od‘” E

_ “T’m going back to-morrow,” Christine said. - ““ I suppose
I may leave the children here?” Co
“OFf course. But I won't let you return to Prague.”
Robert declared decisively.
“J must go.”
¢ Boleslav?” - :
“He was arrested this morning. But it’s not only that.
Having a Slovak passport T can do a lot. - No, don’t try and:
persuade me to stay here. I must go home. Do you really
expect me to leave my people in the lurch? ™
“ And Prague, how does . ..” Aunt Anny did not dare -’
finish the question. She knew too well how a city occupied
by the Germans looked. : -
“Ta-night,” Christine said, her voice trembling with
hatred,  Hitler will sleep in the Hradshin, Inour Hradshin.
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. And Henlein is to be hisre i vou knoi
And Hnlein is to b representative. I suppose yQu Fnow
She leant back wearily in her chair. Marianka took H
children upstairs. L
‘ “ I saw them march in when I went to the station,” G
ting said. *“ I studied their faces, expecting to sce ai’t least i
one or two compassion or shame. Believe me, I did not se%
a single human face, only frozen masks of cruelty and Iy
for power.” ' 0
“ It was just the same in Austria,” Aunt Anny said sofily.
Ch}:lstme suddenly forgot her fatigue and grew animated; -
Aunt Anny, you must leave the country, and José:fyh
too ; Joseph can’t remain here.” e
:: Nothing will induce me,” Joseph said sui_ienly.‘_'-- .
They will come here, too, as friends of course.. You’re
not safe. The Vienna Nazis will denounce you.” PR
;;Ie shrt;zgged silently and lit a cigarette. o
. E‘hey re ‘talking about a concentration camp in Mik&;
vice,” C_hmstme sald passionately. “ Do you want to fall
13:2;(;0;};:,1? hands? Aunt Anny, can’t you make him'_ see

Joseph’s mother sighed. “ You know him, dear. .He. will

only do what he feels like doing. And as © T
here, I shall, too.” g as long as he-stays

He Jaughed. “ We'll see who is more obstinate, mama
youor 1.” ‘ e
”AH right, my boy. But don’t flatter yourself that yot
_Qhristine feft the next morning, 1o.oking almost cﬁeérf
as if she were not going to meet danger, perhaps: death

Aladar drove her to Bratislava and accompanied her to the

station. He had been the only one who had not tried
hold her back. Perhaps because he alone shared her hope
lH.e, too, could not believe that the Republic would remain
in German hands. i
_+ “Don’t do anything too foolish,” he implored her, stand
ing in the draughty station. sl
I won’t. To—da}y every single man and woman who
work underground is important. We'll all understand tha

T
\ THE PASSION 255

a5 soon as the first awful days have passed, and wor't leg the
enemy provoke us.” : :

The train drew in. : -

“ Pray for us,” she whispered. - And don’t be foolhardy
yourself,  Therc are evil days in store for you, too.”

She got in and put her head out of the window. Foran
instant her hard face grew tender. “ Give my love to the
children. My Hungarian friend is coming to fetch them
sext week, They will be quite safe on her estate; and if 1
should not se¢ them again . . .7 _ :

He nodded silently., The train began to move. Aladar
gazed after it. He stood like a sentry on guard. The train
grew smaller and smaller till nothing was left of it but a
cloud of smoke on the horizon. : '

Aladar slowly left the station and went back to the excited,
secthing town, P

- .

Entering the post office the day after, Margit was shocked
at the sight of Tido Prohazka. What had happened to the
man. Was he ill? In the dim light his face looked almost
green, deep shadows lay heneath his eyes, his nose jutted out
sharply and two deep wrinkles ran from it to the corners of
his mouth. :

““ Aren’t you well? 7 she asked. : o

They were alone in the srmall post office. He bent forward
and said dully: “ Now I can’t wait any longer.” '

“Wait? Whatfor?” : , =

“ For the German people to rise up and to say: ¢ Stop, we
do not attack a peaceful country, we are not going to commit
this wrong.”” _

“ Did you really believe they would? ”’ -

«OFf course I did. As a communist I had to. You can’t

understand it, Miss Margit. I wasin Germany under the
Weimar Republic. I saw the meetings, the pracessions; I
heard the people shout: * No more war. - Tt must have been
about 1920. 1 worked together with German comrades and
I believed the solidarity of the masses to bestronger than any-
thing else. I did not mind the better classes going with the
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Nazis. They were afraid of losing their money. i could

even understand some of the workers letting themselves he
But, to-day, surely they muyst -

fooled for a certain time . . |
know where they are going to? To-day. ., .” :

She looked at him compassionately ; never before ha:u:l Sh

seen a man so rudely awakened from his Hlusions,

 I've waited and waited.” Tido Prohazka’s voice bé;
trayed many hours filled with the bitterness of frustrated
hope. * All this last week I’ve waited for a cry from beyond

Fora gesture |

the fronticr, for a ‘ Stop, that’s going too far !’
of solidarity, of fraternity.”
He pushed the stamps over the counter.

“On the 15th, at nine in the morning, I gave it up. And. :
now I }ceep asking myself : how can such a thing be?® . 00 :
It's a question we all are asking,” Margit replied, - .. "
Maybe ; but it's different for you. You never built u T
your whole life on the solidarity of the working class. Yog e
never saw in it the salvation of humanity. You were never -

(1]

convinced ,..”
‘ . -
‘But even in the Great War all that fell to pieces.”” .

*1 kn'c.Jw, But remember, in the meantime we have had = ©
the Russian revolution, the Austrian, the Geérman revolu
tion, the workers have learnt to think, have become politically "

conscious . . .”

He hung his head, a broken man. Margit locked at ham

pityingly. What could she say to comfort him ?

“ Don’t give way, Mr, Prohazka. Of course it must be i ':
terrible for you. But remember that there will be work lfeft.

for you in‘ our country. We shall want your help.”
He smiled mockingly.

“I’ll soon be behind prison bars, my dear Miss Margi

new protectors pipe?” - '
:: But, the Slovaks, the people? ”
I don’t believe in them any longer.
anyone except myself.

Tuka will have the time of his life fighting the Reds and the !
Jews. ]u‘st look at our new Cabinet. Tiso, Prime Ministers .
Tuke_i,- Vice-President ; Durciansky, Minister of Foreigi;
Affairs. Don’t you think they will dance to the tune their

T don’t believe in' -
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. “Don't say that.” -
“Why not? It'strue, unfortunately. I'wenton believing

" in the German masses for five years. Believing and waiting.

To-day I know that I was a damned fool.”

"He seemed to have forgotten to whom he was talking, or -

perhaps he was feeling so miserable, so desperate that he did
not care who heard his words as long as he could unburden
his heart. - _ -

“The Party, too,” he said in a low voice. “Itdid not fight.
1t proved itself abroken reed m the Reich... Itwilldothe
same here. I don’t'want to have anything more to do with
it.” : . : :
“ Oh, no, Mr. Prohazka,” Margit cried impulsively.

| % You must not say that, you must stick to the Party” .

Looking up he saw Margit’s big, violet eyes gazing at him
almost imploringly. For the first time since many days Tido
Prohazka burst out Jaughing. : :

“ 1 never expected you, the sister of our parish priest, to
ask me to remain loyal to the Party. It's a mad world, Miss
Margit.” . . _ :

“ T isten,” she said earnestly. “ Only a single thing is im-
portant: to fight against the enemy. It really does not
matter whether we're red or black. On the 15th of March
a new, and 1 hope and trust a stronger, solidarity was born.
We must believe that or die. It won’t be easy for us, because
here thé enemy js posing as a friend, because our govern-
ment . . . Look here, I can’t talk about if, it makes me
sick'. . . But that’s just the reason why .. .” She stopped,
her eyes asking a question. _

He nodded. His cheeks were no longer pale and his eyes
looked less dull. '

“You're perfectly right,” he said as gravely as she had
spoken. “T ought to be ashamed of myself. To think that
you had to come and show me where my duty lay. Never-
theless, I’d like to thank you.” o .

. Two men entered the post office. Tido Prohazka said in
an official tone: :

“JIs that all? ™ o

“Yes, thank you. No, wait, I want to send.a wire.”

I

~
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She went to the green desk standing against the wall; top
up the pen and began writing. Already, she thought, éve’ry;-
one is distrusting everyone else. One can never know, every
mantand every woman may be a secret enemy, a Germ |
agent. : L

* After the men had gone she returned to the counter; Tldo

Prohazka put out his hand for the telegram,

“No,” Margit said. “ T didn’t writeit. Ionly wanféd'a;;;:. .

excuse for staying here and saying good-bye to you”: " -

She put out her hand and he took it:in a firm grasp, "7 0 )
“Be careful, Miss Margit. We can’t afford to lose you s Y
He smﬂe_d teasingly. “The parish can’t afford to lose yOU'n.ﬁ R
Margit nodded, a lump in her throat. She could hear .

herself declare proudly—how long ago had it been ?—< The’

parish can’t get on without me.” To-day her parish had
ceased to exist, .shc did not even know for certain who: .
amongst the parishioners was an enemy and who a friend; |

It was an odious situation. o

Moi_'e people came and Margit turned away. She hd(gl;'
recognised Herr von Brachleben, and following him, the

veterinary. The Prussian wanted to send off a wire, but all

of a sudden Tido Prohazka, who spoke German excellently, - .
coz?.ici not understand a word the other man said. Margié" L
smiled, amused and reassured. If Tido Prohazka could:

enjoy annoying the Prussian he must be feeling better.

_+ On her way home she put the stamps in her purse; think- il
ing, 1 must write to Christine to-night. Then she suddenly’ *.
remembered that she did not know where Christine was, that” .
she would perhaps never know. Slovakia had become an
island in a hostile sea and no one could tell when the waves -

would come rushing in and swallow her.

TI:mrf: was unrest in towns and villages. No one felt like:
working. The wireless blared through open windows ; men S
sat in mn:parlours over their beer, talking politics, There SIE
was fighting in the streets, the Hlinka Guards marched" ek
through towns and villages, and the Germans behaved as |

~ though the country belonged to them.
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The baker Schneeberger struited about, gleefully watch-
ing his boys painting huge swastikas on houses and shops.
He delighted in the idea that the sacred sign could now be
painted openly on enemy buildings. Perhaps the boys rather

- missed the adventurous excursions, when they had tip-toed

through the town at night, menaced by gendarmes and the

town clerk, hurriedly drawing the sign. The baker’s shop
had been promoted to the Brown House of the town.

Mysterious cars parked in front of it, strangers came and
went and the baker was a much greater man than the veter-
inary, who had joined the party a year later than he.

It was Friday; market-day. The women sat beside their
immense baskets, selling their goods. Their heads, with the
brightly-coloured kerchiefs, looked like big, gently moving
flowers in the sun. Heads were nodded and shaken,
moving as fast as the tongues did. - Like bees rumours were
buzzing through the small town ; they settled down here and
there, flew away and went on buzzing over the whole
country. S Lo

““ He’s taken over the protection of Slovakia, It was.in
the paper yesterday.” ~ Lo o

“But surely we’re not a protectorate as Bohemiais? ”

“No, no, it's different. We're independent.” -

“ Independent? - There are German soldiers quartered in
Vrbove.” . R

“ As close as all that? Then they’re sure to come here;
too.” : S
“ And to stay here for good S

“ But we're independent all the same.”

“[ don’t call that independent.” . S -

“ They say that thousands have been arrested at Prague.”

“The laws against the Jews are being introduced.™ -

“ Tt would be rather a good thing if we did the same
here.” S S

“You ought to be ashamed of yourself, Anicka, fancy a
good Catholic saying such an un-Christian thing!” ‘

“ We made a mistake, we ought to have stuck to the
Czechs.” - :

“ Nonsense! We wanted our liberty,”

3
+
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“ What's the result? The Magyars will devour the whole
country.  People say that they want Bratislava.” RN
“Let them want it. They won’t get jt.” BURNI
- At Ratzersdorf our soldiers foughtthe Germans.” ../
“Tt wor’t be the only place where they'll fight them, the.
brutes.” e
- “ Shut up, there’s a Hlinka Guard.” : ER
* Look, Elisabeth Vyskocil hasn’t gone yet.,” s
“ Don’t be unkind to the poor soul. . Do you want her tg
fall into' German hands? Hanus was born at Prague” . -
Elisabeth kept close to the houses, trying hard to make

herself' as inconspicuous as possible. She was at her witg' 0
end. What were they to do? On the 21st, in three days, all.

the Czech troops and the police force had to leave Slovakia,

But Hanus had declared that wild horses would not drag him - : :f"
to Prague. He was not going to be a slave of the Gernmians;

A great change had come over him.  His merry kindnesshad
vanished. Elisabeth hardly recognised her Hanus in the.

suspicious, distrustful, sullenly angry man who hardly said'a s
word, and spent hours staring in front of him. He had @
hoped to the very last, expecting a miracle, help from some- i
where. But the miracle had not occurred and he was living = ..
amongst enemies who grudged him the tiny bit of land on &
which their house stood. The shop was sold ; the house was - |
to be sold to-morrow. In three days they would be homeless |

and no one would take them in. : ; .
“ Marianka says we can stay at Korompa,” Elisabeth told

him. *And Baroness Margit wants us to come to the pres-

bytery. She’d let us have two rooms.” o

Hanus had remained silent, gazing at her with the veiled," .

almost crafty look she had learnt to fear.

* Do say something, Hanus dear. After all, we must Iive‘ : _

somewhere.”

“ We've got no place to go to. There’s no room for ouf’_' . (i

feet in this world.”

“Old Novak also offered us 2 room,” EIisabcth.began_: ..

again, timidly.

him to lose his job for our sake ? *

Hanus laughed mockingly., * Poor old fool. Do you waﬁt._- |
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He had turned away and looked out of the window. = It
was a fine day, in the distance he could see the dark lines of
the Carpathian Mountains. . Maybe, over there, on the other
side of the mountains, he thought confusedly. But his wife,
the children .. . Suddenly he had realised, with a feeling
akin to horror, that he no longer cared for his wife and his
children; there was only one thing he wanted: to fight
against those who had robbed him of his country. - Perhaps
the path over the mountain passes would lead him - into

.f . battle. . ..

Elisabeth guessed his thoughts, Walking along she was
pondering them. - Some of the women called out a kind
greeting. Little Sister Veronica came out of the orphanage,
carrying a big basket. She ran up to Elisabeth.

“T was just coming to see you, Mrs. Vyskodil. Mother-
Superior sent me. We know what a bad time you are having,
you poor dear, and she wanted me to ask you whether you
would like us to take the children. We'd love to have them.”

The.orphanage, her children at the orphanage! Elisa-
beth felt herself changing colour; her cheeks grew a bright
red, her ears began to burn. Had things come to such a
pass that fer children must go to the orphanage? . ..

Without saying a word, she shook her head and hurried
on, leaving little Sister Veronica standing dumbfounded. Of
course she ought not to have been-so rude, the old Mother-
Superior had meant to be kind, and the childfen in the
orphanage were well fed and well treated. A sharp voice
behind her exclaimed : - :

“ Tust fancy, that woman’s still here! Ah well, we'll soon
see the last of her.” L . :

“ Frightful cheek to walk about as if nothing had hap- -
pened, to go to the market as if she belonged here. Someone
really ought to tell her off.” T

She recognised the voices, the veterinary’s wife and Mrs,
Miller, the German woman who had bought the shop.. The
veterinary’s wife blocked her way. “Still here, Mrs, Vys-
kocil? ”* she said spitefully. - I thought you and your Czech
husband had taken to your heels long ago.”

Flisabeth recoiled. She began to tremble; would. they
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all fall upon her? Would they attack her? She'SaW't:}.le -

Schneeberger boys, and comin

‘ b g her way, Emma,

sister stirred up the women against her, it}:’. .. S?m Vgnifé
to run, to escape from all the hateful eyes angrily staring at

her, but she was unable to move. Shaki
ut | R aking all -
leant against a wall. The veterinary’s wife %\ras st(i}l}?e;iof:}ll:

ing her way.

“ At least the gendarme wi TR
. e will no longer arrest in o

y nocent. . 4
children!” she cried. ““ At least decent people will be s::xf-ls'

again.”

A big crowd gathered around them. M -
. ‘ . any were lanehe 00
ing. How ugly, Elisabeth thought vaguely, huj;nan lau'agi%r o
131 z:\nd. now she heard a voice she knew but too well, Ve,

at’s what happens to people who betray their race, an'ci:':'

marry a Czech ; who give birth to Czech bastards.”
The laughter grew louder, menacing, obscene.

“Don’t you think you might let i

: - ITHg us pass, Mrs. Webep2 0
said a gentle, haughty voice. “ After all, Yéli dom’t wafthe'
hmal”ket place, doyou? It might be a good idea if you went g
ome and prepared dinner for your husband, poor man, he

always looks half starved as itis.” -

Margit Jeszenak was standin i i e,
g beside Elisabeth, smiling; -~
amused. She looked the veterinary’s wife thro’ugxirln ;I:lgci .

through and her smile grew mocking.

“Youd better kee . e

; p your mouth shut,” the wom DTN

“y Y . ) an cried. 0
ou and your brother will see what is going to béppen

tO 35

}YI argit laughed good-naturedly.
I like things to happen, It amuses me.”

I . ~E
" You polge your nose into everything.” The veterinary’s s
wife was ‘Iosmg her temper under Margit’s quizzical stare. e
Just wait, when our people come from Vienna ... . |

“The Germans and the priest of Sokolovee will kidna

us and drag us into the vineyards, that’s what you were going o

to say, eh? ¥ :

"The veterinary’s wife stop : IR 1
. , V1 ped dead, asif a hand had Y
laid on 1:161" mouth. How did Margit Jeszenak ri{nojv 'beer; it

Margit nodded condescendingly and replied to the mute Sl

question.
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“§ make a point of always knowing everything,” she
said amiably. Then she took Elisabeth’s arm and pushed the
veterinary’s wife aside with a quick, unexpected thrust.
“Clome along, Elisabeth. These women stink.”

The crowd drew back and Margit walked on slowly, still
holding Elisabett’s arm. The gendarme’s wife was crying
bitterly. Going past Mrs. Kraus's shop they saw the shutters
being closed. -

Margit gave a deep sigh. “ Poor soul, how long shall we
be able to protect her?  She ought to go away . . e

The roll of a drum drowned her voice. Old Novak came
from the town hall, beating his drum, preparing to make
known a decree of the town council. He looked cross and
disgusted, one could see how much he disliked his duty as a
town crier. The sound of the drum faded away and the
voice of the town clerk rang out: _ o

 «All the Jews in town are to bring their wireless sets 1o
the post office by four in the afternoon. In default of
which . ..” T o

He caught up his stick and drummed like mad. -

A few Jewish women, who had come to market with their
shopping bags, began to rum, accompanied by mocking
Jaughter. The ugly noise seemed to whip them on and they
ran faster and faster. L :

Margit had stopped, her small face red with anger.

She pushed Elisabeth into a doorway and ran after old

Novak. .
“ Stop,” she cried, “the parish priest also wants a decree

published.” - : :
She stood beside the old man, her head held high, her

eyes blazing. - Old Novak stopped beating his drum. Margit’s

clear voice rang out: .
« Whoever wants to listen in is welcome at the presby-

tery! ™ :

Iv'si‘he old man shook his head. “You ought not to have

done that,” he whispered nérvously. “It will only create

bad feeling.” - . C
She Jaughed. “No one will dare to come, anyway,” she

replied in a low volce. “But I had to teach the mob a

i

!
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lesson. Look at the cowards, Novak ! i

. there’s not a o
who dares say a word.” B , S'l-ngic‘ e
_ Walking slowly, with firm steps and looking round liké-:'a
lion-tamer who wants to keep his eyes on his animals, ghs’
ret}frned 1o where Elisabeth stood. R
~ * Come on, let’s buy our vegetables,” she said. -

‘When Elisabeth came home Harius was not in t}ﬁé'hoﬁ;sé :
She waited for him all day long, growing more and mor'c;-

frightened. Evening came, but Hanus had not returned, *
Had something happened to him? His wife stood -aT::gé'

door waiting. The hours raced. The clock in the church
tower struck eight, halfpast. Dear Lord, where was he? .
Surely he h:?,d not deserted her and the children? Soon 1t
would be night, black, threatening night, when anything

might happen. Hanus. .. Hanus. .. et
Behind her back, Emma was rummaging in the shop:

Elisabeth turned round. Even now she could not bear her

sistfr touching all the things she had been so fond of..
y What are you doing?” she asked impatiently. -
Tidying up.”

1

E‘}You’ve no business to tidy up here.” C iy
13 & - . :

t I‘?ths plz’z}zlghed. Pve got to know where things are.”

“ Because I'm taking over the shop.”

“You?”

“Yes. Assoon asyou and the bastards have left. Father

has rented it for me.” :

The bottom fell out of Elisabeth’s world. Emma Iﬁistress
of h_c-:r shop, Emma standing behind her counter, Emma
opening her shutters in the morning and closing-them at

night. . ..

“1 always wanted to have the shop,” the mocking vo.i.ce'.. :

went on.  “I'd have got it if you had not been such a legacy--
hunte_r. But, of course, at that time you were a fine lady.
the wife of Gendarme Vyskocil. “And the people ﬂattereci :
the Czech, because the gendarme could have arrested them.
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if he pleased.” She burst out Jaughing. “Where is the
Gendarme Vyskocil? Why doesn’t he come and arrest

. me?”

She putout a clumsy hand for a cardboard box, it opened

" and coloured silk skeins fell out; her lovely silks; they hiad

come from the capital but a week ago and. Elisabeth had
delighted in their delicate colours. Now they were lying on

| the dusty floor.

% Take care ! ” she cried out.
' Emma’s laughter grew louder. - -
“Don’t you tell me to take care. Look what I'm doing
with your beloved skeins!” - '

Her heavy foot in the dirty boot trod on the silk skeins, -

crushing them. o o
“Pm crushing them as you will be crushed, all of you.

| Look, look}”

‘The delicate pink and pale blue, the golden coloured and
green, the violet and lilac skeins seemed to writhe with pain
ander the merciless foot, they grew pale and grey, tearing,
breaking, lying on the floor, like broken butterflics. Emma.
was as a woman possessed. She put out her hand for the

. shining thimbles, the delicate small scissors, the gaily-painted

darning-balls, and flung them on the floor..

“Yo0k, look” Again and again the mercilets foot
staruped on the beautiful things Elisabeth had taken such
care of. . . : . :

“ Hanus! * Elisabeth cried out wildly, “Hanus!”

““I¢’s no use calling hira. He won’t come back!™

Standing at the door, her eyes glued on the darkness
beyond, Elisabeth fell to her knees with a sob. Bchind her
back she kept on hearing the merciless foot, stamping on her

happiness, on her life. o . -

1 think it's for to-day,” Margit said at breakfast.  Last
night they came from Vienna and slept at the presbytery of -

Sokelovee.” : ,
“1 can’t imagine how you always manage to know every-

tHing,” Aladar said, lighting his pipe. :
™
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She laughed softly. “Shall T tell you who keeps me in:

formed?*
“T must admit that Pd like to know.”
““ Sit tight, you’ll hardly be able to believe it.”
“ Well, who isit? :
“ Poldi Schneeberger.”
“Don’t make fun of me.”
Margit shook her head with a smile.

* Have you never heard of young gitls having a pash for.
elder women? Especially when those women make 1t :

possible for them to meet their lovers?” :
* Margit, what have you been doing again?”

“ Nothing wrong, don’t worry, my dear.  Poldi is almosti
e1ghtean why shouldn’t she have a boy fmend ? And VIado

is quite a good match.” :
“I really don’t know what you are talking about .

“ You are slow in the uptake, you must be getting semle -

Pex"zl%ps you know how strict old Schneebergeris?
s, b

“Poldi has a bad time at home, and now more than ever, v
because the old man wants her to marry a member of the-

Party. So, as 'm kind-hearted and a bit sentimental, I aﬂo'
the girl to meet Vlado here.”

“ In the presbytery! Margit!”

“ Oh, don’t be so prudish. Anyway, my kindness has been
repaid. For about a year Poldi has kept me informed of the =

German plans.”

The priest sighed deeply “ Margit, if peop!e ﬁnd out .
that the prcsbytery has become a clandestine meetmg placc' o

Just imagine the scandal.”

She -shrugged. “Don’t get excited. They're engagcd ‘
And, anyway, they’re not going to meet here for some time.*
Viado has crossed the frontier. He's in Russia, 1 believe

Vyskocil is too. I met Elisabeth about an hour ago ; Hanus -

did not come home last night. Oh, yes, I almost forgot to

us,”
“The children too?”
“ Do youmind?”

tell you. Elisabeth and the children are coming to stay with
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Aladar gave a gesture of resignation.
“ What use would it be if 1 minded? But do tell me.

_why you said just now that ‘ it’s going to be for to-day’ 27

Margit grew grave.

“ Poldi came quite carly this morning. I'm towarn Mrs.
Kraus and the othf.:r Jews. Poldi thinks that the Germans
will loot the shops.” .

“ Have you done anything aboutit?”

“Yes, I rang up the manor-house ; they're commg here
After that I went and warned all those who may be in
danger. D’ve got to go out at once ; I promised Mrs. Kraus
to stay with her. You might let me have your revolver,
Aladar.”

“(ertainly not. I can see you shootmg and hitting all
the wrong people.”

“ It would have been a help. Well Pll have to see what 1
can do without it.”

Getting up, she put out her cigar and walked towards the _
door. Aladar got up too. .

“ What are you going to do?” she asked.

“Do you expect to be the only person who does a,ny-

" thing?” he asked/, slightly huffed

She remained silent.

“If you see the verger, Marg1t send him to me. And.
don’t do anything foolish, my dear. The people have taken
leave of their senses-and you won’t make them see reason
by flirting with them or trying to impress them with your
authority. Of course,” he added, seeing his sister look an-
noyed, * you must help Mrs. Kraus, But don’t provoke
people, don’t come over them with your high and mighty
airs. “That irritates them more than anything else.”

“You ought to know.” o

“1 do. Run along, we've no time to lose. And send the
verger here”

She hurried out of the house, drove the verger from his
garden, where he was weeding the path, and turned into the
narrow street where the Krauses lived.

A few minutes later the old church bell pealed out like
mad ; it wailed and shrieked, it grumbled and tolled. People

e
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stopped in the streets, wondering what had happened, The:
midre cu}"io'us. hurried towards the church; nowadays sgf':
many things happened, and no one wanted to miss a sen-
sation. L
The church was litup. The parish priest stood before the'
altar, wearing his clerical robes. But his face was not turned
tov:f‘aggis éhe alt,ar, but towards the nave. L
it dowh,” he commanded, and after the people had
obeyed, he said harshly : T ,P P'I-e 'had =
“ It is possible that many of you have entered this chureh:
for the last time. God gives you one more chance, the last.
of atoning for your sins. Do not lose it.” o

He paused, and his parishioners began whispering. What "~ £

had happened? What did the Father mean? . A
. Aladar lifted his head imperiously and the whispers died:
own. ' o
“I have heard,” he said very slowly, stressing evety word, -
“ that Germans have come from Vienna, and from several
parts of Slovakia. They want to prove their mettle to the a
Reich by looting the shops and houses of our Jewish fellow-
citizens. Maybe by committing even worse crimes. Listén " -
to me, your parish priest: Whoever lifts his hand against'a.
defenceless woman or man, whoever steals but a loaf of
bread, will never again enter this church. I shall deny him~ -7
the sacraments,- his children will not be baptised, his sick~ "
will die without receiving absolution -and without exfreme: -
unction. And he will be cursed for ever.” R
The imperious voice stopped. A deep silence fell upon the
church. One could hear the people breathing hard, and;. 7 .. I*
sometimes, sighing in dismay. - il
“But he, too, who stirs up others, and be it only by a
word ; who approves of the crimes committed by God’s:
enemies; will never again enter this church. He will live’
and die as a heathen, because he has broken the command--"
ment of loving his neighbour, because he is guilty of homi- "
cride, because he has committed the sin that cannot be for-
given . ..” R
Again a pause and again the awful, terrified silence..

“Go home and tell those who did not come to church =
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what you have heard. And do not flatter yourselves that you
can sin without being found out. God sees every act of
yours, He hears every word, He knows your most secret, evil
thoughts. If innocent blood s spilt, His revenge will strike
you. And now let us:pray an Our Father. Try and under-
stand the words; remember that God is the Father of allthose
who are in need and in danger, and do pot forget that what-
ever you do to one of the least of these you have done to the
Lord. Kneeldown!” Once again it was the Captain of the
Hussars commanding : ©* Pray.” ;
 Timid voices whispered Amen after the prayer had been
spoken. Then the people shuffled out, quickly dispersing as
soon as they reached the street. T e
‘Aladar followed them slowly. Still wearing full clerical
garb, he walked through the town silently, 2 mute warning
and a mute threat. : . : SRS

Towards noon the Germans from the Reich and the
Austrian Nazis arrived. Their cars were parked in front of
the Brown House, where they were solemnly received by the
local Germans and the Hlinka Guards. S

At first sight the Austrians looked more good-natured and
Jess brutal than the men from the Reich, but only at first
sight, They still had to prove that they were just as efficient
as the real Germans, no slackers, perverted by humane feel-
ings.’ They entered the Brown House, where the priest of
Sokolovee was waiting for them. o f

The streets were crowded with talking and gaping masses.
Their mood was not vicious as yet, but it might change any
morent. Just now they were content to stare and to wait.

‘Others, too, were waiting, but they were not pleasantly

-~ excited, not filled with a mean malice that locked forward to.

“ repaying * some imaginary slight, not crazed with the lust
for power or greed and envy. Behind bolted doors and closed
shuiters they were trembling with fear or shaken by impotent
fury. Children were crying, parents were angrily whisper-
ing: “ For God’s sake, don’t make a noise. - If they don’t
hear anything they may go past.” s :




270 CAME THE STRANGER

They: the word signified the irresponsi -
d ponsible, unscru
masses amongst which the individual vanished. The ?1}11111(1);:?
tude that sheltered every crime, permitting the individua],
to rob, to loot, to torture, to kill. The dark, many—facéd.-

monster marched through the streets with hea i 1

: - . . vy steps, it ik
S_eegned something abstract, intangible, ghostly, and ?n?its-
tram came the black fear of death, settling over the streets. -

and alleys like a cloud.

Hadd one of those, shuddering at the sound of thelhea.,\;y.:.'.'::.: :.

steps, been asked a few hours later: “ How many of them

were there ? ™ he would not have known what to answer : fifty, -~
a hu‘ncired, a thousand, ten thousand. He had seen heads’?'}'”:'
_mnnuinerable heads; eyes, innumerable eyes ; fists, innumer:.' G

able fists; jackboots, innumerable jackboots. He had heard

a roaring of voices that drowned the voice of the wi s

A e wind and.
thel gentle song of the distant river. What he had seen were
not men as he had known them, not individuals, not fellow~- .-
citizens; they were the masses, a black lava, thrown out By

the volcano Germany, overflowin i il

the vol any, g, rushing on, merciless}

irresistibly, destroying everything that crossgd its path. s
Brutal hands hammered at closed doors. Open!» If

the order was not obeyed at once, the sound of S
AT t of hatchet '
blows and of splintering wood filled ‘the street, accompanied - |

by uproarious laughter,

The masses stopped before Doctor Silberthal’s house. Two

men entered and dragged him into a car with curtained win-

dows. Howling and shrieking, the crowd surrounded the. -

house. - - :
Kill the cursed Jew ! ” yelled the priest of Sokolovee,

A small, plump figure ran forward fearlessly, and Mari~ =

anka Hrubin cried :
% o
Because he cured you when you were ill? Becatse he-

never asked for money? Is that the reason why you wantta - |

killhim? ™

She was brutally pushed aside and the crowd thronged o

into the house. It invaded the consulting-room and made a
rush for the table with the surgical instruments. Soméwere -

- hastily slipped into gaping pocket o
of the wiamer gaping pockets, others were throm ogt P
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“ Smash everything ! ” a hard voice with a North-German
accent commanded. * He has defiled German blood.”

A wild roar of dirty laughter followed the words. The
filth that had been carefully hidden in many hearts came to
the top, and branded many a face. Lips grew loose and an
evil spark lit up stupidly-staring eyes. More and more
people were attracted by the noise and now the lust of de-
struction overwhelmed even those who had been indifferent
and merely curious at first. They ran to the kitchen and
threw plates and cups on the floor, laughing to hear them
break. They tore down curtains and smashed window panes.
In the bedroom they slashed the sheets and the blankets.
Wiser, more practically-minded men looted the wardrobe and
the chest of drawers. ' S

Svata Frubin had been dragged along by the crowd.. The
noise and the tumult bewildered him. He did not know
whether he wanted to attack the looters or whether, infected
by the lust for destruction, he wanted to smash the expensive
instruments that he was too poor to buy. Standing before
the table he gazed at those left by the mob. And suddenly
he knew that he would not destroy them, that he could not
doit. They were too beautiful ; even in such a moment the
medical student gloated over them. As to stealing them,
Marianka Hrubin’s son was incapable of such an act.

Shocked by the temptation he had felt for an instant, and

deafened by the wild yells filling the house, he slowly went

into the sitting-room that had escaped so far. The quiet

* surrounding him as soon as he had shut the door had a sober-

ing effect. He looked round, gazing at the bookshelves, the
old armchair by the stove, the pictures on the walls. Iis
eyes fell on a portrait representing two kind-looking, smiling
old people, Hynek Silberthal’s parents. : : :
Svata had seen the picture before, but he had always just
glanced atit. To-day, leiting his eyes rest on it, he suddenly
felt that the people looking out of the old-fashioned golden
frame were real human beings, a woman, who held her little
son in her arms, as Svata’s mother had done, a man, as proud
of his clever hoy as the old Slovak woman was. How cheet-
ful they looked, how kindly they smiled at him, who had once
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been their son’s friend. Had been, no, who was their s ’

. * ] i) son’s
fl:lenci. If they knew that their son . . . Svata recalled witli"'
disgust the faces he had seen a few minutes ago, distorted by

hatred and brutality, by envy and vileness: glaring eyes,

wide-open mouths, showing yellow teeth, greedy hands

stretched out for things they did not really want
L - vet grudged )
their rightful owner. In the distance he could hear grash%:ig' i
and the sound of splintering wood, the bestial laugh of yn 41

bridled cruelty and unleashed brutishness. i

In this minute he recognised that he, Svata Hrubin, Mari-
gnka Hrubin’s son, did not belong to the looting and 'destr'oy_
ing masses. That he did not believe what they believed, did
not want what they wanted, did not love what they Ioved’-'di‘d:- i
not hate what they hated. Again he looked at the ptirt}ait' :
but this time without a fecling of shame. The old PCOPIE;"- i
came alive, he talked to them, he promised them to stand by
their son. . And when, shortly afterwards, a troop of :yoimg- "
men a'md ﬂiinka. Guards crowded into the room he remained '
standing in front of the picture, childishly convinced that he -
must protect 1t, that nothing must happen to the old people;

that, more thax}\ anything clse on earth, he wanted to see 5:{.
them sitting on in their quiet room, smiling and happy... .
A young Hlinka Guard discovered the picture: and

shouted : -
“Down with the old Jews. Burn them!” AR
ﬁ& fcw’ men came closer.and reached out for the picturé..
Dan’t touch it ! Svata cried. : vl
};Iis words called forth mocking laughter.
Svata, the protector of the Jews!”

:: He wants to take the picture home and worship 1t”
Oh, leave him in peace. Of course he wants the frame. =

Le‘i him take away something from the Jew’s house,”

‘ How much did the Jews pay you, Svata?
That was the voice of Father Gogolak.

A German from the Reich stepped up.
“ Kill the lackey of the Jews!” I
Marianka Hrubin’s son remained motionless.. Never -
had h(; felt so calm. He experienced nothing but an icy
hatred and the wish to save the picture. His fearless glance
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roved over the yelling crowd, his face expressed unugterable
scorn. o
“That's all you can do,” he said coldly. * Destroy, kill.”
“ Get away from the picture,” yelled the eldest Schuee-
berger boy, pushing his way through the crowd. '
"Svata did not move, : o AN
The second Schneeberger boy crept behind him and thrust
a knife into the picture. He kept thrusting it into the two
figures, again and again, the lust of murder was in his eyes.
Svata’s fist shot out and the boy reeled back. Then Svata

tore the portrait from the wall and pressed it to his breast.

He had caught his finger on the nail that held the picture
and it was bleeding, He thought confusedly that the two
kindly old people had been hurt by the crowd after all and
that it was their blood staining the floor. But he would
save themyet. Helifted hishead. The furyin hiseyesmade
the Schneeberger boys recoil.. Then he saw that more peaple
were coming into the room. He recognised Aladar Jeszenak,
still wearing his priestly robes, but grasping a most unclerical-
looking revolver; Tido Prohazka and old Novak followed
him. They fought their way through the crowd and now
the four men were standing side by side, ready to fight.

In the passage the baker Schneeberger’s voice rang out:
“Set fire to the house. Let’s smoke out the Jews!™:

His words proved a distraction. The crowd burst into

shouts of joy and rushed from the room. :

Svata Hrubin ran out of the house into the street. “Hestill
Leld the picture tightly pressed to his breast. - He ran like a
hunted man, along the main street, turning into narrow alleys.
He could not stop, his feet scemed to move of their own
accord. He ran and ran. o :

When he reached the high road he saw clouds of smoke
rising up. ‘The air was filled with a sharp, pungent smell and
the wind drove tiny black soot-flakes before it. - Co

Having watched the flames licking the woodwork of
Doctor Silberthal’s house, the mob marched off in high good
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temper. Behind it drove slowly two cars with curtained’

windows.

Mirs., Kraus sat beside her sick husband’s bed. Robert had g
taken the children to Korompa, whilst Joseph was going

round the town collecting other Jewish babies.

¥ Dear Lord, they will tear him out of bed; it will .be':.' .i
the death of him; his heart’s so bad,” Mrs. Kraus moaned; =
“ Dear God, dear God! Theyll break and smash and loof

everything in the shop.”

“They won’t,” Margit’s voice came through the door cop: -

neciing the shop with the bedroom. :

“Do go home, Miss Margit. You can’t help us. They i

will only hurt you.” ‘

Margit peered through a crack in the shutter into the street, -
She saw that the mob was turning to the right, where the:
wine merchant, Winter, had his shop. A few Hlinka Guards =%
stopped before the Kraus shop, together with about twenty .
other young men. She looked out again and nodded witha

pleased smile. .
Heavy fists knocked at the door. “ Open!”
“My God!” Mrs. Kraus cried out.

Margit got up and opened the door. Seeing who Had : o
come to meet them, the men looked dumbfounded and =
stopped dead for an instant. Noticing that all of them: =

belonged to the parish, Margit felt reassured. .
“ What do you want?” she said quietly. “Don’t mak

such a noise. There’s a sick man in the house.” L

Her calm manner bewildered the men.. Wherever they =~
had gone, they had been received with tears and imploring .
words, with fear and trembling, and here stood the sister of

- their parish priest, admonishing them and telling themnotto . '

make a noise. Somehow it scemed funny and a few of the

men began to laugh. Margit watched their faces growing i
more human and drew a deep breath. Then she said re- .
provingly : : ‘ B

“You'd do better to weep. Have you taken leave of your = |
senses?  Don’t you know that Father Hlinka would turnin .
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his grave if he knew that his Slovaks were obeying German
orders? Didn’t he say: “God gave us the Jews’?”

She had always hated the old man of Ruzomberok, but
perhaps he might do some good for once after his death.

The beloved and venerated name mace the men prick up
their ears. Margit was quick to take advantage of it.

“He would ask: ‘Is it possible that my Slovaks blindly
obey foreigners?’ Who are your leaders? Aliens from the
Reich, from Vienna, Germans from Bratislava and the local
Germans, who have always despised you and called you
stupid Slovaks. Aren’t you ashamed to obey such men?

“The Jews have got to leave the country,” a young Hlinka
Guard called out. ™ :

“ Because the foreigners want it, eh, Sano?”

If only they would go away; Margit began to grow
nervous. If the Germans came here, everything would go
wrong. She discerned a familiar face. -

“ You were in church this morning, Karol. Are you deaf
or didn’t you understand what the Father said? Do you
want the church bell to remain silent for ever? Do you want
to die like dogs, without absolution, without God’s forgive-
ness? Do you want to be put away in unconsecrated earth,
to be cast out for ever by God and man?”’

Karol, who had been about to enter the shop, took a step
back. :

“ And you, Jozo, you were always my best pupil. Do you
remember how hard we studied together? - You are clevergr
than the others and also pluckier. Tell them to go away.”

“ Hungarian,” yelled a boyish voice.

Her answer came as a lash from a whip. :

“Your dear parents, Bela, came from Hungary when you
were twelve and I can remember you yelling: * Nem, nem
soha!® 'The Father and I were born at Bratislava, ag were
our parents and our grandparents.” : '

Would they never go? Margit saw red. Unconsciously
her hands groped backwards towards the table where her
riding whip lay. O, to strike at the stupid red faces, to strike
at them blindly, wildly. But she kept smiling and gazing at
the men with kindly superciliousness. :
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“Do go away,” she said gently.  “ Mr. Kraus s vefy ﬁl

. and you're not Germans to attack a sick and helpless man,”’

The men lookéd at each other doubtfully. Their excite.:

ment had died down, some of them were fond of Margitand

did not want to displease her, others still stood in a cértain

awe of the sister of their parish priest™ They remained starde b
ing in front of the shop-and Margit, knowing that any minute v
another and more dangerous troop might come round: the. .
corner, pressed her fips together, silently praying fori'a
miracle. Anocther minute or two of nerve-racking susperise
then the miracle she had prayed for came to pass. Karoi
suddenly turned on his heels and the others followed him Jike - 1
sheep. A minute later the narrow street was deserted... e

Margit sank on a chair and burst into tears. Mrs, Kraus

came running from the back room.

:: I;Iow canl th@nk you, Miss Margit? Please, don’t c;'y;’; :
F'm only crying because I couldn’t thrash the brutes SR
Margit admitted frankly. “'There, let’s shut the door. T

can hear steps.” :

But those who came hurrying up were no enemies I:.:.ut a.t.

reinforcement. Old Novak came, brandishing a thick stick,

panting, truculent, every inch a hero. “I only just heard . _.: :

that you were here,” he said.

Behind him came Tido Prohazka, also armed with a.‘ sti;k.. i
Mis. Kraus began telling them what had happened. Accord- - L
ing to her, Margit had kept in check at least thirty Germans. - i

and twenty Hlinka Guards. S

“How on earth did you do it, Miss Ma,rgit.?”= . Tldo

Prohazka gazed at her in surprise,

hy

She smiled teasingly. “ By the well-known wiles of the © i
Catholic Church.” She took up her riding whip.. * You
stay here, both o_fryou,” she said. . “I'm going to have a look" .

round.”

When she reached the market-place she saw the tw‘;cais'

with the curtained windows drive off at a rapid pace..-

The main street was filled with broken objects the looters .

had dropped. Most of the windows were broken, the doors
torn out of their hinges or smashed by hatchet blows. - A
crowd came marching round the corner. At its head walked
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Fmma Leberfinger, carrying a big picture of the Fithrer and
crying out in a loud voice: - S o
“ Holy, holy, holy is our Lord and Saviour; Adelf Hitler..
Holy, holy, holy.” ' : AR
She staggered as if she were drunk. Her shrill voice went
on ¢rying: ‘ - .
“ Holy, holy, holy is our Lord and Saviour, Adolf Hitler.”
Reaching the high road she turned round to those follow-

_ing her,

% | ook how he has blessed me, behold me, the handmaid
of our Lord. I am cured, I am strong. He has made me
mighty above all men. Look, my feet do not touch the
earth, 1 am rising above you, I am soaring. Look, look . ..”

She stumbled, regained her foothold and pressed the

ortrait to her breast. - RN _

“De not forsake me, my Saviour. Tam well, Lam cured.:
Do not let the disease gain power over me. -Holy, holy,
hot...” : w : ,

With a wild shriek she tripped over a broken jug and fell,
her face in the dust. Those marching behind her stumbled
over her writhing body, falling on her, crushing her. - Her
last mad cry turned into a strangled, terrible rattle. .. .

* The vineyards are close to Sokolovce. Deep cellars have:
been built in the hills, dark and damp and filled with a musty
smell that takes away oue’s breath. Here the cars with the
kidnapped men stopped. ' . : oo

The priest of Sokolovce stood at the top of the steep stairs
leading into the cellars and gazed with evil glee on the
prisoners. He had been waiting a long time for this day.

Now at last his enemies were in his power and he’ could
decide their fate. = Slowly he walked down the steps and
posted himself at the entrance, where all had to pass him.
From time to time he laughed loudly and gave a. rough push
to the man walking past. But be said nothing, as if’ a word
might disturb the solemn act, the devil's mass of hatred he
was celebrating in his heart. SV

The Germans and the Hlinka Guards did not feel the need
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for silence. They made jokes, asked mocking questions aﬁé-' .\

shrieked with laughter when one of the kidna '

_ pped men, reel-
ing under a rough thrust, stumbled on the steeppstairs ax;‘ﬁ'zl
head forward. One of them, a butcher’s boy of Piestany,

kicked the prisoners and yelled with delight if his victims

dared to moan.

Now and then one of the older Jews ventured to feproa R
a Hh;ika Guard—none of them {hought of address};;{;azii e
Austrian or 2 German. The Guards gave rude or sneering -+
answers ; sometimesif thie man reproaching him wasa form'e% S
friend, the S_loval_{ turned away his head without a word, .

Doctor Silberthal, who had been the first to descend mto &
the cellar, stooped over a man bleeding from a blow on his. - o

head and tried to dress the wound.

“ This isn’t 2 Jewish hospital,” bawled a 'V ienne.se.. “:L.e:t. . .

the fellow bleed his fill. It will do him good.” =

The doctor ignored the brutal words and went on dréééing-' o
the wound till he, t0o, was hit on the head and lost conscios. ~ + |

TESS,

By now the cellar was crowded. The priest of S’okdlovtez"z'f. RN
walked slowly from one man to the other, insulting all He '
was followed by several of the Germans, They came to 'af:-: e
boy, almost a child, who was crying bitterly. The priest of
Sokolovee turned away with a look of disgust, but one of the .
Germans yelled: ““ Shut up, you bastard!” and seeing that i

the boy continued to cry, lifted his hand.

In a trice a Hlinka Guard stepped up to him, © H{:’s‘o;ﬁu .

prisoner. Don’t you touch him.” :

The German turned round, red with rage: © How dare -~ *

you?”

But :chrec other Hlinka Guards had come up and tﬂe'ii.-.' : oo
faces did not wear a pleasant look. The German laughed: R |
scornfully and followed Father Gogolak without a word. = =7

The first Hlinka Guard squatted down beside the boy and:

- said, not unkindly : “ Stop crying, Jinda. P’ll take you home ;::

to-morrow. This is no place for children.” :

Night came, much too early for the prisoners. The cellar
was lit up at both ends by a pale light, whose weak flame et
was unable to pierce the darkness. A black fog filled the - &
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cellar ; gigantic figures emerged out of it. Hlinka Guards
bringing new victims, or refieving guard. _Their huge shape-
less shadows ran along the steep stairs, turned to headless
bodies, to endless, wildly moving arms;, to immense hands
reaching out for the kidnapped men. Agonising fear made
the prisoners’ blood freeze. What would happen in the dark?
Was death waiting to pounce upon them? Would the Ger-
mans and the Hlinka Guards attack them to-night, strike
them, torture them, cut their throats? Or would they go_
away and leave them tostarve? : o

The candle flames were trembling in the cold draught.
My God, the prisoners were thinking, don’t let the candles
go out. Don’t let us remain in the dark. Let us at least see

what is happening. ' : S :

Hilinka Guards walked about, called over names, striking
at faces that annoyed them. Some of them stopped in front
of the wealthier Jews and fell to whispering: * What will
you pay me for taking a message to your wife?” :

“What will you give me if I let you escape? ™ .

Then they climbed the stairs and proceeded to the presby-
tery of Sokolovce where the  victory » was being celebrated.
Four guards remained on duty, sleepy and cross because they
could not join their friends. ' : MY

Now at last the kidnapped men dared to talk in whispers,
to ask each other questions, to give vent to their feelings..
The least sound made them start. What was it? Had a
<hot been fired in the- distance? No, only the wind had
banged a door, or a tyre had burst. Gradually the paralysing
fear infected them all. ‘This waiting in the dark, not knowing
what was going to happen, was agony. The prisoners recalled
what they had read and heard about the concentration

camps. If they should be deported to Germany or Austria ?
To one of the notorious concentration camps? The idea was
unbearable. Another thought came to torture them: what -
had happened to their wives and their children? Were they
still alive? Had they too been dragged into cars and thrust
into cellars? T :
The hoy was crying with hunger till weariness made him -
fall asleep. The others did not dare close their eyes; the
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Germans and the Hlinka Guards might return any mingi
and attack them whilst they were siegeping . .a}?ger_ngliu? L
to recall the faces of the guards. Had there been aygin e} -
one from whom you could expect mercy, compassion ? P%rej-'"-'--
haps Karol, who had been almost kind to the boy. Of .cours;-: &

risky.

time. And what would happen when to-morrow came?

The air grew more fetid and suffocating, but notWit'h..-.' '

standing the heat the men shivered with fear.

In the distance they could hear shouts and drunken Smg,

ing. Then quiet again. An old man who had got a kick ih -
the stomach mjganed aloud. The boy woke upg and lﬁé&ig
crying anew, ard was snoring. T R
heard steps. & oring. Then, suddenly, tl:ley_:_:.

Those who had fallen asleep started up, the whis sfaded. |
away, a dead silence reig'nedz.) Were th% enernies };ngif?]?r?d' Gl
maddened by drink? The prisoners threw furtive gla,n'cgs,’
towards the entrance. Was this the end? Were they hearing i
death draw close? But the approaching steps were soft ang_i.._ o

light. Something came down the stairs; something white -

gleamed palely in the dark. The bo o ':...5:
) . y sat up suddenly and
gave a cry of joy. The small figure standing on. the iasi step:

ran up to him,
* Sister Veronica!?® the boy cri ; ¢ both.

! ried, stretchin
hands. : v cned . '8 ou'; bOth

‘ Hush, Jinda. Karol let me come in, but the others'must

not know of it.” , - L ¥
She took from the market bag hanging from hér aﬁn

bread, and b\ottles filled with water, and carried them from: o
one to the other, stopping in front of each, talking kindly,

dressing wounds, speaking words of comfort.

: EREN L

¢ ‘You’ﬁ be free to-morrow. Father Jeszenak has gone tol
Branslav%_ to see Monsignore Tiso about it. Don’t be afraid; - =@
No one will hurt you.” Her gentle encouraging smile was ™.

" good to see., - : o 8
The men in the cellar felt as if in a dream. Could such'a’ 5

it might.be -possi-ble to bribe one or the other. But it wag toe - 4

The hours dragged on. Would the night never end?. 1
. ght never Py
How long had they been here? They had lost all cou::if1 gf‘ Sl
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thing really be true? Kindness and helpfulness, could a
Christian . .7 : o
Doctor Silberthal had taken thé bandages from Sister
Veronica and was busy dressing wounds. Turning-to the
young nun he whispered : 4 RERE
" % (Go home, my child, if they found you here.. . . They're
dead drunk. Go home as fast as you can.” S
But little Sister Veronica; who had trembled at the idea
of martyrdom for months, only smiled: CEETT
T may stay here. Mother-Superior gavemie permission.”
For her that was the one thing needful. She wasnot break-
ing her vow of obedience, and even if she risked her life—
she was too innocent to be afraid of what the doctor was
thinking of—she was doing right; Mother-Superior had
allowed her to come. : e
The old man who had been kicked in the stomach was
running a temperature. He was not sure whether the little
figure in the nun’s robes was real or only a dream. He called
her in a plaintive voice: - S SRR
“ Come here, Sister, let me touch your hand, then Tl
know that it’s really you.”” He moaned again, and little Sister
Veronica knelt down beside him. The doctor came up..
“ Clan’t we do anything for him? > the young nun’asked
anxiously. - _ S
"The doctor shook his head.  If I had som® morphia . . .”
Little Sister Veronica put her arms round the old man.
The big crucifix from her rosary struck his hand. She looked
up in dismay. “He did not mean to hurt you,” she said

hurriedly, and the old Jew replied with a smile: ¢ Tknowit, .

my child.” . L
The white wimple of her headdress gleamed palely, yet
it seemed to light up the whole cellar. Many who had lost
hope began hoping again. Perhaps they would be permitted
t6 return home after all ; perhaps théy would see their fami-
lies again ; perhaps this nightmare would come to anend. ..
Loud laughter sounded from above; a man came recling
to the top of the stairs and peered into the cellar: “ Have
the Jews'croaked? ™ : o o
He put his foot on the first step; the men-in the cellar

e DB i e R s
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caught their breath and litile Sister Veronica posted herself -
firmly in front of the old man. But the staircase was steep s

the drunken man laughed and went away again.

The frosty grey dawn brought new fears in its wake. What' :{j': |
would happen now, when day broke? Karol came into the
cellar and caught httle Sister Veronica by her ﬂuttcnng w1de

skirt. “ You must ga.”

“Ican’t. Poor Mr Rothisso bad I must stay W1th hlm S . 5:'5

“You must go

“Imust not.”

He stared at her: “Why?”

“Because I may not leave a sick man. My duty
“ If the others find you here . . .

“1 won’t betray you, Karol.”

“I know, but you . ..” Karol was obviously upset I—Ie'?' |

had seen reehng ﬁgures approachlng
“ I'm perfectly safe.”

He shrugged nervously. Steps resounded on the sta.xrs' Si

Drunken voices echoed in the cellar. It was too late.

Laughter and smutty jokes greeted the discovery of- the .:Q:é
young nun. She was dragged upstairs. A German from the SN

Reich took hold of her arm.

“ A pretty girl. That'swhat I maissed last night ; you need ";;

women for celebrating victory, Come along, little girl.”- .

“Don’t you see she’s a nun? > said one of the Hllnka S

Guards angrily.
“ All the better. I've never slept with one before
The Hlinka Guard thrust him back.

“Run, Sister, run,” he cried. Little Sister Veronzca bcgan .Z_:
to run. But she did not get far. The German had recovered -
from the blow and was calling after her: “ Stop! Come back & :

you little bitch ! »

He stooped and picked up a stone. Without takmg azm, e
he threw it and hit little Sister Veronica on the temple. She ' @
fell to the ground without a cry. Lying there, her white face "
framed by the white wimple, she looked very small and = - -
young, like a child that had stumbled over a stone. Hlinka: 1
Guards stooped over her; then one after the other slowly, =
reverently bared his head. When they lifted her up; the -
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small dead face was smiling peacefully, lit up by the first rays
of the morning sun.

The Hilinka Guards who carried little Sister Veronica back
to the orphanage did not return to the vineyards, and the
German who had thrown the stone counted himself lucky
that he had passed the Austrian frontier before bemg killed
by his Slovak friends.

Three days later the kidnapped men were set free. They
came back to their looted, ruined homes, to their almost crazy
wives, past the destroyed Synagogue—a burnt-out ruin, with
staring, dead eyes where the windows had been, They
returned to an evil world that was no Jonger their own, to
a town that had become an enemy fortress. They went on
living in the place where they had lived for so long a time,
but it had become alien to them. The windows they passed
seemed to glance at them with hostile looks; every knock
at the door could be death claiming an entrance. The nights
had grown short, nevertheless they scemed endless. Men
and women walted for the dawn behind boited doors and
closed shutters, and did not dare to sleep before day had
come. But even sleep brought no rest. They kept seeing the
vineyards in their dreams. They breathed the fetid air. They
heard the voices of their torturers and felt anew the agony
of fear and suspense. The morning did not bring relief;
they passed their days in foreboding and unrest,

The small town was strangely quiet. Looting had stopped.
Only once there had almost been a fight when the Germans
had tried to be present at litile Sister Veronica’s funeral,

~ although the parish priest had let them know that they were

to keep away.
The Hlinka Guards marched up in umform, and Aladar

 Jeszenak hated seeing them walk behind the coffin. But he

knew that the little dead nun had more influence with them
than anything he could say, and he kept silent. Before the
churchyard the Hlinka Guards stoed sentry, and refused to
let the Germans enter.
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.“You killed her,” Karol said, hatred in his voice and his
eves. “ You shall not be there when her coffin is lowered into =
the grave.” : L

Some of the Germans tried to force a way in. But they
did not get further than the gate. The baker was the first
to draw back. He cursed the dead nun who sowed the seeds . -
of discord between the Germans and the Slovaks, and caused "
a hostility that grew stronger with- every day; invisible PIR
first like a spark under a thick cover of ashes, but nevermore .

to be extinguished and ever ready to burst into flame. - %

At Korompa trunks were being packed. Numefous,'é.ﬁdny-; B
mous writers had threatened Clarisse and. Robert, vowing ..

to set fire to the house if the Jews remained there any longer.

The Brauns, fearing to bring misfortune to their hosts, had
. at last decided to go to England, and even Joseph couldno
longer refuse to accompany his parents. Tony Braun was. .
miserable. He loved the estate, where he and his wife had -
spent so many summers, where little Joseph had romped-as el
a boy, where they had found a new home after the occipa- =+ :
tion of Austria. Here he had still belonged. Now he would -
have to live in an alien country. He ‘was obliged to goto. 20
foreign consulates, to stand about waiting, to ask for permits. -

He hated what he called his “ beggar rounds” so much that "
at last. Aunt Anny went for him, accomplishing in a few-days’ L
time what he had not been able to attain during weeks. She. =
did not feel humiliated, and the pleasant young man at the, .
British Consulate was glad to see her; it was a relief to talk. .
to a woman who neither wept nor complained and never- L
thought it his fault, when things took longer than she had
expected. She also went to the Hungarian Consulate at- =
Bratislava, for she had routed out an old schoolfellow who: .
was.taking the Weiss children.  Let Cato do her bit,” she .
said, * she could easily take fifty children and never notice”

it. T-must try and send her others.” '

She was as cheerful as ever, even more so, for jeseph.aﬁd.-
Margit had married in the early days of May and her greatest - .

L
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. wish had been fulfilled. *“Not quite my last,” she reraarked.

“ Now I want grandchildren.”

“ P sorry to leave you,” she told Clarisse who was help-
ing her to pack. “But we’re too dangerous guests. And Tl
be glad when I've got Joseph safely across the frontier.”

For a moment the smile faded from her face and Clarisse
saw in it the torturing fear she had come to know so well.

May was lovely. Clarisse sometimes asked herself how it
was possible that flowers came out in a world so filled with
sorrow and grief. Was not the very air poisoned ? Every-
thing had become alien to her, even her beloved garden,
even her dear olive tree. The whole country was changed.
At an hour’s distance German soldiers were quartered, they
marched past Korompa on their way to Piestany where they
took the waters. They carried small dictionaries in their
pockets; designed to promote fraternisation witlr the Slovak
friends. The dictionaries included short’ and significant
invitations: © Mariska, pot, Anicka, pot!” Come along,
Mariska, .come along, Anicka. But neither Mariska: nor
Anicka came. They smiled mockingly and turned their backs
upon the soldiers, their wide, starched skirts swinging around
their slender legs in the beautifully polished boots.

The fast evening had come. The rooms, filled with trunks,
suddenly looked empty and strange, although the .familiar
furniture still stood in its place. Aunt Anny kept rushing
about madly, collecting forgotten things, tidying up. She
did not want to sit quiet and think of to-morrow. . :

Margit was sitting on the veranda with Clarisse. “You'll
look after Aladar, won’t you? > she said, . “He’s not as
young as he was. And he will miss me.” She gave an
impatient sigh. 1 do wish I could stay here. 1 always hated
running away. But it can’t be helped, Joseph must leave the

- country.”

Clarisse nodded silently.” She was sad and d.iscouraged-;
she felt somehow broken up as if a piece of her own life
were being torn off. ' ' :
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.“ 0%1 yes, I almost forgot to tell you, Clarisse, Eiisab.et.h s .:;:-
Viskocil is coming here to-morrow with the children.”. ';‘: S

“Whatonearth...?” . .

“My dear, you know what people are. She’s a pretty U
young woman and Aladar is not an old man. If she 'stayed:' e
on at t%le presbytery the whole town would have samething' RERE
to gossip about. And we can’t afford a scandal just now. .

So I told her she could come and stay with you.” -

Clarisse shrugged, smiling a trifle wrily, “ Whomelse ha,vc - ;

you asked to Korompa?”

“Surely you don’t mind? What is the poor thing to do? . s
She refuses to leave the place in case Hanus should come. -t
back. She’s afraid of his not finding her.” PR

:: If he comes back. We've not heard from him.”” .-/ > e

: He's sure to be in Russia like so many others. Anyway . 1
Elisabeth thinks so. Don’t for goodness sake tell her that you: R |
~ don’t believe it. She’s half crazy as it is. She sits at the

window all day long waiting for him.”

Clarisse saw 2 faded little picture rise before her,: Elisa: g
bf:th in her little shop, smiling, pretty, happy, and the kind. -
glant Hanus with the childlike blue eyes, holding little Hanus * - g
in his arms and looking tenderly at his wife. The picture = &
faded away, making room for another one, a haggard, pa,leu" 21
faced, miserable Elisabeth, sitting at a window and wait-: L
ing . . . a ruined life, dead happiness. And this tiny world - - |
of joy and innocent gladness had been destroyed by the:. .

Germans.

“ Don’t let her go to town,” Margit said. « At least not
for a month or so. I don’t want her to go past her shop and -
see that beastly Mrs. Miller standing behind the counter: -

Promise.” :
“T won't forget.” o

“ And if Emma should be discharged from the Iunéiié:. o
asylum, look out that she does not come here. I'm afraid -

of her trying to kill the children.” Margit grew thoughtful::

“Isn’t it kind of symbolical that the masses ran after a mad- .

wo‘:‘nan? A woman who had never been sane?”
Aren’t we all mad ?
Margit shook her head, looking annoyed.
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“Look here, Clarisse, if you give way to that kind of idea
you'll never be any use. And you've got to be. You must
help others, you must save whoever and whatever can be
saved. You must try not to think of yourself”

“If Ican”

Marianka stepped out on the veranda, “Mr. Joseph can't
find his shaving tackle; he’s already unpacked the whole
trunk.” -

Margit jumped up with a little laugh. “That's Joseph
all over, And the trunk was so well packed! I'm coming.”
She ran into the house and Clarisse, following 2 sudden
impulse, said: “ Marianka.” :

The old woman stopped in the doorway. “Can I do
anything for you?” :

“Yes. Stay with me for a little while.” .

Marianka looked surprised but drew up a chair without
saying & word. Clarisse gazed at her and slowly her depres-
sion vanished. After a few minutes’ silence Marianka said:

“ 1l call Tommy, he can keep you company. I must help
the others to finish packing, the suitcases have not been
touched yet. And Marketa needs me in the kitchen, and...”

“ Who does not need your help, Marianka?”

The old woman laughed. *“That’s what I'm here for, mny
dear.” : : -

She got up heavily, wearily. Then, looking at Clarisse’s
face, she smiled kindly. “ They’ll come back one day,” she
said gently. © I’'m quite sure they will: And then everything
will be all right again.”

She nodded encouragingly.

“You'll see, my dear.” L SR

Her hurried steps faded away but Clarisse had the strange
impression that Marianka- had not left her, as if she were
everywhere at the same time, smiling, helpful, patient and

The next morning they all got up much too early and sat.
about nervously, tired and cross. Aladar had come over.
He was looking ill and sulky as always when he felt moved.
Margit avoided being alone with him.
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“ Poor Aladar,” Aunt Anny said. “Such a pity a priest
can’t marry. If you had a nice wife you wouldn’t be lonely
now.” R

“ What 2 ghastly idea.” :
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it’s rather a large concern to live comfortably with.” - .
* He won't have time to be lonely,” Margit declared,

“ He'll be so busy looking after the parish. Mind vou write
often, Aladar, and tell me everything, what the people are
doing, how they behave, who marries, who has babies, who:
dies. And don’t buy anything in the Miller shop, and if
the horses should fall ill don’t call in Weber but get the vet =
from Piestany. And for goodness sake don’t forget that Elisa.
beth is to come here to-morrow, and the books on my writing- o
table must be sent to Svata at Bratislava, and write me - .
Hynek’s address as soon as you know it, maybe he’s still in "

England, and . . .” T G
The carriage wheels sounded on the gravel of the dijve,
They gotup. = i

“ Don’t, please, come to the station,” Aunt Anny jm- .
plored. “Saying good-bye there is something awful, ' The" -
train never leaves and one keeps saying the same things =
again and again and there comes a moment when one simply:

longs for the others to be off. : S
“Youll write at once, won’t you? ” Clarisse asked.
“What did I tell you, dear? If you come to the station

you would say it at least twenty times.” b L

They were standing in the hall surrounded by Iugg“a.gé:.':
* Departuré from Egypt,” Aunt Anny remarked. “But =
the Jews did not get seasick, as P'm sure to do, ! Ah well; it’s

only about an hour’s crossing. Where are the others? ™
They, too, had come into the hall. Clarisse, Iooking-at

them, felt that she had such a lot to say. She wanted to speak: -
all the kind, affectionate words she had omitted saying, all

the good wishes; but the lump in her throat made her mute;
* I'm coming with you part of the way,” Robert declared:

“ Aladar will be glad of my company when he gets home.”
Aunt Anny put on her hat. “ Come along, we'll miss thé

I can’t understand you, Aladar. Of course yéi:i’vc got _
to look upon the Church as your bride, but you must admit
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train.” She kissed Clarisse. *“ Au revoir, darling, in a.few
Yﬁ&.I'S, time.” ) N e AT RN

They were gone. -How empty. the: hall looked, how
deserted ; the whole house suddenly gave the impression of
having been uninhabited for years. Clarisse went into the
garden,: hoping to feel less lonely amongst the treesiand
flowers.. Little Franta was weeding his own flower-bed: Dear
little chap, -Clarisse thought. T’ll keep him for good. The
child smiled at her and she felt pleased. ; Tommy rushed out
from behind a vigelia bush, where he had been digging up
a plant, and jumped upon her: Franta, Tommy, at least she
still had them. Then her thoughts turned affectionately and
with slight resignation to Robert.- We ‘must try to get on
together, must try to'be kind to each other. OFf course wé
shall quarrel again, T'Il' shock him and he will annoy me,
but all that won’t matter as long as we' can manage to feel
that we belong together. - T e s e

Old Jan was standing at the greenhouse door-and beckon-
mgtoher... - . : S
. Come quick, Countess Clarisse. The new rose has come
out overnmight.” o i L el s

. She entered the greenhouse. The new rose that had come
from France last year was of a radiant, almost unearthly
beauty..‘ R N .:‘ e Pl ‘.'[- s . s

-t We've never ‘grown: a Jovelier one;” the gardener said.
“What a pity .. 7 He left the sentence’ unfinished but
Clarisse knew what he was thinking : what a pity that Petr-
zalka, our Petrzalka belongs to the Germans now, ourlovely
park ; that our roses bloom for them, that our trees give them:
shade:. If only. we -could take away for ever from that vile
nation that wantonly destroys life, happiness and beauty and
gloats over the misery of others the sun, the rain, the flowers,
the trees; the light, the-earth .o+ -0 70 o o hu

: Sadly gazing at the rose-she recalled the day when old
Jan, standing in-front of -a néw bloom, had said proudly’t
“The first plant goes to the Virgin of ‘Marianka, the second

K .
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to. Lana.” Were that day and to-day really only separated - 3

by twoshort years?

#

Noticing that her eyes grew wet, Jan; who hated to see -

women cry, said hastily: “On the day our armies march
into Prague I shall send the rose to the Hradshin. Don’t
cry, Countess Clarisse, we’ll both live to-see it

How long the c.Iaylz was; everg-( minute sec.nitéa a tiﬁy'

eternity. Clarisse sat on the veranda and gazed into the
garden, but she did not see it. Before her eyes passed the
last years with all their fears, their forebodings, their sorrows.
She saw the shadow falling on the land, growing denser-and

blacker ; she saw the cross laid on the shoulders of a people,

saw the nation ascending Mount Calvary, panting, covered

v‘vith wounds, saw the three crosses in the glaring sun and. -
lived through that third hour when the veil of the temple

was rent and it grew dark over the land. What did the
Gospel say? “And the graves were opened.” Clarisse

shuddered. How many graves would be opened before the

resurrection? - ; , S
The sun grew pale, evening came, the garden vanished

in the shadows. Franta went to bed. Enveloped in-silence

and loneliness the house scemed deadly quiet. Not only our
house, Clarisse thought, bat. also many other homes are

empty, deserted, and innumerable. people are all alone who L

were happy with their families only a short time ago. How

many have had to leave their country, to live'in alien lands;

tolerated, pitied, and-secretly despised? How many have
become aliens in their own country? Who drove then out?
Who left ruined homes and ruined lives wherever they

She got up and stepped into the ’gafderi trymg to ésca?é: '

her thoughts. Standing 4t the gate she waited for Robert,

but the road too was deserted and she heard no sound. The .

deadly quiet, the sorrowful silence, the empty garden and the
empty house seemed a nightmare. She returned to the draw-

ing-room and sat down at the piano, but every tune she

played sounded weird in the empty room. She closed the

£
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piano with an impatient bang. How terrible waiting was;
she remembered Elisabeth Viskocil whose whole life had
shrunk to waiting. : o EEREEEE

It was quite dark when Robert came. ~© - 7 -

“ Forgive me,” he said, kissing her. * I know I'm. late,
but Aladar would not hear of my going.” -~

Clarisse nodded ; the presbytery too had become lonely
and cheerless, as everything here. : : -

“Is Aladar greatly depressed?” she. asked compassion-
ately, . E i R

‘yHe’d never show it, you know him, But he kept saying:
‘I must tell Margit, I must ask what she thinks, Margit is
sure to know what to do;’ and then he’d shake his head and
look around as though he could not believe that she had
really gone.” Co ‘ ' Lo

“ Poor fellow.” - - R A
_Robert smiled. * He’s got so many plans that he won’t
have much time to miss her. He really seems cut out for
an underground worker, and do you know; I believe he
rather enjoys it.”

Clarisse’s thought left her cousin to roam farther afield.
Aunt Anny and her family . . . they were sitting in the train,
they must have crossed the frontier long ago. They were
wearily listening to the rumbling of the wheels, hearing them
sing a joyless song: “ Onward, onward, onward.” Waiting
for them was an unknown, alien world .. . and they were
not the only ones. Clarisse suddenly felt that alf she had
seen and experienced was but a tiny part of an immense
happening, a faded image in a halfblurred mirror of what
was going on all over the country, and also across the frontier,
in Austria. Probably it was a blessing that on¢ could only
grasp part of it; the whole was so terrible that no man could
bear knowing it.- LT

Sitting in his armchair and smoking his cigarétte, Robert
burst out laughing.  His wife looked up with a start. - -

“ What are you laughing at? ™ ' ST

“ Aladar has got a new-bosom friend, Tido Prohazka. He
turned up at the presbytery in the afteérnoon, to keep the
Father company, he said. Aladar behaves towards him like
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‘a pupil towards a greatly admired and rather incompfchcn-_

sible master and Prohazka, tries hard not to shock the parish

priest. If only he knew how hard itis to shock Aladar!®, -

“ Dear me, I almost forgot.that Margit made me promise
to make friends with Prohazka,” ... : w

“No need to worry. about him. . He's gct'over his.shock;

and he. and . Aladar are wonderfully suited. I also saw
- Zapletal, who sends his compliments, and some others whose
names I may nottell you.” He chuckled. “The presbytery

has been turned into an underground meeting place.” ...
** And you, what about you?* she asked a trifle anxiously.

. “We'll both do whatever we can, won’t we; dear?”
... She nodded. silently and thought of Christine of whom
they did not even know whether she was still alive.. T must

say good-bye to my own life, Clarisse told herself, and per-

haps to everything that has made it happy and beautiful. But
to-day she did not recoil from the idea, she had at last learnt
her Jesson. and knew ‘that for all of them there was 2. single
thing left: fighting the enemy.. ... ... . . .1 . o

- After dinner :they Lsat-:',‘in 'th,é" Sméll“'sitfing-room._‘ Aunt.

Anny’s cat, that had looked for her mistress all day long, had:
at last gone to sleep on Robert’s knees, and Tommy, shightly:
jealous; had settled down on Clarisse’s lap. Blowing a smoke .

rir{% into the air and: watching it dissolve she said with. a
smile; . R N TR AP R I

- “ Here we are sitting with our dog and our cat like Darby
and Joan.”. . . oo oo T T L
.. And with each other,” he added quickly,. for her voice
had been wistful. . T S S i
- Yesterday .. . .7 Clarisse: swallowed- hard. ‘Fhe: train
with all her dear people was rushing along in the dark, carry-
ing them farther and farther away., Would she -ever see

them again? She looked round. d_'espo‘ndcntly.‘_;“-Everything“-

seems so empty,” she said in a small voice.. . -
. He nodded. % There is: a- deadly quiet a

nd ‘em:;'ityr"time

coming for all of us... A time of waiting.” . . .
. “What for?™. : Co .
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- “The war,” :
“Do you really think . ..?”. . . SR
“The war must come. It will be 2 ghastly war, but the
evil the Germans represent can only be driven out by another
perhaps even greater horror.” BT TR TE R T
- She remained silent, too deeply meved for words; Another

. war, again the murdering of a ‘whole generation, again

misery and sorrow ... And yet one had to long for the war:
She passionately wished it had broken out already, longed
to. know. that bombs- were  raining: down on-the hateful
country that was as guilty as hell and that had taught decent
men and women to-hate, and to hope for one. thing only:
the annihilation of everything German. .. ... .. .
Robert’s calm voice recalled her to reality. “ The Bredars
are back,” he told her. . Their car passéd me on the road.”

- Clarisse felt a shiver run along. her spine. Their: coming
had been the beginning of 2ll, or rather the coming of. their.
guest. And now:they were here again. ‘What. did it mean?.

““Where the carcass is, there:will be gathered' together
the vultures,” Robert said a trifle-ponderously, .. ., .

How well she knew that kind of remark. How. often it
had annoyed her in the past. To-day it did. her goad, it
sounded so familiar and somehow ‘comforting. She laughed,
wondering an instant later that she was able to do so,  Was
life really so much stronger than sorrow,; horror and:eéven
death? She put out her hand for a fresh cigarette. Tommy
growled softly because her gestare.had disturbed him. The. .
cat on Robert’s knees was purring loudly. It was asif noth-

‘ing had happened, as if no ternble. catastrophe was over-

shadowing the whole world. There was a-sudden crackling
sound-and the lights went out.. Clarisse gave a little ‘Cry.
What had happened?: .. - Sl el e e e

““The fuse,” Robert said soothingly, adding in a tone of.
annoyance: “ And we haven’t got a single spare one in the

~ house.” :

They sat in the dark, their cigarettés gleamed red ifi the
blackness all around. Clarisse grew nervous. Ever since she
was a child she had hated the dark, it had always seemed
peopled by ghosts. Robert smoked on placidly.' The darkness
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seemed to grow denser. The old trees before the window

rustled mournfully in the breeze and the weather~cock
creaked plaintively.

“Do hght a candle, Robert We can’t sit in thc dark for-

ever. I can’t bearit”

Putting out his cigarette, he got up At the same instant

the door was opened and a bright yellow ray fell into the
room.  In the doorway stood Marianka with a Iamp Marl-
anka drove away the dark. -

Clarisse drew a breath of relief. Now the room iookedi
familiar again. Marianka said something but Clarisse hardly:

listened, The old Slovak woman pnt the la.mp on the table
and left the room. g
Robert stared musmgly into the hght : :
* Do you remember,” he said softly, ““what Karel Capek
wrote shortly before his death?  Our hearts are longing for
the light but at least we still possess the humble lamp. Even

its pale ray enables us to look irito the future. Let all of “us.

light our lamps so that men may find their way home in the
dark. Night has come; do not put out a single hght burmng
in our country. It would be 2 sin.’ ”

“Yes,” Clarisse said, “if only a smglc man should find

his way home by the hght of our lamp we . must keep 1t'

burning, for his sake.” -
- The small lamyp . bathed the room in a golden Ilght and
Clarisse thought of all those who were sitting in the dark

throughout” the whole ¢ountry, in. distant Prague, whose’

streets resounded with ‘the heavy steps of the German
invader, in many, many towns and villages and farms, The
shadow of death was hovering over all of them. .

‘She felt afraid of - the dark outside. Hastily gcttmg up
she walked to the window. Perhaps the darkness: might
appear less threatening, less fearful if she looked out. Pulling

back the curtains she stared into the black void and for a/

moment her heart almost ceased beatmg

“ Robert, come quick. Look.”

. He came and stood beside her-
. In the black night, beneath the starless sky f'rc)m w}uch
black clouds hung low, a tiny light was moving. ‘Burning

THE PASSION 295

brightly, steadily, it seemed to float through the garden,-out
into the road.

Now that their eyes had grown accustomed to the dark
they saw where the light came from. Marianka was walking
through the garden holding a lantern. Wherever she came it
grew light. She carried the light, bearing it over meadows
and fields, between hedges and bushes, far into the land.

Gradually it faded away but they knew that it was still

. burning, a sanctuary lamp from which, on resurrection day,

all other lamps would be lighted. They knew that no man
and no nation, no violence and no inhumanity could put
out this light.

Marianka Hrubin bore the lamp through the night, light-
ing it up for all those who were wearily wandering through

_the valley of darkness and despair.
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