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Author's Note

        

The Maori language is easy to pronounce if it is remembered that not only every word but every syllable ends in an accented vowel. The context-setting of the novel makes clear the meaning of the Maori words and phrases occasionally used, but the following diminutive glossary can't do anybody a bit of harm:

        

            

              
	
Pakeha.
              
	White man.
            

            

              
	
Whare.
              
	House. Hut.
            

            

              
	
Utu.
              
	Revenge.
            

            

              
	
Haka.
              
	Native dance.
            

            

              
	
Wai-ata.
              
	Native song.
            

            

              
	
Wahine.
              
	Woman.
            

            

              
	
Tohunga.
              
	Maori priest.
            

            

              
	
Tapu.
              
	Taboo.
            

            

              
	
Mana.
              
	Superstitious spiritual power.
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Chapter I

        

          

From the back of the old four-poster bed, where blue flowers and white butterflies melted together in the faded chintz hangings, Darien watched Sally undressing just outside the pale pool of candle-light. Like little ghosts on top of the wardrobe, Sally's dolls sat in a row, staring with round eyes as though not at all understanding why they were not packed in the big trunks out in the passage and going away with Sally and Darien and Mr Lovel to New Zealand.

          
But Darien understood. “You will have babies instead now, won't you?” she had asked Sally. “Married people always do.” Then Sally went pinker than the dolls, say-in, “Hush, darling,” as she had said it every day for ages now, and Darien was tired of hushing. And tired of seeing Sally fold her clothes neatly and slip on her nightgown before she took off her shift, instead of perhaps dancing about, bare and white and dimpled and laughing, just as God made her, and pretending she was a nymph in a hazel copse or the flame of a sacrificial fire or something. Sally used to have such lovely pretendings, but they were all gone now.

          
“Why do you have to be married to-morrow, Salvolatile?” demanded Darien, sitting up suddenly. “Let that stiff black rig go to New Zealand by himself. I expect the savages will eat him.”

          
“Oh … don't … don't,” cried Sally, her blue eyes looking quite wild under the mass of soft brown hair she was putting in curl-papers. Sally always looked like that when one talked of New Zealand. She was afraid to face
            


            things; but Darien wasn't. Often she faced the fact that she might have been christened Nombre de Dios or Old Calabar. Mamma had had her way with Sally, but since papa was going to die so soon she had let him be as romantic as he chose in naming Darien, who (upon diligent inquiry into herself) had discovered that she was romantic too and would probably have a grande passion in New Zealand. She feared that Sal-volatile hadn't the grande passion for Mr Lovel.

          
Sally feared it also, just as she feared New Zealand. Mr Lovel, she knew, was inevitable, having bought the tickets … but she could never call him Peregrine, which sounded like a duck or something. “Peregrine is a hawk and he's just like one,” said Darien, who read far too much for a child of nine. So he is, thought Sally, shivering.

          
Aunt Matilda's heavy step sounded down the passage. Sally flung a desperate glance about her. She should have been in bed, but there was no time to get there; so she dropped on her knees (hoping God would forgive her) and buried her flushed face in the coverlet, hearing Darien giggle as the portentous lady came pecking her way through the dusky sweetness of the little room.

          
Aunt Matilda looked like a widow, in wide purple dressing-gown and black cap; but when maiden ladies grow elderly they often like to pretend they are widows, thought Darien, while Sally rose, standing meekly with her pretty head drooped shyly under the close little nightcap.

          
“I am pleased to find you at your prayers, my love,” said Aunt Matilda, giving the impression that she didn't find Sally there often enough. “A young lady who has turned fifteen and is about to marry,” she said, sounding very experienced, “has need of many prayers.”

          
“Poor thing,” said Sally faintly. She was thinking that herself.

          
“Remember that Darien is now in your care. I do
            


            feel,” said Aunt Matilda, very confused between gratitude and rebellion, “that it is exceedingly kind of Mr Peregrine Lovel to give my poor brother's orphans a better chance than I could … though I have done  my best and no angel could do more and Darien so troublesome about her flannel petticoats…. I hope you are  prepared to be a dutiful wife, Sally.”

          
“Yes, Aunt Matilda,” said Sally, feeling that there wasn't anything she need mind promising now, because to-morrow she would have to promise to love and obey Mr Lovel.

          
“I … I …” floundered Aunt Matilda. But there was so little a maiden lady could say to a niece about  to marry, and besides she knew so little. “I wish you always to remember that buttermilk is excellent for the skin. Wear your best gloves when people come to call, and see that Darien don't freckle…. Now, let  me tuck you up, or you will be pale to-morrow and gentlemen don't like pale brides….”

          
Under the chintz curtains Sally felt a whirlwind of arms and legs about her, felt Darien's sharp little chin digging into her shoulder.

          
“Oh, Sal-volatile, let's run away and then we can always be together. Nurse says you will always have to be with Mr Lovel now. Why will you?”

          
“Oh, please hush, Darien,” begged Sally, feeling the crying coming up in her again. Why was all this happening to her? She didn't know, although Mr Lovel and Aunt Matilda seemed to. “Oh, dear,” she murmured, childishly.

          
“Slay him in his sleep, like Elvira in the ‘Phantom Bride,’” urged Darien, who read all the “Keepsakes” in Aunt Matilda's bookshelf. “I'll find a knife.”

          
But Sally (although feeling like a phantom to-night, with all the dear familiar little room gone strange about her) knew that she mustn't do that. To love, honour and obey … how much did that mean, she wondered, lying
            


            with innocent blue eyes wide in the dark long after Darien was sleeping. So little she knew, and so much to learn. And she would never be able to ask Mr Lovel, stalking along so tall above her with his dark haughty face folded into his stock. Why am I so frightened? He is not unkind, she thought, trying to be brave. So thickly now those reverberations from the ages past sounded in her bewildered blood; whispering voices (oh, that ghostly sister-company of women's whispering voices); echoing of tired feet down alien ways; strange difficult dedications, all the long mysterious litany of unescapable womanhood….

        

        

          
II

          
On this same night of January 13, 1839, lights and log fires were bright in the library of Lovel Old Hall, where Mr Peregrine Lovel stood before the tall mantel reading to three irritated gentlemen from a variety of note-books. A decorative fellow, Peregrine, conceded Major Henry Lovel, sunk in a big saddle-back chair. One of the black Lovels, with a long lean elegance denied to John who, being a year the elder, unfortunately had the title. Peregrine, thought the Major with grudging admiration, would somehow have got the better of this damned aftermath of the Peninsula Wars which was driving the gentry out of the country to the doose knew where … as Lovels were being driven now that Old Hall was up the spout. Poor John, moving about like a huge fair beetle in claret-colour coat, had been too much the country squire to stop leaks.

          
“But we must take a cow, Peregrine,” said John, returning from gloomy contemplation of a frilled Sir Godfrey on the wall. “Caroline proposes to wean Belinda on the voyage.”

          
“We cannot take a cow,” said Peregrine, glancing up with those black eyes which, thought Jermyn, were always too close together. Being merely an orphan cousin,
              


              Jermyn felt himself free to say what he chose. He said it now.

          
“Lady Lovel is not near so likely to go dry as a cow would.”

          
“Your remarks are not always in the best of taste,” remarked Peregrine curtly.

          
“They'll be in worse taste in New Zealand,” promised Jermyn. Baiting Peregrine seemed the one comfort left to a handsome young gentleman of seventeen whose head was stuffed with dreams of nymphs and fair ladies and who was beginning to fear that the only nymphs available in New Zealand would be savages with thin legs and fat stomachs.

          
“Buxom pioneer's wife, Caroline,” said Major Henry, watching the firelight through his brandy-glass. “Good stuff in Sally too. Egad, you boys know how to pick for breedin' colonists. It alway's took the clingin' little darlin's to catch me.”

          
“Caroline is determined on a cow,” persisted John, adding weakly, “so am I.”

          
“We cannot take a cow,” said Peregrine, who was quite capable of saying that all night. Rather sorry for John, Jermyn suggested a goat. Besides, a goat might butt Peregrine—tumble him, with his chaste nankeens, his sherry-colour body-coat, and his certainties into the scuppers. What would he do then, thought Jermyn, unable to imagine an uncivil Peregrine even in hell. Pray take my seat, he would say, setting Caroline down to sizzle. Dear Lord, who'd have ever thought Lovels would go voyaging with a Caroline whose father had been in trade. As for himself, he would continue to draw the caricatures which made him so popular … although it is difficult to be popular with the ladies on nothing a year. At least there will be laxity in the Antipodes, thought Jermyn, seeing himself gathering up Maori wives by the dozen … with that old rip Major Henry running' him hard.

          


          
Now John, his ruddy face illuminated by two stiff nips and Peregrine's concession of the goat, was comforting his troubled soul by the vision of raising Another England in the Antipodes; but Peregrine (Ben Jonson's Pragmatick Young Man to the life) scuttled that.

          
“England has betrayed us. I repudiate her. My children shall be colonist entirely.”

          
“He means to have a doosed lot of 'em, too. People the country, eh?” thought the Major, stretching his legs to the fire. Of his three nephews he liked Peregrine least; but he was a damn practical fellow, which was why they were all sittin' round him, egad, like dogs waggin' their tails. Peregrine was responsible for this exodus to New Zealand—which no one knew anything about and even the Colonial Office declined to recognize.

          
“England holds no jurisdiction over it,” the Colonial Office had said firmly. “At the request of the missionaries, we sent out Mr Busby as British Resident, but we gave him no powers whatever.” The Colonial Office could do something handsome for them in Van Diemen's Land: “Quite a number of indigent officers taking up our grants of land out there,” said the C.O.

          
John had rather warmed to the indigent officers. “Like us, dang it,” he had said, sadly. But Peregrine had bristled with difficulties. In New Zealand you could buy a hundred acres for an iron pot, he said, making a note to order pots. You could get rich in New Zealand, and he had not the least intention of consorting with Englishmen in the future. “We will start fresh,” said Peregrine, who was quite capable of making himself King of New Zealand if he chose, and who always knew how to trim the sails that would bring him safe to harbour.

          
A man of one idea and that a wrong 'un, thought the Major. He went heavily up the shallow old oak stairs, carrying his candle at a better angle than male Lovels often did at this time of night. Doosed difficult to be convivial with Peregrine about. Could a man be convivial
              


              with Maoris and missionaries? The Major groaned, rubbing his red nose. If it weren't for this monstrous shortage of money he and his old hide trunks would go no more a-roaming, but none of them dare cut loose from Peregrine. He is the brains (thought the Major, damning brains) of the whole Lovel connection.

          
In the library Peregrine, warming to it, was setting the date of departure at six weeks ahead. “I fear anything earlier will be impossible. We have to allocate the space in the hold … have you your list of requirements here, John?”

          
“It's near one o'clock,” pleaded John, always anxious to postpone the evil day. “I think Caroline … and you're being married to-morrow, you know.”

          
“Are your lists here?” Yes, thought Jermyn, Peregrine's eyes are much too close. Is he a hawk or an eagle? We shall find out when he spreads his wings in New Zealand. John brought some papers from an inlaid French bureau, and Peregrine began to read.

          
“A full feather bed. Twenty feather pillows. Twenty bottles of dill-water for Belinda…. Have you supplemented Caroline's list at all, John?”

          
John muttered something about garden-rollers, and Jermyn suggested peacocks. Peregrine put the papers together silently. He had a way of making his silences so impressive that they were almost holy. The flickering candle-light showed him a little high-shouldered, ready to pounce. Jermyn mixed himself a last brandy, whistling softly. This Antipodes affair would be run entirely to Peregrine's design—of which the new wife would have to be a compliant part. Sally, eh? Jermyn was always sorry for the Sallys of the world, who sounded such care-free children and had to help Peregrines found families. Good God, he thought, startled, it's going to be a hell of a life for the women. We should leave them behind.

          
But not even Peregrine, for all his efficiency, could found a family without one. Now he was saying suavely:
              


              “I think you had better leave the lists to me. We have neither time nor space for unessentials. Good night.”

          
Dismissed, they went uneasily away. Even Sir John Lovel in his own house couldn't browbeat Peregrine, now standing alone in his tall lean elegance, staring down into the fire. Like that fire, he too could burn up obstacles—and would. Easy John; the bluff bragging old soldier Uncle Henry; Jermyn the untried boy, the women … he would have them all on his shoulders. And he could carry them, manipulate them, dispose of them to his will, like God….
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From the back of the old four-poster bed, where blue flowers and white butterflies melted together in the faded chintz hangings, Darien watched Sally undressing just outside the pale pool of candle-light. Like little ghosts on top of the wardrobe, Sally's dolls sat in a row, staring with round eyes as though not at all understanding why they were not packed in the big trunks out in the passage and going away with Sally and Darien and Mr Lovel to New Zealand.

          
But Darien understood. “You will have babies instead now, won't you?” she had asked Sally. “Married people always do.” Then Sally went pinker than the dolls, say-in, “Hush, darling,” as she had said it every day for ages now, and Darien was tired of hushing. And tired of seeing Sally fold her clothes neatly and slip on her nightgown before she took off her shift, instead of perhaps dancing about, bare and white and dimpled and laughing, just as God made her, and pretending she was a nymph in a hazel copse or the flame of a sacrificial fire or something. Sally used to have such lovely pretendings, but they were all gone now.

          
“Why do you have to be married to-morrow, Salvolatile?” demanded Darien, sitting up suddenly. “Let that stiff black rig go to New Zealand by himself. I expect the savages will eat him.”

          
“Oh … don't … don't,” cried Sally, her blue eyes looking quite wild under the mass of soft brown hair she was putting in curl-papers. Sally always looked like that when one talked of New Zealand. She was afraid to face
            


            things; but Darien wasn't. Often she faced the fact that she might have been christened Nombre de Dios or Old Calabar. Mamma had had her way with Sally, but since papa was going to die so soon she had let him be as romantic as he chose in naming Darien, who (upon diligent inquiry into herself) had discovered that she was romantic too and would probably have a grande passion in New Zealand. She feared that Sal-volatile hadn't the grande passion for Mr Lovel.

          
Sally feared it also, just as she feared New Zealand. Mr Lovel, she knew, was inevitable, having bought the tickets … but she could never call him Peregrine, which sounded like a duck or something. “Peregrine is a hawk and he's just like one,” said Darien, who read far too much for a child of nine. So he is, thought Sally, shivering.

          
Aunt Matilda's heavy step sounded down the passage. Sally flung a desperate glance about her. She should have been in bed, but there was no time to get there; so she dropped on her knees (hoping God would forgive her) and buried her flushed face in the coverlet, hearing Darien giggle as the portentous lady came pecking her way through the dusky sweetness of the little room.

          
Aunt Matilda looked like a widow, in wide purple dressing-gown and black cap; but when maiden ladies grow elderly they often like to pretend they are widows, thought Darien, while Sally rose, standing meekly with her pretty head drooped shyly under the close little nightcap.

          
“I am pleased to find you at your prayers, my love,” said Aunt Matilda, giving the impression that she didn't find Sally there often enough. “A young lady who has turned fifteen and is about to marry,” she said, sounding very experienced, “has need of many prayers.”

          
“Poor thing,” said Sally faintly. She was thinking that herself.

          
“Remember that Darien is now in your care. I do
            


            feel,” said Aunt Matilda, very confused between gratitude and rebellion, “that it is exceedingly kind of Mr Peregrine Lovel to give my poor brother's orphans a better chance than I could … though I have done  my best and no angel could do more and Darien so troublesome about her flannel petticoats…. I hope you are  prepared to be a dutiful wife, Sally.”

          
“Yes, Aunt Matilda,” said Sally, feeling that there wasn't anything she need mind promising now, because to-morrow she would have to promise to love and obey Mr Lovel.

          
“I … I …” floundered Aunt Matilda. But there was so little a maiden lady could say to a niece about  to marry, and besides she knew so little. “I wish you always to remember that buttermilk is excellent for the skin. Wear your best gloves when people come to call, and see that Darien don't freckle…. Now, let  me tuck you up, or you will be pale to-morrow and gentlemen don't like pale brides….”

          
Under the chintz curtains Sally felt a whirlwind of arms and legs about her, felt Darien's sharp little chin digging into her shoulder.

          
“Oh, Sal-volatile, let's run away and then we can always be together. Nurse says you will always have to be with Mr Lovel now. Why will you?”

          
“Oh, please hush, Darien,” begged Sally, feeling the crying coming up in her again. Why was all this happening to her? She didn't know, although Mr Lovel and Aunt Matilda seemed to. “Oh, dear,” she murmured, childishly.

          
“Slay him in his sleep, like Elvira in the ‘Phantom Bride,’” urged Darien, who read all the “Keepsakes” in Aunt Matilda's bookshelf. “I'll find a knife.”

          
But Sally (although feeling like a phantom to-night, with all the dear familiar little room gone strange about her) knew that she mustn't do that. To love, honour and obey … how much did that mean, she wondered, lying
            


            with innocent blue eyes wide in the dark long after Darien was sleeping. So little she knew, and so much to learn. And she would never be able to ask Mr Lovel, stalking along so tall above her with his dark haughty face folded into his stock. Why am I so frightened? He is not unkind, she thought, trying to be brave. So thickly now those reverberations from the ages past sounded in her bewildered blood; whispering voices (oh, that ghostly sister-company of women's whispering voices); echoing of tired feet down alien ways; strange difficult dedications, all the long mysterious litany of unescapable womanhood….
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On this same night of January 13, 1839, lights and log fires were bright in the library of Lovel Old Hall, where Mr Peregrine Lovel stood before the tall mantel reading to three irritated gentlemen from a variety of note-books. A decorative fellow, Peregrine, conceded Major Henry Lovel, sunk in a big saddle-back chair. One of the black Lovels, with a long lean elegance denied to John who, being a year the elder, unfortunately had the title. Peregrine, thought the Major with grudging admiration, would somehow have got the better of this damned aftermath of the Peninsula Wars which was driving the gentry out of the country to the doose knew where … as Lovels were being driven now that Old Hall was up the spout. Poor John, moving about like a huge fair beetle in claret-colour coat, had been too much the country squire to stop leaks.

          
“But we must take a cow, Peregrine,” said John, returning from gloomy contemplation of a frilled Sir Godfrey on the wall. “Caroline proposes to wean Belinda on the voyage.”

          
“We cannot take a cow,” said Peregrine, glancing up with those black eyes which, thought Jermyn, were always too close together. Being merely an orphan cousin,
              


              Jermyn felt himself free to say what he chose. He said it now.

          
“Lady Lovel is not near so likely to go dry as a cow would.”

          
“Your remarks are not always in the best of taste,” remarked Peregrine curtly.

          
“They'll be in worse taste in New Zealand,” promised Jermyn. Baiting Peregrine seemed the one comfort left to a handsome young gentleman of seventeen whose head was stuffed with dreams of nymphs and fair ladies and who was beginning to fear that the only nymphs available in New Zealand would be savages with thin legs and fat stomachs.

          
“Buxom pioneer's wife, Caroline,” said Major Henry, watching the firelight through his brandy-glass. “Good stuff in Sally too. Egad, you boys know how to pick for breedin' colonists. It alway's took the clingin' little darlin's to catch me.”

          
“Caroline is determined on a cow,” persisted John, adding weakly, “so am I.”

          
“We cannot take a cow,” said Peregrine, who was quite capable of saying that all night. Rather sorry for John, Jermyn suggested a goat. Besides, a goat might butt Peregrine—tumble him, with his chaste nankeens, his sherry-colour body-coat, and his certainties into the scuppers. What would he do then, thought Jermyn, unable to imagine an uncivil Peregrine even in hell. Pray take my seat, he would say, setting Caroline down to sizzle. Dear Lord, who'd have ever thought Lovels would go voyaging with a Caroline whose father had been in trade. As for himself, he would continue to draw the caricatures which made him so popular … although it is difficult to be popular with the ladies on nothing a year. At least there will be laxity in the Antipodes, thought Jermyn, seeing himself gathering up Maori wives by the dozen … with that old rip Major Henry running' him hard.

          


          
Now John, his ruddy face illuminated by two stiff nips and Peregrine's concession of the goat, was comforting his troubled soul by the vision of raising Another England in the Antipodes; but Peregrine (Ben Jonson's Pragmatick Young Man to the life) scuttled that.

          
“England has betrayed us. I repudiate her. My children shall be colonist entirely.”

          
“He means to have a doosed lot of 'em, too. People the country, eh?” thought the Major, stretching his legs to the fire. Of his three nephews he liked Peregrine least; but he was a damn practical fellow, which was why they were all sittin' round him, egad, like dogs waggin' their tails. Peregrine was responsible for this exodus to New Zealand—which no one knew anything about and even the Colonial Office declined to recognize.

          
“England holds no jurisdiction over it,” the Colonial Office had said firmly. “At the request of the missionaries, we sent out Mr Busby as British Resident, but we gave him no powers whatever.” The Colonial Office could do something handsome for them in Van Diemen's Land: “Quite a number of indigent officers taking up our grants of land out there,” said the C.O.

          
John had rather warmed to the indigent officers. “Like us, dang it,” he had said, sadly. But Peregrine had bristled with difficulties. In New Zealand you could buy a hundred acres for an iron pot, he said, making a note to order pots. You could get rich in New Zealand, and he had not the least intention of consorting with Englishmen in the future. “We will start fresh,” said Peregrine, who was quite capable of making himself King of New Zealand if he chose, and who always knew how to trim the sails that would bring him safe to harbour.

          
A man of one idea and that a wrong 'un, thought the Major. He went heavily up the shallow old oak stairs, carrying his candle at a better angle than male Lovels often did at this time of night. Doosed difficult to be convivial with Peregrine about. Could a man be convivial
              


              with Maoris and missionaries? The Major groaned, rubbing his red nose. If it weren't for this monstrous shortage of money he and his old hide trunks would go no more a-roaming, but none of them dare cut loose from Peregrine. He is the brains (thought the Major, damning brains) of the whole Lovel connection.

          
In the library Peregrine, warming to it, was setting the date of departure at six weeks ahead. “I fear anything earlier will be impossible. We have to allocate the space in the hold … have you your list of requirements here, John?”

          
“It's near one o'clock,” pleaded John, always anxious to postpone the evil day. “I think Caroline … and you're being married to-morrow, you know.”

          
“Are your lists here?” Yes, thought Jermyn, Peregrine's eyes are much too close. Is he a hawk or an eagle? We shall find out when he spreads his wings in New Zealand. John brought some papers from an inlaid French bureau, and Peregrine began to read.

          
“A full feather bed. Twenty feather pillows. Twenty bottles of dill-water for Belinda…. Have you supplemented Caroline's list at all, John?”

          
John muttered something about garden-rollers, and Jermyn suggested peacocks. Peregrine put the papers together silently. He had a way of making his silences so impressive that they were almost holy. The flickering candle-light showed him a little high-shouldered, ready to pounce. Jermyn mixed himself a last brandy, whistling softly. This Antipodes affair would be run entirely to Peregrine's design—of which the new wife would have to be a compliant part. Sally, eh? Jermyn was always sorry for the Sallys of the world, who sounded such care-free children and had to help Peregrines found families. Good God, he thought, startled, it's going to be a hell of a life for the women. We should leave them behind.

          
But not even Peregrine, for all his efficiency, could found a family without one. Now he was saying suavely:
              


              “I think you had better leave the lists to me. We have neither time nor space for unessentials. Good night.”

          
Dismissed, they went uneasily away. Even Sir John Lovel in his own house couldn't browbeat Peregrine, now standing alone in his tall lean elegance, staring down into the fire. Like that fire, he too could burn up obstacles—and would. Easy John; the bluff bragging old soldier Uncle Henry; Jermyn the untried boy, the women … he would have them all on his shoulders. And he could carry them, manipulate them, dispose of them to his will, like God….

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Promenade

Chapter II





        
Chapter II

        

          

Beside the cooking trench where bubbling iron pots sent up their thin steam to a hot sky Darien's mind was clawing resentfully over her grievances while she nursed her bandaged leg and the great red-and-green kaka parrots screamed at her out of the puriri-tree. She had only tried to help Sally scald a little wild suckling-pig, and she hadn't cried so very much when the boiling water went over her leg. Not enough to make Sally ill; though Lady Lovel, hurrying over from the further hut when fat old Ani ran for her, blamed Darien, and for hours everyone had ignored her, and she was utterly famished with hunger.

          
But never would she go in the hut again since that stiff black rig of a Peregrine had boxed her ears in the doorway. I'll die first, she thought, feeling that that wouldn't take long now, and hoping that all the traders would cry at her funeral. A heavy hasty step sounded up the manuka-track from the Beach, and Darien looked round hopefully, clearing the red curls from her eyes. Perhaps it was a giaour out of the “Keepsakes,” bringing delicate food in a golden bowl to offer it on his knees with glances of respect and admiration. “Deign to eat, fair lady,” he would say….

          
But he only said: “How is she?” And it wasn't a giaour (who would have had a scarlet cloak), but Nick Flower the trader who—one felt quite sure—had never gone on his knees in his life, and the only gold about him was his hair.

          
“My leg still hurts shocking,” said Darien. Flower
            


            looked at her with his little blue eyes like gimlets, looked at the little raupo-reed hut polished by the sun like a brown snail-shell, said hastily:

          
“You shouldn't be here, child. Go over to Lady Lovel's.”

          
“I won't. She's here anyway. And I hate her.” Lady Lovel's black ringlets were so glossy, her cheeks so red, her bust and arms so big that Darien knew she was vulgar. “I dislike vulgarity,” she said, loftily.

          
“You little …” He stopped, a flicker of amusement crossing his hard face. “A young lady who knows her mind, ain't you? Come down to the Beach, then.”

          
“I'll do as I like. My leg hurts.” Flower scratched his head. The child should be out of this, but what would tempt her? Maybe all women were alike and he knew how to handle Maoris.

          
“I'm unpacking some new things. Come down and I'll give you a bonnet.”

          
“What kind of bonnet?”

          
Ah! That had her. What wouldn't females do for finery?

          
“A … a big bonnet with a feather.”

          
“Could it be drawn-silk? A green one with a yellow feather?”

          
“If I have one. What's wrong with your leg?” Here was sympathy at last.

          
“I've scalded it so badly I fear it will drop off. But Sally went and got ill before she finished binding it, and I've been suffering all alone.”

          
“The bonnet will cure that, I guess. Come along.” You damned little egoist, he thought, fumbling in his great side-pocket, looking towards the hut. For all his daily-growing hate of black Peregrine Lovel he greatly desired to offer an oblation to that fair gallant little lady of his, caught too soon in her hour. A young tender thing who should have been set in a gilded house, playing of the virginals instead of lugging the huge goashore pots
            


            from the cooking-trench, baking, washing, mending, bearing progeny to Peregrine Lovel. A child, running and laughing with Darien and the Maori children when first they came, and he knew her for a rarer thing than ever he had seen before. Now those sweet blue eyes might soon close in death ….

          
Sheepishly he walked over to the door, laid a small japanned box of the precious tea (near worth its weight in gold) on the step, and returned, so shaken by Sally's low moaning that he jerked Darien roughly to her feet.

          
“Come on,” he said angrily.

        

        

          
II

          

This blazing midsummer day of January 30, 1840, had uncomfortably betrayed Peregrine Lovel into the consciousness that he was not omnipotent, and it was (he felt distressedly) going to take him some time to get over that. For hours he had been walking in the moonlight on the little hill behind the raupo-hut, and he knew that he vulgarly needed to go down on Kororareka Beach and get drunk. Yet since everybody else was doing it, that would have placed him on a level with the herd, which he chose to stand above, besides being a secret confession of weakness which he could not afford.

          
Anger against Sally was mixed with his distress. He needed sons—battalions of sons—for the work before him which had become so threatened, so almost dislocated since H.M.S. 
Herald arrived yesterday in the Bay, bringing Captain Hobson to annex New Zealand to the Empire. With a bleak steady acquisitiveness Peregrine had seen himself king of this wild lovely country, sending out his sons to represent him far and near. Now England had taken the country, and Sally might not bring him even one living son.

          
Incredible, unpardonable treatment of a gentleman who had done so much for everybody. Staring down into the
              


              smooth dark harbour where the 
Herald showed a red riding-light, lying apart from the bluff whaling-ships, and the tall trading brigantine out by an island, he realized almost tearfully how very much he had done. Cleaned out that foul old boat-yard round in Matauhi Bay; set John to conscientiously shepherding the Maori workmen, who so much preferred smoking in the shade of the great glossy pohutukawa trees; put Jermyn to draughtsmanship and Major Henry to casting-up the charge-sheets; given Sally a child which she hadn't the wit to know what to do with…. All of them fed by his bounty, and everything going so excellently well. Until now….

          
Since the 
Herald had arrived yesterday morning (with Captain Hobson, R.N., and without warning) the Beach had done no business. Since Hobson had landed on the Beach this morning, reading England's Proclamation of Annexation in the little wooden church (with any number of Ordinances to follow), the Beach's principal business had been to get drunk. Those who were pleased got drunk but, it seemed, those who were not got drunker. Certainly there were more of these latter, yet Peregrine still kept his bitter Lent. He was afraid of what he might say or do if he broke it.

          
“God save the Queen!” John had shouted on the edge of blubbing with joy. Major Henry had begun his old braggadocio about Waterloo, and Jermyn said in his cool amused way: “Wants another dumping-ground for her convicts. How will that run with all your mighty schemes, my buck?” But Peregrine had said nothing. In this land of rag-tag-and-bobtail he knew himself the one real stability, the one man with a mind above drink, trade, and prayers. Gifted people (he was aware) live under a special dispensation of grace, making laws instead of obeying them; and soon Mr Peregrine Lovel would have been making laws for Kororareka Beach—the only part of New Zealand yet on the map, and nobody in England would even demean themselves by trying to pronounce
              


              it. Now England had spoiled part of that, and Sally might spoil the rest….

          
“Mr Lovel! Mr Lovel!”

          
That squawking female voice, so badly matching her bulk, was certainly Caroline. Peregrine ran towards the hut, his heart most surprisingly impeding his breath. “Oh, la,” cried Caroline in the shadow by the door, “I'm that tired! But Mrs Grant is so taken up with the baby.”

          
Peregrine stopped. “Boy or girl?” he jerked out.

          
“Oh, a bouncing boy. I never did see such a bouncer. La! I must kiss you——” A certain Mrs Inchbald having once explained her own countenance as Voluptuous without Indelicacy, Caroline had annexed the description as peculiarly appropriate to herself, and had, in the opinion of Lovels, been indelicate ever since. Peregrine backed away.

          
“He is—normal? Sane and sound?”

          
“Oh, excessively. Can't you hear him? I'll tell you when to come in.”

          
Caroline shut the door, and Peregrine stood suddenly limp. In easy and superior fashion gentlefolk refer to hell as something liable to be experienced by others. Now, suddenly aware that he had been experiencing it himself, Peregrine felt quite unequal to encountering Darien, rising up out of the moonlight in a preposterous bonnet with a still more preposterous feather. Despite the bonnet and a hearty meal in Nick Flower's store, Darien's wrongs had been steadily growing, but now she was in a position to patronize Peregrine.

          
“
I knew God was sending Sally a baby. Ani told me. It's for me to play with.”

          
“By the Lord! I'll not have you meddling with my child,” exploded Peregrine, still the worse for his emotions and afflicted by far too many memories of Darien. Darien stood stunned. 
His child?

          
“You—you imperant bric-a-brac! What's it to do with you? Sally will 
give it to me if I want it.”

          


          
Peregrine caught her arm. “Now, listen to me, you little devil….”

          
Darien set her teeth in his hand and jumped free. “Phew! How nasty you taste. God will kill you now for cursing me. I'll tell him to. God! God….”

          
Peregrine fled. He told himself on recovery that he couldn't allow noise outside Sally's door, but he knew that he had been fairly routed. Darien (who would never have come if he hadn't considered her as a future unpaid help) was very far from realizing her dependent position.

          
Darien let herself down with her back to the door. Her leg hurt and the bonnet was heavy, but she felt it as a moral support. “Over my corp,” she said, “only over my corp shall he get at that baby.”

          
But when she saw it in the packing-case she discarded all notion of fighting for it. “Let him have the thing. We don't want it,” she told Sally. “It's too ugly and young. My leg still hurts, Sal-volatile.”

          
Sally smiled faintly at the little firm-chinned face under the big bonnet, and went drifting off again among fields of daffodils where an English lark was singing. But the lark wouldn't stay because it was so hot; and between her and the shadowy wall she had so carefully pasted with newspapers to keep out draughts other pictures floated up, all blazing with this strange bright sun that tired her so. Twists of hills like green shining silk, with the harbour between them like cut sapphires. Great bright parrots with cruel beaks fighting round the cooking-trench, where the black three-legged pots must be fed with wood or Mr Lovel's dinner wouldn't be cooked. Sally moved and fell back, forgetting Mr Lovel among the pictures.

          
Now it was a long war-canoe full of tattooed warriors and she was trying not to scream. Scarred whaling-ships, smelling of their trade, came crowding with their smell into the room. Even a whaling-ship should know better than to incommode a lady…. There was a tall trading-brig spreading its white wings, flying back to England.
              


              Oh, take me, cried Sally soundlessly. I'm so afraid of this place and there will be cowslips in the meadows….

          
Jermyn said Kororareka Beach was something you couldn't believe, especially when you saw it. Sally saw it, burning with colour, its little huts at all angles, like drunken witches clinging to their broomsticks, its noisy crowds weaving dizzily, Maori girls spinning their poi-balls…. How the gulls screaming over the piles of refuse along the sand made one's head ache…. Caroline was coming ashore from the 
Claribel on old fat Miri's brown shoulders, then standing on the Beach with her skirts rucked up like a flustered hen. Sally shook weakly with laughter. There had never been anything funnier than Caroline, spellbound at the naked Maoris and apparently thinking (like Miranda), “Oh, brave new world that has such people in it,” until suddenly she gave a kind of bellow and dropped in a faint…. Now Sir John was dragging the purple feather from her bonnet to burn it under her nose, and Caroline was coming to in a hurry and slapping him….

          
So hot … She must be under the heavy blazing weight of the doldrums again. But there were the grey seas mounting, and Sir John drying Belinda's napkins under his shirt because there were no fires, and she was so cold, and the wind was blowing out of Tilbury, and England for ever fading…. So cold her brief honeymoon in the Isle of Wight, with ghostly faces, ghostly voices coming round her in the night, telling her this is what it means to be a woman, Sally; with no soul or body of your own…. She struggled to get past them, back to the dear chintz room and the dolls and Darien in the big bed. But there was no going back.

          
“Somebody left some tea on the doorstep. I've made you a cup,” said Caroline, breaking like all the red and black queens in the pack into the pictures.

          
“Oh, thank you,” murmured Sally, always grateful. “You are so very kind….”

        

        
        



          
III

          

Peregrine, beginning to feel better, realized that it was an omen from the gods which had brought a male Lovel into the world, his foot upon his native heath, to defy England in her very moment of theft. He must trim his sails to the new wind, swallow distasteful pills; but that wouldn't stop him now, he thought, going down to the Beach which was effervescing in the most unsavoury manner. It was red with driftwood fires, orange with the glow of lanterns outside the trading-stores, lit with gleams of teeth, of eyes, of brass rings in the ears of sailors, sham jewellery on the Maori girls. Everywhere sounded a great chorus of damns for Hobson and England, loud alarums about the Maori chiefs (who would possibly fight Hobson), traders being almost hysterical over this horrible talk of customs duties….

          
Jermyn was very happy, seeing life as a young man may. Yet he had had his private troubles with chiefs, since Hone Heke, holding chiefly rights over the Maori girls, had refused him Patea (who was nearly pretty) unless he paid through the nose for her and stuck to her, too.

          
“Damn it, sir. I'm marrying no Maori,” said Jermyn, very red.

          
“You can't get a nice wahine any other way,” said Heke. “And Patea's tribe will bring your shipyard much trade.”

          
Jermyn had no mind to immolate himself for Peregrine's shipyard, so he thumbed his nose at Maori morals and went foraging with Major Henry among those whom proud Heke did not recognize. But to-night there was better afoot than complacent wahines, with the whole Beach roaring against England and Jermyn beating out “Rule Britannia” on a Maori drum. Doosed amusing, thought Jermyn, to observe how the English welcome their flag overseas.

          


          
Then unexpectedly he was on Corny Fleete's counter, having discovered that the Lord intended him to explain everything, and if only the counter didn't heave so much he could do it. England (he told that red ring of wavering faces) had come too soon. In another twenty years the Maoris would have killed themselves out with the guns so kindly supplied by traders.

          
“John! What are you about to allow such an exhibition?” demanded Peregrine, thrusting through the sweating crowd to discover John, glum on a rum cask.

          
“Stop him yourself,” said John sulkily. “But you'll need a gun.”

          
It seemed likely. Jermyn, weaving circles of light with a bright pannikin that slopped rum, was far too drunk to stand interference. So was the crowd. Best let the young cock crow himself dumb. But what a good-looking young cock, egad. His progeny should be worth watching, thought Peregrine, obsessed by notions of fatherhood to-night. A pretty fellow, with his big brown eyes and loose waves of fair hair and his manner of wearing the rough Beach dress as though it were regalia. It might be wise to make an ally of Jermyn, with his damnably clever caricatures, his reckless tongue.

          
Would gentlemen, cried Jermyn, full of oratory and his message from the Lord, remember that it was the Maoris who had first sent for the missionaries…. And if this bloody table would stop pitching like a catboat he could prove it. After some years of traders and whalers, haughty Maori warriors had apparently felt for the first time in centuries the need for moral support. So they had sent for the Reverend Samuel Marsden, who came to preach New Zealand's first sermon in this very spot … or near enough … p-pitchin' like catboat … in (wait now—he had it) on Christmas Day, 1814. “Hooray! Let's drink to good old Marsden….”

          
Laughter came easy to such as were still on their feet, and John got off the rum-cask to let Corny broach it. He
              


              wanted to go, but his broad shoulders and fists like hams would be useful if Jermyn provoked a row presently. John (who hated rows) found that Jermyn and the Major dragged him into so many … but a fellow must stand by his own blood.

          
Jermyn, still intent on his message, was explaining earnestly that England had probably her tongue in her cheek when she sent out James Busby as British Resident to the Bay of Islands in 'thirty-five in answer to missionary clamour concerning Australian and American land-sharks who were buying up thousands of good acres for a handful of nails or a gun. “‘Busby,’ said Prime Min'ster, ‘go'n stop all that nonsense, but don't come whining to us 'bout it. I fancy Cook left a Union Jack there some time in lasht century but we ain't inquired into that. B-bloody place has too many cannibals to int'rest us.’ Fact is, gent'men,” declared Jermyn, clutching at the head nearest to hold him upright, “England thought Capt'n Cook rather too free with his Union Jacks. So he was. And there's poor devil Busby sittin' in Res'dency over at Paihia with gunsh shpiked.

          
“… Long'n short o't is,” concluded Jermyn, recovering his balance with the solemnity of the idea, “England's 'nexed us to New S'th Wales so we sh'll begin prop'ly with p-penal law … shoals o'convicts 'riving t'morrow … and may the Lord have mercy….”

          
Through the infuriated hubbub raised by this, John plunged with determination; bearing Jermyn out among the hurrying zigzag of half-seen humanity, which didn't know where it was going and perspired tremendously in doing it; bearing him down the Beach where the air blew sweet and fresh from the bush about the little hut shared by Jermyn and Major Henry behind Bishop Pompalier's big cobble-stone house built for a Brotherhood which had never arrived.

          
Returning rather unsteadily along the Beach, John noticed a streak of yellow light lying across the water
              


              from the 
Herald, where Hobson would be closeted with Busby and Archdeacon Williams, trying to discover from them how to handle the chiefs. At how many thousand do you estimate the Maoris? he would be asking. But who could tell him? Who knew how deep they bred back in those great jagged ranges, those impregnable forests where no white foot had trod? Dang it all, who knew that every white on the Beach wouldn't be dead by the week-end? Even loyal John wondered if England was going the right way to work here. A danged haughty lot, the chiefs, and jealous of their privileges.

          
A huge shadow loomed up with a chieftain's mat over the shirt and trousers. Waka Nene … and he's a good Christian, thought John, blurting out: “Will the Maoris accept England, Nene?”

          
“Who can tell?” said courteous Nene, looking (for all his tattoo) more of an aristocrat than even Peregrine.

          
“Well, Hobson is askin' all the chiefs to meet him at the Residency on the sixth. Will they go?”

          
“Who can tell? My brother and I will be there to accept England. But there are many chiefs. I cannot say….”

          
No … nor God nor the devil could say, it seemed likely. Oh, my England, what have you let us in for, wondered John, trudging up the slippery tussock hill to his Caroline.

        

        

          
IV

          
To Caroline, who was constantly telling John what he had let her in for and who always came off best, since a lady can say what she likes while a gentleman mustn't, this whole New Zealand business was a rapidly accumulating outrage. Like other ladies of her period, Caroline had dabbled but lightly in history, geography, and such vulgarities, and she had blithely embarked for New Zealand under the natural impression that it was in Holland and also (with the strange adaptability of foreign
              


              countries) in Australia, which was down on the maps as New Holland. When she had found it to be much further, with cockroaches in all the cabins as well as in the tea, she had quite forgotten about being voluptuous and made the welkin ring.

          
For poor John it had been ringing ever since; but on the morning of the sixth she tied scared little Belinda into a white satin pelisse and tippet and arranged a blue fringed shawl over her own big shoulders, saying merely: “As you insist on us all being massacred over at the Residency, I hope I know how to die like a lady.”

          
Caroline couldn't do anything like a lady and never would. So John said, “Yes, my dear,” and took her down and put her into a boat with other Lovels, rowing out uneasily into the maelstrom with Jermyn. Even his big fists wouldn't help if the Maoris turned nasty; and Hobson had forbidden the assembling of the Lynch Law League—which kept such law as there was, tarring and feathering those who didn't agree with it, and had done quite a deal since Peregrine became captain. Hobson said it would be provocative, while being monstrous provocative himself, what with salvos thundering from the 
Herald, flags flying, and boats full of sailors and marines rushing about until the harbour seemed all Hobsons.

          
Peregrine was not there. Nothing could have detached him to-day from that miraculous scrap of himself that bawled so lustily until comforted by Sally's breast. Secretly he grudged Sally that power, since the woman's share in production is purely an animal process whilst it is the man, by his vastly superior qualities, who bestows on his children (both before and afterwards) all that can bring their lives to conquest. Peregrine, having no doubt of this, felt that his son should be already learning it, and looked sternly down the hill on blue water being torn into white lace by the passing multitude.

          
Swarms of Maori canoes wherein laughing wahines paddled with their long hair flying. Boats crowded with
              


              white-hatted traders and their gaily-clad Maori wives and children. Boats filled with top-hats and chokers, bright shawls and bonnets, fringed parasols. Naval boats arrogant with brass buttons, uniforms, cocked hats. Boats with bands trumpeting England's power….

          
“Hrumph,” said Peregrine, greatly pleased. Then the war-canoes scuttled him. Ten war-canoes, glittering with paua-shell and carving—ten, each rowed by sixty tattooed warriors, each bearing at its prow a stately chief in flax or feather-mats soft as silk and glowing with colour, standing upright like the god he was and so sacred with tapu that the rowers dared not look at him. From each high carved stern streamed long wreaths of the blue convolvulus, the yellow scented clematis. Each rower had a bunch of scarlet pohutukawa flower in his hair, but the chiefs had tall white heron plumes, like helmeted knights.

          
“Te-na-pu-u,” sang the warriors like a great organ chord. “Rule Britannia,” rattled the bands, sounding impotent and tinny under this vast sky. Peregrine turned in panic and dashed into the house. Chiefs, backed up by so much magnificent masculinity, would never be stampeded by Hobson and his handful of marines. Even a large military force couldn't do it, thought Peregrine, tumbling muskets and cutlasses out of a cupboard as though he were the force in question and feeling edges with an anxious thumb. Presently there would be the devil to pay over at the Residency … and then along the Beach….

          
With a dazed idea of saving his boy anyway, he went into the lean-to, frowning to see the child by Sally's side. “Roderick would be better in his cot, my dear,” he said, keeping agitation out of his voice with an effort. “Yes, Mr Lovel,” faltered Sally, doubting it, but knowing that gentlemen (being so vastly superior in every way) must be always right. She had, indeed, once ventured a protest about the name Roderick, hoping for Charles or Arthur.
              


              But the eldest male Lovel was always Roderick, said Mr Lovel, explaining that the Roderick of his family had been killed out hunting when only sixteen. “A gentleman's death,” said Mr Lovel. “I trust that all my sons will die like gentlemen.”

          
“All?” Sally had shut her eyes at that. How many sons would Mr Lovel require to make “all”? How often must she endure these terrible months again while she went on baking, washing, mending, scrubbing sugar-mats for the floors, pasting newspapers (which cracked again with every wind) on the walls, trying to make meals from eternal maize-flour and goat-flesh? Once she had put caraway-seeds in the goat-flesh to make it tasty, and it had been so tasty that Mr Lovel hadn't spoken to her for three days. And then Darien had filled his boots with caraways….

          
How wonderful to fear life so little as Darien, going off proudly to the Residency in that dreadful green bonnet with the magenta feather. Quite evidently designed for Maoris, said Mr Lovel, outraged. But Darien loved it, though she had bitten Nick Flower when he had wanted a kiss for it.

          
Now she was gloriously adding her mite to the rage of colour about her in the harbour. Gay scarves and shawls floating, gold lace of officers, top-hats gleaming, flax and feather mats like rainbows tied with vermilion woollen tassels, beautiful bronze legs and arms, dyed dog-hair fringes round the carved ceremonial taiahas held by the chiefs. Here came Corny Fleete God-blessing the Queen out of the rum-bottle until his brown half-caste children expected to see her descend from heaven any minute. And his proud Maori wife had the huia feathers of a chieftainess in her hair.

          
“Hooray!” shouted Darien, leaning over to wave, and becoming quite intoxicated at sight of the big red and white marquee shining like a bubble on Mr Busby's lawn. “Hooray for everything!”

          


          
“Kindly keep your mouth shut, Darien,” said Jermyn presently, pushing her down on a trestle-seat inside the marquee. “Remember that one laugh from you may kill us all.”

        

        

          
V

          

It appears that during the 1820's and 1830's the Colonial Office in London's Downing Street was much disgruntled, seeing that England (so pleased when her restless sons took themselves off to the horizons) invariably discovered them turning round and making an Empire of her. There was that infernal East India Company, complained the Colonial Office, trying to entangle us; and Stamford Raffles imploring us to hold on to Singapore—a worthless mud-flat; and Australia clamouring for protection and her own way. Now the mail was full of letters from this pestilential New Zealand, too cannibalistic for convicts and too far off for a summer resort. So the sensible thing was to pigeon-hole the letters—until one came forwarded through her Gracious Majesty.

          
Busby was responsible for that letter. It had seemed to him a good idea to get a handful of Christian chiefs to explain matters to Queen Victoria, thereby startling the poor young thing into the understanding that if she didn't want a holocaust she had better hustle. So she hustled until the Colonial Office grew hot under the collar, saying: “Let the blighters have it, then. We'll cook their goose. We'll send out a few Regulars to clean the place up and then ship them our convicts, since Australian prisons seem to be getting rather crowded.”

          
They had sent Hobson to put the Islands under the jurisdiction of New South Wales, so that they could begin properly with penal law; told him to make himself Governor or anything he liked, and hoped to forget him until he should write that he was ready for convicts. But Hobson, even before that uneasy night following the
              


              signing of the Waitangi Treaty, had begun to suspect that he would not be writing very soon.

          
As for the Beach, slowly beginning to take in what had happened in the marquee, where only Waka Nene and his giant brother Patuone had stopped a bloody stampede and coaxed the chiefs into signing, there was not enough rum in all the casks to comfort them. Never before had there been such a colonization, such an unbelievable outrageous Treaty. New Zealand was given to the Maoris. All her “fair lands, forests and fisheries” were for Maoris for ever and ever, and proud unprincipled Englishmen were merely tenants.

          
“Defy the Treaty! Defy it!” bellowed Major Henry who had found the lack of laws and taxes amazingly pleasant. “Let us rise against injustice,” he shouted, bursting out of his orange silk waistcoat and waving his arms from a stool, which presently spilt him into the trampling crowd in Nick Flower's store.

          
“It must be a mistake,” pleaded John to the most blasphemous. “England would never let us down like this. I assure you, gentlemen….”

          
Jermyn, cross-legged on a pile of potato-sacks, was drawing faces (dangerous bewildered drunken faces) in the light of a hurricane-lamp, while old Captain Mackerrow on the counter was being loudly profane in his red beard. “Goddam them all. We didn't come here … taking our lives in our hands … to be jockeyed like this….”

          
From his task of serving out rum Nick Flower looked round now and then, grimly amused. Especially he looked at the Lovels and more especially at Peregrine Lovel, now so surprisingly standing on the counter waiting for Mackerrow to stop. A self-made autocrat, that; so spruce and spare in his wine-colour coat and buff waistcoat (Beach clothes were not good enough for him); so damned sure of himself, with his long fighting chin and narrow eyes;
              


              so loftily unconscious that he was own brother to Nick Flower the trader on the wrong side of the blanket….

          
Contemptuous of favours or insults, Nick Flower would never tell him nor the other Lovels—who were no more than Peregrine's tools anyway. But between himself and Peregrine their similar hot conquering blood was bad already, though Peregrine meant to conquer with a high hand and accompanying drums and trumpets, and Flower was content to use any method at all.

          
It was, Flower conceded, inevitable that he should hate Peregrine; partly for his arrogant success, but chiefly (since such small things may move a man deepest) for his right to wear that signet-ring with the Lovel crest. As a little boy Flower had played with Sir Roderick's ancient heirloom, not knowing that it could never be his. Now it was Sir John's, but Peregrine wore it, as he wore the high Lovel manner the bunch of seals at his fob. There, gleaming on the long well-kept hand, was the gage which Nick Flower couldn't take up and so could never forget.

          
Mackerrow ran down with a last oath, buried his red beard in a foaming mug, and Peregrine moved forward. “Gentlemen,” he said, smiling his thin smile, conscious of all that courteous voice could do. Jermyn stayed his pencil. Peregrine, always mistaking rhetoric for argument, amazingly bamboozled folk, but it would be hard to bamboozle a way out of this impasse. Peregrine had no doubts. England would certainly get round the Treaty. Even he was learning to get round things, and she had had much more practice.

          
The land (he reminded these gaping ruffians) always was the Maoris' and we had always had to buy from them, hadn't we? Men, having forgotten that, looked at each other, and Jermyn saw the bamboozlement beginning. Now, said Peregrine, looming like some great eagle up in the shadows, by the simple device of ceremonially giving the Maoris what was already theirs we had opened the
              


              way to negotiation; we had ensured that all future deals should go through the Governor….

          
“Each of us is aware how chiefs are apt to look the other way when a troublesome Maori chooses to upset a deal, and how we have no redress. Chiefs will not dare play that game with the Governor. We shall have all the land we wish for now, and England has acted with a subtlety and skill of which we may well be proud.”

          
“She ain't subtle,” shouted John, his blue eyes fire in his ruddy face. “I'll swear she's actin' honestly and….”

          
“And with her usual acumen. I think all gentlemen present have sufficient statesmanship to recognize how brilliantly clever her handling of the situation has been.”

          
Jermyn laughed while John choked with anger and distress. Dang it, Peregrine must be hinting at double-dealing if he talked of statesmanship.

          
“England for ever,” John shouted, banging his huge fist on a tub.

          
Gentlemen endeavouring to be conscious of their statesmanship looked anxiously for further guidance, and Peregrine was not loath to give it. All power was now in the hands of the Governor, who would certainly see that we did not come off second-best….

          
“Oh, my God! He's swearin' away England's honour now,” groaned John, mopping a hot and distracted face. But no one heeded him, they were listening to Peregrine. “In a few well-chosen words,” murmured Jermyn, who had already brought out occasional broadsheets on the Mission hand-press, “Mr Peregrine Lovel convinced bewildered citizens that all was for the best, and received loud acclaims of approval.”

          
“Come home, boy. I've drunk enough,” said Major Henry, who had a habit of becoming sober and pensive after three bottles.

          
But citizens (growing ever more bewildered) wouldn't go home; toasting Peregrine, toasting England—who had been so much smarter than they guessed; toasting their
              


              own powers of statesmanship, until the greater number lay with the tramped earth and dregs of liquor on the floor, muttering amicable good-nights.

          
With the gentlemen gone, Nick Flower looked down upon the disordered remainder. He liked to see men with their masks off, giving themselves away, as he never did, as Peregrine Lovel never did. Lord, Lord, these strange beast-men, child-men born of women … what an ugly joke this game of Life could be.

          
“Lie there, hogs,” he said pleasantly, blowing out the hurricane-lamp.
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Beside the cooking trench where bubbling iron pots sent up their thin steam to a hot sky Darien's mind was clawing resentfully over her grievances while she nursed her bandaged leg and the great red-and-green kaka parrots screamed at her out of the puriri-tree. She had only tried to help Sally scald a little wild suckling-pig, and she hadn't cried so very much when the boiling water went over her leg. Not enough to make Sally ill; though Lady Lovel, hurrying over from the further hut when fat old Ani ran for her, blamed Darien, and for hours everyone had ignored her, and she was utterly famished with hunger.

          
But never would she go in the hut again since that stiff black rig of a Peregrine had boxed her ears in the doorway. I'll die first, she thought, feeling that that wouldn't take long now, and hoping that all the traders would cry at her funeral. A heavy hasty step sounded up the manuka-track from the Beach, and Darien looked round hopefully, clearing the red curls from her eyes. Perhaps it was a giaour out of the “Keepsakes,” bringing delicate food in a golden bowl to offer it on his knees with glances of respect and admiration. “Deign to eat, fair lady,” he would say….

          
But he only said: “How is she?” And it wasn't a giaour (who would have had a scarlet cloak), but Nick Flower the trader who—one felt quite sure—had never gone on his knees in his life, and the only gold about him was his hair.

          
“My leg still hurts shocking,” said Darien. Flower
            


            looked at her with his little blue eyes like gimlets, looked at the little raupo-reed hut polished by the sun like a brown snail-shell, said hastily:

          
“You shouldn't be here, child. Go over to Lady Lovel's.”

          
“I won't. She's here anyway. And I hate her.” Lady Lovel's black ringlets were so glossy, her cheeks so red, her bust and arms so big that Darien knew she was vulgar. “I dislike vulgarity,” she said, loftily.

          
“You little …” He stopped, a flicker of amusement crossing his hard face. “A young lady who knows her mind, ain't you? Come down to the Beach, then.”

          
“I'll do as I like. My leg hurts.” Flower scratched his head. The child should be out of this, but what would tempt her? Maybe all women were alike and he knew how to handle Maoris.

          
“I'm unpacking some new things. Come down and I'll give you a bonnet.”

          
“What kind of bonnet?”

          
Ah! That had her. What wouldn't females do for finery?

          
“A … a big bonnet with a feather.”

          
“Could it be drawn-silk? A green one with a yellow feather?”

          
“If I have one. What's wrong with your leg?” Here was sympathy at last.

          
“I've scalded it so badly I fear it will drop off. But Sally went and got ill before she finished binding it, and I've been suffering all alone.”

          
“The bonnet will cure that, I guess. Come along.” You damned little egoist, he thought, fumbling in his great side-pocket, looking towards the hut. For all his daily-growing hate of black Peregrine Lovel he greatly desired to offer an oblation to that fair gallant little lady of his, caught too soon in her hour. A young tender thing who should have been set in a gilded house, playing of the virginals instead of lugging the huge goashore pots
            


            from the cooking-trench, baking, washing, mending, bearing progeny to Peregrine Lovel. A child, running and laughing with Darien and the Maori children when first they came, and he knew her for a rarer thing than ever he had seen before. Now those sweet blue eyes might soon close in death ….

          
Sheepishly he walked over to the door, laid a small japanned box of the precious tea (near worth its weight in gold) on the step, and returned, so shaken by Sally's low moaning that he jerked Darien roughly to her feet.

          
“Come on,” he said angrily.
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This blazing midsummer day of January 30, 1840, had uncomfortably betrayed Peregrine Lovel into the consciousness that he was not omnipotent, and it was (he felt distressedly) going to take him some time to get over that. For hours he had been walking in the moonlight on the little hill behind the raupo-hut, and he knew that he vulgarly needed to go down on Kororareka Beach and get drunk. Yet since everybody else was doing it, that would have placed him on a level with the herd, which he chose to stand above, besides being a secret confession of weakness which he could not afford.

          
Anger against Sally was mixed with his distress. He needed sons—battalions of sons—for the work before him which had become so threatened, so almost dislocated since H.M.S. 
Herald arrived yesterday in the Bay, bringing Captain Hobson to annex New Zealand to the Empire. With a bleak steady acquisitiveness Peregrine had seen himself king of this wild lovely country, sending out his sons to represent him far and near. Now England had taken the country, and Sally might not bring him even one living son.

          
Incredible, unpardonable treatment of a gentleman who had done so much for everybody. Staring down into the
              


              smooth dark harbour where the 
Herald showed a red riding-light, lying apart from the bluff whaling-ships, and the tall trading brigantine out by an island, he realized almost tearfully how very much he had done. Cleaned out that foul old boat-yard round in Matauhi Bay; set John to conscientiously shepherding the Maori workmen, who so much preferred smoking in the shade of the great glossy pohutukawa trees; put Jermyn to draughtsmanship and Major Henry to casting-up the charge-sheets; given Sally a child which she hadn't the wit to know what to do with…. All of them fed by his bounty, and everything going so excellently well. Until now….

          
Since the 
Herald had arrived yesterday morning (with Captain Hobson, R.N., and without warning) the Beach had done no business. Since Hobson had landed on the Beach this morning, reading England's Proclamation of Annexation in the little wooden church (with any number of Ordinances to follow), the Beach's principal business had been to get drunk. Those who were pleased got drunk but, it seemed, those who were not got drunker. Certainly there were more of these latter, yet Peregrine still kept his bitter Lent. He was afraid of what he might say or do if he broke it.

          
“God save the Queen!” John had shouted on the edge of blubbing with joy. Major Henry had begun his old braggadocio about Waterloo, and Jermyn said in his cool amused way: “Wants another dumping-ground for her convicts. How will that run with all your mighty schemes, my buck?” But Peregrine had said nothing. In this land of rag-tag-and-bobtail he knew himself the one real stability, the one man with a mind above drink, trade, and prayers. Gifted people (he was aware) live under a special dispensation of grace, making laws instead of obeying them; and soon Mr Peregrine Lovel would have been making laws for Kororareka Beach—the only part of New Zealand yet on the map, and nobody in England would even demean themselves by trying to pronounce
              


              it. Now England had spoiled part of that, and Sally might spoil the rest….

          
“Mr Lovel! Mr Lovel!”

          
That squawking female voice, so badly matching her bulk, was certainly Caroline. Peregrine ran towards the hut, his heart most surprisingly impeding his breath. “Oh, la,” cried Caroline in the shadow by the door, “I'm that tired! But Mrs Grant is so taken up with the baby.”

          
Peregrine stopped. “Boy or girl?” he jerked out.

          
“Oh, a bouncing boy. I never did see such a bouncer. La! I must kiss you——” A certain Mrs Inchbald having once explained her own countenance as Voluptuous without Indelicacy, Caroline had annexed the description as peculiarly appropriate to herself, and had, in the opinion of Lovels, been indelicate ever since. Peregrine backed away.

          
“He is—normal? Sane and sound?”

          
“Oh, excessively. Can't you hear him? I'll tell you when to come in.”

          
Caroline shut the door, and Peregrine stood suddenly limp. In easy and superior fashion gentlefolk refer to hell as something liable to be experienced by others. Now, suddenly aware that he had been experiencing it himself, Peregrine felt quite unequal to encountering Darien, rising up out of the moonlight in a preposterous bonnet with a still more preposterous feather. Despite the bonnet and a hearty meal in Nick Flower's store, Darien's wrongs had been steadily growing, but now she was in a position to patronize Peregrine.

          
“
I knew God was sending Sally a baby. Ani told me. It's for me to play with.”

          
“By the Lord! I'll not have you meddling with my child,” exploded Peregrine, still the worse for his emotions and afflicted by far too many memories of Darien. Darien stood stunned. 
His child?

          
“You—you imperant bric-a-brac! What's it to do with you? Sally will 
give it to me if I want it.”

          


          
Peregrine caught her arm. “Now, listen to me, you little devil….”

          
Darien set her teeth in his hand and jumped free. “Phew! How nasty you taste. God will kill you now for cursing me. I'll tell him to. God! God….”

          
Peregrine fled. He told himself on recovery that he couldn't allow noise outside Sally's door, but he knew that he had been fairly routed. Darien (who would never have come if he hadn't considered her as a future unpaid help) was very far from realizing her dependent position.

          
Darien let herself down with her back to the door. Her leg hurt and the bonnet was heavy, but she felt it as a moral support. “Over my corp,” she said, “only over my corp shall he get at that baby.”

          
But when she saw it in the packing-case she discarded all notion of fighting for it. “Let him have the thing. We don't want it,” she told Sally. “It's too ugly and young. My leg still hurts, Sal-volatile.”

          
Sally smiled faintly at the little firm-chinned face under the big bonnet, and went drifting off again among fields of daffodils where an English lark was singing. But the lark wouldn't stay because it was so hot; and between her and the shadowy wall she had so carefully pasted with newspapers to keep out draughts other pictures floated up, all blazing with this strange bright sun that tired her so. Twists of hills like green shining silk, with the harbour between them like cut sapphires. Great bright parrots with cruel beaks fighting round the cooking-trench, where the black three-legged pots must be fed with wood or Mr Lovel's dinner wouldn't be cooked. Sally moved and fell back, forgetting Mr Lovel among the pictures.

          
Now it was a long war-canoe full of tattooed warriors and she was trying not to scream. Scarred whaling-ships, smelling of their trade, came crowding with their smell into the room. Even a whaling-ship should know better than to incommode a lady…. There was a tall trading-brig spreading its white wings, flying back to England.
              


              Oh, take me, cried Sally soundlessly. I'm so afraid of this place and there will be cowslips in the meadows….

          
Jermyn said Kororareka Beach was something you couldn't believe, especially when you saw it. Sally saw it, burning with colour, its little huts at all angles, like drunken witches clinging to their broomsticks, its noisy crowds weaving dizzily, Maori girls spinning their poi-balls…. How the gulls screaming over the piles of refuse along the sand made one's head ache…. Caroline was coming ashore from the 
Claribel on old fat Miri's brown shoulders, then standing on the Beach with her skirts rucked up like a flustered hen. Sally shook weakly with laughter. There had never been anything funnier than Caroline, spellbound at the naked Maoris and apparently thinking (like Miranda), “Oh, brave new world that has such people in it,” until suddenly she gave a kind of bellow and dropped in a faint…. Now Sir John was dragging the purple feather from her bonnet to burn it under her nose, and Caroline was coming to in a hurry and slapping him….

          
So hot … She must be under the heavy blazing weight of the doldrums again. But there were the grey seas mounting, and Sir John drying Belinda's napkins under his shirt because there were no fires, and she was so cold, and the wind was blowing out of Tilbury, and England for ever fading…. So cold her brief honeymoon in the Isle of Wight, with ghostly faces, ghostly voices coming round her in the night, telling her this is what it means to be a woman, Sally; with no soul or body of your own…. She struggled to get past them, back to the dear chintz room and the dolls and Darien in the big bed. But there was no going back.

          
“Somebody left some tea on the doorstep. I've made you a cup,” said Caroline, breaking like all the red and black queens in the pack into the pictures.

          
“Oh, thank you,” murmured Sally, always grateful. “You are so very kind….”
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Peregrine, beginning to feel better, realized that it was an omen from the gods which had brought a male Lovel into the world, his foot upon his native heath, to defy England in her very moment of theft. He must trim his sails to the new wind, swallow distasteful pills; but that wouldn't stop him now, he thought, going down to the Beach which was effervescing in the most unsavoury manner. It was red with driftwood fires, orange with the glow of lanterns outside the trading-stores, lit with gleams of teeth, of eyes, of brass rings in the ears of sailors, sham jewellery on the Maori girls. Everywhere sounded a great chorus of damns for Hobson and England, loud alarums about the Maori chiefs (who would possibly fight Hobson), traders being almost hysterical over this horrible talk of customs duties….

          
Jermyn was very happy, seeing life as a young man may. Yet he had had his private troubles with chiefs, since Hone Heke, holding chiefly rights over the Maori girls, had refused him Patea (who was nearly pretty) unless he paid through the nose for her and stuck to her, too.

          
“Damn it, sir. I'm marrying no Maori,” said Jermyn, very red.

          
“You can't get a nice wahine any other way,” said Heke. “And Patea's tribe will bring your shipyard much trade.”

          
Jermyn had no mind to immolate himself for Peregrine's shipyard, so he thumbed his nose at Maori morals and went foraging with Major Henry among those whom proud Heke did not recognize. But to-night there was better afoot than complacent wahines, with the whole Beach roaring against England and Jermyn beating out “Rule Britannia” on a Maori drum. Doosed amusing, thought Jermyn, to observe how the English welcome their flag overseas.

          


          
Then unexpectedly he was on Corny Fleete's counter, having discovered that the Lord intended him to explain everything, and if only the counter didn't heave so much he could do it. England (he told that red ring of wavering faces) had come too soon. In another twenty years the Maoris would have killed themselves out with the guns so kindly supplied by traders.

          
“John! What are you about to allow such an exhibition?” demanded Peregrine, thrusting through the sweating crowd to discover John, glum on a rum cask.

          
“Stop him yourself,” said John sulkily. “But you'll need a gun.”

          
It seemed likely. Jermyn, weaving circles of light with a bright pannikin that slopped rum, was far too drunk to stand interference. So was the crowd. Best let the young cock crow himself dumb. But what a good-looking young cock, egad. His progeny should be worth watching, thought Peregrine, obsessed by notions of fatherhood to-night. A pretty fellow, with his big brown eyes and loose waves of fair hair and his manner of wearing the rough Beach dress as though it were regalia. It might be wise to make an ally of Jermyn, with his damnably clever caricatures, his reckless tongue.

          
Would gentlemen, cried Jermyn, full of oratory and his message from the Lord, remember that it was the Maoris who had first sent for the missionaries…. And if this bloody table would stop pitching like a catboat he could prove it. After some years of traders and whalers, haughty Maori warriors had apparently felt for the first time in centuries the need for moral support. So they had sent for the Reverend Samuel Marsden, who came to preach New Zealand's first sermon in this very spot … or near enough … p-pitchin' like catboat … in (wait now—he had it) on Christmas Day, 1814. “Hooray! Let's drink to good old Marsden….”

          
Laughter came easy to such as were still on their feet, and John got off the rum-cask to let Corny broach it. He
              


              wanted to go, but his broad shoulders and fists like hams would be useful if Jermyn provoked a row presently. John (who hated rows) found that Jermyn and the Major dragged him into so many … but a fellow must stand by his own blood.

          
Jermyn, still intent on his message, was explaining earnestly that England had probably her tongue in her cheek when she sent out James Busby as British Resident to the Bay of Islands in 'thirty-five in answer to missionary clamour concerning Australian and American land-sharks who were buying up thousands of good acres for a handful of nails or a gun. “‘Busby,’ said Prime Min'ster, ‘go'n stop all that nonsense, but don't come whining to us 'bout it. I fancy Cook left a Union Jack there some time in lasht century but we ain't inquired into that. B-bloody place has too many cannibals to int'rest us.’ Fact is, gent'men,” declared Jermyn, clutching at the head nearest to hold him upright, “England thought Capt'n Cook rather too free with his Union Jacks. So he was. And there's poor devil Busby sittin' in Res'dency over at Paihia with gunsh shpiked.

          
“… Long'n short o't is,” concluded Jermyn, recovering his balance with the solemnity of the idea, “England's 'nexed us to New S'th Wales so we sh'll begin prop'ly with p-penal law … shoals o'convicts 'riving t'morrow … and may the Lord have mercy….”

          
Through the infuriated hubbub raised by this, John plunged with determination; bearing Jermyn out among the hurrying zigzag of half-seen humanity, which didn't know where it was going and perspired tremendously in doing it; bearing him down the Beach where the air blew sweet and fresh from the bush about the little hut shared by Jermyn and Major Henry behind Bishop Pompalier's big cobble-stone house built for a Brotherhood which had never arrived.

          
Returning rather unsteadily along the Beach, John noticed a streak of yellow light lying across the water
              


              from the 
Herald, where Hobson would be closeted with Busby and Archdeacon Williams, trying to discover from them how to handle the chiefs. At how many thousand do you estimate the Maoris? he would be asking. But who could tell him? Who knew how deep they bred back in those great jagged ranges, those impregnable forests where no white foot had trod? Dang it all, who knew that every white on the Beach wouldn't be dead by the week-end? Even loyal John wondered if England was going the right way to work here. A danged haughty lot, the chiefs, and jealous of their privileges.

          
A huge shadow loomed up with a chieftain's mat over the shirt and trousers. Waka Nene … and he's a good Christian, thought John, blurting out: “Will the Maoris accept England, Nene?”

          
“Who can tell?” said courteous Nene, looking (for all his tattoo) more of an aristocrat than even Peregrine.

          
“Well, Hobson is askin' all the chiefs to meet him at the Residency on the sixth. Will they go?”

          
“Who can tell? My brother and I will be there to accept England. But there are many chiefs. I cannot say….”

          
No … nor God nor the devil could say, it seemed likely. Oh, my England, what have you let us in for, wondered John, trudging up the slippery tussock hill to his Caroline.
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To Caroline, who was constantly telling John what he had let her in for and who always came off best, since a lady can say what she likes while a gentleman mustn't, this whole New Zealand business was a rapidly accumulating outrage. Like other ladies of her period, Caroline had dabbled but lightly in history, geography, and such vulgarities, and she had blithely embarked for New Zealand under the natural impression that it was in Holland and also (with the strange adaptability of foreign
              


              countries) in Australia, which was down on the maps as New Holland. When she had found it to be much further, with cockroaches in all the cabins as well as in the tea, she had quite forgotten about being voluptuous and made the welkin ring.

          
For poor John it had been ringing ever since; but on the morning of the sixth she tied scared little Belinda into a white satin pelisse and tippet and arranged a blue fringed shawl over her own big shoulders, saying merely: “As you insist on us all being massacred over at the Residency, I hope I know how to die like a lady.”

          
Caroline couldn't do anything like a lady and never would. So John said, “Yes, my dear,” and took her down and put her into a boat with other Lovels, rowing out uneasily into the maelstrom with Jermyn. Even his big fists wouldn't help if the Maoris turned nasty; and Hobson had forbidden the assembling of the Lynch Law League—which kept such law as there was, tarring and feathering those who didn't agree with it, and had done quite a deal since Peregrine became captain. Hobson said it would be provocative, while being monstrous provocative himself, what with salvos thundering from the 
Herald, flags flying, and boats full of sailors and marines rushing about until the harbour seemed all Hobsons.

          
Peregrine was not there. Nothing could have detached him to-day from that miraculous scrap of himself that bawled so lustily until comforted by Sally's breast. Secretly he grudged Sally that power, since the woman's share in production is purely an animal process whilst it is the man, by his vastly superior qualities, who bestows on his children (both before and afterwards) all that can bring their lives to conquest. Peregrine, having no doubt of this, felt that his son should be already learning it, and looked sternly down the hill on blue water being torn into white lace by the passing multitude.

          
Swarms of Maori canoes wherein laughing wahines paddled with their long hair flying. Boats crowded with
              


              white-hatted traders and their gaily-clad Maori wives and children. Boats filled with top-hats and chokers, bright shawls and bonnets, fringed parasols. Naval boats arrogant with brass buttons, uniforms, cocked hats. Boats with bands trumpeting England's power….

          
“Hrumph,” said Peregrine, greatly pleased. Then the war-canoes scuttled him. Ten war-canoes, glittering with paua-shell and carving—ten, each rowed by sixty tattooed warriors, each bearing at its prow a stately chief in flax or feather-mats soft as silk and glowing with colour, standing upright like the god he was and so sacred with tapu that the rowers dared not look at him. From each high carved stern streamed long wreaths of the blue convolvulus, the yellow scented clematis. Each rower had a bunch of scarlet pohutukawa flower in his hair, but the chiefs had tall white heron plumes, like helmeted knights.

          
“Te-na-pu-u,” sang the warriors like a great organ chord. “Rule Britannia,” rattled the bands, sounding impotent and tinny under this vast sky. Peregrine turned in panic and dashed into the house. Chiefs, backed up by so much magnificent masculinity, would never be stampeded by Hobson and his handful of marines. Even a large military force couldn't do it, thought Peregrine, tumbling muskets and cutlasses out of a cupboard as though he were the force in question and feeling edges with an anxious thumb. Presently there would be the devil to pay over at the Residency … and then along the Beach….

          
With a dazed idea of saving his boy anyway, he went into the lean-to, frowning to see the child by Sally's side. “Roderick would be better in his cot, my dear,” he said, keeping agitation out of his voice with an effort. “Yes, Mr Lovel,” faltered Sally, doubting it, but knowing that gentlemen (being so vastly superior in every way) must be always right. She had, indeed, once ventured a protest about the name Roderick, hoping for Charles or Arthur.
              


              But the eldest male Lovel was always Roderick, said Mr Lovel, explaining that the Roderick of his family had been killed out hunting when only sixteen. “A gentleman's death,” said Mr Lovel. “I trust that all my sons will die like gentlemen.”

          
“All?” Sally had shut her eyes at that. How many sons would Mr Lovel require to make “all”? How often must she endure these terrible months again while she went on baking, washing, mending, scrubbing sugar-mats for the floors, pasting newspapers (which cracked again with every wind) on the walls, trying to make meals from eternal maize-flour and goat-flesh? Once she had put caraway-seeds in the goat-flesh to make it tasty, and it had been so tasty that Mr Lovel hadn't spoken to her for three days. And then Darien had filled his boots with caraways….

          
How wonderful to fear life so little as Darien, going off proudly to the Residency in that dreadful green bonnet with the magenta feather. Quite evidently designed for Maoris, said Mr Lovel, outraged. But Darien loved it, though she had bitten Nick Flower when he had wanted a kiss for it.

          
Now she was gloriously adding her mite to the rage of colour about her in the harbour. Gay scarves and shawls floating, gold lace of officers, top-hats gleaming, flax and feather mats like rainbows tied with vermilion woollen tassels, beautiful bronze legs and arms, dyed dog-hair fringes round the carved ceremonial taiahas held by the chiefs. Here came Corny Fleete God-blessing the Queen out of the rum-bottle until his brown half-caste children expected to see her descend from heaven any minute. And his proud Maori wife had the huia feathers of a chieftainess in her hair.

          
“Hooray!” shouted Darien, leaning over to wave, and becoming quite intoxicated at sight of the big red and white marquee shining like a bubble on Mr Busby's lawn. “Hooray for everything!”

          


          
“Kindly keep your mouth shut, Darien,” said Jermyn presently, pushing her down on a trestle-seat inside the marquee. “Remember that one laugh from you may kill us all.”
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It appears that during the 1820's and 1830's the Colonial Office in London's Downing Street was much disgruntled, seeing that England (so pleased when her restless sons took themselves off to the horizons) invariably discovered them turning round and making an Empire of her. There was that infernal East India Company, complained the Colonial Office, trying to entangle us; and Stamford Raffles imploring us to hold on to Singapore—a worthless mud-flat; and Australia clamouring for protection and her own way. Now the mail was full of letters from this pestilential New Zealand, too cannibalistic for convicts and too far off for a summer resort. So the sensible thing was to pigeon-hole the letters—until one came forwarded through her Gracious Majesty.

          
Busby was responsible for that letter. It had seemed to him a good idea to get a handful of Christian chiefs to explain matters to Queen Victoria, thereby startling the poor young thing into the understanding that if she didn't want a holocaust she had better hustle. So she hustled until the Colonial Office grew hot under the collar, saying: “Let the blighters have it, then. We'll cook their goose. We'll send out a few Regulars to clean the place up and then ship them our convicts, since Australian prisons seem to be getting rather crowded.”

          
They had sent Hobson to put the Islands under the jurisdiction of New South Wales, so that they could begin properly with penal law; told him to make himself Governor or anything he liked, and hoped to forget him until he should write that he was ready for convicts. But Hobson, even before that uneasy night following the
              


              signing of the Waitangi Treaty, had begun to suspect that he would not be writing very soon.

          
As for the Beach, slowly beginning to take in what had happened in the marquee, where only Waka Nene and his giant brother Patuone had stopped a bloody stampede and coaxed the chiefs into signing, there was not enough rum in all the casks to comfort them. Never before had there been such a colonization, such an unbelievable outrageous Treaty. New Zealand was given to the Maoris. All her “fair lands, forests and fisheries” were for Maoris for ever and ever, and proud unprincipled Englishmen were merely tenants.

          
“Defy the Treaty! Defy it!” bellowed Major Henry who had found the lack of laws and taxes amazingly pleasant. “Let us rise against injustice,” he shouted, bursting out of his orange silk waistcoat and waving his arms from a stool, which presently spilt him into the trampling crowd in Nick Flower's store.

          
“It must be a mistake,” pleaded John to the most blasphemous. “England would never let us down like this. I assure you, gentlemen….”

          
Jermyn, cross-legged on a pile of potato-sacks, was drawing faces (dangerous bewildered drunken faces) in the light of a hurricane-lamp, while old Captain Mackerrow on the counter was being loudly profane in his red beard. “Goddam them all. We didn't come here … taking our lives in our hands … to be jockeyed like this….”

          
From his task of serving out rum Nick Flower looked round now and then, grimly amused. Especially he looked at the Lovels and more especially at Peregrine Lovel, now so surprisingly standing on the counter waiting for Mackerrow to stop. A self-made autocrat, that; so spruce and spare in his wine-colour coat and buff waistcoat (Beach clothes were not good enough for him); so damned sure of himself, with his long fighting chin and narrow eyes;
              


              so loftily unconscious that he was own brother to Nick Flower the trader on the wrong side of the blanket….

          
Contemptuous of favours or insults, Nick Flower would never tell him nor the other Lovels—who were no more than Peregrine's tools anyway. But between himself and Peregrine their similar hot conquering blood was bad already, though Peregrine meant to conquer with a high hand and accompanying drums and trumpets, and Flower was content to use any method at all.

          
It was, Flower conceded, inevitable that he should hate Peregrine; partly for his arrogant success, but chiefly (since such small things may move a man deepest) for his right to wear that signet-ring with the Lovel crest. As a little boy Flower had played with Sir Roderick's ancient heirloom, not knowing that it could never be his. Now it was Sir John's, but Peregrine wore it, as he wore the high Lovel manner the bunch of seals at his fob. There, gleaming on the long well-kept hand, was the gage which Nick Flower couldn't take up and so could never forget.

          
Mackerrow ran down with a last oath, buried his red beard in a foaming mug, and Peregrine moved forward. “Gentlemen,” he said, smiling his thin smile, conscious of all that courteous voice could do. Jermyn stayed his pencil. Peregrine, always mistaking rhetoric for argument, amazingly bamboozled folk, but it would be hard to bamboozle a way out of this impasse. Peregrine had no doubts. England would certainly get round the Treaty. Even he was learning to get round things, and she had had much more practice.

          
The land (he reminded these gaping ruffians) always was the Maoris' and we had always had to buy from them, hadn't we? Men, having forgotten that, looked at each other, and Jermyn saw the bamboozlement beginning. Now, said Peregrine, looming like some great eagle up in the shadows, by the simple device of ceremonially giving the Maoris what was already theirs we had opened the
              


              way to negotiation; we had ensured that all future deals should go through the Governor….

          
“Each of us is aware how chiefs are apt to look the other way when a troublesome Maori chooses to upset a deal, and how we have no redress. Chiefs will not dare play that game with the Governor. We shall have all the land we wish for now, and England has acted with a subtlety and skill of which we may well be proud.”

          
“She ain't subtle,” shouted John, his blue eyes fire in his ruddy face. “I'll swear she's actin' honestly and….”

          
“And with her usual acumen. I think all gentlemen present have sufficient statesmanship to recognize how brilliantly clever her handling of the situation has been.”

          
Jermyn laughed while John choked with anger and distress. Dang it, Peregrine must be hinting at double-dealing if he talked of statesmanship.

          
“England for ever,” John shouted, banging his huge fist on a tub.

          
Gentlemen endeavouring to be conscious of their statesmanship looked anxiously for further guidance, and Peregrine was not loath to give it. All power was now in the hands of the Governor, who would certainly see that we did not come off second-best….

          
“Oh, my God! He's swearin' away England's honour now,” groaned John, mopping a hot and distracted face. But no one heeded him, they were listening to Peregrine. “In a few well-chosen words,” murmured Jermyn, who had already brought out occasional broadsheets on the Mission hand-press, “Mr Peregrine Lovel convinced bewildered citizens that all was for the best, and received loud acclaims of approval.”

          
“Come home, boy. I've drunk enough,” said Major Henry, who had a habit of becoming sober and pensive after three bottles.

          
But citizens (growing ever more bewildered) wouldn't go home; toasting Peregrine, toasting England—who had been so much smarter than they guessed; toasting their
              


              own powers of statesmanship, until the greater number lay with the tramped earth and dregs of liquor on the floor, muttering amicable good-nights.

          
With the gentlemen gone, Nick Flower looked down upon the disordered remainder. He liked to see men with their masks off, giving themselves away, as he never did, as Peregrine Lovel never did. Lord, Lord, these strange beast-men, child-men born of women … what an ugly joke this game of Life could be.

          
“Lie there, hogs,” he said pleasantly, blowing out the hurricane-lamp.
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In the little lean-to which Sally had made so pretty for her with pink glazed-calico petticoats round the packing-case dressing-table and wash-stand, a pink crocheted wool comforter on the bed, and pictures cut from English illustrated magazines on the walls, Darien was pulling on the last pair of all the satin slippers Sally had brought from Home and finding them quite as much too tight as they had been last week. So thoughtless of Sally not to guess that Darien would grow the bigger of the two.

          
But, pinch or not, they must go on for the dinner-party. Darien smoothed down her soft creamy folds of India muslin and stood up. Sally's best gown, but she liked Darien to wear it since Darien couldn't make her own and Sally had no time with so many babies. Darien had no mind to look a fright, even if she wasn't so handsome as Sally had been … before the babies came.

          
The small looking-glass on the wall tossed back a pink-and-white face below auburn curls too short for ringlets and impudently tied up with a narrow blue ribbon. Darien took down the glass and studied her features carefully, since there was something in her somewhere which attracted men and she never could find out what it was. One might call her eyes green and her hair red and be done with it … but men wouldn't be done with it.

          
“Is it my mouth? That has a ravishing curve. Or perhaps my eyebrows?” she had once asked Nick Flower, who had laughed his quick harsh laugh and said: “You're as the devil made you, Darien. Don't meddle with his work.”

          


          
Perhaps I have a fragrance, she thought, sniffing at her slender girlish arms. Certain smells made flies and bees wild for them … as Toby and Nat Graham were wild for Darien. They were only boys, but Darien could attract men too. All but Jermyn. With interest she watched the soft lines of her face hardening in the mirror. This must be what it meant to have the grande passion, since Jermyn was the only one she cared two pins about. He was far too beautiful and too popular to be wasted on missionary daughters who taught flat-nosed little Maoris in Sunday School and couldn't possibly make him tingle all over as Darien could make the Graham boys tingle.

          
“When I'm with you I can't think what I'm doing, Darien,” Nat was saying all the time, his brown eyes like a dog begging. If she could just once get Jermyn where he couldn't think what he was doing she'd grab him … and then let Celia Gray or Amy Mathers get him away if they could!

          
“Darien!” Darien stood still. Perhaps Sally would find someone else to do whatever it was she wanted done. But a second and third call took her reluctantly though the living-room (where they had all slept on fern during those first nights long ago) and into the lean-to, where Sally was bathing the babies. No big new house yet, since Mr Lovel was going to move to Auckland some day … and how Darien wished he'd be quick about it.

          
Roddy and Tiffany were already in their cots, jumping about in their long nightgowns and jabbering Maori to the chiefs Jermyn had painted for them on the scrim wall. Roddy had a yellow head and brown eyes like Jermyn. Some day he too would break hearts….

          
In the heavy wooden tub, coopered by the Beach carpenter, Brian and Baby Jerry were still splashing, and steam had made Sally's hair limper than ever. Her ringlets had gone long ago, but even the soft side-folds were ragged on either side of the thin face under the crooked cap. No woman could attract a man when she looked like
            


            that, but since it wouldn't be right for Sally to attract anyone perhaps it was all for the best.

          
Some of the tiredness went out of Sally seeing Darien so lightsome and lovely in the flickering candle-light. Darien was her very own. The only thing in the world really her own, since Mr Lovel never forgot that the children belonged to him. Rules and rules and rules laid down by Mr Lovel for the children's welfare. Such a very thorough person, Mr Lovel; and so kind of a gentleman busy carving civilization out of the wilderness to occupy himself with the arithmetic of a four-year-old Roddy.

          
“Darien dearest … if you wouldn't mind … there are just the two now to be dried and put into bed, and if I don't go Ani is sure to mix the sauces with the gravy.”

          
“Well, if you don't mind your best gown getting wet,” said Darien, resignedly spreading a towel on her knees and taking up the kicking Brian … who was so absurdly like a miniature Mr Lovel that no one could resist spanking him. Darien didn't resist … and so Ani had to put them to bed after all.

          
God (thought Sally, who never had time to go to church) having planned so many blessings for gentlemen pioneers—such as plenty of rum, and meetings where everyone said what they liked, and pantaloons which couldn't be nearly so uncomfortable in this almost tropical climate as the three long petticoats which no lady could go without—God really could not be expected to have much time left for women. But now she prayed mechanically “Please God” as she ran about the lean-tos, gave a last glance at the dinner-table (ladies must drink wine from cups since there were only enough glasses for the gentlemen), and dressed herself with hurried trembling fingers, hoping that Jerry wouldn't get colic during the evening, and being so grateful to darling Darien for singing the children to sleep.

          
Darien felt irritated. Sally must know she enjoyed
            


            singing … but she was generally grateful for the wrong things. She always tried to be grateful for Mr Lovel, who was the wrongest thing Darien knew. Yet even dinnerparties with that stiff black stick at the table-top were exciting now; with governors getting into the soup and war into everything, and Lady Lovel—who was always so sure she was intellectual that strangers generally believed it for a time—struggling to lift the conversation to a higher plane.

          
“I always think,” said Lady Lovel, looking like a crimson full-rigged ship with lots of stays and flags and things, “that Love is the greatest power and we should love the Maoris more instead of provoking them.”

          
To gentlemen provoked beyond measure by Maoris and governors this had the effect of dynamite. All began talking at once, with Peregrine waiting to get in the last effective word. None, he felt, had been so provoked as he. For Hobson, after starting a Capital near the Beach, calling it Russell, and appearing to take great interest in Peregrine, had suddenly sailed away to build another Capital further south. He named it Auckland, but everyone called it Hobson's Choice, and predicted that he would be building again before long. So there was Peregrine, left vulgarly in the lurch with his high plans, and only resisting a frantic impulse to follow Hobson (who must somewhere weave a Ministry round him, as surely as a spider must weave webs) by the fear that Hobson would presently go elsewhere.

          
Hobson did. Abrupt and inconsiderate as ever, he went, said the ladies piously, to Heaven. Peregrine couldn't concede that. No heaven would accept a man who, after so juggling with Lovels, had left his authority to a Shortland, now succeeded by a FitzRoy who was governing much worse than the other two … if possible.

          
“The greatest power,” said Peregrine now, very impressive in bottle-green body-coat and high stock, “is a good government.”

          


          
“And we have apes, curse 'em,” declared Major Henry, tossing off his glass of Malaga. (Tradin'-ships did bring real wine though often monstrous short on other necessities.)

          
“Hobson should have joined up with the New Zealand Company,” said burly Captain Tovey decidedly. “I hear it is going ahead like the deuce.”

          
But gentlemen couldn't abide the New Zealand Company, which, having got out of the mud and into debt and called itself Wellington, was now reputed to be making its own laws without benefit of governors—who seemed so very far off, since it was quicker to meet them by way of Australia's distant Sydney than to go overland.

          
“With virgin country like the Beach,” began John, and at the word “virgin” Darien suddenly abandoned her squabble with Nat, who was trying to hold her hand under the table.

          
“You wouldn't call it virgin if you knew as much of it as I do,” she said. Major Henry bellowed. He always encouraged that impossible girl, thought Peregrine, overriding the chuckles round him with a broadside about the necessity for upholding governors since they were all the country had to cling to.

          
“Since toadying is the fashion, you mean,” said Jermyn, staring distastefully at Darien. How he did wish females would be females, keeping their place like Sally, quiet as a mouse in her plain grey gown. Sally was the perfect female; docile to her husband, bringing up a fine family, even producing a respectable dinner out of the monotonous Beach material. What more could man ask of a woman, thought Jermyn, very superior and celibate at the moment, having tired of experiments with the natives. Yet possibly he would marry Amy Mathers, who had lately embroidered him a pink text on perforated cardboard. “Oh, rest in the Lord,” said the text, and Jermyn had written her a sonnet for it. After all, thought
            


            Jermyn, sipping his wine, a man must marry, and Amy was a very good imitation of Sally.

          
There was singing later, for Captain Tovey must always be asked and Caroline never waited for invitations.

          
“‘Oh, wert thou in the cauld blast on yonder lea, on yonder lea,’” she shrilled, with a heated Jermyn chasing her on the accordion. Such a noisy shelter Caroline would make. Sally shut her eyes; then opened them to see big Nick Flower leaning on the wall beside her, and blushed because she didn't know him very well and there were such queer stories about him. But since Mr Lovel was building his first schooner for him he had to be asked to-night.

          
Mr Flower didn't speak; but he was looking at her so gravely, so kindly that suddenly she smiled, feeling somehow that she had found in this notorious man a troubled little boy whom no one else knew of. And she knew so much about troubled little boys.

          
“I'm glad you came to-night,” she said simply.

          
“That's kind of you.” His harsh voice sounded harsher to himself, his words incredibly stupid. Yet how tell this pale sweet lady that her mere presence was a benediction, a healing …? He stammered: “Always kind … doing so much for others. Little Kat's grandmother so grateful for the soup….”

          
“Oh! Oh, that was nothing.” The fair tired face with its blue patient eyes had gone scarlet and he could have kicked himself. Had she heard that Kati was his child? Well, what then? She must know what men were by now. But he couldn't resist an insane desire to put himself right with her.

          
“You understand what this life is. A man's so much alone, and it's all so easy….”

          
“Oh, hush!” She put her hand on his with a little fluttering touch. “Nobody has the right to judge 
any-
              


              one else, Mr Flower. Never. 
Never,” she repeated earnestly, and he saw her looking across the room at her husband.

        

        

          
II

          
At this stage of its existence New Zealand seemed specially made for lovers; with secret scented flax-gullies full of fern and sun and blossoming cabbage-trees so sharply intoxicating to the senses that anything might happen; with blue waters and mangroves along the rivers where a boat might hide among the warm shallows, and stalking, red-legged pukeka-birds would never tell….

          
Darien reserved boating for the Graham boys and other amorous youths, whose passions interested her so much that she put them in her diary. “Love makes boys so peckuliar,” she wrote, “and I try to discover how peckuliar they can be.” But when Sally said they could never be so peculiar as her spelling Darien went off to the flax-gully to meet Nick Flower. The headiness of the scent there should draw out the peculiarities of gentlemen much more than any boats could do. Besides, Nick Flower had said that he might bring her some satin slippers from Sydney.

          
“I'll have no money to pay for them,” she had warned him. “Peregrine never gives me or Sally any, the mean fellow. My size in slippers is a small three, and I want a green pair, a blue pair, and a white.”

          
“You always expect to get what you want, don't you?” And certainly he was now carrying a parcel as he came pushing through the tall flax-blades and black koradisticks and found her sitting demure in her print gown and sunbonnet sprigged with green. She sprang up, glowing.

          
“You've got my slippers? Oh … give me!”

          
He held them high. “And what will you give me, Darien?”

          


          
“That's not fair. You never asked for anything.”

          
“I do now.”

          
She looked down; pouting, pinching her lip. Flower moved a step, smiling down on her. How many men had she put on that pretty pose for? A ruthless little devil, an unashamed little devil….

          
“Let me try if they fit. I mightn't care for them,” she said with one of her quick changes.

          
“Let you run away in them without payment, you mean.”

          
“Fool! How could I run away in three pairs?”

          
He laughed outright. “Here you are, then.”

          
Now she was slipping on the green shining daintiness, pirouetting before him with little cries of delight.

          
“Ravishing! Don't they make my feet ravishing? I vow they never looked so charming before. Oh … how I like them….”

          
How small they are, she thought. I can step just like little stitches. She pulled her sprigged gown higher over the slim ankles. I should never have to wear anything but the best. “Oh, my darling feet,” she cried rapturously.

          
The man was finding the entertainment quite as good as he had expected. Darien's power of self-absorption was so colossal, her joy in her pretty soulless self so naïve. He asked: “Are you ready to kiss me now?”

          
She spun round, the golden specks in her eyes like sparks.

          
“Don't you dare!”

          
“Oh, I could dare quite easily. The only question is whether I want to.” This brought her to earth, bewildered as a child.

          
“Don't you want to?”

          
“Not enough, I think. You're too greedy, my dear.”

          
“Oh! No gentleman would speak like that.”

          
“Quite right, Darien. I'm not a gentleman. Nor, I think, are you a lady.”

          


          
“Take your slipper!” She whipped it off and flung it at his head. He put it in his pocket, saying:

          
“Now the other, please. I know a Maori girl who will give me a hundred kisses for them.”

          
“You have no conscience,” cried Darien, bursting into furious tears. “I never saw anyone with less conscience in my life.”

          
He shouted with laughter, flinging his head back on the thick sun-burned neck. How she despised him, hurrying into her heavy leather shoes.

          
“Let your Maori girls have them. Give all the nasty creatures corns. I don't care.”

          
“No,” he said, picking up the dropped slippers and rolling the whole package together. “I got them for you. I don't give second-hand things.”

          
How would she take that? Greed and pride were always playing skittles with Darien. She stood up, a doubtful little smile creeping round her soft lips, playing with the provoking dimple in her pink cheek.

          
“Now we're quits,” she said, half-ruefully. She put her hand against the rough blue frieze of his jacket-front. “I'll dream of those slippers. I've never had anything so enchanting before. Why are you so kind to me?” murmured Darien, looking up, looking down with her changeful eyes gone blue and innocent as Sally's.

          
Coquetry, confusion, all a woman's little armoury…. Flower said, smiling:

          
“Scratch, purr … and then scratch again. You're vastly accomplished, Darien.”

          
“Oh ! No one will ever love you,” she cried, snatching up her parcel, running up the slope with the bonnet bobbing off her ruddy curls, running to adore herself again in the white slippers and the blue.

          
Not the right sort of woman, anyway, thought Flower. But who would be the right sort for him, who had no respect for any? Mrs Lovel, he thought, presently 
tramp-
                


                ing into the little office behind his store, is not a woman. She's a saint….

          
He sighed. Perhaps the wild scent of blossoming cabbage-trees in the sun had affected him more than he guessed. But there was little time for weakness in him now, moving about the small dusky place, his fair weather-bleached head bringing a kind of light in the darkest corners, his healthy powerful body intent on the matter in hand. Any kind of a punch at Peregrine Lovel was good; but this that was about to be delivered, one of a series which were being delivered well below the belt, was specially grateful. A tall Maori knocked on the door, was admitted and given a chew of black tobacco while Flower swiftly unlocked a cupboard and laid papers on the bare little table.

          
This message to the great chief Hone Heke: The dealers Flower had met in Sydney would deliver two hundred cases of ammunition and one hundred tuparaguns at Lock's Bay, on the ocean side of Keri Keri, on or about the sixteenth. Heke must send the boats out a full mile, as usual. Pay in Spanish dollars. No paper money. Here were the bills …

          
Silently the Maori thrust the bills inside his red shirt against the brown skin. His brown eyes with the yellowish whites stared steadily at this Englishman who was selling out his own tribe. A tewara … a devil, the white man, and there were many like him. Christians were all devils, thought Pireta, and now that great Heke had given up being a Christian and was going to fight it was far better.

          
“Haere, haere … go, go,” said Flower.

          
“Enoho, enoho ne? … Stay there, won't you?” said Pireta politely.

          
The door shut. Flower made some notes in his pocketbook and sat thinking in the velvet upholstered chair he had brought from Sydney. Stark crudities and refinements went together in his furnishings as in his nature,
              


              and the sensuousness Darien had roused in him died down as he considered this satisfactory hoisting of Peregrine Lovel with his own petard.

          
Peregrine would have gone to Auckland long ago if his pride hadn't been so ruffled by the inability of his precious Lynch Law League to catch smugglers, who were making such a jest of the strict laws against supplying ammunition to the Maori. Now the schooner built in the fellow's own yard for Flower was in the trade and money was rolling in. For the Maoris had never worked so hard; growing corn, cutting flax and timber in their rage for tupara-guns—new double-barrelled weapons which especially appealed to a warrior-race keen about their fighting tools.

          
But the English would be armed with obsolete, single-barrelled, flint-lock muskets when the trouble presently came … Flower shrugged that off. You can't make an omelette without breaking eggs, and Flower meant to make many omelettes. Even a man who has no right to a name for himself or his children can have ambitions.

        

        

          
III

          
For Sally there was no ambition, and no man's love, but only his peculiarities. Once she had read in a “Keepsake”: “She arose from her chamber in the night and fled with him across the sea. And there they loved, carousing into dawn.” Carousing in her wedding-finery (Sally had thought) might be fun. But the finery had all gone for babies' gowns and Darien's gaddings, and even the most hungry imagination could not conjure up a Mr Lovel carousing with a drunken chaplet of roses on his brow.

          
Time was rushing on; rushing this innocent and lovely young New Zealand down desperate and dangerous ways. It had rushed her into the Treaty which by now nobody loved. It was rushing competing Auckland into such prosperity that the Beach was losing trade; rushing 
immi-
                


                grants out from England in search of the land which the Governor, demented by the confusion of Maori land-titles, could not give them; rushing the chiefs, who would never forgive the customs duties, into longer and more secret conferences with their tohungas; even rushing Aunt Matilda—who seemed just to have waked up to it—into writing Sally reams about the Holy Immolation of Matrimony.

          
Mr Lovel, who always opened Sally's letters and read them to her so she shouldn't waste any time, very much approved of Aunt Matilda. “To be a wife and mother is the most jewelled crown a woman can wear,” Mr Lovel had said impressively to a Sally snatching anxiously at her cap which was always crooked. But to-night, because she would be twenty to-morrow and Mr Lovel had gone down to a League meeting, she would fling off her cap (a badge of servitude, Darien called it) and run out on the tussock and pretend she was still a girl with no ruffled shirts needing ironing and no roomful of children to be washed and sewed for.

          
Sally knew she didn't ask much of life. Not near so much as darling Darien, to whom God must always be kind, she thought, smiling in the bright starlight at all manner of strange shapes fitting themselves to familiar things. The flax clumps were shawled old women gossiping, low manuka-bushes were squatting elves, cabbage-trees ballet-dancers with light-spread skirts, that feathery toi-toi bush beyond the cooking-trench a fairy gathering…. Mr Lovel wouldn't allow her to tell the children of elves and fairies. They belonged to the England which he so hated. My children shall begin fresh, said Mr Lovel; but there was so little for them to begin fresh on. Only Maoris….

          
Being a girl to-night, she ought to dance and sing. But she was so tired. And the leather shoes which the traders supplied were very heavy. She leaned against the wall, looking at the far calm stars. A lovely world; a ghost-like
              


              magic world so full of its far-stretching silent harmonies that it would never hear the little human sounds—faint crashing of a wild pig through the flax-swamp below, fretful cry of a weka-bird jerking its stiff ridiculous feather tail at each step, the single hoot of a whaling ship calling its crew home….

          
Over the tussock hill began the low beating of Maori drums and the increasing rhythmic stamping of feet, such as happened each time young Maoris had a war-haka before going off to try on another tribe the double-barrelled guns, of which they seemed to have so many.

          
Blowing off the froth to get at the beer, Major Henry had said, declaring that the Maoris would soon be at the beer. But people had been saying that for so long, and since the missionaries had brought God to New Zealand He must surely still be here, although Sally feared she doubted that more than she should … and with Mr Lovel holding morning prayers every day too. “Please God,” murmured Sally, hoping that would get her somewhere and trembling a little as this wide silent world brimmed up with the Maoris' rolling thunder of drums, their exultant challenge to death. Satanic sublimity, Jermyn called it….

          
Under pressure of that tremendous sound doors seemed opening about Sally, revealing unguessed-at things. Riding knights in old forgotten cities; gallant deaths that brought no glory; pale faces of waiting women (oh, how well she knew those faces); hot-eyed striving men and behind them shadows, dim chaotic forces that had once been gods, obscure and shapeless gods fumbling clumsily with our lives, dragging them about, treading them down with vague misshapen hooves….

          
Sally fled to the house in terror, finding Tiffany half out of the window, going after those gods. She pulled her in, bolted the shutters. “How often am I to tell you never to open the shutters at night?” she said.

          
At three-and-a-bit, her small woman-child looked so
              


              tall in the long nightgown and her rosy face so grave in the close cap.

          
“Must,” pronounced Tiffany finally. “Maori too.” Then, as though that loosed something, she went charging round the room, shouting in shrill Maori “Red plumes, red plumes of the kaka,” until all the boys woke up and there was proper pandemonium.

          
“What shall I do with you?” said Sally, despairing. Was it her secret rebellion against Mr Lovel that had made this something so untamable in Tiffany?

          
“Make her pray, mamma. Papa always has prayers for everything,” said Roddy, who knew that to his cost.

          
“Do' want to pray,” yelled Tiffany, caught by the tail of her nightgown. But pray she must, since mamma said so. “Please God make me always 'bey dear papa,” gabbled Tiffany with eyes tight shut. “And gimme a goat soon,” she added in a hurry.

          
Sally had to laugh. At birth the boys had been given calves and lambs, meant to be the nucleus of valuable herds, but Mr Lovel had forbidden Tiffany to pray for even a goat since such things were not proper for females. The naughty imp, to disobey in the very act of praying for obedience. What could be the future of a woman-child whose cradle-songs had been Maori hakas and her nursery wild tussock, earth floors, and Major Henry's hut among Maoris and wolfhounds? “Now, go to sleep or papa will come home and whip you,” said Sally, thankful for once to Mr Lovel.

          
Tiffany lay watching black moon-shadows on the walls through a favourite hole in the roof. The shadows moved like dogs. No … like goats. Oh, not that kind of goat. Didn't God know any better than that? whimpered Tiffany.

          
Mr Lovel (returning to find Sally darning and watching the bread rising on the hob under a grey blanket) was so rigidly polite that she knew well it would not be wise to speak. Something was coming, and before he had
              


              even got into his calfskin chair with the wooden frame it came.

          
“Some henchmen of Hone Heke's have cut down the flagstaff on Maiki Hill,” he announced, snuffing the candle so decidedly that it nearly went out.

          
“Oh! Why?”

          
“Why? Impudence, of course. Insolent defiance of English rule. The missionaries persuaded them away, but they will certainly come again,” said Peregrine, almost beside himself because it was not wise to curse England even to wives.

          
“The Maoris have so many guns now,” murmured Sally, instantly aware that, as usual, she had said the wrong thing. Mr Lovel grew portentous, standing before the fire on one of the red and white bullock-skin mats covering the earth floor.

          
“Those miscreants who are smuggling guns to the Maoris will have a fearful reckoning, and probably we shall now have to fight for a colonization which is, I consider, as important as that of the patriarchs going into the wilderness.” (The patriarchs had had many wives, but that wasn't allowable now, and Sally was really doing very well in that state of life to which it had pleased Mr Lovel—and God—to call her.) Remembering his three fine boys in the next room, Mr Lovel softened slightly. “Some day, my dear, our children will rise up and call us blessed … is that Tiffany crying? Give her castor oil.”

          
“Oh, I don't think….”

          
“Pray allow me to know what is best for my own children. Give her castor oil. I suppose she has been eating horrors over at Corny Fleete's again.”

          
Sally bent over Tiffany in the dark, poked a peppermint lolly into her mouth. Those gods out in the night had joined with Mr Lovel to arouse most unnatural rebellions in her. “Hush, sweetheart,” she whispered, “Do you want anything?”

          
“I want a goat,” said Tiffany promptly.

          


          
“Not to-night, darling. They've all gone bye-bye.” She went back to the living room where Mr Lovel was waiting with his hand under his olive-green coat-tails … always a bad sign.

          
“I must beg of you, my dear,” he began at once, “never to be weak with the children. Firmness is a duty we owe to their characters. You see how quiet Tiffany is now. Pioneer children must never be pampered.”

          
“Yes, Mr Lovel,” said Sally meekly. Oh, this Holy Immolation of Matrimony, making of decent women liars and deceivers. Of course Mr Lovel must be right…. But she wished she had given Tiffany two lollies, since there was never any pampering anyway. Nor butter, nor dolls, a proper bread-and-milk nursery, shoes that fitted. For boys it didn't so much matter, but her heart quailed thinking of a Tiffany growing up with no props to gentility whatever.

          
“I consider,” said Mr Lovel, to whom a hand under the coat-tails was apparently as urgent as though it wound a musical-box, “that this country has a more magnificent future than any other of England's possessions….”

          
Like a distant bee the musical-box droned on, for wives had their uses when a gentleman wished to practise speeches. The ormolu clock—incongruous wedding-present, against a scrim wall—ticked sedately. The bread rose under the blanket. Sally's brown head (with the cap gone crooked again) drooped over darning Mr Lovel's socks with the red worsted, which was all she could buy from the traders.

          
To-morrow, thought Sally, I shall be twenty.

        

        

          
IV

          

John expressed no opinions about the flagstaff because you never knew who might be listening-in these days. But he secretly felt that the Governor should be able to
              


              manage better with all the help sent him by England—Chief Justice Sir William Martin, a bishop, and no end of other big pots down in Auckland, where John meant to go as soon as he could get the land fenced for his new Herefords … if Caroline would let him wait so long. Caroline (who had now added Sophia and Maria to Belinda) was always wanting to know if Sir John intended his daughters to grow up like savages.

          
To Jermyn the cutting down of the flagstaff was the most promising thing yet. Now, thank the Lord, there would be something to lift a young man out of the doldrums. “Yoicks! Up, Guards, and at 'em,” he shouted, smacking Major Henry between the shoulders and rollicking up the bracken-covered hill to borrow Sally's children for a while. The boys, dragooned by Peregrine into saying Yes, sir and No, sir, were such jolly little ruffians behind his back, and Tiffany (praise be) was already shaping like a lady.

          
But on this sunny July afternoon Tiffany was no lady. Sharing the Maori dislike to clothes, she was leaping, smooth and naked and pagan as a nymph, round the cooking-trench, while little Belinda and Sophia (already taught to think the human body sinful) wailed with shame, and the boys, including two of Corny Fleete's, stood bunched together, admiring yet abashed.

          
“I must draw you some day, you little beauty,” said Jermyn, huddling her into her clothes. “Come, boys … no, I won't take you, Linda. Damn snobs—” Then he apologized charmingly to Sally and went down the hill, aware that Darien was watching behind the blind. Shocked at a baby's nakedness and yet the things she'd do herself, thought Jermyn, well knowing where Darien's satin slippers had come from. Flower, who could skin an eel with any man, wasn't the kind to give something for nothing.

          
In Major Henry's hut Tiffany immediately set herself
              


              to disrobing again, quite indifferent to the gentlemen, who were much occupied by his hounds.

          
“When I'm a man I'll have a thousand wolfhounds and hunt the English with 'em all,” boasted little Hemi Fleete, straddling.

          
“The doose you will,” said Major Henry, “What will your father say to that? Tiffany, you can't take off anything more. Stop her, Jermyn.”

          
“I'll hunt him too,” said Hemi, darkening. Gad, Corny was preparing a rod for that fat back of his, since half-castes had already proved uncertain. “I'll kill all the English till there's not one pakeha left,” said Hemi.

          
“Boy!” said Tiffany, stately as a duchess in bare legs and a red petticoat, “I don't like you.” This seemed a signal for young Lovels to fall on Hemi who, supported valiantly by his brother, rolled with them on the earth floor among the wolfhounds; while Tiffany climbed on the Major's knee, and Jermyn sprawled over the table to continue a letter calculated to make the Colonial Office wish that it had left New Zealand to stew in the juice of its own cooking-pots. He read aloud as he wrote.

          
“The Treaty of Waitangi stinks in the Nostrils of every true Pioneer. Missionary Williams, who had been a Naval Officer before he apparently decided that converting the Maoris was easier work, made it in conjunction with Captain Hobson and Mr Busby, and it was signed on Mr B's lawn by the Waitangi River. The accompanying Sketches will convey the scene.”

          
“Blast it all, Jermyn. They'll take it as an insult,” objected the Major on first seeing the neat little uniformed pen-and-ink hens and the colour-splashed kaka parrots screeching with their bright crests up. Jermyn prayed that they would, since that was his intention … and he hoped England would recognize Hobson as her own emissary among the hens.

          
There could be no doubt that the kakas meant the Maoris, for Jermyn told how they screeched when the
              


              Queen of England (through Captain Hobson) offered to give them New Zealand if they would become her subjects…. “We wish to protect you,” said Victoria, nurse-like to these enormous nurslings who would make any nursery fit for coroners and inquests if allowed to enjoy themselves, “and in return we ask for nothing but Loyalty.”

          
Jermyn went on outlining the argument of his letter. “The Chiefs, whose notion of Loyalty is killing an enemy, were puzzled and said so with perfect courtesy, being still aristocrats in spite of all us English. The Chiefs explained that the country was already theirs, and asked Capt. H. to tell the Queen, with their compliments, that they did not require a woman's protection. In any case, a female who did not have her thumb turned outward at birth so that she could plait flax could not be considered. Nor were they sure that she had had her legs straightened….”

          
“Good God, man,” exploded the Major, “they never said that.”

          
“They would have if they'd thought of it…. Boys, will you kindly make a little less noise.”

          
“Ka mate, Ka mate, Ka ora, Ka ora,” shouted the boys, slapping their thighs in the Maori war-haka, Tiffany with shining eyes beating time with her slender little hands.

          
“Sing if you must, then,” said Jermyn resignedly, “but for the Lord's sake stop war-dancing.” The shrill sweet English voices and the guttural melody of the Maori lilted up in “Red plumes, red plumes of the kaka,” and Jermyn continued, feeling very pleased with his handling of the Colonial Office.

          
“The white settlers deeply resented having Maori landlords, and the Maoris (naturally fearing a Catch somewhere) raised such a dust that Busby's lawn was spoiled which is the only satisfaction we have got out of the treaty in over Four years. Then Chief Tamati Waka
              


              Nene took the floor in a very fine feather mat and everyone stopped shouting to see which way he would Jump since he and Hone Heke are Heads of the great Ngapuhi tribe. Nene jumped for England (though he must be whipping the cat now), so many Chiefs put their Tattoo mark to the Treaty and the Flagstaff on Maiki Hill flew the Jack—which has now been chopped down by Heke's orders. And we English gentlemen wish courteously to remark that such a blackguard Colonization was never perpetrated before, with all the land deeded over our heads to natives who can't sell it to us since their land-laws are in such a devil of a mess and any Governors you send us quite incapable of straightening them out. We protest that the whole business is a mean Scandal and no good to anybody.”

          
The Major guffawed. Then grew serious. “You'll have them on their ear, boy.”

          
“Please the Lord,” said Jermyn, feeling much better. The pen was mightier than the sword … though that would come presently. Waka Nene looked in at the door and the children flung themselves on him with shouts of joy. He picked Tiffany up, smoothing her bronze curls.

          
“So you sing ‘Red plumes,’ little wahine? A song for battling men, my blossom, not for babes.”

          
“What does Heke mean to do, Nene?” asked Jermyn, getting off the table. Curious how one instinctively showed respect to these chiefs, so like the finest type of the Egyptian Pharaohs even in their ugly English clothes. Nene in his feather mats at Busby's party had been tremendous. Where did they come from, this noble race bearing a shadow of remote ages, strange passionate generations secret in the mist of the ancient days; with every man a warrior, every girl showing the classic grace of Syrian maids? In war-canoes from Hawaiki, the Maoris themselves said. But where was Hawaiki? Not on any map. Egypt, perhaps, Assyria, India? It was all so long ago….

          


          
“Who can tell what Heke will do?” said Nene gently.

          
Your true Maori—full of courtesy and evasions. But Jermyn knew Nene had been talking to Heke like a Dutch uncle.

          
“Will Heke fight?” asked Jermyn.

          
“Should the tide turn, what hand may prevent it, my brother?” Seeing a plug of the Major's best tobacco on the table, Nene suddenly descended from his dignity. “A chew, now, Mahore, and I will take the tamariki home.”

          
The Major handed over the plug with the necessary compliments, for a chief (even when begging) knows what is proper between gentlemen. With a great lump in his scarred cheek and having said the correct number of haere's and enoho's, Nene went off with the children, and the Major said: “With tobacco and no Hobson, we'd soon have them all eating out of our hand.”

          
“Instead,” said Jermyn, feeling enormously excited, “we'll have war and Nene knows it.” This, he thought, is what I have been really waiting for. What was dangling about with women and making marks with pen and brush to this man's game out on the wild hills, with danger behind every bush and glory waiting on every shot? Life had been too easy for a young man so filled, so brimming over with primitive urges; so conscious of power in him that he didn't know how to handle. War would show the way…. He brought up suddenly before Amy Mathers's text (slightly fly-blown now). “Oh, rest in the Lord,” eh? Well, he didn't want to rest in the Lord (or otherwise) with Amy Mathers. He wanted to measure his strength against men.

          
“Think I'll go along the Beach for a while,” he said, and went off whistling: “The French are on the sea, says the Shan Van Vocht.” Gad! There was a tune for a man——
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In the little lean-to which Sally had made so pretty for her with pink glazed-calico petticoats round the packing-case dressing-table and wash-stand, a pink crocheted wool comforter on the bed, and pictures cut from English illustrated magazines on the walls, Darien was pulling on the last pair of all the satin slippers Sally had brought from Home and finding them quite as much too tight as they had been last week. So thoughtless of Sally not to guess that Darien would grow the bigger of the two.

          
But, pinch or not, they must go on for the dinner-party. Darien smoothed down her soft creamy folds of India muslin and stood up. Sally's best gown, but she liked Darien to wear it since Darien couldn't make her own and Sally had no time with so many babies. Darien had no mind to look a fright, even if she wasn't so handsome as Sally had been … before the babies came.

          
The small looking-glass on the wall tossed back a pink-and-white face below auburn curls too short for ringlets and impudently tied up with a narrow blue ribbon. Darien took down the glass and studied her features carefully, since there was something in her somewhere which attracted men and she never could find out what it was. One might call her eyes green and her hair red and be done with it … but men wouldn't be done with it.

          
“Is it my mouth? That has a ravishing curve. Or perhaps my eyebrows?” she had once asked Nick Flower, who had laughed his quick harsh laugh and said: “You're as the devil made you, Darien. Don't meddle with his work.”

          


          
Perhaps I have a fragrance, she thought, sniffing at her slender girlish arms. Certain smells made flies and bees wild for them … as Toby and Nat Graham were wild for Darien. They were only boys, but Darien could attract men too. All but Jermyn. With interest she watched the soft lines of her face hardening in the mirror. This must be what it meant to have the grande passion, since Jermyn was the only one she cared two pins about. He was far too beautiful and too popular to be wasted on missionary daughters who taught flat-nosed little Maoris in Sunday School and couldn't possibly make him tingle all over as Darien could make the Graham boys tingle.

          
“When I'm with you I can't think what I'm doing, Darien,” Nat was saying all the time, his brown eyes like a dog begging. If she could just once get Jermyn where he couldn't think what he was doing she'd grab him … and then let Celia Gray or Amy Mathers get him away if they could!

          
“Darien!” Darien stood still. Perhaps Sally would find someone else to do whatever it was she wanted done. But a second and third call took her reluctantly though the living-room (where they had all slept on fern during those first nights long ago) and into the lean-to, where Sally was bathing the babies. No big new house yet, since Mr Lovel was going to move to Auckland some day … and how Darien wished he'd be quick about it.

          
Roddy and Tiffany were already in their cots, jumping about in their long nightgowns and jabbering Maori to the chiefs Jermyn had painted for them on the scrim wall. Roddy had a yellow head and brown eyes like Jermyn. Some day he too would break hearts….

          
In the heavy wooden tub, coopered by the Beach carpenter, Brian and Baby Jerry were still splashing, and steam had made Sally's hair limper than ever. Her ringlets had gone long ago, but even the soft side-folds were ragged on either side of the thin face under the crooked cap. No woman could attract a man when she looked like
            


            that, but since it wouldn't be right for Sally to attract anyone perhaps it was all for the best.

          
Some of the tiredness went out of Sally seeing Darien so lightsome and lovely in the flickering candle-light. Darien was her very own. The only thing in the world really her own, since Mr Lovel never forgot that the children belonged to him. Rules and rules and rules laid down by Mr Lovel for the children's welfare. Such a very thorough person, Mr Lovel; and so kind of a gentleman busy carving civilization out of the wilderness to occupy himself with the arithmetic of a four-year-old Roddy.

          
“Darien dearest … if you wouldn't mind … there are just the two now to be dried and put into bed, and if I don't go Ani is sure to mix the sauces with the gravy.”

          
“Well, if you don't mind your best gown getting wet,” said Darien, resignedly spreading a towel on her knees and taking up the kicking Brian … who was so absurdly like a miniature Mr Lovel that no one could resist spanking him. Darien didn't resist … and so Ani had to put them to bed after all.

          
God (thought Sally, who never had time to go to church) having planned so many blessings for gentlemen pioneers—such as plenty of rum, and meetings where everyone said what they liked, and pantaloons which couldn't be nearly so uncomfortable in this almost tropical climate as the three long petticoats which no lady could go without—God really could not be expected to have much time left for women. But now she prayed mechanically “Please God” as she ran about the lean-tos, gave a last glance at the dinner-table (ladies must drink wine from cups since there were only enough glasses for the gentlemen), and dressed herself with hurried trembling fingers, hoping that Jerry wouldn't get colic during the evening, and being so grateful to darling Darien for singing the children to sleep.

          
Darien felt irritated. Sally must know she enjoyed
            


            singing … but she was generally grateful for the wrong things. She always tried to be grateful for Mr Lovel, who was the wrongest thing Darien knew. Yet even dinnerparties with that stiff black stick at the table-top were exciting now; with governors getting into the soup and war into everything, and Lady Lovel—who was always so sure she was intellectual that strangers generally believed it for a time—struggling to lift the conversation to a higher plane.

          
“I always think,” said Lady Lovel, looking like a crimson full-rigged ship with lots of stays and flags and things, “that Love is the greatest power and we should love the Maoris more instead of provoking them.”

          
To gentlemen provoked beyond measure by Maoris and governors this had the effect of dynamite. All began talking at once, with Peregrine waiting to get in the last effective word. None, he felt, had been so provoked as he. For Hobson, after starting a Capital near the Beach, calling it Russell, and appearing to take great interest in Peregrine, had suddenly sailed away to build another Capital further south. He named it Auckland, but everyone called it Hobson's Choice, and predicted that he would be building again before long. So there was Peregrine, left vulgarly in the lurch with his high plans, and only resisting a frantic impulse to follow Hobson (who must somewhere weave a Ministry round him, as surely as a spider must weave webs) by the fear that Hobson would presently go elsewhere.

          
Hobson did. Abrupt and inconsiderate as ever, he went, said the ladies piously, to Heaven. Peregrine couldn't concede that. No heaven would accept a man who, after so juggling with Lovels, had left his authority to a Shortland, now succeeded by a FitzRoy who was governing much worse than the other two … if possible.

          
“The greatest power,” said Peregrine now, very impressive in bottle-green body-coat and high stock, “is a good government.”

          


          
“And we have apes, curse 'em,” declared Major Henry, tossing off his glass of Malaga. (Tradin'-ships did bring real wine though often monstrous short on other necessities.)

          
“Hobson should have joined up with the New Zealand Company,” said burly Captain Tovey decidedly. “I hear it is going ahead like the deuce.”

          
But gentlemen couldn't abide the New Zealand Company, which, having got out of the mud and into debt and called itself Wellington, was now reputed to be making its own laws without benefit of governors—who seemed so very far off, since it was quicker to meet them by way of Australia's distant Sydney than to go overland.

          
“With virgin country like the Beach,” began John, and at the word “virgin” Darien suddenly abandoned her squabble with Nat, who was trying to hold her hand under the table.

          
“You wouldn't call it virgin if you knew as much of it as I do,” she said. Major Henry bellowed. He always encouraged that impossible girl, thought Peregrine, overriding the chuckles round him with a broadside about the necessity for upholding governors since they were all the country had to cling to.

          
“Since toadying is the fashion, you mean,” said Jermyn, staring distastefully at Darien. How he did wish females would be females, keeping their place like Sally, quiet as a mouse in her plain grey gown. Sally was the perfect female; docile to her husband, bringing up a fine family, even producing a respectable dinner out of the monotonous Beach material. What more could man ask of a woman, thought Jermyn, very superior and celibate at the moment, having tired of experiments with the natives. Yet possibly he would marry Amy Mathers, who had lately embroidered him a pink text on perforated cardboard. “Oh, rest in the Lord,” said the text, and Jermyn had written her a sonnet for it. After all, thought
            


            Jermyn, sipping his wine, a man must marry, and Amy was a very good imitation of Sally.

          
There was singing later, for Captain Tovey must always be asked and Caroline never waited for invitations.

          
“‘Oh, wert thou in the cauld blast on yonder lea, on yonder lea,’” she shrilled, with a heated Jermyn chasing her on the accordion. Such a noisy shelter Caroline would make. Sally shut her eyes; then opened them to see big Nick Flower leaning on the wall beside her, and blushed because she didn't know him very well and there were such queer stories about him. But since Mr Lovel was building his first schooner for him he had to be asked to-night.

          
Mr Flower didn't speak; but he was looking at her so gravely, so kindly that suddenly she smiled, feeling somehow that she had found in this notorious man a troubled little boy whom no one else knew of. And she knew so much about troubled little boys.

          
“I'm glad you came to-night,” she said simply.

          
“That's kind of you.” His harsh voice sounded harsher to himself, his words incredibly stupid. Yet how tell this pale sweet lady that her mere presence was a benediction, a healing …? He stammered: “Always kind … doing so much for others. Little Kat's grandmother so grateful for the soup….”

          
“Oh! Oh, that was nothing.” The fair tired face with its blue patient eyes had gone scarlet and he could have kicked himself. Had she heard that Kati was his child? Well, what then? She must know what men were by now. But he couldn't resist an insane desire to put himself right with her.

          
“You understand what this life is. A man's so much alone, and it's all so easy….”

          
“Oh, hush!” She put her hand on his with a little fluttering touch. “Nobody has the right to judge 
any-
              


              one else, Mr Flower. Never. 
Never,” she repeated earnestly, and he saw her looking across the room at her husband.
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At this stage of its existence New Zealand seemed specially made for lovers; with secret scented flax-gullies full of fern and sun and blossoming cabbage-trees so sharply intoxicating to the senses that anything might happen; with blue waters and mangroves along the rivers where a boat might hide among the warm shallows, and stalking, red-legged pukeka-birds would never tell….

          
Darien reserved boating for the Graham boys and other amorous youths, whose passions interested her so much that she put them in her diary. “Love makes boys so peckuliar,” she wrote, “and I try to discover how peckuliar they can be.” But when Sally said they could never be so peculiar as her spelling Darien went off to the flax-gully to meet Nick Flower. The headiness of the scent there should draw out the peculiarities of gentlemen much more than any boats could do. Besides, Nick Flower had said that he might bring her some satin slippers from Sydney.

          
“I'll have no money to pay for them,” she had warned him. “Peregrine never gives me or Sally any, the mean fellow. My size in slippers is a small three, and I want a green pair, a blue pair, and a white.”

          
“You always expect to get what you want, don't you?” And certainly he was now carrying a parcel as he came pushing through the tall flax-blades and black koradisticks and found her sitting demure in her print gown and sunbonnet sprigged with green. She sprang up, glowing.

          
“You've got my slippers? Oh … give me!”

          
He held them high. “And what will you give me, Darien?”

          


          
“That's not fair. You never asked for anything.”

          
“I do now.”

          
She looked down; pouting, pinching her lip. Flower moved a step, smiling down on her. How many men had she put on that pretty pose for? A ruthless little devil, an unashamed little devil….

          
“Let me try if they fit. I mightn't care for them,” she said with one of her quick changes.

          
“Let you run away in them without payment, you mean.”

          
“Fool! How could I run away in three pairs?”

          
He laughed outright. “Here you are, then.”

          
Now she was slipping on the green shining daintiness, pirouetting before him with little cries of delight.

          
“Ravishing! Don't they make my feet ravishing? I vow they never looked so charming before. Oh … how I like them….”

          
How small they are, she thought. I can step just like little stitches. She pulled her sprigged gown higher over the slim ankles. I should never have to wear anything but the best. “Oh, my darling feet,” she cried rapturously.

          
The man was finding the entertainment quite as good as he had expected. Darien's power of self-absorption was so colossal, her joy in her pretty soulless self so naïve. He asked: “Are you ready to kiss me now?”

          
She spun round, the golden specks in her eyes like sparks.

          
“Don't you dare!”

          
“Oh, I could dare quite easily. The only question is whether I want to.” This brought her to earth, bewildered as a child.

          
“Don't you want to?”

          
“Not enough, I think. You're too greedy, my dear.”

          
“Oh! No gentleman would speak like that.”

          
“Quite right, Darien. I'm not a gentleman. Nor, I think, are you a lady.”

          


          
“Take your slipper!” She whipped it off and flung it at his head. He put it in his pocket, saying:

          
“Now the other, please. I know a Maori girl who will give me a hundred kisses for them.”

          
“You have no conscience,” cried Darien, bursting into furious tears. “I never saw anyone with less conscience in my life.”

          
He shouted with laughter, flinging his head back on the thick sun-burned neck. How she despised him, hurrying into her heavy leather shoes.

          
“Let your Maori girls have them. Give all the nasty creatures corns. I don't care.”

          
“No,” he said, picking up the dropped slippers and rolling the whole package together. “I got them for you. I don't give second-hand things.”

          
How would she take that? Greed and pride were always playing skittles with Darien. She stood up, a doubtful little smile creeping round her soft lips, playing with the provoking dimple in her pink cheek.

          
“Now we're quits,” she said, half-ruefully. She put her hand against the rough blue frieze of his jacket-front. “I'll dream of those slippers. I've never had anything so enchanting before. Why are you so kind to me?” murmured Darien, looking up, looking down with her changeful eyes gone blue and innocent as Sally's.

          
Coquetry, confusion, all a woman's little armoury…. Flower said, smiling:

          
“Scratch, purr … and then scratch again. You're vastly accomplished, Darien.”

          
“Oh ! No one will ever love you,” she cried, snatching up her parcel, running up the slope with the bonnet bobbing off her ruddy curls, running to adore herself again in the white slippers and the blue.

          
Not the right sort of woman, anyway, thought Flower. But who would be the right sort for him, who had no respect for any? Mrs Lovel, he thought, presently 
tramp-
                


                ing into the little office behind his store, is not a woman. She's a saint….

          
He sighed. Perhaps the wild scent of blossoming cabbage-trees in the sun had affected him more than he guessed. But there was little time for weakness in him now, moving about the small dusky place, his fair weather-bleached head bringing a kind of light in the darkest corners, his healthy powerful body intent on the matter in hand. Any kind of a punch at Peregrine Lovel was good; but this that was about to be delivered, one of a series which were being delivered well below the belt, was specially grateful. A tall Maori knocked on the door, was admitted and given a chew of black tobacco while Flower swiftly unlocked a cupboard and laid papers on the bare little table.

          
This message to the great chief Hone Heke: The dealers Flower had met in Sydney would deliver two hundred cases of ammunition and one hundred tuparaguns at Lock's Bay, on the ocean side of Keri Keri, on or about the sixteenth. Heke must send the boats out a full mile, as usual. Pay in Spanish dollars. No paper money. Here were the bills …

          
Silently the Maori thrust the bills inside his red shirt against the brown skin. His brown eyes with the yellowish whites stared steadily at this Englishman who was selling out his own tribe. A tewara … a devil, the white man, and there were many like him. Christians were all devils, thought Pireta, and now that great Heke had given up being a Christian and was going to fight it was far better.

          
“Haere, haere … go, go,” said Flower.

          
“Enoho, enoho ne? … Stay there, won't you?” said Pireta politely.

          
The door shut. Flower made some notes in his pocketbook and sat thinking in the velvet upholstered chair he had brought from Sydney. Stark crudities and refinements went together in his furnishings as in his nature,
              


              and the sensuousness Darien had roused in him died down as he considered this satisfactory hoisting of Peregrine Lovel with his own petard.

          
Peregrine would have gone to Auckland long ago if his pride hadn't been so ruffled by the inability of his precious Lynch Law League to catch smugglers, who were making such a jest of the strict laws against supplying ammunition to the Maori. Now the schooner built in the fellow's own yard for Flower was in the trade and money was rolling in. For the Maoris had never worked so hard; growing corn, cutting flax and timber in their rage for tupara-guns—new double-barrelled weapons which especially appealed to a warrior-race keen about their fighting tools.

          
But the English would be armed with obsolete, single-barrelled, flint-lock muskets when the trouble presently came … Flower shrugged that off. You can't make an omelette without breaking eggs, and Flower meant to make many omelettes. Even a man who has no right to a name for himself or his children can have ambitions.
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For Sally there was no ambition, and no man's love, but only his peculiarities. Once she had read in a “Keepsake”: “She arose from her chamber in the night and fled with him across the sea. And there they loved, carousing into dawn.” Carousing in her wedding-finery (Sally had thought) might be fun. But the finery had all gone for babies' gowns and Darien's gaddings, and even the most hungry imagination could not conjure up a Mr Lovel carousing with a drunken chaplet of roses on his brow.

          
Time was rushing on; rushing this innocent and lovely young New Zealand down desperate and dangerous ways. It had rushed her into the Treaty which by now nobody loved. It was rushing competing Auckland into such prosperity that the Beach was losing trade; rushing 
immi-
                


                grants out from England in search of the land which the Governor, demented by the confusion of Maori land-titles, could not give them; rushing the chiefs, who would never forgive the customs duties, into longer and more secret conferences with their tohungas; even rushing Aunt Matilda—who seemed just to have waked up to it—into writing Sally reams about the Holy Immolation of Matrimony.

          
Mr Lovel, who always opened Sally's letters and read them to her so she shouldn't waste any time, very much approved of Aunt Matilda. “To be a wife and mother is the most jewelled crown a woman can wear,” Mr Lovel had said impressively to a Sally snatching anxiously at her cap which was always crooked. But to-night, because she would be twenty to-morrow and Mr Lovel had gone down to a League meeting, she would fling off her cap (a badge of servitude, Darien called it) and run out on the tussock and pretend she was still a girl with no ruffled shirts needing ironing and no roomful of children to be washed and sewed for.

          
Sally knew she didn't ask much of life. Not near so much as darling Darien, to whom God must always be kind, she thought, smiling in the bright starlight at all manner of strange shapes fitting themselves to familiar things. The flax clumps were shawled old women gossiping, low manuka-bushes were squatting elves, cabbage-trees ballet-dancers with light-spread skirts, that feathery toi-toi bush beyond the cooking-trench a fairy gathering…. Mr Lovel wouldn't allow her to tell the children of elves and fairies. They belonged to the England which he so hated. My children shall begin fresh, said Mr Lovel; but there was so little for them to begin fresh on. Only Maoris….

          
Being a girl to-night, she ought to dance and sing. But she was so tired. And the leather shoes which the traders supplied were very heavy. She leaned against the wall, looking at the far calm stars. A lovely world; a ghost-like
              


              magic world so full of its far-stretching silent harmonies that it would never hear the little human sounds—faint crashing of a wild pig through the flax-swamp below, fretful cry of a weka-bird jerking its stiff ridiculous feather tail at each step, the single hoot of a whaling ship calling its crew home….

          
Over the tussock hill began the low beating of Maori drums and the increasing rhythmic stamping of feet, such as happened each time young Maoris had a war-haka before going off to try on another tribe the double-barrelled guns, of which they seemed to have so many.

          
Blowing off the froth to get at the beer, Major Henry had said, declaring that the Maoris would soon be at the beer. But people had been saying that for so long, and since the missionaries had brought God to New Zealand He must surely still be here, although Sally feared she doubted that more than she should … and with Mr Lovel holding morning prayers every day too. “Please God,” murmured Sally, hoping that would get her somewhere and trembling a little as this wide silent world brimmed up with the Maoris' rolling thunder of drums, their exultant challenge to death. Satanic sublimity, Jermyn called it….

          
Under pressure of that tremendous sound doors seemed opening about Sally, revealing unguessed-at things. Riding knights in old forgotten cities; gallant deaths that brought no glory; pale faces of waiting women (oh, how well she knew those faces); hot-eyed striving men and behind them shadows, dim chaotic forces that had once been gods, obscure and shapeless gods fumbling clumsily with our lives, dragging them about, treading them down with vague misshapen hooves….

          
Sally fled to the house in terror, finding Tiffany half out of the window, going after those gods. She pulled her in, bolted the shutters. “How often am I to tell you never to open the shutters at night?” she said.

          
At three-and-a-bit, her small woman-child looked so
              


              tall in the long nightgown and her rosy face so grave in the close cap.

          
“Must,” pronounced Tiffany finally. “Maori too.” Then, as though that loosed something, she went charging round the room, shouting in shrill Maori “Red plumes, red plumes of the kaka,” until all the boys woke up and there was proper pandemonium.

          
“What shall I do with you?” said Sally, despairing. Was it her secret rebellion against Mr Lovel that had made this something so untamable in Tiffany?

          
“Make her pray, mamma. Papa always has prayers for everything,” said Roddy, who knew that to his cost.

          
“Do' want to pray,” yelled Tiffany, caught by the tail of her nightgown. But pray she must, since mamma said so. “Please God make me always 'bey dear papa,” gabbled Tiffany with eyes tight shut. “And gimme a goat soon,” she added in a hurry.

          
Sally had to laugh. At birth the boys had been given calves and lambs, meant to be the nucleus of valuable herds, but Mr Lovel had forbidden Tiffany to pray for even a goat since such things were not proper for females. The naughty imp, to disobey in the very act of praying for obedience. What could be the future of a woman-child whose cradle-songs had been Maori hakas and her nursery wild tussock, earth floors, and Major Henry's hut among Maoris and wolfhounds? “Now, go to sleep or papa will come home and whip you,” said Sally, thankful for once to Mr Lovel.

          
Tiffany lay watching black moon-shadows on the walls through a favourite hole in the roof. The shadows moved like dogs. No … like goats. Oh, not that kind of goat. Didn't God know any better than that? whimpered Tiffany.

          
Mr Lovel (returning to find Sally darning and watching the bread rising on the hob under a grey blanket) was so rigidly polite that she knew well it would not be wise to speak. Something was coming, and before he had
              


              even got into his calfskin chair with the wooden frame it came.

          
“Some henchmen of Hone Heke's have cut down the flagstaff on Maiki Hill,” he announced, snuffing the candle so decidedly that it nearly went out.

          
“Oh! Why?”

          
“Why? Impudence, of course. Insolent defiance of English rule. The missionaries persuaded them away, but they will certainly come again,” said Peregrine, almost beside himself because it was not wise to curse England even to wives.

          
“The Maoris have so many guns now,” murmured Sally, instantly aware that, as usual, she had said the wrong thing. Mr Lovel grew portentous, standing before the fire on one of the red and white bullock-skin mats covering the earth floor.

          
“Those miscreants who are smuggling guns to the Maoris will have a fearful reckoning, and probably we shall now have to fight for a colonization which is, I consider, as important as that of the patriarchs going into the wilderness.” (The patriarchs had had many wives, but that wasn't allowable now, and Sally was really doing very well in that state of life to which it had pleased Mr Lovel—and God—to call her.) Remembering his three fine boys in the next room, Mr Lovel softened slightly. “Some day, my dear, our children will rise up and call us blessed … is that Tiffany crying? Give her castor oil.”

          
“Oh, I don't think….”

          
“Pray allow me to know what is best for my own children. Give her castor oil. I suppose she has been eating horrors over at Corny Fleete's again.”

          
Sally bent over Tiffany in the dark, poked a peppermint lolly into her mouth. Those gods out in the night had joined with Mr Lovel to arouse most unnatural rebellions in her. “Hush, sweetheart,” she whispered, “Do you want anything?”

          
“I want a goat,” said Tiffany promptly.

          


          
“Not to-night, darling. They've all gone bye-bye.” She went back to the living room where Mr Lovel was waiting with his hand under his olive-green coat-tails … always a bad sign.

          
“I must beg of you, my dear,” he began at once, “never to be weak with the children. Firmness is a duty we owe to their characters. You see how quiet Tiffany is now. Pioneer children must never be pampered.”

          
“Yes, Mr Lovel,” said Sally meekly. Oh, this Holy Immolation of Matrimony, making of decent women liars and deceivers. Of course Mr Lovel must be right…. But she wished she had given Tiffany two lollies, since there was never any pampering anyway. Nor butter, nor dolls, a proper bread-and-milk nursery, shoes that fitted. For boys it didn't so much matter, but her heart quailed thinking of a Tiffany growing up with no props to gentility whatever.

          
“I consider,” said Mr Lovel, to whom a hand under the coat-tails was apparently as urgent as though it wound a musical-box, “that this country has a more magnificent future than any other of England's possessions….”

          
Like a distant bee the musical-box droned on, for wives had their uses when a gentleman wished to practise speeches. The ormolu clock—incongruous wedding-present, against a scrim wall—ticked sedately. The bread rose under the blanket. Sally's brown head (with the cap gone crooked again) drooped over darning Mr Lovel's socks with the red worsted, which was all she could buy from the traders.

          
To-morrow, thought Sally, I shall be twenty.
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John expressed no opinions about the flagstaff because you never knew who might be listening-in these days. But he secretly felt that the Governor should be able to
              


              manage better with all the help sent him by England—Chief Justice Sir William Martin, a bishop, and no end of other big pots down in Auckland, where John meant to go as soon as he could get the land fenced for his new Herefords … if Caroline would let him wait so long. Caroline (who had now added Sophia and Maria to Belinda) was always wanting to know if Sir John intended his daughters to grow up like savages.

          
To Jermyn the cutting down of the flagstaff was the most promising thing yet. Now, thank the Lord, there would be something to lift a young man out of the doldrums. “Yoicks! Up, Guards, and at 'em,” he shouted, smacking Major Henry between the shoulders and rollicking up the bracken-covered hill to borrow Sally's children for a while. The boys, dragooned by Peregrine into saying Yes, sir and No, sir, were such jolly little ruffians behind his back, and Tiffany (praise be) was already shaping like a lady.

          
But on this sunny July afternoon Tiffany was no lady. Sharing the Maori dislike to clothes, she was leaping, smooth and naked and pagan as a nymph, round the cooking-trench, while little Belinda and Sophia (already taught to think the human body sinful) wailed with shame, and the boys, including two of Corny Fleete's, stood bunched together, admiring yet abashed.

          
“I must draw you some day, you little beauty,” said Jermyn, huddling her into her clothes. “Come, boys … no, I won't take you, Linda. Damn snobs—” Then he apologized charmingly to Sally and went down the hill, aware that Darien was watching behind the blind. Shocked at a baby's nakedness and yet the things she'd do herself, thought Jermyn, well knowing where Darien's satin slippers had come from. Flower, who could skin an eel with any man, wasn't the kind to give something for nothing.

          
In Major Henry's hut Tiffany immediately set herself
              


              to disrobing again, quite indifferent to the gentlemen, who were much occupied by his hounds.

          
“When I'm a man I'll have a thousand wolfhounds and hunt the English with 'em all,” boasted little Hemi Fleete, straddling.

          
“The doose you will,” said Major Henry, “What will your father say to that? Tiffany, you can't take off anything more. Stop her, Jermyn.”

          
“I'll hunt him too,” said Hemi, darkening. Gad, Corny was preparing a rod for that fat back of his, since half-castes had already proved uncertain. “I'll kill all the English till there's not one pakeha left,” said Hemi.

          
“Boy!” said Tiffany, stately as a duchess in bare legs and a red petticoat, “I don't like you.” This seemed a signal for young Lovels to fall on Hemi who, supported valiantly by his brother, rolled with them on the earth floor among the wolfhounds; while Tiffany climbed on the Major's knee, and Jermyn sprawled over the table to continue a letter calculated to make the Colonial Office wish that it had left New Zealand to stew in the juice of its own cooking-pots. He read aloud as he wrote.

          
“The Treaty of Waitangi stinks in the Nostrils of every true Pioneer. Missionary Williams, who had been a Naval Officer before he apparently decided that converting the Maoris was easier work, made it in conjunction with Captain Hobson and Mr Busby, and it was signed on Mr B's lawn by the Waitangi River. The accompanying Sketches will convey the scene.”

          
“Blast it all, Jermyn. They'll take it as an insult,” objected the Major on first seeing the neat little uniformed pen-and-ink hens and the colour-splashed kaka parrots screeching with their bright crests up. Jermyn prayed that they would, since that was his intention … and he hoped England would recognize Hobson as her own emissary among the hens.

          
There could be no doubt that the kakas meant the Maoris, for Jermyn told how they screeched when the
              


              Queen of England (through Captain Hobson) offered to give them New Zealand if they would become her subjects…. “We wish to protect you,” said Victoria, nurse-like to these enormous nurslings who would make any nursery fit for coroners and inquests if allowed to enjoy themselves, “and in return we ask for nothing but Loyalty.”

          
Jermyn went on outlining the argument of his letter. “The Chiefs, whose notion of Loyalty is killing an enemy, were puzzled and said so with perfect courtesy, being still aristocrats in spite of all us English. The Chiefs explained that the country was already theirs, and asked Capt. H. to tell the Queen, with their compliments, that they did not require a woman's protection. In any case, a female who did not have her thumb turned outward at birth so that she could plait flax could not be considered. Nor were they sure that she had had her legs straightened….”

          
“Good God, man,” exploded the Major, “they never said that.”

          
“They would have if they'd thought of it…. Boys, will you kindly make a little less noise.”

          
“Ka mate, Ka mate, Ka ora, Ka ora,” shouted the boys, slapping their thighs in the Maori war-haka, Tiffany with shining eyes beating time with her slender little hands.

          
“Sing if you must, then,” said Jermyn resignedly, “but for the Lord's sake stop war-dancing.” The shrill sweet English voices and the guttural melody of the Maori lilted up in “Red plumes, red plumes of the kaka,” and Jermyn continued, feeling very pleased with his handling of the Colonial Office.

          
“The white settlers deeply resented having Maori landlords, and the Maoris (naturally fearing a Catch somewhere) raised such a dust that Busby's lawn was spoiled which is the only satisfaction we have got out of the treaty in over Four years. Then Chief Tamati Waka
              


              Nene took the floor in a very fine feather mat and everyone stopped shouting to see which way he would Jump since he and Hone Heke are Heads of the great Ngapuhi tribe. Nene jumped for England (though he must be whipping the cat now), so many Chiefs put their Tattoo mark to the Treaty and the Flagstaff on Maiki Hill flew the Jack—which has now been chopped down by Heke's orders. And we English gentlemen wish courteously to remark that such a blackguard Colonization was never perpetrated before, with all the land deeded over our heads to natives who can't sell it to us since their land-laws are in such a devil of a mess and any Governors you send us quite incapable of straightening them out. We protest that the whole business is a mean Scandal and no good to anybody.”

          
The Major guffawed. Then grew serious. “You'll have them on their ear, boy.”

          
“Please the Lord,” said Jermyn, feeling much better. The pen was mightier than the sword … though that would come presently. Waka Nene looked in at the door and the children flung themselves on him with shouts of joy. He picked Tiffany up, smoothing her bronze curls.

          
“So you sing ‘Red plumes,’ little wahine? A song for battling men, my blossom, not for babes.”

          
“What does Heke mean to do, Nene?” asked Jermyn, getting off the table. Curious how one instinctively showed respect to these chiefs, so like the finest type of the Egyptian Pharaohs even in their ugly English clothes. Nene in his feather mats at Busby's party had been tremendous. Where did they come from, this noble race bearing a shadow of remote ages, strange passionate generations secret in the mist of the ancient days; with every man a warrior, every girl showing the classic grace of Syrian maids? In war-canoes from Hawaiki, the Maoris themselves said. But where was Hawaiki? Not on any map. Egypt, perhaps, Assyria, India? It was all so long ago….

          


          
“Who can tell what Heke will do?” said Nene gently.

          
Your true Maori—full of courtesy and evasions. But Jermyn knew Nene had been talking to Heke like a Dutch uncle.

          
“Will Heke fight?” asked Jermyn.

          
“Should the tide turn, what hand may prevent it, my brother?” Seeing a plug of the Major's best tobacco on the table, Nene suddenly descended from his dignity. “A chew, now, Mahore, and I will take the tamariki home.”

          
The Major handed over the plug with the necessary compliments, for a chief (even when begging) knows what is proper between gentlemen. With a great lump in his scarred cheek and having said the correct number of haere's and enoho's, Nene went off with the children, and the Major said: “With tobacco and no Hobson, we'd soon have them all eating out of our hand.”

          
“Instead,” said Jermyn, feeling enormously excited, “we'll have war and Nene knows it.” This, he thought, is what I have been really waiting for. What was dangling about with women and making marks with pen and brush to this man's game out on the wild hills, with danger behind every bush and glory waiting on every shot? Life had been too easy for a young man so filled, so brimming over with primitive urges; so conscious of power in him that he didn't know how to handle. War would show the way…. He brought up suddenly before Amy Mathers's text (slightly fly-blown now). “Oh, rest in the Lord,” eh? Well, he didn't want to rest in the Lord (or otherwise) with Amy Mathers. He wanted to measure his strength against men.

          
“Think I'll go along the Beach for a while,” he said, and went off whistling: “The French are on the sea, says the Shan Van Vocht.” Gad! There was a tune for a man——
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Outside the hut of cabbage-tree trunks plastered with mud (which was all Sir John had provided for her through four unforgivable years) Caroline was writing an English letter, with kakas screaming back in the grey manuka-scrub and a herd of Lovel children screaming at play round the cooking-trench—where Caroline still cooked reluctantly with gloves and a spoon so long that, declared Darien, she rarely knew what was in the pot.

          
“Even in midwinter,” wrote Caroline, “the sun is shining and birds singing in this happy country.” She paused with a glow of satisfaction. Never should England know what had happened to Lady Lovel dreeing her weird in the Antipodes; and already her hoodwinking of England had got her so far that she casually referred, on paper, to Sally's Roddy and Brian as her own. For Caroline, although looking as fecund as Dame Nature, said Major Henry, seemed doomed to produce only daughters, and Peregrine secretly saw the four-year-old Roddy as a future baronet and taught him history and geography in consequence.

          
The hoodwinking letters in praise of New Zealand were hard work, although Caroline always put on her best purple silk to aid inspiration; and so she was actually glad to see Darien, who had come for Sally's children and sat in a crumple of blue gingham skirts on the tussock. Yet Darien, tall enough at fourteen to be a young lady, should sit on a chair.

          
“You will soon wear your clothes out if you treat them like that,” Caroline said reprovingly.

          


          
“I haven't got spots on them, anyway,” said Darien, staring hard at Caroline's spread skirts. “And I wish they'd all wear out, then Peregrine would have to buy me more … the mean wretch. And I wish we'd never come to this hateful country with its stupid men, and even nasty brown sugar so scarce we have to cook with honey … and the only milk is goats'.”

          
“A land flowing with milk and honey,” wrote Caroline, seizing inspiration hastily. Then to Darien: “I hear old Mrs Faber is dead. What of?”

          
Caroline always wanted to know what people died of. Darien considered the usual methods of dissolution on the Beach and gave generously: “First she got drunk. Then she had a baby. Then she was drowned.”

          
“Land sakes!” cried Caroline, gasping. “The woman must be seventy.”

          
“Yes. That's why she died.”

          
“You are not telling the truth, miss.”

          
“Well, I gave you some at first. Nobody can tell truth all the time,” said Darien, feeling that no woman with such big red cheeks as Lady Lovel's should tie purple silk bonnet-strings under her fat chin. “Major Henry says you're an oleograph and Sally a water-colour by nobody in particular and I'm an oil-painting by Sir Somebody and very like Lady Hamilton. Do you know Lady Hamilton?”

          
“In my position,” said Caroline, bridling, “of course I know everybody. I have foregathered with earls … accompanied by their countesses of course,” she added hurriedly, for one couldn't be too careful with Darien.

          
“I'd have liked them better without,” said Darien, getting up to take the children home.

          
What a world! With creatures like Lady Lovel knowing earls, and Darien having to be content with the Beach, which ran after her as if she were a cricket ball and never knew what to do with her when it caught her.

          
The Graham boys clearly considered affection another
            


            word for recrimination, and trading-captains (though showing emotion when handing over the articles she wanted most out of their dingy stores) never discarded their Maori wives for her sake. As for that odious wretch, Nick Flower, he had so mortified her that she would meet him no more in the flax-gully—besides, he was never there when she went now. And Jermyn never looked at her, although she had written, “J.L. is Appolo Belvedere and all the classics besides being a gentleman,” and left it on the table when she last took the children down to Major Henry's. What more could a girl do?

          
A wretched life, and so full of frustrations that by the time supper was done she felt the house couldn't contain her and she doubted if New Zealand could. She went out desolately, laying her cheek against the puriri-trunk and then clinging to it tightly with a dim feeling of being Andromeda on her rock waiting for Perseus to pry her off. The vast silence pouring from the stars, the vast loneliness pouring across the untrod hills were cruelly full of negations. Even Andromeda wasn't so lonely. At least she had the dragon.

          
Here came Perseus, although he might have hurried more. Nick Flower or Jermyn? Darien palpitated. But it was only Sir John calling with a message to Sally on his way to the Beach. Darien went in bitterly. Men could always do what they liked but a woman mustn't even get drunk. Praise the Lord for heaven where certainly men wouldn't be able to do 
any of the things they liked doing now. Darien knelt down to say a thankful prayer.

        

        

          
II

          

What with remembering that he had signed the Treaty as a man of honour and the more urgent knowledge that he could no longer abide the English and English hectoring ways, Hone Heke was most discomfortable in his great stockaded pa over by Lake Omapere, where in the pale
              


              shallow waters warriors speared eels by torchlight, and his tall carved palisades stood stark against the sky. The English, undoubtedly, had all been hatched from birds'-eggs, since they could have had no parents to teach them manners.

          
How otherwise (demanded Heke of his priestly to-hungas) had they dared send a handful of police across Cook Strait to the little settlement of Nelson, in the other island, with orders to arrest the mighty chief Te Rauparaha for refusing to allow the survey of his lands? Handcuffs for a chief so sacred with tapu and hereditary power that to touch his mat was death to an ordinary Maori! No end of little settlements now, all running foul of Maori prestige, Maori law; and though Te Rauparaha had killed a few before returning to his enraged northern territories it would, said the tohungas, after making the proper number of incantations, have been wiser to have wiped out the lot, and so Heke had better do it now, instead of cutting down flagstaffs which the English put up again.

          
“But I signed the Treaty with my sacred mark of tattoo,” protested Heke uneasily.

          
“Then what have I been smuggling you guns for?” asked Flower, who had walked the twelve rough miles to the pa because he really wanted to know. There could be but one answer to that. “E-a!” shouted Heke, and snatched up his taiaha and rushed out to the dusky square in the centre of the enclosed village. Here he strode up and down to attract attention and then, with upraised arm, shouted his imperious:

          
“Whakaronga mai!”

          
It struck all the work and chatter like a bombshell; hurling the people into silence; hurling them into squatting warrior-rows with the dark-eyed women and children behind, all staring motionless at Heke in the firelight shaking the long carved taiaha, shaking back from his muscular shoulders the brilliant feather mat, launching
              


              out into that flood of oratory which is as natural as breathing to the Maori.

          
“No te timatanga … in the beginning,” began Heke. Flower listened, grimly amused. Every Maori has to start with “In the beginning,” and will go on to the end if it takes him all night. If Heke went on all night Peregrine Lovel's shipyard would go up in smoke yet.

          
Gradually descending through the majesty and might of the Maori, Heke came at last to the white men who (he told those dark rapt faces) had the bowels and understanding of a shark. From top to bottom of Maori law and dignity they had blundered and befouled, and even the mighty tapu was not what it used to be.

          
Once, thundered Heke, a chief was too sacred to be named, and anything in the world was his if he chose to call it his backbone. Now that England had brought her infamous laws traders everywhere refused to consider as Heke's backbone a desired keg of tobacco or a tuparagun. They should be grateful that he asked so little. What, he demanded, had the Treaty done for them? Snared them like stupid pigeons in a net, so that they could neither sell their land nor buy guns without selling it. But traders such as their brother Flower, who understood the Maori, helped them to get guns. And soon they would use them.

          
Flower, leaning against a raupo-reed wall, watched with the critical eye of a surgeon those still rows of tattooed faces half-seen in the cooking-fire lights. The dark and terrible melody of those rolling Maori gutturals, moving even him, would presently wreck Maori control. And, it was generally believed, there were still cannibals back in the mountains. Heke undoubtedly had eaten many times of human flesh, since such was a chief's duty on the body of a slaughtered enemy chief in order to receive his mana—that power of which tapu is only the physical sign. In Maori eyes Heke was chock-full of
              


              mana as he marched up and down in silence, preparing for his next flight.

          
The black gods of old could not have been more evilly grand than Heke, with his kaka-beak nose (from Egypt, probably, and much prized), his white-tipped huia feathers standing up in the thick hair like misplaced ears, the deep whorls and lines showing indigo on his weather-hardened bronze face. And he had cause for discontent. He had lost many privileges … such as the levying of a personal tax on every vessel entering the harbour and the supplying of temporary wives to whaling-ships, which were now making their landfalls at Australia's Sydney in protest against New Zealand's customs duties. The English were breaking down his mana, and it was probable that in a little while he would no longer be able to kill disobedient Maoris with a look.

          
Yet when he spoke again he had soared above the personal. His lament, moving and melodious, was for his country. He looked into the future with the impassioned eyes of a seer.

          
“E-a! My country! Ao-tea-roa … Land of the Long White Cloud. The pakeha god is stealing from you all your own old gods. Where now is Rangi, the father of us all? What can Tane do against the slaughter of his forests? The pakeha is stealing from you all your war-riors, laying those proud hearts in the dust, turning those strong hands to common tasks. Out of the deep sea like fish at spawning time come the pakeha, thousands upon thousands. In canoes with the white wings of gulls, they are coming … coming….”

          
Heke raised his taiaha with its gleaming paua-shell eyes. “From the sky beyond earth's rim, beyond the first faint blue of morning I see them coming with their red faces, their greedy hearts. I see them swallow the Maori as black night swallows the proudest day…. And Ao-tea-roa knows the Maori no more.”

          
He drooped his head and one moan went through the
              


              assembly like a gusty wind. Flower nodded approval. Old Heke could be a hypocrite when he chose, but he was no hypocrite now. And he saw true. There's no place like home, and (be it never so humble) the white man generally contrives to get into it, ejecting the brown man in possession. Despite all the smuggled guns sold to Heke, Te Rauparaha, and other chiefs, they couldn't fight England. But they had provided Nick Flower with money to live on in their homes when he got them.

          
“Mawai … who shall foresee the end?” murmured Heke. Then, with a blasting yell and a leap, he became pure savage.

          
“Shall they swallow us? Oh, warriors, shall they swallow us? Oh, young men … oh, women who have suckled warriors at the breast, who go to them in marriage, shall the pakeha swallow us? Say!”

          
With a roar, everyone proclaimed a personal desire to do the swallowing first. And then they were all at it in a terrific rhythmic volume of sound, stamping bare feet in unison until the hard earth shook, rolling their dark eyes, lolling their thick tongues, blowing the great white conch-shells and the six-foot wooden trumpets until the fishermen came ashore in a hurry and little birds fled twittering through the scrub, pursued by the high unearthly shrilling of the tall Amazonian women urging their men on to war.

        

        

          
III

          

Since men (even savages) are incalculable, Flower merely shrugged his shoulders and went on weighing out oatmeal, nails, and soda when Heke again chopped down the flagstaff and was again persuaded away by the missionaries … and by Waka Nene, who most officiously insisted on answering for his brother-chief's behaviour in future.

          
“Now is my mana gone if you do it again,” said Nene to a very distracted Heke, who, having once absorbed
              


              the white man's Bible and found that it didn't agree with him, was not very certain about any gods just now and actually chased one of his priestly tohungas with the sharp point of his taiaha.

          
Nor was Governor FitzRoy very certain about anything. But he was so nervous that he rushed troops over from Sydney and up from Auckland, and rushed them away again, and took off the customs duties and tried to put them back, and generally convinced the Maoris that he was very much afraid of them. Which was perfectly true.

          
FitzRoy's panic would land them in war yet, thought Jermyn with all a young man's amusement for a very bewildered gentleman anxiously offering sops to a myriad-headed Cerberus. Why the devil didn't FitzRoy fight and be done with it, thought Jermyn, writing the Auckland 
Chronicle a letter which nearly got the paper suppressed.

          
There was, asserted John, something to be said for FitzRoy—only nobody wanted to hear it. FitzRoy pleaded that land-titles were too confused; and seemingly he didn't exaggerate, since all Maori land is communal, and personal rights could be claimed because a grandfather's nose had bled on it (a sacred matter) or he had had his hair cut there (more sacred still).

          
It was a good claim if a man's father had been killed on a certain spot, and a better if his father had been the killer … and how was FitzRoy going to settle that? Much better, said the colonists, have left it to the chiefs who never stood any hanky-panky. But London's Colonial Office (not having heard a Maori argue) blamed FitzRoy. And as for numberless immigrants living under boats tilted on their sides on the Beach because they were unable to get possession of the lands sold them by kindly English syndicates, which didn't trouble about surveys or titles—as for them, not even Jermyn could find words to express what they felt.

          


          
So he wrote: “The Beach is at present a chapter of Gulliver's Travels and Genesis walking hand in hand, with Revelations to be expected at any moment,” and went out on the Beach to find it.

          
All kinds of revelations on the Beach at its strange shadow-play in the red sunset that passed so wild and soon. All breeds of men. A knot of trading-captains in thick short monkey-jackets and tall hats flinging a shadow as long as yesterday; sallow ear-ringed fellows from the Spanish Main, broad fair English and Norwegians, huge negroes eating peaches, lean Yankee boat-steerers and harpooners, nuggetty little breeds from Quebec, Maoris looking like Highlanders in the swinging flax-kilt until you saw the bulging tweed trousers below. Missionary work, that. The sign of a Christian. The Lord had surely a queer way of marking his own, thought Jermyn, going to drink rum in Corny Fleete's store, where Corny was announcing an addition to his piebald flock and trying to count how many there were now.

          
“You'll never know,” said Jermyn. “Come away before your sins—or your sons—find you out.” He took Corny off in search of adventure.

          
All the traders' lanterns were alight now in the tin sockets at their doors, belting the Beach with her scarlet girdle, making her more gaily Rabelaisian than she ever was by day. A randy girl, the Beach, like all lands in their beginnings, and doomed (like them all) to presently bear a dull civilization fathered by smug gentlemen overseas.

          
Corny was looking for a small trader named Robinson. “I have definite information that he is connected with the gun-running,” he told Nick Flower, who had nothing to say, having already said it down his skilled underground ways. The League was ravening for a victim, and the innocent cat's-paw Robinson would do as well as any, thought Flower dispassionately, lounging back into his store.

          


          
“There he is,” cried Corny, dragging Jermyn along. “There's Robinson with that silly bald head of his. I'll punch it.”

          
The meek little trader standing below his torch didn't seem a probable gun-runner. Jermyn protested: “Are you sure?”

          
“I'll swear it,” said Corny, who would swear to anything after a few drinks. “Look here, you! We've had enough of that damned bald head of yours.”

          
“Yes, sir,” said little Robinson, cringing before the richest man on the Beach.

          
“Yes, sir,” shouted Corny, rapidly becoming quarrelsome. “The League is going to tar and feather you and run you out of town on a rail. Smuggling for the chiefs, are you, you bloody traitor?”

          
With a squeak of terror the small man darted like a rabbit past Corny, knocking him off his legs, zigzagging down the Beach to disappear among the dark huddle of stores.

          
“By God! I'll paste the swine for this,” stuttered Corny, picking himself up and looking more than usually like an English squire after a night out. “I'll lay he's gone to the skippers now. I always said the skippers were behind this trouble with their cursed raisin' of prices and stickin' together. Come on, Jermyn. We'll go to the skippers.”

          
Reluctantly Jermyn followed through Lambert's store, in which a couple of supercargoes were arguing with the clerk, and those dark bulks in corners might be bags and barrels or dead men. It was always dangerous to meddle with the skippers, and Corny, felt Jermyn, was not the best man to do it.

          
Traders' back-parlours were sacred to the gentlemen of the seas, and at Lambert's, pickled in the smoke of thick-oil lamps and long churchwardens, the most influential trading and whaling captains were used to gather. A mort of queer things were done in back-parlours wherein these tough scriptural sailors out of Cape Cod and Nantuckst
              


              and Stockholm sat like Assyrian kings with their grey goat-beards and expressionless faces, making (said the Beach) bargains not at all scriptural with the traders and—through them—with the chiefs. Powers of life and death they had, these skippers, who showed so many scruples on Sundays but always had the manhood to get the better of 'em by Mondays. To-night, Jermyn swiftly discovered, was not Sunday.

          
Better keep out of this, he thought, hearing the skippers agreeing with Corny that gun-running sure was a dangerous game and liable to turn the Beach into Sodom and Gomorrah at any minute. This, the skippers said, was the business of the English Governor.

          
“It's your business too, damn it,” stormed Corny, getting purple. “You're men of substance, ain't you? We colonists confidently count on you to help put down this damned treason … unless you want us to think you're backing it.”

          
The colonists, felt Jermyn, were unfortunate in their spokesman. Skippers liked to be courted, not confidently counted on. Captain Ephraim Cobb of the brig 
Osawanka caressed his grizzled beard with a slow hand.

          
“Sir, the Queen o' England has elected to make this I'il island a noo feather in her crown an' I reckon she'll hev to wear it as best she can. I don't reck'lect that she ast for our help when she chose to annext a country that was gettin' on very well without her. Maybe the chiefs are troubled at the way she's been clappin' on taxes an' interferin' wi' liberties. Maybe we air, too.”

          
Back in the reek other skippers expressed approval of Captain Cobb's statement.

          
Corny, full of clumsy bluff and bribery, could not move skippers, mulcted by customs on everything from flenching-spades to soap and sarsaparilla, nor trading-captains who sold less goods now that customs took heavy toll. They answered him unemotionally that it was for the League to deal with Robinson if they thought necessary
              


              but that for them to assist settlers in a foreign country might bring on international complications. This damning of New Zealand as a foreign country, whereas once they had tenderly felt it their own, so proved their depth of bitterness that even Corny gave up, promising to send Peregrine to them.

          
“He'll put some sense into you,” he declared, marching out. “There goes Hone Heke! Good Lord!”

          
Like a majestic Highlander the chief strode by, shoulder and loin mats swinging, the greenstone mere of royalty in his hand, a bodyguard of marching warriors behind. “Chucked his trousers too,” cried Corny, almost plaintive in his dismay. “And now he's goin' to the skippers….”

          
“Here's Peregrine,” said Jermyn, relieved. Thank God for Peregrine who always knew what to do. Peregrine, it appeared, decided to settle Robinson first as an example.

          
“These meek little men are always the most danger-out,” he said, walking up the Beach like a stork with a long shadow. “You say he knocked you down, Corny? That's enough to begin with. The League will attend to him.”

          
The cold Peregrine was almost excited, thought Jermyn. And no wonder, seeing how this long scandal over the gun-running had galled him. Now he had his scapegoat, though Jermyn didn't believe that poor scared little Robinson had anything to do with it. Yet maybe it would send the Lovels to Auckland before the explosion came and quite time, with ladies keeping carpet-bags packed and bundles of clothes by their children's beds these six months past in preparation for sudden flight.

        

        

          
IV

          

Yet the explosion got ahead of Peregrine after all, although Robinson was safely tarred and feathered and ridden on a rail, Nick Flower attending as one of the
              


              League members, showing no more than a proper interest. Since Providence has decreed that the weakest must go to the wall, it was not for Flower to upset her plans.

          
But plans were upset a few days later when Heke, with an energy which surprised himself, suddenly cut down the flagstaff once more and sent his warriors along the beach with instructions to frighten the English. “Do not kill. Just make them understand that we are their masters,” directed Heke, sitting tight on Maiki Hill as a precaution against missionary persuasions and wondering if Waka Nene would believe him if he said afterwards that his men had got out of hand.

          
Now we're for it, thought Flower, hearing the crackle of rifle-fire, heavy cannon-rumble from H.M.S. 
Hazard, stationed permanently in the Bay. He snatched down his cutlass and ran out, pausing to lock the door. Maoris never thieved, but the white men did … and here came soldiers and marines, pouring ashore from the 
Hazard, doubling up the Beach with a gleam of bayonets, of eyes. And here, there, everywhere leapt the Maoris like devils in a pantomime, like naked overgrown boys at play. War, for the Maoris, was the only real play.

          
So here was another weakest going to the wall. Heke, good man, had challenged England's forty millions, and the best he would get out of it was some practice with his guns. Nick Flower, ranging himself immediately among the forty millions, went up to rescue the Lovel ladies, unguessing how many sinews of war he would be smuggling into the country for the next twenty years.

          
Ladies, it appeared, are more incalculable than men. Fainting at a mouse they yet seem to relish danger, never playing the game that a man expects. Mrs Lovel, though white as a ghost, was filling a pillow-case with food, smiling at the children (“the little brave lady”), smiling up at Flower.

          
“Mr Lovel said he would send someone to take us to the Arsenal. We are ready,” she said.

          


          
“Monstrous early for them to start this nonsense,” cried Darien, buttoning up Brian. “I vow I've had no time to wash the sleep out of my eyes.”

          
But her eyes shone like diamonds, and her cheeks were pink roses. Flower (always so moved by women) would have liked to take her in his arms. But he took baby Jerry instead. “And give me some of those bundles,” he said.

          
“Mr Lovel had to go to the League … Oh, thank you. Tiffy … Roddy … here are your bundles, dears.”

          
Pioneer children already knew that they must never be afraid. Stoutly they loaded up their little arms; stoutly joined in “Red plumes of the kaka” when Nick Flower began it going down the hill under the white manuka-wreaths, their red-and-white check frocks bobbing in the sunlight, and Peregrine rushing half-way up the hill to meet them. John and Corny could attend to the League while he got his sons safe to cover.

          
“Please God,” whispered Sally, walking with loaded arms beside Mr Lovel and seeing the startled Beach such a whirl of white-trousered legs, blue-trousered legs, and legs with no trousers at all, such a smother of smoke and flying sand and the reek of gunpowder, with the 
Hazard booming over all.

          
On the water-front the little munition store had always known itself for a possible place of refuge. It accepted women and children to the best of its small powers, while (battling royally in back-parlours, round the tiny white church, round overturned boats and great brown piles of oil-casks) the English were holding on. Peregrine, clattering with pistols and cutlasses, melted off into the reek, Nick Flower melted, and the door was shut. Caroline, weighed down with bags, bonnet-boxes, pomade-pots, trailing shawls, and a large magenta feather-fan, was somehow contriving to brandish a poker.

          
“Vulgar upstarts! They cannot frighten me,” cried Caroline, coming out strongly as a pioneer. Maori wives and children of traders had probably taken to the hills; but Corny Fleete had thrust in his protesting family; and
              


              down on the earth floor boys—white, brown and piebald boys—punched and kicked each other for the glory of their race, while little Hemi Fleete (his mixed blood asserting itself for the first time) fought Lovels, fought his brothers with tears running down his brown face. Gentlemen, so ready to leave such of their mistakes to God, had not considered the future of Hemis.

          
“They need hymns,” said Caroline and walked about among the crowded women singing “Hark, the Herald Angels,” and clearly considering herself one of them; while Sally fed everyone from the pillow-case and pulled a furious Tiffany out from the crowd of boys, and Darien tried to climb through a loophole to watch all these romantic happenings outside and see if any Maori had sense enough to kill Peregrine.

          
Then came a battered Major Henry, and big Bishop Selwyn (who was trying so hard to make the Beach respectable) and took them all off to the ships—which was a grave enough foreshadowing to silence even Caroline. Up on Maiki Hill Heke was perturbed. He would never be able to convince Waka Nene that it was only a joke. But when all the white men suddenly rowed off after the ladies Heke came down the hill in a terrible hurry. This was not fair. No sensible chief desires to get rid of such lucrative attachments as traders, and what was going to happen now?

          
On the ships outraged marines were also demanding to know what was going to happen now, demanding the name of the officer who had ordered the recall. “We could have held them till Kingdom Come,” they howled. “We could have beaten the devils. What will the Maoris do now that they find the whites running from them in their first fight?”

          
It was to be twenty years and more before the Maoris (heartened by that blunder) finally stopped fighting; but at present they were being very surprised along the Beach and not at all knowing what to do with their unexpected conquest. Yet there was loot in the stores. And though
              


              they didn't care for rum there was so much of it. And presently someone upset a lighted lamp…. So the Beach went up in flames, with tattooed warriors garbing themselves in nightcaps, petticoats, and other fancies very happily, while dead whites lay where they fell since everyone was now too civilized to put them in the pot … which was a pity.

          
“And all our best carpets and things never even unpacked,” lamented Caroline. But Heke, who was really a great gentleman, although Nene never thought him so again, put a tapu on most of the settlers' effects and they all came to Auckland later with the gear of Peregrine's shipyard.

          
Haini Fleete was demanding a boat to take her ashore. “I will go to my own people,” said Haini, tall and stately with her brood about her. Corny gripped her roughly by the arms, thrusting his blood-smeared face into hers.

          
“My people are your people. You'll go where I go, and remember that your children are English,” he said. “I'll stand no nonsense from you, madam.”

          
He had never taken that tone with her before, being an easy man. But the clash of these two strong arrogant races had now fairly begun; and each knew it and feared the other, thought Sally, seeing Haini turn silently away, and so sorry for her. Men (one supposed) called that sort of thing protection.

          
Young Tiffany knew that the sky chose to go mad every sunset and one couldn't do anything about it; but the Beach never had before. Yet here it was having a great and terrible sunset of its own. It was galloping with blue and scarlet tongues and a monstrous crest of black streaming hair; biting all the houses into bits; tossing their limbs up under exploding oil-barrels; running in glowing rivers to the sea. It gobbled up Nick Flower's store with its shelves of mysterious wonders, gobbled Lambert's….

          
Slowly they sank in dark heaps full of quivering flickers,
              


              and the fire went leaping on. The houses and stores couldn't be gone for always? Surely, surely there wasn't really an always that took things away for ever? “No, no, no,” screamed Tiffany, meeting for the first time the implacabilities ranged against her. She went charging down the deck to the dim corner where Roddy too watched the fire. To him that fierce and lovely thing was something one could die for, and he put his arm round Tiffany protectingly.

          
“It's like the Burning Bush in the Bible, Tiffy. I nearly saw God just now——”

          
Wind that fanned the flames was gathering in the rigring now. Tall sails filled, sweeping down the harbour to-night and the open sea. In a tiny cabin Caroline prepared for seasickness while her children had got ahead of her everywhere. In the corner under a lantern Darien scribbled in her diary:

          
“We are going to Auckland which is full of beautiful soldiers and men to run after me. I am very glad I was born and so will they be.”

          
Peregrine walked the deck with a tired Sally meek on his arm. Already he was busy reconstructing. He would call on Governor FitzRoy at once. Opportunities … Ministerial … Political … my chance has come, thought Peregrine, energetically walking Sally off her trembling legs. “Please God, let Auckland be easier than the Beach,” whispered Sally. It had been so hard to laugh at anything on the Beach.

          
“I think, Sir John,” said Caroline, lifting a haggard head from the pillow, “that I shall have a son in Auckland.” Her tone implied that she had not thought it worth while before.

          
The ship slewed round the Heads and turned southward into the dark. The first step in New Zealand's pioneering was over. But Lovels, thought Peregrine, glancing proudly round, were very well capable of taking plenty more.
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Outside the hut of cabbage-tree trunks plastered with mud (which was all Sir John had provided for her through four unforgivable years) Caroline was writing an English letter, with kakas screaming back in the grey manuka-scrub and a herd of Lovel children screaming at play round the cooking-trench—where Caroline still cooked reluctantly with gloves and a spoon so long that, declared Darien, she rarely knew what was in the pot.

          
“Even in midwinter,” wrote Caroline, “the sun is shining and birds singing in this happy country.” She paused with a glow of satisfaction. Never should England know what had happened to Lady Lovel dreeing her weird in the Antipodes; and already her hoodwinking of England had got her so far that she casually referred, on paper, to Sally's Roddy and Brian as her own. For Caroline, although looking as fecund as Dame Nature, said Major Henry, seemed doomed to produce only daughters, and Peregrine secretly saw the four-year-old Roddy as a future baronet and taught him history and geography in consequence.

          
The hoodwinking letters in praise of New Zealand were hard work, although Caroline always put on her best purple silk to aid inspiration; and so she was actually glad to see Darien, who had come for Sally's children and sat in a crumple of blue gingham skirts on the tussock. Yet Darien, tall enough at fourteen to be a young lady, should sit on a chair.

          
“You will soon wear your clothes out if you treat them like that,” Caroline said reprovingly.

          


          
“I haven't got spots on them, anyway,” said Darien, staring hard at Caroline's spread skirts. “And I wish they'd all wear out, then Peregrine would have to buy me more … the mean wretch. And I wish we'd never come to this hateful country with its stupid men, and even nasty brown sugar so scarce we have to cook with honey … and the only milk is goats'.”

          
“A land flowing with milk and honey,” wrote Caroline, seizing inspiration hastily. Then to Darien: “I hear old Mrs Faber is dead. What of?”

          
Caroline always wanted to know what people died of. Darien considered the usual methods of dissolution on the Beach and gave generously: “First she got drunk. Then she had a baby. Then she was drowned.”

          
“Land sakes!” cried Caroline, gasping. “The woman must be seventy.”

          
“Yes. That's why she died.”

          
“You are not telling the truth, miss.”

          
“Well, I gave you some at first. Nobody can tell truth all the time,” said Darien, feeling that no woman with such big red cheeks as Lady Lovel's should tie purple silk bonnet-strings under her fat chin. “Major Henry says you're an oleograph and Sally a water-colour by nobody in particular and I'm an oil-painting by Sir Somebody and very like Lady Hamilton. Do you know Lady Hamilton?”

          
“In my position,” said Caroline, bridling, “of course I know everybody. I have foregathered with earls … accompanied by their countesses of course,” she added hurriedly, for one couldn't be too careful with Darien.

          
“I'd have liked them better without,” said Darien, getting up to take the children home.

          
What a world! With creatures like Lady Lovel knowing earls, and Darien having to be content with the Beach, which ran after her as if she were a cricket ball and never knew what to do with her when it caught her.

          
The Graham boys clearly considered affection another
            


            word for recrimination, and trading-captains (though showing emotion when handing over the articles she wanted most out of their dingy stores) never discarded their Maori wives for her sake. As for that odious wretch, Nick Flower, he had so mortified her that she would meet him no more in the flax-gully—besides, he was never there when she went now. And Jermyn never looked at her, although she had written, “J.L. is Appolo Belvedere and all the classics besides being a gentleman,” and left it on the table when she last took the children down to Major Henry's. What more could a girl do?

          
A wretched life, and so full of frustrations that by the time supper was done she felt the house couldn't contain her and she doubted if New Zealand could. She went out desolately, laying her cheek against the puriri-trunk and then clinging to it tightly with a dim feeling of being Andromeda on her rock waiting for Perseus to pry her off. The vast silence pouring from the stars, the vast loneliness pouring across the untrod hills were cruelly full of negations. Even Andromeda wasn't so lonely. At least she had the dragon.

          
Here came Perseus, although he might have hurried more. Nick Flower or Jermyn? Darien palpitated. But it was only Sir John calling with a message to Sally on his way to the Beach. Darien went in bitterly. Men could always do what they liked but a woman mustn't even get drunk. Praise the Lord for heaven where certainly men wouldn't be able to do 
any of the things they liked doing now. Darien knelt down to say a thankful prayer.
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What with remembering that he had signed the Treaty as a man of honour and the more urgent knowledge that he could no longer abide the English and English hectoring ways, Hone Heke was most discomfortable in his great stockaded pa over by Lake Omapere, where in the pale
              


              shallow waters warriors speared eels by torchlight, and his tall carved palisades stood stark against the sky. The English, undoubtedly, had all been hatched from birds'-eggs, since they could have had no parents to teach them manners.

          
How otherwise (demanded Heke of his priestly to-hungas) had they dared send a handful of police across Cook Strait to the little settlement of Nelson, in the other island, with orders to arrest the mighty chief Te Rauparaha for refusing to allow the survey of his lands? Handcuffs for a chief so sacred with tapu and hereditary power that to touch his mat was death to an ordinary Maori! No end of little settlements now, all running foul of Maori prestige, Maori law; and though Te Rauparaha had killed a few before returning to his enraged northern territories it would, said the tohungas, after making the proper number of incantations, have been wiser to have wiped out the lot, and so Heke had better do it now, instead of cutting down flagstaffs which the English put up again.

          
“But I signed the Treaty with my sacred mark of tattoo,” protested Heke uneasily.

          
“Then what have I been smuggling you guns for?” asked Flower, who had walked the twelve rough miles to the pa because he really wanted to know. There could be but one answer to that. “E-a!” shouted Heke, and snatched up his taiaha and rushed out to the dusky square in the centre of the enclosed village. Here he strode up and down to attract attention and then, with upraised arm, shouted his imperious:

          
“Whakaronga mai!”

          
It struck all the work and chatter like a bombshell; hurling the people into silence; hurling them into squatting warrior-rows with the dark-eyed women and children behind, all staring motionless at Heke in the firelight shaking the long carved taiaha, shaking back from his muscular shoulders the brilliant feather mat, launching
              


              out into that flood of oratory which is as natural as breathing to the Maori.

          
“No te timatanga … in the beginning,” began Heke. Flower listened, grimly amused. Every Maori has to start with “In the beginning,” and will go on to the end if it takes him all night. If Heke went on all night Peregrine Lovel's shipyard would go up in smoke yet.

          
Gradually descending through the majesty and might of the Maori, Heke came at last to the white men who (he told those dark rapt faces) had the bowels and understanding of a shark. From top to bottom of Maori law and dignity they had blundered and befouled, and even the mighty tapu was not what it used to be.

          
Once, thundered Heke, a chief was too sacred to be named, and anything in the world was his if he chose to call it his backbone. Now that England had brought her infamous laws traders everywhere refused to consider as Heke's backbone a desired keg of tobacco or a tuparagun. They should be grateful that he asked so little. What, he demanded, had the Treaty done for them? Snared them like stupid pigeons in a net, so that they could neither sell their land nor buy guns without selling it. But traders such as their brother Flower, who understood the Maori, helped them to get guns. And soon they would use them.

          
Flower, leaning against a raupo-reed wall, watched with the critical eye of a surgeon those still rows of tattooed faces half-seen in the cooking-fire lights. The dark and terrible melody of those rolling Maori gutturals, moving even him, would presently wreck Maori control. And, it was generally believed, there were still cannibals back in the mountains. Heke undoubtedly had eaten many times of human flesh, since such was a chief's duty on the body of a slaughtered enemy chief in order to receive his mana—that power of which tapu is only the physical sign. In Maori eyes Heke was chock-full of
              


              mana as he marched up and down in silence, preparing for his next flight.

          
The black gods of old could not have been more evilly grand than Heke, with his kaka-beak nose (from Egypt, probably, and much prized), his white-tipped huia feathers standing up in the thick hair like misplaced ears, the deep whorls and lines showing indigo on his weather-hardened bronze face. And he had cause for discontent. He had lost many privileges … such as the levying of a personal tax on every vessel entering the harbour and the supplying of temporary wives to whaling-ships, which were now making their landfalls at Australia's Sydney in protest against New Zealand's customs duties. The English were breaking down his mana, and it was probable that in a little while he would no longer be able to kill disobedient Maoris with a look.

          
Yet when he spoke again he had soared above the personal. His lament, moving and melodious, was for his country. He looked into the future with the impassioned eyes of a seer.

          
“E-a! My country! Ao-tea-roa … Land of the Long White Cloud. The pakeha god is stealing from you all your own old gods. Where now is Rangi, the father of us all? What can Tane do against the slaughter of his forests? The pakeha is stealing from you all your war-riors, laying those proud hearts in the dust, turning those strong hands to common tasks. Out of the deep sea like fish at spawning time come the pakeha, thousands upon thousands. In canoes with the white wings of gulls, they are coming … coming….”

          
Heke raised his taiaha with its gleaming paua-shell eyes. “From the sky beyond earth's rim, beyond the first faint blue of morning I see them coming with their red faces, their greedy hearts. I see them swallow the Maori as black night swallows the proudest day…. And Ao-tea-roa knows the Maori no more.”

          
He drooped his head and one moan went through the
              


              assembly like a gusty wind. Flower nodded approval. Old Heke could be a hypocrite when he chose, but he was no hypocrite now. And he saw true. There's no place like home, and (be it never so humble) the white man generally contrives to get into it, ejecting the brown man in possession. Despite all the smuggled guns sold to Heke, Te Rauparaha, and other chiefs, they couldn't fight England. But they had provided Nick Flower with money to live on in their homes when he got them.

          
“Mawai … who shall foresee the end?” murmured Heke. Then, with a blasting yell and a leap, he became pure savage.

          
“Shall they swallow us? Oh, warriors, shall they swallow us? Oh, young men … oh, women who have suckled warriors at the breast, who go to them in marriage, shall the pakeha swallow us? Say!”

          
With a roar, everyone proclaimed a personal desire to do the swallowing first. And then they were all at it in a terrific rhythmic volume of sound, stamping bare feet in unison until the hard earth shook, rolling their dark eyes, lolling their thick tongues, blowing the great white conch-shells and the six-foot wooden trumpets until the fishermen came ashore in a hurry and little birds fled twittering through the scrub, pursued by the high unearthly shrilling of the tall Amazonian women urging their men on to war.
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Since men (even savages) are incalculable, Flower merely shrugged his shoulders and went on weighing out oatmeal, nails, and soda when Heke again chopped down the flagstaff and was again persuaded away by the missionaries … and by Waka Nene, who most officiously insisted on answering for his brother-chief's behaviour in future.

          
“Now is my mana gone if you do it again,” said Nene to a very distracted Heke, who, having once absorbed
              


              the white man's Bible and found that it didn't agree with him, was not very certain about any gods just now and actually chased one of his priestly tohungas with the sharp point of his taiaha.

          
Nor was Governor FitzRoy very certain about anything. But he was so nervous that he rushed troops over from Sydney and up from Auckland, and rushed them away again, and took off the customs duties and tried to put them back, and generally convinced the Maoris that he was very much afraid of them. Which was perfectly true.

          
FitzRoy's panic would land them in war yet, thought Jermyn with all a young man's amusement for a very bewildered gentleman anxiously offering sops to a myriad-headed Cerberus. Why the devil didn't FitzRoy fight and be done with it, thought Jermyn, writing the Auckland 
Chronicle a letter which nearly got the paper suppressed.

          
There was, asserted John, something to be said for FitzRoy—only nobody wanted to hear it. FitzRoy pleaded that land-titles were too confused; and seemingly he didn't exaggerate, since all Maori land is communal, and personal rights could be claimed because a grandfather's nose had bled on it (a sacred matter) or he had had his hair cut there (more sacred still).

          
It was a good claim if a man's father had been killed on a certain spot, and a better if his father had been the killer … and how was FitzRoy going to settle that? Much better, said the colonists, have left it to the chiefs who never stood any hanky-panky. But London's Colonial Office (not having heard a Maori argue) blamed FitzRoy. And as for numberless immigrants living under boats tilted on their sides on the Beach because they were unable to get possession of the lands sold them by kindly English syndicates, which didn't trouble about surveys or titles—as for them, not even Jermyn could find words to express what they felt.

          


          
So he wrote: “The Beach is at present a chapter of Gulliver's Travels and Genesis walking hand in hand, with Revelations to be expected at any moment,” and went out on the Beach to find it.

          
All kinds of revelations on the Beach at its strange shadow-play in the red sunset that passed so wild and soon. All breeds of men. A knot of trading-captains in thick short monkey-jackets and tall hats flinging a shadow as long as yesterday; sallow ear-ringed fellows from the Spanish Main, broad fair English and Norwegians, huge negroes eating peaches, lean Yankee boat-steerers and harpooners, nuggetty little breeds from Quebec, Maoris looking like Highlanders in the swinging flax-kilt until you saw the bulging tweed trousers below. Missionary work, that. The sign of a Christian. The Lord had surely a queer way of marking his own, thought Jermyn, going to drink rum in Corny Fleete's store, where Corny was announcing an addition to his piebald flock and trying to count how many there were now.

          
“You'll never know,” said Jermyn. “Come away before your sins—or your sons—find you out.” He took Corny off in search of adventure.

          
All the traders' lanterns were alight now in the tin sockets at their doors, belting the Beach with her scarlet girdle, making her more gaily Rabelaisian than she ever was by day. A randy girl, the Beach, like all lands in their beginnings, and doomed (like them all) to presently bear a dull civilization fathered by smug gentlemen overseas.

          
Corny was looking for a small trader named Robinson. “I have definite information that he is connected with the gun-running,” he told Nick Flower, who had nothing to say, having already said it down his skilled underground ways. The League was ravening for a victim, and the innocent cat's-paw Robinson would do as well as any, thought Flower dispassionately, lounging back into his store.

          


          
“There he is,” cried Corny, dragging Jermyn along. “There's Robinson with that silly bald head of his. I'll punch it.”

          
The meek little trader standing below his torch didn't seem a probable gun-runner. Jermyn protested: “Are you sure?”

          
“I'll swear it,” said Corny, who would swear to anything after a few drinks. “Look here, you! We've had enough of that damned bald head of yours.”

          
“Yes, sir,” said little Robinson, cringing before the richest man on the Beach.

          
“Yes, sir,” shouted Corny, rapidly becoming quarrelsome. “The League is going to tar and feather you and run you out of town on a rail. Smuggling for the chiefs, are you, you bloody traitor?”

          
With a squeak of terror the small man darted like a rabbit past Corny, knocking him off his legs, zigzagging down the Beach to disappear among the dark huddle of stores.

          
“By God! I'll paste the swine for this,” stuttered Corny, picking himself up and looking more than usually like an English squire after a night out. “I'll lay he's gone to the skippers now. I always said the skippers were behind this trouble with their cursed raisin' of prices and stickin' together. Come on, Jermyn. We'll go to the skippers.”

          
Reluctantly Jermyn followed through Lambert's store, in which a couple of supercargoes were arguing with the clerk, and those dark bulks in corners might be bags and barrels or dead men. It was always dangerous to meddle with the skippers, and Corny, felt Jermyn, was not the best man to do it.

          
Traders' back-parlours were sacred to the gentlemen of the seas, and at Lambert's, pickled in the smoke of thick-oil lamps and long churchwardens, the most influential trading and whaling captains were used to gather. A mort of queer things were done in back-parlours wherein these tough scriptural sailors out of Cape Cod and Nantuckst
              


              and Stockholm sat like Assyrian kings with their grey goat-beards and expressionless faces, making (said the Beach) bargains not at all scriptural with the traders and—through them—with the chiefs. Powers of life and death they had, these skippers, who showed so many scruples on Sundays but always had the manhood to get the better of 'em by Mondays. To-night, Jermyn swiftly discovered, was not Sunday.

          
Better keep out of this, he thought, hearing the skippers agreeing with Corny that gun-running sure was a dangerous game and liable to turn the Beach into Sodom and Gomorrah at any minute. This, the skippers said, was the business of the English Governor.

          
“It's your business too, damn it,” stormed Corny, getting purple. “You're men of substance, ain't you? We colonists confidently count on you to help put down this damned treason … unless you want us to think you're backing it.”

          
The colonists, felt Jermyn, were unfortunate in their spokesman. Skippers liked to be courted, not confidently counted on. Captain Ephraim Cobb of the brig 
Osawanka caressed his grizzled beard with a slow hand.

          
“Sir, the Queen o' England has elected to make this I'il island a noo feather in her crown an' I reckon she'll hev to wear it as best she can. I don't reck'lect that she ast for our help when she chose to annext a country that was gettin' on very well without her. Maybe the chiefs are troubled at the way she's been clappin' on taxes an' interferin' wi' liberties. Maybe we air, too.”

          
Back in the reek other skippers expressed approval of Captain Cobb's statement.

          
Corny, full of clumsy bluff and bribery, could not move skippers, mulcted by customs on everything from flenching-spades to soap and sarsaparilla, nor trading-captains who sold less goods now that customs took heavy toll. They answered him unemotionally that it was for the League to deal with Robinson if they thought necessary
              


              but that for them to assist settlers in a foreign country might bring on international complications. This damning of New Zealand as a foreign country, whereas once they had tenderly felt it their own, so proved their depth of bitterness that even Corny gave up, promising to send Peregrine to them.

          
“He'll put some sense into you,” he declared, marching out. “There goes Hone Heke! Good Lord!”

          
Like a majestic Highlander the chief strode by, shoulder and loin mats swinging, the greenstone mere of royalty in his hand, a bodyguard of marching warriors behind. “Chucked his trousers too,” cried Corny, almost plaintive in his dismay. “And now he's goin' to the skippers….”

          
“Here's Peregrine,” said Jermyn, relieved. Thank God for Peregrine who always knew what to do. Peregrine, it appeared, decided to settle Robinson first as an example.

          
“These meek little men are always the most danger-out,” he said, walking up the Beach like a stork with a long shadow. “You say he knocked you down, Corny? That's enough to begin with. The League will attend to him.”

          
The cold Peregrine was almost excited, thought Jermyn. And no wonder, seeing how this long scandal over the gun-running had galled him. Now he had his scapegoat, though Jermyn didn't believe that poor scared little Robinson had anything to do with it. Yet maybe it would send the Lovels to Auckland before the explosion came and quite time, with ladies keeping carpet-bags packed and bundles of clothes by their children's beds these six months past in preparation for sudden flight.
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Yet the explosion got ahead of Peregrine after all, although Robinson was safely tarred and feathered and ridden on a rail, Nick Flower attending as one of the
              


              League members, showing no more than a proper interest. Since Providence has decreed that the weakest must go to the wall, it was not for Flower to upset her plans.

          
But plans were upset a few days later when Heke, with an energy which surprised himself, suddenly cut down the flagstaff once more and sent his warriors along the beach with instructions to frighten the English. “Do not kill. Just make them understand that we are their masters,” directed Heke, sitting tight on Maiki Hill as a precaution against missionary persuasions and wondering if Waka Nene would believe him if he said afterwards that his men had got out of hand.

          
Now we're for it, thought Flower, hearing the crackle of rifle-fire, heavy cannon-rumble from H.M.S. 
Hazard, stationed permanently in the Bay. He snatched down his cutlass and ran out, pausing to lock the door. Maoris never thieved, but the white men did … and here came soldiers and marines, pouring ashore from the 
Hazard, doubling up the Beach with a gleam of bayonets, of eyes. And here, there, everywhere leapt the Maoris like devils in a pantomime, like naked overgrown boys at play. War, for the Maoris, was the only real play.

          
So here was another weakest going to the wall. Heke, good man, had challenged England's forty millions, and the best he would get out of it was some practice with his guns. Nick Flower, ranging himself immediately among the forty millions, went up to rescue the Lovel ladies, unguessing how many sinews of war he would be smuggling into the country for the next twenty years.

          
Ladies, it appeared, are more incalculable than men. Fainting at a mouse they yet seem to relish danger, never playing the game that a man expects. Mrs Lovel, though white as a ghost, was filling a pillow-case with food, smiling at the children (“the little brave lady”), smiling up at Flower.

          
“Mr Lovel said he would send someone to take us to the Arsenal. We are ready,” she said.

          


          
“Monstrous early for them to start this nonsense,” cried Darien, buttoning up Brian. “I vow I've had no time to wash the sleep out of my eyes.”

          
But her eyes shone like diamonds, and her cheeks were pink roses. Flower (always so moved by women) would have liked to take her in his arms. But he took baby Jerry instead. “And give me some of those bundles,” he said.

          
“Mr Lovel had to go to the League … Oh, thank you. Tiffy … Roddy … here are your bundles, dears.”

          
Pioneer children already knew that they must never be afraid. Stoutly they loaded up their little arms; stoutly joined in “Red plumes of the kaka” when Nick Flower began it going down the hill under the white manuka-wreaths, their red-and-white check frocks bobbing in the sunlight, and Peregrine rushing half-way up the hill to meet them. John and Corny could attend to the League while he got his sons safe to cover.

          
“Please God,” whispered Sally, walking with loaded arms beside Mr Lovel and seeing the startled Beach such a whirl of white-trousered legs, blue-trousered legs, and legs with no trousers at all, such a smother of smoke and flying sand and the reek of gunpowder, with the 
Hazard booming over all.

          
On the water-front the little munition store had always known itself for a possible place of refuge. It accepted women and children to the best of its small powers, while (battling royally in back-parlours, round the tiny white church, round overturned boats and great brown piles of oil-casks) the English were holding on. Peregrine, clattering with pistols and cutlasses, melted off into the reek, Nick Flower melted, and the door was shut. Caroline, weighed down with bags, bonnet-boxes, pomade-pots, trailing shawls, and a large magenta feather-fan, was somehow contriving to brandish a poker.

          
“Vulgar upstarts! They cannot frighten me,” cried Caroline, coming out strongly as a pioneer. Maori wives and children of traders had probably taken to the hills; but Corny Fleete had thrust in his protesting family; and
              


              down on the earth floor boys—white, brown and piebald boys—punched and kicked each other for the glory of their race, while little Hemi Fleete (his mixed blood asserting itself for the first time) fought Lovels, fought his brothers with tears running down his brown face. Gentlemen, so ready to leave such of their mistakes to God, had not considered the future of Hemis.

          
“They need hymns,” said Caroline and walked about among the crowded women singing “Hark, the Herald Angels,” and clearly considering herself one of them; while Sally fed everyone from the pillow-case and pulled a furious Tiffany out from the crowd of boys, and Darien tried to climb through a loophole to watch all these romantic happenings outside and see if any Maori had sense enough to kill Peregrine.

          
Then came a battered Major Henry, and big Bishop Selwyn (who was trying so hard to make the Beach respectable) and took them all off to the ships—which was a grave enough foreshadowing to silence even Caroline. Up on Maiki Hill Heke was perturbed. He would never be able to convince Waka Nene that it was only a joke. But when all the white men suddenly rowed off after the ladies Heke came down the hill in a terrible hurry. This was not fair. No sensible chief desires to get rid of such lucrative attachments as traders, and what was going to happen now?

          
On the ships outraged marines were also demanding to know what was going to happen now, demanding the name of the officer who had ordered the recall. “We could have held them till Kingdom Come,” they howled. “We could have beaten the devils. What will the Maoris do now that they find the whites running from them in their first fight?”

          
It was to be twenty years and more before the Maoris (heartened by that blunder) finally stopped fighting; but at present they were being very surprised along the Beach and not at all knowing what to do with their unexpected conquest. Yet there was loot in the stores. And though
              


              they didn't care for rum there was so much of it. And presently someone upset a lighted lamp…. So the Beach went up in flames, with tattooed warriors garbing themselves in nightcaps, petticoats, and other fancies very happily, while dead whites lay where they fell since everyone was now too civilized to put them in the pot … which was a pity.

          
“And all our best carpets and things never even unpacked,” lamented Caroline. But Heke, who was really a great gentleman, although Nene never thought him so again, put a tapu on most of the settlers' effects and they all came to Auckland later with the gear of Peregrine's shipyard.

          
Haini Fleete was demanding a boat to take her ashore. “I will go to my own people,” said Haini, tall and stately with her brood about her. Corny gripped her roughly by the arms, thrusting his blood-smeared face into hers.

          
“My people are your people. You'll go where I go, and remember that your children are English,” he said. “I'll stand no nonsense from you, madam.”

          
He had never taken that tone with her before, being an easy man. But the clash of these two strong arrogant races had now fairly begun; and each knew it and feared the other, thought Sally, seeing Haini turn silently away, and so sorry for her. Men (one supposed) called that sort of thing protection.

          
Young Tiffany knew that the sky chose to go mad every sunset and one couldn't do anything about it; but the Beach never had before. Yet here it was having a great and terrible sunset of its own. It was galloping with blue and scarlet tongues and a monstrous crest of black streaming hair; biting all the houses into bits; tossing their limbs up under exploding oil-barrels; running in glowing rivers to the sea. It gobbled up Nick Flower's store with its shelves of mysterious wonders, gobbled Lambert's….

          
Slowly they sank in dark heaps full of quivering flickers,
              


              and the fire went leaping on. The houses and stores couldn't be gone for always? Surely, surely there wasn't really an always that took things away for ever? “No, no, no,” screamed Tiffany, meeting for the first time the implacabilities ranged against her. She went charging down the deck to the dim corner where Roddy too watched the fire. To him that fierce and lovely thing was something one could die for, and he put his arm round Tiffany protectingly.

          
“It's like the Burning Bush in the Bible, Tiffy. I nearly saw God just now——”

          
Wind that fanned the flames was gathering in the rigring now. Tall sails filled, sweeping down the harbour to-night and the open sea. In a tiny cabin Caroline prepared for seasickness while her children had got ahead of her everywhere. In the corner under a lantern Darien scribbled in her diary:

          
“We are going to Auckland which is full of beautiful soldiers and men to run after me. I am very glad I was born and so will they be.”

          
Peregrine walked the deck with a tired Sally meek on his arm. Already he was busy reconstructing. He would call on Governor FitzRoy at once. Opportunities … Ministerial … Political … my chance has come, thought Peregrine, energetically walking Sally off her trembling legs. “Please God, let Auckland be easier than the Beach,” whispered Sally. It had been so hard to laugh at anything on the Beach.

          
“I think, Sir John,” said Caroline, lifting a haggard head from the pillow, “that I shall have a son in Auckland.” Her tone implied that she had not thought it worth while before.

          
The ship slewed round the Heads and turned southward into the dark. The first step in New Zealand's pioneering was over. But Lovels, thought Peregrine, glancing proudly round, were very well capable of taking plenty more.
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Abrupt occurrences go along with pioneering, and visions long mellowed by gestation have a habit of finally confronting their parents with horrid fact. Facts in Auckland, where Lovels and other refugees spent many months dividing and reuniting like protoplasm in the small houses of harried ladies short of everything but kindness, became actually coarse, presenting less privacy and considerably more complications than the Beach.

          
Caroline was the first to achieve a house of her own, since the whole community lent a hand there, and (although it could never be described to ladies in England) it possessed the supreme merit of raising its four rooms and gabled attic in Official Bay, exclusive home of the gentry.

          
“Of course everyone will call on Lady Lovel and I always think it so right to be prepared,” said Caroline, putting on her best lemon kid gloves and sitting in state for callers as soon as she had a chair to sit on. Sally and her family floated longer, to be compensated by a fine new house which Peregrine imported from Sydney in sections and thus turned Caroline purple with envious anger. He filled all its ample spaces with Brussels carpets, long mirrors and tall carved chairs that (having been for so long interred in packing-cases) looked at each other with an air of never having met before.

          
“It was kind of John to let Peregrine have some of our family portraits, Sally,” said Caroline, inspecting gold-framed ancestors on pale blue garlanded wall-paper. “I always think he is too kind. Such a pity your walls are not in the fashionable red flock. All my principal rooms
            


            are papered in flock.” Indeed, Caroline was finding it very hard to be civil to Sally; and when Peregrine called his house Lovel Hall, for a whole month she did not try to be.

          
Sally had other troubles besides Caroline. There were the children always being Maoris in kitchen mats out in the back yard and trying to tattoo each other with oyster-shells, until Peregrine discovered that Kororareka had not been burned down a moment too soon and brought governess ladies to supervise the making of pothooks and hangers with sharp sticks in boxes of damp sand—paper being far too valuable for children.

          
But these ladies came and went in an agitated cloud since the boys, they said delicately, were too experimental. Yet sticking pins in ladies' legs and putting dead mice in their chairs was not experiment. The boys knew what would happen. And it always did, even to the thrashings which Mr Lovel (who prided himself on his justice) daily administered to all his offspring. For if you cannot whip children into the right path how in the world can you expect them to get there?

          
Then there was Darien. Since Auckland, being entirely military and respectable, did not suffer young ladies to walk abroad unattended Darien at once put on her new green bonnet (with a little white tulle frill inside) and set out to teach Auckland the worth of that convention.

          
“Am I a stalking pestilence?” she demanded, looking so delightful with her masses of auburn ringlets and the delicious pinks-and-whites of her provocative charming face with its firm little chin that Sally almost went on her knees with pleadings.

          
“Indeed, darling, you are too handsome … and it is not proper. With a gentleman….”

          
“Where am I to get the gentleman if I don't go look for him, you owl?” demanded Darien, feeling that Sally was not all a sister might expect. With no Graham boys, and with Jermyn and all the other handsome young bucks
            


            gone to Heke's war or to Wellington, where other Maoris were becoming very lively, Auckland, like Sally, was not at all what one might expect either. Darien felt herself wasted; and, since Major Henry had now told her all about Lady Hamilton, where was the use of being like her if Darien couldn't find a Nelson? And Auckland was a horrid nasty little town, no better than a puling infant for all its airs.

          
Desirable as the dawn and stepping like Atalanta in pantalettes, Darien went through the muddle of manuka, flax-bushes, tree-ferns, and tall trees careering over hills and up and down gullies where small houses sat on their haunches here and there like lost dogs. Britomart Hill had the barracks … and also a high wall which not even an active girl could climb. But there was still Commercial Bay, sacred to the gentlemen and business.

          
All kinds of flotsam in these steep little narrow streets where nobody appeared to know that all the Lovel connection was Quality and to be respected as such. Draggled women snatched away Darien's shawl, tucking it under their rags. Drunken sailors tried to snatch a kiss. Bullockdrays bumping over rocks and stones had drivers who said things that surprised even her. In Shortland Street with its rickety little shops shawled ladies on the arms of top-hatted gentlemen glanced at her and looked away. Gentlemen looked too long. She felt uneasily conscious that she might be a pestilence after all.

          
Indeed, New Zealand's capital was stiff with military etiquette; well-schooled ladies rarely emitted a squeak when being helped across puddles and tussocks or even when negotiating the highly alarming foot-bridges spanning the Rivulet galloping down steep Queen Street to the muddy foreshore. Dangers, pigs, dogs, goats, smells, sweating men wheeling unsavoury barrows, all were superbly ignored … but never so completely as a girl walking alone … the brazen huzzy!

          
Peregrine, coming off the little wharf where Corny,
            


            Flower, and other enterprising traders had walked their little offices out on stilts to invite deliberating ships, saw a young girl in a green bonnet outside the Queen's Head tavern with a crowd of Maori lumpers and grinning sailors in flat glazed hats about her. For a minute he couldn't believe his eyes, and when he did he couldn't trust his tongue. Silently he tucked Darien's arm under his and took her home, guarding his breath till the door was shut.

          
Darien (who, for the first time in her life had suspected herself frightened) knew it now. One don't mind being called indecent. Peregrine would have called Lady Hamilton that. But one does mind being told that one will be cut by the whole town … especially with a weeping Sally to corroborate it. Never to be asked to routs or balls or kettledrums. Never a chance to catch a beautiful young buck…. “Oh, what a horrid wicked town,” cried Darien. “I know it will make me wicked too.”

          
Peregrine intimated that she was that already and went off in a stew to consult Major Henry. The Major guffawed. “The damned spirited little baggage! Do the right thing by her, boy, and in a few years she'll be the talk of the town.”

          
“She is that now,” said Peregrine, very icy.

          
“Not she! No one knows her … a chit in half-mast frocks and pantalettes. Seclude her. Seclude her until she gets sense and I'll wager she does us all credit.”

          
Peregrine remarked that one might as easily seclude a hurricane. He was really upset and his hair looked as though Darien had grabbed it. The Major considered. “She must be schooled. There's a Mrs Williams … Symposium for Young Ladies … just opened up Karangahape Road. Strict as the doose, I fancy, but with all the elegancies. Send her there.”

          
“I—ah—she might refuse to go.”

          
The Major nearly whistled. By the Lord Harry, the young miss had got even the great Peregrine shaky.
            


            “Let me talk to her,” he said, scenting a pleasurable interview.

          
Darien, her nose swollen with furious weeping, received her first balm when the Major winked at her over his high gill-collar.

          
“Well, young lady, you've scandalized us all and if I were a bit younger, damn it, I'd marry you myself.”

          
“You can,” said Darien eagerly. Hadn't some stuffy Sir William been the way to Lord Nelson?

          
“Er …” The Major sat down with a moment's pity for Mrs Williams. “No, no, my dear; you have better than that ahead if you'll only listen to me.”

          
It was a terrible listening and she cried until one could have wrung out both her handkerchief and the Major's. But thank the Lord for her sense of drama, her motherwit. Seclusion for a year or so; absorbing all the graces, the subtleties of a young lady—and then to burst on the town, bring it to her feet…. “By the Lord Harry, my dear, you can do it if ever a girl could. But you must sharpen your weapons. Sharpen your weapons.”

          
“The horrid place will be bigger then? More military?”

          
“Lord, yes. It will be….” To get Darien into her nunnery was there anything he wouldn't promise? Swarms of pomatumed young bucks breathing adoration, breathing slaughter against their kind … you couldn't lay the butter on too thick for such an infernal young egotist as Darien….“And for heaven's sake learn how to use your hands. A fan would be no better than a warming-pan to you now. Egad, I've seen ladies….”

          
The Major enlarged, went away inflating his chest. Gad, who said he had forgotten how to handle the Sex? Good wine must be matured, and there was good red wine here. The girl would go to her penance like a young knight into battle. “I fancy,” murmured the Major, “that I had better see Mrs Williams myself.” Women, even the best of 'em, were only good when they had no
            


            chance to be otherwise … and who could blame the dear creatures since they had so few chances?

        

        

          
II

          

Where Peregrine did not find chances he made them, thought Jermyn, witnessing on one of his flying visits from Wellington and Sydney Peregrine's conquest or little blue Mechanic's Bay, already so full of shipbuilders that it couldn't abide another. But Peregrine bought out one builder, ruined a second, went partners with a third (hadn't Jermyn told the Major that our Peregrine had a Quality?) and settled down to brisk and elegant competition with Niccol, Graham, and other established kings of the sea. Soon there was a lovely clipper on his stocks, and rafts of brown kauri-logs lying offshore, while many of the thirty-foot, sharp-pointed whaling-boats, painted the same pale blue as the sea, came from the yard of Lovel & Brackley.

          
Auckland was far too full of laws, taxes, and Little Committees, declared Peregrine, getting on most of the committees at once to keep them in order. Now he was on the Harbour Board too, said Major Henry, marvelling; but Jermyn (who looked so much older and handsomer, with those little side-whiskers a darker golden-brown than his hair) shrugged, remarking that it was Peregrine's Jovian certainty that did it. “He could always bamboozle folk. And he is such a perfect gentleman,” said Jermyn.

          
Major Henry (who bragged about Peregrine now that he was providing such good pickings for all) did not care for Jermyn's tone and said so. But Jermyn laughed, going up the hill to call on Sally, whom he hadn't seen for a month of Sundays. Yet, curiously, she had hovered in his mind like an elusive fragrance ever since he had last seen her.

          
For all his light handling of life the unease of a 
rest-
                


                less boy had only developed the greater unease of the matured man in Jermyn. Sydney with its charming young ladies and its friendly newspaper offices was not enough for him. Nor was the bush enough, so lovely and so darkly terrible with its ancientry of vast trees making wizard patterns of the stars, its subtle scents and shadows turning to poetry in a man's soul. Nor camp-fire talk and ribaldry, nor the joy that comes of good stuff written under stress and sweat and acclaimed by one's fellow-men. All Dead Sea apples, thought Jermyn, luxuriating in a young man's disillusions.

          
Supremely self-centred as Darien, whose incarceration he had heard of with shouts of laughter, Jermyn opened Mr Peregrine Lovel's handsome gate and went up between sweetpeas and roses (the witching ladies) to sit with Sally in a dim-lit room. Witchery here too in the delicate dimness; a remoteness about Sally with her bent brown head by the candle, her pale hands busy in some dark work, the vague flower-like spread of her lavender gown. Sally might any moment rise like a spirit and float away, he felt, trying to nail her to earth with talk of things … any things. Even as a weary work-hunted little grub up at Kororareka there had been a queer stability in Sally, and now he wanted stability more than anything else. And what were women for if not to give to men what they desired?

          
Sally wouldn't know the Beach now, he told her. Since men had reconstructed it and called it Russell it would never be a randy girl again. And Heke, a royal rebel still, sat defeated in his pa.

          
“No more hakas in the north now, Sally. The English have spoiled all those wild war-dances there. You remember the hakas on the hills?” In silence she remembered that strange night of shadowy faces, riding knights, and the inchoate gods behind them all: gods who came again and again to trouble her waking dreams…. But Jermyn must tell her of himself; of his successes, and
              


              presently he was talking with a colour and flow of words so different from Mr Lovel's precise sentences that she could have laughed for joy. Yet one must not laugh at this dear eager Jermyn with the tawny reflections from his coat bringing such lights into the brown eyes, with his masculine ways (so different from Mr Lovel's) making her feel so different too.

          
“You've made me feel so young. Isn't it funny?” she cried, dimpling. And then, with the Major's old-fashioned gallantry, he stooped and kissed her hand. A strange troubling charm in this artless Sally, he thought, going up to the barracks, where young officers made him very welcome and told him all the scandal of the town.

          
Jermyn could talk scandal too, since it was la mode. They drank milk-punch by the gallon until dawn, when those who were able put those who were not under the pump. Jermyn, having been under the pump, was cursed by Major Henry when he got home. “Good God, boy! You're a Lovel and can't hold your liquor,” cried the Major, wishing he'd been there to show them.

          
Jermyn had news. The barracks said gun-running was rife in the midlands. So Peregrine hadn't scotched it. Yet the little wars were valuable deterrents to an England clamouring to send convicts, although one allowed that the wars were a shocking nuisance to those who wanted to get on with developing the country….

          
To Nick Flower it was all grist to his mill of grinding down gentlemen who wouldn't recognize him as one, so that he never forgot his bar sinster nor the heirloom ring on Peregrine Lovel's finger. Grimly he was working for money (since money buys everything); smuggling guns from as far off as New York, taking up the I.O.U.'s of gay young rips until Auckland would have been enchanted by a peep into the locked safe in his office. Money had bought him into gentlemen's clubs, though not into their houses. But that would come, he thought, passing Mrs Williams' young Amazons on the hills with their 
riding-
                


                master, collecting whole bouquets of soft glances from innocent misses fluttered by so large and personable a man.

          
“Like a Viking. Who can he be?” sighed Emma Stokes afterward, turning her eyes romantically to the ceiling. Darien sat on a bed, contemplating her feet. It was not for these fools to know that Nick Flower had shod them thrice. She was the Symposium's model young lady now, and making as good capital out of that as she had out of the Beach. Now she rose silently, and began practising her curtsy, so innocently unconscious of the bright chattering parterre of maidens that she tricked them all. Indeed, if it hadn't been for this constant game of trickery she would have kicked the dust of the damned place from her shoes in a week.

          
But I am making myself flawless for Jermyn, thought Darien, who was not her father's daughter for nothing and had to have a motive to live up to. So she rose and sank like a buoyant wave; stood flushed and sweet as a daisy before the battery of admiring eyes.

          
“Oh, my loveliest, what would I give to curtsy like you,” gushed Sarah Wells, all emotion. “I vow the Queen isn't so graceful.”

          
“It's only her long legs,” said Elvira Carson, being short and fat. Darien blushed modestly at the mention of legs, and began doing such things with a fan (though only the mirror at Lovel Hall knew what she could do when no one was about) that the young ladies sighed enviously and went to practising themselves, quite unknowing that in the matrimonial race so soon to begin they would all be her enemies.

          
Darien knew. She would have Jermyn, and she would have all the others whom Major Henry had promised … and deserved them too after all those loathsome hours of elegant conversation, of curtsying until her legs ached, lying strapped on backboards, managing her skirts (foul work now that five petticoats were de rigueur and
              


              the flannel and the quilted satin ones so heavy), learning how to faint like a lady….

          
“All females faint,” said high-nosed Mrs Williams (who knew her world), intimating further that in order to touch eligible and experienced male hearts it was quite necessary 
not to do it like a charwoman. In spite of daily tightening of staylaces Darien found fainting difficult and quite revolting … since how could you know what gentlemen were feeling if you had to keep your eyes shut?

          
“I do my best,” she told Sally, coming meekly home for week-ends. “But there is a vast deal to learn and mathematics make me feel so humble.”

          
To Sally a humble Darien constantly vanishing from visitors was so unnatural that she fell on tears and proclaimed the matter tragic. “With all your high spirits and gaiety, to lose them so! My poor, poor darling….”

          
But Sally was far too simple to be trusted. It was better to say gently that she supposed she was growing wiser, and slip away like gleaming water to become wiser yet by a little quiet practice on Roddy and Brian, who fought each other daily for her smiles and received more whippings than ever.

          
The two boys rode over the hill to school now, which at least had the virtue of shortening morning prayers; but Tiffany still endured life in an anguish of starched sun-bonnets, lessons, and rules for every hour of the day. Daughters, although negligible in a man's scheme of values, did exist and therefore must be disciplined as much as wives, thought Peregrine, trying to do his best by them all, even though he was so occupied with a troubled world where governors never knew what would happen next and the Colonial Office was trying to make it happen all the time.

        

        

          
III

          

Governor Grey (governors fell like leaves in the early
              


              days of the colony and New Zealand had disposed of three in a short eight years) was, as everyone agreed, a stiff stick and icily indifferent to blandishments. Auckland had still too many taxes, too many women, and certainly too much Governor Grey, who thought himself the whole British Constitution and was much ridiculed by Jermyn in the thin little 
Chronicle, which now appeared twice weekly. Jermyn (who had come back to stay until he tired of it and found telling his ambitions to Sally continually more enjoyable) asserted that Grey, very tightly buttoned into black frock coat and very loosely slid into large trousers of a pale check, was intended by Providence to be ridiculed.

          
“I shall call this the Petticoat Government,” said Jermyn. And did, although Peregrine's Jovian calm broke for once, and he swore quite lustily at Jermyn for embroiling him with the Governor just as England discovered that the Waitangi Treaty was very far from being what it ought and began hastily dividing the country into New Ulster and New Munster (which didn't suggest peace), and dowering it with provincial assemblies, legislative councils and what not, all tangled in a vague host of strings for a proper man to pull to his advantage.

          
For a bet Jermyn lampooned Grey as a monthly nurse feeding a rebellious New Zealand out of a rum-bottle and stuck it up on the prison door in Victoria Street just above the stocks. And then, leaving Peregrine quite speechless, he settled his tall hat at a jaunty cock and went over to Official Bay to tell Sally about it.

          
Caroline (Nature's spoil-sport) was there, looking as though she had been dragged backward through a briar-patch. A shockingly demoralized Lady Lovel since John had taken himself, his Herefords, and his family off into the bush twelve miles away. Nemesis herself might have pitied Caroline (who had come in by bullock-dray to have a tooth out), sitting in rumpled crimson skirts and
              


              a draggled bonnet, complaining: “Sir John is quite impossible. He never thinks of me.”

          
Difficult to help it when there's so much of her, thought Jermyn. (Gad, how delicious Sally looked with that white soft fichu and that delicate bloom in her cheeks.) But he was sorry for Caroline's girls. Four … or was it six of 'em, whom, it appeared, she was developing so uprightly that there was danger of their falling backward.

          
“I give them daily tuition and two Collects on Sundays. With no help but a vulgar immigrant woman I can do no more,” declared Caroline, pulling on tight gloves of purple kid with a vast sigh. “I always say Peregrine must have been born with a silver tablespoon in his mouth while Sir John got a saltspoon. Goodbye, Sally. You can send Tiffany out with Sir John if you like and I'll bring her back when I come for the Governor's ball. I hope she knows her Collects well?”

          
At the Governor's ball, said Sally, dimpling and eager when Caroline was gone, Darien would come out. She had written Mr Lovel the most beautiful letter saying how grateful she was for his goodness and now she was finished and would be a lady for ever. But Jermyn was more interested in the rout to-night at Sir William Martin's. “You'll give me the first dance, Sally? I'm counting on it.”

          
“Oh … Mr Lovel always has that. He says it's correct. The second, Jermyn? May I have the second?”

          
Feeling the colour glowing in her face she was frightened. It must be wrong to be so glad Jermyn liked her, to find herself singing about the house for no reason, to want so often to kiss. Tiffany's dear roguish little face although knowing so well that Mr Lovel disapproved of demonstrations. It's just because Jermyn's kind and I'm so missing Darien, thought Sally, who was always running away from her head to confront her heart and then running back again.

          


          
“Very well. The second,” said Jermyn in a queer voice and going away so abruptly that she knew she must have offended him. But how could she help it, she thought, hearing the tears in her voice as she instructed her own immigrant maid about the dinner. She must think of hymns. “The Lord of Love my Shepherd is….” No, no; don't think of love, Sally. Think of the sauce for Mr Lovel's pudding….

        

        

          
IV

          

Since England, having descried a virgin upon the horizon, had sent out Hobson to mend that, New Zealand (thought Jermyn) had become any man's Moll, poor dear; with whites pushing in everywhere, to be pushed on by indignant chiefs, and all the English at tantivy among themselves, while keeping a more or less stout front against the natives. A tragic sweet bewildered country, this New Zealand … who should have been left to dream among her ancient murmuring trees, along her golden beaches, instead of becoming a stamping-ground for pirates.

          
Yet Official Bay, home of the gentry, had by now quite a sprinkling of fine houses among the fern and scrub, with the Bishop's palace and the Chief Justice's mansion down near the water-front—to stopper them all up from harm, said Jack O'Reilly, going down with Jermyn to the Chief Justice's rout through a windy night that set their cloaks a-blowing. Two gay young bucks, very lively in the hot night, sniffing delicately at wallflower and stocks standing in the garden to retrieve English minds from wild thoughts garnered among wild odours on the hills.

          
“Damn it, I 
am English,” said Jermyn as though just now he had been something else.

          
Now the gentlemen were hanging their cloaks like a black row of dreams in a side-room, hearing the brittle
              


              feminine twitter across the hall. How many of these fellows had (like O'Reilly) a wife in old England and made hay while the sun shone just the same?

          
And here they were shouldering into the long low room, so seductive in soft candle-light with the gleam of white arms and bosoms, the gloss of ringlets, the bright sharp colour of flowers, of scarves, the sly enticement of moving fans, the mysterious provocation of half-turned cheeks … in short, all the weapons of dear woman and be damned to her, thought impecunious officers, certain that they should not marry and equally certain that they would.

          
“The second is a quadrille,” said Jermyn, inspecting his programme. “But you'll give me a waltz too, Sally?”

          
Here was a Sally radiant in glimmering green and grey with a silver garland for the bright brown hair smoothly rolling away from white temples. Youth and better ease had triumphed over the weary slave of Kororareka. Jermyn, scribbling initials here and there, felt with a start how young Sally really was. He had never known the Sal-volatile that Darien had known…. But wasn't this she laughing her fresh little laugh at old Sir Winston Chard (damned raddled old dandy with his flowered waistcoat and yellow wig, a seasoned left-over from the Regency, ogling and bowing …); laughing at Jermyn, at everything, at nothing, for it was so wonderful of Jermyn to want all those dances though of course he couldn't have them.

          
“Two only, sir,” cried Sally, holding up slim white-gloved fingers as Peregrine (his eyes were still too close together) took her away. This is living, thought Sally, gyrating primly. Before her marriage she had been too young for parties, and at first in Auckland she had been too tied … and tired. But now … these last few months … her blood was running like a merry millstream. This, thought Sally, trying to keep step with Mr Lovel, is living.

          


          
From the wall Jermyn watched. A monstrous number of pretty girls to-night, but Sally shone among them like white fire. And at fifteen she had been married to long dark Peregrine who was stiffish even in his cups. God help her, thought Jermyn, feeling a sudden rage of pity that persisted even when he led her out for the quadrille.

          
But Sally was wanting no pity to-night. She wanted to romp, to sing; and the wave of her hand, the gay glance she flung him as she floated to centre with the ladies was assuredly Sal-volatile, corked up for so long and now disseminating a wild tingling essence, a stinging delight that would turn any man's head. “Tutti-tutti-tutti” went the regimental band, but Jermyn's heart was going faster. Something he did not understand was happening to him while he waited for her to come again. And when she came it was like Life itself advancing, lifting him from his petty days into some high and glorious realm untrod before, bringing benison in both small outstretched hands.

          
He did not refuse it. One does not refuse such rich gifts at their moment. Bowing, turning her, advancing, retreating, he saw all in a golden haze; saw her silver circlet a halo round her head, heard the band rattling through 
Fra Diavolo as a conqueror's paean. Still held by the enchantment he took her presently with her warm fragrance and shining eyes to the couch behind the fern-tree screen in a corner.

          
“Oh, I feel as if I had really caroused at last,” said Sally, sinking on the bright cushions and shutting her eyes with the sheer joy of it. She felt him bending over her; started, then met his look in a long gazing that passed for ever through the veils for them both. Gravely he stooped lower; then suddenly caught her close, meeting her parted lips with his.

          
Major Henry, twirling his moustachios, making a leg to the ladies, visiting like some errant bee whist-tables
              


              and supper-rooms, presently discerned the unmistakable legs of a man, the unmistakable shadowy skirts of Sally behind the ferns and backed off, muttering profanely.

          
So this was what she would be at, the minx, and no more than he might have expected since he had always considered Sally's morals too good to last. Major Henry (having had so much experience) instantly feared the worst, and his leathery cheeks reddened. No scandal allowed among Lovels, egad, and this cursed little town was a perfect witches' brew of scandal, with everyone pilloried in the papers for the pleasure of clubs and kettledrums. “Oh, my dear … so shocking! Have you heard …?” “He'll never call the fellow out. I wager that Peregrine Lovel….”

          
The Major could hear them at it, cap-lappets wagging and tea cooling; young bloods shouting with laughter, making their bets. Enraged for the first time at that generous licence which he so much enjoyed and aided, the Major anxiously patrolled the corner to keep invaders off and recalled the Maori proverb that all a man's troubles came from women and land. Good God, what a heritage that fool Adam had left his sons by his weak-kneed plea for a wife!

          
Behind the fern Jermyn sat with face hidden in his hands; but if Sally's face expressed what her heart felt he should have seen it shining through his fingers. So this was the interpretation of these last sweet months of secret joy, and now one deep kiss had declared the foolishness of secrets, the brevity of this little life of separation and pain. What were fifty or even sixty years of what Darien called virtuous promenade with Mr Lovel set against an eternity of bliss with Jermyn? Sally, who never saw life quite like other people (hadn't her first notion of the Annexation been England reaching out with a long toasting-fork?), flipped her fingers at sixty years.

          


          
God, who had been wavering behind the inchoate gods for so long, returned triumphantly. Only God himself could have so blessed her. That kiss (thought Sally, conscious for the first time that real kisses are spiritual and not fleshly) came out of the immortal things; things so perfect and so stupendous that the few little years of Now could never have compassed it. It would not be so compassed. Out of the bright regions of Eternity it had come to seal her to Jermyn for ever.

          
Mr Lovel (one knew quite well) was for Now; but with For Ever ahead she could wait, thought Sally, so used to waiting. It would not be long, she thought, already flying to it, hearing the angels blow their welcoming trumpets…. “Fifty … or even sixty years isn't so very long, Jermyn,” she ventured. “Not compared with For Ever.”

          
“What are you talking about?” He raised his face, so suddenly gone haggard that she must be very gentle.

          
“I'm sure God wouldn't mind that one kiss, dear. It was only to explain. We can wait now we know we shall have Eternity. You see, Mr Lovel and I could never find each other in Eternity because we have no love to guide us. But you and I … it will be like a star, won't it? We'll find each other at once….”

          
“I don't know what the devil you're talking about.”

          
A frightening Jermyn, this; staring out of fierce eyes with his face so blotched with red, his elegance in such strange disarray. Sally stood up, grateful to her legs for bearing her since she had rather feared they wouldn't.

          
“I … I think you had better take me back to the others. Please don't feel we've been very wrong, Jermyn. I think God just wanted us to understand. Now we can wait, you see.”

          
He was swaying slightly as he stood. A big fellow, Jermyn, now that he had filled out. Well-made, said Major Henry, approving his narrow Lovel hips and broad shoulders.

          


          
“You don't know much of men,” he said, very slowly. “For a married woman you don't know much of men.”

          
“I know you,” said Sally, feeling herself beginning to tremble.

          
“By God, you don't!” He gave a croak of a laugh, staring at her steadily with a bright flame in his eyes. Beyond the screen of leaves the band was reckless in a polka, languorous in a waltz. Light feet flew by, scattering jets of laughter, scraps of talk, perfume from roses, jasmine, lilies twined in gleaming floating hair. All so gay, thought Jermyn dazedly. All so gay … and here was a man for whom the solid ground had given way beneath his feet; an honest man who would not be honest any more.

          
“Hrumph,” coughed Major Henry, returning in a hurry as a couple approached the corner. “Sally! Are you there? Peregrine wants you,” he invented in a hurry. “Lost a button or something …” cried the Major to Sally coming out, fastening a glove with bent head. For Jermyn following he had only a “Good God!” of disgust. So he had put himself in all that fantique for Jermyn. “A pleasant evening, Major,” said Jermyn, going away.

          
“I have not found it so, sir,” snapped the Major, tucking Sally's hand under his arm and getting in a panic again to feel its trembling. She was looking … and Jermyn had looked … looked like…. And Jermyn was only a cousin of Peregrine's and a precious reckless fellow. And women were never any better than they should be. “For heaven's sake, don't sniff,” he said furiously, unaware that he was doing the sniffing. “I need a drink,” said Major Henry who usually did.

          
Getting ready for bed with Mr Lovel Sally still moved in the miracle. This bright revelation was yet too new to include the physical, and one man had already given her more than she wanted of that. Jermyn's kiss had been a pledge of something infinitely lovelier than marriage,
              


              and a woman needs a home for her heart as well as for her body. Much more, thought Sally, plaiting up the long brown ripples of her hair just as though everything had not a fairer colour, a sweeter sound … even Mr Lovel was a sweeter sound talking of Mrs Pinshon who had, it appeared, been particularly disagreeable tonight.

          
“An insufferable woman,” he said, poising the extinguisher above the candle, looking like an extinguished candle himself in his long nightshirt.

          
“She may get better when she's older,” suggested Sally, so sorry for a Mr Lovel who could be bothered by Mrs Pinshon.

          
“She will be worse,” said Mr Lovel, laying himself down like an oracle.

          
He slept, but Sally could not. The world seemed to have taken wings and flown right up to heaven. Heaven would be so full now, and she had always seen herself so lonely there. Darien and the children would (of course) have their own dear lovers and companions, but the best she had hoped for was to escape a Mr Lovel who would always be trying to improve the angels. Now she was rich. So rich that it was hard to lie still … hard to wait for those bounteous riches.

          
Oh, I'm afraid sixty years is going to be longer than I thought, whispered Sally, beginning to cry softly into her pillow.

        

        

          
V

          

Tiffany and Roddy (with sometimes Hemi and Eriti Fleete) had a private world where they trafficked gloriously with goats, giants, Maori tohungas, Queen Victoria, and a Chinese god called Pang out of a book of Major Henry's; and visits to Uncle John's farm were purgatory, thought Tiffany, because her world could never accompany her there. “Couldn't one of the boys
              


              go this time? It's so always me?” begged Tiffany, her warm-coloured little face so piteous under the bright curls that Sally was hard put to it to deliver Mr Lovel's dictum that as there were only girls at the farm it wouldn't be proper.

          
So Tiffany sighed (since parents always got the last word) and was presently tied into a clean checked sun-bonnet and bulging cotton pantalettes to accompany John, who had brought Belinda with him, to the farm in a bullock-dray.

          
John, quite the farmer now, would have enjoyed chewing a straw only he rather feared the child Linda, who always gave him away to Caroline.

          
So he chewed instead the proposition just advanced to him by Peregrine and felt humbly grateful. Old Peregrine was the man to make money. John, dang it, never would. Even those steers from which he had hoped so much had sold badly, the monthly market being overstocked. Must go in more for Clydesdales, as Peregrine advises. Army needs 'em, thought John, pushing back his wide cabbage-tree hat to glance at Belinda (all gloves, bonnet, and propriety) prim on the seat beside him.

          
Five girls to find husbands and dowries for, as Caroline was always reminding him. Five dull little pieces like Linda, thought John, turning with relief to ardent Tiffany with bonnet flying, weaving her own secret games of magic round the bullocks lurching up between wastes of burned blackened timber, lurching down to squelch through creeks of emerald mosses in woody dells. “Don't you want to run with Tiffy, Linda?” he asked.

          
“It is not genteel, papa,” answered Linda, putting papa in his place. John, stimulated by town, nearly pitched her out by the nape of her prim neck and the tail of her stiffened skirts. But where was the use? She would only get him into a row with Caroline, who was so full of rows already. Strive not, thou earthen pot, to break the wall. Somewhere he had read that and 
re-
                


                membered because, dang it, he was the earthen pot, producing no more than a superfluity of lesser pots.

          
Tiffany, wooing bush robins, coteries of tiny wrens, swinging in supple-jack loops with a bellbird ringing its chime for her, came at length to lie in dusty hay in the dray bottom and let the bush come round her in the gloaming which would so soon be dark. The bush had tremendous voices for Tiffany lying in the hay.

          
I was here first, the bush said, crowding close with its monstrous totaras and matais and kahikateas going straight up into the sky like dark towers laddered with vines where one could climb to heaven. I've been here 
always. I remember the sun when it was a baby and all the stars being born, and I don't like the white folk, said the bush, peering with ghostly eyes through the thick leaves.

          
It gave Tiffany a kind of muddy feeling to come from that vast sweet murmuring freshness outside into the stuffy ill-lit passage with red Aunt Caroline (in soiled apron and hung all over with chains and lockets) pecking her cheek and all the pale pig-tailed cousins in a row being shocked at the torn edging on her pantalettes.

          
“You are late, Sir John,” said Caroline. “But of course you never think of me.”

          
“Peregrine kept me. A suggestion, my dear. I'll lay a tenner you'll like it,” said John, trying to be cheery and kissing everyone.

          
“Pray where would I come by tenners … nor you neither?” retorted Caroline. Since John insisted that they should live in the bush he need never think she liked it. “I suppose you didn't bring me a maid? Even the dullest immigrant knows better than to bury herself in the bush, and I must say I never expected——”

          
“Is dinner ready? Girls, take Tiffany to wash her hands,” said John, curtly. Thank heaven he'd be rid of them soon. For all his faults Peregrine was a good brother.

          
Tiffany washed in a cracked basin, surrounded by little
              


              cousins twittering at her and Linda for news. Linda had information about lace fichus and a new pattern for quilting petticoats, and then they were all asking:

          
“What presents have you brought us, Tiffany?”

          
“Books,” murmured Tiffany, despairing. Presents, suggested by mamma, were always chosen by papa, who couldn't be told that books were considered an insult at the farm. This time it was 
Sanford and Merton and 
The Pilgrim's Progress in drab bindings. Linda and Sophia (being old enough to have absorbed gentility) said nothing; but Emily and Maria and Baby Lucilla burst into loud sobs.

          
“Oh, I did want a pair of button shoes….” “Oh, I did want a doll….” “Why don't you never bring us something pretty?”

          
Sophia said spitefully: “Well, you've got to do lessons with us every day you're here. Mamma says so. And you don't know as many hymns as I do.”

          
In the other room John was saying: “I have a proposition from Peregrine for you, my dear.”

          
“What does he expect to make out of it?” demanded Caroline, stooping over the big colonial fireplace where two camp-ovens and a black kettle hung on hooks. She handled the ovens with gloves … which she didn't use in conversation, thought John, explaining that now labour was so cheap Peregrine was building a house on his second section in Official Bay…. “He may sell it later, but in the meantime he offers it to you and the girls. I shall stay at the farm.”

          
“Wants an unpaid caretaker, does he? I won't go without a servant.” But Caroline's heart was leaping. Once she got into that house it would take more than Peregrine to get her out. “When will it be ready?” she asked….

          
Governesses had brought Tiffany as far as compound addition, and from the books she read at Major Henry's she knew all about Gulliver, Buddha, and other interesting gentlemen. But under Aunt Caroline all the children
              


              wrote “Be good and you will be happy” in sand-boxes and did addition on their fingers. “How else can you be certain? I won't have you guessing,” said Aunt Caroline, black and upright as a ruler.

          
“But I always guess right,” pleaded Tiffany, pushing up her bronze curls. “And I'm scarcely ever happy when I'm good.” Then she upset her sand-box, and Emily giggled until Caroline boxed her ears, since Tiffany was privileged until they got into the new house. Emily shrieked, and Sophia (so temperamental) began to cry. “Jerusalem, my happy home,” she wailed. But Caroline had no patience with happy homes, and Linda was more than usually complaining when they went to bed.

          
“Papa has no notion of progress or we'd live in town too. I vow it is quite shocking for Lady Lovel and the Misses Lovel to be on a farm like immigrants. For of course we are more ladies than you,” said round-eyed Linda, rubbing buttermilk right down her neck as a proof of gentility.

          
“He's breeding stud cattle that'll help the country more than anything,” declared Tiffany, very stout for Uncle John.

          
“Breeding! La, how coarse you are. That comes from associating with Maoris. Do come to bed, Tiffy. I detest being cold in bed. I wish I were old enough to be married and have someone to warm my toes on every night.”

          
Tiffany came reluctantly. Buttermilk smelt, and Linda would cuddle so.

          
“I'm glad I sleep alone,” she said dreamily. “I like lying straight and rather cold and pretending I'm out under the stars with the fern rustling all round and just one little morepork owl calling back in the bush.”

          
“La! What horrid notions you do have. I don't think they're quite respectable,” said Linda, cuddling her plump little body in close.
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Abrupt occurrences go along with pioneering, and visions long mellowed by gestation have a habit of finally confronting their parents with horrid fact. Facts in Auckland, where Lovels and other refugees spent many months dividing and reuniting like protoplasm in the small houses of harried ladies short of everything but kindness, became actually coarse, presenting less privacy and considerably more complications than the Beach.

          
Caroline was the first to achieve a house of her own, since the whole community lent a hand there, and (although it could never be described to ladies in England) it possessed the supreme merit of raising its four rooms and gabled attic in Official Bay, exclusive home of the gentry.

          
“Of course everyone will call on Lady Lovel and I always think it so right to be prepared,” said Caroline, putting on her best lemon kid gloves and sitting in state for callers as soon as she had a chair to sit on. Sally and her family floated longer, to be compensated by a fine new house which Peregrine imported from Sydney in sections and thus turned Caroline purple with envious anger. He filled all its ample spaces with Brussels carpets, long mirrors and tall carved chairs that (having been for so long interred in packing-cases) looked at each other with an air of never having met before.

          
“It was kind of John to let Peregrine have some of our family portraits, Sally,” said Caroline, inspecting gold-framed ancestors on pale blue garlanded wall-paper. “I always think he is too kind. Such a pity your walls are not in the fashionable red flock. All my principal rooms
            


            are papered in flock.” Indeed, Caroline was finding it very hard to be civil to Sally; and when Peregrine called his house Lovel Hall, for a whole month she did not try to be.

          
Sally had other troubles besides Caroline. There were the children always being Maoris in kitchen mats out in the back yard and trying to tattoo each other with oyster-shells, until Peregrine discovered that Kororareka had not been burned down a moment too soon and brought governess ladies to supervise the making of pothooks and hangers with sharp sticks in boxes of damp sand—paper being far too valuable for children.

          
But these ladies came and went in an agitated cloud since the boys, they said delicately, were too experimental. Yet sticking pins in ladies' legs and putting dead mice in their chairs was not experiment. The boys knew what would happen. And it always did, even to the thrashings which Mr Lovel (who prided himself on his justice) daily administered to all his offspring. For if you cannot whip children into the right path how in the world can you expect them to get there?

          
Then there was Darien. Since Auckland, being entirely military and respectable, did not suffer young ladies to walk abroad unattended Darien at once put on her new green bonnet (with a little white tulle frill inside) and set out to teach Auckland the worth of that convention.

          
“Am I a stalking pestilence?” she demanded, looking so delightful with her masses of auburn ringlets and the delicious pinks-and-whites of her provocative charming face with its firm little chin that Sally almost went on her knees with pleadings.

          
“Indeed, darling, you are too handsome … and it is not proper. With a gentleman….”

          
“Where am I to get the gentleman if I don't go look for him, you owl?” demanded Darien, feeling that Sally was not all a sister might expect. With no Graham boys, and with Jermyn and all the other handsome young bucks
            


            gone to Heke's war or to Wellington, where other Maoris were becoming very lively, Auckland, like Sally, was not at all what one might expect either. Darien felt herself wasted; and, since Major Henry had now told her all about Lady Hamilton, where was the use of being like her if Darien couldn't find a Nelson? And Auckland was a horrid nasty little town, no better than a puling infant for all its airs.

          
Desirable as the dawn and stepping like Atalanta in pantalettes, Darien went through the muddle of manuka, flax-bushes, tree-ferns, and tall trees careering over hills and up and down gullies where small houses sat on their haunches here and there like lost dogs. Britomart Hill had the barracks … and also a high wall which not even an active girl could climb. But there was still Commercial Bay, sacred to the gentlemen and business.

          
All kinds of flotsam in these steep little narrow streets where nobody appeared to know that all the Lovel connection was Quality and to be respected as such. Draggled women snatched away Darien's shawl, tucking it under their rags. Drunken sailors tried to snatch a kiss. Bullockdrays bumping over rocks and stones had drivers who said things that surprised even her. In Shortland Street with its rickety little shops shawled ladies on the arms of top-hatted gentlemen glanced at her and looked away. Gentlemen looked too long. She felt uneasily conscious that she might be a pestilence after all.

          
Indeed, New Zealand's capital was stiff with military etiquette; well-schooled ladies rarely emitted a squeak when being helped across puddles and tussocks or even when negotiating the highly alarming foot-bridges spanning the Rivulet galloping down steep Queen Street to the muddy foreshore. Dangers, pigs, dogs, goats, smells, sweating men wheeling unsavoury barrows, all were superbly ignored … but never so completely as a girl walking alone … the brazen huzzy!

          
Peregrine, coming off the little wharf where Corny,
            


            Flower, and other enterprising traders had walked their little offices out on stilts to invite deliberating ships, saw a young girl in a green bonnet outside the Queen's Head tavern with a crowd of Maori lumpers and grinning sailors in flat glazed hats about her. For a minute he couldn't believe his eyes, and when he did he couldn't trust his tongue. Silently he tucked Darien's arm under his and took her home, guarding his breath till the door was shut.

          
Darien (who, for the first time in her life had suspected herself frightened) knew it now. One don't mind being called indecent. Peregrine would have called Lady Hamilton that. But one does mind being told that one will be cut by the whole town … especially with a weeping Sally to corroborate it. Never to be asked to routs or balls or kettledrums. Never a chance to catch a beautiful young buck…. “Oh, what a horrid wicked town,” cried Darien. “I know it will make me wicked too.”

          
Peregrine intimated that she was that already and went off in a stew to consult Major Henry. The Major guffawed. “The damned spirited little baggage! Do the right thing by her, boy, and in a few years she'll be the talk of the town.”

          
“She is that now,” said Peregrine, very icy.

          
“Not she! No one knows her … a chit in half-mast frocks and pantalettes. Seclude her. Seclude her until she gets sense and I'll wager she does us all credit.”

          
Peregrine remarked that one might as easily seclude a hurricane. He was really upset and his hair looked as though Darien had grabbed it. The Major considered. “She must be schooled. There's a Mrs Williams … Symposium for Young Ladies … just opened up Karangahape Road. Strict as the doose, I fancy, but with all the elegancies. Send her there.”

          
“I—ah—she might refuse to go.”

          
The Major nearly whistled. By the Lord Harry, the young miss had got even the great Peregrine shaky.
            


            “Let me talk to her,” he said, scenting a pleasurable interview.

          
Darien, her nose swollen with furious weeping, received her first balm when the Major winked at her over his high gill-collar.

          
“Well, young lady, you've scandalized us all and if I were a bit younger, damn it, I'd marry you myself.”

          
“You can,” said Darien eagerly. Hadn't some stuffy Sir William been the way to Lord Nelson?

          
“Er …” The Major sat down with a moment's pity for Mrs Williams. “No, no, my dear; you have better than that ahead if you'll only listen to me.”

          
It was a terrible listening and she cried until one could have wrung out both her handkerchief and the Major's. But thank the Lord for her sense of drama, her motherwit. Seclusion for a year or so; absorbing all the graces, the subtleties of a young lady—and then to burst on the town, bring it to her feet…. “By the Lord Harry, my dear, you can do it if ever a girl could. But you must sharpen your weapons. Sharpen your weapons.”

          
“The horrid place will be bigger then? More military?”

          
“Lord, yes. It will be….” To get Darien into her nunnery was there anything he wouldn't promise? Swarms of pomatumed young bucks breathing adoration, breathing slaughter against their kind … you couldn't lay the butter on too thick for such an infernal young egotist as Darien….“And for heaven's sake learn how to use your hands. A fan would be no better than a warming-pan to you now. Egad, I've seen ladies….”

          
The Major enlarged, went away inflating his chest. Gad, who said he had forgotten how to handle the Sex? Good wine must be matured, and there was good red wine here. The girl would go to her penance like a young knight into battle. “I fancy,” murmured the Major, “that I had better see Mrs Williams myself.” Women, even the best of 'em, were only good when they had no
            


            chance to be otherwise … and who could blame the dear creatures since they had so few chances?
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Where Peregrine did not find chances he made them, thought Jermyn, witnessing on one of his flying visits from Wellington and Sydney Peregrine's conquest or little blue Mechanic's Bay, already so full of shipbuilders that it couldn't abide another. But Peregrine bought out one builder, ruined a second, went partners with a third (hadn't Jermyn told the Major that our Peregrine had a Quality?) and settled down to brisk and elegant competition with Niccol, Graham, and other established kings of the sea. Soon there was a lovely clipper on his stocks, and rafts of brown kauri-logs lying offshore, while many of the thirty-foot, sharp-pointed whaling-boats, painted the same pale blue as the sea, came from the yard of Lovel & Brackley.

          
Auckland was far too full of laws, taxes, and Little Committees, declared Peregrine, getting on most of the committees at once to keep them in order. Now he was on the Harbour Board too, said Major Henry, marvelling; but Jermyn (who looked so much older and handsomer, with those little side-whiskers a darker golden-brown than his hair) shrugged, remarking that it was Peregrine's Jovian certainty that did it. “He could always bamboozle folk. And he is such a perfect gentleman,” said Jermyn.

          
Major Henry (who bragged about Peregrine now that he was providing such good pickings for all) did not care for Jermyn's tone and said so. But Jermyn laughed, going up the hill to call on Sally, whom he hadn't seen for a month of Sundays. Yet, curiously, she had hovered in his mind like an elusive fragrance ever since he had last seen her.

          
For all his light handling of life the unease of a 
rest-
                


                less boy had only developed the greater unease of the matured man in Jermyn. Sydney with its charming young ladies and its friendly newspaper offices was not enough for him. Nor was the bush enough, so lovely and so darkly terrible with its ancientry of vast trees making wizard patterns of the stars, its subtle scents and shadows turning to poetry in a man's soul. Nor camp-fire talk and ribaldry, nor the joy that comes of good stuff written under stress and sweat and acclaimed by one's fellow-men. All Dead Sea apples, thought Jermyn, luxuriating in a young man's disillusions.

          
Supremely self-centred as Darien, whose incarceration he had heard of with shouts of laughter, Jermyn opened Mr Peregrine Lovel's handsome gate and went up between sweetpeas and roses (the witching ladies) to sit with Sally in a dim-lit room. Witchery here too in the delicate dimness; a remoteness about Sally with her bent brown head by the candle, her pale hands busy in some dark work, the vague flower-like spread of her lavender gown. Sally might any moment rise like a spirit and float away, he felt, trying to nail her to earth with talk of things … any things. Even as a weary work-hunted little grub up at Kororareka there had been a queer stability in Sally, and now he wanted stability more than anything else. And what were women for if not to give to men what they desired?

          
Sally wouldn't know the Beach now, he told her. Since men had reconstructed it and called it Russell it would never be a randy girl again. And Heke, a royal rebel still, sat defeated in his pa.

          
“No more hakas in the north now, Sally. The English have spoiled all those wild war-dances there. You remember the hakas on the hills?” In silence she remembered that strange night of shadowy faces, riding knights, and the inchoate gods behind them all: gods who came again and again to trouble her waking dreams…. But Jermyn must tell her of himself; of his successes, and
              


              presently he was talking with a colour and flow of words so different from Mr Lovel's precise sentences that she could have laughed for joy. Yet one must not laugh at this dear eager Jermyn with the tawny reflections from his coat bringing such lights into the brown eyes, with his masculine ways (so different from Mr Lovel's) making her feel so different too.

          
“You've made me feel so young. Isn't it funny?” she cried, dimpling. And then, with the Major's old-fashioned gallantry, he stooped and kissed her hand. A strange troubling charm in this artless Sally, he thought, going up to the barracks, where young officers made him very welcome and told him all the scandal of the town.

          
Jermyn could talk scandal too, since it was la mode. They drank milk-punch by the gallon until dawn, when those who were able put those who were not under the pump. Jermyn, having been under the pump, was cursed by Major Henry when he got home. “Good God, boy! You're a Lovel and can't hold your liquor,” cried the Major, wishing he'd been there to show them.

          
Jermyn had news. The barracks said gun-running was rife in the midlands. So Peregrine hadn't scotched it. Yet the little wars were valuable deterrents to an England clamouring to send convicts, although one allowed that the wars were a shocking nuisance to those who wanted to get on with developing the country….

          
To Nick Flower it was all grist to his mill of grinding down gentlemen who wouldn't recognize him as one, so that he never forgot his bar sinster nor the heirloom ring on Peregrine Lovel's finger. Grimly he was working for money (since money buys everything); smuggling guns from as far off as New York, taking up the I.O.U.'s of gay young rips until Auckland would have been enchanted by a peep into the locked safe in his office. Money had bought him into gentlemen's clubs, though not into their houses. But that would come, he thought, passing Mrs Williams' young Amazons on the hills with their 
riding-
                


                master, collecting whole bouquets of soft glances from innocent misses fluttered by so large and personable a man.

          
“Like a Viking. Who can he be?” sighed Emma Stokes afterward, turning her eyes romantically to the ceiling. Darien sat on a bed, contemplating her feet. It was not for these fools to know that Nick Flower had shod them thrice. She was the Symposium's model young lady now, and making as good capital out of that as she had out of the Beach. Now she rose silently, and began practising her curtsy, so innocently unconscious of the bright chattering parterre of maidens that she tricked them all. Indeed, if it hadn't been for this constant game of trickery she would have kicked the dust of the damned place from her shoes in a week.

          
But I am making myself flawless for Jermyn, thought Darien, who was not her father's daughter for nothing and had to have a motive to live up to. So she rose and sank like a buoyant wave; stood flushed and sweet as a daisy before the battery of admiring eyes.

          
“Oh, my loveliest, what would I give to curtsy like you,” gushed Sarah Wells, all emotion. “I vow the Queen isn't so graceful.”

          
“It's only her long legs,” said Elvira Carson, being short and fat. Darien blushed modestly at the mention of legs, and began doing such things with a fan (though only the mirror at Lovel Hall knew what she could do when no one was about) that the young ladies sighed enviously and went to practising themselves, quite unknowing that in the matrimonial race so soon to begin they would all be her enemies.

          
Darien knew. She would have Jermyn, and she would have all the others whom Major Henry had promised … and deserved them too after all those loathsome hours of elegant conversation, of curtsying until her legs ached, lying strapped on backboards, managing her skirts (foul work now that five petticoats were de rigueur and
              


              the flannel and the quilted satin ones so heavy), learning how to faint like a lady….

          
“All females faint,” said high-nosed Mrs Williams (who knew her world), intimating further that in order to touch eligible and experienced male hearts it was quite necessary 
not to do it like a charwoman. In spite of daily tightening of staylaces Darien found fainting difficult and quite revolting … since how could you know what gentlemen were feeling if you had to keep your eyes shut?

          
“I do my best,” she told Sally, coming meekly home for week-ends. “But there is a vast deal to learn and mathematics make me feel so humble.”

          
To Sally a humble Darien constantly vanishing from visitors was so unnatural that she fell on tears and proclaimed the matter tragic. “With all your high spirits and gaiety, to lose them so! My poor, poor darling….”

          
But Sally was far too simple to be trusted. It was better to say gently that she supposed she was growing wiser, and slip away like gleaming water to become wiser yet by a little quiet practice on Roddy and Brian, who fought each other daily for her smiles and received more whippings than ever.

          
The two boys rode over the hill to school now, which at least had the virtue of shortening morning prayers; but Tiffany still endured life in an anguish of starched sun-bonnets, lessons, and rules for every hour of the day. Daughters, although negligible in a man's scheme of values, did exist and therefore must be disciplined as much as wives, thought Peregrine, trying to do his best by them all, even though he was so occupied with a troubled world where governors never knew what would happen next and the Colonial Office was trying to make it happen all the time.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Promenade

III



          
III

          

Governor Grey (governors fell like leaves in the early
              


              days of the colony and New Zealand had disposed of three in a short eight years) was, as everyone agreed, a stiff stick and icily indifferent to blandishments. Auckland had still too many taxes, too many women, and certainly too much Governor Grey, who thought himself the whole British Constitution and was much ridiculed by Jermyn in the thin little 
Chronicle, which now appeared twice weekly. Jermyn (who had come back to stay until he tired of it and found telling his ambitions to Sally continually more enjoyable) asserted that Grey, very tightly buttoned into black frock coat and very loosely slid into large trousers of a pale check, was intended by Providence to be ridiculed.

          
“I shall call this the Petticoat Government,” said Jermyn. And did, although Peregrine's Jovian calm broke for once, and he swore quite lustily at Jermyn for embroiling him with the Governor just as England discovered that the Waitangi Treaty was very far from being what it ought and began hastily dividing the country into New Ulster and New Munster (which didn't suggest peace), and dowering it with provincial assemblies, legislative councils and what not, all tangled in a vague host of strings for a proper man to pull to his advantage.

          
For a bet Jermyn lampooned Grey as a monthly nurse feeding a rebellious New Zealand out of a rum-bottle and stuck it up on the prison door in Victoria Street just above the stocks. And then, leaving Peregrine quite speechless, he settled his tall hat at a jaunty cock and went over to Official Bay to tell Sally about it.

          
Caroline (Nature's spoil-sport) was there, looking as though she had been dragged backward through a briar-patch. A shockingly demoralized Lady Lovel since John had taken himself, his Herefords, and his family off into the bush twelve miles away. Nemesis herself might have pitied Caroline (who had come in by bullock-dray to have a tooth out), sitting in rumpled crimson skirts and
              


              a draggled bonnet, complaining: “Sir John is quite impossible. He never thinks of me.”

          
Difficult to help it when there's so much of her, thought Jermyn. (Gad, how delicious Sally looked with that white soft fichu and that delicate bloom in her cheeks.) But he was sorry for Caroline's girls. Four … or was it six of 'em, whom, it appeared, she was developing so uprightly that there was danger of their falling backward.

          
“I give them daily tuition and two Collects on Sundays. With no help but a vulgar immigrant woman I can do no more,” declared Caroline, pulling on tight gloves of purple kid with a vast sigh. “I always say Peregrine must have been born with a silver tablespoon in his mouth while Sir John got a saltspoon. Goodbye, Sally. You can send Tiffany out with Sir John if you like and I'll bring her back when I come for the Governor's ball. I hope she knows her Collects well?”

          
At the Governor's ball, said Sally, dimpling and eager when Caroline was gone, Darien would come out. She had written Mr Lovel the most beautiful letter saying how grateful she was for his goodness and now she was finished and would be a lady for ever. But Jermyn was more interested in the rout to-night at Sir William Martin's. “You'll give me the first dance, Sally? I'm counting on it.”

          
“Oh … Mr Lovel always has that. He says it's correct. The second, Jermyn? May I have the second?”

          
Feeling the colour glowing in her face she was frightened. It must be wrong to be so glad Jermyn liked her, to find herself singing about the house for no reason, to want so often to kiss. Tiffany's dear roguish little face although knowing so well that Mr Lovel disapproved of demonstrations. It's just because Jermyn's kind and I'm so missing Darien, thought Sally, who was always running away from her head to confront her heart and then running back again.

          


          
“Very well. The second,” said Jermyn in a queer voice and going away so abruptly that she knew she must have offended him. But how could she help it, she thought, hearing the tears in her voice as she instructed her own immigrant maid about the dinner. She must think of hymns. “The Lord of Love my Shepherd is….” No, no; don't think of love, Sally. Think of the sauce for Mr Lovel's pudding….
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Since England, having descried a virgin upon the horizon, had sent out Hobson to mend that, New Zealand (thought Jermyn) had become any man's Moll, poor dear; with whites pushing in everywhere, to be pushed on by indignant chiefs, and all the English at tantivy among themselves, while keeping a more or less stout front against the natives. A tragic sweet bewildered country, this New Zealand … who should have been left to dream among her ancient murmuring trees, along her golden beaches, instead of becoming a stamping-ground for pirates.

          
Yet Official Bay, home of the gentry, had by now quite a sprinkling of fine houses among the fern and scrub, with the Bishop's palace and the Chief Justice's mansion down near the water-front—to stopper them all up from harm, said Jack O'Reilly, going down with Jermyn to the Chief Justice's rout through a windy night that set their cloaks a-blowing. Two gay young bucks, very lively in the hot night, sniffing delicately at wallflower and stocks standing in the garden to retrieve English minds from wild thoughts garnered among wild odours on the hills.

          
“Damn it, I 
am English,” said Jermyn as though just now he had been something else.

          
Now the gentlemen were hanging their cloaks like a black row of dreams in a side-room, hearing the brittle
              


              feminine twitter across the hall. How many of these fellows had (like O'Reilly) a wife in old England and made hay while the sun shone just the same?

          
And here they were shouldering into the long low room, so seductive in soft candle-light with the gleam of white arms and bosoms, the gloss of ringlets, the bright sharp colour of flowers, of scarves, the sly enticement of moving fans, the mysterious provocation of half-turned cheeks … in short, all the weapons of dear woman and be damned to her, thought impecunious officers, certain that they should not marry and equally certain that they would.

          
“The second is a quadrille,” said Jermyn, inspecting his programme. “But you'll give me a waltz too, Sally?”

          
Here was a Sally radiant in glimmering green and grey with a silver garland for the bright brown hair smoothly rolling away from white temples. Youth and better ease had triumphed over the weary slave of Kororareka. Jermyn, scribbling initials here and there, felt with a start how young Sally really was. He had never known the Sal-volatile that Darien had known…. But wasn't this she laughing her fresh little laugh at old Sir Winston Chard (damned raddled old dandy with his flowered waistcoat and yellow wig, a seasoned left-over from the Regency, ogling and bowing …); laughing at Jermyn, at everything, at nothing, for it was so wonderful of Jermyn to want all those dances though of course he couldn't have them.

          
“Two only, sir,” cried Sally, holding up slim white-gloved fingers as Peregrine (his eyes were still too close together) took her away. This is living, thought Sally, gyrating primly. Before her marriage she had been too young for parties, and at first in Auckland she had been too tied … and tired. But now … these last few months … her blood was running like a merry millstream. This, thought Sally, trying to keep step with Mr Lovel, is living.

          


          
From the wall Jermyn watched. A monstrous number of pretty girls to-night, but Sally shone among them like white fire. And at fifteen she had been married to long dark Peregrine who was stiffish even in his cups. God help her, thought Jermyn, feeling a sudden rage of pity that persisted even when he led her out for the quadrille.

          
But Sally was wanting no pity to-night. She wanted to romp, to sing; and the wave of her hand, the gay glance she flung him as she floated to centre with the ladies was assuredly Sal-volatile, corked up for so long and now disseminating a wild tingling essence, a stinging delight that would turn any man's head. “Tutti-tutti-tutti” went the regimental band, but Jermyn's heart was going faster. Something he did not understand was happening to him while he waited for her to come again. And when she came it was like Life itself advancing, lifting him from his petty days into some high and glorious realm untrod before, bringing benison in both small outstretched hands.

          
He did not refuse it. One does not refuse such rich gifts at their moment. Bowing, turning her, advancing, retreating, he saw all in a golden haze; saw her silver circlet a halo round her head, heard the band rattling through 
Fra Diavolo as a conqueror's paean. Still held by the enchantment he took her presently with her warm fragrance and shining eyes to the couch behind the fern-tree screen in a corner.

          
“Oh, I feel as if I had really caroused at last,” said Sally, sinking on the bright cushions and shutting her eyes with the sheer joy of it. She felt him bending over her; started, then met his look in a long gazing that passed for ever through the veils for them both. Gravely he stooped lower; then suddenly caught her close, meeting her parted lips with his.

          
Major Henry, twirling his moustachios, making a leg to the ladies, visiting like some errant bee whist-tables
              


              and supper-rooms, presently discerned the unmistakable legs of a man, the unmistakable shadowy skirts of Sally behind the ferns and backed off, muttering profanely.

          
So this was what she would be at, the minx, and no more than he might have expected since he had always considered Sally's morals too good to last. Major Henry (having had so much experience) instantly feared the worst, and his leathery cheeks reddened. No scandal allowed among Lovels, egad, and this cursed little town was a perfect witches' brew of scandal, with everyone pilloried in the papers for the pleasure of clubs and kettledrums. “Oh, my dear … so shocking! Have you heard …?” “He'll never call the fellow out. I wager that Peregrine Lovel….”

          
The Major could hear them at it, cap-lappets wagging and tea cooling; young bloods shouting with laughter, making their bets. Enraged for the first time at that generous licence which he so much enjoyed and aided, the Major anxiously patrolled the corner to keep invaders off and recalled the Maori proverb that all a man's troubles came from women and land. Good God, what a heritage that fool Adam had left his sons by his weak-kneed plea for a wife!

          
Behind the fern Jermyn sat with face hidden in his hands; but if Sally's face expressed what her heart felt he should have seen it shining through his fingers. So this was the interpretation of these last sweet months of secret joy, and now one deep kiss had declared the foolishness of secrets, the brevity of this little life of separation and pain. What were fifty or even sixty years of what Darien called virtuous promenade with Mr Lovel set against an eternity of bliss with Jermyn? Sally, who never saw life quite like other people (hadn't her first notion of the Annexation been England reaching out with a long toasting-fork?), flipped her fingers at sixty years.

          


          
God, who had been wavering behind the inchoate gods for so long, returned triumphantly. Only God himself could have so blessed her. That kiss (thought Sally, conscious for the first time that real kisses are spiritual and not fleshly) came out of the immortal things; things so perfect and so stupendous that the few little years of Now could never have compassed it. It would not be so compassed. Out of the bright regions of Eternity it had come to seal her to Jermyn for ever.

          
Mr Lovel (one knew quite well) was for Now; but with For Ever ahead she could wait, thought Sally, so used to waiting. It would not be long, she thought, already flying to it, hearing the angels blow their welcoming trumpets…. “Fifty … or even sixty years isn't so very long, Jermyn,” she ventured. “Not compared with For Ever.”

          
“What are you talking about?” He raised his face, so suddenly gone haggard that she must be very gentle.

          
“I'm sure God wouldn't mind that one kiss, dear. It was only to explain. We can wait now we know we shall have Eternity. You see, Mr Lovel and I could never find each other in Eternity because we have no love to guide us. But you and I … it will be like a star, won't it? We'll find each other at once….”

          
“I don't know what the devil you're talking about.”

          
A frightening Jermyn, this; staring out of fierce eyes with his face so blotched with red, his elegance in such strange disarray. Sally stood up, grateful to her legs for bearing her since she had rather feared they wouldn't.

          
“I … I think you had better take me back to the others. Please don't feel we've been very wrong, Jermyn. I think God just wanted us to understand. Now we can wait, you see.”

          
He was swaying slightly as he stood. A big fellow, Jermyn, now that he had filled out. Well-made, said Major Henry, approving his narrow Lovel hips and broad shoulders.

          


          
“You don't know much of men,” he said, very slowly. “For a married woman you don't know much of men.”

          
“I know you,” said Sally, feeling herself beginning to tremble.

          
“By God, you don't!” He gave a croak of a laugh, staring at her steadily with a bright flame in his eyes. Beyond the screen of leaves the band was reckless in a polka, languorous in a waltz. Light feet flew by, scattering jets of laughter, scraps of talk, perfume from roses, jasmine, lilies twined in gleaming floating hair. All so gay, thought Jermyn dazedly. All so gay … and here was a man for whom the solid ground had given way beneath his feet; an honest man who would not be honest any more.

          
“Hrumph,” coughed Major Henry, returning in a hurry as a couple approached the corner. “Sally! Are you there? Peregrine wants you,” he invented in a hurry. “Lost a button or something …” cried the Major to Sally coming out, fastening a glove with bent head. For Jermyn following he had only a “Good God!” of disgust. So he had put himself in all that fantique for Jermyn. “A pleasant evening, Major,” said Jermyn, going away.

          
“I have not found it so, sir,” snapped the Major, tucking Sally's hand under his arm and getting in a panic again to feel its trembling. She was looking … and Jermyn had looked … looked like…. And Jermyn was only a cousin of Peregrine's and a precious reckless fellow. And women were never any better than they should be. “For heaven's sake, don't sniff,” he said furiously, unaware that he was doing the sniffing. “I need a drink,” said Major Henry who usually did.

          
Getting ready for bed with Mr Lovel Sally still moved in the miracle. This bright revelation was yet too new to include the physical, and one man had already given her more than she wanted of that. Jermyn's kiss had been a pledge of something infinitely lovelier than marriage,
              


              and a woman needs a home for her heart as well as for her body. Much more, thought Sally, plaiting up the long brown ripples of her hair just as though everything had not a fairer colour, a sweeter sound … even Mr Lovel was a sweeter sound talking of Mrs Pinshon who had, it appeared, been particularly disagreeable tonight.

          
“An insufferable woman,” he said, poising the extinguisher above the candle, looking like an extinguished candle himself in his long nightshirt.

          
“She may get better when she's older,” suggested Sally, so sorry for a Mr Lovel who could be bothered by Mrs Pinshon.

          
“She will be worse,” said Mr Lovel, laying himself down like an oracle.

          
He slept, but Sally could not. The world seemed to have taken wings and flown right up to heaven. Heaven would be so full now, and she had always seen herself so lonely there. Darien and the children would (of course) have their own dear lovers and companions, but the best she had hoped for was to escape a Mr Lovel who would always be trying to improve the angels. Now she was rich. So rich that it was hard to lie still … hard to wait for those bounteous riches.

          
Oh, I'm afraid sixty years is going to be longer than I thought, whispered Sally, beginning to cry softly into her pillow.
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Tiffany and Roddy (with sometimes Hemi and Eriti Fleete) had a private world where they trafficked gloriously with goats, giants, Maori tohungas, Queen Victoria, and a Chinese god called Pang out of a book of Major Henry's; and visits to Uncle John's farm were purgatory, thought Tiffany, because her world could never accompany her there. “Couldn't one of the boys
              


              go this time? It's so always me?” begged Tiffany, her warm-coloured little face so piteous under the bright curls that Sally was hard put to it to deliver Mr Lovel's dictum that as there were only girls at the farm it wouldn't be proper.

          
So Tiffany sighed (since parents always got the last word) and was presently tied into a clean checked sun-bonnet and bulging cotton pantalettes to accompany John, who had brought Belinda with him, to the farm in a bullock-dray.

          
John, quite the farmer now, would have enjoyed chewing a straw only he rather feared the child Linda, who always gave him away to Caroline.

          
So he chewed instead the proposition just advanced to him by Peregrine and felt humbly grateful. Old Peregrine was the man to make money. John, dang it, never would. Even those steers from which he had hoped so much had sold badly, the monthly market being overstocked. Must go in more for Clydesdales, as Peregrine advises. Army needs 'em, thought John, pushing back his wide cabbage-tree hat to glance at Belinda (all gloves, bonnet, and propriety) prim on the seat beside him.

          
Five girls to find husbands and dowries for, as Caroline was always reminding him. Five dull little pieces like Linda, thought John, turning with relief to ardent Tiffany with bonnet flying, weaving her own secret games of magic round the bullocks lurching up between wastes of burned blackened timber, lurching down to squelch through creeks of emerald mosses in woody dells. “Don't you want to run with Tiffy, Linda?” he asked.

          
“It is not genteel, papa,” answered Linda, putting papa in his place. John, stimulated by town, nearly pitched her out by the nape of her prim neck and the tail of her stiffened skirts. But where was the use? She would only get him into a row with Caroline, who was so full of rows already. Strive not, thou earthen pot, to break the wall. Somewhere he had read that and 
re-
                


                membered because, dang it, he was the earthen pot, producing no more than a superfluity of lesser pots.

          
Tiffany, wooing bush robins, coteries of tiny wrens, swinging in supple-jack loops with a bellbird ringing its chime for her, came at length to lie in dusty hay in the dray bottom and let the bush come round her in the gloaming which would so soon be dark. The bush had tremendous voices for Tiffany lying in the hay.

          
I was here first, the bush said, crowding close with its monstrous totaras and matais and kahikateas going straight up into the sky like dark towers laddered with vines where one could climb to heaven. I've been here 
always. I remember the sun when it was a baby and all the stars being born, and I don't like the white folk, said the bush, peering with ghostly eyes through the thick leaves.

          
It gave Tiffany a kind of muddy feeling to come from that vast sweet murmuring freshness outside into the stuffy ill-lit passage with red Aunt Caroline (in soiled apron and hung all over with chains and lockets) pecking her cheek and all the pale pig-tailed cousins in a row being shocked at the torn edging on her pantalettes.

          
“You are late, Sir John,” said Caroline. “But of course you never think of me.”

          
“Peregrine kept me. A suggestion, my dear. I'll lay a tenner you'll like it,” said John, trying to be cheery and kissing everyone.

          
“Pray where would I come by tenners … nor you neither?” retorted Caroline. Since John insisted that they should live in the bush he need never think she liked it. “I suppose you didn't bring me a maid? Even the dullest immigrant knows better than to bury herself in the bush, and I must say I never expected——”

          
“Is dinner ready? Girls, take Tiffany to wash her hands,” said John, curtly. Thank heaven he'd be rid of them soon. For all his faults Peregrine was a good brother.

          
Tiffany washed in a cracked basin, surrounded by little
              


              cousins twittering at her and Linda for news. Linda had information about lace fichus and a new pattern for quilting petticoats, and then they were all asking:

          
“What presents have you brought us, Tiffany?”

          
“Books,” murmured Tiffany, despairing. Presents, suggested by mamma, were always chosen by papa, who couldn't be told that books were considered an insult at the farm. This time it was 
Sanford and Merton and 
The Pilgrim's Progress in drab bindings. Linda and Sophia (being old enough to have absorbed gentility) said nothing; but Emily and Maria and Baby Lucilla burst into loud sobs.

          
“Oh, I did want a pair of button shoes….” “Oh, I did want a doll….” “Why don't you never bring us something pretty?”

          
Sophia said spitefully: “Well, you've got to do lessons with us every day you're here. Mamma says so. And you don't know as many hymns as I do.”

          
In the other room John was saying: “I have a proposition from Peregrine for you, my dear.”

          
“What does he expect to make out of it?” demanded Caroline, stooping over the big colonial fireplace where two camp-ovens and a black kettle hung on hooks. She handled the ovens with gloves … which she didn't use in conversation, thought John, explaining that now labour was so cheap Peregrine was building a house on his second section in Official Bay…. “He may sell it later, but in the meantime he offers it to you and the girls. I shall stay at the farm.”

          
“Wants an unpaid caretaker, does he? I won't go without a servant.” But Caroline's heart was leaping. Once she got into that house it would take more than Peregrine to get her out. “When will it be ready?” she asked….

          
Governesses had brought Tiffany as far as compound addition, and from the books she read at Major Henry's she knew all about Gulliver, Buddha, and other interesting gentlemen. But under Aunt Caroline all the children
              


              wrote “Be good and you will be happy” in sand-boxes and did addition on their fingers. “How else can you be certain? I won't have you guessing,” said Aunt Caroline, black and upright as a ruler.

          
“But I always guess right,” pleaded Tiffany, pushing up her bronze curls. “And I'm scarcely ever happy when I'm good.” Then she upset her sand-box, and Emily giggled until Caroline boxed her ears, since Tiffany was privileged until they got into the new house. Emily shrieked, and Sophia (so temperamental) began to cry. “Jerusalem, my happy home,” she wailed. But Caroline had no patience with happy homes, and Linda was more than usually complaining when they went to bed.

          
“Papa has no notion of progress or we'd live in town too. I vow it is quite shocking for Lady Lovel and the Misses Lovel to be on a farm like immigrants. For of course we are more ladies than you,” said round-eyed Linda, rubbing buttermilk right down her neck as a proof of gentility.

          
“He's breeding stud cattle that'll help the country more than anything,” declared Tiffany, very stout for Uncle John.

          
“Breeding! La, how coarse you are. That comes from associating with Maoris. Do come to bed, Tiffy. I detest being cold in bed. I wish I were old enough to be married and have someone to warm my toes on every night.”

          
Tiffany came reluctantly. Buttermilk smelt, and Linda would cuddle so.

          
“I'm glad I sleep alone,” she said dreamily. “I like lying straight and rather cold and pretending I'm out under the stars with the fern rustling all round and just one little morepork owl calling back in the bush.”

          
“La! What horrid notions you do have. I don't think they're quite respectable,” said Linda, cuddling her plump little body in close.
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In a land ruled crazily by an experimental Colonial Office; by the military whose only function seemed to be to destroy; by a Governor who coddled the Maoris (Governor Grey's Native Schools and Hostels, forsooth!) and by newspapers which, without the curb of libel laws and with invective an honoured exercise, were positively dangerous—in this land sober gentlemen endeavouring to provide some kind of stability for their increasing families so definitely ceased to be sober that dinner-parties became impossible for ladies' ears.

          
As for the dark little Mechanic's Institute in Auckland's Chancery Lane (called The Dustbin by the 
Chronicle), so many chairs were broken at the nightly meetings that it was quite unsafe to stand on one, and Major Henry did it at his peril when he rose to shout that somebody ought to be hung. “Why should we all go bankrupt in the effort to please everybody?” he demanded.

          
Gentlemen demurred strenuously at this, explaining that their last desire was to please everybody … certainly not to please Grey, whose continued refusal to execute England's Imperial Seal and Charter for self-government, granted more than a year ago, had the country fiercely by the ears. The Settlers' Constitutional Association should do something. Why didn't it, they demanded, forgetting that they were part of it themselves. Very bewildered were the gentlemen who had been trained in English public schools, where learning how to be settlers had not been on the curriculum.

          
Jermyn gave them electric shocks twice weekly in the
            


            
Chronicle, but it was Peregrine's business to apply soporifics, and now he got up to do it.

          
“Gentlemen, we must have a little patience.…”

          
“Patience, sir! With that bloody Grey treating us like rebellious infants wanting spanking?” protested old Barnes, his eyes popping out of his crimson face.

          
“We really must consider the obligations, sir,” said Peregrine, always disliking interruptions. “The Charter gives voting powers to all who can read and write and therefore disfranchises the bulk of the Maoris. This is certainly not in accord with the Waitangi Treaty….”

          
“Bunkum!” shouted Major Henry, his loyalty to Lovels suddenly exploding; “you know England wishes the Treaty to hell. So do you and everyone else….”

          
He was drowned in a yell of “Hear, Hear!” For robust colonists, building houses, building roads, importing blooded stock and producing families, were in no mind to remain in leading-strings for ever, while the midlands were still in an uproar because no one could get on the land there.

          
“Perish dictatorship. Let's shoot the hound,” proposed Sir Winston Chard, his yellow wig over his ear.

          
“We'll write to England about it,” said Corny who (though growing very bloated now) still seemed to believe in England.

          
Never any sense from them, thought Peregrine, begging gentlemen to remember that Grey had at least procured for them the military force denied to other governors….

          
Jermyn went out into the windy night. This continual useless bulling and baiting over the fair body of New Zealand was nothing to him now. He had a nearer and dearer body to think of, and the consciousness of that was chaos in his soul. Red lanterns outside the dingy taverns mocked at his darkness. Are you, they asked, the honourable man who had no pity on poachers? Are you the
            


            jester who mocked at colonels climbing through back-windows? Where are you going yourself now?

          
Jermyn didn't know. In desperate disorderly fashion his mind went round and round. There were things no decent man could do … yet so many did them. A gentleman should have strength to master his illicit passions … yet how many didn't.

          
“Oh God!” cried Jermyn to this God who gave no answers. So burgeoning sweet his love could be but for Peregrine, that impeccable angel with the fiery sword barring the way.

          
Struggle as he might to fly temptation, naughty Fate thrust it against him next day when he saw Sally promenading with Peregrine in the Government House Gardens where the regimental band played on Thursdays. Very gay, the Gardens; very turquoise and saffron and violet and rosy-pink with bonnets and rustling gowns and long fringed shawls. Very full of charming young ladies demure under floating veils and dragooned by tightly and brightly upholstered mammas whose tortoiseshell lorgnettes missed so many billets-doux slipped from an experienced dog-skin glove to a fluttering one of white kid. Top-hatted gentlemen in black or grey frocks were being domestic with each a wife upon his arm; swaggering whiskered officers were ogling; “pompa-pompa” went the scarlet band under the wide puriris and karakas. Old Sir Winston Chard in an orange waistcoat and with the green cotton umbrella which he carried even with yachting-clothes flitted like a butterfly from one blushing fair to another.

          
Not the place, thought Jermyn, bitter under a puriri-tree, to encounter Sally floating in dove-colour and a white bonnet with a little pink rose-wreath inside it; but Major Henry, pecking at delight like a red-beaked parrot, was charmed. The Quality, he told Peregrine, was clearly designed by Providence to be the glass of fashion, the mould of form even in earth's remotest places. 
Qua-
              


              lity alone is the natural promenader, the natural example to the baser-born.

          
“What, cried the Major, becoming quite lyrical, could be finer than the contemplation of Lovels strolling just like this down the evolution of New Zealand; doing what must be done with an elegance, a grace that redeemed it from its raw vulgarity; engrafting a tradition of the Old English Aristocracy on this crude land which, having gaped upon Lovels to the full, would hereafter move with more gentility about its business.

          
“Dear me,” said Sally, a little dry over this trumpeting of Lovels, since half Auckland was peopled by the old English aristocracy…. And there was Jermyn, looking like Lucifer fallen from heaven, in a high-collared mulberry coat and curly beaver and the kisses that Tiffany said Were always in his eyes. (Oh, Jermyn, don't come and speak to me. I can't bear it just now, Jermyn.) “Yes, Mr Holland, it is indeed a sad pity that Government House has burned down. I hear the Governor's ball will be in a barn.”

          
“A confounded pity Grey didn't burn in it,” declared Major Henry, ogling the ladies. Once the heavy dragoon, the Major still occasionally stamped a foot to make his spurs ring which (when he wore them) had much ravished the ladies. He walked on with Sally, helping collect the verbal bouquets offered her. Oh, essential promenaders, the Lovels! Always in the news. Here came Jermyn, very elegant and remote between Miss Martha Pinshon and her scraggy mamma. Surely the boy had more wit than to marry there. No money, no breedin'. “Hallo, what have you been up to, Jermyn?”

          
“Reviving my memory of Biblical quotations,” said Jermyn, keeping his eyes off Sally, though knowing well how the laces were rising and falling on her breast, how white she had gone to the very lips. For God's sake, he almost cried to Peregrine, give her to me, man! Can't you see how it is between us? Jermyn, having never
            


            been disciplined like Sally, was quite certain that he couldn't bear much of this.

          
For all her disciplined life Sally suddenly found that Jermyn's voice with its deep warm shadows was shaking Eternity to pieces. It was too long to wait. Too long without the sunrise and the bird-song and the jubilant sweep of great waters. Too long before she could pluck a flower for a buttonhole and pin it in his coat. And there might not be buttonhole bouquets in Eternity. Nor coats….

          
“Come, my dear,” said Mr Lovel, walking on, walking Sally back into the proper place for wives. But her feet would not stay there. They were running with her heart after Jermyn who would not look at her. “My dear,” said Mr Lovel, irritably, “pray do keep step.”

          
“Yes, Mr Lovel,” said Sally, trying….

        

        

          
II

          

True English colonists, prepared to run their heads against any wall in preference to hunting for gates like a swineherd, egad, continued to vociferate against Grey, who probably felt that England was asking rather much of one spare gentleman in frock-coat and checked trousers. With an empty treasury he could buy no land for distribution. With Maoris everywhere engaged in private warfare he could get no titles clear. With the Waitangi Treaty (that inviolate Magna Carta of the Maoris) hanging over his head, he could not even grab. And all over the country little settlements—chiefly housed in tents or on wheels so that they could move on when the Maoris claimed the land—were declaring themselves with loud cries, often protesting that they had been there for years, and nobody cared.

          
Grey, who had been born a dictator and had made himself another, sent military expeditions to tell the settlements that, being unauthorized, they did not exist.

          


          
And the expeditions, much encumbered by forty-pound packs, high chokers and long flintlock Brown Besses, got lost in the towering bush for weeks, discovered settlements which had been discovered so often that they were tired of it, enraged the Maoris who suspected them of putting down survey-pegs, and then returned to be very drunken in barracks and write long Home letters mentioning mosquitoes and steaming wet infernos. Meanwhile they cost the country so much that Auckland was going quite bankrupt and gentlemen's top-hats were losing their gloss, while as for the ladies (dear souls) the number of turned gowns and little unexpected bows hiding spots testified to the state they were in.

          
Yet since, no one must carp at his family, Peregrine took Sally and Darien round to Commercial Bay by row-boat (only gentlemen walked the rough track over the hill) and there spent the worth of his latest-built cutter on such fallals, such quantities of white silk-muslin and soft blue satin the colour of Sally's eyes that Sally was overcome by remorse to the extent of kissing his cheek and then overcome much further by his surprise. “I … I only wanted to show my appreciation,” she faltered.

          
“Quite unnecessary,” said Peregrine, really annoyed, because Darien was present at the scene. “Such demonstrations suggest that you imagine I doubt your appreciation and affection. I assure you I never do that.”

          
Such a new outlook on conjugal felicity comforted Sally amazingly. Now she need never kiss a man again until she and Jermyn kissed in Eternity. She shut her eyes with a little shiver. Eternity was so far away. Further even than Jermyn, who was being so noble in never coming to see her that one could almost wish he wasn't … only one mustn't, thought Sally, getting very mixed over rights and wrongs.

          
So the little seamstress who was so skilful she could talk with her mouth full of pins came daily, and the morning-room frothed and billowed with endless flounces
              


              and laces and ribbons, and Darien always in a dressing-gown. Such a tall slender Darien, overtopping Sally; Darien with her glorious head of curls, her skin like rose-leaves, her lovely curving arms. How happy Sally would be to have Darien calling her Sal-volatile again; and Darien looking so hard at her sometimes that she felt herself going red right down her neck.

          
She's got a lover, thought Darien, quite excited. I'll find out who he is when I have time. So Sally could wait while billows were piled on snowy billows, while petticoats swelled and foamed with delicate lace, and ribbons and roses looped up the billows and ran into patterns on a filmy scarf.

          
At last the white satin slippers went on over the cotton stockings, the white rosebud wreath was pinned among her curls, and Darien stood before the long mirror with every lamp and candle in the house about her and declared she felt like a choir of angels in a shrine.

          
“Oh, I wish I were a man for a minute so I could kiss me,” she cried. “Sal-volatile, did you ever see anyone so ravishing before?”

          
Butter, she felt, had indeed been served her in a lordly dish, and all the young bucks' heads would soon be around her feet on chargers. But Jermyn's head she would take upon her breast … that white firm young breast which Caroline (magnificent in an orange velvet gown and party-colour gauze turban) declared to be most immodestly revealed.

          
“Your shoulders are too thin, Darien,” she said, conscious how voluptuous (without indelicacy) were her own. “And I always think your colour quite consumptive. You should take brimstone-and-treacle and catnip tea. I'm giving it to all the girls now. They have such shocking boils.”

          
“Darien has no boils,” said Sally, indignant, and helping Darien worship that white bright vision in the pier-glass.

          


          
“They occur at any moment,” asserted Caroline, trying to get in front of the glass herself. “Shall I wind this chain three times round my neck or leave it negligee? One can't be too careful with boils. Probably Darien has one coming now. I'll be bound she don't drench enough. I always keep my children thoroughly drenched.”

          
Caroline's little girls, thought Sally, had the pale drowned look of immature fish swimming deep. She glanced thankfully at sturdy sun-browned Tiffany sitting in adoration on the floor.

          
“Do we look nice, darling?” Sally asked a little wistfully.

          
Tiffany flushed. Little girls were so seldom expected to have opinions.

          
“I-I think you're like the Madonna in the big Bible, mamma. And Aunt Darien is a … a Christmas lily and the Fairy Queen.”

          
“And what am I?” demanded Caroline, adding an amethyst brooch to the three already so unhappy on the orange velvet.

          
“I'd rather not say,” murmured Tiffany, wishing the floor would swallow her up before she had to. But darling Aunt Darien was running across the room, dropping her the loveliest curtsy.

          
“Thank you, sweet, for sparing our feelings,” cried Darien. “We do what we can, but I know it's so little in the presence of such splendour.” You could pull Caroline's leg from here to Tophet and she never knew. So that danger was over, with Caroline kindly assuring them that they really looked very well, after all, and Tiffany ready to cry with the beautifulness of mamma and Aunt Darien muffling up in burnouses and shawls when papa came for them. She hurried Roddy up the stairs to her attic-room, imploring him with tears popping down her cheeks:

          
“Let's play something quick, Roddy. They're too lovely to live. I know they'll die.”

          


          
Roddy, rumpling up his thick fair hair, considering her with his kind brown eyes, understood in a minute. “We'll play they're both Cinderella going to the ball. And Aunt Caroline is the three ugly sisters.”

          
“Oh, Roddy! And of course Uncle Jermyn is the Prince,” cried Tiffany. Would there ever be a trouble Roddy couldn't put right, she thought, offering gratefully to be Aunt Caroline, but Roddy said the towel-horse would do for her.

          
A beggared uncrowned prince Jermyn felt himself to be, entering the long military fodder-barn turned by that magician, Governor Grey, into the most elegant of ballrooms; with marquees and out-buildings for supper and sitting-out, and ten pounds of the best sperm candle scraped upon the floor, and Governor Grey and his lady up on a red dais sitting a little higher than the chaperons. He knows that every man here to-night is cursing him and he don't care a damn, thought Jermyn.

          
“Gad! There's a beauty,” said O'Reilly at his side. “A fine filly, sir,” agreed a fat colonel, and Jermyn looked up to see Darien sinking in a white foam before the Governor with that curtsy which was so shortly to become famous.

          
Jermyn's eyes rested on her absently. She looks well to-night, he thought; saw Sally standing a little apart and went to her like a needle to its magnet. “Oh, Jermyn! Isn't Darien glorious?” cried Sally, glowing out of her blue gown.

          
“Blast Darien! How many dances can I have?”

          
Sally began to tremble because Jermyn should be used to Eternity by now, and how could she ever be if he wasn't?

          
“I … I can't dance to-night, Jermyn. I'm chaperoning Darien, and a chaper——”

          
“Come, my dear,” said Peregrine, with Darien already on his arm. “Our seats are on the dais,” he added, quite gracious since, if the symptoms he saw around him were correct, this abominable girl would soon be off his hands
              


              for good. The expenditure had been justified, thought Peregrine, pulling up his stock and listening to the compliments (which were fashionably florid and lengthy), watching Darien being so modest with her big white feather fan while her programme filled up.

          
I must be careful, thought Darien, feeling excitement boil in her until she wanted to whoop and jump. This is heaven at last, she thought, beginning to glide in the arms of the Governor's aide who held her divinely close. After bumping round with Elvira, with Sarah Wells, who was so hot and hugging, this was heaven. Once she had thought she knew it with the dancing-master; but after he had tried to kiss her behind the whatnot that was the end of him. Darien didn't intend to have her reputation blown on before she had made it.

          
“What blest spot has had the joy of harbouring you until now?” murmured the aide, bending a stiff pomatumed head.

          
“Why … I have just left school,” said Darien with wide innocent eyes.

          
“A school for scandal, eh? I'll wager all the masters fought duels over the chance of just one smile from those fair lips.”

          
“Oh, sir!” murmured Darien, looking down. This was such fun that she almost forgot Jermyn—who was probably speechless with admiration and jealousy in some corner. I shan't keep those dances for him much longer, she thought; enjoying the quadrille almost better, with so many eager hands reaching and lingering, so many languishing eyes, so many inspired young bloods doing the pigeonwing in homage to that seduction which Nick Flower had told her would be the curse of men.

          
It was a pity Nick Flower was not here to see her conquest, but perhaps someone would tell him about it. In the meantime she had never dreamed that anyone could be so happy; that a brass band could so fill the world with
              


              melody, that a man's arm about her waist could twitch and tighten and keep on tightening….

          
If I could dance for ever it seems to me I wouldn't have to wear stays, thought Darien, panting a little in the gallop and wondering if she were perspiring. No, Mrs Williams said that ladies didn't perspire. Well, anyway, she was doing all that ladies were allowed to do.

          
The regimental band swung from quadrille to waltz and back again. The long room gleamed; white arms and shoulders gleamed, colour was a delirium of azure, pink and pearly-white, and a thousand brilliancies more—of floating scarves entangling in epaulettes and being released with pretty shrieks, of scarlet jackets, black coats, jewels, ringlets floating glossily, perfumed side-whiskers going off with the ringlets to supper, champagne bubbling in crystal glasses, gentlemen being very merry at the buffet, Caroline bouncing like a stray orange down the centre with the Governor in Sir Roger….

          
But many gentlemen were not entirely happy because, being unable to quarrel about Grey while drinking the man's wine, they had to find another topic. Old Barnes supplied one with the Harbour Board, which was attempting to get Auckland out to deep water by casting spoil from the hills over the mud-flats and laying streets atop to keep it there.

          
“A child's game. We need new blood, sir,” he bellowed at Peregrine, who had been Chairman of the Board for a year. “Yes, an' we'll put it in at the next election, too. Flower … you know Nick Flower, all of you? (So many gentlemen looked uncomfortable that it was presumed that they did.) Well, he's the sort. Sticks at nothin'. Dredges, he says, and I'll lay it's gotter be dredges. At this rate our grandchildren may see deep-water ships berthing at our wharves. We never will.”

          
Talk of Flower always stiffened Peregrine. Will nothing rid me of this traitor, he thought, longing for Wol-sey's slayers. He said affaby—for let a man think you
              


              agree with him and he is half-won already: “Dredges would be excellent. I have already inquired for English estimates. We might get a suitable one delivered here for about five thousand pounds, but I fear we would need at least three.”

          
“Ur,” said old Barnes, his lip dropping. More taxes, eh? Not for him.

          
“Get that scoundrel Flower to pay for 'em with the money he's making by smuggling war material,” said Major Henry, beginning to bubble with the champagne.

          
“When Greek meets Greek….” began Sir Winston, but the gun-running was always so many red rags to bulls. They all began roaring together, so Major Henry went away to talk to Sally—who was not on the dais where she should have been. Jermyn … ? he thought with a stound of fear. But Jermyn (also so palpably not where he should be) was equally likely to be where he should not.

          
Alarm and champagne strove in Major Henry. Jermyn had no conscience, and Sally … the Lord help her, thought the Major; but (being aware by now that the Lord seldom hurried) he set about doing it himself, interrupting three proposals and a quarrel in green bowery out-houses and marquees, and never finding Sally engaged in one of them. Terrible, he thought, searching frantically. No breath allowed on female Lovels, egad, though the males might (and did) give a fillip to life now and then.

          
Out among the flax and manuka Jermyn was giving Sally so many fillips that she had nothing to meet them with but tears. She had come with him, thinking he had a message from Mr Lovel, but anything less like a message from Mr Lovel it was impossible to imagine. “Oh, don't, don't,” she wept while Jermyn's intensest convictions swept over her in a flood.

          
Love (declared Jermyn, who seemed quite beside himself) came from God and was not meant to be denied. Sally didn't know what love was. Peregrine did not.
              


              Jermyn, it seemed, was the only one who did, and he made such a beautiful destroying angel of it that Sally's little twitters about Eternity got her less than nowhere. Wouldn't Jermyn do all a man could do for her—and didn't he deserve anything for that? Wasn't he haunted by her day and night? And didn't he deserve anything for that? “Do you expect me to go to my grave in this torment?” demanded Jermyn of a trembling Sally seeing ancient Jermyns hobbling without their deservings into yawning vaults. “By God, it's true enough that a woman has no heart.”

          
“Oh, Jermyn, you must understand….”

          
But Jermyn, having so thoroughly let go of himself, was afraid to stop and understand. There were limits, he told her, to patience, to repression. Limits (it appeared) to everything but love. “I cannot do without you and I won't,” he cried, trying to take her in his arms.

          
She felt herself pushing him back with both hands on his breast. She felt as though pushing herself back too … back from the longing, the terrible aching longing … “Another word and I'll never speak to you again,” she cried, not believing that it was her own voice saying it, her own body that dodged suddenly under his arm and carried her at a run into the house, where she took cover among blue curtains in the ladies' dressing-room, explaining to the startled maid that she had a cold.

          
“A mustard bath is the best thing, madam,” said the maid to a Sally feeling mustard all over her burning skin, her burning eyes, her burning heart. Please God let him find comfort in Eternity, prayed Sally, unable to discover any there herself.

          
This, thought Jermyn, returning later to the brilliant barn, is how a whipped cur feels, I suppose. Tail between his legs and yet wanting to bite. A radiant Darien was the first person who presented herself to be bitten; dismissing her partner outside a marquee and walking Jermyn off.
              


              “I kept this dance for you,” said Darien, determined to have no more nonsense. “But we'll sit it out.”

          
“As you please,” said Jermyn wearily. His madness was spent, but he could see nothing but those little brown tendrils at the nape of Sally's neck twisting round his heart, strangling it, and Darien's chatter went by him on the wind.

          
Sitting with him on a puffy blue satin settee behind tree-ferns, Darien was perplexed that she did not swoon with joy at having got Jermyn to herself at last, disordered though he appeared. But so many gentlemen were disordered by this time of night, she thought, willing to make allowances. And that wild look, like a corsair or a pirate, became him monstrous well. Quite ready to be pirated by Jermyn she leaned toward him, laid her hand on his.

          
“Do I look nice to-night, Jermyn?”

          
The soft caressing touch sent shocks through him. Glancing round he saw radiance, warmth, a quite delirious enchantment of invitation shedding lovely benison on him. Fragrance of hair and sweet young flesh, ripe lips half-parted for the kissing. With a sighing groan he took what the gods and Darien offered. But even in the kiss those soft lips turned to Dead-Sea apples. They were not Sally's, and he let her go in confused anger as she cried:

          
“Jermyn, do you love me? Do you really?”

          
“No,” he said, getting up, alarmed to find how he was shaking. “No. I … I beg your pardon. I … I'm drunk, I think,” he said, conscious that he must soon be drunker or go mad.

          
“Well, I didn't really expect you to at once,” said Darien kindly. “But you soon will. It's my seduction, you know. Mr Flower said I had it, and I seem to be seducting everybody to-night.”

          
“Congratulations,” said Jermyn vaguely. He took her back to the ball-room and went home to Major Henry's
              


              rum-cask, which was three parts full. A brave and happy ending to a successful evening, he thought.

        

        

          
III

          

Mr
Lovel was making matters clear to females next morning at prayers, reading from St Paul, who seemed to be the special advocate of the gentlemen. “Let the woman learn in silence with all subjection,” read Mr Lovel sonorously, with sunlight on the back of Roddy's neck, of Brian's where they knelt hunched at their chairs, softly passing marbles back and forth; with shadow on Tiffany's clasped hands and eager little face composed into the puzzled reverence prayers always brought there. “But I suffer not a woman to teach,” read Mr Lovel loud above the faint click of the marbles, “nor to usurp authority over the man, but to be in silence….”

          
So very 
definite, St Paul, thought Sally, trying to keep little Jerry quiet and watching Darien smiling at herself in the sideboard mirror. Such an excellent friend to the gentlemen. As for Sally and Darien and Tiffany, St Paul promised that they should be saved in childbirth if they behaved themselves….

          
“Amen,” pronounced Mr Lovel, rising with dignity.

          
“Oh, God, please don't let me hate Mr Lovel,” prayed Sally, running upstairs to dive into linen-closets and hurry the maids about their work. So difficult to remember the names of maids who, having arrived in New Zealand with the sole intention of making a speedy marriage, proved so speedy at it that one never knew where they were.

          
As for Tiffany, she had long ceased to pray “Our Father,” feeling that one was more than enough. In the bush-gully below the house which pioneers had somehow overlooked in their haste to destroy all that was New Zealand and make her another England as soon as might be, Tiffany prayed to the little Maori god that Hemi Fleete had hacked for her out of a rich red totara-heart, while
              


              Roddy played on a flute left behind at Lovel Hall by an officer returned to England.

          
Wonderful magic in the flute for Roddy, trampling about on the maidenhair, the soft green mosses; blowing heaven out in shining bubbles round him, hearing the blare of glorious trumpets, the far sweet singing of sirens on enchanted shores. If only he could play the death of Mark Antony. Conquering trumpets, sorrowful sirens in that. “I am dying, Egypt, dying …” played Roddy as best he could for the shivers running down his back.

          
On her knees by the bright thread of the stream that made drooping flax-blades whistle softly, Tiffany prayed to the stiff little god with its blank paua-shell eyes.

          
“Listen, Tane. I will try to be good. I will comb all my hair-tangles and try not to ask questions or despise Brian because he's a tell-tale. I'll try not to hate Sophia, for I s'pose she can't help it and damnation will get her anyway. I will try to love Our Father, for p'raps he's nicer than papa….”

          
She sighed, jerking her curls out of her eyes. Weighty promises, and hard to keep; especially the one about Our Father, who was a very whiskered gentleman sitting on a cloud in the big Family Bible. Tiffany always wondered what he did when there were no clouds, but one couldn't ask grown-ups—not even mamma, who knelt by her bed with tender good-night kisses. More than the generations separated well-brought-up children (who always stood up when parents came in and mustn't speak unless spoken to) from the fount of knowledge.

          
“Now, Tane, I've promised you all I'm going to to-day and you'll have to be content with that,” said Tiffany, feeling the refreshment that follows a satisfactory confessional and rising to see Roddy standing with his brown eyes strange.

          
“I nearly saw Mark Antony,” he whispered.

          
“Oh!” cried Tiffany who knew that Mark Antony was
              


              dead. “Did you get right into heaven? What does God sit on?”

          
“No. Oh, I wish you could understand,” cried Roddy, desperate with his inability to proclaim the terrible beauty of everything to an unseeing world. “Some day I shall go off by myself and … and have lovely things all round me.”

          
“Will papa let you?” asked Tiffany since papa let them do so little they liked.

          
The boy's radiance faded. Up his sleeve youngest Brian laughed at papa exacting continual ceremonies, but Roddy feared him. In spite of conquering trumpets, he knew that he could not conquer papa. “Well, you needn't have reminded me of him, Tiffy.”

          
“P'raps he'll be dead some day, and then you can,” said Tiffany, the consoler. “I wish mamma hadn't married him. It would be so much nicer without a papa at all.”

          
“You're always wishing,” said Roddy, aching with his own wishes. “Come home.”

          
Tiffany came. Brothers would some day be men and therefore must be obeyed. I wish I were my own brother, she thought, riding that sunny afternoon with Brian and Hew Garcia up past the creaking windmill that ground Auckland's corn on Karangahape Road and through the scrub beyond to sit outside a Maori whare. Brian, already one of the fastidious Lovels, would never go in a whaxe, although there was usually a pot of boiling water to pour on the floor to kill some of the fleas.

          
Hew had come for a little greenstone heitiki, and sat in the sun polishing it with a silk handkerchief. This form of Tiki, the first Maori god, should be polished by wearing next the skin for generations; but Hew, being English, couldn't wait for that. He looked very ruddy and English among the fat Maori women, easy in their one garment, plaiting little green-flax baskets for kai; among the fat brown men lazily slicing fragrant yellow
              


              shavings off half-made canoe-paddles, or carving the ceremonial tops.

          
Niggers, thought Brian, who was rapidly imbibing Auckland's opinions. He wanted to be gone, but Hew, who always liked to air his knowledge, would talk; and since he was twelve and much stronger than lean dark little Brian there didn't seem anything to do about it.

          
“Tiki made men out of red clay and women out of echoes,” said Hew. “So all women are only echoes. Do you hear, Tiffany? You are only my echo, so you must agree with everything I say.”

          
“I can't if it isn't true,” objected Tiffany, nursing two little pigs.

          
“It would be true of course. But you must agree anyway,” declared Hew, staring at her under his thick dark brows. She had somehow acquired a new interest since her aunt was the toast of the town, and he had even discussed with Brian what men found in women to want to provide for them. “They don't want to,” said Brian who, complained his teachers, knew so little that he should and so much that he should not. “Women hook them. They always do.”

          
On the edge of sentimental adolescence in a land where responsibilities came early (he had ridden alone after the goats before he was five) Hew wondered if Tiffany would ever hook anybody. More likely to take a deal of hooking, with her dignified ways and that straight little freckled nose. Hew felt that Tiffany's mouth would be nice to kiss—fresh and crisp like a salty wave stinging you…. He was rather ashamed of thinking like that about Tiffany who, though generous with her belongings, might be called ungenerous with herself. Virginal was the word, but Hew didn't know it. He knew that he couldn't maul Tiffany as he mauled Belinda when no one was about. Tiffany said:

          
“A po-pofessing Christian shouldn't believe in Maori gods.”

          


          
“I never said I believed.” Hew got up, pocketing the heitiki. He no longer wanted to kiss Tiffany. “You can't tell the truth….”

          
“I can,” shrieked Tiffany, flying at him. “Cursed be thy incomings and thy outgoings.”

          
“Good, my girl,” said Brian, sniggering. Tiffany at any rate found some value in morning prayers. Hew avoided her onrush, suddenly disconcerted.

          
“I don't fight girls. I'm going. Come, Brian.”

          
Brian, who specially disliked Tiffany tumultuous and nursing pigs, got his pony, and the two rode off into the tall manuka-trees, leaving Tiffany dumb with horror at herself, conscious that she had suddenly wanted to scratch Hew, bite bits out of him. Often in her rebellions against rules she bit her arms and the ends of her curls, but she had never before wanted to bite other people. And she had cursed … after telling Tane she would be good too. Our Father would surely come off his cloud and kill her. Hoping that he would get her before papa did, since Brian would certainly tell papa, she scrambled on her pony and pelted off to Corny Fleete's, feeling that if she couldn't soon see kindly understanding Hemi she'd die.

          
In Corny's big untidy house Haini Fleete sat all day, weaving glowing mats for her tribal relations, with her daughters sorting the bright piles of dyed flax and feathers on the floor. Haini would look so splendid in mats, said Tiffany, stroking their softness, and Haini's voice sounded mysterious and far off like the witch of Endor as she answered:

          
“One day I think all Maoris will wear the mat again. Do not wait for the dark, little Tihane. Rehu Pai is still unburied.”

          
All Maoris dread the dark, particularly when an unburied ghost is about. Tiffany said, hesitating: “Isn't Hemi anywhere?”

          
“He is flying the new kite … the manu aute. He wants a good omen.” Tiffany knew all about kites, just as she
              


              knew all about the spinning-tops as big as your head which the young men whipped over ditches and hedges to make themselves strong and deep-breathed in battle. Every Maori game was a preparation for battle. Hemi's new kite had a head like a man, with shells rattling inside, and to fly it over an enemy's pa was very bad for the mana of all the chiefs there. “Is Hemi going to fight?” Tiffany asked.

          
“Ana pea. Who knows? Go, Tihane. We have not seen the little green lizards, but they must have come for Rehu Pai.”

          
Tiffany rode hastily home through an equally hasty sunset, for the North does not dally on the confines of light and dark. The world seemed far and strange and very still. Against a saffron West night had already come to the long height of the Waitakeres. Shadows groped here and there with ghostly fingers. Mount Eden was disappearing. There was a mist on Mount Albert. They were going back into the dark to remember when they had been spouting volcanoes, tremendous Maori pas instead of only deserted butts too scrubby to climb. The distant dull clank of cattle-bells in the manuka sounded so lonely….

          
“Oh, go quick, Selim,” gasped Tiffany, who hadn't yet been able to rid herself of belief in Rienga, that mysterious cape in the far North where, escorted by the little green lizards, every Maori soul has to go after its body is buried in two halves of a canoe and stuck up in an outhouse or a tree. At Te Rienga the soul slings itself into the sea by a branch and enters Te Po … the Darkness. But what happened to it then not even Hemi could tell her.

          
Down the hill a few belated Maoris moved with torches, for there is no protection from a wandering ghost except poking a lighted torch in its eye. Tiffany had no torch as defence against the ghostly soul of Rehu Pai. For the first time she thought of the soul as separate from the body, and cold tremors ran over her. Would it be raw
              


              and red like a new baby, or would it grow to be a giant when it got out of bent old Rehu Pai? Was that the soul moaning in the bracken, turning up the white sides of the tussock in search of the little green lizards … ?

          
In Rehu Pai's house all the old women would be howling the tangi, crying: “Go! Travel the long road. Go to the majority lost in darkness;” cutting their wrinkled cheeks and breasts with the sharp pipi-shell; while men would be skinning animals for the feast, and Rehu Pai, sitting alone with all his best mats and weapons and plates and knives hung on the fence behind him, would be watching his poor soul hunting for the lizards….

          
There was the soul, big as a giant, waving its arms at her out of the dark…. The tall pale clump of toitoi grass turned its feathery fronds as she galloped by, screaming heartily with terror. Then the pony put his foot in a hole, and the one pommel in the pad-saddle was not enough to keep Tiffany there.

          
Hemi found her limping through the grey dusk with face set against the world. He had a torch, and in the wild blown light his tawny face with the thin English lips was lovelier to Tiffany than an angel's. She gripped him with frantic hands.

          
“Oh, Hemi, I've been so wicked, and the ghost upset Selim and he's gone home. Hemi, you won't let Rehu Pai have me, will you? I don't want to go to Te Po.”

          
At thirteen big Hemi was on the edge of Maori manhood and receiving private instruction from the priestly tohungas about the Books of Life and Death and his own exalted ancestry which went back and back like the Begats in the Bible. Soon (Haini had said, standing among her flowing hair like a prophetess) Hemi must run away to the great chief in the Waikato who was his grandfather and like the mighty rata-tree wherein a thousand birds nested and a thousand ferns and vines took root. There Hemi would go through the long and painful initiation into a warrior's status and have cut on his smooth young
              


              cheeks the special double-spiral which (like a duke's strawberry-leaves) would leave no doubt of his birth.

          
Hemi, conscious that he should want to go much more than he did, shyly offered Tiffany his arm, just as white men did their women, and felt somehow crowned when she clung to it, as though she had made him all white. Yet he didn't want to be white, and he despised his white father. Oh, where do I belong? thought Hemi, taking Tiffany past the mill heavy on Maori land as though it would bend and break it … and the Maoris down here didn't care. They were not like the warriors of Nene and Hone Heke. They tilled ground for the white man and pushed his barrows and drove his bullocks. They were learning to drink the white man's Stinking Water and shame their birth. And the English soldiers had proud stomachs and called the Maoris nigger, and the new kite would not fly….

          
“Nothing is the same now, Tihane,” said Hemi, dimly feeling the weight of a dying race on his young shoulders.

          
In the Domain, as they passed through it, two old Maori gentleman squatted outside a reed whare, cooking their supper in red embers. The one with the black pipe (whispered Hemi, pausing) was Te Rauparaha, once too great a chief for a Maori to name. But after the Nelson trouble the English made him a prisoner for a year on a man-of-war, and now it pleased him to attend Governor Grey at levees, wearing a naval uniform as a delicate suggestion that his sojourn afloat had not been at all what people imagined.

          
“He has lost his spiritual power, his mana,” said Hemi bitterly. “Now he is nothing. Once a chief is prisoner he can never again be a chief. He should have killed himself … for there were handcuffs! The one stirring the pot is Te Whero.”

          
Of the two, Hemi most despised Te Whero, that powerful Waikato chief who had become a Christian and sent little notes to Heke (still unregenerate in the North)
              


              explaining that if he wanted Auckland he must first fight all the Waikato. Heke did want Auckland, but not under those conditions. So, said Hemi scornfully, it was that old fellow, magnificently tattooed and wearing the huia feather of royalty beneath his bell-topper, who really protected everybody. The English only lived because Te Whero allowed it.

          
Te Whero, talking across the cooking-haangi to Te Rauparaha, was not very sure why he did allow it. Everywhere the Maori was discovering that the pakeha's politics were as muddled as their religion, which Heke once wrote to Queen Victoria about. “We are too confused with your religions,” wrote Heke. “We do not know which way to worship your God now.”

          
Truly enough they didn't. The early missionaries had been simple men, teaching the plain law of Christ with one hand and carpentry and black-smithing with the other. Then came the Roman Catholics, talking of Mary and Purgatory and Confession; and the High Church Anglicans, under Bishop Selwyn, telling that God could only be approached with genuflections and no end of paraphernalia; and the Baptists, who said you must get right under water before God would look at you; and the Methodists, who said that God did not like his priests to wear long gowns. Altogether, this pakeha God was very capricious and couldn't kill with a curse, as any good tohunga could. As for the law of tapu, the English had nothing to touch it.

          
“The old gods were best,” said Te Rauparaha, smoking thoughtfully in the shadows. Aue! True … true as dying, agreed Te Whero. And a missionary had once told him that if he disobeyed this contradictory God he would go for ever into outer darkness where the flames of hell would burn him. But when Te Whero asked how it could be dark if there were flames he had no answer. A Maori can always find an answer to anything. Yet it seemed that the pakeha were like sands of the sea for number and every
              


              tide piled them higher on Ao-tea-roa's shores. So peace was best, agreed the two old warriors, and this English tobacco was very good….

          
“Come,” said Hemi, dragging Tiffany roughly. But she knew that his anger was not for her, and went with him quietly, past the barracks and up to her own gate. Brian met her at the door.

          
“Well, miss, papa is looking for you,” said Brian, grinning. Tiffany went in, unsuspecting that Sally was also in disgrace for bravely objecting to Brian's tale-telling.

          
“I asked him why he had left her. Would you have him tell a lie?” cried Peregrine, who was so conscientiously bringing up his family that he cut from the papers any paragraphs unfit for them to see … a habit which gave Brian a deal of trouble because he had to go down to Hew's twice weekly in order to read those paragraphs.

          
Hemi tramped up the long rustling hill again with his torch burning low. There was fear abroad on the wind to-night, clashing the cabbage-tree blades, the sworded flax, whimpering in the tussock. Here and there in the distances torches moved stealthily. Hemi's anger had gone. He was frightened of the soul of Rehu Pai, frightened of the pakeha. He wanted to pray, but his own gods had no power now, and how could a Maori pray to the English God for release from the Englishman?

          
“Is there nothing left for the Maori? Is there not anything at all?” cried Hemi, his dark face with the thin English mouth upraised to the dark sky, his dying torch flaring in a red stream of sparks soon blown away.
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In a land ruled crazily by an experimental Colonial Office; by the military whose only function seemed to be to destroy; by a Governor who coddled the Maoris (Governor Grey's Native Schools and Hostels, forsooth!) and by newspapers which, without the curb of libel laws and with invective an honoured exercise, were positively dangerous—in this land sober gentlemen endeavouring to provide some kind of stability for their increasing families so definitely ceased to be sober that dinner-parties became impossible for ladies' ears.

          
As for the dark little Mechanic's Institute in Auckland's Chancery Lane (called The Dustbin by the 
Chronicle), so many chairs were broken at the nightly meetings that it was quite unsafe to stand on one, and Major Henry did it at his peril when he rose to shout that somebody ought to be hung. “Why should we all go bankrupt in the effort to please everybody?” he demanded.

          
Gentlemen demurred strenuously at this, explaining that their last desire was to please everybody … certainly not to please Grey, whose continued refusal to execute England's Imperial Seal and Charter for self-government, granted more than a year ago, had the country fiercely by the ears. The Settlers' Constitutional Association should do something. Why didn't it, they demanded, forgetting that they were part of it themselves. Very bewildered were the gentlemen who had been trained in English public schools, where learning how to be settlers had not been on the curriculum.

          
Jermyn gave them electric shocks twice weekly in the
            


            
Chronicle, but it was Peregrine's business to apply soporifics, and now he got up to do it.

          
“Gentlemen, we must have a little patience.…”

          
“Patience, sir! With that bloody Grey treating us like rebellious infants wanting spanking?” protested old Barnes, his eyes popping out of his crimson face.

          
“We really must consider the obligations, sir,” said Peregrine, always disliking interruptions. “The Charter gives voting powers to all who can read and write and therefore disfranchises the bulk of the Maoris. This is certainly not in accord with the Waitangi Treaty….”

          
“Bunkum!” shouted Major Henry, his loyalty to Lovels suddenly exploding; “you know England wishes the Treaty to hell. So do you and everyone else….”

          
He was drowned in a yell of “Hear, Hear!” For robust colonists, building houses, building roads, importing blooded stock and producing families, were in no mind to remain in leading-strings for ever, while the midlands were still in an uproar because no one could get on the land there.

          
“Perish dictatorship. Let's shoot the hound,” proposed Sir Winston Chard, his yellow wig over his ear.

          
“We'll write to England about it,” said Corny who (though growing very bloated now) still seemed to believe in England.

          
Never any sense from them, thought Peregrine, begging gentlemen to remember that Grey had at least procured for them the military force denied to other governors….

          
Jermyn went out into the windy night. This continual useless bulling and baiting over the fair body of New Zealand was nothing to him now. He had a nearer and dearer body to think of, and the consciousness of that was chaos in his soul. Red lanterns outside the dingy taverns mocked at his darkness. Are you, they asked, the honourable man who had no pity on poachers? Are you the
            


            jester who mocked at colonels climbing through back-windows? Where are you going yourself now?

          
Jermyn didn't know. In desperate disorderly fashion his mind went round and round. There were things no decent man could do … yet so many did them. A gentleman should have strength to master his illicit passions … yet how many didn't.

          
“Oh God!” cried Jermyn to this God who gave no answers. So burgeoning sweet his love could be but for Peregrine, that impeccable angel with the fiery sword barring the way.

          
Struggle as he might to fly temptation, naughty Fate thrust it against him next day when he saw Sally promenading with Peregrine in the Government House Gardens where the regimental band played on Thursdays. Very gay, the Gardens; very turquoise and saffron and violet and rosy-pink with bonnets and rustling gowns and long fringed shawls. Very full of charming young ladies demure under floating veils and dragooned by tightly and brightly upholstered mammas whose tortoiseshell lorgnettes missed so many billets-doux slipped from an experienced dog-skin glove to a fluttering one of white kid. Top-hatted gentlemen in black or grey frocks were being domestic with each a wife upon his arm; swaggering whiskered officers were ogling; “pompa-pompa” went the scarlet band under the wide puriris and karakas. Old Sir Winston Chard in an orange waistcoat and with the green cotton umbrella which he carried even with yachting-clothes flitted like a butterfly from one blushing fair to another.

          
Not the place, thought Jermyn, bitter under a puriri-tree, to encounter Sally floating in dove-colour and a white bonnet with a little pink rose-wreath inside it; but Major Henry, pecking at delight like a red-beaked parrot, was charmed. The Quality, he told Peregrine, was clearly designed by Providence to be the glass of fashion, the mould of form even in earth's remotest places. 
Qua-
              


              lity alone is the natural promenader, the natural example to the baser-born.

          
“What, cried the Major, becoming quite lyrical, could be finer than the contemplation of Lovels strolling just like this down the evolution of New Zealand; doing what must be done with an elegance, a grace that redeemed it from its raw vulgarity; engrafting a tradition of the Old English Aristocracy on this crude land which, having gaped upon Lovels to the full, would hereafter move with more gentility about its business.

          
“Dear me,” said Sally, a little dry over this trumpeting of Lovels, since half Auckland was peopled by the old English aristocracy…. And there was Jermyn, looking like Lucifer fallen from heaven, in a high-collared mulberry coat and curly beaver and the kisses that Tiffany said Were always in his eyes. (Oh, Jermyn, don't come and speak to me. I can't bear it just now, Jermyn.) “Yes, Mr Holland, it is indeed a sad pity that Government House has burned down. I hear the Governor's ball will be in a barn.”

          
“A confounded pity Grey didn't burn in it,” declared Major Henry, ogling the ladies. Once the heavy dragoon, the Major still occasionally stamped a foot to make his spurs ring which (when he wore them) had much ravished the ladies. He walked on with Sally, helping collect the verbal bouquets offered her. Oh, essential promenaders, the Lovels! Always in the news. Here came Jermyn, very elegant and remote between Miss Martha Pinshon and her scraggy mamma. Surely the boy had more wit than to marry there. No money, no breedin'. “Hallo, what have you been up to, Jermyn?”

          
“Reviving my memory of Biblical quotations,” said Jermyn, keeping his eyes off Sally, though knowing well how the laces were rising and falling on her breast, how white she had gone to the very lips. For God's sake, he almost cried to Peregrine, give her to me, man! Can't you see how it is between us? Jermyn, having never
            


            been disciplined like Sally, was quite certain that he couldn't bear much of this.

          
For all her disciplined life Sally suddenly found that Jermyn's voice with its deep warm shadows was shaking Eternity to pieces. It was too long to wait. Too long without the sunrise and the bird-song and the jubilant sweep of great waters. Too long before she could pluck a flower for a buttonhole and pin it in his coat. And there might not be buttonhole bouquets in Eternity. Nor coats….

          
“Come, my dear,” said Mr Lovel, walking on, walking Sally back into the proper place for wives. But her feet would not stay there. They were running with her heart after Jermyn who would not look at her. “My dear,” said Mr Lovel, irritably, “pray do keep step.”

          
“Yes, Mr Lovel,” said Sally, trying….
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True English colonists, prepared to run their heads against any wall in preference to hunting for gates like a swineherd, egad, continued to vociferate against Grey, who probably felt that England was asking rather much of one spare gentleman in frock-coat and checked trousers. With an empty treasury he could buy no land for distribution. With Maoris everywhere engaged in private warfare he could get no titles clear. With the Waitangi Treaty (that inviolate Magna Carta of the Maoris) hanging over his head, he could not even grab. And all over the country little settlements—chiefly housed in tents or on wheels so that they could move on when the Maoris claimed the land—were declaring themselves with loud cries, often protesting that they had been there for years, and nobody cared.

          
Grey, who had been born a dictator and had made himself another, sent military expeditions to tell the settlements that, being unauthorized, they did not exist.

          


          
And the expeditions, much encumbered by forty-pound packs, high chokers and long flintlock Brown Besses, got lost in the towering bush for weeks, discovered settlements which had been discovered so often that they were tired of it, enraged the Maoris who suspected them of putting down survey-pegs, and then returned to be very drunken in barracks and write long Home letters mentioning mosquitoes and steaming wet infernos. Meanwhile they cost the country so much that Auckland was going quite bankrupt and gentlemen's top-hats were losing their gloss, while as for the ladies (dear souls) the number of turned gowns and little unexpected bows hiding spots testified to the state they were in.

          
Yet since, no one must carp at his family, Peregrine took Sally and Darien round to Commercial Bay by row-boat (only gentlemen walked the rough track over the hill) and there spent the worth of his latest-built cutter on such fallals, such quantities of white silk-muslin and soft blue satin the colour of Sally's eyes that Sally was overcome by remorse to the extent of kissing his cheek and then overcome much further by his surprise. “I … I only wanted to show my appreciation,” she faltered.

          
“Quite unnecessary,” said Peregrine, really annoyed, because Darien was present at the scene. “Such demonstrations suggest that you imagine I doubt your appreciation and affection. I assure you I never do that.”

          
Such a new outlook on conjugal felicity comforted Sally amazingly. Now she need never kiss a man again until she and Jermyn kissed in Eternity. She shut her eyes with a little shiver. Eternity was so far away. Further even than Jermyn, who was being so noble in never coming to see her that one could almost wish he wasn't … only one mustn't, thought Sally, getting very mixed over rights and wrongs.

          
So the little seamstress who was so skilful she could talk with her mouth full of pins came daily, and the morning-room frothed and billowed with endless flounces
              


              and laces and ribbons, and Darien always in a dressing-gown. Such a tall slender Darien, overtopping Sally; Darien with her glorious head of curls, her skin like rose-leaves, her lovely curving arms. How happy Sally would be to have Darien calling her Sal-volatile again; and Darien looking so hard at her sometimes that she felt herself going red right down her neck.

          
She's got a lover, thought Darien, quite excited. I'll find out who he is when I have time. So Sally could wait while billows were piled on snowy billows, while petticoats swelled and foamed with delicate lace, and ribbons and roses looped up the billows and ran into patterns on a filmy scarf.

          
At last the white satin slippers went on over the cotton stockings, the white rosebud wreath was pinned among her curls, and Darien stood before the long mirror with every lamp and candle in the house about her and declared she felt like a choir of angels in a shrine.

          
“Oh, I wish I were a man for a minute so I could kiss me,” she cried. “Sal-volatile, did you ever see anyone so ravishing before?”

          
Butter, she felt, had indeed been served her in a lordly dish, and all the young bucks' heads would soon be around her feet on chargers. But Jermyn's head she would take upon her breast … that white firm young breast which Caroline (magnificent in an orange velvet gown and party-colour gauze turban) declared to be most immodestly revealed.

          
“Your shoulders are too thin, Darien,” she said, conscious how voluptuous (without indelicacy) were her own. “And I always think your colour quite consumptive. You should take brimstone-and-treacle and catnip tea. I'm giving it to all the girls now. They have such shocking boils.”

          
“Darien has no boils,” said Sally, indignant, and helping Darien worship that white bright vision in the pier-glass.

          


          
“They occur at any moment,” asserted Caroline, trying to get in front of the glass herself. “Shall I wind this chain three times round my neck or leave it negligee? One can't be too careful with boils. Probably Darien has one coming now. I'll be bound she don't drench enough. I always keep my children thoroughly drenched.”

          
Caroline's little girls, thought Sally, had the pale drowned look of immature fish swimming deep. She glanced thankfully at sturdy sun-browned Tiffany sitting in adoration on the floor.

          
“Do we look nice, darling?” Sally asked a little wistfully.

          
Tiffany flushed. Little girls were so seldom expected to have opinions.

          
“I-I think you're like the Madonna in the big Bible, mamma. And Aunt Darien is a … a Christmas lily and the Fairy Queen.”

          
“And what am I?” demanded Caroline, adding an amethyst brooch to the three already so unhappy on the orange velvet.

          
“I'd rather not say,” murmured Tiffany, wishing the floor would swallow her up before she had to. But darling Aunt Darien was running across the room, dropping her the loveliest curtsy.

          
“Thank you, sweet, for sparing our feelings,” cried Darien. “We do what we can, but I know it's so little in the presence of such splendour.” You could pull Caroline's leg from here to Tophet and she never knew. So that danger was over, with Caroline kindly assuring them that they really looked very well, after all, and Tiffany ready to cry with the beautifulness of mamma and Aunt Darien muffling up in burnouses and shawls when papa came for them. She hurried Roddy up the stairs to her attic-room, imploring him with tears popping down her cheeks:

          
“Let's play something quick, Roddy. They're too lovely to live. I know they'll die.”

          


          
Roddy, rumpling up his thick fair hair, considering her with his kind brown eyes, understood in a minute. “We'll play they're both Cinderella going to the ball. And Aunt Caroline is the three ugly sisters.”

          
“Oh, Roddy! And of course Uncle Jermyn is the Prince,” cried Tiffany. Would there ever be a trouble Roddy couldn't put right, she thought, offering gratefully to be Aunt Caroline, but Roddy said the towel-horse would do for her.

          
A beggared uncrowned prince Jermyn felt himself to be, entering the long military fodder-barn turned by that magician, Governor Grey, into the most elegant of ballrooms; with marquees and out-buildings for supper and sitting-out, and ten pounds of the best sperm candle scraped upon the floor, and Governor Grey and his lady up on a red dais sitting a little higher than the chaperons. He knows that every man here to-night is cursing him and he don't care a damn, thought Jermyn.

          
“Gad! There's a beauty,” said O'Reilly at his side. “A fine filly, sir,” agreed a fat colonel, and Jermyn looked up to see Darien sinking in a white foam before the Governor with that curtsy which was so shortly to become famous.

          
Jermyn's eyes rested on her absently. She looks well to-night, he thought; saw Sally standing a little apart and went to her like a needle to its magnet. “Oh, Jermyn! Isn't Darien glorious?” cried Sally, glowing out of her blue gown.

          
“Blast Darien! How many dances can I have?”

          
Sally began to tremble because Jermyn should be used to Eternity by now, and how could she ever be if he wasn't?

          
“I … I can't dance to-night, Jermyn. I'm chaperoning Darien, and a chaper——”

          
“Come, my dear,” said Peregrine, with Darien already on his arm. “Our seats are on the dais,” he added, quite gracious since, if the symptoms he saw around him were correct, this abominable girl would soon be off his hands
              


              for good. The expenditure had been justified, thought Peregrine, pulling up his stock and listening to the compliments (which were fashionably florid and lengthy), watching Darien being so modest with her big white feather fan while her programme filled up.

          
I must be careful, thought Darien, feeling excitement boil in her until she wanted to whoop and jump. This is heaven at last, she thought, beginning to glide in the arms of the Governor's aide who held her divinely close. After bumping round with Elvira, with Sarah Wells, who was so hot and hugging, this was heaven. Once she had thought she knew it with the dancing-master; but after he had tried to kiss her behind the whatnot that was the end of him. Darien didn't intend to have her reputation blown on before she had made it.

          
“What blest spot has had the joy of harbouring you until now?” murmured the aide, bending a stiff pomatumed head.

          
“Why … I have just left school,” said Darien with wide innocent eyes.

          
“A school for scandal, eh? I'll wager all the masters fought duels over the chance of just one smile from those fair lips.”

          
“Oh, sir!” murmured Darien, looking down. This was such fun that she almost forgot Jermyn—who was probably speechless with admiration and jealousy in some corner. I shan't keep those dances for him much longer, she thought; enjoying the quadrille almost better, with so many eager hands reaching and lingering, so many languishing eyes, so many inspired young bloods doing the pigeonwing in homage to that seduction which Nick Flower had told her would be the curse of men.

          
It was a pity Nick Flower was not here to see her conquest, but perhaps someone would tell him about it. In the meantime she had never dreamed that anyone could be so happy; that a brass band could so fill the world with
              


              melody, that a man's arm about her waist could twitch and tighten and keep on tightening….

          
If I could dance for ever it seems to me I wouldn't have to wear stays, thought Darien, panting a little in the gallop and wondering if she were perspiring. No, Mrs Williams said that ladies didn't perspire. Well, anyway, she was doing all that ladies were allowed to do.

          
The regimental band swung from quadrille to waltz and back again. The long room gleamed; white arms and shoulders gleamed, colour was a delirium of azure, pink and pearly-white, and a thousand brilliancies more—of floating scarves entangling in epaulettes and being released with pretty shrieks, of scarlet jackets, black coats, jewels, ringlets floating glossily, perfumed side-whiskers going off with the ringlets to supper, champagne bubbling in crystal glasses, gentlemen being very merry at the buffet, Caroline bouncing like a stray orange down the centre with the Governor in Sir Roger….

          
But many gentlemen were not entirely happy because, being unable to quarrel about Grey while drinking the man's wine, they had to find another topic. Old Barnes supplied one with the Harbour Board, which was attempting to get Auckland out to deep water by casting spoil from the hills over the mud-flats and laying streets atop to keep it there.

          
“A child's game. We need new blood, sir,” he bellowed at Peregrine, who had been Chairman of the Board for a year. “Yes, an' we'll put it in at the next election, too. Flower … you know Nick Flower, all of you? (So many gentlemen looked uncomfortable that it was presumed that they did.) Well, he's the sort. Sticks at nothin'. Dredges, he says, and I'll lay it's gotter be dredges. At this rate our grandchildren may see deep-water ships berthing at our wharves. We never will.”

          
Talk of Flower always stiffened Peregrine. Will nothing rid me of this traitor, he thought, longing for Wol-sey's slayers. He said affaby—for let a man think you
              


              agree with him and he is half-won already: “Dredges would be excellent. I have already inquired for English estimates. We might get a suitable one delivered here for about five thousand pounds, but I fear we would need at least three.”

          
“Ur,” said old Barnes, his lip dropping. More taxes, eh? Not for him.

          
“Get that scoundrel Flower to pay for 'em with the money he's making by smuggling war material,” said Major Henry, beginning to bubble with the champagne.

          
“When Greek meets Greek….” began Sir Winston, but the gun-running was always so many red rags to bulls. They all began roaring together, so Major Henry went away to talk to Sally—who was not on the dais where she should have been. Jermyn … ? he thought with a stound of fear. But Jermyn (also so palpably not where he should be) was equally likely to be where he should not.

          
Alarm and champagne strove in Major Henry. Jermyn had no conscience, and Sally … the Lord help her, thought the Major; but (being aware by now that the Lord seldom hurried) he set about doing it himself, interrupting three proposals and a quarrel in green bowery out-houses and marquees, and never finding Sally engaged in one of them. Terrible, he thought, searching frantically. No breath allowed on female Lovels, egad, though the males might (and did) give a fillip to life now and then.

          
Out among the flax and manuka Jermyn was giving Sally so many fillips that she had nothing to meet them with but tears. She had come with him, thinking he had a message from Mr Lovel, but anything less like a message from Mr Lovel it was impossible to imagine. “Oh, don't, don't,” she wept while Jermyn's intensest convictions swept over her in a flood.

          
Love (declared Jermyn, who seemed quite beside himself) came from God and was not meant to be denied. Sally didn't know what love was. Peregrine did not.
              


              Jermyn, it seemed, was the only one who did, and he made such a beautiful destroying angel of it that Sally's little twitters about Eternity got her less than nowhere. Wouldn't Jermyn do all a man could do for her—and didn't he deserve anything for that? Wasn't he haunted by her day and night? And didn't he deserve anything for that? “Do you expect me to go to my grave in this torment?” demanded Jermyn of a trembling Sally seeing ancient Jermyns hobbling without their deservings into yawning vaults. “By God, it's true enough that a woman has no heart.”

          
“Oh, Jermyn, you must understand….”

          
But Jermyn, having so thoroughly let go of himself, was afraid to stop and understand. There were limits, he told her, to patience, to repression. Limits (it appeared) to everything but love. “I cannot do without you and I won't,” he cried, trying to take her in his arms.

          
She felt herself pushing him back with both hands on his breast. She felt as though pushing herself back too … back from the longing, the terrible aching longing … “Another word and I'll never speak to you again,” she cried, not believing that it was her own voice saying it, her own body that dodged suddenly under his arm and carried her at a run into the house, where she took cover among blue curtains in the ladies' dressing-room, explaining to the startled maid that she had a cold.

          
“A mustard bath is the best thing, madam,” said the maid to a Sally feeling mustard all over her burning skin, her burning eyes, her burning heart. Please God let him find comfort in Eternity, prayed Sally, unable to discover any there herself.

          
This, thought Jermyn, returning later to the brilliant barn, is how a whipped cur feels, I suppose. Tail between his legs and yet wanting to bite. A radiant Darien was the first person who presented herself to be bitten; dismissing her partner outside a marquee and walking Jermyn off.
              


              “I kept this dance for you,” said Darien, determined to have no more nonsense. “But we'll sit it out.”

          
“As you please,” said Jermyn wearily. His madness was spent, but he could see nothing but those little brown tendrils at the nape of Sally's neck twisting round his heart, strangling it, and Darien's chatter went by him on the wind.

          
Sitting with him on a puffy blue satin settee behind tree-ferns, Darien was perplexed that she did not swoon with joy at having got Jermyn to herself at last, disordered though he appeared. But so many gentlemen were disordered by this time of night, she thought, willing to make allowances. And that wild look, like a corsair or a pirate, became him monstrous well. Quite ready to be pirated by Jermyn she leaned toward him, laid her hand on his.

          
“Do I look nice to-night, Jermyn?”

          
The soft caressing touch sent shocks through him. Glancing round he saw radiance, warmth, a quite delirious enchantment of invitation shedding lovely benison on him. Fragrance of hair and sweet young flesh, ripe lips half-parted for the kissing. With a sighing groan he took what the gods and Darien offered. But even in the kiss those soft lips turned to Dead-Sea apples. They were not Sally's, and he let her go in confused anger as she cried:

          
“Jermyn, do you love me? Do you really?”

          
“No,” he said, getting up, alarmed to find how he was shaking. “No. I … I beg your pardon. I … I'm drunk, I think,” he said, conscious that he must soon be drunker or go mad.

          
“Well, I didn't really expect you to at once,” said Darien kindly. “But you soon will. It's my seduction, you know. Mr Flower said I had it, and I seem to be seducting everybody to-night.”

          
“Congratulations,” said Jermyn vaguely. He took her back to the ball-room and went home to Major Henry's
              


              rum-cask, which was three parts full. A brave and happy ending to a successful evening, he thought.
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Mr
Lovel was making matters clear to females next morning at prayers, reading from St Paul, who seemed to be the special advocate of the gentlemen. “Let the woman learn in silence with all subjection,” read Mr Lovel sonorously, with sunlight on the back of Roddy's neck, of Brian's where they knelt hunched at their chairs, softly passing marbles back and forth; with shadow on Tiffany's clasped hands and eager little face composed into the puzzled reverence prayers always brought there. “But I suffer not a woman to teach,” read Mr Lovel loud above the faint click of the marbles, “nor to usurp authority over the man, but to be in silence….”

          
So very 
definite, St Paul, thought Sally, trying to keep little Jerry quiet and watching Darien smiling at herself in the sideboard mirror. Such an excellent friend to the gentlemen. As for Sally and Darien and Tiffany, St Paul promised that they should be saved in childbirth if they behaved themselves….

          
“Amen,” pronounced Mr Lovel, rising with dignity.

          
“Oh, God, please don't let me hate Mr Lovel,” prayed Sally, running upstairs to dive into linen-closets and hurry the maids about their work. So difficult to remember the names of maids who, having arrived in New Zealand with the sole intention of making a speedy marriage, proved so speedy at it that one never knew where they were.

          
As for Tiffany, she had long ceased to pray “Our Father,” feeling that one was more than enough. In the bush-gully below the house which pioneers had somehow overlooked in their haste to destroy all that was New Zealand and make her another England as soon as might be, Tiffany prayed to the little Maori god that Hemi Fleete had hacked for her out of a rich red totara-heart, while
              


              Roddy played on a flute left behind at Lovel Hall by an officer returned to England.

          
Wonderful magic in the flute for Roddy, trampling about on the maidenhair, the soft green mosses; blowing heaven out in shining bubbles round him, hearing the blare of glorious trumpets, the far sweet singing of sirens on enchanted shores. If only he could play the death of Mark Antony. Conquering trumpets, sorrowful sirens in that. “I am dying, Egypt, dying …” played Roddy as best he could for the shivers running down his back.

          
On her knees by the bright thread of the stream that made drooping flax-blades whistle softly, Tiffany prayed to the stiff little god with its blank paua-shell eyes.

          
“Listen, Tane. I will try to be good. I will comb all my hair-tangles and try not to ask questions or despise Brian because he's a tell-tale. I'll try not to hate Sophia, for I s'pose she can't help it and damnation will get her anyway. I will try to love Our Father, for p'raps he's nicer than papa….”

          
She sighed, jerking her curls out of her eyes. Weighty promises, and hard to keep; especially the one about Our Father, who was a very whiskered gentleman sitting on a cloud in the big Family Bible. Tiffany always wondered what he did when there were no clouds, but one couldn't ask grown-ups—not even mamma, who knelt by her bed with tender good-night kisses. More than the generations separated well-brought-up children (who always stood up when parents came in and mustn't speak unless spoken to) from the fount of knowledge.

          
“Now, Tane, I've promised you all I'm going to to-day and you'll have to be content with that,” said Tiffany, feeling the refreshment that follows a satisfactory confessional and rising to see Roddy standing with his brown eyes strange.

          
“I nearly saw Mark Antony,” he whispered.

          
“Oh!” cried Tiffany who knew that Mark Antony was
              


              dead. “Did you get right into heaven? What does God sit on?”

          
“No. Oh, I wish you could understand,” cried Roddy, desperate with his inability to proclaim the terrible beauty of everything to an unseeing world. “Some day I shall go off by myself and … and have lovely things all round me.”

          
“Will papa let you?” asked Tiffany since papa let them do so little they liked.

          
The boy's radiance faded. Up his sleeve youngest Brian laughed at papa exacting continual ceremonies, but Roddy feared him. In spite of conquering trumpets, he knew that he could not conquer papa. “Well, you needn't have reminded me of him, Tiffy.”

          
“P'raps he'll be dead some day, and then you can,” said Tiffany, the consoler. “I wish mamma hadn't married him. It would be so much nicer without a papa at all.”

          
“You're always wishing,” said Roddy, aching with his own wishes. “Come home.”

          
Tiffany came. Brothers would some day be men and therefore must be obeyed. I wish I were my own brother, she thought, riding that sunny afternoon with Brian and Hew Garcia up past the creaking windmill that ground Auckland's corn on Karangahape Road and through the scrub beyond to sit outside a Maori whare. Brian, already one of the fastidious Lovels, would never go in a whaxe, although there was usually a pot of boiling water to pour on the floor to kill some of the fleas.

          
Hew had come for a little greenstone heitiki, and sat in the sun polishing it with a silk handkerchief. This form of Tiki, the first Maori god, should be polished by wearing next the skin for generations; but Hew, being English, couldn't wait for that. He looked very ruddy and English among the fat Maori women, easy in their one garment, plaiting little green-flax baskets for kai; among the fat brown men lazily slicing fragrant yellow
              


              shavings off half-made canoe-paddles, or carving the ceremonial tops.

          
Niggers, thought Brian, who was rapidly imbibing Auckland's opinions. He wanted to be gone, but Hew, who always liked to air his knowledge, would talk; and since he was twelve and much stronger than lean dark little Brian there didn't seem anything to do about it.

          
“Tiki made men out of red clay and women out of echoes,” said Hew. “So all women are only echoes. Do you hear, Tiffany? You are only my echo, so you must agree with everything I say.”

          
“I can't if it isn't true,” objected Tiffany, nursing two little pigs.

          
“It would be true of course. But you must agree anyway,” declared Hew, staring at her under his thick dark brows. She had somehow acquired a new interest since her aunt was the toast of the town, and he had even discussed with Brian what men found in women to want to provide for them. “They don't want to,” said Brian who, complained his teachers, knew so little that he should and so much that he should not. “Women hook them. They always do.”

          
On the edge of sentimental adolescence in a land where responsibilities came early (he had ridden alone after the goats before he was five) Hew wondered if Tiffany would ever hook anybody. More likely to take a deal of hooking, with her dignified ways and that straight little freckled nose. Hew felt that Tiffany's mouth would be nice to kiss—fresh and crisp like a salty wave stinging you…. He was rather ashamed of thinking like that about Tiffany who, though generous with her belongings, might be called ungenerous with herself. Virginal was the word, but Hew didn't know it. He knew that he couldn't maul Tiffany as he mauled Belinda when no one was about. Tiffany said:

          
“A po-pofessing Christian shouldn't believe in Maori gods.”

          


          
“I never said I believed.” Hew got up, pocketing the heitiki. He no longer wanted to kiss Tiffany. “You can't tell the truth….”

          
“I can,” shrieked Tiffany, flying at him. “Cursed be thy incomings and thy outgoings.”

          
“Good, my girl,” said Brian, sniggering. Tiffany at any rate found some value in morning prayers. Hew avoided her onrush, suddenly disconcerted.

          
“I don't fight girls. I'm going. Come, Brian.”

          
Brian, who specially disliked Tiffany tumultuous and nursing pigs, got his pony, and the two rode off into the tall manuka-trees, leaving Tiffany dumb with horror at herself, conscious that she had suddenly wanted to scratch Hew, bite bits out of him. Often in her rebellions against rules she bit her arms and the ends of her curls, but she had never before wanted to bite other people. And she had cursed … after telling Tane she would be good too. Our Father would surely come off his cloud and kill her. Hoping that he would get her before papa did, since Brian would certainly tell papa, she scrambled on her pony and pelted off to Corny Fleete's, feeling that if she couldn't soon see kindly understanding Hemi she'd die.

          
In Corny's big untidy house Haini Fleete sat all day, weaving glowing mats for her tribal relations, with her daughters sorting the bright piles of dyed flax and feathers on the floor. Haini would look so splendid in mats, said Tiffany, stroking their softness, and Haini's voice sounded mysterious and far off like the witch of Endor as she answered:

          
“One day I think all Maoris will wear the mat again. Do not wait for the dark, little Tihane. Rehu Pai is still unburied.”

          
All Maoris dread the dark, particularly when an unburied ghost is about. Tiffany said, hesitating: “Isn't Hemi anywhere?”

          
“He is flying the new kite … the manu aute. He wants a good omen.” Tiffany knew all about kites, just as she
              


              knew all about the spinning-tops as big as your head which the young men whipped over ditches and hedges to make themselves strong and deep-breathed in battle. Every Maori game was a preparation for battle. Hemi's new kite had a head like a man, with shells rattling inside, and to fly it over an enemy's pa was very bad for the mana of all the chiefs there. “Is Hemi going to fight?” Tiffany asked.

          
“Ana pea. Who knows? Go, Tihane. We have not seen the little green lizards, but they must have come for Rehu Pai.”

          
Tiffany rode hastily home through an equally hasty sunset, for the North does not dally on the confines of light and dark. The world seemed far and strange and very still. Against a saffron West night had already come to the long height of the Waitakeres. Shadows groped here and there with ghostly fingers. Mount Eden was disappearing. There was a mist on Mount Albert. They were going back into the dark to remember when they had been spouting volcanoes, tremendous Maori pas instead of only deserted butts too scrubby to climb. The distant dull clank of cattle-bells in the manuka sounded so lonely….

          
“Oh, go quick, Selim,” gasped Tiffany, who hadn't yet been able to rid herself of belief in Rienga, that mysterious cape in the far North where, escorted by the little green lizards, every Maori soul has to go after its body is buried in two halves of a canoe and stuck up in an outhouse or a tree. At Te Rienga the soul slings itself into the sea by a branch and enters Te Po … the Darkness. But what happened to it then not even Hemi could tell her.

          
Down the hill a few belated Maoris moved with torches, for there is no protection from a wandering ghost except poking a lighted torch in its eye. Tiffany had no torch as defence against the ghostly soul of Rehu Pai. For the first time she thought of the soul as separate from the body, and cold tremors ran over her. Would it be raw
              


              and red like a new baby, or would it grow to be a giant when it got out of bent old Rehu Pai? Was that the soul moaning in the bracken, turning up the white sides of the tussock in search of the little green lizards … ?

          
In Rehu Pai's house all the old women would be howling the tangi, crying: “Go! Travel the long road. Go to the majority lost in darkness;” cutting their wrinkled cheeks and breasts with the sharp pipi-shell; while men would be skinning animals for the feast, and Rehu Pai, sitting alone with all his best mats and weapons and plates and knives hung on the fence behind him, would be watching his poor soul hunting for the lizards….

          
There was the soul, big as a giant, waving its arms at her out of the dark…. The tall pale clump of toitoi grass turned its feathery fronds as she galloped by, screaming heartily with terror. Then the pony put his foot in a hole, and the one pommel in the pad-saddle was not enough to keep Tiffany there.

          
Hemi found her limping through the grey dusk with face set against the world. He had a torch, and in the wild blown light his tawny face with the thin English lips was lovelier to Tiffany than an angel's. She gripped him with frantic hands.

          
“Oh, Hemi, I've been so wicked, and the ghost upset Selim and he's gone home. Hemi, you won't let Rehu Pai have me, will you? I don't want to go to Te Po.”

          
At thirteen big Hemi was on the edge of Maori manhood and receiving private instruction from the priestly tohungas about the Books of Life and Death and his own exalted ancestry which went back and back like the Begats in the Bible. Soon (Haini had said, standing among her flowing hair like a prophetess) Hemi must run away to the great chief in the Waikato who was his grandfather and like the mighty rata-tree wherein a thousand birds nested and a thousand ferns and vines took root. There Hemi would go through the long and painful initiation into a warrior's status and have cut on his smooth young
              


              cheeks the special double-spiral which (like a duke's strawberry-leaves) would leave no doubt of his birth.

          
Hemi, conscious that he should want to go much more than he did, shyly offered Tiffany his arm, just as white men did their women, and felt somehow crowned when she clung to it, as though she had made him all white. Yet he didn't want to be white, and he despised his white father. Oh, where do I belong? thought Hemi, taking Tiffany past the mill heavy on Maori land as though it would bend and break it … and the Maoris down here didn't care. They were not like the warriors of Nene and Hone Heke. They tilled ground for the white man and pushed his barrows and drove his bullocks. They were learning to drink the white man's Stinking Water and shame their birth. And the English soldiers had proud stomachs and called the Maoris nigger, and the new kite would not fly….

          
“Nothing is the same now, Tihane,” said Hemi, dimly feeling the weight of a dying race on his young shoulders.

          
In the Domain, as they passed through it, two old Maori gentleman squatted outside a reed whare, cooking their supper in red embers. The one with the black pipe (whispered Hemi, pausing) was Te Rauparaha, once too great a chief for a Maori to name. But after the Nelson trouble the English made him a prisoner for a year on a man-of-war, and now it pleased him to attend Governor Grey at levees, wearing a naval uniform as a delicate suggestion that his sojourn afloat had not been at all what people imagined.

          
“He has lost his spiritual power, his mana,” said Hemi bitterly. “Now he is nothing. Once a chief is prisoner he can never again be a chief. He should have killed himself … for there were handcuffs! The one stirring the pot is Te Whero.”

          
Of the two, Hemi most despised Te Whero, that powerful Waikato chief who had become a Christian and sent little notes to Heke (still unregenerate in the North)
              


              explaining that if he wanted Auckland he must first fight all the Waikato. Heke did want Auckland, but not under those conditions. So, said Hemi scornfully, it was that old fellow, magnificently tattooed and wearing the huia feather of royalty beneath his bell-topper, who really protected everybody. The English only lived because Te Whero allowed it.

          
Te Whero, talking across the cooking-haangi to Te Rauparaha, was not very sure why he did allow it. Everywhere the Maori was discovering that the pakeha's politics were as muddled as their religion, which Heke once wrote to Queen Victoria about. “We are too confused with your religions,” wrote Heke. “We do not know which way to worship your God now.”

          
Truly enough they didn't. The early missionaries had been simple men, teaching the plain law of Christ with one hand and carpentry and black-smithing with the other. Then came the Roman Catholics, talking of Mary and Purgatory and Confession; and the High Church Anglicans, under Bishop Selwyn, telling that God could only be approached with genuflections and no end of paraphernalia; and the Baptists, who said you must get right under water before God would look at you; and the Methodists, who said that God did not like his priests to wear long gowns. Altogether, this pakeha God was very capricious and couldn't kill with a curse, as any good tohunga could. As for the law of tapu, the English had nothing to touch it.

          
“The old gods were best,” said Te Rauparaha, smoking thoughtfully in the shadows. Aue! True … true as dying, agreed Te Whero. And a missionary had once told him that if he disobeyed this contradictory God he would go for ever into outer darkness where the flames of hell would burn him. But when Te Whero asked how it could be dark if there were flames he had no answer. A Maori can always find an answer to anything. Yet it seemed that the pakeha were like sands of the sea for number and every
              


              tide piled them higher on Ao-tea-roa's shores. So peace was best, agreed the two old warriors, and this English tobacco was very good….

          
“Come,” said Hemi, dragging Tiffany roughly. But she knew that his anger was not for her, and went with him quietly, past the barracks and up to her own gate. Brian met her at the door.

          
“Well, miss, papa is looking for you,” said Brian, grinning. Tiffany went in, unsuspecting that Sally was also in disgrace for bravely objecting to Brian's tale-telling.

          
“I asked him why he had left her. Would you have him tell a lie?” cried Peregrine, who was so conscientiously bringing up his family that he cut from the papers any paragraphs unfit for them to see … a habit which gave Brian a deal of trouble because he had to go down to Hew's twice weekly in order to read those paragraphs.

          
Hemi tramped up the long rustling hill again with his torch burning low. There was fear abroad on the wind to-night, clashing the cabbage-tree blades, the sworded flax, whimpering in the tussock. Here and there in the distances torches moved stealthily. Hemi's anger had gone. He was frightened of the soul of Rehu Pai, frightened of the pakeha. He wanted to pray, but his own gods had no power now, and how could a Maori pray to the English God for release from the Englishman?

          
“Is there nothing left for the Maori? Is there not anything at all?” cried Hemi, his dark face with the thin English mouth upraised to the dark sky, his dying torch flaring in a red stream of sparks soon blown away.
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Sally, who hadn't expected anything of the kind, tried to hide her dismay when Caroline arrived at Peregrine's new house on the next section and proceeded to “settle in”; hanging numberless stuff curtains confined by heavy woollen cords and tassels, putting up gilt brackets everywhere; arranging books of engravings and “Keepsakes,” bound in olive-green velvet, on the one-legged round table in the middle of the sitting-room, and otherwise being ornately vulgar in the best Victorian manner, while the girls crocheted feverishly at bright woollen mats to put under everything.

          
“I never waste time,” said Caroline, bustling about with a great swishing of many petticoats. Nor did she, thought Sally, coming to call and feeling as though she had somehow got into a rag-bag. Caroline never wasted anything, except life, and now her whole mind was full of climbing to the pinnacle of Auckland Society.

          
“Everything is possible now,” Caroline cried with whole orchestras of thanksgiving in her voice, “though of course most people would pay one for looking after their houses for them. But I've learned not to expect gratitude … Sophia! How long do you mean to take over hemming that frill?”

          
Sophia, who always tried so hard to be good that no one could bear her, jumped, upsetting a vase of red geraniums over the purple merino. And then she cried so much that Caroline had to box her ears and send her for the brimstone-and-treacle.

          
“Oh, no. Oh, please, mamma. I know that's what makes my spots so bad.”

          


          
“Wicked ungrateful child! If you have spots with brimstone I'd like to know what you'd have without it. Leprosy, probably,” said Caroline, administering a large dose and dabbing the merino with her handkerchief. “I do think you ought to make Darien drench herself, Sally. She is getting far too lively. I hear all sorts of stories about her.”

          
Caroline would soon be adding to them, thought Sally, going away; wondering why Mr Lovel had given Caroline the house, and never guessing how he had desired to put poor John under an obligation with a view to annexing the finest of his flocks and herds when the time came for the Peregrine Lovels to settle on the land. I don't want to be selfish, but I do wish they were not so near, thought Sally, who had had so much of Caroline at Kororareka.

          
Meanwhile Auckland erected another equally hideous barracks behind those on Britomart Hill, called them Albert after England's Prince Consort and proceeded to house the increasing number of regiments so grudgingly sent by England.

          
In fact, what with the land-trouble and too many tupara-guns, Queen Victoria's Maori nurslings were having the time of their lives; pot-shotting each other out of sheer delight and keeping their nursemaids continually on the trot trying to prevent it, while taxes went up and revenue went down and Governor Grey still refused to execute the Charter.

          
Peregrine, working so diligently that one had a constant impression of flying coat-tails, scented disaster in the wind and thrust out more tentacles. When the steamer H.M.S. 
Driver came up the Waitemata some years back colonists sternly refused to believe in her, referring to her distantly as to some vulgar feat of legerdemain. But Peregrine believed. Steam would come; and as New Zealand had no iron for machinery-making, ship-building must fail. The land … the land which no one could have was the only real stability, decided Peregrine, wondering how
            


            he could get it, pulling here and there at interminable strings, and mounting an eyeglass—which was difficult to see through but gained him much added respect.

          
“Our Peregrine goes through life as he will go through eternity, always expecting it to touch its hat to him. And it usually does,” said Jermyn. “Lord, how the British stock loves an autocratic aristocrat.”

          
Major Henry was looking anxiously at Jermyn in these days. Peregrine, always as impressive as the Parliamentary Black Rod, was bound to get along; but this dear Jermyn, with his bounteous powers that should raise him to the skies, was getting nowhere. A silent haggard Jermyn, shot with strange fires and coming home drunk much too often, thought the Major, who liked a night on the tiles as well as any man. Love, of course, that betrayer of youth and plaything of old age. But who was the damnable fair? The Major's mind stoutly refused to suspect Sally. Fate, huzzy though she was, could not do such an awful thing to Lovels.

          
Night had fallen as suddenly as it always does in the North. Jermyn, leaning from the window, was lost in it. Lost, felt the Major frantically, to him.

          
“Jermyn?” he said. But when Jermyn turned, no more than an outline graceful as a cat against the window, the Major knew that he was as secret as a cat, with neither jest nor confidence to offer an old uncle. The boy never tells me anything now, he thought, bewildered and savage. Yet why should he? I never told old men, he thought, going back sadly to his thumbed copies of Swift and 
Voltaire.

          
Like a wounded scorpion, Jermyn was now stinging himself and his Lovel pride so brilliantly in the 
Chronicle that it decided to send him down to report on that upstart town Wellington, which had actually given a ball in its own Government House and set up its own legislation, being so neglected by Auckland. “Trounce 'em well, the blaggards,” said the 
Chronicle; so Jermyn went up
            


            the hill to hurt Sally with his information—if she cared, but who knew what women would do, thought Jermyn, once so certain that he knew all about them.

          
Peregrine was there, stuffed as full of importance as a Strasbourg goose and bristling with demands.

          
“Then, Jermyn, I can utilize you in my new enterprise,” Peregrine said, walking up and down a carpet as flowery as his periods, while Sally sat like some dim enchantment in a corner, stitching wristbands, weaving spells. “Corny Fleete and I have been considering these increasing little settlements along the east coast,” said Peregrine, “and we believe that a regular service might prove lucrative since they now have to depend for necessities on whaling-ships or an occasional lugger. So we are sending the 
Nestor with a large consignment of agricultural implements, hardware and so forth, and I offer you a free passage on her if you will report results at each settlement. Captain Bone, though an honest man, is no scribe. You understand?” asked Peregrine, pausing at last before Jermyn and peering through his eyeglass.

          
“I desire to discover,” Peregrine went on, “if a regular service—possibly as far as Wellington—is likely to be satisfactory. It must come some day since water is naturally the only means of traffic this country can ever have.” Peregrine was quite unable to visualize roads through these hundreds of miles of relentless ranges and still more relentless Maoris, and was determined to make some hay before the rain of steamers spoiled it.

          
“You might discover Nick Flower and his smugglers,” suggested Darien from the rocking-chair where she was humming like a tawny bee—with a waspish waist and sting, thought Peregrine, asserting acidly that Jermyn would not need to occupy himself with chimeras.

          
“I wouldn't call Nick Flower a chimera. Much more like a mastiff,” declared Darien. And Jermyn is a greyhound, she thought. With those long slender limbs and his cinnamon-colour coat he was very like a greyhound;
            


            though he had never kissed her again, nor called her a parterre of roses, nor written anything in the album, now so full of burning verses that it was a wonder the cover didn't shrivel. She dropped him a curtsy as he went away.

          
“Adieu, fair sir. I may be engaged when you return.”

          
“Congratulations to the happy man … or men, for I can't think you'll be content with one,” said Jermyn, going out with Peregrine.

          
“A shocking quiz, I vow,” cried Darien, shrugging. Jermyn—her brilliant Lord Nelson—should come to Lady Hamilton some day even if she had to find a husband first to make him jealous. She ran up to her room to write in her diary: “Jermyn is a Brown Fawn and a Don Juan, and perhaps I shall marry some fool to Floute him and make him so jealous he will run off with me and do some great Deed to make him notorious. Till then I will be a notorious Bell myself for it is vastly entertaining.”

          
Downstairs Sally was putting Tiffany and Belinda through “The Battle of Prague” on the piano. Poor Salvolatile, who could have had no lover after all, since she had been so grave lately. They've all come to me, thought Darien, trying to dance in a whirl of sea-green skirts to “The Battle of Prague,” and giving it up to lie on her bed and count adorers on her slim fingers. It takes both hands now, she thought triumphantly.

          
Jermyn did not come to Lovel Hall again, and Sally found Eternity further off than ever since it seemed that Jermyn did not mean to speak to her until they got there. But Jermyn, tossing southward on the 
Nestor, knew that when he came again he would not be content with speaking. And then the Lord help us both, he thought, conscious that he hoped the Lord wouldn't.

        

        

          
II

          

A man with many irons in the fire needs the material for constant stoking, and so Nick Flower, having no
              


              patience with cooling irons, was rarely in one place long. Waterside taverns everywhere knew the tall man with his big shoulders and harsh voice and sharp half-closed eyes; rickety little offices in Auckland and Wellington and Sydney knew him, their owners rising to shake hands in a heartiness they seldom felt—for Flower usually got more than his pound of flesh out of every bargain. The Maoris knew him and welcomed him more freely than others did, since proud chiefs, refusing to deal any longer with ordinary traders, found Flower always ready to remember that they had backbones and had owned the country long before the graceless pakeha came.

          
So Flower did heavy trade in the midlands; and, besides the smuggled ammunition, many kegs of strong black tobacco, many cases of saws, axes and knives, many bottles of sauces and vinegars to give a relish to plain food were landed free of duty from brigs and cutters lurching in the rough seas along those rugged wooded coasts. Flower, who never saw why he should have mercy on any man, fleeced the chiefs too, but not so savagely as other white men did … white men who had infinitely fewer morals than the Maori, he thought, sitting now by a camp-fire within the tall carved ramparts of Te Mahia's pa below the snowy shoulder of Mount Egmont in the Taranaki.

          
Close in the red flicker of light lay a young Maori; hands clenched, dark eyes rolling under the anguish of tattoo, but scorning (stout fellow) to let a groan out of him as the naked squatting old tohunga tap-tapped out the long cheek-lines with mallet and shark-tooth knife, wiping away the blood with the twist of dressed flax round his little finger. For many months the torture would go on, as much at a time as the protesting flesh could bear, with charcoal dropped into the open wounds until the smooth brown young cheeks and forehead were scarred for ever into an indigo ferocity. And then the tohunga would begin on the man's rump.

          


          
By what right did the English consider themselves so superior to a race which passes into manhood through such an initiation; whose chiefs-to-be must prove themselves in yet bitterer ways; whose every child-game is a gruelling test of courage and determination and strength? Our white skin, I suppose, thought Flower, shrugging and consulting a note-book.

          
The selling of tattooed enemy-heads to museums all over the world had been almost stopped, but there were still a few to be picked up and secretly got away. Te Mahia (said Flower's note-book) had several…. The missionaries, always so ready to believe, thought they had stopped the tattooing; but, in spite of that giant Bishop Selwyn walking all over the Island on his long legs, what did the whites know of the happenings in these deep forests?

          
What did those arrogant English gentlemen know, fussily planting English oaks and silver birches round their new houses, importing Chinese pheasants and peacocks to walk on their new lawns, importing brindled bulldogs to hunt the great droves of Captain Cook pigs back in the hills, importing blooded horses for their racing and silk bonnets for their ladies to walk abroad in? What did they know in their blind childish conceit of the dangers they were piling up for themselves by their insolence to the Maori, their crazy denunciation of their governors in the papers?

          
All the ignorance of civilization, thought Flower, strolling through the dimness to another fire, where a missionary-taught lad out of one of the Bishop's schools was slowly translating from a recent 
Chronicle. “With eyes turned to heaven and lips dropping unctuous rectitude our Pecksniffian Governor is robbing Peter to pay Paul and elegantly building schools for savages while consistently denying to white immigrants the use of their land….”

          
The jolly little group round the camp-fire understood enough of that to bellow their amusement. A young 
war-
                


                rior took the reader's head under his arm, pretending to punch it. “Hori Grey!” he shouted, and the men beat their heels on the ground in ecstasy. So that was where England's honour was going to. Yet the Maoris would have respected Grey if they had been allowed, for he surely was doing all that mortal man could do in the face of more confusions than any country had ever before been cursed with.

          
“Aue,” grunted Te Mahia at Flower's elbow. “This is not good. Should a Maori say half that of a chief he would be dead in two days. Why does not your white chief also kill?”

          
“He can't,” said Flower dryly. Te Mahia digested that slowly.

          
“All the Taranaki is saying that to be ruled by a chief whom his own warriors laugh at is an evil thing,” he remarked at last.

          
“Wanganui is saying it too. And the Waikato.” Flower looked sideways at the grim old face. Touch a Maori's pride and only blood will comfort him. Well, damn it, why not touch it? War had to come anyway. “Some day Maori warriors may learn to laugh at their own chiefs, Te Mahia.”

          
“The chiefs are thinking of that,” said Te Mahia, walking away.

          
Flower went down to Wellington with the tattooed heads in a carpetbag. He had paid through the nose for them, but they were worth their weight in gold now. Vienna Museum … that one in Budapest … considering their relative merits, Flower walked through the steep little Wellington streets (Wellington was already hanging like numerous swallows' nests on its high cliffs) and drank a modest brandy at a little table in the Prince Consort tavern. A young man with loose fair hair and a general elegance gone somehow astray sat alone at a distant table. Jermyn Lovel, egad, looking for once as though the world was not well with him. Flower went down the sanded
              


              floor, asking for Auckland news, but Jermyn, it seemed, had none to give.

          
Indeed, he gave so little of anything that Flower was immediately interested. Something biting this young buck, so smart in his sherry-colour coat and ruby pin catching the firelight, so sullen about the tired eyes and drooping well-cut mouth. Feeling his way, Flower talked idly of the commerce of crowns and countries, the feeding-bottle logic of the old men, the heady aspirations of the young.

          
“No mistaking your hand in the 
Chronicle now, Mr Lovel. It's a great thing to have an influence on men's minds. I have to content myself with influencing their fortunes.”

          
There are no great things, Jermyn wanted to say. How could there be when an honest man is reduced to making a virtue of prostituting his conscience? He said instead: “Have the ordinary men minds?”

          
“Precious few, I grant you. Nor fortunes either.” Another drink or so, and Jermyn would loosen up, thought Flower, instructing the waitress. What did this young fool know of the plums Flower could drop into that sulky mouth if he chose? The New Zealand Company (Flower could tell him) will shortly throw in the towel, handing over its debts to England and getting out as best it can. And England will undoubtedly push those debts back on the New Zealand Government—which is Auckland, More I.O.U.'s for Nick Flower then; fewer liqueurs for the gentlemen and not so many Paris bonnets for the ladies. Lord Almighty, what a scoop for young Lovel and the 
Chronicle to get in first with that news. Of the Maoris Flower could tell him; of the blind stupid mistakes made by every civilization in taking hold….

          
“Why have no white men the imagination to read history?” he asked.

          
But Jermyn was not here to be asked riddles. He gulped raw brandy, that began to glitter in his eyes,
              


              loosened up with a tirade against hell of all places. Hell, he said, very tragic and confidential, has been defined as the epitome of effort and failure. Did Flower know anything of failure?

          
“Perhaps I've never made enough effort to learn,” said Flower. This young buck, all on edge with his puny efforts, what could he guess of that great and terrible thing?

          
“Philosophers know,” declared Jermyn, pouring more brandy. “Their job to dissect the soul…. Where is the soul?”

          
“In most women and few men, I should imagine,” said Flower. What woman was young Lovel chasing with such smoky tempest in his eyes?

          
“A woman, sir,” said Jermyn, staring profoundly out of disordered waves of hair, “is an 'nigma.”

          
“She thinks she is,” amended Flower.

          
“And life in t-towns is jush a refined way o' going to pieces.”

          
“A very elegant way, I'm sure. I hope I'll never have to try it.” How many more platitudes was this fellow going to cast at him? “What did you see along the coast?” he asked.

          
“Sent tools ashore instead. P'raps they know how to behave. I don't. T-tryin' … self-restraint. Ever you try self-reshtraint with a woman?”

          
“Oh, take her, man. For the Lord's sake, take her if you want her. What else is a woman for? Don't you know yet how the pretty creatures despise us for self-restraint?”

          
“What's that?” Jermyn sat up with a glare. “Despise us? For-for not throwing their caps over windmills? Don't b'lieve it. No woman likes throwing——”

          
“Plenty of underground ways, ain't there?” asked the man who did all his important business underground. And went away, for there is no profit in conversation with a man besotted by love.

        

        
        



          
III

          

The year wound its way into the hot Christmas weather, with a dance of heat on the fern and the harbour like milk, curdled here and there by passing boats. Major Henry, missing Jermyn, took much notice of Roddy and Tiffany, finding pleasure in enlarging their innocent minds beyond the strait limits of Peregrine and his dogmas … and all other dogmas that preached what they did not practise.

          
“I'm going to be a Mohammedan,” announced Tiffany, borrowing Major Henry's best rug for a prayer-carpet and sneaking down to the bush-gully to conduct her orisons among the birds. “Now I am a Confucian,” she cried, coming out of a tattered book on old China with glowing eyes. Making her soul, this intense childish Tiffany revelling with the immortals while Darien played havoc with the mortals and provoked several private duels.

          
Never, thought Darien, did I know anyone could be so happy. Handsome macaronis, balls, routs, kettledrums, picnics by land and water, riding-parties—Darien in a long rust-colour habit and wide hat with sweeping plumes was even bowling over Captain Lord Calthorpe, the adamantine barracks bachelor.

          
Very thin about the legs, little Lord Calthorpe in his tight glossy Hessian boots, and always too redolent of scent and brandy. But all the young ladies were envious, and Letitia Baizey so far forgot her pledged friendship as to call Darien an odious cat.

          
So what more could a girl ask to fill the days while waiting for Jermyn, who had gone to Sydney or the South Island (both as remote as the moon). I ask no more, thought Darien, snipping little curls from her abundant bright hair for fob-lockets, scattering breast-knots to be mumbled over by male lips, and contriving, despite Peregrine's niggardliness, to do with an old sprigged muslin of Sally's and a few ribbons what other girls couldn't do with a banking-account.

          


          
She grows lovelier all the time, thought Sally, fondly peeping through her fingers during morning prayers. And indeed Darien was lovely in the clear sunlight this morning, with faint violet shadows beneath her dark-lashed changing eyes and a paler rose on the fair skin. But she felt suddenly red right down to her white ruffle when a little later she put herself in the way of Mr Lovel going for his hat.

          
“I have to inform you,” she said with all the majesty she could muster, “that I engaged myself to two gentlemen last night and I don't want either of them. Will you kindly tell them so?”

          
“Oh, Darien!” gasped Sally.

          
“You did what?” demanded Peregrine, really unable to believe his ears.

          
“Two gentlemen. Double-banked. And … and I don't know what to do with the fools,” said Darien, feeling hysterics coming very fast. “If only men knew what they look like on their knees … both knees and he forgot to pull his trousers up … don't stare at me like that! I won't have it. Your eyes are too close together. I always say so. Sally,” cried Darien, feeling the hysterics arrived, “why do you let his eyes be too close together … ?”

          
“Stop that infernal nonsense,” said Peregrine, almost forgetting his dignity. “Am I to understand that you accepted proposals from two of Mr Seager's guests last night?”

          
“They were so funny. I wanted to see how funny they could be. Men in love are always so peculiar. Oh, don't stamp. Don't. It makes you so funny to-o,” giggled Darien, collapsing into a chair and mopping her eyes.

          
“Oh, darling,” cried Sally, rushing with a glass of water. Peregrine plucked her away.

          
“Kindly leave this to me, my dear. What are the names of these deluded gentlemen, Miss Vibart?”

          
“Oh, not deluded, I think. A little d-drunk, perhaps….”

          


          
“Their names, if you please … should you happen to know them.”

          
“Of course I know them…. I don't know Mr Milliken's Christian name, though Bertram would suit him. That fop Calthorpe has as many names as a fine puss gentleman might be expected to. Eustace Algernon Charles——”

          
“Am I to understand that you have accepted Lord Calthorpe?” Peregrine felt himself cooling down amazingly. No good record attached to this young sprig of the nobility who (said rumour) had been cashiered from the Hussars and squeezed by anxious relatives into an infantry regiment sailing for the colonies, the relatives promising that he would receive a handsome remittance so long as he stayed there. But few lords with handsome remittances grew on colonial bushes, and all the Auckland mammas were after this one … who must have been drunker than usual to allow himself to be caught.

          
But caught he'd stay now, thought Peregrine, promising to go up to the barracks and attend to the matter immediately.

          
“Tell him to give you that curl of mine he has in the locket with the diamonds,” said Darien, feeling herself reviving a little. “Leta Baizey is in the chased one.”

          
“Oh, Darien,” said Sally helplessly as Peregrine went out. Darien sighed.

          
“It's terrible to be a woman and say what you don't mean and be caught on the hop. I'm not half ready to marry yet, Sally. Women get nothing out of marriage … though they do get something out of engagements. Presents and envy and things.” She wiped her eyes and stood up. “Oh, dear, I wish I hadn't got in a panic. Two engagements at once would be so amusing and experiencing.”

          
Sally suggested that an engagement with Darien would probably be experiencing although not very amusing for the gentlemen.

          


          
“I have no wish to amuse them … idle fops,” said Darien, beginning to tidy her hair. Since Jermyn wouldn't propose, all men were monsters. “Men are monsters, Sal-volatile, and so conceited you wouldn't believe. It is women,” cried Darien, suddenly feeling herself inspired, “who carry all the burden of this horrid pioneering. But who will go down to history as the heroes of it? Not women.”

          
“We … we do what we can, dear,” said Sally, bewildered.

          
“What we can? I should just think we did. It's only we who have made it possible. And men….” Darien (who could be shrewd enough when she chose) went on to picture men keeping voluminous diaries in order to explain to posterity how each of them had saved the country single-handed—if it should be saved, which was  uncommon doubtful since they held the reins.

          
“And will there be any mention of women in those diaries, Sally? Not one, I'll wager. In a few generations,” cried Darien, waving her arms like a prophetess, “all the women who made New Zealand possible will be forgotten. Even I will be forgotten. And the men will still be putting up statues to each other. My diary will tell posterity the truth, anyway,” she cried, rushing off to it, while Sally put the china together with trembling hands, quite frightened at this tumbling of the gentlemen off their pedestals.

          
Preparing to tumble another gentleman off, Peregrine sent in his card to Lord Calthorpe who, somewhat limp in a saffron gown with green cords, was cursing his batman because breakfast tasted like hell. He greeted his visitor sulkily. “What'll you have? A chair? Brandy? Shall I send for some eggs? Gad, I must have been on the tiles properly last night. Can't remember how, though,” he added, scratching a sandy head under the gold-tasselled nightcap.

          
Quite prepared for this, Peregrine reminded him so
              


              clearly and skilfully that the little lord sat up straight for once.

          
“My eye, did I though? I must have been blind drunk. 'Ssure you, Mr Lovel, I always stop short of proposals. Promised my family … word of honour, don't y'know. Accepted me, did she? Doosed awkward, that. I thought she had more sense. Well … just tell her I was in my cups, will you? In my cups and no harm done … I hope?”

          
“As Miss Vibart's guardian, sir,” said Peregrine, at his stateliest, “I am entitled to ask what you mean by that. Are you repudiating an engagement which Miss Vibart in all good faith has already made public?”

          
“Has she, though? By Jove! Doosed awkward, that. Bloody awkward,” said Lord Calthorpe, collapsing again and staring feebly at Peregrine.

          
“Are you repudiating the engagement, sir?”

          
“Oh, no, no. By no means. Can't do that … can I? Gentleman can't … can he?” said Calthorpe, who was always discovering to his sorrow that he had been born a gentleman. “If gal sticks to it—she does stick to it? Eh?”

          
“Would she have announced it otherwise? I confess I am at a loss to understand your attitude, sir, when I have come to offer my congratulations on your conquest of a particularly charming lady.”

          
“Eh? Oh, cert'nly. Mettlesome filly…. Doosed good in you and all that. Have some brandy? I … I don't think I fell quite well,” said the little lord, pouring it out.

          
“Nor does she, poor child. She was weeping with excitement when I left. You know what women in love are, my lord,” said Peregrine, offering balm to go with the brandy. And the two appeared to blend so well that before he left Calthorpe had almost reconciled.

          
“Stops the others chasing me, eh? Won't it? 'Ssure you, sir, mammas are the devil. I scarcely dare get drunk. I'll
              


              get drunk to-night, though. No more danger, eh? Well, I can't go and call this mornin'. Parade duty. I'll be up this evenin' if she's still stickin' to it. Eh? You think she will be stickin' to it?”

          
“Can you doubt her?” said Peregrine, going off to interview Lieutenant Milliken. If Darien made any more trouble he'd put her in the stocks.

          
Milliken, being frankly detrimental, was easily managed. “I love her, sir,” he said, sadly. “But of course it was too much luck for me. I … I wish her happy. I know I am … unworthy….”

          
“What woman can resist a title and diamonds? Calthorpe has both,” said Peregrine, finishing a fruitful morning by presenting the 
Southern Cross and the 
Chronicle offices with a few extremely important scrawled words procured from Calthorpe, and returning to Darien who (how like a woman!) received his news in the aloof manner one might associate with queens, while Sally (who never had any sense) wept copiously.

          
“Well, of course I didn't really suppose he'd want to give me up, and I fancy an engaged gentleman is quite funny. Did you tell him I won't return his presents when I break it off, even if he is mean enough to want them?”

          
Sally, looking up timidly at Mr Lovel, saw something in his face that did not go with breakings-off and cried harder. Surely not even Mr Lovel could force darling reckless Darien into that? But Jermyn had once said that it was God's great jest to allow Adam to develop his ego before Eve appeared and he had been developing it ever since. Mr Lovel's ego spreading across the world so darkened it that it was quite difficult to fulfil her promise to Tiffany and presently beg that the child might go to school at Mrs Dupont's.

          
“Mrs Dupont? Who is she? Is it a School of Detention?” demanded Peregrine, remembering a Tiffany who would certainly be the better for that.

          
“A … a seminary for the daughters of gentlemen, just
              


              opened in Commercial Bay. Lady Martin is sending her daughters…”

          
“I should not dream of it. A girl has no need for tuition outside her home. A blue-stocking in my family? No, I thank you. Let Tiffany learn to do her duty by her parents and her brothers and she will, I hope, later do her duty by her husband and her children. I very much dislike publicity for females,” declared Peregrine, still smarting under Darien's publicity.

          
He took a turn through the room, glancing at Sally sitting so quiet in her pale flowing muslin with that decorous little cap on her bent head, and an unexpected rush of thankfulness went through him. “If she grows up like you, my dear, I shall be well content,” he added more kindly. “And Caroline don't mean to send her girls, you know.”

          
Caroline had sniffed at Mrs Dupont. But that, according to Major Henry, was quite understandable since Caroline would certainly find preventing education so much easier than educating herself up to the girls' possible standard.

          
So Sally said, “Yes, Mr Lovel,” and went to tell the bad news to Tiffany, who ran straightway down to Major Henry and became a Buddhist.

          
“How many more religions are there?” she asked, seriously doubting if any single religion would be enough comfort just now.

        

        

          
IV

          

In Auckland affairs moved but slowly; with no money behind any enterprise, with sailor-men waiting in rough water-front taverns for their ships to fill with hides, tallow, and timber; with immigrants waiting for land and continually tragic or abusive according to their natures.

          
This country, the immigrants said, gave no increase save of customs duties, which were now its only revenue.
              


              So they sailed away in large numbers to the Australian and Californian gold-fields, and Maoris, who took a holiday if you spoke to them, wheeled the barrows of gunny-sacks and drove the patient red-and-white bullocks down the steep streets to the rickety wharf and the mud-flats still greasy in the sun and unconquered by the Harbour Board.

          
Yet for the gentlemen, so strangely favoured by St Paul, life had plenty of salt, with no end of regattas, pig-hunting, horse-racing, flirtations, and, on the night Jermyn returned from the South Island, a tremendous to-do at the Mechanic's Institute with all the members present.

          
Jermyn's work had preceded him in a quite outrageous letter to a Sydney paper, where, after praising the enterprise of Wellington, he had basely attacked Auckland, to this effect:

          
“Auckland, although a mere scatter of huts, sheds, tents, raupo whares, and lean weatherboard houses singularly unimpressive staggering alongside ill-kept streets, chooses to flaunt as a Town by erecting a tavern to every three miserable stores in Commercial Bay and baptising all with such Sounding names as Crown Hotel, Theatre Royal, the Law Courts, which though propping the gaol would fall without its support. In Official Bay the Governor has set up the horrid Pomp of autocracy so that his boots are kept clean by the lickings of his Toadies; the Colonial Office, and the Legislative Council, which, since the Governor holds two votes in a Council of four appointed by the Crown, is no more than a political rag to cover the nakedness of all concerned, are between them daily driving the country further on the Road to Ruin.”

          
There were few who were not hit, and the air in the dirty little room was very hostile. Peregrine, severely pricked by the jibe of toadying, opened with: “We have requested your presence here at the earliest available
              


              moment, Jermyn, in order that you may explain the meaning of these outrageous insults…..”

          
“My insults were never considered outrageous so long as they referred merely to the Governor,” retorted Jermyn. He looked older, thought Major Henry, uneasily, with new lines beneath those wide bright eyes, that were almost glittering gold to-night. Still hag-ridden, thought the Major, cursing the hag, whoever she might be. Peregrine said majestically:

          
“With the country in its present state, it is sheer suicide not to uphold the Government.”

          
“Assuredly it cannot uphold itself.”

          
“Ah … so long as we all stand shoulder to shoulder, our difficulties will adjust themselves,” declared Peregrine, wishing he could believe it.

          
“What infant's hornbook did you find that in?”

          
Gentlemen permitted interest to replace the glare in their eyes. Jermyn's tone was more than offensive. A personal matter, eh? Bad blood between Lovels? Major Henry plunged in hastily with:

          
“Stand together, of course…. So many different standards … damned conflictin'….”

          
“There is only one real standard of right, Major,” said Peregrine, very black and haughty.

          
“Yours, naturally,” said Jermyn. He brushed his hand over his wet forehead. Until he saw Peregrine again he had not known how he wanted to kill him. And when he saw Sally again…. God Almighty, what was he  going to do then?

          
Gentlemen were excited, if a little nervous. This was vastly unpleasant—but which would hit first?  Was it possible that they were going to see Peregrine Lovel knocked out of his Jovian calm at last? His pinched nostrils were getting white, and Jermyn was like a wildcat with those big glittering eyes and his thick hair all over the place.

          


          
“If England would understand …” began Mr Seager, offering her as a sop to the gentlemen who wouldn't have her. England, they felt, had no wish to understand. But this attack on their own town … on Auckland….

          
There was a howl from old Sir Winston, who never took any notice of the young fellers, hang 'em. He had just discovered for himself what was the matter with Auckland and every other place, and he proceeded to expound it with a scatter of quotations, thumping his green umbrella on the dingy boards until his hat fell off and his yellow wig slid over his ear.

          
How, he demanded, could we expect to build England's pleasant land on a public debt that was assuming simply colossal proportions since the man Wellington had handed over the bankrupt New Zealand Company to the Imperial Government, which was wanting Auckland to foot the really staggering bills? How, with the caitiff Wellington continuing to beget bastard settlements all over the place, could we expect God to save the Queen or anyone else? Blessed be he who expecteth nothing for Doodlum Buck was all he'd get.

          
“Who, gentlemen … who, I say, is the ravening wolf coming down like the Assyrian on our fold? Grey! Who's the one-eyed Cyclops who can never see any but himself … and that squinting? Grey! Gentlemen …I put  it to the vote. Grey!” Sir Winston shouted it, quite out of breath, grabbing his wig as it covered him up like a mask.

          
Conscious of a slight disappointment, the gentlemen genteelly cushioned impending trouble by voting Grey responsible for everything. They voted him responsible for Auckland's bankruptcy, and for the settlement in 1849 of Dunedin, at the far end of the South Island, although this was so near the South Pole that only such a body of stoics as the Free Church of Scotland would have fathered the adventure. They voted him responsible for the four ships bringing the Canterbury Pilgrims at the
              


              end of 1850 under the blessing of the Church of England….

          
“Church! Church! Don't every scurvy malefactor hide under the skirts of the Church?” bellowed Sir Winston, who disapproved of the way Bishop Selwyn and Judge Martin stood together with Grey for the Maoris.

          
Major Henry, whom Peregrine had sent to the South Island to buy land when the first Canterbury lots were put up, hastened to assure the company that so many unchurched Australians had followed the Pilgrims over the Port Hills from Lyttelton and settled like flies on the flanks of the infant speculation that it was fast becoming quite secular and very abusive among its marshes and howling nor'westers.

          
Yet in time we might be glad of Canterbury, declared the Major, hoping that Jermyn had gone, but what with smoking oil-lamps and smoking gentlemen how could one be sure? If gentlemen realized the placidity of the Canterbury Maoris, of whom there were so very few; the courage of enterprising colonists driving sheep and cattle into wildernesses of stony river-beds, level horizons of yellow tussock, long ranges succulent with snowgrass, and frequently finding colonists still more enterprising already established and building huge stations for their fattening flocks….

          
But the gentlemen refused to be glad of Canterbury, which sounded like a chimera, since all the New Zealand they knew appeared to be on edge, both morally and geographically; and Peregrine was very acid about Dunedin, which was already at ship-building, so that southern whalers were bound to make it their landfall, to the great detriment of Auckland. In fact, Auckland had become Cinderella, and with only Grey for a fairy godmother New Zealand's fate was sealed. Peregrine, who had been considerably rattled by Jermyn, foresaw England turning such a discomfortable and luckless country over to France
              


              or anyone else who would take her; and then Major Henry, heartened by seeing Jermyn flinging out of the room with his hat on the back of his head, had the most brilliant inspiration of his life.

          
“I protest,” he cried, getting up on a chair with some difficulty, “against such pusillanimity. Even Nature herself bows to the onslaught of man when rightly directed. Australia has discovered gold in her bowels. Why cannot we? How do we know that at this very moment New Zealand is not secreting beneath our feet riches beyond the wealth of Araby?”

          
After such a flight he mopped his forehead, while everyone made surprised and enthusiastic noises, looking to Peregrine for a lead. Feeling the tribute, he kept them waiting like a god in a frock-coat, saying at last: “I suggest that a reward be offered for the discovery of gold. It must be large enough to attract enterprise. I am willing to put down one hundred pounds as a nucleus to form a private company.”

          
Here, one felt, was the real Mr Peregrine Lovel of Lovel Hall. None other could offer half as much. Grey would be shut out and, should paying gold be found, the company—with Peregrine clearly headed for  managing director—would be in a position to dictate terms to a bankrupt Government.

          
Damn it, muttered Major Henry, I can't like the fellow but I have to respect him. Yet so few things have to be respected, he thought, cheering up as everyone rushed to subscribe, and broke the remaining chairs during subsequent demonstrations, which they conducted as though gold was already in their pockets.

          
Jermyn was sitting with stretched legs and chin on his chest among the wolfhounds when the Major got home. He did not speak, so the Major ventured: “We had an interesting meetin', boy.”

          


          
“Our Peregrine dressed in a little brief authority,” said Jermyn.

          
So Jermyn wasn't in the mood for that disclosure. The Major tried again: “See many charmin' ladies on your travels?”

          
“Plenty. Blowsy females with blown skirts showing weakly-gartered stockings.”

          
The Major went to bed.
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Sally, who hadn't expected anything of the kind, tried to hide her dismay when Caroline arrived at Peregrine's new house on the next section and proceeded to “settle in”; hanging numberless stuff curtains confined by heavy woollen cords and tassels, putting up gilt brackets everywhere; arranging books of engravings and “Keepsakes,” bound in olive-green velvet, on the one-legged round table in the middle of the sitting-room, and otherwise being ornately vulgar in the best Victorian manner, while the girls crocheted feverishly at bright woollen mats to put under everything.

          
“I never waste time,” said Caroline, bustling about with a great swishing of many petticoats. Nor did she, thought Sally, coming to call and feeling as though she had somehow got into a rag-bag. Caroline never wasted anything, except life, and now her whole mind was full of climbing to the pinnacle of Auckland Society.

          
“Everything is possible now,” Caroline cried with whole orchestras of thanksgiving in her voice, “though of course most people would pay one for looking after their houses for them. But I've learned not to expect gratitude … Sophia! How long do you mean to take over hemming that frill?”

          
Sophia, who always tried so hard to be good that no one could bear her, jumped, upsetting a vase of red geraniums over the purple merino. And then she cried so much that Caroline had to box her ears and send her for the brimstone-and-treacle.

          
“Oh, no. Oh, please, mamma. I know that's what makes my spots so bad.”

          


          
“Wicked ungrateful child! If you have spots with brimstone I'd like to know what you'd have without it. Leprosy, probably,” said Caroline, administering a large dose and dabbing the merino with her handkerchief. “I do think you ought to make Darien drench herself, Sally. She is getting far too lively. I hear all sorts of stories about her.”

          
Caroline would soon be adding to them, thought Sally, going away; wondering why Mr Lovel had given Caroline the house, and never guessing how he had desired to put poor John under an obligation with a view to annexing the finest of his flocks and herds when the time came for the Peregrine Lovels to settle on the land. I don't want to be selfish, but I do wish they were not so near, thought Sally, who had had so much of Caroline at Kororareka.

          
Meanwhile Auckland erected another equally hideous barracks behind those on Britomart Hill, called them Albert after England's Prince Consort and proceeded to house the increasing number of regiments so grudgingly sent by England.

          
In fact, what with the land-trouble and too many tupara-guns, Queen Victoria's Maori nurslings were having the time of their lives; pot-shotting each other out of sheer delight and keeping their nursemaids continually on the trot trying to prevent it, while taxes went up and revenue went down and Governor Grey still refused to execute the Charter.

          
Peregrine, working so diligently that one had a constant impression of flying coat-tails, scented disaster in the wind and thrust out more tentacles. When the steamer H.M.S. 
Driver came up the Waitemata some years back colonists sternly refused to believe in her, referring to her distantly as to some vulgar feat of legerdemain. But Peregrine believed. Steam would come; and as New Zealand had no iron for machinery-making, ship-building must fail. The land … the land which no one could have was the only real stability, decided Peregrine, wondering how
            


            he could get it, pulling here and there at interminable strings, and mounting an eyeglass—which was difficult to see through but gained him much added respect.

          
“Our Peregrine goes through life as he will go through eternity, always expecting it to touch its hat to him. And it usually does,” said Jermyn. “Lord, how the British stock loves an autocratic aristocrat.”

          
Major Henry was looking anxiously at Jermyn in these days. Peregrine, always as impressive as the Parliamentary Black Rod, was bound to get along; but this dear Jermyn, with his bounteous powers that should raise him to the skies, was getting nowhere. A silent haggard Jermyn, shot with strange fires and coming home drunk much too often, thought the Major, who liked a night on the tiles as well as any man. Love, of course, that betrayer of youth and plaything of old age. But who was the damnable fair? The Major's mind stoutly refused to suspect Sally. Fate, huzzy though she was, could not do such an awful thing to Lovels.

          
Night had fallen as suddenly as it always does in the North. Jermyn, leaning from the window, was lost in it. Lost, felt the Major frantically, to him.

          
“Jermyn?” he said. But when Jermyn turned, no more than an outline graceful as a cat against the window, the Major knew that he was as secret as a cat, with neither jest nor confidence to offer an old uncle. The boy never tells me anything now, he thought, bewildered and savage. Yet why should he? I never told old men, he thought, going back sadly to his thumbed copies of Swift and 
Voltaire.

          
Like a wounded scorpion, Jermyn was now stinging himself and his Lovel pride so brilliantly in the 
Chronicle that it decided to send him down to report on that upstart town Wellington, which had actually given a ball in its own Government House and set up its own legislation, being so neglected by Auckland. “Trounce 'em well, the blaggards,” said the 
Chronicle; so Jermyn went up
            


            the hill to hurt Sally with his information—if she cared, but who knew what women would do, thought Jermyn, once so certain that he knew all about them.

          
Peregrine was there, stuffed as full of importance as a Strasbourg goose and bristling with demands.

          
“Then, Jermyn, I can utilize you in my new enterprise,” Peregrine said, walking up and down a carpet as flowery as his periods, while Sally sat like some dim enchantment in a corner, stitching wristbands, weaving spells. “Corny Fleete and I have been considering these increasing little settlements along the east coast,” said Peregrine, “and we believe that a regular service might prove lucrative since they now have to depend for necessities on whaling-ships or an occasional lugger. So we are sending the 
Nestor with a large consignment of agricultural implements, hardware and so forth, and I offer you a free passage on her if you will report results at each settlement. Captain Bone, though an honest man, is no scribe. You understand?” asked Peregrine, pausing at last before Jermyn and peering through his eyeglass.

          
“I desire to discover,” Peregrine went on, “if a regular service—possibly as far as Wellington—is likely to be satisfactory. It must come some day since water is naturally the only means of traffic this country can ever have.” Peregrine was quite unable to visualize roads through these hundreds of miles of relentless ranges and still more relentless Maoris, and was determined to make some hay before the rain of steamers spoiled it.

          
“You might discover Nick Flower and his smugglers,” suggested Darien from the rocking-chair where she was humming like a tawny bee—with a waspish waist and sting, thought Peregrine, asserting acidly that Jermyn would not need to occupy himself with chimeras.

          
“I wouldn't call Nick Flower a chimera. Much more like a mastiff,” declared Darien. And Jermyn is a greyhound, she thought. With those long slender limbs and his cinnamon-colour coat he was very like a greyhound;
            


            though he had never kissed her again, nor called her a parterre of roses, nor written anything in the album, now so full of burning verses that it was a wonder the cover didn't shrivel. She dropped him a curtsy as he went away.

          
“Adieu, fair sir. I may be engaged when you return.”

          
“Congratulations to the happy man … or men, for I can't think you'll be content with one,” said Jermyn, going out with Peregrine.

          
“A shocking quiz, I vow,” cried Darien, shrugging. Jermyn—her brilliant Lord Nelson—should come to Lady Hamilton some day even if she had to find a husband first to make him jealous. She ran up to her room to write in her diary: “Jermyn is a Brown Fawn and a Don Juan, and perhaps I shall marry some fool to Floute him and make him so jealous he will run off with me and do some great Deed to make him notorious. Till then I will be a notorious Bell myself for it is vastly entertaining.”

          
Downstairs Sally was putting Tiffany and Belinda through “The Battle of Prague” on the piano. Poor Salvolatile, who could have had no lover after all, since she had been so grave lately. They've all come to me, thought Darien, trying to dance in a whirl of sea-green skirts to “The Battle of Prague,” and giving it up to lie on her bed and count adorers on her slim fingers. It takes both hands now, she thought triumphantly.

          
Jermyn did not come to Lovel Hall again, and Sally found Eternity further off than ever since it seemed that Jermyn did not mean to speak to her until they got there. But Jermyn, tossing southward on the 
Nestor, knew that when he came again he would not be content with speaking. And then the Lord help us both, he thought, conscious that he hoped the Lord wouldn't.
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A man with many irons in the fire needs the material for constant stoking, and so Nick Flower, having no
              


              patience with cooling irons, was rarely in one place long. Waterside taverns everywhere knew the tall man with his big shoulders and harsh voice and sharp half-closed eyes; rickety little offices in Auckland and Wellington and Sydney knew him, their owners rising to shake hands in a heartiness they seldom felt—for Flower usually got more than his pound of flesh out of every bargain. The Maoris knew him and welcomed him more freely than others did, since proud chiefs, refusing to deal any longer with ordinary traders, found Flower always ready to remember that they had backbones and had owned the country long before the graceless pakeha came.

          
So Flower did heavy trade in the midlands; and, besides the smuggled ammunition, many kegs of strong black tobacco, many cases of saws, axes and knives, many bottles of sauces and vinegars to give a relish to plain food were landed free of duty from brigs and cutters lurching in the rough seas along those rugged wooded coasts. Flower, who never saw why he should have mercy on any man, fleeced the chiefs too, but not so savagely as other white men did … white men who had infinitely fewer morals than the Maori, he thought, sitting now by a camp-fire within the tall carved ramparts of Te Mahia's pa below the snowy shoulder of Mount Egmont in the Taranaki.

          
Close in the red flicker of light lay a young Maori; hands clenched, dark eyes rolling under the anguish of tattoo, but scorning (stout fellow) to let a groan out of him as the naked squatting old tohunga tap-tapped out the long cheek-lines with mallet and shark-tooth knife, wiping away the blood with the twist of dressed flax round his little finger. For many months the torture would go on, as much at a time as the protesting flesh could bear, with charcoal dropped into the open wounds until the smooth brown young cheeks and forehead were scarred for ever into an indigo ferocity. And then the tohunga would begin on the man's rump.

          


          
By what right did the English consider themselves so superior to a race which passes into manhood through such an initiation; whose chiefs-to-be must prove themselves in yet bitterer ways; whose every child-game is a gruelling test of courage and determination and strength? Our white skin, I suppose, thought Flower, shrugging and consulting a note-book.

          
The selling of tattooed enemy-heads to museums all over the world had been almost stopped, but there were still a few to be picked up and secretly got away. Te Mahia (said Flower's note-book) had several…. The missionaries, always so ready to believe, thought they had stopped the tattooing; but, in spite of that giant Bishop Selwyn walking all over the Island on his long legs, what did the whites know of the happenings in these deep forests?

          
What did those arrogant English gentlemen know, fussily planting English oaks and silver birches round their new houses, importing Chinese pheasants and peacocks to walk on their new lawns, importing brindled bulldogs to hunt the great droves of Captain Cook pigs back in the hills, importing blooded horses for their racing and silk bonnets for their ladies to walk abroad in? What did they know in their blind childish conceit of the dangers they were piling up for themselves by their insolence to the Maori, their crazy denunciation of their governors in the papers?

          
All the ignorance of civilization, thought Flower, strolling through the dimness to another fire, where a missionary-taught lad out of one of the Bishop's schools was slowly translating from a recent 
Chronicle. “With eyes turned to heaven and lips dropping unctuous rectitude our Pecksniffian Governor is robbing Peter to pay Paul and elegantly building schools for savages while consistently denying to white immigrants the use of their land….”

          
The jolly little group round the camp-fire understood enough of that to bellow their amusement. A young 
war-
                


                rior took the reader's head under his arm, pretending to punch it. “Hori Grey!” he shouted, and the men beat their heels on the ground in ecstasy. So that was where England's honour was going to. Yet the Maoris would have respected Grey if they had been allowed, for he surely was doing all that mortal man could do in the face of more confusions than any country had ever before been cursed with.

          
“Aue,” grunted Te Mahia at Flower's elbow. “This is not good. Should a Maori say half that of a chief he would be dead in two days. Why does not your white chief also kill?”

          
“He can't,” said Flower dryly. Te Mahia digested that slowly.

          
“All the Taranaki is saying that to be ruled by a chief whom his own warriors laugh at is an evil thing,” he remarked at last.

          
“Wanganui is saying it too. And the Waikato.” Flower looked sideways at the grim old face. Touch a Maori's pride and only blood will comfort him. Well, damn it, why not touch it? War had to come anyway. “Some day Maori warriors may learn to laugh at their own chiefs, Te Mahia.”

          
“The chiefs are thinking of that,” said Te Mahia, walking away.

          
Flower went down to Wellington with the tattooed heads in a carpetbag. He had paid through the nose for them, but they were worth their weight in gold now. Vienna Museum … that one in Budapest … considering their relative merits, Flower walked through the steep little Wellington streets (Wellington was already hanging like numerous swallows' nests on its high cliffs) and drank a modest brandy at a little table in the Prince Consort tavern. A young man with loose fair hair and a general elegance gone somehow astray sat alone at a distant table. Jermyn Lovel, egad, looking for once as though the world was not well with him. Flower went down the sanded
              


              floor, asking for Auckland news, but Jermyn, it seemed, had none to give.

          
Indeed, he gave so little of anything that Flower was immediately interested. Something biting this young buck, so smart in his sherry-colour coat and ruby pin catching the firelight, so sullen about the tired eyes and drooping well-cut mouth. Feeling his way, Flower talked idly of the commerce of crowns and countries, the feeding-bottle logic of the old men, the heady aspirations of the young.

          
“No mistaking your hand in the 
Chronicle now, Mr Lovel. It's a great thing to have an influence on men's minds. I have to content myself with influencing their fortunes.”

          
There are no great things, Jermyn wanted to say. How could there be when an honest man is reduced to making a virtue of prostituting his conscience? He said instead: “Have the ordinary men minds?”

          
“Precious few, I grant you. Nor fortunes either.” Another drink or so, and Jermyn would loosen up, thought Flower, instructing the waitress. What did this young fool know of the plums Flower could drop into that sulky mouth if he chose? The New Zealand Company (Flower could tell him) will shortly throw in the towel, handing over its debts to England and getting out as best it can. And England will undoubtedly push those debts back on the New Zealand Government—which is Auckland, More I.O.U.'s for Nick Flower then; fewer liqueurs for the gentlemen and not so many Paris bonnets for the ladies. Lord Almighty, what a scoop for young Lovel and the 
Chronicle to get in first with that news. Of the Maoris Flower could tell him; of the blind stupid mistakes made by every civilization in taking hold….

          
“Why have no white men the imagination to read history?” he asked.

          
But Jermyn was not here to be asked riddles. He gulped raw brandy, that began to glitter in his eyes,
              


              loosened up with a tirade against hell of all places. Hell, he said, very tragic and confidential, has been defined as the epitome of effort and failure. Did Flower know anything of failure?

          
“Perhaps I've never made enough effort to learn,” said Flower. This young buck, all on edge with his puny efforts, what could he guess of that great and terrible thing?

          
“Philosophers know,” declared Jermyn, pouring more brandy. “Their job to dissect the soul…. Where is the soul?”

          
“In most women and few men, I should imagine,” said Flower. What woman was young Lovel chasing with such smoky tempest in his eyes?

          
“A woman, sir,” said Jermyn, staring profoundly out of disordered waves of hair, “is an 'nigma.”

          
“She thinks she is,” amended Flower.

          
“And life in t-towns is jush a refined way o' going to pieces.”

          
“A very elegant way, I'm sure. I hope I'll never have to try it.” How many more platitudes was this fellow going to cast at him? “What did you see along the coast?” he asked.

          
“Sent tools ashore instead. P'raps they know how to behave. I don't. T-tryin' … self-restraint. Ever you try self-reshtraint with a woman?”

          
“Oh, take her, man. For the Lord's sake, take her if you want her. What else is a woman for? Don't you know yet how the pretty creatures despise us for self-restraint?”

          
“What's that?” Jermyn sat up with a glare. “Despise us? For-for not throwing their caps over windmills? Don't b'lieve it. No woman likes throwing——”

          
“Plenty of underground ways, ain't there?” asked the man who did all his important business underground. And went away, for there is no profit in conversation with a man besotted by love.
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The year wound its way into the hot Christmas weather, with a dance of heat on the fern and the harbour like milk, curdled here and there by passing boats. Major Henry, missing Jermyn, took much notice of Roddy and Tiffany, finding pleasure in enlarging their innocent minds beyond the strait limits of Peregrine and his dogmas … and all other dogmas that preached what they did not practise.

          
“I'm going to be a Mohammedan,” announced Tiffany, borrowing Major Henry's best rug for a prayer-carpet and sneaking down to the bush-gully to conduct her orisons among the birds. “Now I am a Confucian,” she cried, coming out of a tattered book on old China with glowing eyes. Making her soul, this intense childish Tiffany revelling with the immortals while Darien played havoc with the mortals and provoked several private duels.

          
Never, thought Darien, did I know anyone could be so happy. Handsome macaronis, balls, routs, kettledrums, picnics by land and water, riding-parties—Darien in a long rust-colour habit and wide hat with sweeping plumes was even bowling over Captain Lord Calthorpe, the adamantine barracks bachelor.

          
Very thin about the legs, little Lord Calthorpe in his tight glossy Hessian boots, and always too redolent of scent and brandy. But all the young ladies were envious, and Letitia Baizey so far forgot her pledged friendship as to call Darien an odious cat.

          
So what more could a girl ask to fill the days while waiting for Jermyn, who had gone to Sydney or the South Island (both as remote as the moon). I ask no more, thought Darien, snipping little curls from her abundant bright hair for fob-lockets, scattering breast-knots to be mumbled over by male lips, and contriving, despite Peregrine's niggardliness, to do with an old sprigged muslin of Sally's and a few ribbons what other girls couldn't do with a banking-account.

          


          
She grows lovelier all the time, thought Sally, fondly peeping through her fingers during morning prayers. And indeed Darien was lovely in the clear sunlight this morning, with faint violet shadows beneath her dark-lashed changing eyes and a paler rose on the fair skin. But she felt suddenly red right down to her white ruffle when a little later she put herself in the way of Mr Lovel going for his hat.

          
“I have to inform you,” she said with all the majesty she could muster, “that I engaged myself to two gentlemen last night and I don't want either of them. Will you kindly tell them so?”

          
“Oh, Darien!” gasped Sally.

          
“You did what?” demanded Peregrine, really unable to believe his ears.

          
“Two gentlemen. Double-banked. And … and I don't know what to do with the fools,” said Darien, feeling hysterics coming very fast. “If only men knew what they look like on their knees … both knees and he forgot to pull his trousers up … don't stare at me like that! I won't have it. Your eyes are too close together. I always say so. Sally,” cried Darien, feeling the hysterics arrived, “why do you let his eyes be too close together … ?”

          
“Stop that infernal nonsense,” said Peregrine, almost forgetting his dignity. “Am I to understand that you accepted proposals from two of Mr Seager's guests last night?”

          
“They were so funny. I wanted to see how funny they could be. Men in love are always so peculiar. Oh, don't stamp. Don't. It makes you so funny to-o,” giggled Darien, collapsing into a chair and mopping her eyes.

          
“Oh, darling,” cried Sally, rushing with a glass of water. Peregrine plucked her away.

          
“Kindly leave this to me, my dear. What are the names of these deluded gentlemen, Miss Vibart?”

          
“Oh, not deluded, I think. A little d-drunk, perhaps….”

          


          
“Their names, if you please … should you happen to know them.”

          
“Of course I know them…. I don't know Mr Milliken's Christian name, though Bertram would suit him. That fop Calthorpe has as many names as a fine puss gentleman might be expected to. Eustace Algernon Charles——”

          
“Am I to understand that you have accepted Lord Calthorpe?” Peregrine felt himself cooling down amazingly. No good record attached to this young sprig of the nobility who (said rumour) had been cashiered from the Hussars and squeezed by anxious relatives into an infantry regiment sailing for the colonies, the relatives promising that he would receive a handsome remittance so long as he stayed there. But few lords with handsome remittances grew on colonial bushes, and all the Auckland mammas were after this one … who must have been drunker than usual to allow himself to be caught.

          
But caught he'd stay now, thought Peregrine, promising to go up to the barracks and attend to the matter immediately.

          
“Tell him to give you that curl of mine he has in the locket with the diamonds,” said Darien, feeling herself reviving a little. “Leta Baizey is in the chased one.”

          
“Oh, Darien,” said Sally helplessly as Peregrine went out. Darien sighed.

          
“It's terrible to be a woman and say what you don't mean and be caught on the hop. I'm not half ready to marry yet, Sally. Women get nothing out of marriage … though they do get something out of engagements. Presents and envy and things.” She wiped her eyes and stood up. “Oh, dear, I wish I hadn't got in a panic. Two engagements at once would be so amusing and experiencing.”

          
Sally suggested that an engagement with Darien would probably be experiencing although not very amusing for the gentlemen.

          


          
“I have no wish to amuse them … idle fops,” said Darien, beginning to tidy her hair. Since Jermyn wouldn't propose, all men were monsters. “Men are monsters, Sal-volatile, and so conceited you wouldn't believe. It is women,” cried Darien, suddenly feeling herself inspired, “who carry all the burden of this horrid pioneering. But who will go down to history as the heroes of it? Not women.”

          
“We … we do what we can, dear,” said Sally, bewildered.

          
“What we can? I should just think we did. It's only we who have made it possible. And men….” Darien (who could be shrewd enough when she chose) went on to picture men keeping voluminous diaries in order to explain to posterity how each of them had saved the country single-handed—if it should be saved, which was  uncommon doubtful since they held the reins.

          
“And will there be any mention of women in those diaries, Sally? Not one, I'll wager. In a few generations,” cried Darien, waving her arms like a prophetess, “all the women who made New Zealand possible will be forgotten. Even I will be forgotten. And the men will still be putting up statues to each other. My diary will tell posterity the truth, anyway,” she cried, rushing off to it, while Sally put the china together with trembling hands, quite frightened at this tumbling of the gentlemen off their pedestals.

          
Preparing to tumble another gentleman off, Peregrine sent in his card to Lord Calthorpe who, somewhat limp in a saffron gown with green cords, was cursing his batman because breakfast tasted like hell. He greeted his visitor sulkily. “What'll you have? A chair? Brandy? Shall I send for some eggs? Gad, I must have been on the tiles properly last night. Can't remember how, though,” he added, scratching a sandy head under the gold-tasselled nightcap.

          
Quite prepared for this, Peregrine reminded him so
              


              clearly and skilfully that the little lord sat up straight for once.

          
“My eye, did I though? I must have been blind drunk. 'Ssure you, Mr Lovel, I always stop short of proposals. Promised my family … word of honour, don't y'know. Accepted me, did she? Doosed awkward, that. I thought she had more sense. Well … just tell her I was in my cups, will you? In my cups and no harm done … I hope?”

          
“As Miss Vibart's guardian, sir,” said Peregrine, at his stateliest, “I am entitled to ask what you mean by that. Are you repudiating an engagement which Miss Vibart in all good faith has already made public?”

          
“Has she, though? By Jove! Doosed awkward, that. Bloody awkward,” said Lord Calthorpe, collapsing again and staring feebly at Peregrine.

          
“Are you repudiating the engagement, sir?”

          
“Oh, no, no. By no means. Can't do that … can I? Gentleman can't … can he?” said Calthorpe, who was always discovering to his sorrow that he had been born a gentleman. “If gal sticks to it—she does stick to it? Eh?”

          
“Would she have announced it otherwise? I confess I am at a loss to understand your attitude, sir, when I have come to offer my congratulations on your conquest of a particularly charming lady.”

          
“Eh? Oh, cert'nly. Mettlesome filly…. Doosed good in you and all that. Have some brandy? I … I don't think I fell quite well,” said the little lord, pouring it out.

          
“Nor does she, poor child. She was weeping with excitement when I left. You know what women in love are, my lord,” said Peregrine, offering balm to go with the brandy. And the two appeared to blend so well that before he left Calthorpe had almost reconciled.

          
“Stops the others chasing me, eh? Won't it? 'Ssure you, sir, mammas are the devil. I scarcely dare get drunk. I'll
              


              get drunk to-night, though. No more danger, eh? Well, I can't go and call this mornin'. Parade duty. I'll be up this evenin' if she's still stickin' to it. Eh? You think she will be stickin' to it?”

          
“Can you doubt her?” said Peregrine, going off to interview Lieutenant Milliken. If Darien made any more trouble he'd put her in the stocks.

          
Milliken, being frankly detrimental, was easily managed. “I love her, sir,” he said, sadly. “But of course it was too much luck for me. I … I wish her happy. I know I am … unworthy….”

          
“What woman can resist a title and diamonds? Calthorpe has both,” said Peregrine, finishing a fruitful morning by presenting the 
Southern Cross and the 
Chronicle offices with a few extremely important scrawled words procured from Calthorpe, and returning to Darien who (how like a woman!) received his news in the aloof manner one might associate with queens, while Sally (who never had any sense) wept copiously.

          
“Well, of course I didn't really suppose he'd want to give me up, and I fancy an engaged gentleman is quite funny. Did you tell him I won't return his presents when I break it off, even if he is mean enough to want them?”

          
Sally, looking up timidly at Mr Lovel, saw something in his face that did not go with breakings-off and cried harder. Surely not even Mr Lovel could force darling reckless Darien into that? But Jermyn had once said that it was God's great jest to allow Adam to develop his ego before Eve appeared and he had been developing it ever since. Mr Lovel's ego spreading across the world so darkened it that it was quite difficult to fulfil her promise to Tiffany and presently beg that the child might go to school at Mrs Dupont's.

          
“Mrs Dupont? Who is she? Is it a School of Detention?” demanded Peregrine, remembering a Tiffany who would certainly be the better for that.

          
“A … a seminary for the daughters of gentlemen, just
              


              opened in Commercial Bay. Lady Martin is sending her daughters…”

          
“I should not dream of it. A girl has no need for tuition outside her home. A blue-stocking in my family? No, I thank you. Let Tiffany learn to do her duty by her parents and her brothers and she will, I hope, later do her duty by her husband and her children. I very much dislike publicity for females,” declared Peregrine, still smarting under Darien's publicity.

          
He took a turn through the room, glancing at Sally sitting so quiet in her pale flowing muslin with that decorous little cap on her bent head, and an unexpected rush of thankfulness went through him. “If she grows up like you, my dear, I shall be well content,” he added more kindly. “And Caroline don't mean to send her girls, you know.”

          
Caroline had sniffed at Mrs Dupont. But that, according to Major Henry, was quite understandable since Caroline would certainly find preventing education so much easier than educating herself up to the girls' possible standard.

          
So Sally said, “Yes, Mr Lovel,” and went to tell the bad news to Tiffany, who ran straightway down to Major Henry and became a Buddhist.

          
“How many more religions are there?” she asked, seriously doubting if any single religion would be enough comfort just now.
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In Auckland affairs moved but slowly; with no money behind any enterprise, with sailor-men waiting in rough water-front taverns for their ships to fill with hides, tallow, and timber; with immigrants waiting for land and continually tragic or abusive according to their natures.

          
This country, the immigrants said, gave no increase save of customs duties, which were now its only revenue.
              


              So they sailed away in large numbers to the Australian and Californian gold-fields, and Maoris, who took a holiday if you spoke to them, wheeled the barrows of gunny-sacks and drove the patient red-and-white bullocks down the steep streets to the rickety wharf and the mud-flats still greasy in the sun and unconquered by the Harbour Board.

          
Yet for the gentlemen, so strangely favoured by St Paul, life had plenty of salt, with no end of regattas, pig-hunting, horse-racing, flirtations, and, on the night Jermyn returned from the South Island, a tremendous to-do at the Mechanic's Institute with all the members present.

          
Jermyn's work had preceded him in a quite outrageous letter to a Sydney paper, where, after praising the enterprise of Wellington, he had basely attacked Auckland, to this effect:

          
“Auckland, although a mere scatter of huts, sheds, tents, raupo whares, and lean weatherboard houses singularly unimpressive staggering alongside ill-kept streets, chooses to flaunt as a Town by erecting a tavern to every three miserable stores in Commercial Bay and baptising all with such Sounding names as Crown Hotel, Theatre Royal, the Law Courts, which though propping the gaol would fall without its support. In Official Bay the Governor has set up the horrid Pomp of autocracy so that his boots are kept clean by the lickings of his Toadies; the Colonial Office, and the Legislative Council, which, since the Governor holds two votes in a Council of four appointed by the Crown, is no more than a political rag to cover the nakedness of all concerned, are between them daily driving the country further on the Road to Ruin.”

          
There were few who were not hit, and the air in the dirty little room was very hostile. Peregrine, severely pricked by the jibe of toadying, opened with: “We have requested your presence here at the earliest available
              


              moment, Jermyn, in order that you may explain the meaning of these outrageous insults…..”

          
“My insults were never considered outrageous so long as they referred merely to the Governor,” retorted Jermyn. He looked older, thought Major Henry, uneasily, with new lines beneath those wide bright eyes, that were almost glittering gold to-night. Still hag-ridden, thought the Major, cursing the hag, whoever she might be. Peregrine said majestically:

          
“With the country in its present state, it is sheer suicide not to uphold the Government.”

          
“Assuredly it cannot uphold itself.”

          
“Ah … so long as we all stand shoulder to shoulder, our difficulties will adjust themselves,” declared Peregrine, wishing he could believe it.

          
“What infant's hornbook did you find that in?”

          
Gentlemen permitted interest to replace the glare in their eyes. Jermyn's tone was more than offensive. A personal matter, eh? Bad blood between Lovels? Major Henry plunged in hastily with:

          
“Stand together, of course…. So many different standards … damned conflictin'….”

          
“There is only one real standard of right, Major,” said Peregrine, very black and haughty.

          
“Yours, naturally,” said Jermyn. He brushed his hand over his wet forehead. Until he saw Peregrine again he had not known how he wanted to kill him. And when he saw Sally again…. God Almighty, what was he  going to do then?

          
Gentlemen were excited, if a little nervous. This was vastly unpleasant—but which would hit first?  Was it possible that they were going to see Peregrine Lovel knocked out of his Jovian calm at last? His pinched nostrils were getting white, and Jermyn was like a wildcat with those big glittering eyes and his thick hair all over the place.

          


          
“If England would understand …” began Mr Seager, offering her as a sop to the gentlemen who wouldn't have her. England, they felt, had no wish to understand. But this attack on their own town … on Auckland….

          
There was a howl from old Sir Winston, who never took any notice of the young fellers, hang 'em. He had just discovered for himself what was the matter with Auckland and every other place, and he proceeded to expound it with a scatter of quotations, thumping his green umbrella on the dingy boards until his hat fell off and his yellow wig slid over his ear.

          
How, he demanded, could we expect to build England's pleasant land on a public debt that was assuming simply colossal proportions since the man Wellington had handed over the bankrupt New Zealand Company to the Imperial Government, which was wanting Auckland to foot the really staggering bills? How, with the caitiff Wellington continuing to beget bastard settlements all over the place, could we expect God to save the Queen or anyone else? Blessed be he who expecteth nothing for Doodlum Buck was all he'd get.

          
“Who, gentlemen … who, I say, is the ravening wolf coming down like the Assyrian on our fold? Grey! Who's the one-eyed Cyclops who can never see any but himself … and that squinting? Grey! Gentlemen …I put  it to the vote. Grey!” Sir Winston shouted it, quite out of breath, grabbing his wig as it covered him up like a mask.

          
Conscious of a slight disappointment, the gentlemen genteelly cushioned impending trouble by voting Grey responsible for everything. They voted him responsible for Auckland's bankruptcy, and for the settlement in 1849 of Dunedin, at the far end of the South Island, although this was so near the South Pole that only such a body of stoics as the Free Church of Scotland would have fathered the adventure. They voted him responsible for the four ships bringing the Canterbury Pilgrims at the
              


              end of 1850 under the blessing of the Church of England….

          
“Church! Church! Don't every scurvy malefactor hide under the skirts of the Church?” bellowed Sir Winston, who disapproved of the way Bishop Selwyn and Judge Martin stood together with Grey for the Maoris.

          
Major Henry, whom Peregrine had sent to the South Island to buy land when the first Canterbury lots were put up, hastened to assure the company that so many unchurched Australians had followed the Pilgrims over the Port Hills from Lyttelton and settled like flies on the flanks of the infant speculation that it was fast becoming quite secular and very abusive among its marshes and howling nor'westers.

          
Yet in time we might be glad of Canterbury, declared the Major, hoping that Jermyn had gone, but what with smoking oil-lamps and smoking gentlemen how could one be sure? If gentlemen realized the placidity of the Canterbury Maoris, of whom there were so very few; the courage of enterprising colonists driving sheep and cattle into wildernesses of stony river-beds, level horizons of yellow tussock, long ranges succulent with snowgrass, and frequently finding colonists still more enterprising already established and building huge stations for their fattening flocks….

          
But the gentlemen refused to be glad of Canterbury, which sounded like a chimera, since all the New Zealand they knew appeared to be on edge, both morally and geographically; and Peregrine was very acid about Dunedin, which was already at ship-building, so that southern whalers were bound to make it their landfall, to the great detriment of Auckland. In fact, Auckland had become Cinderella, and with only Grey for a fairy godmother New Zealand's fate was sealed. Peregrine, who had been considerably rattled by Jermyn, foresaw England turning such a discomfortable and luckless country over to France
              


              or anyone else who would take her; and then Major Henry, heartened by seeing Jermyn flinging out of the room with his hat on the back of his head, had the most brilliant inspiration of his life.

          
“I protest,” he cried, getting up on a chair with some difficulty, “against such pusillanimity. Even Nature herself bows to the onslaught of man when rightly directed. Australia has discovered gold in her bowels. Why cannot we? How do we know that at this very moment New Zealand is not secreting beneath our feet riches beyond the wealth of Araby?”

          
After such a flight he mopped his forehead, while everyone made surprised and enthusiastic noises, looking to Peregrine for a lead. Feeling the tribute, he kept them waiting like a god in a frock-coat, saying at last: “I suggest that a reward be offered for the discovery of gold. It must be large enough to attract enterprise. I am willing to put down one hundred pounds as a nucleus to form a private company.”

          
Here, one felt, was the real Mr Peregrine Lovel of Lovel Hall. None other could offer half as much. Grey would be shut out and, should paying gold be found, the company—with Peregrine clearly headed for  managing director—would be in a position to dictate terms to a bankrupt Government.

          
Damn it, muttered Major Henry, I can't like the fellow but I have to respect him. Yet so few things have to be respected, he thought, cheering up as everyone rushed to subscribe, and broke the remaining chairs during subsequent demonstrations, which they conducted as though gold was already in their pockets.

          
Jermyn was sitting with stretched legs and chin on his chest among the wolfhounds when the Major got home. He did not speak, so the Major ventured: “We had an interesting meetin', boy.”

          


          
“Our Peregrine dressed in a little brief authority,” said Jermyn.

          
So Jermyn wasn't in the mood for that disclosure. The Major tried again: “See many charmin' ladies on your travels?”

          
“Plenty. Blowsy females with blown skirts showing weakly-gartered stockings.”

          
The Major went to bed.
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Although ladies intent on shopping came round to Commercial Bay by rowboat, there was no help but legs (which mustn't be mentioned, however they ached) to get one up the steep twisting little streets. Caroline made heavy weather of them with her five long fashionable petticoats and full plum-colour poplin skirts sweeping up quite a tornado of dust and refuse as she bowed right and left, just like royalty.

          
Here were smart officers saluting, Captain Macrae in full Highland rid, with his great brooch like a semaphore in the brilliant light; Lord Calthorpe (such an exquisite that he wore a tartan shawl in the hottest weather and looking quite brisked up since his engagement); Sir Winston in yachting costume, his straw hat floating a blue ribbon and his old green umbrella showing the spikes. Even newly-arrived immigrants in smocks and chin-whiskers, and Corny Fleete with no waistcoat beneath his tussore coat, received their share of Caroline's graciousness.

          
“One must be kind to all,” she said to Sophia carrying the heavy basket. Surely the world needed kindness in these terrible days, with top-hats becoming daily more napless, and elastic-side boots (the only elegant wear for gentlemen) having an unhappy habit of sagging round the ankles, and Suchong at sixteen shillings and more the pound … although one could help out considerably with leaves of the native tea-tree, which  must be medicinal since they tasted so unpleasant.

          
She stopped to speak to Jermyn lounging outside the
            


            little 
Chronicle office like any other young fop. Jermyn, said Caroline's maid, had been censored or something at the Institute last night, and so one must be kind. Besides he was really very handsome although looking wilder than before he went away.

          
“I trust you were not seasick on your voyage, Jermyn. You look unwell,” she said, passing on to Mr Brown's, where you could buy a bright Belgian candle for a farthing, and nudging Sophia to look away because Mrs Pinshon was there. Long ago ladies had agreed not to recognize each other when shopping in the cheaper places, meeting directly after in the street as though they had not encountered for months. So gentility was kept up very convincingly, and on washing-days all blinds were drawn as a polite hint to callers.

          
“One must have biscuits for a dinner-party. These broken ones are cheaper. I could say you fell down with the basket, Sophia,” said Caroline.

          
Outside, they met Sally with Tiffany. And there was Nick Flower, looking so rough in old white ducks and short trader's jacket that Caroline didn't feel she need be kind to him. But, most surprisingly, he stopped, pulling off his old hat and asking if he might speak privately to Mrs Lovel. Sally stepped aside; came back presently, prettily flushed under her blue bonnet.

          
“Caroline, will you be so kind as to take Tiffany home?” she said, and walked off with Nick Flower, accepting his hand to help her over holes and tussocks.

          
“Well, I never did!” exclaimed Caroline with so much meaning that Tiffany said defiantly:
            “She'll just have gone to be good to somebody. She's always doing that.”

          
“My poor child, how little you know of life, and I pray you never will,” said Caroline, hurrying on the little girls in the hope of seeing where Sally was going. But she lost her on the water-front. An assignation. A liaison. And with that creature! What a mercy Caroline lived near
            


            enough to watch Sally. Probably Peregrine had put her there for that very purpose. Poor Peregrine. But she would help him all she could, and discover everything before she told him.

          
“Home,” she said majestically to the Maori boatman, whom she had put into livery before Peregrine thought of doing such a thing. What kind of home had poor Peregrine now? Indeed, the wickedness of the world was beyond belief….

          
Sally, so used to ministering at Kororareka, had not hesitated when Nick Flower told her about Kati. “I have locked her in my office … and there's the fellow waiting in his dirty little lugger in the stream. If anyone can stop her it's you, Mrs Lovel. The man's married,” said Flower, stern as ever, yet with anxious eyes. For long Sally had known that the big awkward child meant a good deal to Nick Flower.

          
“I'll do what I can,” she promised, and did it to some present purpose. But how can a girl like that ever keep good, she thought, pitifully; silent as the boatman rowed her home, and standing silent on the little Official Bay jetty long after he had moored the boat and gone away up the path. Of a morning ladies in second-best gloves and shawls did business here with the marketing Maoris, exchanging blankets and petticoats for so many kits of kumeras and onions, so many great yellow gourds and bundles of Indian corn and flax-kits full of ripe peaches.

          
To-night there was only old Rangitoto across the harbour, rising from the blue with the misty bloom of plums. Only a great ship going out with all its sails set, laden with ox-horns and ambergris, green hides, casks of oil and tallow, and kauri spars. The 
Witchcraft, perhaps, this stately ship, bearing a grim Salem witch and broomstick at her figurehead. Or the 
Ocean Pride. Or that fleet sailer 
The Chariot of Fame. Such achings they brought to exiled hearts, these bright and gallant queens of distance; racing in their whiteness against the sun, furling their sails like
            


            homing gulls for so brief a space in the purple twilight harbours of the world, growing yearly in beauty, grace, and speed since there was now so much wool to carry from Australia, so many cargoes from New Zealand. Yet, with all that beauty, men still did ugly things.

          
The cluck-cluck of oars sounded faint like a ghost rowing round Britomart Point. But it was no ghost rowing into the jetty through a green fragrance fanned by the wings of home-going birds. Oh, the strange lightening of the sky so that the dim West turned gold with the coming of Jermyn….

          
The strangeness of Jermyn stepping quietly ashore, quietly taking her hand, walking in silence with her up to the walled garden among the cherry-trees. The strangeness of walking securely as a wife with Jermyn along the rustling cabbage-tree track into the garden. Somewhat different, this, from making the virtuous promenade with Mr Lovel. Presently, thought Sally, her heart beating fit to choke her, they would begin to run and jump and sing like children waving glad hands, weaving measures….

          
Under the dark cherries Jermyn stopped suddenly, twisting her to him. Then with a queer roughness, which was so unlike courteous Jermyn, he took her in his arms. If she could die now, she thought with closed eyes under his kisses. If they could both die, going into Eternity without the weary years between. Darien would look after Tiffany, God, her heart pleaded, and she can darn her own stockings nicely. Tiffany wouldn't miss me much if she had Darien…. Jermyn was holding her off and the world coming back. God had not heard.

          
“How long is this to go on?” he demanded, harsh, abrupt.

          
“What, Jermyn?”

          
“Don't juggle with me. I can't stand it. I've come back for you, Sally. You're mine now. Not his.”

          
“I … I think I've been yours for ever, Jermyn. I
            


            think we must have had other lives … together. Sometimes I seem to remember…. This won't be so hard, dear, once we get used to it.”

          
“Used to what?”

          
“To … to”—oh, how difficult men always made things —“to waiting, Jermyn.”

          
“For what?”

          
“For … for the next life. I know God means us to be happy there.”

          
“He hasn't concerned himself much with our happiness here.” Then he took her face gently between his hands and turned it up to his long gaze. She held her breath lest the sweet enchantment of his eyes, of his strong hard palms against her skin should be gone. “Come away with me, my dear love,” he said tenderly.

          
She freed herself with a cry. “Jermyn! Oh, Jermyn! You don't know what you're saying.”

          
“Don't I? I've had time to think, haven't I? If there's any wrong in this it's yours for continuing to live with Peregrine when you love me. It is your wrong, Sally.”

          
“Oh, no, no. Please, Jermyn. I married him …”

          
“He married you before you were sixteen. And he ought to be hung for it. I've come back for you, Sally, and I don't mean to let you go again.”

          
“But, Jermyn … Oh, there are not the words,” cried Sally, entangled among the immensities. “Jermyn, we couldn't be happy … doing such wrong. I … I think some day we may be happy … just waiting. Don't you?”

          
“No, I don't. Good Lord! What a woman's idea.” He began to speak rapidly, with that same suggestion of suppressed storm that was so frightening. “Peregrine has never needed you. He's a self-contained soul rotating entirely on its own axis. He has never loved you and you'll always be outside his life.”

          
“I … I know,” she faltered, trembling.

          
“You have never loved him. You have never really lived.” Oh, what a strange terrible Jermyn staring at her
            


            like a Denunciation out of the Bible. “Lying by his side in the nights it is me you think of … long for.” Now he had his arms round her again, his cheek to hers. “My dear and only love!” he whispered. “I'll teach you what it means to be frightened with joy.”

          
Surely this dark weakness upon her must be death. But one doesn't die so easily. There would be fifty years … fifty. She began to cry, trying to make him understand.

          
“Jermyn, don't you see … this life don't really matter so much when we shall have Eternity. I always keep telling myself that. Oh,” she cried, feeling herself becoming a perfect fountain of tears, “do you think I will be able to pin a buttonhole in your coat there, Jermyn?”

          
“A buttonhole?” he said, frowning.

          
She shook her head, trying to smile. “You won't understand. I think of such silly things….”

          
“You have only one thing to think of now,” he said, impatiently cutting through this raffle of woman's words. “By all God's laws”—but who, he thought, was he to call thus boldly on Divinity?—“by all God's laws, you are mine, and I shall make you mine. Your heart cannot refuse me, and soon your body won't….”

          
She gave an inarticulate cry at that, running from him up the garden like a pale moth in the gloaming. So the moon coming radiant up the sky saw only a young man in mulberry-colour coat treading angrily among the dropped cherries.

          
Sally ran into the house where everything seemed to look at her with alien eyes. She ran into her bedroom, past the great dark four-poster where she slept each night with Mr Lovel, and dragged the heavy curtains away from the window. Air. I must have air, she thought, forgetting that she had just come from it and sinking on her knees since legs were so suddenly weak.

          
The Holy Immolation of Matrimony seemed so near and Eternity so very far. And, for all her brave words, how did she really know that Mr Lovel would not 
re-
              


              quire her to make the virtuous promenade with him there also? If he did … and the Bible saying that wives must always be in subjection to their husbands…. Why did I ever love at all? she cried in common with all her pale sisters who have loved to their sorrow.

          
In the dimness those worndown old volcanoes round Auckland were not spouting flames as they should have been. The flames (she felt, terrified) must be in herself, burning her up with love for Jermyn. Dizzily she felt her spirit going up and up with Jermyn … the man who had evoked for her this imperishable magic, this glad pain; who had swept away that vague Eternity where one did things for ever with harps and given her instead bright surety of large serene comforting Eternities—trampling, glorious Eternities with the star of joy upon their fore-heads.

          
“I can teach you what it is to be frightened with joy….” Oh, cruel Jermyn, to use words which conjured up such sublimity of fear. A splendid fear which she had never known, which (it seemed) women could know, hearing love as a silver trumpet in the night bidding them wake to rapture, hearing the bridegroom's call: Oh, come, my beloved, my Rose of Sharon….

          
Sally huddled down on the floor. What was commerce with far-off Eternities to that?

          
A smell of burning cloth drifted through the house. Reality, having no patience with the vapourings of women, was reasserting itself. Sally got up and went out to the kitchen, where Tiffany was ironing furiously by the light of a tallow dip.

          
“Oh, mamma, I wanted to get done as a surprise,” she cried. “I'm afraid I've scorched something….”

          
Her tawny curls stood out like a halo. Her sun-browned little face with the wide eyes was wistfully eager. Sally put the curls back from the hot forehead with a gentle hand.

          


          
“Never mind, my woman-child. It is so easy to scorch things,” she said.

        

        

          
II

          

Caroline's dinner-parties, one felt, were seldom a success, and because she had the impertinence to give one in celebration of Darien's engagement before Peregrine even thought of it this one promised to be less succssful than usual. Yet Lord Calthorpe, having once let himself go, had so heartily succumbed to the sensation that Darien felt more like Lady Hamilton than ever, wearing her diamond engagement ring and her lover's diamond locket to the dinner and using her fan to such purpose that surely Jermyn could not help being jealous.

          
Jermyn had come with inner rebellions. Up and down the dark harbour he had rowed himself into exhaustion last night; cursing the day that he was born, the strange fierce powers that drive a man against his conscience; determined to leave Sally for ever and yet knowing that he must come again like a moth to the light.

          
A thing denied has ever the greater value, and to-night Sally in her old blue gown rich with embossed flowers, withdrawn into that sweet remote enchantment which was part of her, undoubtedly had more value than any man's bright honour. An inscrutable idol, Sally, sitting beyond that hideous epergne piled with glowing peaches; a cruel idol to whom the earth itself brought flowery offerings which she flung on her gown and forgot … as she would soon forget Jermyn.

          
Jermyn, writhing with his misery, looked round in hatred on white shoulders and gay scarves, on all the badly-cleaned silver with which Caroline disguised the sparseness of her food, on Caroline making more than usual efforts to keep conversation on a high and ethical plane because she always found so much everywhere that needed bettering. Let her try her ethics on me, by Gad, Jermyn thought, cutting his meat fiercely.

          


          
What with the silver and the ancestors on the walls and her puce braided satin—one could do so much to freshen shabby gowns with a little more braiding—Caroline felt herself justified in the remark that she always thought the English the most civilized of all races.

          
“Well, don't y'know, I wish you'd define civilization, Lady Lovel,” said Calthorpe, blinking over his high stock.

          
“Delicacy forbids,” said Jermyn, determined to be difficult.

          
“I should just think it did,” said Darien, remembering what civilized people could say and do.

          
“I always think,” declared Caroline, who was so quickly out of her depths that one wondered if she ever was in them, “that one should say what one thinks.”

          
“Even if one thinks what one shouldn't say?” asked Darien, glancing at Calthorpe, who looked so insignificant beside beautiful haughty Jermyn that if it wasn't for the diamonds and the envy of all her friends one simply couldn't bear him.

          
“Oh, my dear! I hope I never think such things!” said Caroline.

          
“What things?” demanded Jermyn. “The perspicacity of ladies in knowing what they shouldn't think before they think it commands my constant admiration.”

          
For the first time Caroline wished the gentlemen wouldn't leave the whole burden of conversation on her since it was impossible just yet to say what she really thought about Sally. She struggled back to the ethical plane. “The thing I always think is how proud we should be of our religion because every part of this country has been first colonized by churches.”

          
“Oh, quite,” agreed Jermyn. “I have noticed that people are always prouder of their limitations than of their achievements.” (That drew a look from Sally, soft, reproachful. Are you proud of your limitations? it seemed to say. Gad! If she provoked him like that! What had Flower said? A woman always despises a man if….)

          


          
“England should have left us alone,” said Corny, who unfortunately had to be asked since he was one of the few rich men in the town.

          
“Oh, but,” cried Caroline, really scandalized, “England can never let anyone alone. She must colonize. It is her Destiny.”

          
“She thinks it is,” amended Jermyn.

          
“If Grey—” began Major Henry, rather troubled by Jermyn.

          
Everybody sat up. Grey seemed a queer pet for the gods to have made; but it was surely through their intervention that England had not only sent him five hundred time-expired soldiers to settle with their families round Auckland so that he could sleep safe of nights and allowed him to use hundreds of Her Majesty's forces to build walls and make streets—not only that but England had lately clapped a knighthood on his stiff head. So Governor Sir George Grey walked with Vulcan and Zeus (not even the 
Chronicle dared associate him with Venus), and once he was safely in the conversation he could be trusted to choke out everything else.

          
“‘Hail, mighty monarch!’ “began Sir Winston who had just remembered something he had been trying to think of for weeks:

          

            
Hail, mighty monarch whom desert alone


            
Would without birthright raise thee to the throne.


            
Thy virtues shine particularly nice


            
Ungloomed with a confinity to vice …
          

          
“That was said of George the Fourth, I believe.”

          
“You find our Governor's virtues particularly nice, don't you, Peregrine?” inquired Jermyn, peering past a candelabra upheld by Cupids round whose plump middles Caroline had tied chaste bows of pink ribbon.

          
Jermyn at a dinner-table, considered Peregrine, was apt to make people feel that they had been taking violent exercise unduly prolonged. Possibly he was drunk again,
              


              though who could get drunk on this wine…. Peregrine said with dignity, ignoring the fact that Grey had publicly snubbed him over the gold reward business: “It is under Governor Grey that Auckland district has arisen to the astonishing record of four thousand houses and over a million sheep—”

          
This was the way Caroline's parties always went, thought Sally, very thankful when Caroline began gathering up eyes round the table, gathering gloves, handkerchief, and feather-fan.

          
“Oh, la,” she cried, being as voluptuous as she could without indelicacy, “I think we will leave politics to the gentlemen.”

          
“Yes,” said Darien, flinging a mocking glance at Jermyn who would not accept it. “Let us leave them to the gentlemen who always know what to do.”

          
Jermyn, at any rate, didn't know what to do, and so Darien must teach him since if his temper to-night didn't mean jealousy she would like to know what did. So she peeped at her radiant self in all Caroline's mirrors, and sat down presently to sing for the delectation of Jermyn, whiskered officers, and other lesser fowl.

          

            
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride,


            
Busk ye, my winsome marrow.


            
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride,


            
And let us leave the Braes of Yarrow….
          

          
So sang Darien, ready to leave them to-morrow with Jermyn—taking Calthorpe's diamonds with her of course, since she certainly needed some recompense for what she was undergoing there. Being engaged was not all the fun it should be, and perhaps Jermyn wouldn't be either. But probably nothing was, thought Darien, feeling the necessity for philosophy in any dealings with gentlemen.

          
In the dining-room with its florid flock paper gentlemen (soon almost as florid with argument) were unbuttoning waistcoats and tempers, with old Barnes declaring that
              


              this would be a better world if only men kept their brains in their bellies, like the animals.

          
Sir Winston suddenly rediscovered Kororareka. “Our sacred fane, sirs. There the rude forefathers of our colony began … building the first boat, the first church, the first plough. The first white child born there; the first sermon, cricket-match…. Paths of glory leading not to the grave, but to….”

          
“Penury and Grey,” said the Major, brushing snuff from the orange velvet of his waistcoat—though who could be a dandy in these days?

          
But the gentlemen, who had quite enough of penury, could never have enough of Grey who, abetted by the Colonial Office, had lately crowned his infamy by setting aside the sub-governors of New Ulster and New Munster and all the infant legislative administrations. Conditions, he declared, were too complicated for separate controls. So he made himself complete lord of New Zealand, while gentlemen, who had not yet had the chance to administer anything, daily imperilled their immortal souls with blasphemy, especially after dinner.

          
Peregrine never blasphemed. He had had a bigger fight than he expected to get on the Common Council (welcomed with a salute of twelve guns from Fort Britomart, to say nothing of flourishes with bugles) but he still hoped for a seat on Grey's little pocket Council. For all Grey's wry political grimaces and stiffneckedness he must look round presently for men of worth.

          
“It ain't right that all hay for regimental horses should have to be imported,” growled old Barnes. “I cud grow tons on that land o' mine … if I cud get it surveyed an' use it.”

          
“You will never get it surveyed, sir,” said a stout gentleman with convictions. “Busby has been fighting for his surveys from the beginning, and so have we all. No Maori will allow surveys on land unless we can prove a
              


              clear title; and how can there be clear titles when a fellow can upset a sale because of a fire lit under a tree where his grandmother was buried forty years ago?”

          
“That blasted Waitangi Treaty!”

          
“‘The venom still remains, And the poxed nation feels it in their brains’—Dryden,” said Sir Winston, very pleased that he could recall the author of those venomous lines.

          
“Hay from abroad is often musty too,” said Captain O'Reilly, grimly.

          
“What,” demanded Major Henry, who had unlocked John's cellar some time before, “do that infernal C'lonial Office … Downin' Street duffers … know of 
us? Ain't 
we the country … body, blood, and bones. Were we not … did we not get on damned well with the Maoris before Annexation? Gentlemen,” he cried, fired with the notion and splashing brandy in all directions, “I give you No Annexation.”

          
It was a magnificent idea, only more than twelve years too late. Someone pointed this out, reducing the Major to tears, so that he laid his grey head down among the broken meats.

          
“Bloody country's goin' to the perishin' bitches,” he mourned. And here no one contradicted him.

        

        

          
III

          

Undisturbed by distracted colonists the seasons continued their stately procession; whipping warm blood into fair cheeks with the winter wind, attacking susceptible hearts with a gay onslaught of colour, of scent, of tinkling goat-bells, cattle-bells on the ferny hills of a warm evening when it was quite la mode to walk out in parties—which had a curious habit of dissolving into couples. Bishop Selwyn's palace grew some towers, and in Sally's garden scarlet verbena was impudent among tall white arum lilies. Caroline was the first to have her
              


              photograph taken by the new daguerreotype method (which prevented so many ladies from following her example), and in response to the gold reward Charles Ring discovered a few nuggets on Coromandel Peninsula, down the harbour. But the Maoris chased him off the land with no more than a handful.

          
Up at the barracks morose officers, always starting off on some wild-goose chase after the Maoris, became outspoken over breakfasts of rump-steak washed down by gallons of beer.

          
“We're always damned and drowned and starved in this foul country. Why don't Grey build us roads if he must send us into it?” (In the seclusion of the mess a man could air his mind.) “Why don't Grey get us the convicts the Colonel is always begging for? They could make us roads…. Why don't Grey import Chinese, as that Canterbury fellow Fitzgerald suggests? Why don't England….”

          
“Bah,” said O'Reilly, flicking dust off his Wellingtons, “England would give the country legislation to-morrow, but you don't catch our Lord High Panjandrum yielding an inch of his powers.”

          
“Pass the beer,” said Lord Calthorpe, sourly. “We'll be dry enough to-morrow.”

          
“We're never dry in the bush,” said a lieutenant, inviting curses since surely everyone must know that on the morrow Calthorpe would leave his fair lady for months of unmentionable hardship … although he certainly did his best to mention them to Darien when she presented him with a pair of carpet-slippers worked patiently by Tiffany, who would do anything for her.

          
“Give us a kiss, my charmer,” said Calthorpe, taking more from those full red lips than Darien could easily bear. So she pushed him off, straightening her white neck-ruffle. Men did maul so.

          
“Good-bye, and don't get your feet wet,” she said, feeling that now she could concentrate on Jermyn, who
              


              was being so peculiar that he must be mad in love with her and didn't dare say so. I suppose I shall have to say it myself. Men always leave the hard things for women, she thought.

          
And now there was this chatter about Haini Fleete. Auckland ladies did not call on stately Haini, who was a wealthy chieftainess in her own right. But the proprieties must be observed. “Let him marry her properly, my dear,” said the ladies, handsomely, “and we would have little objection. But it would not be right otherwise. We must keep up the standard at all costs.” So they said, heroically shutting their eyes to Maori wives in all directions and inviting the gentlemen to dinner. But Corny, said Jermyn, knew what he was about, since the chiefs would certainly confiscate Haini's land if he married her.

          
Meanwhile, down in the flax-gully, Hemi asked a thirteen-year-old Tiffany to marry him, and Tiffany told Roddy about it on a dusky evening in the attic.

          
“A Maori marriage is so easy. Just four feet under a mat. But I didn't want to, Roddy, and mamma wouldn't like it.”

          
“I should say not,” cried Roddy, getting quite hot in a new consciousness of his white blood. “Monstrous wrong of Hemi to ask you. Of course,” he mumbled, getting hotter with the thought of slender tawny little Eriti Fleete, “it's different for a man.”

          
“Of course,” said Tiffany, wondering why. But everything was different for a man. She sighed, knitting her straight dark brows. Poor Hemi had been so splendid in the bush-gully, letting himself go with the fiery eloquence of the Maori. “… Listen, Tihane, to the call of aroha … of love. Soon I shall go from here to learn to be a chief and wear the mat and huia feather. Soon I shall sing ‘Red plumes of the kaka’ while I go with my warriors to the battle. But always will remain my deep love for you, Tihane. Ina koia tera….”

          
It was quite hard to resist dear Hemi being so 
melodi-
                


                ously dominant. But he went very well in verses, even if she didn't want him under a mat. Indeed, he went so surprisingly well that Roddy only had to alter a few words before he took the result to Jermyn. “It's meant for poetry though it don't rhyme,” said Roddy, blushing. “Tiffy made most of it. Do you think it is poetry, sir?”

          
Since Bible quotations, Maori waiatas, and translations from old Chinese songs found in Major Henry's books were so finely mixed in the children by now, Jermyn need not have been so nonplussed.

          
“Where the devil did you infants learn all this, Roddy?”

          
Roddy looked bewildered. From earliest Kororareka days he and Tiffany, along with the little Fleetes, had assisted at births, deaths, and tangis, since every important Maori event takes place among interested spectators in the open, and no Maori has ever been taught that the natural is immodest. Tiffany and Roddy, though submitting perforce to English notions, were still iconoclasts at heart.

          
“All what? It is quite true, sir.”

          
“It reads like it. Good Lord …” said Jermyn, frowning.

          
Elegant verse was the order of the day and all papers had given much space to Mr James Fitzgerald's “Night Watch of the Charlotte Jane,” written while the Canterbury Pilgrims were still at sea and having a kind of homesick courage:

          

            
Here's a health to the land we are leaving,


            
And the land we're going to.
          

          
Everyone could understand that. To every exile the land they were leaving would be for ever the first, the dearer land. But here (so far as Jermyn knew) was the first voice of those who were no exiles, to whom New Zealand was the only land they knew. They knew the Maori too, egad, thought Jermyn, reading:

          


          

            
Why did you bear me under the dark totaras, my mother,


            
With sad warriors leaning on their taiahas and the white men drinking in the town?


            
We are losing our land and we cannot marry the white girls, my mother.


            
The wind came out of the bush and through the tussock, saying:


            
What is the use? You were better in the womb, Maori warrior.
          

          
“Devil take it! You have no right to know all this, Roddy,” said Jermyn, reading through to the end.

          
“But it is quite true,” persisted Roddy. “Is it poetry, sir?”

          
“I should call it so.” Jermyn stared at Roddy, feeling that he had never realized Sally's children before. Yet there was in these verses much of that Sally who was always peering through wistful enchanted mists. Much of her in Roddy, although he had already that sapling height which the English stock seems to breed in a new country—probably maturing too quickly for tough fibre. Nothing in Roddy with his flute, his poetry, the dreams in his brown eyes to march with practical Peregrine and his founding of families.

          
These verses would plague Peregrine like the deuce. Jermyn said:

          
“I'll print these, Roddy, though they'll need some editing. We English are prudes, though you and Tiffany don't condescend to notice it. And I will put your name to it.”

          
“Oh, Uncle Jermyn! Oh, will you really?” Roddy was glowing like a sunrise. “But it's mostly Tiffy's, you know. Could you put her name on them too?”

          
“Certainly. And don't tell anyone. It will be a surprise, you see.”

          
But even Jermyn was unprepared for the surprise of a Peregrine who considered any publicity of women nothing short of profanation. Almost speechless under a shower of amused and somewhat unpleasant congratulations, he
              


              carried the 
Chromcle home and shook it in Sally's face.

          
“Is this … this indecency your doing?” he gobbled. “Where is your sense of modesty, of … of all that you owe to my name? Roddy shall have a good thrashing, the maundering young idiot, but as for my daughter … Good God, it is too much!” cried Peregrine.

          
Frightened Sally read with awe. An unexpected something leapt up in her rejoicing. Her own children had the words she never had for that lovely ghost-like haunting in her life. “They wrote it?” she cried.

          
“They have written the most outrageous and impudent indecency,” declared Peregrine, getting his breath back. He raged about the room like a judgment, shaking the paper. “My daughter! The first time a female Lovel has ever been so abandoned as to get herself into print. Even in death-notices she should be merely ‘the wife of.’ 'Pon my soul…. Where is the girl? Tiffany!”

          
Tiffany came running. A particularly buoyant and charming Tiffany, thought Sally, her bright hair snooded back with a lilac ribbon, her lissom young body (growing so tall) very slim above the spread skirts of lilac cambric.

          
“What have you to say to this, miss?” demanded Peregrine, thrusting the paper at her. Tiffany's clear glance flashed over the page. Sally saw her colour rising as the ecstasy of creation approved descended on her. She clasped her hands, shining like a star.

          
“Oh. It's ours,” she breathed.

          
Then Peregrine became so frantic that Sally wept like a river. Did not Tiffany realize what she had done? Was she really ignorant of the fact that even the most abandoned of women rarely had their names in the papers, and when they did get them there other women were not supposed to know it. Did she not realize that she was now branded for ever?

          
“Branded!” he cried, shaking her by the shoulder. “Never imagine, miss, that there is any worth in this … this indecent rubbish. Why, the two of you can't cook up
              


              a rhyme between you. Your uncle Jermyn has merely used you as a means to insult me….”

          
“Oh, no, no,” cried Sally before she could stop.

          
He turned, staring down on her with those black close-set eyes.

          
“And may I ask what you know about it? Are you in the plot too?”

          
“No, Mr Lovel,” murmured Sally, feeling how white she must be looking.

          
“Then kindly do not interfere. Verses! Dragging the Lovel name into vulgar publicity for verses! 
My daughter! And you cannot even rhyme! Get the cane.”

          
“Oh, please, Mr Lovel …” cried Sally.

          
“By heaven,” cried Peregrine, forgetting his gentility for once, “I've a good mind to whip you too. Tiffany! Get the cane.”

          
The Holy Immolation of Matrimony was hard to swallow during the next days while Tiffany consumed bread-and-water behind locked doors, and Roddy had three thrashings “to knock the nonsense out of him,” and Caroline openly hinted that she had expected something of the sort now, and Mr Lovel went about looking like the whole Book of Martyrs.

          
Indeed, Jermyn had done much mischief, the harem instinct being still strong among the English gentry, who said continually, “How terrible for the poor girl to get herself so talked of,” and then talked the more. Urged by Caroline, John came in to be quite sententious about the sanctity of womanhood to Jermyn, who laughed in his face.

          
“My eye and Betty Martin! What a storm in a tea-cup. If Peregrine will produce children he must take the consequences.”

          
“But … a girl …” protested John, tugging unhappily at his beard, and wishing Caroline would talk to Jermyn herself. But she had been so mysterious, saying that poor Tiffany needed such 
care.

          


          
“A girl is merely a soul which has had the ill-luck to be confined in a female body,” said Jermyn lightly. Through these days Peregrine was doing Jermyn's wooing for him more effectively than he could do it himself, and so Jermyn felt quite merciless. This would teach Sally what sort of husband she had chosen for her children and (since Peregrine had temporarily forbidden Jermyn the house) she would have plenty of time to think of it.

          
“What is the matter with you all,” he demanded of puzzled John, “that you don't realize the value of a definite new voice in a new land? Poets make a country, not politicians. Do you think all the politicians in the world could keep alive Ireland's hate of England if it wasn't for ‘The Wearing of the Green’? ‘An' if the colour we must wear is England's cruel Red—’ I'll warrant you, John, the word ‘cruel’ has never been used so effectively before or since….”

        

        

          
IV

          

When the first whippings were over Roddy had gone upstairs through the warm brown shadows to ask how Tiffany did. For himself he was very sore, and uncertain if it had been worth while. But the answering little voice, though weary, was surprisingly happy. A strange mounting sense of escape into freer air was round Tiffany kneeling at the keyhole on the other side of the locked door in the dark attic.

          
“But we've 
done it, Roddy. Don't you see? We've got the splendidness of knowing we've done something worth printing. He can't take that away ever. We—” she struggled for the right words, “we're people now, Roddy dear. We're 
us.”

          
“He says we're never to do it again,” murmured Roddy, unable to rise to that height.

          
“He can't stop us,” cried Tiffany, shocked when the words were out but instinctively knowing that she and
              


              Roddy had arrived at something that must be held on to. “I mean … he can stop the printing, but he can't stop us making poetry in our minds. He can't, Roddy … and I'm making one now.”

          
Tiffany being a pioneer to this extent was rather terrifying but comforting. Roddy knew just how she looked behind the locked door, with her eyes lit like candles and her russet hair standing out and her soft chin up, and he couldn't be beaten by her.

          
“Then I will too. But he'll try to stop us, Tiffy.” Incalculable persons, fathers; begetting you and then disliking what you did for ever after. Roddy, so fresh from an example of Peregrine disliking him, wondered why parents had children. “He's not starving you, Tiffy?”

          
“Only bread-and-water for indecency. But Aunt Darien brought a custard. If you could throw me up some peaches through the window….”

          
Roddy threw them up and went to spread lesson-books on his bed, winking away a few tears lest Brian, perched on the iron end of it, should see. Brian had such ways of making a fellow feel a fool, and his talk was always far more grown-up than Roddy's.

          
“Lord, what a fantique women make over catching a man,” said Brian, swinging back and forth like a little black monkey. “Madam Darien is proud as Punch over that stale little fish of hers.”

          
“Ladies don't catch men,” said Roddy, very certain that mamma had never tried to catch papa.

          
“That's all you know! Wait a few years, my boy, and they'll all be after you, as they're after Uncle Jermyn— he's too fly for the lot of 'em. Not that I ain't fond of the dear creatures,” declared Brian, remembering good fun with Uncle Lovel's girls, who squeaked so when you squeezed 'em. But the only girl Roddy liked was that Eriti Fleete. A nigger, thought Brian, who had already absorbed Auckland's notion of Maoris.

          
Roddy went on silently with his lessons. Never, he
              


              thought, had he felt so mixed up. He was still disorganized, going next day to float in the harbour between blue sky and blue milk-warm water, with a few white clouds like small ships sailing high. How wonderful it would be to float there for ever. To know for ever Beauty towering about him like celestial castles; to hear for ever wild birds making fleet sweet music across the water; to see for ever flying violet lights on old shaggy Rangitoto, feel for ever silver ripples running along his flanks until he lay in a bath of silken silver. To unripe, romantically-developing Roddy, Beauty was still a continual summer in the heart, although papa made ugliness everywhere.

          
“Curse Lovels,” said Roddy suddenly; then swam out and flung on his clothes in a hurry, running along the cliffs towards Orakei pa. As with Tiffany, the publishing of that poem had done something to him, and if he was not yet ready for fight at least he was rebellious. Always, declared Major Henry, something faintly wild in that brown gaze of Roddy's. Eyes of a Galahad, a Villon … who could tell? Life—and Peregrine—would discover that for him.

          
On the low cliff above Orakei pa a crowd of brown youngsters were at the moari—that monstrous Giant Stride whereon Maori warriors practise swinging themselves over ramparts into an enemy pa. But there were only children to-day on the moari; going round in huge leaps on the long flax-ropes; dropping over the cliff into the warm sea. All natives dive feet-first and all whites head-first because, said Uncle Jermyn, civilization allows nothing to be done in the natural way.

          
A bunch of ponies tied to flax-bushes told that all the Fleetes were here. Roddy stood watching the young naked bodies fly out against blue sky. There was Hemi, his muscles rippling, the cage of his ribs showing. Hemi was fast shooting up into a big man; but little Peto still kept his round child-belly, and Hori was thick-shouldered and black and hairy like an ape. There was chubby Rona,
              


              sleek as a seal. And there Eriti with her slim tawny limbs and her big soft tawny eyes, like a Syrian maid out of the Bible. Swift small-breasted Eriti, a yellow clout about her middle, the narrow hips and shoulders of her flowing like a song, like a sweet music. Roddy flung off his clothes, caught at a flying rope and followed her.

          
Eriti looked back, her long black hair streaming like a banner, and Roddy was gaining on her with great strides. Round and round they went, leaving the ground like birds, touching at longer intervals, and now her black hair blew in Roddy's face. Wonder filled him; tenderness, and a strange new desire. For the first time, he wanted to put his arms about this flying miracle and hold it close. Perhaps down in the water she would let him….

          
Now she was gone, dropping in a straight clear line through the gentle blueness. Now he was going, with the wind in his hair blowing it up as though he were going up to heaven, not down. Now the warm gay water had him, and there was she, smiling….

          
“Eriti …”
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Although ladies intent on shopping came round to Commercial Bay by rowboat, there was no help but legs (which mustn't be mentioned, however they ached) to get one up the steep twisting little streets. Caroline made heavy weather of them with her five long fashionable petticoats and full plum-colour poplin skirts sweeping up quite a tornado of dust and refuse as she bowed right and left, just like royalty.

          
Here were smart officers saluting, Captain Macrae in full Highland rid, with his great brooch like a semaphore in the brilliant light; Lord Calthorpe (such an exquisite that he wore a tartan shawl in the hottest weather and looking quite brisked up since his engagement); Sir Winston in yachting costume, his straw hat floating a blue ribbon and his old green umbrella showing the spikes. Even newly-arrived immigrants in smocks and chin-whiskers, and Corny Fleete with no waistcoat beneath his tussore coat, received their share of Caroline's graciousness.

          
“One must be kind to all,” she said to Sophia carrying the heavy basket. Surely the world needed kindness in these terrible days, with top-hats becoming daily more napless, and elastic-side boots (the only elegant wear for gentlemen) having an unhappy habit of sagging round the ankles, and Suchong at sixteen shillings and more the pound … although one could help out considerably with leaves of the native tea-tree, which  must be medicinal since they tasted so unpleasant.

          
She stopped to speak to Jermyn lounging outside the
            


            little 
Chronicle office like any other young fop. Jermyn, said Caroline's maid, had been censored or something at the Institute last night, and so one must be kind. Besides he was really very handsome although looking wilder than before he went away.

          
“I trust you were not seasick on your voyage, Jermyn. You look unwell,” she said, passing on to Mr Brown's, where you could buy a bright Belgian candle for a farthing, and nudging Sophia to look away because Mrs Pinshon was there. Long ago ladies had agreed not to recognize each other when shopping in the cheaper places, meeting directly after in the street as though they had not encountered for months. So gentility was kept up very convincingly, and on washing-days all blinds were drawn as a polite hint to callers.

          
“One must have biscuits for a dinner-party. These broken ones are cheaper. I could say you fell down with the basket, Sophia,” said Caroline.

          
Outside, they met Sally with Tiffany. And there was Nick Flower, looking so rough in old white ducks and short trader's jacket that Caroline didn't feel she need be kind to him. But, most surprisingly, he stopped, pulling off his old hat and asking if he might speak privately to Mrs Lovel. Sally stepped aside; came back presently, prettily flushed under her blue bonnet.

          
“Caroline, will you be so kind as to take Tiffany home?” she said, and walked off with Nick Flower, accepting his hand to help her over holes and tussocks.

          
“Well, I never did!” exclaimed Caroline with so much meaning that Tiffany said defiantly:
            “She'll just have gone to be good to somebody. She's always doing that.”

          
“My poor child, how little you know of life, and I pray you never will,” said Caroline, hurrying on the little girls in the hope of seeing where Sally was going. But she lost her on the water-front. An assignation. A liaison. And with that creature! What a mercy Caroline lived near
            


            enough to watch Sally. Probably Peregrine had put her there for that very purpose. Poor Peregrine. But she would help him all she could, and discover everything before she told him.

          
“Home,” she said majestically to the Maori boatman, whom she had put into livery before Peregrine thought of doing such a thing. What kind of home had poor Peregrine now? Indeed, the wickedness of the world was beyond belief….

          
Sally, so used to ministering at Kororareka, had not hesitated when Nick Flower told her about Kati. “I have locked her in my office … and there's the fellow waiting in his dirty little lugger in the stream. If anyone can stop her it's you, Mrs Lovel. The man's married,” said Flower, stern as ever, yet with anxious eyes. For long Sally had known that the big awkward child meant a good deal to Nick Flower.

          
“I'll do what I can,” she promised, and did it to some present purpose. But how can a girl like that ever keep good, she thought, pitifully; silent as the boatman rowed her home, and standing silent on the little Official Bay jetty long after he had moored the boat and gone away up the path. Of a morning ladies in second-best gloves and shawls did business here with the marketing Maoris, exchanging blankets and petticoats for so many kits of kumeras and onions, so many great yellow gourds and bundles of Indian corn and flax-kits full of ripe peaches.

          
To-night there was only old Rangitoto across the harbour, rising from the blue with the misty bloom of plums. Only a great ship going out with all its sails set, laden with ox-horns and ambergris, green hides, casks of oil and tallow, and kauri spars. The 
Witchcraft, perhaps, this stately ship, bearing a grim Salem witch and broomstick at her figurehead. Or the 
Ocean Pride. Or that fleet sailer 
The Chariot of Fame. Such achings they brought to exiled hearts, these bright and gallant queens of distance; racing in their whiteness against the sun, furling their sails like
            


            homing gulls for so brief a space in the purple twilight harbours of the world, growing yearly in beauty, grace, and speed since there was now so much wool to carry from Australia, so many cargoes from New Zealand. Yet, with all that beauty, men still did ugly things.

          
The cluck-cluck of oars sounded faint like a ghost rowing round Britomart Point. But it was no ghost rowing into the jetty through a green fragrance fanned by the wings of home-going birds. Oh, the strange lightening of the sky so that the dim West turned gold with the coming of Jermyn….

          
The strangeness of Jermyn stepping quietly ashore, quietly taking her hand, walking in silence with her up to the walled garden among the cherry-trees. The strangeness of walking securely as a wife with Jermyn along the rustling cabbage-tree track into the garden. Somewhat different, this, from making the virtuous promenade with Mr Lovel. Presently, thought Sally, her heart beating fit to choke her, they would begin to run and jump and sing like children waving glad hands, weaving measures….

          
Under the dark cherries Jermyn stopped suddenly, twisting her to him. Then with a queer roughness, which was so unlike courteous Jermyn, he took her in his arms. If she could die now, she thought with closed eyes under his kisses. If they could both die, going into Eternity without the weary years between. Darien would look after Tiffany, God, her heart pleaded, and she can darn her own stockings nicely. Tiffany wouldn't miss me much if she had Darien…. Jermyn was holding her off and the world coming back. God had not heard.

          
“How long is this to go on?” he demanded, harsh, abrupt.

          
“What, Jermyn?”

          
“Don't juggle with me. I can't stand it. I've come back for you, Sally. You're mine now. Not his.”

          
“I … I think I've been yours for ever, Jermyn. I
            


            think we must have had other lives … together. Sometimes I seem to remember…. This won't be so hard, dear, once we get used to it.”

          
“Used to what?”

          
“To … to”—oh, how difficult men always made things —“to waiting, Jermyn.”

          
“For what?”

          
“For … for the next life. I know God means us to be happy there.”

          
“He hasn't concerned himself much with our happiness here.” Then he took her face gently between his hands and turned it up to his long gaze. She held her breath lest the sweet enchantment of his eyes, of his strong hard palms against her skin should be gone. “Come away with me, my dear love,” he said tenderly.

          
She freed herself with a cry. “Jermyn! Oh, Jermyn! You don't know what you're saying.”

          
“Don't I? I've had time to think, haven't I? If there's any wrong in this it's yours for continuing to live with Peregrine when you love me. It is your wrong, Sally.”

          
“Oh, no, no. Please, Jermyn. I married him …”

          
“He married you before you were sixteen. And he ought to be hung for it. I've come back for you, Sally, and I don't mean to let you go again.”

          
“But, Jermyn … Oh, there are not the words,” cried Sally, entangled among the immensities. “Jermyn, we couldn't be happy … doing such wrong. I … I think some day we may be happy … just waiting. Don't you?”

          
“No, I don't. Good Lord! What a woman's idea.” He began to speak rapidly, with that same suggestion of suppressed storm that was so frightening. “Peregrine has never needed you. He's a self-contained soul rotating entirely on its own axis. He has never loved you and you'll always be outside his life.”

          
“I … I know,” she faltered, trembling.

          
“You have never loved him. You have never really lived.” Oh, what a strange terrible Jermyn staring at her
            


            like a Denunciation out of the Bible. “Lying by his side in the nights it is me you think of … long for.” Now he had his arms round her again, his cheek to hers. “My dear and only love!” he whispered. “I'll teach you what it means to be frightened with joy.”

          
Surely this dark weakness upon her must be death. But one doesn't die so easily. There would be fifty years … fifty. She began to cry, trying to make him understand.

          
“Jermyn, don't you see … this life don't really matter so much when we shall have Eternity. I always keep telling myself that. Oh,” she cried, feeling herself becoming a perfect fountain of tears, “do you think I will be able to pin a buttonhole in your coat there, Jermyn?”

          
“A buttonhole?” he said, frowning.

          
She shook her head, trying to smile. “You won't understand. I think of such silly things….”

          
“You have only one thing to think of now,” he said, impatiently cutting through this raffle of woman's words. “By all God's laws”—but who, he thought, was he to call thus boldly on Divinity?—“by all God's laws, you are mine, and I shall make you mine. Your heart cannot refuse me, and soon your body won't….”

          
She gave an inarticulate cry at that, running from him up the garden like a pale moth in the gloaming. So the moon coming radiant up the sky saw only a young man in mulberry-colour coat treading angrily among the dropped cherries.

          
Sally ran into the house where everything seemed to look at her with alien eyes. She ran into her bedroom, past the great dark four-poster where she slept each night with Mr Lovel, and dragged the heavy curtains away from the window. Air. I must have air, she thought, forgetting that she had just come from it and sinking on her knees since legs were so suddenly weak.

          
The Holy Immolation of Matrimony seemed so near and Eternity so very far. And, for all her brave words, how did she really know that Mr Lovel would not 
re-
              


              quire her to make the virtuous promenade with him there also? If he did … and the Bible saying that wives must always be in subjection to their husbands…. Why did I ever love at all? she cried in common with all her pale sisters who have loved to their sorrow.

          
In the dimness those worndown old volcanoes round Auckland were not spouting flames as they should have been. The flames (she felt, terrified) must be in herself, burning her up with love for Jermyn. Dizzily she felt her spirit going up and up with Jermyn … the man who had evoked for her this imperishable magic, this glad pain; who had swept away that vague Eternity where one did things for ever with harps and given her instead bright surety of large serene comforting Eternities—trampling, glorious Eternities with the star of joy upon their fore-heads.

          
“I can teach you what it is to be frightened with joy….” Oh, cruel Jermyn, to use words which conjured up such sublimity of fear. A splendid fear which she had never known, which (it seemed) women could know, hearing love as a silver trumpet in the night bidding them wake to rapture, hearing the bridegroom's call: Oh, come, my beloved, my Rose of Sharon….

          
Sally huddled down on the floor. What was commerce with far-off Eternities to that?

          
A smell of burning cloth drifted through the house. Reality, having no patience with the vapourings of women, was reasserting itself. Sally got up and went out to the kitchen, where Tiffany was ironing furiously by the light of a tallow dip.

          
“Oh, mamma, I wanted to get done as a surprise,” she cried. “I'm afraid I've scorched something….”

          
Her tawny curls stood out like a halo. Her sun-browned little face with the wide eyes was wistfully eager. Sally put the curls back from the hot forehead with a gentle hand.

          


          
“Never mind, my woman-child. It is so easy to scorch things,” she said.
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Caroline's dinner-parties, one felt, were seldom a success, and because she had the impertinence to give one in celebration of Darien's engagement before Peregrine even thought of it this one promised to be less succssful than usual. Yet Lord Calthorpe, having once let himself go, had so heartily succumbed to the sensation that Darien felt more like Lady Hamilton than ever, wearing her diamond engagement ring and her lover's diamond locket to the dinner and using her fan to such purpose that surely Jermyn could not help being jealous.

          
Jermyn had come with inner rebellions. Up and down the dark harbour he had rowed himself into exhaustion last night; cursing the day that he was born, the strange fierce powers that drive a man against his conscience; determined to leave Sally for ever and yet knowing that he must come again like a moth to the light.

          
A thing denied has ever the greater value, and to-night Sally in her old blue gown rich with embossed flowers, withdrawn into that sweet remote enchantment which was part of her, undoubtedly had more value than any man's bright honour. An inscrutable idol, Sally, sitting beyond that hideous epergne piled with glowing peaches; a cruel idol to whom the earth itself brought flowery offerings which she flung on her gown and forgot … as she would soon forget Jermyn.

          
Jermyn, writhing with his misery, looked round in hatred on white shoulders and gay scarves, on all the badly-cleaned silver with which Caroline disguised the sparseness of her food, on Caroline making more than usual efforts to keep conversation on a high and ethical plane because she always found so much everywhere that needed bettering. Let her try her ethics on me, by Gad, Jermyn thought, cutting his meat fiercely.

          


          
What with the silver and the ancestors on the walls and her puce braided satin—one could do so much to freshen shabby gowns with a little more braiding—Caroline felt herself justified in the remark that she always thought the English the most civilized of all races.

          
“Well, don't y'know, I wish you'd define civilization, Lady Lovel,” said Calthorpe, blinking over his high stock.

          
“Delicacy forbids,” said Jermyn, determined to be difficult.

          
“I should just think it did,” said Darien, remembering what civilized people could say and do.

          
“I always think,” declared Caroline, who was so quickly out of her depths that one wondered if she ever was in them, “that one should say what one thinks.”

          
“Even if one thinks what one shouldn't say?” asked Darien, glancing at Calthorpe, who looked so insignificant beside beautiful haughty Jermyn that if it wasn't for the diamonds and the envy of all her friends one simply couldn't bear him.

          
“Oh, my dear! I hope I never think such things!” said Caroline.

          
“What things?” demanded Jermyn. “The perspicacity of ladies in knowing what they shouldn't think before they think it commands my constant admiration.”

          
For the first time Caroline wished the gentlemen wouldn't leave the whole burden of conversation on her since it was impossible just yet to say what she really thought about Sally. She struggled back to the ethical plane. “The thing I always think is how proud we should be of our religion because every part of this country has been first colonized by churches.”

          
“Oh, quite,” agreed Jermyn. “I have noticed that people are always prouder of their limitations than of their achievements.” (That drew a look from Sally, soft, reproachful. Are you proud of your limitations? it seemed to say. Gad! If she provoked him like that! What had Flower said? A woman always despises a man if….)

          


          
“England should have left us alone,” said Corny, who unfortunately had to be asked since he was one of the few rich men in the town.

          
“Oh, but,” cried Caroline, really scandalized, “England can never let anyone alone. She must colonize. It is her Destiny.”

          
“She thinks it is,” amended Jermyn.

          
“If Grey—” began Major Henry, rather troubled by Jermyn.

          
Everybody sat up. Grey seemed a queer pet for the gods to have made; but it was surely through their intervention that England had not only sent him five hundred time-expired soldiers to settle with their families round Auckland so that he could sleep safe of nights and allowed him to use hundreds of Her Majesty's forces to build walls and make streets—not only that but England had lately clapped a knighthood on his stiff head. So Governor Sir George Grey walked with Vulcan and Zeus (not even the 
Chronicle dared associate him with Venus), and once he was safely in the conversation he could be trusted to choke out everything else.

          
“‘Hail, mighty monarch!’ “began Sir Winston who had just remembered something he had been trying to think of for weeks:

          

            
Hail, mighty monarch whom desert alone


            
Would without birthright raise thee to the throne.


            
Thy virtues shine particularly nice


            
Ungloomed with a confinity to vice …
          

          
“That was said of George the Fourth, I believe.”

          
“You find our Governor's virtues particularly nice, don't you, Peregrine?” inquired Jermyn, peering past a candelabra upheld by Cupids round whose plump middles Caroline had tied chaste bows of pink ribbon.

          
Jermyn at a dinner-table, considered Peregrine, was apt to make people feel that they had been taking violent exercise unduly prolonged. Possibly he was drunk again,
              


              though who could get drunk on this wine…. Peregrine said with dignity, ignoring the fact that Grey had publicly snubbed him over the gold reward business: “It is under Governor Grey that Auckland district has arisen to the astonishing record of four thousand houses and over a million sheep—”

          
This was the way Caroline's parties always went, thought Sally, very thankful when Caroline began gathering up eyes round the table, gathering gloves, handkerchief, and feather-fan.

          
“Oh, la,” she cried, being as voluptuous as she could without indelicacy, “I think we will leave politics to the gentlemen.”

          
“Yes,” said Darien, flinging a mocking glance at Jermyn who would not accept it. “Let us leave them to the gentlemen who always know what to do.”

          
Jermyn, at any rate, didn't know what to do, and so Darien must teach him since if his temper to-night didn't mean jealousy she would like to know what did. So she peeped at her radiant self in all Caroline's mirrors, and sat down presently to sing for the delectation of Jermyn, whiskered officers, and other lesser fowl.

          

            
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride,


            
Busk ye, my winsome marrow.


            
Busk ye, busk ye, my bonny bonny bride,


            
And let us leave the Braes of Yarrow….
          

          
So sang Darien, ready to leave them to-morrow with Jermyn—taking Calthorpe's diamonds with her of course, since she certainly needed some recompense for what she was undergoing there. Being engaged was not all the fun it should be, and perhaps Jermyn wouldn't be either. But probably nothing was, thought Darien, feeling the necessity for philosophy in any dealings with gentlemen.

          
In the dining-room with its florid flock paper gentlemen (soon almost as florid with argument) were unbuttoning waistcoats and tempers, with old Barnes declaring that
              


              this would be a better world if only men kept their brains in their bellies, like the animals.

          
Sir Winston suddenly rediscovered Kororareka. “Our sacred fane, sirs. There the rude forefathers of our colony began … building the first boat, the first church, the first plough. The first white child born there; the first sermon, cricket-match…. Paths of glory leading not to the grave, but to….”

          
“Penury and Grey,” said the Major, brushing snuff from the orange velvet of his waistcoat—though who could be a dandy in these days?

          
But the gentlemen, who had quite enough of penury, could never have enough of Grey who, abetted by the Colonial Office, had lately crowned his infamy by setting aside the sub-governors of New Ulster and New Munster and all the infant legislative administrations. Conditions, he declared, were too complicated for separate controls. So he made himself complete lord of New Zealand, while gentlemen, who had not yet had the chance to administer anything, daily imperilled their immortal souls with blasphemy, especially after dinner.

          
Peregrine never blasphemed. He had had a bigger fight than he expected to get on the Common Council (welcomed with a salute of twelve guns from Fort Britomart, to say nothing of flourishes with bugles) but he still hoped for a seat on Grey's little pocket Council. For all Grey's wry political grimaces and stiffneckedness he must look round presently for men of worth.

          
“It ain't right that all hay for regimental horses should have to be imported,” growled old Barnes. “I cud grow tons on that land o' mine … if I cud get it surveyed an' use it.”

          
“You will never get it surveyed, sir,” said a stout gentleman with convictions. “Busby has been fighting for his surveys from the beginning, and so have we all. No Maori will allow surveys on land unless we can prove a
              


              clear title; and how can there be clear titles when a fellow can upset a sale because of a fire lit under a tree where his grandmother was buried forty years ago?”

          
“That blasted Waitangi Treaty!”

          
“‘The venom still remains, And the poxed nation feels it in their brains’—Dryden,” said Sir Winston, very pleased that he could recall the author of those venomous lines.

          
“Hay from abroad is often musty too,” said Captain O'Reilly, grimly.

          
“What,” demanded Major Henry, who had unlocked John's cellar some time before, “do that infernal C'lonial Office … Downin' Street duffers … know of 
us? Ain't 
we the country … body, blood, and bones. Were we not … did we not get on damned well with the Maoris before Annexation? Gentlemen,” he cried, fired with the notion and splashing brandy in all directions, “I give you No Annexation.”

          
It was a magnificent idea, only more than twelve years too late. Someone pointed this out, reducing the Major to tears, so that he laid his grey head down among the broken meats.

          
“Bloody country's goin' to the perishin' bitches,” he mourned. And here no one contradicted him.
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Undisturbed by distracted colonists the seasons continued their stately procession; whipping warm blood into fair cheeks with the winter wind, attacking susceptible hearts with a gay onslaught of colour, of scent, of tinkling goat-bells, cattle-bells on the ferny hills of a warm evening when it was quite la mode to walk out in parties—which had a curious habit of dissolving into couples. Bishop Selwyn's palace grew some towers, and in Sally's garden scarlet verbena was impudent among tall white arum lilies. Caroline was the first to have her
              


              photograph taken by the new daguerreotype method (which prevented so many ladies from following her example), and in response to the gold reward Charles Ring discovered a few nuggets on Coromandel Peninsula, down the harbour. But the Maoris chased him off the land with no more than a handful.

          
Up at the barracks morose officers, always starting off on some wild-goose chase after the Maoris, became outspoken over breakfasts of rump-steak washed down by gallons of beer.

          
“We're always damned and drowned and starved in this foul country. Why don't Grey build us roads if he must send us into it?” (In the seclusion of the mess a man could air his mind.) “Why don't Grey get us the convicts the Colonel is always begging for? They could make us roads…. Why don't Grey import Chinese, as that Canterbury fellow Fitzgerald suggests? Why don't England….”

          
“Bah,” said O'Reilly, flicking dust off his Wellingtons, “England would give the country legislation to-morrow, but you don't catch our Lord High Panjandrum yielding an inch of his powers.”

          
“Pass the beer,” said Lord Calthorpe, sourly. “We'll be dry enough to-morrow.”

          
“We're never dry in the bush,” said a lieutenant, inviting curses since surely everyone must know that on the morrow Calthorpe would leave his fair lady for months of unmentionable hardship … although he certainly did his best to mention them to Darien when she presented him with a pair of carpet-slippers worked patiently by Tiffany, who would do anything for her.

          
“Give us a kiss, my charmer,” said Calthorpe, taking more from those full red lips than Darien could easily bear. So she pushed him off, straightening her white neck-ruffle. Men did maul so.

          
“Good-bye, and don't get your feet wet,” she said, feeling that now she could concentrate on Jermyn, who
              


              was being so peculiar that he must be mad in love with her and didn't dare say so. I suppose I shall have to say it myself. Men always leave the hard things for women, she thought.

          
And now there was this chatter about Haini Fleete. Auckland ladies did not call on stately Haini, who was a wealthy chieftainess in her own right. But the proprieties must be observed. “Let him marry her properly, my dear,” said the ladies, handsomely, “and we would have little objection. But it would not be right otherwise. We must keep up the standard at all costs.” So they said, heroically shutting their eyes to Maori wives in all directions and inviting the gentlemen to dinner. But Corny, said Jermyn, knew what he was about, since the chiefs would certainly confiscate Haini's land if he married her.

          
Meanwhile, down in the flax-gully, Hemi asked a thirteen-year-old Tiffany to marry him, and Tiffany told Roddy about it on a dusky evening in the attic.

          
“A Maori marriage is so easy. Just four feet under a mat. But I didn't want to, Roddy, and mamma wouldn't like it.”

          
“I should say not,” cried Roddy, getting quite hot in a new consciousness of his white blood. “Monstrous wrong of Hemi to ask you. Of course,” he mumbled, getting hotter with the thought of slender tawny little Eriti Fleete, “it's different for a man.”

          
“Of course,” said Tiffany, wondering why. But everything was different for a man. She sighed, knitting her straight dark brows. Poor Hemi had been so splendid in the bush-gully, letting himself go with the fiery eloquence of the Maori. “… Listen, Tihane, to the call of aroha … of love. Soon I shall go from here to learn to be a chief and wear the mat and huia feather. Soon I shall sing ‘Red plumes of the kaka’ while I go with my warriors to the battle. But always will remain my deep love for you, Tihane. Ina koia tera….”

          
It was quite hard to resist dear Hemi being so 
melodi-
                


                ously dominant. But he went very well in verses, even if she didn't want him under a mat. Indeed, he went so surprisingly well that Roddy only had to alter a few words before he took the result to Jermyn. “It's meant for poetry though it don't rhyme,” said Roddy, blushing. “Tiffy made most of it. Do you think it is poetry, sir?”

          
Since Bible quotations, Maori waiatas, and translations from old Chinese songs found in Major Henry's books were so finely mixed in the children by now, Jermyn need not have been so nonplussed.

          
“Where the devil did you infants learn all this, Roddy?”

          
Roddy looked bewildered. From earliest Kororareka days he and Tiffany, along with the little Fleetes, had assisted at births, deaths, and tangis, since every important Maori event takes place among interested spectators in the open, and no Maori has ever been taught that the natural is immodest. Tiffany and Roddy, though submitting perforce to English notions, were still iconoclasts at heart.

          
“All what? It is quite true, sir.”

          
“It reads like it. Good Lord …” said Jermyn, frowning.

          
Elegant verse was the order of the day and all papers had given much space to Mr James Fitzgerald's “Night Watch of the Charlotte Jane,” written while the Canterbury Pilgrims were still at sea and having a kind of homesick courage:

          

            
Here's a health to the land we are leaving,


            
And the land we're going to.
          

          
Everyone could understand that. To every exile the land they were leaving would be for ever the first, the dearer land. But here (so far as Jermyn knew) was the first voice of those who were no exiles, to whom New Zealand was the only land they knew. They knew the Maori too, egad, thought Jermyn, reading:

          


          

            
Why did you bear me under the dark totaras, my mother,


            
With sad warriors leaning on their taiahas and the white men drinking in the town?


            
We are losing our land and we cannot marry the white girls, my mother.


            
The wind came out of the bush and through the tussock, saying:


            
What is the use? You were better in the womb, Maori warrior.
          

          
“Devil take it! You have no right to know all this, Roddy,” said Jermyn, reading through to the end.

          
“But it is quite true,” persisted Roddy. “Is it poetry, sir?”

          
“I should call it so.” Jermyn stared at Roddy, feeling that he had never realized Sally's children before. Yet there was in these verses much of that Sally who was always peering through wistful enchanted mists. Much of her in Roddy, although he had already that sapling height which the English stock seems to breed in a new country—probably maturing too quickly for tough fibre. Nothing in Roddy with his flute, his poetry, the dreams in his brown eyes to march with practical Peregrine and his founding of families.

          
These verses would plague Peregrine like the deuce. Jermyn said:

          
“I'll print these, Roddy, though they'll need some editing. We English are prudes, though you and Tiffany don't condescend to notice it. And I will put your name to it.”

          
“Oh, Uncle Jermyn! Oh, will you really?” Roddy was glowing like a sunrise. “But it's mostly Tiffy's, you know. Could you put her name on them too?”

          
“Certainly. And don't tell anyone. It will be a surprise, you see.”

          
But even Jermyn was unprepared for the surprise of a Peregrine who considered any publicity of women nothing short of profanation. Almost speechless under a shower of amused and somewhat unpleasant congratulations, he
              


              carried the 
Chromcle home and shook it in Sally's face.

          
“Is this … this indecency your doing?” he gobbled. “Where is your sense of modesty, of … of all that you owe to my name? Roddy shall have a good thrashing, the maundering young idiot, but as for my daughter … Good God, it is too much!” cried Peregrine.

          
Frightened Sally read with awe. An unexpected something leapt up in her rejoicing. Her own children had the words she never had for that lovely ghost-like haunting in her life. “They wrote it?” she cried.

          
“They have written the most outrageous and impudent indecency,” declared Peregrine, getting his breath back. He raged about the room like a judgment, shaking the paper. “My daughter! The first time a female Lovel has ever been so abandoned as to get herself into print. Even in death-notices she should be merely ‘the wife of.’ 'Pon my soul…. Where is the girl? Tiffany!”

          
Tiffany came running. A particularly buoyant and charming Tiffany, thought Sally, her bright hair snooded back with a lilac ribbon, her lissom young body (growing so tall) very slim above the spread skirts of lilac cambric.

          
“What have you to say to this, miss?” demanded Peregrine, thrusting the paper at her. Tiffany's clear glance flashed over the page. Sally saw her colour rising as the ecstasy of creation approved descended on her. She clasped her hands, shining like a star.

          
“Oh. It's ours,” she breathed.

          
Then Peregrine became so frantic that Sally wept like a river. Did not Tiffany realize what she had done? Was she really ignorant of the fact that even the most abandoned of women rarely had their names in the papers, and when they did get them there other women were not supposed to know it. Did she not realize that she was now branded for ever?

          
“Branded!” he cried, shaking her by the shoulder. “Never imagine, miss, that there is any worth in this … this indecent rubbish. Why, the two of you can't cook up
              


              a rhyme between you. Your uncle Jermyn has merely used you as a means to insult me….”

          
“Oh, no, no,” cried Sally before she could stop.

          
He turned, staring down on her with those black close-set eyes.

          
“And may I ask what you know about it? Are you in the plot too?”

          
“No, Mr Lovel,” murmured Sally, feeling how white she must be looking.

          
“Then kindly do not interfere. Verses! Dragging the Lovel name into vulgar publicity for verses! 
My daughter! And you cannot even rhyme! Get the cane.”

          
“Oh, please, Mr Lovel …” cried Sally.

          
“By heaven,” cried Peregrine, forgetting his gentility for once, “I've a good mind to whip you too. Tiffany! Get the cane.”

          
The Holy Immolation of Matrimony was hard to swallow during the next days while Tiffany consumed bread-and-water behind locked doors, and Roddy had three thrashings “to knock the nonsense out of him,” and Caroline openly hinted that she had expected something of the sort now, and Mr Lovel went about looking like the whole Book of Martyrs.

          
Indeed, Jermyn had done much mischief, the harem instinct being still strong among the English gentry, who said continually, “How terrible for the poor girl to get herself so talked of,” and then talked the more. Urged by Caroline, John came in to be quite sententious about the sanctity of womanhood to Jermyn, who laughed in his face.

          
“My eye and Betty Martin! What a storm in a tea-cup. If Peregrine will produce children he must take the consequences.”

          
“But … a girl …” protested John, tugging unhappily at his beard, and wishing Caroline would talk to Jermyn herself. But she had been so mysterious, saying that poor Tiffany needed such 
care.

          


          
“A girl is merely a soul which has had the ill-luck to be confined in a female body,” said Jermyn lightly. Through these days Peregrine was doing Jermyn's wooing for him more effectively than he could do it himself, and so Jermyn felt quite merciless. This would teach Sally what sort of husband she had chosen for her children and (since Peregrine had temporarily forbidden Jermyn the house) she would have plenty of time to think of it.

          
“What is the matter with you all,” he demanded of puzzled John, “that you don't realize the value of a definite new voice in a new land? Poets make a country, not politicians. Do you think all the politicians in the world could keep alive Ireland's hate of England if it wasn't for ‘The Wearing of the Green’? ‘An' if the colour we must wear is England's cruel Red—’ I'll warrant you, John, the word ‘cruel’ has never been used so effectively before or since….”
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When the first whippings were over Roddy had gone upstairs through the warm brown shadows to ask how Tiffany did. For himself he was very sore, and uncertain if it had been worth while. But the answering little voice, though weary, was surprisingly happy. A strange mounting sense of escape into freer air was round Tiffany kneeling at the keyhole on the other side of the locked door in the dark attic.

          
“But we've 
done it, Roddy. Don't you see? We've got the splendidness of knowing we've done something worth printing. He can't take that away ever. We—” she struggled for the right words, “we're people now, Roddy dear. We're 
us.”

          
“He says we're never to do it again,” murmured Roddy, unable to rise to that height.

          
“He can't stop us,” cried Tiffany, shocked when the words were out but instinctively knowing that she and
              


              Roddy had arrived at something that must be held on to. “I mean … he can stop the printing, but he can't stop us making poetry in our minds. He can't, Roddy … and I'm making one now.”

          
Tiffany being a pioneer to this extent was rather terrifying but comforting. Roddy knew just how she looked behind the locked door, with her eyes lit like candles and her russet hair standing out and her soft chin up, and he couldn't be beaten by her.

          
“Then I will too. But he'll try to stop us, Tiffy.” Incalculable persons, fathers; begetting you and then disliking what you did for ever after. Roddy, so fresh from an example of Peregrine disliking him, wondered why parents had children. “He's not starving you, Tiffy?”

          
“Only bread-and-water for indecency. But Aunt Darien brought a custard. If you could throw me up some peaches through the window….”

          
Roddy threw them up and went to spread lesson-books on his bed, winking away a few tears lest Brian, perched on the iron end of it, should see. Brian had such ways of making a fellow feel a fool, and his talk was always far more grown-up than Roddy's.

          
“Lord, what a fantique women make over catching a man,” said Brian, swinging back and forth like a little black monkey. “Madam Darien is proud as Punch over that stale little fish of hers.”

          
“Ladies don't catch men,” said Roddy, very certain that mamma had never tried to catch papa.

          
“That's all you know! Wait a few years, my boy, and they'll all be after you, as they're after Uncle Jermyn— he's too fly for the lot of 'em. Not that I ain't fond of the dear creatures,” declared Brian, remembering good fun with Uncle Lovel's girls, who squeaked so when you squeezed 'em. But the only girl Roddy liked was that Eriti Fleete. A nigger, thought Brian, who had already absorbed Auckland's notion of Maoris.

          
Roddy went on silently with his lessons. Never, he
              


              thought, had he felt so mixed up. He was still disorganized, going next day to float in the harbour between blue sky and blue milk-warm water, with a few white clouds like small ships sailing high. How wonderful it would be to float there for ever. To know for ever Beauty towering about him like celestial castles; to hear for ever wild birds making fleet sweet music across the water; to see for ever flying violet lights on old shaggy Rangitoto, feel for ever silver ripples running along his flanks until he lay in a bath of silken silver. To unripe, romantically-developing Roddy, Beauty was still a continual summer in the heart, although papa made ugliness everywhere.

          
“Curse Lovels,” said Roddy suddenly; then swam out and flung on his clothes in a hurry, running along the cliffs towards Orakei pa. As with Tiffany, the publishing of that poem had done something to him, and if he was not yet ready for fight at least he was rebellious. Always, declared Major Henry, something faintly wild in that brown gaze of Roddy's. Eyes of a Galahad, a Villon … who could tell? Life—and Peregrine—would discover that for him.

          
On the low cliff above Orakei pa a crowd of brown youngsters were at the moari—that monstrous Giant Stride whereon Maori warriors practise swinging themselves over ramparts into an enemy pa. But there were only children to-day on the moari; going round in huge leaps on the long flax-ropes; dropping over the cliff into the warm sea. All natives dive feet-first and all whites head-first because, said Uncle Jermyn, civilization allows nothing to be done in the natural way.

          
A bunch of ponies tied to flax-bushes told that all the Fleetes were here. Roddy stood watching the young naked bodies fly out against blue sky. There was Hemi, his muscles rippling, the cage of his ribs showing. Hemi was fast shooting up into a big man; but little Peto still kept his round child-belly, and Hori was thick-shouldered and black and hairy like an ape. There was chubby Rona,
              


              sleek as a seal. And there Eriti with her slim tawny limbs and her big soft tawny eyes, like a Syrian maid out of the Bible. Swift small-breasted Eriti, a yellow clout about her middle, the narrow hips and shoulders of her flowing like a song, like a sweet music. Roddy flung off his clothes, caught at a flying rope and followed her.

          
Eriti looked back, her long black hair streaming like a banner, and Roddy was gaining on her with great strides. Round and round they went, leaving the ground like birds, touching at longer intervals, and now her black hair blew in Roddy's face. Wonder filled him; tenderness, and a strange new desire. For the first time, he wanted to put his arms about this flying miracle and hold it close. Perhaps down in the water she would let him….

          
Now she was gone, dropping in a straight clear line through the gentle blueness. Now he was going, with the wind in his hair blowing it up as though he were going up to heaven, not down. Now the warm gay water had him, and there was she, smiling….

          
“Eriti …”
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For Caroline life was on two planes—hers and the rest of the world's—and she rarely ceased her efforts to lift the world up to her. For weeks she tried earnestly to lift Sally up; sitting in the pretty chintz parlour with black ringlets bobbing out of her big bonnet and black eyes rounding while she spoke of Mr Flower's iniquities (which seemed to include swarms of wives) and the duty we owe to our sex, Sally dear.

          
“Yes,” said Sally, stitching blue muslin frills and not listening very much to Caroline—who at last had to take to prowling of evenings along the sweetbriar hedge dividing the sections in the hope of discovering something that would help poor Peregrine.

          
Tiffany, making her last good-nights to phlox and wallflower and poppy-buds, sometimes saw her with her cap gleaming like a toadstool and thought of ogresses, and found her dislike of all such unpleasant things crackling out into spiky derisive rhymes after she was in bed.

          
Already Tiffany had discovered that the mind's best protection against such invasions is to jest at them, though Roddy was always annoyed when she jested at papa. A woman's weapon, said Roddy, certain that it was wrong to say things behind people's backs. So she only said them to Roddy, who was just part of herself.

          
Caroline found prowling very difficult for a lady of her bulk. But reward came at last on a hot night when Peregrine went out, swinging his cane jauntily as though his house were not falling about his ears, and Leta Baizey called with her brother to take Darien to a Small and
            


            Early, and the children were in bed. Just the night for an assignation, thought Caroline, with even the garden so immoral in the languorous sweetness of its scents and its dim white bosses looking more like female bosoms than Mrs Simpkins pinks.

          
She wound her head in a black veil and her body in a long dark shawl, followed the little path to the wicket-gate, and let herself through into Sally's garden, which was breathing out such fragrance of heliotrope and roses that it was far more immoral than her own … to say nothing of the dim flitting of little moths everywhere. I am so sensitive, thought Caroline, crossing the lawns and pausing under the parlour window, which was shut of course, since night air is so dangerous and she was taking great risks herself.

          
Cramp caught her presently, standing there. But Sally must be snatched from the burning, though she wished the assignation would soon begin. It did begin. The opening of a door, a low laugh from Sally, a low answer in the unmistakable voice of a man. Only sin spoke so low. Indeed, after listening in vain for ages, after trying in vain to peer through the curtains, Caroline, quite wearied in well-doing, had to give it up and go home. But she had enough to feed on, feeling almost too full-fed when next morning she took the children to Lovel Hall for the opening of the Christmas box from England, and almost, though not quite, afraid to look at Sally, whose very face must be blazoning her wickedness.

          
But Sally, in crisp blue cambric with full white muslin under-sleeves and a little blue bow in her cap, was quite shameless; lifting out layers of straw and paper after Jermyn had wrenched away the bands of iron and prized open the lid; telling Roddy to bring Aunt Caroline a chair; laughing with Major Henry, so jovial in loose tussore with his tall hat over his ear; laughing with Jermyn sitting on the steps with the sun catching his dandy little whiskers.

          


          
“Isn't it a huge box?” cried Sally. “So vastly good of Miss Clorinda.”

          
Everyone was waiting with shivers of excitement for Peregrine to begin. Magic events, the English boxes, to exiled English, to children especially whose only contact with England they were. They smelled different from anything else, thought Tiffany, glowing and sniffing. And they were different; particularly Lovel boxes, with old Aunt Clorinda alternately believing that her relatives were living in the laps of savages or of luxury and trying to provide for both contingencies.

          
Everything feels so Christmassy, thought Sally, grateful to Jermyn for being so kind last night helping her tie up Christmas presents and never frightening her at all. And he had spoken so beautifully about Zoroaster's belief in the coexisting principles of Good and Evil which enjoy using man as their battle-ground that (although she didn't understand very well) she felt Zoroaster must be helping him. And after Darien came back they had hung a piece of mistletoe in the veranda, Jermyn promising to kiss Caroline under it to-day…. Mr Lovel was beginning to unpack at last, though how he could have waited so long with all those eager eyes on him….

          
“Shoes for the little girls,” read Mr Lovel, slowly. “I hope they fit. My aunt is apt to forget that children grow. Put then down, Tiffany. You cannot try them on now.”

          
“Oh, Roddy! Look!” cried Tiffany, holding up the shining things while Sophia screamed: “Straps! I've always wanted straps!”

          
“Please do not quarrel, children. Put them aside. A parcel for you, Sally. Do not open it now or we shall never be done. Another roll of brown and red checked gingham for frocks,” said Peregrine, reading the legend like a Lesson in Church amid the vocal anguish of the little girls.

          


          
“Oh, we had that check last time. Oh, I did want something pretty….”

          
“Children!” Conscious of how much of his valuable time was being wasted, Peregrine quelled the clamour with his eyeglass. “What is this? Lavender? Imagine taking up important space with….”

          
“Oh!” cried Sally and Darien, bending flushed faces over it. Childhood, dear England for ever gone in this enchanted lavender.

          
“A … dear me, I cannot read this,” said Peregrine, blinded by the eyeglass.

          
“Confound it, boy,” exploded Major Henry, “don't you know that an English box should be all uproarious mirth and muddle? Here … let me at it.”

          
“I fear stooping might be dangerous at your age, sir,” said Peregrine, shortly. Brian lifted sardonic brows at that plump little bunch of a Belinda whom Caroline was lacing so unmercifully in an effort to produce the waist unintended by nature. She giggled, and Jermyn made an attempt to mend matters by tying himself into a brown woollen petticoat and topping it with a fragile bonnet of white lace and flowers.

          
“I fancy these must be meant to go together,” he said, mincing down the veranda while the children relieved their tension with shrieks of joy.

          
“If you have no consideration for the ladies,” said Peregrine, really angry, “I think you might show some for my aunt, who could not have expected her gifts to be so ridiculed.”

          
“Oh, certainly,” said Jermyn, staring with sudden solemnity under the bonnet. Peregrine was digging his own grave in this exhibition. No living woman could possibly bear it.

          
“Red flannel—ah—undergarments,” read Peregrine, putting aside a bundle smelling strongly of camphor. “Soap. Pears scented….”

          
“That's mine.” Caroline grabbed. Even pity for 
Pere-
              


              grine couldn't keep her back longer. “Aunt knows I can't abide unscented. And that violet pelerine must be meant for me … oh, here's a coat for John.”

          
It was a dreadful moment. Tiffany, going red as a damask rose, scarcely dared hope Caroline would win. But now Darien was into it, intent on holding more than her own, diving her bright curls into the box.

          
“You don't want these fashion-books, Caroline. You're far too original. Nor this sage-green scarf….”

          
“It would suit Sophia,” cried Caroline, hanging on.

          
“Not it. Here's something with spots for her. Oh, what an exquisite lace—”

          
“Peregrine,” screamed Caroline, almost scuppered by superior agility. “Do you mean to let this saucy piece take everything?”

          
“I don't want everything,” said Darien, beginning to enjoy herself immensely and flinging out a rain of socks, waistcoats, and stuff petticoats. “You can have all those,” she announced, burrowing deeper.

          
Knowing how wicked it was to laugh so at Mr Lovel hovering helpless, Sally mopped her eyes, hoping that no one saw. But Jermyn's laughing eyes did—

          
“No dollies?” pleaded little Lucilla, tugging at Peregrine's coat-tails. “Sir, please, ain't there no dollies for me?”

          
“Bless your heart, we'll find you some dollies, my poppet,” said Major Henry, beginning to haul out the bowels of the box by armfuls, scattering balls, dolls, knives, games into eager little hands while Tiffany danced like a mænad, tangling bright skeins of wool in her hair.

          
Peregrine turned on his heel and walked off. The despoilers went mad with glee then, and Major Henry and Jermyn kissed everyone under the mistletoe. But Caroline, taking her children home at last, couldn't forgive Peregrine who had let Darien steal that length of gold tissue. I shan't tell him about Sally until I fell inclined, she thought.

          


          
The day's merriment gave Jermyn a grim night. For all her struggles he must get Sally out of this soon. Peregrine was simply indecent. So he took his troubles out to the dark where a chill wind was blowing and grey clouds flying, and looked down a cliff to the beach below where a whaler's crew squatted round a thirty-gallon cask of rum, prepared to drink it dry before they rose. In the capricious light of a great driftwood fire the fellows looked like tattered giants, like gnomes, with here and there a god. They shouted chanties, beating time with the tin pannikins; laughed, quarrelled, wept maudlin tears, lay helpless with their drink upon the sand.

          
Second-hand devils they courted for their pleasure. And what was Jermyn's but a second-hand devil too? From the days of Solomon men had coveted their neighbours' wives and reaped the whirlwind of it. They had drunk themselves mad and sane again, and gone to virtuous living or back to the husks. And for all their wild hearts they had lain down in the grave in the end just like the dullest yokel who swallows his porridge and goes to sleep. Presently their skipper would round up these fellows below with a rope's end and clear for one of the little bays further down, where he would flog and bully and starve them back to their senses before they faced the black lonely seas about the Pole. What good would they have of their debauch then? What good did any man get of anything? Feeling unable to inquire beyond that, Jermyn gave it up and went home to bed.

        

        

          
II

          

New
Zealand (it seemed) in her struggle to become the Land of Promise had only succeeded in establishing herself as the Land of Continual Probations. So loudly had she screamed for representative government that after a long hysteria of special sessions and the passing and repealing of many acts and ordinances England at last gave birth
              


              to a hybrid called the Constitution Act, and was now mopping her brows and hoping those imbeciles at the Antipodes would be content with that.

          
Governor Grey was so far from content that it was rumoured he would resign, and this, said everyone, was the most promising sign yet. But when gentlemen came to examine into the reservations of the Act more chairs were broken at the Mechanic's Institute, and Sir Winston was moved to talk about the soul.

          
So life went on much as usual through the bright weather. Great bronze pigeons cooed and black-and-white fantails flitted down in the bush-gully where Roddy made magic with his flute and found the harmonies taking the shape of Eriti surprisingly often. Tiffany continued to live in her own magnificent world of fancies wherein papa had no consequence, though her hands were making him a red-and-blue smoking cap. John chopped down more tall trees, burned more of the green shining slash with scarlet running fires, felt the hairy pasterns of the Clydesdales which he would presently sell to strain their great hearts out hauling the munition wagons, and was very happy living a bachelor at the farm.

          
Up at the barracks bugles blew and drums rolled; smart pipe-clayed regiments marched out in the blue service uniforms into the dark bush, and others returned, draggled and weary, with elbows out and mud on their eyebrows. On the English grass lawns of Lovel Hall and other handsome homes peacocks spread their dazzling tails to a challenging sun, and in the Government House Gardens ladies (unhappily powerless to grow new feathers so easily as the peacocks) spread their nets of sly glances and smiles for impressionable gallants.

          
The Harbour Board enclosed more of the grey mudflats preparatory to laying another street among the pervasive odours of drying and decaying refuse, and Belinda, who was to come out at the ball which everyone hoped would help the new Parliament to get properly on its feet,
              


              was laced so tightly by Caroline that her red cheeks paled and she fainted daily.

          
“Mamma says I'm to have no more milk or butter till I'm safely married,” sighed Linda, who loved her flesh-pots and plenty of fun and giggles. Darien, who couldn't really go off in an elegant flop yet though her waist was smaller than Linda's, was watching her recovery with critical eyes. It certainly did look a good way to a man's heart.

          
“I suppose it's because I have more character,” she thought, nightly provoking more ardencies at the little carpet-dances to accordion music which were so fashionable, and being provoked by Jermyn who so seldom seemed to be anywhere now.

          
Lord Calthorpe's company returned and, after an anxious time with barbers, hair-dressers and tailors, flung itself in pomatumed eagerness upon the town. Calthorpe, too red and much too surprisingly lively, flung himself on Darien, demanding instant marriage.

          
“We're for Van Diemen's Land next. Can't leave you behind, y'know.”

          
“I can't go without a trousseau,” said Darien, hedging in sudden panic.

          
“Bah! Tell that to the marines, my dear. A gal like you don't need clothes.”

          
“I must have seven complete sets of everything, and at least twenty gowns.”

          
“Eh? The devil you must? Doosed awkward that,” said the little lord, scratching his sandy head. “What for?”

          
In the next room Captain O'Reilly was singing:

          

            
Oh, Helen, fair beyond compare,


            
I'll make a garland of your hair….
          

          
Jermyn's song. Darien could hear the warm mellowness of his voice in the words. She sprang up with a swirl of pale green skirts and scarves.

          


          
“I won't go at all. I won't marry you. I….”

          
“Go it, you cripple,” returned Calthorpe admiringly. “My eye, you're a beauty when you get in a wax, Darien.”

          
“I won't marry you,” cried Darien, stamping. Calthorpe shut his eyes.

          
“Look here, I've had enough fireworks for a few months. What's the game now? Stop showin' off, my good gal, and give me a kiss.”

          
“I shall never kiss you again … odious wretch!”

          
Calthorpe got up. His muscles, Darien discovered, were alarmingly stronger.

          
“Then I'll kiss you,” he said amiably. “Like this … and this … and this…. You've found a new scent, you monkey. Now, my charmer, come an' dance. You know damn well you couldn't give me up if you tried.”

          
“I won't marry you,” gasped Darien, being dragged along.

          
“O waly, waly, up the bank,” replied Lord Calthorpe cheerfully, handing her over to a seeking partner. Women's tantrums, though doosed amusin', grew troublesome after a vigorous life with men. Calthorpe, who never had much conversation, said at the buffet, “Goin' to be married next month,” and left it there.

          
Desperate, Darien made a final attack on Jermyn which yielded so little that she cried her eyes red, and then wrote in her diary:

          
“Hope is for ever fled for the present and I am engulfed in Disspair. I went as far as a girl should and much further but Jermyn is abcessed with honour so I'll marry the lord and perhaps I'll find a married woman can say more. It's a mercy my trousseau is nearly ready and I'll get that bolt of true Indian muslin out of Peregrine somehow … proud puffed-up cake.”

        

        

          
III

          
Now the country went into hysteria over elections to the Provincial Councils which, in Grey's usual manner of 
put-
                


                ting the cart before the horse, were to precede the first Parliament. Peregrine approved. Parliamentary members, so scattered by the geographical imp who had constructed New Zealand of two large and one smallish island attended by a multitude of satellite minute islands, couldn't be expected to meet often, while Provincial Councils, operating at once and in their proper places, would lay necessary foundations, he declared, going at once to the laying of his own.

          
So New Zealand's six provinces set to work; making magnificent speeches, since the country really had more than its share of erudition, while ladies did what they could for their candidates at routs and card-drums; and at Caroline's weekly musicales Tiffany and Belinda had to play “The Battle of Prague” so often that in the end they nearly knew it. Bullockies named their great patient beasts after candidates, giving the unpopular one all the whip, and every gentleman's son, including young Lovels, returned from school with bloody noses.

          
Everything, shouted the Major, full of brandy and speeches, was going excellently. But he deflated suddenly when Nick Flower's name came into prominence as opponent to Peregrine in his ward, and Lovels went hurriedly to the examining of Flower's credentials, finding them as elusive as the man himself.

          
“The dog's never in Auckland anyway. Put him in the stocks when he comes,” cried the gentlemen, while the 
Chronicle sarcastically welcomed this “Flower of our aristocracy,” and recommended the public to pluck it ere it withered at the hustings.

          
Rumours began spreading, none knew how. Flower, said agitated gentlemen buttonholing everybody in the streets, owned half Auckland. He owned most of the shares in Graham's Bond, that bluff stone building on the water-front which impressed newcomers with such certainty of Auckland's stability. The fine block of stables
              


              building for the military at Epsom was financed by him. He held the I.O.U.'s of half the men in town….

          
Some truth in this last anyway. So when Flower, mysterious fly-by-night that he was, appeared in Auckland, walking about just like a man and not the engine of destruction every one now felt him to be, gentlemen made haste to invite him to the clubs and even to their houses. Get the fellow drunk and talking, they said, and the prison authorities will soon relieve us of his presence. Only a life of unmitigated evil, they were sure, could make a man look so big and prosperous in the New Zealand of their day.

          
Not much trouble for Nick Flower to see through the gentlemen. Nor through Darien; handling her subjects royally at a carpet-dance, wearing a cheap muslin (nine-pence the yard, said his trader's instinct) with diamond ear-rings and lockets, wearing the rich impudence of her auburn curls tied up with a blue ribbon, and yet contriving to look more like a queen than a courtesan.

          
“So now you are grown up,” he said, making his clumsy bow. “I suppose I must call you Miss Vibart now.”

          
“So now you are invited to gentlemen's houses,” said Darien over her fan.

          
“Still the same Darien?” He laughed. “No, I shan't call you Miss Vibart.”

          
“Not worth while. I'm marrying Lord Calthorpe next week,” said Darien, watching him cautiously. If he were really as rich as people said….

          
“Yes. I heard that you too were a climber. It's hard work. If you had a heart I might be sorry for you.”

          
“I can take care of myself, thank you.”

          
“No woman knows how to do that. Who will buy your wedding-slippers? Will you give him a kiss for them?”

          
“Kisses don't mean much,” said Darien, reflecting. “I've had so many … and they mostly taste of brandy.”

          
He sat down beside her, leaning close. “Mine don't,” he said.

          


          
Darien felt excited. A kiss from this man would be experiencing. But unluckily her wedding was too near for that now. She said, curious:

          
“
Why do gentlemen invite you to their houses? Is it because you've made so much money with your smuggling?'

          
He leaned back, crossing his legs as no gentleman would do in a lady's presence.

          
“Your tongue will get you into trouble some day, young lady.”

          
“It does … and gets me out again. I think I'll denounce you to the Governor as a smuggler.” (Unless you buy me off, she thought, feeling eager.)

          
“I should advise you not,” he said, amused. “Grey must have heard so much already that he is not likely to welcome further conversation on the subject without proof.”

          
“You're the proof.”

          
“Oh, my dear girl! Where's your logic? But you always did jump at conclusions … as you have jumped at little Calthorpe. Though I dare swear he won't be the conclusion of your career.”

          
“I don't mind your being a smuggler so much,” said Darien angrily, “but I do mind your not knowing how to talk to a lady.”

          
“I don't see how you know whether I can or not.”

          
Darien jumped up, her hands tingling to box his ears.

          
“You are an odious insulting wretch, Nick Flower. I shan't invite you to my wedding.”

          
“Then I needn't send you a wedding-present?”

          
That stopped her, by Jove. Always a greedy little pirate, Darien. A greedy courageous little pirate, sailing the world with every man's skull and cross-bones. He felt her looking him over and was ridiculously pleased that the tailor had done so well with his evening clothes although very complaining over his width of shoulder.

          


          
“I want no presents from you, sir,” said Darien, hanging on to her pride with a struggle.

          
“No? I'll wager that's the first time you've said that to anybody. Well, I'll tell Lord Calthorpe not to invite me. We are old friends.”

          
Calthorpe redeemed some of his I.O.U.'s every time his remittances came in. In future it was not likely to be every time, for though the diamonds were palpably heirlooms Darien would be dressing up to them before long.

          
“Oh, do you know him? Don't send him the wedding-present, then. You knew me first … didn't you?”

          
“Yes,” said Flower with sudden gravity. “I knew you first.” Better than anyone else will ever know you, he thought. God, where couldn't he get to with this vital unscrupulous spirit to help him? With Peregrine Lovel's signet-ring on my finger I'd only have to hold it up, he thought, saying:

          
“You are the greatest opportunist I know … except myself. I'm glad it's not you I'm meeting at the hustings. I wish you happy,” he said, leaving her to Major Henry with a bow.

          
Darien was still savouring the salt of him on her tongue. Suddenly she was sick of compliments, of Jermyn being so haggard and honourable. She wanted to take a broom and sweep Jermyn out of her mind … but after all these years she'd feel so unfurnished without him, and he had given her a really beautiful candelabra all the way from Sydney, so the poor fellow must be dying of love. Nick Flower would never die of love.

          
Next day Nick Flower sent her twenty golden Spanish guineas in a little box. Now I can get those extra things I need so badly, thought Darien, hastily stuffing the box into the frilled pocket of her apron. If Peregrine saw he'd make her send them back with appropriate comments on the fellow's insolence.

          
A chill winter sun peered through the loopholes at St Paul's to see Darien walking up the aisle on Sir John's
              


              arm to be married to Lord Calthorpe, who was a small red splotch beside a larger one in the chancel. The air was full of the fresh cold scent of chrysanthemums and the heavy odour of flax-leaves waving in bunches at the end of every pew. The barrel-organ grinding out “Oh, God our help in ages past” was doing it for Darien. Sally, in a pale blue bonnet in the front pew, was crying for Darien. Everywhere ladies were crying and gentlemen murmuring admiration like a river … all for Darien. She tried to see Jermyn and Nick Flower, but these silly billows of white illusion got so in the way, and what should she do if she wanted to blow her nose?

          
Now Bishop Selwyn, looking like a great bank of clouds in his lawn sleeves, was booming away, and Calthorpe trying to put the ring on the wrong finger, and somebody (could it be herself?) making Darien's responses quite calmly, and Sarah Wells, who was chief bridesmaid, sobbing so loudly that she nearly drowned the barrel-organ as they all went into the vestry.

          
Lonely creatures, women. So seldom may they get drunk and ease their stuffed bosoms, thought Jermyn, watching Sally's piteous little face. Sally had been so occupied with Darien of late. And then there would be the elections. And then she will need me, thought Jermyn, his heart pounding.

          
“Oh, please God, don't let her ever find out she's made a mistake,” whispered Sally, hoping against hope. Jermyn could have had this, thought Darien, as Calthorpe put back her veil in the vestry and claimed his first marital kiss. Poor Jermyn! who must be feeling fit to kill himself.

          
Yet one couldn't bother long about Jermyn with the barrel-organ going bravely through its four tunes, and six little nieces, frilled out like pink peonies, to throw posies, and red ranks of soldiers making a dazzling arch of swords to pass under, and four splendid Clydesdales garlanded with the bridegroom's regimental colours to
              


              draw the nuptial bullock-cart to Lovel Hall, where the peacocks awaited them with spread tails.

          
“Oh, Sal-volatile, I hope all my weddings will be as fine as this,” cried Darien, still glowing with the toasts and compliments and wine, and kissing Sally out of her going-away green bonnet edged with swansdown. Swansdown on her green cloak too, and under her square white chin…. and what a tattle there'd be if folk knew that Nick Flower's gold paid for it, thought Darien, running down to scatter glances and last words among the brokenhearted young bucks crowding round; to hold up rosy pouting lips for Jermyn's kiss (she would have that anyway); to sail away with her little lord on the 
Ocean Queen to Sydney, where they would wait for the troopship to pick them up.

          
Calthorpe (somewhat unsteady in his hessians since the champagne had been so good and being married so doosed awkward) regarded her with an amorous if rather bleary eye.

          
“Thank the Lord that's over. Eh, my charmer?” he said.

          
“But everything's just beginning,” cried Darien radiantly. Adventures ahead now….

          
“'Pon my soul, Peregrine, you've done us uncommon well,” declared Major Henry, prowling round the remains of the wedding-breakfast, where great mounds of jellies, the pink enticement of hams, the flakiness of jam tarts in crystal bowls, and a hundred other delights still raised their heads among crisp slices of melon, cakes gay with icing, and the brown glow of sherry in cut-glass decanters. “Haven't had near enough. Too many toasts,” he announced, sitting down again while the children ranged here and there picking up delicacies like young pigeons. “Have a bite, my nut-brown maid,” invited the Major, offering half a mince-pie to Tiffany.

          
Peregrine, strolling with hands under his coat-tails, felt compensated. That abominable girl's wedding had cost
              


              him more than he could well afford; but he was done with her now, and it was a most effective riposte to any who might think that his I.O.U.'s were among Nick Flower's sheaves. He paused by Sally, who was gathering up the extra knives and trying to remember who had lent them, and spoke kindly, for she had been quite as retiring and efficient as a wife should be.

          
“A well-managed affair, my dear. I have just been speaking to the reporters. Will you be good enough to let them have the lists of gifts and guests presently? There are to be two columns in all the papers.”

          
“La, there you are, Peregrine,” cried Caroline. “There is something very unpleasant that I feel it only right to tell you … privately.”

          
Caroline was always feeling things like that. The Maori boatman drunk again, thought Peregrine, following her into the garden, where her red nose under a violet velvet bonnet was more than usually an assault to the senses.

          
“I've been holding it back,” gasped Caroline. “But a wedding … so sacred … so terrible for you … I feel it my duty … it's about Sally.”

          
Peregrine stopped dead, looking like a very high grey chimney wearing a buttonhole bouquet and an eyeglass.

          
“I do not discuss my wife with anyone, Lady Lovel.”

          
“La! Do you call it discussing to tell you she has a lover?”

          
“Have a care what you say, madam,” said Peregrine, feeling himself going white round the nostrils.

          
“Oh, I know what I'm saying….” Out it came in a torrent. Sally shamelessly going off with Mr Nick Flower in the middle of Auckland; admitting him to the house when she was alone; letting him stay for hours and hours…. In Caroline's mouth Sally became a convicted and habitual sinner, and indeed Caroline was quite persuaded of it by now … besides, don't even one straw show the way the wind blows? Peregrine was at first quite incapable of stopping her. He stared down at the white pinks, the
              


              blue forget-me-nots … there was a red-and-black ladybird crawling on a leaf…. Suddenly he put his hand up.

          
“Kindly leave me, Lady Lovel. And be thankful I do not put you in court for defamation of character … as I certainly shall do if this calumny goes further.”

          
“B-but …” Caroline burst into loud weeping. “I only wanted to help….”

          
“Get back to your house,” said Peregrine, chasing her like a stray dog, slamming the wicket-gate on her. Then he stood still on the path.

          
In the Lovel Hall parlour Leta Baizey and Sarah Wells were singing, “The Captain with his whiskers took a sly glance at me,” and young bucks who had had too much champagne were laughing and clapping. Peregrine walked off to his study and locked his door. As yet only two things were clear in his mind. He believed Caroline's story with its wealth of silly detail because she hadn't the wit to invent it. And next week he must meet Nick Flower at the hustings.

        

        

          
IV

          

Since Mr Swainson, the Attorney-General, had decided that “spirits poor enough to need screening by secret ballot” were not fit to share in government, the voting for the Provincial Councils was to follow the good old lines, with everyone free to break everyone's head and be ridden about in barrows and jump on hats, while brawny labourers looked to the handles of their spades and shovels and got some useful practice on the waterfront when the names of their candidates came up.

          
Nick Flower, who had done his work already down his underground ways, did not appear again until the day of the voting. But Peregrine was everywhere; dragging Sally out to Howick, Onehunga, and other settlements, where she kissed the babies and talked to the women, dragging her to all his speeches in schools and halls and
              


              church-porches. Never (felt Sally, climbing wearily into bed) had Mr Lovel wanted her so much or seemed to like her so little when he had her. Yet she did her best, even under those cold glittering eyes that so frightened her.

          
Jermyn says he'll be normal again when this is over, she thought, lifting on her elbow to see him sleeping with the nightcap tassel on his brow like a decoration. Major Henry always said Mr Lovel was headed for drums and decorations…. Distressfully Sally thought how almost all she knew of Mr Lovel's feelings came from others. Never had he told his feelings to her….

          
Peregrine twitched in his sleep. His dreams rode him like witches; ancient superstitions which no man can escape moved in his sleeping blood with ghostly reasonings. Reasons why he had always so loathed Nick Flower. Reasons why he had never really loved a woman. Reasons why his boys were so infinitely dear…. “Cushion it. Cushion it,” he muttered, dreaming of his boys, of the proud Lovel name.

          
The Maoris (to whom dignity usually means more than life) were puzzled anew at their white rulers when they saw them at the hustings on that evening of noise and red flaring torches and the weak yellow light of oil-lamps in the booths. Battle they understood, and laughter; but not the two so shamelessly combined, defiling both. There was more than surprise in watching would-be orators hauled off a platform by their kicking legs and then drinking with their assailants out of the same bottle; more than disapproval when a hearty dingdong with spades and shovels ended in everyone binding up the bloody heads. Sticks, rotten eggs and cabbages flew; curses, laughter and hurrahs rocked the murky air.

          
Major Henry, making a last speech that no one could hear, was offered bottles from all directions and drank from all. Sir Winston, bellowing a last burst of quotations above the roar, declared that the seals of office already glittered in Peregrine's eyes. There were cheers for
              


              Colonel Wynyard, Auckland's first Superintendent, howls for Cordery, rotten eggs for old Barnes….

          
Nick Flower, thrusting his great height everywhere, was received with loyal shouts. He was smiling, knowing how well Swainson's decision had served him. So many men in his hands, so many might be that there was little likelihood of danger in an open vote. Peregrine (who knew that he would have been better at home but couldn't bring himself to it) stood immobile in the flickering lights with Jermyn beside him. Jermyn was almost sorry for Peregrine who seemed on the verge of collapse. Yet why make such ado? He could quite easily engineer a by-election and get in on that.

          
“The counting must be almost finished now,” said Peregrine with dry lips.

          
Then the roars went up, the huzzahs and howls as a clerk read out the list of names. Halfway down it Flower, leaning with hands in pockets against a platform, heard his own. He had beaten Mr Peregrine Lovel by forty votes.

          
He dodged round the platform to escape; but he was hoisted up, made to speak, made to submit to being carried round on heaving shoulders, to the accompaniment of accordions, whistles, songs. As he came down he saw Peregrine Lovel's dark lean face on a level with his own. There was moisture on the high forehead and round the mouth, and Flower tasted fully the triumph he had set out to gain. The seat on the Council meant nothing to him. Probably he would never use it. But this meant very much.

          
“Congratulations, Mr Flower,” said Peregrine, courteously. He held out his hand, drew Flower closer to mutter at his ear: “I shall expect you at nine o'clock to-morrow evening in my Shortland Street office. I do not expect you to fail me.”
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For Caroline life was on two planes—hers and the rest of the world's—and she rarely ceased her efforts to lift the world up to her. For weeks she tried earnestly to lift Sally up; sitting in the pretty chintz parlour with black ringlets bobbing out of her big bonnet and black eyes rounding while she spoke of Mr Flower's iniquities (which seemed to include swarms of wives) and the duty we owe to our sex, Sally dear.

          
“Yes,” said Sally, stitching blue muslin frills and not listening very much to Caroline—who at last had to take to prowling of evenings along the sweetbriar hedge dividing the sections in the hope of discovering something that would help poor Peregrine.

          
Tiffany, making her last good-nights to phlox and wallflower and poppy-buds, sometimes saw her with her cap gleaming like a toadstool and thought of ogresses, and found her dislike of all such unpleasant things crackling out into spiky derisive rhymes after she was in bed.

          
Already Tiffany had discovered that the mind's best protection against such invasions is to jest at them, though Roddy was always annoyed when she jested at papa. A woman's weapon, said Roddy, certain that it was wrong to say things behind people's backs. So she only said them to Roddy, who was just part of herself.

          
Caroline found prowling very difficult for a lady of her bulk. But reward came at last on a hot night when Peregrine went out, swinging his cane jauntily as though his house were not falling about his ears, and Leta Baizey called with her brother to take Darien to a Small and
            


            Early, and the children were in bed. Just the night for an assignation, thought Caroline, with even the garden so immoral in the languorous sweetness of its scents and its dim white bosses looking more like female bosoms than Mrs Simpkins pinks.

          
She wound her head in a black veil and her body in a long dark shawl, followed the little path to the wicket-gate, and let herself through into Sally's garden, which was breathing out such fragrance of heliotrope and roses that it was far more immoral than her own … to say nothing of the dim flitting of little moths everywhere. I am so sensitive, thought Caroline, crossing the lawns and pausing under the parlour window, which was shut of course, since night air is so dangerous and she was taking great risks herself.

          
Cramp caught her presently, standing there. But Sally must be snatched from the burning, though she wished the assignation would soon begin. It did begin. The opening of a door, a low laugh from Sally, a low answer in the unmistakable voice of a man. Only sin spoke so low. Indeed, after listening in vain for ages, after trying in vain to peer through the curtains, Caroline, quite wearied in well-doing, had to give it up and go home. But she had enough to feed on, feeling almost too full-fed when next morning she took the children to Lovel Hall for the opening of the Christmas box from England, and almost, though not quite, afraid to look at Sally, whose very face must be blazoning her wickedness.

          
But Sally, in crisp blue cambric with full white muslin under-sleeves and a little blue bow in her cap, was quite shameless; lifting out layers of straw and paper after Jermyn had wrenched away the bands of iron and prized open the lid; telling Roddy to bring Aunt Caroline a chair; laughing with Major Henry, so jovial in loose tussore with his tall hat over his ear; laughing with Jermyn sitting on the steps with the sun catching his dandy little whiskers.

          


          
“Isn't it a huge box?” cried Sally. “So vastly good of Miss Clorinda.”

          
Everyone was waiting with shivers of excitement for Peregrine to begin. Magic events, the English boxes, to exiled English, to children especially whose only contact with England they were. They smelled different from anything else, thought Tiffany, glowing and sniffing. And they were different; particularly Lovel boxes, with old Aunt Clorinda alternately believing that her relatives were living in the laps of savages or of luxury and trying to provide for both contingencies.

          
Everything feels so Christmassy, thought Sally, grateful to Jermyn for being so kind last night helping her tie up Christmas presents and never frightening her at all. And he had spoken so beautifully about Zoroaster's belief in the coexisting principles of Good and Evil which enjoy using man as their battle-ground that (although she didn't understand very well) she felt Zoroaster must be helping him. And after Darien came back they had hung a piece of mistletoe in the veranda, Jermyn promising to kiss Caroline under it to-day…. Mr Lovel was beginning to unpack at last, though how he could have waited so long with all those eager eyes on him….

          
“Shoes for the little girls,” read Mr Lovel, slowly. “I hope they fit. My aunt is apt to forget that children grow. Put then down, Tiffany. You cannot try them on now.”

          
“Oh, Roddy! Look!” cried Tiffany, holding up the shining things while Sophia screamed: “Straps! I've always wanted straps!”

          
“Please do not quarrel, children. Put them aside. A parcel for you, Sally. Do not open it now or we shall never be done. Another roll of brown and red checked gingham for frocks,” said Peregrine, reading the legend like a Lesson in Church amid the vocal anguish of the little girls.

          


          
“Oh, we had that check last time. Oh, I did want something pretty….”

          
“Children!” Conscious of how much of his valuable time was being wasted, Peregrine quelled the clamour with his eyeglass. “What is this? Lavender? Imagine taking up important space with….”

          
“Oh!” cried Sally and Darien, bending flushed faces over it. Childhood, dear England for ever gone in this enchanted lavender.

          
“A … dear me, I cannot read this,” said Peregrine, blinded by the eyeglass.

          
“Confound it, boy,” exploded Major Henry, “don't you know that an English box should be all uproarious mirth and muddle? Here … let me at it.”

          
“I fear stooping might be dangerous at your age, sir,” said Peregrine, shortly. Brian lifted sardonic brows at that plump little bunch of a Belinda whom Caroline was lacing so unmercifully in an effort to produce the waist unintended by nature. She giggled, and Jermyn made an attempt to mend matters by tying himself into a brown woollen petticoat and topping it with a fragile bonnet of white lace and flowers.

          
“I fancy these must be meant to go together,” he said, mincing down the veranda while the children relieved their tension with shrieks of joy.

          
“If you have no consideration for the ladies,” said Peregrine, really angry, “I think you might show some for my aunt, who could not have expected her gifts to be so ridiculed.”

          
“Oh, certainly,” said Jermyn, staring with sudden solemnity under the bonnet. Peregrine was digging his own grave in this exhibition. No living woman could possibly bear it.

          
“Red flannel—ah—undergarments,” read Peregrine, putting aside a bundle smelling strongly of camphor. “Soap. Pears scented….”

          
“That's mine.” Caroline grabbed. Even pity for 
Pere-
              


              grine couldn't keep her back longer. “Aunt knows I can't abide unscented. And that violet pelerine must be meant for me … oh, here's a coat for John.”

          
It was a dreadful moment. Tiffany, going red as a damask rose, scarcely dared hope Caroline would win. But now Darien was into it, intent on holding more than her own, diving her bright curls into the box.

          
“You don't want these fashion-books, Caroline. You're far too original. Nor this sage-green scarf….”

          
“It would suit Sophia,” cried Caroline, hanging on.

          
“Not it. Here's something with spots for her. Oh, what an exquisite lace—”

          
“Peregrine,” screamed Caroline, almost scuppered by superior agility. “Do you mean to let this saucy piece take everything?”

          
“I don't want everything,” said Darien, beginning to enjoy herself immensely and flinging out a rain of socks, waistcoats, and stuff petticoats. “You can have all those,” she announced, burrowing deeper.

          
Knowing how wicked it was to laugh so at Mr Lovel hovering helpless, Sally mopped her eyes, hoping that no one saw. But Jermyn's laughing eyes did—

          
“No dollies?” pleaded little Lucilla, tugging at Peregrine's coat-tails. “Sir, please, ain't there no dollies for me?”

          
“Bless your heart, we'll find you some dollies, my poppet,” said Major Henry, beginning to haul out the bowels of the box by armfuls, scattering balls, dolls, knives, games into eager little hands while Tiffany danced like a mænad, tangling bright skeins of wool in her hair.

          
Peregrine turned on his heel and walked off. The despoilers went mad with glee then, and Major Henry and Jermyn kissed everyone under the mistletoe. But Caroline, taking her children home at last, couldn't forgive Peregrine who had let Darien steal that length of gold tissue. I shan't tell him about Sally until I fell inclined, she thought.

          


          
The day's merriment gave Jermyn a grim night. For all her struggles he must get Sally out of this soon. Peregrine was simply indecent. So he took his troubles out to the dark where a chill wind was blowing and grey clouds flying, and looked down a cliff to the beach below where a whaler's crew squatted round a thirty-gallon cask of rum, prepared to drink it dry before they rose. In the capricious light of a great driftwood fire the fellows looked like tattered giants, like gnomes, with here and there a god. They shouted chanties, beating time with the tin pannikins; laughed, quarrelled, wept maudlin tears, lay helpless with their drink upon the sand.

          
Second-hand devils they courted for their pleasure. And what was Jermyn's but a second-hand devil too? From the days of Solomon men had coveted their neighbours' wives and reaped the whirlwind of it. They had drunk themselves mad and sane again, and gone to virtuous living or back to the husks. And for all their wild hearts they had lain down in the grave in the end just like the dullest yokel who swallows his porridge and goes to sleep. Presently their skipper would round up these fellows below with a rope's end and clear for one of the little bays further down, where he would flog and bully and starve them back to their senses before they faced the black lonely seas about the Pole. What good would they have of their debauch then? What good did any man get of anything? Feeling unable to inquire beyond that, Jermyn gave it up and went home to bed.
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II

          

New
Zealand (it seemed) in her struggle to become the Land of Promise had only succeeded in establishing herself as the Land of Continual Probations. So loudly had she screamed for representative government that after a long hysteria of special sessions and the passing and repealing of many acts and ordinances England at last gave birth
              


              to a hybrid called the Constitution Act, and was now mopping her brows and hoping those imbeciles at the Antipodes would be content with that.

          
Governor Grey was so far from content that it was rumoured he would resign, and this, said everyone, was the most promising sign yet. But when gentlemen came to examine into the reservations of the Act more chairs were broken at the Mechanic's Institute, and Sir Winston was moved to talk about the soul.

          
So life went on much as usual through the bright weather. Great bronze pigeons cooed and black-and-white fantails flitted down in the bush-gully where Roddy made magic with his flute and found the harmonies taking the shape of Eriti surprisingly often. Tiffany continued to live in her own magnificent world of fancies wherein papa had no consequence, though her hands were making him a red-and-blue smoking cap. John chopped down more tall trees, burned more of the green shining slash with scarlet running fires, felt the hairy pasterns of the Clydesdales which he would presently sell to strain their great hearts out hauling the munition wagons, and was very happy living a bachelor at the farm.

          
Up at the barracks bugles blew and drums rolled; smart pipe-clayed regiments marched out in the blue service uniforms into the dark bush, and others returned, draggled and weary, with elbows out and mud on their eyebrows. On the English grass lawns of Lovel Hall and other handsome homes peacocks spread their dazzling tails to a challenging sun, and in the Government House Gardens ladies (unhappily powerless to grow new feathers so easily as the peacocks) spread their nets of sly glances and smiles for impressionable gallants.

          
The Harbour Board enclosed more of the grey mudflats preparatory to laying another street among the pervasive odours of drying and decaying refuse, and Belinda, who was to come out at the ball which everyone hoped would help the new Parliament to get properly on its feet,
              


              was laced so tightly by Caroline that her red cheeks paled and she fainted daily.

          
“Mamma says I'm to have no more milk or butter till I'm safely married,” sighed Linda, who loved her flesh-pots and plenty of fun and giggles. Darien, who couldn't really go off in an elegant flop yet though her waist was smaller than Linda's, was watching her recovery with critical eyes. It certainly did look a good way to a man's heart.

          
“I suppose it's because I have more character,” she thought, nightly provoking more ardencies at the little carpet-dances to accordion music which were so fashionable, and being provoked by Jermyn who so seldom seemed to be anywhere now.

          
Lord Calthorpe's company returned and, after an anxious time with barbers, hair-dressers and tailors, flung itself in pomatumed eagerness upon the town. Calthorpe, too red and much too surprisingly lively, flung himself on Darien, demanding instant marriage.

          
“We're for Van Diemen's Land next. Can't leave you behind, y'know.”

          
“I can't go without a trousseau,” said Darien, hedging in sudden panic.

          
“Bah! Tell that to the marines, my dear. A gal like you don't need clothes.”

          
“I must have seven complete sets of everything, and at least twenty gowns.”

          
“Eh? The devil you must? Doosed awkward that,” said the little lord, scratching his sandy head. “What for?”

          
In the next room Captain O'Reilly was singing:

          

            
Oh, Helen, fair beyond compare,


            
I'll make a garland of your hair….
          

          
Jermyn's song. Darien could hear the warm mellowness of his voice in the words. She sprang up with a swirl of pale green skirts and scarves.

          


          
“I won't go at all. I won't marry you. I….”

          
“Go it, you cripple,” returned Calthorpe admiringly. “My eye, you're a beauty when you get in a wax, Darien.”

          
“I won't marry you,” cried Darien, stamping. Calthorpe shut his eyes.

          
“Look here, I've had enough fireworks for a few months. What's the game now? Stop showin' off, my good gal, and give me a kiss.”

          
“I shall never kiss you again … odious wretch!”

          
Calthorpe got up. His muscles, Darien discovered, were alarmingly stronger.

          
“Then I'll kiss you,” he said amiably. “Like this … and this … and this…. You've found a new scent, you monkey. Now, my charmer, come an' dance. You know damn well you couldn't give me up if you tried.”

          
“I won't marry you,” gasped Darien, being dragged along.

          
“O waly, waly, up the bank,” replied Lord Calthorpe cheerfully, handing her over to a seeking partner. Women's tantrums, though doosed amusin', grew troublesome after a vigorous life with men. Calthorpe, who never had much conversation, said at the buffet, “Goin' to be married next month,” and left it there.

          
Desperate, Darien made a final attack on Jermyn which yielded so little that she cried her eyes red, and then wrote in her diary:

          
“Hope is for ever fled for the present and I am engulfed in Disspair. I went as far as a girl should and much further but Jermyn is abcessed with honour so I'll marry the lord and perhaps I'll find a married woman can say more. It's a mercy my trousseau is nearly ready and I'll get that bolt of true Indian muslin out of Peregrine somehow … proud puffed-up cake.”
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Now the country went into hysteria over elections to the Provincial Councils which, in Grey's usual manner of 
put-
                


                ting the cart before the horse, were to precede the first Parliament. Peregrine approved. Parliamentary members, so scattered by the geographical imp who had constructed New Zealand of two large and one smallish island attended by a multitude of satellite minute islands, couldn't be expected to meet often, while Provincial Councils, operating at once and in their proper places, would lay necessary foundations, he declared, going at once to the laying of his own.

          
So New Zealand's six provinces set to work; making magnificent speeches, since the country really had more than its share of erudition, while ladies did what they could for their candidates at routs and card-drums; and at Caroline's weekly musicales Tiffany and Belinda had to play “The Battle of Prague” so often that in the end they nearly knew it. Bullockies named their great patient beasts after candidates, giving the unpopular one all the whip, and every gentleman's son, including young Lovels, returned from school with bloody noses.

          
Everything, shouted the Major, full of brandy and speeches, was going excellently. But he deflated suddenly when Nick Flower's name came into prominence as opponent to Peregrine in his ward, and Lovels went hurriedly to the examining of Flower's credentials, finding them as elusive as the man himself.

          
“The dog's never in Auckland anyway. Put him in the stocks when he comes,” cried the gentlemen, while the 
Chronicle sarcastically welcomed this “Flower of our aristocracy,” and recommended the public to pluck it ere it withered at the hustings.

          
Rumours began spreading, none knew how. Flower, said agitated gentlemen buttonholing everybody in the streets, owned half Auckland. He owned most of the shares in Graham's Bond, that bluff stone building on the water-front which impressed newcomers with such certainty of Auckland's stability. The fine block of stables
              


              building for the military at Epsom was financed by him. He held the I.O.U.'s of half the men in town….

          
Some truth in this last anyway. So when Flower, mysterious fly-by-night that he was, appeared in Auckland, walking about just like a man and not the engine of destruction every one now felt him to be, gentlemen made haste to invite him to the clubs and even to their houses. Get the fellow drunk and talking, they said, and the prison authorities will soon relieve us of his presence. Only a life of unmitigated evil, they were sure, could make a man look so big and prosperous in the New Zealand of their day.

          
Not much trouble for Nick Flower to see through the gentlemen. Nor through Darien; handling her subjects royally at a carpet-dance, wearing a cheap muslin (nine-pence the yard, said his trader's instinct) with diamond ear-rings and lockets, wearing the rich impudence of her auburn curls tied up with a blue ribbon, and yet contriving to look more like a queen than a courtesan.

          
“So now you are grown up,” he said, making his clumsy bow. “I suppose I must call you Miss Vibart now.”

          
“So now you are invited to gentlemen's houses,” said Darien over her fan.

          
“Still the same Darien?” He laughed. “No, I shan't call you Miss Vibart.”

          
“Not worth while. I'm marrying Lord Calthorpe next week,” said Darien, watching him cautiously. If he were really as rich as people said….

          
“Yes. I heard that you too were a climber. It's hard work. If you had a heart I might be sorry for you.”

          
“I can take care of myself, thank you.”

          
“No woman knows how to do that. Who will buy your wedding-slippers? Will you give him a kiss for them?”

          
“Kisses don't mean much,” said Darien, reflecting. “I've had so many … and they mostly taste of brandy.”

          
He sat down beside her, leaning close. “Mine don't,” he said.

          


          
Darien felt excited. A kiss from this man would be experiencing. But unluckily her wedding was too near for that now. She said, curious:

          
“
Why do gentlemen invite you to their houses? Is it because you've made so much money with your smuggling?'

          
He leaned back, crossing his legs as no gentleman would do in a lady's presence.

          
“Your tongue will get you into trouble some day, young lady.”

          
“It does … and gets me out again. I think I'll denounce you to the Governor as a smuggler.” (Unless you buy me off, she thought, feeling eager.)

          
“I should advise you not,” he said, amused. “Grey must have heard so much already that he is not likely to welcome further conversation on the subject without proof.”

          
“You're the proof.”

          
“Oh, my dear girl! Where's your logic? But you always did jump at conclusions … as you have jumped at little Calthorpe. Though I dare swear he won't be the conclusion of your career.”

          
“I don't mind your being a smuggler so much,” said Darien angrily, “but I do mind your not knowing how to talk to a lady.”

          
“I don't see how you know whether I can or not.”

          
Darien jumped up, her hands tingling to box his ears.

          
“You are an odious insulting wretch, Nick Flower. I shan't invite you to my wedding.”

          
“Then I needn't send you a wedding-present?”

          
That stopped her, by Jove. Always a greedy little pirate, Darien. A greedy courageous little pirate, sailing the world with every man's skull and cross-bones. He felt her looking him over and was ridiculously pleased that the tailor had done so well with his evening clothes although very complaining over his width of shoulder.

          


          
“I want no presents from you, sir,” said Darien, hanging on to her pride with a struggle.

          
“No? I'll wager that's the first time you've said that to anybody. Well, I'll tell Lord Calthorpe not to invite me. We are old friends.”

          
Calthorpe redeemed some of his I.O.U.'s every time his remittances came in. In future it was not likely to be every time, for though the diamonds were palpably heirlooms Darien would be dressing up to them before long.

          
“Oh, do you know him? Don't send him the wedding-present, then. You knew me first … didn't you?”

          
“Yes,” said Flower with sudden gravity. “I knew you first.” Better than anyone else will ever know you, he thought. God, where couldn't he get to with this vital unscrupulous spirit to help him? With Peregrine Lovel's signet-ring on my finger I'd only have to hold it up, he thought, saying:

          
“You are the greatest opportunist I know … except myself. I'm glad it's not you I'm meeting at the hustings. I wish you happy,” he said, leaving her to Major Henry with a bow.

          
Darien was still savouring the salt of him on her tongue. Suddenly she was sick of compliments, of Jermyn being so haggard and honourable. She wanted to take a broom and sweep Jermyn out of her mind … but after all these years she'd feel so unfurnished without him, and he had given her a really beautiful candelabra all the way from Sydney, so the poor fellow must be dying of love. Nick Flower would never die of love.

          
Next day Nick Flower sent her twenty golden Spanish guineas in a little box. Now I can get those extra things I need so badly, thought Darien, hastily stuffing the box into the frilled pocket of her apron. If Peregrine saw he'd make her send them back with appropriate comments on the fellow's insolence.

          
A chill winter sun peered through the loopholes at St Paul's to see Darien walking up the aisle on Sir John's
              


              arm to be married to Lord Calthorpe, who was a small red splotch beside a larger one in the chancel. The air was full of the fresh cold scent of chrysanthemums and the heavy odour of flax-leaves waving in bunches at the end of every pew. The barrel-organ grinding out “Oh, God our help in ages past” was doing it for Darien. Sally, in a pale blue bonnet in the front pew, was crying for Darien. Everywhere ladies were crying and gentlemen murmuring admiration like a river … all for Darien. She tried to see Jermyn and Nick Flower, but these silly billows of white illusion got so in the way, and what should she do if she wanted to blow her nose?

          
Now Bishop Selwyn, looking like a great bank of clouds in his lawn sleeves, was booming away, and Calthorpe trying to put the ring on the wrong finger, and somebody (could it be herself?) making Darien's responses quite calmly, and Sarah Wells, who was chief bridesmaid, sobbing so loudly that she nearly drowned the barrel-organ as they all went into the vestry.

          
Lonely creatures, women. So seldom may they get drunk and ease their stuffed bosoms, thought Jermyn, watching Sally's piteous little face. Sally had been so occupied with Darien of late. And then there would be the elections. And then she will need me, thought Jermyn, his heart pounding.

          
“Oh, please God, don't let her ever find out she's made a mistake,” whispered Sally, hoping against hope. Jermyn could have had this, thought Darien, as Calthorpe put back her veil in the vestry and claimed his first marital kiss. Poor Jermyn! who must be feeling fit to kill himself.

          
Yet one couldn't bother long about Jermyn with the barrel-organ going bravely through its four tunes, and six little nieces, frilled out like pink peonies, to throw posies, and red ranks of soldiers making a dazzling arch of swords to pass under, and four splendid Clydesdales garlanded with the bridegroom's regimental colours to
              


              draw the nuptial bullock-cart to Lovel Hall, where the peacocks awaited them with spread tails.

          
“Oh, Sal-volatile, I hope all my weddings will be as fine as this,” cried Darien, still glowing with the toasts and compliments and wine, and kissing Sally out of her going-away green bonnet edged with swansdown. Swansdown on her green cloak too, and under her square white chin…. and what a tattle there'd be if folk knew that Nick Flower's gold paid for it, thought Darien, running down to scatter glances and last words among the brokenhearted young bucks crowding round; to hold up rosy pouting lips for Jermyn's kiss (she would have that anyway); to sail away with her little lord on the 
Ocean Queen to Sydney, where they would wait for the troopship to pick them up.

          
Calthorpe (somewhat unsteady in his hessians since the champagne had been so good and being married so doosed awkward) regarded her with an amorous if rather bleary eye.

          
“Thank the Lord that's over. Eh, my charmer?” he said.

          
“But everything's just beginning,” cried Darien radiantly. Adventures ahead now….

          
“'Pon my soul, Peregrine, you've done us uncommon well,” declared Major Henry, prowling round the remains of the wedding-breakfast, where great mounds of jellies, the pink enticement of hams, the flakiness of jam tarts in crystal bowls, and a hundred other delights still raised their heads among crisp slices of melon, cakes gay with icing, and the brown glow of sherry in cut-glass decanters. “Haven't had near enough. Too many toasts,” he announced, sitting down again while the children ranged here and there picking up delicacies like young pigeons. “Have a bite, my nut-brown maid,” invited the Major, offering half a mince-pie to Tiffany.

          
Peregrine, strolling with hands under his coat-tails, felt compensated. That abominable girl's wedding had cost
              


              him more than he could well afford; but he was done with her now, and it was a most effective riposte to any who might think that his I.O.U.'s were among Nick Flower's sheaves. He paused by Sally, who was gathering up the extra knives and trying to remember who had lent them, and spoke kindly, for she had been quite as retiring and efficient as a wife should be.

          
“A well-managed affair, my dear. I have just been speaking to the reporters. Will you be good enough to let them have the lists of gifts and guests presently? There are to be two columns in all the papers.”

          
“La, there you are, Peregrine,” cried Caroline. “There is something very unpleasant that I feel it only right to tell you … privately.”

          
Caroline was always feeling things like that. The Maori boatman drunk again, thought Peregrine, following her into the garden, where her red nose under a violet velvet bonnet was more than usually an assault to the senses.

          
“I've been holding it back,” gasped Caroline. “But a wedding … so sacred … so terrible for you … I feel it my duty … it's about Sally.”

          
Peregrine stopped dead, looking like a very high grey chimney wearing a buttonhole bouquet and an eyeglass.

          
“I do not discuss my wife with anyone, Lady Lovel.”

          
“La! Do you call it discussing to tell you she has a lover?”

          
“Have a care what you say, madam,” said Peregrine, feeling himself going white round the nostrils.

          
“Oh, I know what I'm saying….” Out it came in a torrent. Sally shamelessly going off with Mr Nick Flower in the middle of Auckland; admitting him to the house when she was alone; letting him stay for hours and hours…. In Caroline's mouth Sally became a convicted and habitual sinner, and indeed Caroline was quite persuaded of it by now … besides, don't even one straw show the way the wind blows? Peregrine was at first quite incapable of stopping her. He stared down at the white pinks, the
              


              blue forget-me-nots … there was a red-and-black ladybird crawling on a leaf…. Suddenly he put his hand up.

          
“Kindly leave me, Lady Lovel. And be thankful I do not put you in court for defamation of character … as I certainly shall do if this calumny goes further.”

          
“B-but …” Caroline burst into loud weeping. “I only wanted to help….”

          
“Get back to your house,” said Peregrine, chasing her like a stray dog, slamming the wicket-gate on her. Then he stood still on the path.

          
In the Lovel Hall parlour Leta Baizey and Sarah Wells were singing, “The Captain with his whiskers took a sly glance at me,” and young bucks who had had too much champagne were laughing and clapping. Peregrine walked off to his study and locked his door. As yet only two things were clear in his mind. He believed Caroline's story with its wealth of silly detail because she hadn't the wit to invent it. And next week he must meet Nick Flower at the hustings.
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Since Mr Swainson, the Attorney-General, had decided that “spirits poor enough to need screening by secret ballot” were not fit to share in government, the voting for the Provincial Councils was to follow the good old lines, with everyone free to break everyone's head and be ridden about in barrows and jump on hats, while brawny labourers looked to the handles of their spades and shovels and got some useful practice on the waterfront when the names of their candidates came up.

          
Nick Flower, who had done his work already down his underground ways, did not appear again until the day of the voting. But Peregrine was everywhere; dragging Sally out to Howick, Onehunga, and other settlements, where she kissed the babies and talked to the women, dragging her to all his speeches in schools and halls and
              


              church-porches. Never (felt Sally, climbing wearily into bed) had Mr Lovel wanted her so much or seemed to like her so little when he had her. Yet she did her best, even under those cold glittering eyes that so frightened her.

          
Jermyn says he'll be normal again when this is over, she thought, lifting on her elbow to see him sleeping with the nightcap tassel on his brow like a decoration. Major Henry always said Mr Lovel was headed for drums and decorations…. Distressfully Sally thought how almost all she knew of Mr Lovel's feelings came from others. Never had he told his feelings to her….

          
Peregrine twitched in his sleep. His dreams rode him like witches; ancient superstitions which no man can escape moved in his sleeping blood with ghostly reasonings. Reasons why he had always so loathed Nick Flower. Reasons why he had never really loved a woman. Reasons why his boys were so infinitely dear…. “Cushion it. Cushion it,” he muttered, dreaming of his boys, of the proud Lovel name.

          
The Maoris (to whom dignity usually means more than life) were puzzled anew at their white rulers when they saw them at the hustings on that evening of noise and red flaring torches and the weak yellow light of oil-lamps in the booths. Battle they understood, and laughter; but not the two so shamelessly combined, defiling both. There was more than surprise in watching would-be orators hauled off a platform by their kicking legs and then drinking with their assailants out of the same bottle; more than disapproval when a hearty dingdong with spades and shovels ended in everyone binding up the bloody heads. Sticks, rotten eggs and cabbages flew; curses, laughter and hurrahs rocked the murky air.

          
Major Henry, making a last speech that no one could hear, was offered bottles from all directions and drank from all. Sir Winston, bellowing a last burst of quotations above the roar, declared that the seals of office already glittered in Peregrine's eyes. There were cheers for
              


              Colonel Wynyard, Auckland's first Superintendent, howls for Cordery, rotten eggs for old Barnes….

          
Nick Flower, thrusting his great height everywhere, was received with loyal shouts. He was smiling, knowing how well Swainson's decision had served him. So many men in his hands, so many might be that there was little likelihood of danger in an open vote. Peregrine (who knew that he would have been better at home but couldn't bring himself to it) stood immobile in the flickering lights with Jermyn beside him. Jermyn was almost sorry for Peregrine who seemed on the verge of collapse. Yet why make such ado? He could quite easily engineer a by-election and get in on that.

          
“The counting must be almost finished now,” said Peregrine with dry lips.

          
Then the roars went up, the huzzahs and howls as a clerk read out the list of names. Halfway down it Flower, leaning with hands in pockets against a platform, heard his own. He had beaten Mr Peregrine Lovel by forty votes.

          
He dodged round the platform to escape; but he was hoisted up, made to speak, made to submit to being carried round on heaving shoulders, to the accompaniment of accordions, whistles, songs. As he came down he saw Peregrine Lovel's dark lean face on a level with his own. There was moisture on the high forehead and round the mouth, and Flower tasted fully the triumph he had set out to gain. The seat on the Council meant nothing to him. Probably he would never use it. But this meant very much.

          
“Congratulations, Mr Flower,” said Peregrine, courteously. He held out his hand, drew Flower closer to mutter at his ear: “I shall expect you at nine o'clock to-morrow evening in my Shortland Street office. I do not expect you to fail me.”
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Once a man wrote: “The Great Result is the total of innumerable acts of self-control.” But the two men meeting at night in Peregrine Lovel's office knew that already, though Flower had learned in an infinitely harder school than Peregrine.

          
Coming among Peregrine's elegant props to gentility (fine walnut desk with brass inkpot and calfbound ledgers, fine leather chair behind it, fine bronze bust of Cicero in the narrow mantel), Flower thought with some amusement of his own office, littered with wooden stools, worn velvet chairs, gay prints of women on the dirty walls, the big iron safe in the corner, a tattooed Maori head holding down an untidy pile of lists and charge-sheets. His mind ran easily down a dozen greased grooves.

          
Peregrine had but the one groove—his own advancement. No flexibility about Peregrine, who had probably asked Flower here to buy him off the Council. Not so easy, my proud cock, thought Flower, leaning his broad shoulders against the wall, since he had not been offered a chair, thrusting his hands into the pockets of his old mole-skin trousers.

          
Peregrine, prim in his leather chair behind the desk, felt the revolt in his fastidious soul rising. The thing was impossible. Even the man's thick neck rising above the unbuttoned collar of his blue shirt forbade it. Through this agonized week Peregrine had repeatedly told himself so … and found it quite as impossible to leave the matter there. Caroline had been so explicit; women were
            


            so unaccountable; the Lovel honour was at stake. He moved his dry hand among the sedately-feathered pens laid in a row, cleared his dry throat.

          
“I desire to know, Mr Flower, which member of my household you are in the habit of visiting during the evenings when I am from home.”

          
Long-cultivated instinct controlled Flower's start, prompted the oblique answer. “Why not ask the members of your household, Mr Lovel?”

          
“I prefer to ask you.”

          
“Thank you, sir.”

          
Flower's quick wits had got their bearings already. Only one fear could make that lean face so ghastly within the ring of candle-light. Some man visited Peregrine Lovel's wife, and he had been mistaken for the man. By whom? More here than he could see yet, but he would find out presently.

          
“Kindly answer my question, Mr Flower.”

          
“I imagine you've answered it yourself, haven't you?”

          
Peregrine made a movement, sat back because he could not trust his legs. Nor his voice either, for a moment.

          
“I await your explanation.”

          
Flower was thinking fast. So the little saint wasn't a saint but just a weak woman like the rest of 'em? He didn't blame her. He never blamed women who had so much to fight. He had even a mind to save her for her lover if he could do it and plague Peregrine at the same time.

          
“I think my explanation is one you should not have needed, sir. If I have come to see Mrs Lovel it could be only to seek her aid. Such a lady is above suspicion.”

          
Peregrine felt the drops springing on his forehead with relief and fury. Did this low churl presume to teach him his duty? He said thinly:

          
“You have done your best to place her under suspicion. May I ask why you time your visits on the nights when I am away from home?”

          


          
Flower began to smile. How easily Peregrine had dropped into the trap.

          
“I knew you didn't like me. You don't, do you?”

          
The glare from those narrow eyes confirmed that.

          
“I find it difficult to conceive any circumstance which would move Mrs Lovel to render aid to you, sir.”

          
So? The windmill had gone round, had it? His Omniscience, so lately caught by the wool, was becoming himself again. Flower looked down at the ring glittering on that lean hand. So much he could say if he had a mind to. But the little saint should enjoy her lover, though already he felt a strange desolation in that. There, he had thought, was the one good woman in a world of shams….

          
“I have a daughter who is a great anxiety to me. Mrs Lovel, who helps so many, has been good enough to help her.”

          
“Did you take her with you on your visits?”

          
“Your informant must have told you that.”

          
Difficult sailing here with so much in the dark. Flower puzzled over it, came a little nearer the truth. Some tattling woman had heard voices, built up a story calculated to inflame Lovel's easy jealousy. But why choose him, who was so outside the pale? Had the little saint done it herself, hoping to throw dust? It seemed likely. Lord, what clever unscrupulous devils women are.

          
Peregrine sat silent. The shock administered by Caroline had so disintegrated him that it was hard to get into his mould again. This last week had been particularly exhausting with the elections. If he had been less occupied with them he would at once have seen the impossibility of the story; of Sally, so dainty, so delicate-minded, in commerce with this coarse fellow. He burned with shame at having been so fooled; welcomed the consciousness of his own worth, of Lovel inviolability coming back.

          
“I accept your explanation,” he said loftily. “It is
            


            probable that you are incapable of realizing that you have behaved with an impertinence and indiscretion barely credible. Look after your daughter yourself in future, Mr Flower, and remember that your acquaintance with Mrs Lovel has ceased.”

          
“Will you tell her so?”

          
“That is my affair. Good night.”

          
Mr Peregrine Lovel of Lovel Hall, secure again upon his pedestal. Flower watched him with sharp eyes. How easy, how delightful to knock him off it. But let the play go on. Let young Jermyn Lovel, who had babbled so much more than he knew to a man who could put two and two together, carry his fair-faced saint further down the underground ways. No women worth saving, but this man whom Flower so hated was worth wrecking. Let the wrecking go on.

          
“Good night, sir,” he said civilly. “Sorry to have given trouble. We'll meet again at the Council.”

        

        

          
II

          
By skilful expenditure of tact and money Peregrine shortly manoeuvred his way into the Provincial Council on a by-election, and won a parliamentary seat without opposition. Parliament, it appeared, was not such a plum as one had hoped; for, though representative, it was not to be responsible, since ministers were appointed by the Crown and therefore not responsible to anybody in New Zealand. So we'll do what we can with the Councils, said councillors, tucking in their shirts and preparing to annex all the local power possible.

          
Linda was to come out at the ball which, it was expected, would set the first Parliament steadily on its feet; and Tiffany, spending the afternoon at Caroline's, felt desolately how this collection of females oppressed her … all binding purple sarsenet on five mustard-colour silk rep flounces, each ten yards long, for Aunt Caroline to
              


              present Linda in. “I hope five will be enough,” said Caroline thoughtfully. For such an occasion six might have been more respectful, but there were eleven frills to be done for Linda yet.

          
The growing rebel in Tiffany rebelled. Was there nothing for women but sewing and marrying and going on sewing? Even mamma was always at it. Tiffany, trying to hold infinity in the palm of her hand, was finding all the religions of little assistance now. It was not on record that Buddha ever had to sew. Linda (whose waist was still eighteen inches, though one had hopes of these new jean stays which were very strong) twittered excitedly through the days, consulted Tiffany later in the bedroom. Should she burst on her public dashing and offhand like Diana Vernon, or tender and drooping like Clarissa … whose woes she wept oceans over?

          
Tiffany didn't know. Either would be so funny in round pink Linda with her china-blue eyes and fluffy flaxen ringlets like a doll.

          
“Oh,” said Linda who was always saying “Oh” to keep her mouth small. “I wonder what you do know, miss.”

          
“Nothing,” said Tiffany, enjoying foolish Linda.

          
Tiffany went home in the condition in which Caroline's family usually left her, and sought consolation from Roddy. But he had none to give since (having lately shot up like a may-pole) Peregrine had considered him capable of taking Linda in to next week's dinner. Never too young to learn how to conduct yourself in public, said papa, who had been so much more genial lately that Tiffany declared he was going to be ill. “So unnatural. I do wish I could just once see papa's mind with its clothes off,” said Tiffany.

          
Roddy thought that once would be enough. Tiffy with her dancing eyes and unruly hair and damask cheeks was always indulging in mental saturnalias, and later he wished he had her beside him at the dinner, instead of
              


              picking up Linda's gloves and handkerchief every few minutes while so busy learning how gentlemen conducted themselves. “Couldn't you pin them on or something, Linda?” he asked.

          
“Oh,” cried Linda, rounding her mouth. “You shocking quiz!”

          
In this May of 1854, with the first Parliament opening on the twenty-seventh, gentlemen were conducting themselves so gaily that even Peregrine's austere table became near a riot, with Dr Logan Campbell (who had discovered Auckland before it was Auckland) asserting that with thirty-one thousand people in the country we could do anything … and would; and Jermyn wanting to toast England for cutting New Zealand's throat by allowing her to manage herself at the age of fourteen.

          
“Huzzah for impending rumpusses,” cried Jermyn, tossing back the thick hair that Tiffany called his lion's mane, tossing off his wine.

          
“With no roads and over two thousand miles of coastline in the North Island alone we shall never manage without steamers,” declared Peregrine (although conscious of a present disability to design steamers). “The Blackball Line … the White Star Line bringing cargo from England in the incredibly short space of two months … who are we to withstand Providence, although I am convinced that for many years there will be demand for the very excellent sailing-ships from the yards of the Antipodes.”

          
Peregrine's periods usually sounded as though they should close with an Amen. So Jermyn said it, looking at Sally. To him, as to other storm-tossed souls, had come a pause, a temporary acceptance of this sweet dark waiting-time bridged so secretly by looks alone. Already he had the essential Sally. Fate, slow-moving, eternal, would soon complete the gift, thought Jermyn with a young man's inability to conceive denials.

          
Caroline, who could never let well enough alone, 
re-
                


                gretted that Governor Grey had gone on holiday at the end of last year, since Lieutenant-Governor Wynyard, Superintendent of Auckland and senior military officer of the colony, seemed to be governing even worse … if possible.

          
“Holiday, madam? He ran away, the dog!” cried Major Henry, turning as scarlet as his waistcoat. “He dassent face the Councils and the Parliament … nor the Taranaki Maoris, neither.”

          
The Taranaki Maoris were likely to require some facing presently, having established their own Land League and built themselves a lordly pleasure house reinforced with dozens of huge wooden statues with tongues out and echoing to the Lord only knew what seditious talk.

          
“Our Titans will soon tread them down,” said Jermyn, blandly watching the Titans staying themselves on roast chicken and sausage-rolls in preparation for the effort.

          
“It is to be hoped Governor Wynyard will do something,” said Caroline, quite haggard with the struggle to stop Linda from eating. Those jean stays—

          
“Governor Wynyard, madam,” retorted Major Henry, “having absorbed all the principal posts in the colony, is so continuously employed in writing to himself in his various capacities that he has no time for anything else.”

          
“Here wells of oily eloquence in soft meanders lubricate the course they take'—Cowper,” said. Sir Winston.

          
“Wynyard's course will soon bring us all to the gallows,” remarked Corny. “As for that shockin' wharf in Queen Street, Lovel, it will drown us. I ask you, as President of the Harbour Board, what the engineers meant by puttin' up a thing like a broken redoubt designed by maniacs.”

          
“Probably they didn't mean anything. Most people don't,” said Jermyn and turned the talk to the Taranaki Maoris, saying:

          
“I don't blame them. They are losing both land and
              


              race. One has seen the exact parallel in the United States among the Indians. But the Maoris stand together like Highland clans….”

          
“Look like it too. Magnificent fellows,” said Colonel Carey. “If we only understood 'em a bit better. But we never will.”

          
There's one of your interpreters, thought Jermyn, glancing at flushed wide-eyed Roddy. But it seemed that only the old who have lost their imagination—or never had it—can manage a country. So he let the ladies go, and sang to Sally later in the drawing-room, with Linda (all pink puffs and maiden protests at being pushed to the piano by Caroline) scrambling after the right notes and sometimes catching them.

          

            
I arise from dreams of thee


            
In the first sweet sleep of night….
          

          
sang Jermyn, getting so much into the arising that young ladies (whose mammas had almost given him up, but the young are ever more hopeful) produced filmy handkerchiefs, feeling how ready they were to be in the dreams of this shocking rake, Jermyn Lovel. Sally, thought Jermyn, looked like a rather sad little nymph caught by a mortal—if one could think of Peregrine as anything so normal. Do you guess how often I dream of you, Sally?

          
“Naughty man,” cried Caroline, tapping him with a fan sprouting with puce feathers. “You have moved us all with that mellow voice of yours. I always think it is as mellow as … as anything. That will do, Linda. Captain O'Reilly and I are going to sing a duet.”

          
Caroline's loud crashes with the pedal down were even more discomposing to the company than Linda's frantic chases. Gentlemen looked restive, longing for their pipes. Ladies smiled politely. Young ladies giggled discreetly together in corners. If this is Society, thought Roddy,
              


              sitting miserably on the edge of his chair, I don't wonder Tiffy doesn't want to grow up.

          

            
“O come, my love. Come. Come. Come,”
          

          
shouted O'Reilly, trying to overtake Caroline who had come much too fast.

        

        

          
III

          

New Zealand papers (and it was perhaps the only subject on which they ever agreed) were going mad in efforts to express their opinions of Grey and their dread lest Wynyard—who couldn't be expected to know anything about government—should utterly destroy them. Grey, as every Tom, Dick and Harry knew, or ought to, had sacrificed the country's national advancement for his own, and then run for it. So now there was no pilot, said the gentlemen buttoning up their coats, and, damme, we will pilot it ourselves.

          
“Governor Wynyard will, do well to forget Grey's rulings,” said the 
Chronicle acidly. “In case it has escaped his notice we suggest that it would be well to give settlers possession of the land they have bought, instead of taking away what they already hold. Titles can never be cleared. A man's word must be the bond in both races, and since Grey has overruled that who can blame the Maoris for saying: ‘If a governor so juggles with his own race what will he do with ours?’”

          
That was unjust to Grey, protested John, who had come in for the parliamentary opening; to Grey who really had tried to arbitrate between angry chiefs who had sold rich pastures in the early days for an iron pot or two and chiefs who were now getting something like the real worth of it.

          
Providence, it appeared, had no sympathy with the first Parliament, which opened under avalanches of rain; with wet flags demoralized about their poles and letting their colours run anywhere; with booming guns muffled by the storm, and ladies' heads muffled by the shawls
              


              which persistently blew over them; with gentlemen doing Herculean things with umbrellas, making speeches, making enemies. There were sergeants-at-arms, maces, a speaker, and members from the other provinces, who might well have been denizens of another planet for all Auckland knew of them, or wanted to know. It was scandalous that such foreigners should presume to meddle with New Zealand's destiny, and Peregrine was not the only man determined that it must not be allowed.

          
“Of all man's miraculous mistakes this bears the palm'—Young,” declared Sir Winston, asking coldly, at sight of a breezy gentleman with a little beard and a large tie: “Who is this Fitzgerald of Canterbury?”

          
Soon everybody knew. He was not only authors of 
The Night Watch, but the most brilliant and argumentative of them all, slashing Peregrine's carefully prepared periods to ribbons, holding the Attorney-General up to derision on the point of his sharp lance.

          
“They'll agree like a basket of cats,” remarked Jermyn, seeing members take their places; and indeed quarrels soon smoked to high heaven and the very air smelt of burning. Each province, so widely dissimilar in its wants, fought fiercely for all it could get; although nervous ladies, inviting these strange wild Goths to parties, found them so charming that secretly they doubted the wisdom of their husbands more than ever. People passing Parliament House heard such repercussions that they halted in eager expectation of the collapse of those frail wooden walls, and the 
Southern Cross cried frantically:

          
“The long-expected storm has burst and there is worse to come.”

          
It was openly said that Wakefield—the scoundrel responsible for the New Zealand Company—wrote all Governor Wynyard's speeches for him; and there was no use in Sir John Lovel and other fools asserting that if Wakefield hadn't forced England's hand we wouldn't belong to her now. “Who wants to belong to England?”
              


              cried distracted members, who couldn't forget that they were provincial councillors first, needing special grants for tunnels in Canterbury, railways in Dunedin, wharves in Wellington, Auckland, and elsewhere.

          
When, after locking the doors against interruption, New Zealand's first Parliament prorogued itself in a furious climax of despair, Jermyn wrote for the 
Chronicle: “In order to constitute a session it is necessary that one bill should pass in both houses. After sitting two and a half months our Parliament as achieved this. It has produced a bill authorizing the sale of liquor within its own precincts.”

          
Peregrine was so mortified that he stayed at home, which made life very difficult for his family. But after some consideration members got under way again and, desiring to go home, passed a few bills in a hurry and decided to leave legislating alone for a year or two. It had been an embarrassing experience. Actually, thought these lusty pioneers, so eager for their own way since they never had been allowed it before, this fiasco indicated that if they really wanted a Parliament they must combine instead of engaging solely in shouting each other down.

          
After his first shocked surprise at this revelation Peregrine accepted it and prepared to trim his sails. He had learned a good deal that would be useful later, and (although still rather giddy) he remained lord of his own hearth. So he instructed Sally to prepare for Roddy such garments as would be suitable for farm life.

          
“I am sending you out to your Uncle John to learn about land and stock, Roddy. Then you shall go to Canterbury, where I have bought land upon the Plains, for I intend you to become one of New Zealand's greatest sheep-kings. There's a career for you, my boy,” said Peregrine with the air of conferring a crown.

          
Sally looked in terror on Roddy springing up from the window-seat where he had been dreaming; hearing, she
              


              knew, dim echoes of elfin horns, seeing faint and lovely visions such as only youth can know. Always she was afraid for Roddy, living in his own pure world of beauty, touching the life about him with finger-tips, with the edges of his glances. Now he was crying like a frightened child:

          
“Oh, I couldn't. Oh, please, sir, I don't … I'd hate it so.”

          
“I beg your pardon,” said Peregrine, suddenly tremendous. “Are you presuming to question my ruling?”

          
“I … I don't want to go on a farm,” said Roddy, feeling sick just to think of the lusty smells of sheep, of cows, of pigs. With his head up like that he was near as tall as Mr Lovel. But oh, his dear young limbs were so slender and unset. Not a fair fight, thought Sally, flinging herself desperately on the spears.

          
“Oh, please, Mr Lovel, isn't there anything else … ?”

          
“Are you defying me, Roddy?” asked Peregrine, not even hearing Sally. By his expression he might have been seeing life as an excellent oil-painting and suddenly discovered it to be an oleograph.

          
“I loathe sheep,” said Roddy helplessly. Oh God, what could he say, with the earth so sliding away under his feet? Life was such a delight of little paths. Riding to school like Lancelot on the Quest of the Holy Grail; lying in the fern-gully where the warmth and the bird-twitter and Tiffy singing soft Maori waiatas lifted him on the shoulders of the world to enchanted horizons; calling with his flute to the sea which answered with a song stranger, more compelling than the song of the sirens to Ulysses….

          
“Go to your room,” said Peregrine coldly, “and thank God that you have a father with common sense, even if you have none. Probably you will inherit the title. Eventually—through my unwearied efforts—you will be a very rich man. There is a future before you which most young men would give their heads for … and you tell me you
              


              hate sheep,” he cried, abandoning dignity for righteous fury. “You damned empty-headed young imbecile! By the Lord, I'll hammer that nonsense out of you! Go to your room.”

          
“Oh, please,” cried Sally, quite reckless for Roddy, “isn't there … Jermyn thinks Roddy has genius, perhaps …”

          
She could not have said anything which revolted Peregrine more. Lovels, whatever their faults, had always been gentlemen.

          
“Do you wish to drive me mad? My son a long-haired stroller always in ladies' pockets? 
My son? I'll tell John to put him with the working-men in the whare. That will make a man of him, perhaps,” declared Peregrine, marching out. What, he felt almost passionately, was Providence about to afflict him with such a family? Not an ounce of sense in the lot of 'em, except Brian with his quick black eyes and long clever head. And that oaf Roddy had to be the head of the Lovels and hold the result of all Peregrine's long years of labour in his silly hands….

          
“Where the devil are you going, sir?” demanded Peregrine, whose great strides had carried him fast over the windy hill into Commercial Bay and bang into Major Henry. Here's another fool, thought Peregrine, bitterly aware that the world held far too many.

          
The Major (who had had a few at the Empire tavern) stopped with the puggaree on his tall hat blowing in the wind, the shawl blowing on his shoulders. An agitated Major, seemingly going to pieces in all directions and crying out to Peregrine:

          
“So your boats are landing smuggled goods all along the coasts, sir. You should cushion the matter better. This won't teach your Punch-and-Judy Parliament to respect you.”

          
“In what harbour-side brothel did you hear that?” asked Peregrine, becoming calm in the face of danger.

          
“I can give you the names of the shipmasters. You
              


              don't drink enough with anyone to find out anything,” declared Major Henry, proudly conscious that nobody could accuse him of that lack. “Your friend Flower has been arranging the matter for you.”

          
“Come in here,” commanded Peregrine. Flower was a continual pea in Peregrine's shoe, thought the Major, following into the low tavern, where the sanded floor smelled of tobacco-quids and stale liquor. Peregrine ordered brandy in a private room and produced his notebook. “Now, sir?” he said.

          
That was exactly Peregrine—disassociating himself from murky knowledge, pinning a man down to facts. But the Major had 'em … one or two anyway. A sailor who didn't consider he was getting his share of the loot had talked, and half the shady side of Auckland was diligently spreading the news.

          
“Afraid the murder's out, boy … unless you can get Jermyn to whitewash you in the 
Chronicle….”

          
But this, it appeared, was quite the wrong word. Whatever Peregrine needed—and he did look as though needing something—it was not whitewashing. Nor, he implied, would any amount of it save Nick Flower now.

          
“Kindly bring the man to my office at once, Major … if he is sufficiently sober,” said Peregrine, always with that thin edge of a sneer. Again, thought the Major, going away deflated, his Omnipotence carried off the honours. It was pleasant to remember some of the things they had done to him in the Parliament.

          
Up in Peregrine's house Sally, beginning to cry, had put her tender arms round Roddy's neck.

          
“Roddy dear … it may be only for a little while, Roddy.”

          
“Yes, mamma,” said Roddy tonelessly. He kissed her with cold lips, walked off with his thin shoulders squared. What could old old persons who had no sorrows know of the anguish in his heart? Even Tiffy couldn't understand,
              


              for she loved animals. But to Roddy they were all Circe's pigs looking at him with captive haunted eyes….

        

        

          
IV

          

Pardonably stimulated by the consciousness that they had got through their first Parliament without murder pioneers began to talk familiarly of Steam. Steam would drive piles for such a wharf as the various lines of steamers now beginning to call regularly could visit without turning the air blue with curses. Steam might even tear down these abominable spurs jabbing into Auckland harbour in all directions, to the great detriment of expansion.

          
Yet stone walls, post-and-rails, and hawthorn hedges enabled the town to sprawl for over a mile across the Isthmus, assisted by grass and clover paddocks domestic with herds. So Forts Britomart and Albert became sturdy bones of contention. Being in the town centre, cried gentlemen, they would assuredly draw the fire of hungry nations coming to grab this Pearl of the Ocean, as it was now correct to call New Zealand, never forgetting to allude to governors as the swine.

          
For ladies there were weightier matters, since a hardware firm had lately imported from Birmingham a curious instrument called a chainstitch sewing-machine, renting it out to enterprising females who seldom found their seams come undone if only they remembered to tie the ends properly. Caroline hired the machine for three days, and Sophia won respect for the first time by never forgetting to tie the ends.

          
So many ravishing materials now—cashmeres, merinos, poplins, moires antiques, crapes, taffetas in strong bright colours—brought by the steamers who would forget how poor Auckland really was; and gentlemen were daily tempted by plush and satin vests, Berlin smoking-caps, Boswell's 
Life of Johnson, Mr Dickens, and especially 
Jane Eyre—not considered suitable for females although unfortunately produced by one.

          


          
So now Caroline could contrive more gowns for Linda, taking her to walk in search of a husband through the Government House Gardens when the band played. Linda, all a bright bubble with excitement, had really weathered her first ball with honour, and knocked over several very young subalterns with her giggles and her round eyes and mouth of delight. Detrimentals, thought Caroline, anxiously warning them off. Really the military were all detrimental until you got as high as majors, who were usually otherwise disposed of, thought Caroline, being so voluptuously cordial to majors that several were forced to hide behind the tree-boles. And here was Major Henry, who was of no use at all though naturally charmed with Linda in a set-back blue bonnet and blue silk brides hanging over flaxen ringlets.

          
“Well, miss,” said the Major with his best bow, “whose heart did you break last with your pretty pug's tricks?”

          
“Oh, fie, sir! The child don't begin to think of such things yet. La, the crowd here to-day makes me feel quite conspicuous. Let us find a quiet corner,” cried Caroline, plumping down on a seat in the centre of the lawn.

          
“What a charming tune the band plays,” she added, retrieving the Major as he tried to edge away.

          
“La Figlia del Regimento,” cried Linda, sighing to feel how painfully she was in love with all the military. Lieutenant Silk had written her a sonnet comparing her to a Dresden China Shepherdess—which proved how upset the poor man was, and if he didn't shortly ask mamma Linda felt she'd die. “Being in love is the greatest joy in life. I hope I may never be out of it,” she had written a dozen times in her diary, conscious that though the object might have to change with the constant changing of regiments the sentiment could still remain the same.

          
“The parent stem supported by its bud,” declared Sir Winston, who wanted to speak to Major Henry. “Gad, madam, how do you manage to keep off the bees?”

          


          
“Go away, you naughty man,” said Caroline, making room for him beside her, since the presence of a few gentlemen often encouraged the shyer of their sex. “Who is that dark young man in tweeds just passing?”

          
“Aha! Imagination's airy wing repress when you speak of him,” said Sir Winston, letting both his own fly. “That's Andrew Greer—one of Canterbury's richest sheep-kings.”

          
Caroline went almost pale with agitation. Here was Linda's husband come just like a bolt from the blue, she felt; and she plunged into a perfect foam of questions, while Lieutenant Silk tentatively aproached and (seeing Caroline so occupied) took the few inches of seat beside Belinda and presently took also the plump little mittened hand straying under her shawl.

          
“Major, did you hear that some Canterbury feller, John Deans by name, has imported a vehicle with springs? A dog-cart,” cried Sir Winston, endeavouring to shelve Caroline who swallowed lies so fast that it was quite exhausting to supply them. “What are we about that we can't make roads fit for springs?”

          
“Here's our Town Council Chairman. Ask him,” said Major Henry, bowing to Sally approaching with Peregrine.

          
“Why ain't our roads fit for springs, sir?” demanded Sir Winston, thumping his umbrella. “Why are they all like Dante's Inferno, doose take 'em?”

          
Peregrine found Sir Winston in a tight grey frock over a very spotted orange satin waistcoat topped off by a royal-blue tie almost as offensive as his words. Distantly he requested his friend to remember that there were already five miles of macadam in the direction of New-market, and that Auckland's Provincial Council had lately paid a subsidy of $P$5,000 for a monthly mail service from Sydney. In the present state of the country one could not expect miracles.

          
Under cover of the noise Lieutenant Silk was whispering: “You are so lovely, you know. I … I know I have
              


              no money or … or anything … but you are so lovely. If you could smile on me—”

          
“I do,” whispered Linda, doing it as far as her round button of a mouth allowed.

          
“Oh, my angel. You are my angel, you know. D-do you think … if I might call to-night on your mamma?”

          
“To-morrow night. Papa will be home then,” murmured Linda. Papa, though not much of a buffer, was better than none.

          
“Come, my love,” said Caroline, finding the gentlemen so deeply sunk in the re-opening of the Coromandel gold-fields (Bishop Selwyn having gone down with the Governor and Judge Martin to interview the Maoris) that there were no more grains of knowledge for her. She favoured Lieutenant Silk with a stony glare, pinched Linda's arm under her shawl.

          
“No making eyes at that creature, you minx.”

          
“Oh, la! I wouldn't think of it, mamma,” cried Linda in a panic. The lieutenant would have to stand on his own feet and wits if he wanted to secure Linda.

          
“Gold! There ain't enough gold to put in your eye … and the country just about ready to go berserk,” vociferated Sir Winston.

          
“If you will come down and see the samples in my office,” said Peregrine, very courteous, “I think I can convince you to the contrary.” Seven-and-a-half million pounds worth of gold was to come out of that Thames district in the next fifty years, but unfortunately Peregrine could not foresee it, any more than he foresaw what he was doing when he summoned Jermyn to take Sally home…. “If you will be good enough … important business….”

          
So it was Fate, opening the starry door into the unknown, placing Sally's trembling fingers on Jermyn's arm, enfolding them with her warm flowing robes as they walked in silence back to the silent house. With Roddy
              


              gone Sally had found something alien in the house, as though it reproached her, like Tiffany's accusing eyes, for not standing by her children. But she had no power. It was only men who had power, thought Sally, feeling the house quite obliterated by this strange tight atmosphere which Jermyn had brought into it. In the pretty dim room of chintzes and flowers she laid aside bonnet and shawl, pulled gloves from hands suddenly grown so weak while Jermyn stood watching in an intense concentration that seemed drawing her soul out to meet it. She must break the spell.

          
“Oh, Jermyn, what can I do for poor Roddy?”

          
“You can do nothing for him,” said Jermyn. “You know very well that you can do nothing for any of them. What is done they must do for themselves. And you must do for yourself what you can if you want to save your soul alive. You must take from me all I can give, now.”

          
Oh, this human will! Hard as iron in Mr Lovel, so weak with doubts and longings and griefs in Sally … what was it in Jermyn? He held her closely now, speaking with a quiet sense of deep possession as though he knew her struggles were ended.

          
“I don't ask you to come away with me yet. That later. But neither of us is young now and we have missed so much. We must not miss any more. There is such a thing as relative values, dear. You may feel your duty to Peregrine, but do you owe me nothing after all these years?”

          
“Oh, I know … I … I do beg your pardon, Jermyn. But you have my … my very heart….” All that she had, all that was beautiful she had given him so long ago.

          
“I want more than that, Sally.”

          
There were strange ghosts moving in the dim room now. Those old gods … chaos behind the gods … was there God or nothingness behind that? Lightnings ran through her, warning her that this enforced calm of years was only crust above the fires of the essential Sally. And Jermyn was breaking through the crust, calling that
              


              starved lonely Sally up and out to all the gay rampageous loveliness of life….She put her hands up to enclose his face, and as she did so it seemed that a veil fell, and she saw beyond.

          
“Oh!” she gasped, covering her own face instead. No words, no earthly words to tell Jermyn how she had seen that bright beckoning vision wisp into blackness and fly on the wind, leaving her naked with Jermyn on the edge of nothingness. Eternal life which for so long had taken for its symbol Jermyn's shape would be annihilated if she touched it here. So much she knew, sobbing: “No, no. Never. Oh, I can't….” But these were not the words for Jermyn, asking in a strange voice:

          
“What do you mean? Do you mean that you want no more than this?”

          
No more? She could not speak, nodding her head.

          
“Listen to me, Sally. Are you sending me away?”

          
So it meant that? Again she nodded. Then she couldn't bear it. “Not f-for Eternity. We can have that.”

          
The word seemed to touch a spring, explode a mine in him. He did not rage and stamp as Mr Lovel occasionally did. His voice was low and very steady; an unending stream of red-hot lava let loose from his white lips, pouring over her, beating her down until she sank on a faldstool, her face hidden in her hands.

          
So this was woman, said Jermyn. Sucking a man dry, drawing the best of his life away for years and years … vampires sucking a man's soul out … giving nothing in return but words. What was Eternity to him, who didn't believe in it? Sally knew he didn't believe in it, and yet she had let him keep on, hoping, trusting…. A cat with a mouse … (finding Jermyn becoming so zoological, Sally began to sob softly). A sly, purring cat, keeping the mouse for ever under her velvet paw, caring nothing for its bodily and mental agonies. It was right to picture Nature as a woman, for there was nothing more 
relent-
                


                less. Cowards, all women; taking and taking and never paying…. But he'd had enough. Sally needn't imagine she was the only woman a man could love. There were as good fish in the sea….

          
“Oh, 
don't!” cried Sally.

          
Jermyn snatched hat and cloak and walked out, leaving her to them. This, he felt, wondering what was the matter with him that he could think of nothing that had not been said a million times, was the last straw. His brain seemed empty. He had had no words, no thoughts but the bald foolish words of a child. He felt like a child —lost and terrified, wanting to kneel like a little boy and say prayers at the lap of the woman whom he was now cursing in Major Henry's best Waterloo language.

          
A little of his ironic detachment returned later when he made on the margin of the article he was trying to write the sign which means on a whaler's chart: “Drawn irons. Lost whale.” Sally had made a fool of him. Never while he lived would she have the chance again. Here Jermyn upset the inkpot and went to bed.
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Promenade

[section]



          

Once a man wrote: “The Great Result is the total of innumerable acts of self-control.” But the two men meeting at night in Peregrine Lovel's office knew that already, though Flower had learned in an infinitely harder school than Peregrine.

          
Coming among Peregrine's elegant props to gentility (fine walnut desk with brass inkpot and calfbound ledgers, fine leather chair behind it, fine bronze bust of Cicero in the narrow mantel), Flower thought with some amusement of his own office, littered with wooden stools, worn velvet chairs, gay prints of women on the dirty walls, the big iron safe in the corner, a tattooed Maori head holding down an untidy pile of lists and charge-sheets. His mind ran easily down a dozen greased grooves.

          
Peregrine had but the one groove—his own advancement. No flexibility about Peregrine, who had probably asked Flower here to buy him off the Council. Not so easy, my proud cock, thought Flower, leaning his broad shoulders against the wall, since he had not been offered a chair, thrusting his hands into the pockets of his old mole-skin trousers.

          
Peregrine, prim in his leather chair behind the desk, felt the revolt in his fastidious soul rising. The thing was impossible. Even the man's thick neck rising above the unbuttoned collar of his blue shirt forbade it. Through this agonized week Peregrine had repeatedly told himself so … and found it quite as impossible to leave the matter there. Caroline had been so explicit; women were
            


            so unaccountable; the Lovel honour was at stake. He moved his dry hand among the sedately-feathered pens laid in a row, cleared his dry throat.

          
“I desire to know, Mr Flower, which member of my household you are in the habit of visiting during the evenings when I am from home.”

          
Long-cultivated instinct controlled Flower's start, prompted the oblique answer. “Why not ask the members of your household, Mr Lovel?”

          
“I prefer to ask you.”

          
“Thank you, sir.”

          
Flower's quick wits had got their bearings already. Only one fear could make that lean face so ghastly within the ring of candle-light. Some man visited Peregrine Lovel's wife, and he had been mistaken for the man. By whom? More here than he could see yet, but he would find out presently.

          
“Kindly answer my question, Mr Flower.”

          
“I imagine you've answered it yourself, haven't you?”

          
Peregrine made a movement, sat back because he could not trust his legs. Nor his voice either, for a moment.

          
“I await your explanation.”

          
Flower was thinking fast. So the little saint wasn't a saint but just a weak woman like the rest of 'em? He didn't blame her. He never blamed women who had so much to fight. He had even a mind to save her for her lover if he could do it and plague Peregrine at the same time.

          
“I think my explanation is one you should not have needed, sir. If I have come to see Mrs Lovel it could be only to seek her aid. Such a lady is above suspicion.”

          
Peregrine felt the drops springing on his forehead with relief and fury. Did this low churl presume to teach him his duty? He said thinly:

          
“You have done your best to place her under suspicion. May I ask why you time your visits on the nights when I am away from home?”

          


          
Flower began to smile. How easily Peregrine had dropped into the trap.

          
“I knew you didn't like me. You don't, do you?”

          
The glare from those narrow eyes confirmed that.

          
“I find it difficult to conceive any circumstance which would move Mrs Lovel to render aid to you, sir.”

          
So? The windmill had gone round, had it? His Omniscience, so lately caught by the wool, was becoming himself again. Flower looked down at the ring glittering on that lean hand. So much he could say if he had a mind to. But the little saint should enjoy her lover, though already he felt a strange desolation in that. There, he had thought, was the one good woman in a world of shams….

          
“I have a daughter who is a great anxiety to me. Mrs Lovel, who helps so many, has been good enough to help her.”

          
“Did you take her with you on your visits?”

          
“Your informant must have told you that.”

          
Difficult sailing here with so much in the dark. Flower puzzled over it, came a little nearer the truth. Some tattling woman had heard voices, built up a story calculated to inflame Lovel's easy jealousy. But why choose him, who was so outside the pale? Had the little saint done it herself, hoping to throw dust? It seemed likely. Lord, what clever unscrupulous devils women are.

          
Peregrine sat silent. The shock administered by Caroline had so disintegrated him that it was hard to get into his mould again. This last week had been particularly exhausting with the elections. If he had been less occupied with them he would at once have seen the impossibility of the story; of Sally, so dainty, so delicate-minded, in commerce with this coarse fellow. He burned with shame at having been so fooled; welcomed the consciousness of his own worth, of Lovel inviolability coming back.

          
“I accept your explanation,” he said loftily. “It is
            


            probable that you are incapable of realizing that you have behaved with an impertinence and indiscretion barely credible. Look after your daughter yourself in future, Mr Flower, and remember that your acquaintance with Mrs Lovel has ceased.”

          
“Will you tell her so?”

          
“That is my affair. Good night.”

          
Mr Peregrine Lovel of Lovel Hall, secure again upon his pedestal. Flower watched him with sharp eyes. How easy, how delightful to knock him off it. But let the play go on. Let young Jermyn Lovel, who had babbled so much more than he knew to a man who could put two and two together, carry his fair-faced saint further down the underground ways. No women worth saving, but this man whom Flower so hated was worth wrecking. Let the wrecking go on.

          
“Good night, sir,” he said civilly. “Sorry to have given trouble. We'll meet again at the Council.”
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By skilful expenditure of tact and money Peregrine shortly manoeuvred his way into the Provincial Council on a by-election, and won a parliamentary seat without opposition. Parliament, it appeared, was not such a plum as one had hoped; for, though representative, it was not to be responsible, since ministers were appointed by the Crown and therefore not responsible to anybody in New Zealand. So we'll do what we can with the Councils, said councillors, tucking in their shirts and preparing to annex all the local power possible.

          
Linda was to come out at the ball which, it was expected, would set the first Parliament steadily on its feet; and Tiffany, spending the afternoon at Caroline's, felt desolately how this collection of females oppressed her … all binding purple sarsenet on five mustard-colour silk rep flounces, each ten yards long, for Aunt Caroline to
              


              present Linda in. “I hope five will be enough,” said Caroline thoughtfully. For such an occasion six might have been more respectful, but there were eleven frills to be done for Linda yet.

          
The growing rebel in Tiffany rebelled. Was there nothing for women but sewing and marrying and going on sewing? Even mamma was always at it. Tiffany, trying to hold infinity in the palm of her hand, was finding all the religions of little assistance now. It was not on record that Buddha ever had to sew. Linda (whose waist was still eighteen inches, though one had hopes of these new jean stays which were very strong) twittered excitedly through the days, consulted Tiffany later in the bedroom. Should she burst on her public dashing and offhand like Diana Vernon, or tender and drooping like Clarissa … whose woes she wept oceans over?

          
Tiffany didn't know. Either would be so funny in round pink Linda with her china-blue eyes and fluffy flaxen ringlets like a doll.

          
“Oh,” said Linda who was always saying “Oh” to keep her mouth small. “I wonder what you do know, miss.”

          
“Nothing,” said Tiffany, enjoying foolish Linda.

          
Tiffany went home in the condition in which Caroline's family usually left her, and sought consolation from Roddy. But he had none to give since (having lately shot up like a may-pole) Peregrine had considered him capable of taking Linda in to next week's dinner. Never too young to learn how to conduct yourself in public, said papa, who had been so much more genial lately that Tiffany declared he was going to be ill. “So unnatural. I do wish I could just once see papa's mind with its clothes off,” said Tiffany.

          
Roddy thought that once would be enough. Tiffy with her dancing eyes and unruly hair and damask cheeks was always indulging in mental saturnalias, and later he wished he had her beside him at the dinner, instead of
              


              picking up Linda's gloves and handkerchief every few minutes while so busy learning how gentlemen conducted themselves. “Couldn't you pin them on or something, Linda?” he asked.

          
“Oh,” cried Linda, rounding her mouth. “You shocking quiz!”

          
In this May of 1854, with the first Parliament opening on the twenty-seventh, gentlemen were conducting themselves so gaily that even Peregrine's austere table became near a riot, with Dr Logan Campbell (who had discovered Auckland before it was Auckland) asserting that with thirty-one thousand people in the country we could do anything … and would; and Jermyn wanting to toast England for cutting New Zealand's throat by allowing her to manage herself at the age of fourteen.

          
“Huzzah for impending rumpusses,” cried Jermyn, tossing back the thick hair that Tiffany called his lion's mane, tossing off his wine.

          
“With no roads and over two thousand miles of coastline in the North Island alone we shall never manage without steamers,” declared Peregrine (although conscious of a present disability to design steamers). “The Blackball Line … the White Star Line bringing cargo from England in the incredibly short space of two months … who are we to withstand Providence, although I am convinced that for many years there will be demand for the very excellent sailing-ships from the yards of the Antipodes.”

          
Peregrine's periods usually sounded as though they should close with an Amen. So Jermyn said it, looking at Sally. To him, as to other storm-tossed souls, had come a pause, a temporary acceptance of this sweet dark waiting-time bridged so secretly by looks alone. Already he had the essential Sally. Fate, slow-moving, eternal, would soon complete the gift, thought Jermyn with a young man's inability to conceive denials.

          
Caroline, who could never let well enough alone, 
re-
                


                gretted that Governor Grey had gone on holiday at the end of last year, since Lieutenant-Governor Wynyard, Superintendent of Auckland and senior military officer of the colony, seemed to be governing even worse … if possible.

          
“Holiday, madam? He ran away, the dog!” cried Major Henry, turning as scarlet as his waistcoat. “He dassent face the Councils and the Parliament … nor the Taranaki Maoris, neither.”

          
The Taranaki Maoris were likely to require some facing presently, having established their own Land League and built themselves a lordly pleasure house reinforced with dozens of huge wooden statues with tongues out and echoing to the Lord only knew what seditious talk.

          
“Our Titans will soon tread them down,” said Jermyn, blandly watching the Titans staying themselves on roast chicken and sausage-rolls in preparation for the effort.

          
“It is to be hoped Governor Wynyard will do something,” said Caroline, quite haggard with the struggle to stop Linda from eating. Those jean stays—

          
“Governor Wynyard, madam,” retorted Major Henry, “having absorbed all the principal posts in the colony, is so continuously employed in writing to himself in his various capacities that he has no time for anything else.”

          
“Here wells of oily eloquence in soft meanders lubricate the course they take'—Cowper,” said. Sir Winston.

          
“Wynyard's course will soon bring us all to the gallows,” remarked Corny. “As for that shockin' wharf in Queen Street, Lovel, it will drown us. I ask you, as President of the Harbour Board, what the engineers meant by puttin' up a thing like a broken redoubt designed by maniacs.”

          
“Probably they didn't mean anything. Most people don't,” said Jermyn and turned the talk to the Taranaki Maoris, saying:

          
“I don't blame them. They are losing both land and
              


              race. One has seen the exact parallel in the United States among the Indians. But the Maoris stand together like Highland clans….”

          
“Look like it too. Magnificent fellows,” said Colonel Carey. “If we only understood 'em a bit better. But we never will.”

          
There's one of your interpreters, thought Jermyn, glancing at flushed wide-eyed Roddy. But it seemed that only the old who have lost their imagination—or never had it—can manage a country. So he let the ladies go, and sang to Sally later in the drawing-room, with Linda (all pink puffs and maiden protests at being pushed to the piano by Caroline) scrambling after the right notes and sometimes catching them.

          

            
I arise from dreams of thee


            
In the first sweet sleep of night….
          

          
sang Jermyn, getting so much into the arising that young ladies (whose mammas had almost given him up, but the young are ever more hopeful) produced filmy handkerchiefs, feeling how ready they were to be in the dreams of this shocking rake, Jermyn Lovel. Sally, thought Jermyn, looked like a rather sad little nymph caught by a mortal—if one could think of Peregrine as anything so normal. Do you guess how often I dream of you, Sally?

          
“Naughty man,” cried Caroline, tapping him with a fan sprouting with puce feathers. “You have moved us all with that mellow voice of yours. I always think it is as mellow as … as anything. That will do, Linda. Captain O'Reilly and I are going to sing a duet.”

          
Caroline's loud crashes with the pedal down were even more discomposing to the company than Linda's frantic chases. Gentlemen looked restive, longing for their pipes. Ladies smiled politely. Young ladies giggled discreetly together in corners. If this is Society, thought Roddy,
              


              sitting miserably on the edge of his chair, I don't wonder Tiffy doesn't want to grow up.

          

            
“O come, my love. Come. Come. Come,”
          

          
shouted O'Reilly, trying to overtake Caroline who had come much too fast.
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New Zealand papers (and it was perhaps the only subject on which they ever agreed) were going mad in efforts to express their opinions of Grey and their dread lest Wynyard—who couldn't be expected to know anything about government—should utterly destroy them. Grey, as every Tom, Dick and Harry knew, or ought to, had sacrificed the country's national advancement for his own, and then run for it. So now there was no pilot, said the gentlemen buttoning up their coats, and, damme, we will pilot it ourselves.

          
“Governor Wynyard will, do well to forget Grey's rulings,” said the 
Chronicle acidly. “In case it has escaped his notice we suggest that it would be well to give settlers possession of the land they have bought, instead of taking away what they already hold. Titles can never be cleared. A man's word must be the bond in both races, and since Grey has overruled that who can blame the Maoris for saying: ‘If a governor so juggles with his own race what will he do with ours?’”

          
That was unjust to Grey, protested John, who had come in for the parliamentary opening; to Grey who really had tried to arbitrate between angry chiefs who had sold rich pastures in the early days for an iron pot or two and chiefs who were now getting something like the real worth of it.

          
Providence, it appeared, had no sympathy with the first Parliament, which opened under avalanches of rain; with wet flags demoralized about their poles and letting their colours run anywhere; with booming guns muffled by the storm, and ladies' heads muffled by the shawls
              


              which persistently blew over them; with gentlemen doing Herculean things with umbrellas, making speeches, making enemies. There were sergeants-at-arms, maces, a speaker, and members from the other provinces, who might well have been denizens of another planet for all Auckland knew of them, or wanted to know. It was scandalous that such foreigners should presume to meddle with New Zealand's destiny, and Peregrine was not the only man determined that it must not be allowed.

          
“Of all man's miraculous mistakes this bears the palm'—Young,” declared Sir Winston, asking coldly, at sight of a breezy gentleman with a little beard and a large tie: “Who is this Fitzgerald of Canterbury?”

          
Soon everybody knew. He was not only authors of 
The Night Watch, but the most brilliant and argumentative of them all, slashing Peregrine's carefully prepared periods to ribbons, holding the Attorney-General up to derision on the point of his sharp lance.

          
“They'll agree like a basket of cats,” remarked Jermyn, seeing members take their places; and indeed quarrels soon smoked to high heaven and the very air smelt of burning. Each province, so widely dissimilar in its wants, fought fiercely for all it could get; although nervous ladies, inviting these strange wild Goths to parties, found them so charming that secretly they doubted the wisdom of their husbands more than ever. People passing Parliament House heard such repercussions that they halted in eager expectation of the collapse of those frail wooden walls, and the 
Southern Cross cried frantically:

          
“The long-expected storm has burst and there is worse to come.”

          
It was openly said that Wakefield—the scoundrel responsible for the New Zealand Company—wrote all Governor Wynyard's speeches for him; and there was no use in Sir John Lovel and other fools asserting that if Wakefield hadn't forced England's hand we wouldn't belong to her now. “Who wants to belong to England?”
              


              cried distracted members, who couldn't forget that they were provincial councillors first, needing special grants for tunnels in Canterbury, railways in Dunedin, wharves in Wellington, Auckland, and elsewhere.

          
When, after locking the doors against interruption, New Zealand's first Parliament prorogued itself in a furious climax of despair, Jermyn wrote for the 
Chronicle: “In order to constitute a session it is necessary that one bill should pass in both houses. After sitting two and a half months our Parliament as achieved this. It has produced a bill authorizing the sale of liquor within its own precincts.”

          
Peregrine was so mortified that he stayed at home, which made life very difficult for his family. But after some consideration members got under way again and, desiring to go home, passed a few bills in a hurry and decided to leave legislating alone for a year or two. It had been an embarrassing experience. Actually, thought these lusty pioneers, so eager for their own way since they never had been allowed it before, this fiasco indicated that if they really wanted a Parliament they must combine instead of engaging solely in shouting each other down.

          
After his first shocked surprise at this revelation Peregrine accepted it and prepared to trim his sails. He had learned a good deal that would be useful later, and (although still rather giddy) he remained lord of his own hearth. So he instructed Sally to prepare for Roddy such garments as would be suitable for farm life.

          
“I am sending you out to your Uncle John to learn about land and stock, Roddy. Then you shall go to Canterbury, where I have bought land upon the Plains, for I intend you to become one of New Zealand's greatest sheep-kings. There's a career for you, my boy,” said Peregrine with the air of conferring a crown.

          
Sally looked in terror on Roddy springing up from the window-seat where he had been dreaming; hearing, she
              


              knew, dim echoes of elfin horns, seeing faint and lovely visions such as only youth can know. Always she was afraid for Roddy, living in his own pure world of beauty, touching the life about him with finger-tips, with the edges of his glances. Now he was crying like a frightened child:

          
“Oh, I couldn't. Oh, please, sir, I don't … I'd hate it so.”

          
“I beg your pardon,” said Peregrine, suddenly tremendous. “Are you presuming to question my ruling?”

          
“I … I don't want to go on a farm,” said Roddy, feeling sick just to think of the lusty smells of sheep, of cows, of pigs. With his head up like that he was near as tall as Mr Lovel. But oh, his dear young limbs were so slender and unset. Not a fair fight, thought Sally, flinging herself desperately on the spears.

          
“Oh, please, Mr Lovel, isn't there anything else … ?”

          
“Are you defying me, Roddy?” asked Peregrine, not even hearing Sally. By his expression he might have been seeing life as an excellent oil-painting and suddenly discovered it to be an oleograph.

          
“I loathe sheep,” said Roddy helplessly. Oh God, what could he say, with the earth so sliding away under his feet? Life was such a delight of little paths. Riding to school like Lancelot on the Quest of the Holy Grail; lying in the fern-gully where the warmth and the bird-twitter and Tiffy singing soft Maori waiatas lifted him on the shoulders of the world to enchanted horizons; calling with his flute to the sea which answered with a song stranger, more compelling than the song of the sirens to Ulysses….

          
“Go to your room,” said Peregrine coldly, “and thank God that you have a father with common sense, even if you have none. Probably you will inherit the title. Eventually—through my unwearied efforts—you will be a very rich man. There is a future before you which most young men would give their heads for … and you tell me you
              


              hate sheep,” he cried, abandoning dignity for righteous fury. “You damned empty-headed young imbecile! By the Lord, I'll hammer that nonsense out of you! Go to your room.”

          
“Oh, please,” cried Sally, quite reckless for Roddy, “isn't there … Jermyn thinks Roddy has genius, perhaps …”

          
She could not have said anything which revolted Peregrine more. Lovels, whatever their faults, had always been gentlemen.

          
“Do you wish to drive me mad? My son a long-haired stroller always in ladies' pockets? 
My son? I'll tell John to put him with the working-men in the whare. That will make a man of him, perhaps,” declared Peregrine, marching out. What, he felt almost passionately, was Providence about to afflict him with such a family? Not an ounce of sense in the lot of 'em, except Brian with his quick black eyes and long clever head. And that oaf Roddy had to be the head of the Lovels and hold the result of all Peregrine's long years of labour in his silly hands….

          
“Where the devil are you going, sir?” demanded Peregrine, whose great strides had carried him fast over the windy hill into Commercial Bay and bang into Major Henry. Here's another fool, thought Peregrine, bitterly aware that the world held far too many.

          
The Major (who had had a few at the Empire tavern) stopped with the puggaree on his tall hat blowing in the wind, the shawl blowing on his shoulders. An agitated Major, seemingly going to pieces in all directions and crying out to Peregrine:

          
“So your boats are landing smuggled goods all along the coasts, sir. You should cushion the matter better. This won't teach your Punch-and-Judy Parliament to respect you.”

          
“In what harbour-side brothel did you hear that?” asked Peregrine, becoming calm in the face of danger.

          
“I can give you the names of the shipmasters. You
              


              don't drink enough with anyone to find out anything,” declared Major Henry, proudly conscious that nobody could accuse him of that lack. “Your friend Flower has been arranging the matter for you.”

          
“Come in here,” commanded Peregrine. Flower was a continual pea in Peregrine's shoe, thought the Major, following into the low tavern, where the sanded floor smelled of tobacco-quids and stale liquor. Peregrine ordered brandy in a private room and produced his notebook. “Now, sir?” he said.

          
That was exactly Peregrine—disassociating himself from murky knowledge, pinning a man down to facts. But the Major had 'em … one or two anyway. A sailor who didn't consider he was getting his share of the loot had talked, and half the shady side of Auckland was diligently spreading the news.

          
“Afraid the murder's out, boy … unless you can get Jermyn to whitewash you in the 
Chronicle….”

          
But this, it appeared, was quite the wrong word. Whatever Peregrine needed—and he did look as though needing something—it was not whitewashing. Nor, he implied, would any amount of it save Nick Flower now.

          
“Kindly bring the man to my office at once, Major … if he is sufficiently sober,” said Peregrine, always with that thin edge of a sneer. Again, thought the Major, going away deflated, his Omnipotence carried off the honours. It was pleasant to remember some of the things they had done to him in the Parliament.

          
Up in Peregrine's house Sally, beginning to cry, had put her tender arms round Roddy's neck.

          
“Roddy dear … it may be only for a little while, Roddy.”

          
“Yes, mamma,” said Roddy tonelessly. He kissed her with cold lips, walked off with his thin shoulders squared. What could old old persons who had no sorrows know of the anguish in his heart? Even Tiffy couldn't understand,
              


              for she loved animals. But to Roddy they were all Circe's pigs looking at him with captive haunted eyes….
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Pardonably stimulated by the consciousness that they had got through their first Parliament without murder pioneers began to talk familiarly of Steam. Steam would drive piles for such a wharf as the various lines of steamers now beginning to call regularly could visit without turning the air blue with curses. Steam might even tear down these abominable spurs jabbing into Auckland harbour in all directions, to the great detriment of expansion.

          
Yet stone walls, post-and-rails, and hawthorn hedges enabled the town to sprawl for over a mile across the Isthmus, assisted by grass and clover paddocks domestic with herds. So Forts Britomart and Albert became sturdy bones of contention. Being in the town centre, cried gentlemen, they would assuredly draw the fire of hungry nations coming to grab this Pearl of the Ocean, as it was now correct to call New Zealand, never forgetting to allude to governors as the swine.

          
For ladies there were weightier matters, since a hardware firm had lately imported from Birmingham a curious instrument called a chainstitch sewing-machine, renting it out to enterprising females who seldom found their seams come undone if only they remembered to tie the ends properly. Caroline hired the machine for three days, and Sophia won respect for the first time by never forgetting to tie the ends.

          
So many ravishing materials now—cashmeres, merinos, poplins, moires antiques, crapes, taffetas in strong bright colours—brought by the steamers who would forget how poor Auckland really was; and gentlemen were daily tempted by plush and satin vests, Berlin smoking-caps, Boswell's 
Life of Johnson, Mr Dickens, and especially 
Jane Eyre—not considered suitable for females although unfortunately produced by one.

          


          
So now Caroline could contrive more gowns for Linda, taking her to walk in search of a husband through the Government House Gardens when the band played. Linda, all a bright bubble with excitement, had really weathered her first ball with honour, and knocked over several very young subalterns with her giggles and her round eyes and mouth of delight. Detrimentals, thought Caroline, anxiously warning them off. Really the military were all detrimental until you got as high as majors, who were usually otherwise disposed of, thought Caroline, being so voluptuously cordial to majors that several were forced to hide behind the tree-boles. And here was Major Henry, who was of no use at all though naturally charmed with Linda in a set-back blue bonnet and blue silk brides hanging over flaxen ringlets.

          
“Well, miss,” said the Major with his best bow, “whose heart did you break last with your pretty pug's tricks?”

          
“Oh, fie, sir! The child don't begin to think of such things yet. La, the crowd here to-day makes me feel quite conspicuous. Let us find a quiet corner,” cried Caroline, plumping down on a seat in the centre of the lawn.

          
“What a charming tune the band plays,” she added, retrieving the Major as he tried to edge away.

          
“La Figlia del Regimento,” cried Linda, sighing to feel how painfully she was in love with all the military. Lieutenant Silk had written her a sonnet comparing her to a Dresden China Shepherdess—which proved how upset the poor man was, and if he didn't shortly ask mamma Linda felt she'd die. “Being in love is the greatest joy in life. I hope I may never be out of it,” she had written a dozen times in her diary, conscious that though the object might have to change with the constant changing of regiments the sentiment could still remain the same.

          
“The parent stem supported by its bud,” declared Sir Winston, who wanted to speak to Major Henry. “Gad, madam, how do you manage to keep off the bees?”

          


          
“Go away, you naughty man,” said Caroline, making room for him beside her, since the presence of a few gentlemen often encouraged the shyer of their sex. “Who is that dark young man in tweeds just passing?”

          
“Aha! Imagination's airy wing repress when you speak of him,” said Sir Winston, letting both his own fly. “That's Andrew Greer—one of Canterbury's richest sheep-kings.”

          
Caroline went almost pale with agitation. Here was Linda's husband come just like a bolt from the blue, she felt; and she plunged into a perfect foam of questions, while Lieutenant Silk tentatively aproached and (seeing Caroline so occupied) took the few inches of seat beside Belinda and presently took also the plump little mittened hand straying under her shawl.

          
“Major, did you hear that some Canterbury feller, John Deans by name, has imported a vehicle with springs? A dog-cart,” cried Sir Winston, endeavouring to shelve Caroline who swallowed lies so fast that it was quite exhausting to supply them. “What are we about that we can't make roads fit for springs?”

          
“Here's our Town Council Chairman. Ask him,” said Major Henry, bowing to Sally approaching with Peregrine.

          
“Why ain't our roads fit for springs, sir?” demanded Sir Winston, thumping his umbrella. “Why are they all like Dante's Inferno, doose take 'em?”

          
Peregrine found Sir Winston in a tight grey frock over a very spotted orange satin waistcoat topped off by a royal-blue tie almost as offensive as his words. Distantly he requested his friend to remember that there were already five miles of macadam in the direction of New-market, and that Auckland's Provincial Council had lately paid a subsidy of $P$5,000 for a monthly mail service from Sydney. In the present state of the country one could not expect miracles.

          
Under cover of the noise Lieutenant Silk was whispering: “You are so lovely, you know. I … I know I have
              


              no money or … or anything … but you are so lovely. If you could smile on me—”

          
“I do,” whispered Linda, doing it as far as her round button of a mouth allowed.

          
“Oh, my angel. You are my angel, you know. D-do you think … if I might call to-night on your mamma?”

          
“To-morrow night. Papa will be home then,” murmured Linda. Papa, though not much of a buffer, was better than none.

          
“Come, my love,” said Caroline, finding the gentlemen so deeply sunk in the re-opening of the Coromandel gold-fields (Bishop Selwyn having gone down with the Governor and Judge Martin to interview the Maoris) that there were no more grains of knowledge for her. She favoured Lieutenant Silk with a stony glare, pinched Linda's arm under her shawl.

          
“No making eyes at that creature, you minx.”

          
“Oh, la! I wouldn't think of it, mamma,” cried Linda in a panic. The lieutenant would have to stand on his own feet and wits if he wanted to secure Linda.

          
“Gold! There ain't enough gold to put in your eye … and the country just about ready to go berserk,” vociferated Sir Winston.

          
“If you will come down and see the samples in my office,” said Peregrine, very courteous, “I think I can convince you to the contrary.” Seven-and-a-half million pounds worth of gold was to come out of that Thames district in the next fifty years, but unfortunately Peregrine could not foresee it, any more than he foresaw what he was doing when he summoned Jermyn to take Sally home…. “If you will be good enough … important business….”

          
So it was Fate, opening the starry door into the unknown, placing Sally's trembling fingers on Jermyn's arm, enfolding them with her warm flowing robes as they walked in silence back to the silent house. With Roddy
              


              gone Sally had found something alien in the house, as though it reproached her, like Tiffany's accusing eyes, for not standing by her children. But she had no power. It was only men who had power, thought Sally, feeling the house quite obliterated by this strange tight atmosphere which Jermyn had brought into it. In the pretty dim room of chintzes and flowers she laid aside bonnet and shawl, pulled gloves from hands suddenly grown so weak while Jermyn stood watching in an intense concentration that seemed drawing her soul out to meet it. She must break the spell.

          
“Oh, Jermyn, what can I do for poor Roddy?”

          
“You can do nothing for him,” said Jermyn. “You know very well that you can do nothing for any of them. What is done they must do for themselves. And you must do for yourself what you can if you want to save your soul alive. You must take from me all I can give, now.”

          
Oh, this human will! Hard as iron in Mr Lovel, so weak with doubts and longings and griefs in Sally … what was it in Jermyn? He held her closely now, speaking with a quiet sense of deep possession as though he knew her struggles were ended.

          
“I don't ask you to come away with me yet. That later. But neither of us is young now and we have missed so much. We must not miss any more. There is such a thing as relative values, dear. You may feel your duty to Peregrine, but do you owe me nothing after all these years?”

          
“Oh, I know … I … I do beg your pardon, Jermyn. But you have my … my very heart….” All that she had, all that was beautiful she had given him so long ago.

          
“I want more than that, Sally.”

          
There were strange ghosts moving in the dim room now. Those old gods … chaos behind the gods … was there God or nothingness behind that? Lightnings ran through her, warning her that this enforced calm of years was only crust above the fires of the essential Sally. And Jermyn was breaking through the crust, calling that
              


              starved lonely Sally up and out to all the gay rampageous loveliness of life….She put her hands up to enclose his face, and as she did so it seemed that a veil fell, and she saw beyond.

          
“Oh!” she gasped, covering her own face instead. No words, no earthly words to tell Jermyn how she had seen that bright beckoning vision wisp into blackness and fly on the wind, leaving her naked with Jermyn on the edge of nothingness. Eternal life which for so long had taken for its symbol Jermyn's shape would be annihilated if she touched it here. So much she knew, sobbing: “No, no. Never. Oh, I can't….” But these were not the words for Jermyn, asking in a strange voice:

          
“What do you mean? Do you mean that you want no more than this?”

          
No more? She could not speak, nodding her head.

          
“Listen to me, Sally. Are you sending me away?”

          
So it meant that? Again she nodded. Then she couldn't bear it. “Not f-for Eternity. We can have that.”

          
The word seemed to touch a spring, explode a mine in him. He did not rage and stamp as Mr Lovel occasionally did. His voice was low and very steady; an unending stream of red-hot lava let loose from his white lips, pouring over her, beating her down until she sank on a faldstool, her face hidden in her hands.

          
So this was woman, said Jermyn. Sucking a man dry, drawing the best of his life away for years and years … vampires sucking a man's soul out … giving nothing in return but words. What was Eternity to him, who didn't believe in it? Sally knew he didn't believe in it, and yet she had let him keep on, hoping, trusting…. A cat with a mouse … (finding Jermyn becoming so zoological, Sally began to sob softly). A sly, purring cat, keeping the mouse for ever under her velvet paw, caring nothing for its bodily and mental agonies. It was right to picture Nature as a woman, for there was nothing more 
relent-
                


                less. Cowards, all women; taking and taking and never paying…. But he'd had enough. Sally needn't imagine she was the only woman a man could love. There were as good fish in the sea….

          
“Oh, 
don't!” cried Sally.

          
Jermyn snatched hat and cloak and walked out, leaving her to them. This, he felt, wondering what was the matter with him that he could think of nothing that had not been said a million times, was the last straw. His brain seemed empty. He had had no words, no thoughts but the bald foolish words of a child. He felt like a child —lost and terrified, wanting to kneel like a little boy and say prayers at the lap of the woman whom he was now cursing in Major Henry's best Waterloo language.

          
A little of his ironic detachment returned later when he made on the margin of the article he was trying to write the sign which means on a whaler's chart: “Drawn irons. Lost whale.” Sally had made a fool of him. Never while he lived would she have the chance again. Here Jermyn upset the inkpot and went to bed.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Promenade

Chapter XI

Contents


	
[section] 

p. 209

	
II 

p. 215

	
III 

p. 218

	
IV 

p. 222

	
V 

p. 228








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Promenade

[section]





          

Wellington opened 1855 with an earthquake on either side of Cook Strait, so that great rocks fell and rifts ran in the brown earth. This being something that even Wellington had not thought of before, Jermyn went down in one of Peregrine's traders to find that the sea had courteously presented the little town with quite a quantity of new land such as Auckland would have given anything for. Pioneers, being so used to ups and downs, were much less upset than the Colonial Office which (feeling the country becoming far too lively) dealt with it so rigorously that the papers were all headlines and Judge Stephens granted an injunction against the whole British Government.

          
Tiffany didn't care what they did. Roddy had gone to the farm and taken the sun with him. A very disconsolate Tiffany, snatching all possible moments from bed-making and sewing and cooking to sit at Major Henry's table poring over those ancient leather volumes which could not quiet the growing turbulence in her mind although directing it down so many and varied paths that even she should have been satisfied. Major Henry, feeling electricity in the air, snuffed and patted the wolfhounds and felt that maiden meditation, even in so pretty a creature as Tiffany, could go too far.

          
“Take it easy, my girl,” he advised. “We Lovels are apt to be too intense.”

          
“I can't laugh and sing without Roddy. I want to know why people died for their religions,” declared Tiffany, thrusting back the bronze ringlets that were
            


            always getting astray from nets, looking with great brown tragic eyes.

          
“Twaddle, my dear,” said the Major, comfortably. “Wait till the beaux begin to come.”

          
They had begun long ago, but even to think of them in anyone's presence tied Tiffany's tongue with shyness. Hew Garcia and Tom Hepburn, gawky, speechless, damp about the palms, sentimentally languishing in corners like other adolescent males. Hemi, fiery and eloquent in the fern-gully, desperately marshalling all his Begats against her white blood until the Englishman in him suddenly flung the Maori to the winds and he swore to become all-white for Tihane's sake.

          
“See Tihane. I am now clerk in my father's office on the wharf. I can read and write the English and do figures….”

          
More than figures met Hemi in that office where he found two races of mariner forefathers greeting him. Gaunt unconquerable toas—the great chiefs of all time—directing that fearful journey from Tahiti in open canoes lashed together, conning their way by stars, by the instinct of born navigators to that far lovely legendary isle found by Rupe before William the Conqueror was king. Old English sea-dogs, now lambent with romance, driving their little staggering ships over all the world's horizons, fighting, trading, rollicking, loving, conquering from Pole to Pole.

          
When Corny sang “Ye Mariners of England,” as he so often did in the outer office, Hemi couldn't bear it.

          
“‘As ye sweep through the deep where the stormy winds do blow,’” bellowed Corny, looking up to see Hemi in the door. “Want anything, son?” he asked. But Hemi didn't know what he wanted. The call, though imperious, went back much too far for that.

          
“Get along with your job then, you lazy young devil,” said Corny pleasantly. He was proud of Hemi with his long English face and pale skin, his mighty muscles.
            


            When war came all his piebald brood would fight for England and it might be possible to get a commission for Hemi, thought Corny, ticking off the heavy greasy bundles of hides. If they didn't soon get a deep-water wharf, lighter expenses would eat up all the damned profits….

          
For Linda too there was trouble. Lieutenant Silk's overtures had been received with a tornado, which burst on poor Sir John.

          
“That creature Silk!” stormed Caroline. “Penniless infantry! Throw him out this moment, Sir John.”

          
“Oh, come now, Carry! The fellow's a gentleman….”

          
“This moment. Or I'll do it myself. Rag-tag riff-raff. No better than a bobtail cat. Hold your tongue, miss,” cried Caroline, boxing Linda's ears as she knelt with sky-blue flowing skirts and sky-blue flowing eyes imploring each parent in turn.

          
“Oh, papa,” went Linda, hoping against hope.

          
“Dang it, Carry…. I thought you were so anxious for husbands….”

          
“Of all the vulgarity! Really, I'm ashamed of you.” Caroline was frantic at the bare notion of Mr Andrew Greer being nipped in the bud like this. “Are you going, or must I meet the miscreant myself?” she demanded.

          
“Oh, very well. Very well,” said John, buttoning up his coat. Everything has a worser side. Silk, meeting Caroline towering in a cap bristling with scarlet velvet bows, would soon have found that out.

          
“Now, go to bed and stop that blubbing, Linda,” said Caroline, sitting down to write a cordial note to Mr Andrew Greer. Just a small kettledrum to-morrow night … so charmed to see you….” A shy young man, this Greer; but quite the English gentleman, bowing from the waist, and owner (declared Sir Winston) of over a million sheep. It is well that I have the wit to look after my daughters, thought Caroline, stamping the Lovel crest on a big blob of purple wax.

          


          
What with tight stays and sobbings Linda's discomfort was such that she was sure only one thing could save her. So she wrote, “Come for me before they kill me,” folded the note, sealed it, and ran to the kitchen, where Mary's beau (himself a soldier) agreed so warmly to deliver the missive to the rightful hands that Mary was quite nasty about it. But Linda promised her a ribbon to hold her tongue, and slept peacefully, although the morning brought some fears. Yet not many; for it would be so delightful to be married and go about the country with her Silk, eating all the butter and sugar she liked and letting her stays out.

          
Upheld by this, Linda washed and ironed her white book-muslin in preparation for a bridal and thought of Lieutenant Silk riding up to the door on a great horse like the giaours who carried off the Zuleikas and Elviras of the “Keepsakes.” “Come, adored of my soul,” he would cry. When will he come? thought Linda, quite unable to imagine the desperation of Lieutenant Silk seeing his career sliding away from him on the one hand and his inamorata on the other.

          
To abduct a young lady in the teeth of his colonel and of Sir John Lovel was enough to soak any man in the dews of horror. But what lover could resist a cry of that dimension? Lieutenant Silk dressed as carefully as an aristocrat going to the guillotine and repaired, about midnight, to the gabled house where (from a respectful distance) he had so often watched the light go out in his lady's bower. Where to put the lady after she was abducted he had no idea. Perhaps Linda knew.

          
Sophia, who slept with Maria next to the slip of a room which enclosed Linda, woke in the night to strange sounds and ran to peep through the connecting door. There, at Linda's outer door, stood mamma, carrying a candle which turned her large nightcap and red flannel dressing-gown into the garniture of an ogress.

          


          
“I heard voices,” said mamma, just like Joan of Arc. And then Sophia saw that the window was open, and Linda standing by it in a long white shawl with a man on his knees trying to put her feet into slippers. Neither spoke. They seemed spellbound by mamma, who was declaring that the unbelievable had happened, and she had believed it all along, and what did Linda think of herself now, miss? “Unhand her, villain,” cried Caroline, having also been brought up on “Keepsakes.”

          
Linda began to have hysterics, but for Lieutenant Silk there was no such refuge. “Madam,” he begged, dropping the slippers. “My dear madam….”

          
“Silence! What have you done to my innocent child? Tell me, monster, or I'll brain you…. Go into the other room this instant, Linda, or God will never forgive you.”

          
Linda knew that mamma must know much more about God than she did. Also she rather doubted His forgiveness herself if she eloped in her night-dress and curlpapers. All the romances, thought Linda, her sobs going off into wild laughter at her own spoilt one, managed things so much better. The candle-light presented Lieutenant Silk as a somewhat swarthy thick-set young man with heavy dark brows and a wide mouth. Fortunately it could not present the watery amoeba to which he felt himself inwardly turning.

          
“My angel … my dear madam …” he gasped.

          
“God will punish you for this, Linda,” cried Caroline, pushing Linda by the shoulders to the next room, where Sophia skipped behind the door just in time. “But what people will say, I cannot even imagine.”

          
“Save me! Save me!” screamed Linda, embarked on much louder hysterics than was possible with her stays on. Lieutenant Silk made such a jump that one heard the snap of his coat-tails. He swept Linda up in a long-armed clutch, bristling desperately at Caroline.

          
“No. You shan't. She's mine. She belongs to me.”

          


          
“Be-lin-da?” shrieked Caroline in a perfect crescendo of questioning; and Linda, terrified for everything, became apostate to her love.

          
“I don't. I'm not. Mamma, mamma, don't look at me like that! We meant to marry … my white book-muslin … I w-w-washed it … oh, mamma!”

          
Taking refuge in her sex, Linda fainted, and even the distraught Lieutenant saw that the game was up. Yet, for all his fright, he was a man; so he took one kiss from those soft pouting lips before he laid her down and departed by the window with agility. If that old harridan chose to make a row he'd be cashiered—but what was that to the agonies his suffering angel would have to bear? “O just Heaven!” groaned Lieutenant Silk, mopping his forehead in the chill night and feeling that he had somehow got hold of the wrong epithet.

          
Recognizing the justice of heaven in making her its arbiter, Caroline summoned all her daughters together after breakfast and produced the cane. First Linda's spirit was to be publicly scourged, and then her flesh; and having got through the first with such success that each daughter was a weeping pulp of emotion, she summoned Linda to take off her bodice and kneel down. Who could possibly bear to think of Linda's chubby white flesh marked for weeks—perhaps for ever? Even Sophia, so partial to inner flagellations, joined her voice to her sisters bleating “Oh, please, mamma,” like frightened lambs.

          
Caroline unclasped her bracelets; and this, so eloquent of an executioner turning back his sleeves, brought all five Miss Lovels weeping to their knees. “Oh, dear, dear mamma, be magnificent, we beg of you,” they pleaded, conscious that this was not quite the word they wanted but far too upset to remember magnanimous.

          
Caroline paused. The thought of being magnificent was
            


            pleasant, but she firmly believed that to be good was not enough. Unless others knew, how were they to profit by your example; and since Linda's crime couldn't be called from the housetops, or all the girls were doomed, where was the satisfaction in being magnificent about it? Yet all these anxious weeping eyes were a better court than none, so Caroline extended to Linda the hand holding the cane.

          
“You may kiss the rod, my erring child,” she said graciously, feeling like Queen Esther and Cleopatra. Linda, gratefully stooping her flaxen head, did so, and Caroline stood up, feeling her bosom swelling beneath the magenta barége. “Now you may all go about your duties, and I trust you will remember that—whatever happens, and it always may—mamma knows best.”

          
It was a recognized slogan of the day and scarcely needed reiteration. But the eager chorus of “Yes, mammas” (even from Sophia) helped to fortify Caroline when a little later she came into conflict with Darien. Darien, returning with Lord Calthorpe from Van Diemen's Land—now become Tasmania—could have had no parents to know what was best for her. Assuredly she was hatched from a bird's-egg.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Promenade

II



          
II

          

Jermyn heard with no more than a flicker of interest that Darien was coming back. Wine, women, cards (and he was trying them all), were only flickers of varying interest, like marsh-fires in the night. This love that turned to lust, this prayer that darkened to curses, these gods that presently wagged a goatish scut … where in all that leering mad phantasmagoria was the answer to the riddle of life? Youth light-foot in the grasses with dulcimers and virginals; passionate men calling down the heavens in fires; old age peering with filmy eyes towards
              


              the still-denied raptures … what echoes did they hear from those gone before?

          
Sally might think she heard; but Jermyn, chilled to his bones by an Eternity which seemed to have claimed her before her time, would accept no chimeras. So he dipped his pen in a new gall and went wandering again, while Sally endured blank days and shopped with Tiffany in Commercial Bay, buying tall hard cones of the precious white sugar which had to be broken up with axes, and chines of sawdust-cured bacon for Mr Lovel's breakfasts.

          
Would she ever find her way back to the heart of her tall woman-child, so shut in on herself since Roddy went away? I did try, darling, she wanted to whisper. But wives must uphold their husbands, and Tiffany couldn't hear, stepping so straight and free in her spread skirts and pantalettes.

          
The town, so full of top-hats, Paisley shawls, smocks, blue reefer coats and bullock-drays, had little for Tiffany, but it had a good deal for Nick Flower, who had heard of Peregrine's inquiries regarding the gun-running among his captains and had returned to examine possible leaks. He saw Sally walking with her daughter, and looked after them with a grim smile. There went a clever woman who for a time had tricked even him. Was her passage still fair down her underground ways?

          
He turned abruptly into a tavern dusky and foul with smoke, with fumes of drink and men, with dregs of beer, dark stains of ejected quids on the sanded floor, and thrust through the crowd to a corner, where he sat waiting for his tools to come to him.

          
Sheepishly they came, putting the rum-noggin from their fists, the girl from their knee, answering his questions. Surely old Barney had talked. He allers did when liquored, and Lovels had put him through the mill praper. But he took it all back when sober, and the captains had stood together.

          
“You've got us in too deep for anythin' else, sir,”
              


              they said, more admiring than complaining. No harm in smuggling, with the Guv'ner eggin' on the Maoris to break their word and the papers eggin' on the country to defy the Guv'ner. Puzzled by the confused ethics of this new land trying so desperately to reconcile matters that wouldn't and couldn't be reconciled, sailor-men thought it wiser just to trust in Flower.

          
Other taverns Flower visited, inviting the complaints of immigrants crying for land. Young brawny men for the most part, with the hard red of the English weather still in their faces, the soft blue of English skies in their bewildered resentful eyes.

          
“Brungin's us out 'ere … stuffed wi' lying promises … an' wunna latten us tu the land we bought. Na-ay, that's no way tu trate a mon,” said a burly north-countryman with an infant family living in tents.

          
“You shouldn't have bought from the syndicates. They have no Government authority. Sharks, all of them,” said Flower. But that was no help. He explained the Waitangi Treaty—that deadly Magna Carta of the Maori. “It was made in all good faith … to stop whites from exploiting ignorant savages. No one foresaw that we couldn't disentangle the land-titles without the chiefs, and now that we have destroyed their mana they can't—and won't—help us. You're in a cleft stick, my man … like everyone else.”

          
“Then guv the chiefs back their mana. They kin make laws. I 'eard tell they made a law agin lettin' drink hinter the country.”

          
“You'd like that law, wouldn't you?” Flower looked at the flushed little cockney with his hair standing up like dried stubble—all the stubble he'd have the chance to handle out here. Where was the use of talking? And there were the women hanging round the necks of their despairing men, crying: “Look 'ere, cully, you gotter do 
somethin'. We ain't left the Old Country to clem out 'ere. We come fur a 'ome an' nippers of our own.”

          


          
“In the South Island—” began Flower. But they couldn't get there except by the roundabout and expensive way of distant Sydney, and already they were penniless. A pretty mess all round.
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Since military advancement was still by purchase, Lord Calthorpe never expected to rise above a captaincy. But departing relatives sometimes show unwarranted belief that those left behind may yet shed glory on an ancient name and mention such belief in their wills. So one bequest had made Calthorpe a major, and another would rent and furnish a house when they needed it, said Darien. She was showing such unexpected shrewdness in money matters that Calthorpe didn't fear the return to the neighbourhood of Nick Flower and his I.O.U.'s.

          
“My lady holds the purse,” he would say, turning Flower over to Darien. And then there'd be no more talk of exposure or he was a Dutchman. Darien knew her mind—and Calthorpe's too, egad, thought Calthorpe, sometimes very irate with Darien for poking her nose in. But when the witch came sitting on his knee, curling his hair into ringlets and tying it up with her ribbons, he'd give her his head if she wanted it—which she didn't, her own being such a doosed sight better.

          
“Damn it, I won't have you makin' a fool of me, you huzzy,” he protested.

          
“I couldn't,” said Darien, feeling quite truthful for once. But Calthorpe was so easily managed. And Hobart and Sydney (so gay) were easily managed too. Now she was back to manage Auckland. A charming little house in Official Bay was ready for Calthorpe almost before he had finished hearing the news up at the barracks.

          
“Same old game,” they told him at the barracks, sitting moodily over their wine. Still diddling and daddling about after the Maoris, who had grown even more 
trucu-
                


                lent since Gore Browne (with a fringe of white hair in the creases of his fat neck) had replaced Wynyard. A regular procession of governors, like geese flying away for the winter, and none of 'em able to stay the course, complained O'Reilly, very bitter at missing the Crimea. And the rum nowadays would burn a hole in your waistcoat. But there was this new whisky, and the Auckland Hotel had one bar in Queen Street and another in High, so if Calthorpe would come along O'Reilly would introduce him.

          
Calthorpe went, praying that he wouldn't meet Nick Flower before Darien did. Nor did he, since Flower was already in her drawing-room, waiting for her. A bit hugger-mugger, the drawing-room, as one would expect with Darien; and as different from Mrs Lovel's clear sweet chintzes and water-colours and slim flowers in crystal vases as brilliant cushions and hangings, a huge oil-painting of Darien over the mantel, brass pots catching the sun, and endless other things catching the eye could make it.

          
What wouldn't this determined bower-bird collect for her nest, thought Flower, wondering if he too was to be collected by a radiant Darien running in with a dip and swing of the new fashionable crinoline which made women look like inverted wine-glasses. But no amount of inverting was likely to lessen Darien's heady wine, and Nick Flower and his hold over that fool Calthorpe had to be attended to without delay.

          
She had her opening greeting all ready, but it never came out. Instead, she stopped with a shock of bewilderment. He wasn't Sir John, but he looked … moved…. “You're a Lovel!” she shrieked at him. “You 
are! Don't tell me you're not. It's sticking out all over you.”

          
Flower told her nothing, looking at her with his half-closed keen eyes.

          
“Good Lord!” said Darien, plumping into a chair and fanning herself. “Let me get my breath. You've been a
              


              Lovel all the time and I never knew.” What opportunities have I wasted, she thought, diving wildly back into the past. But there must be plenty left.

          
“You have Sir John's way of moving and your hair grows back from your forehead like Jermyn's,” she said, dissecting him while under the tight saffron bodice with its lace fichu her heart was galloping. How much was this going to mean? “
Why didn't I see it before?” she lamented.

          
“No one has seen it before,” said Flower, not knowing if he were pleased or not. Denial was useless with Darien, who'd swear that water ran backward if she chose.

          
“I suppose old Sir Roderick didn't marry your mother,” she said, reflecting. “That must be it. You'd have claimed the relationship if you'd been legitimate. What a pity. You'd have made a much better baronet than Farmer John.”

          
“Or Peregrine,” said Flower, sitting down. No one could come within Darien's orbit and remain unstimulated.

          
“He's Lord High Muck-a-Muck already. He don't want another title. I vow I've never been so excited,” cried Darien, beginning to see her way now. “So we're practically related, ain't we? I wouldn't mind letting you help me out of a hole now.”

          
Flower threw back his head and laughed as he hadn't laughed in a long time. Was there anything this cheerful young pirate couldn't turn to advantage?

          
“Did you ever mind?” he asked. “What hole d'you want to be helped out of to-day?” But Darien knew better than to walk into nets herself. She was weaving them. “A lady goes to her husband when she's in a hole, sir.”

          
“To other people's husbands, Darien. Don't pretend to be stupid.”

          
“Are you a husband?” asked Darien, considering him. Not a preux chevalier, this, with ladies' tresses in his fob.
              


              Scalps of men, more likely. A foeman worthy of any man's steel, any woman's sharp needle, she felt, looking at his hard amused face.

          
“Well, Maori women are generally too courteous to be insistent on it.”

          
“Have you no shame? And all your smuggling, too.”

          
“Lots of fun in smuggling. Eh, Darien?”

          
“How should I know?” He wasn't going to carry the war into her country. “You wouldn't like the Lovels to know you're related,” she said.

          
“They wouldn't like it,” said Nick Flower with his harsh laugh.

          
“You wouldn't either. Rather horrid to have no name, I should think. I suppose you wouldn't be allowed to sign documents and things? Probably you can't prove you've ever been born.”

          
Flower was silent. In this pettifogging little town stiff with English tradition and etiquette who knew what folk would do. Turn him out of the Council, possibly. Certainly out of their houses. Then down would come baby, cradle, and all, just as he was getting a footing. The sun, edging to the West, came suddenly pouring over Darien, making a bright jewel of her in the midst of her rococo setting. A canary in a gilt cage hung in the window began to sing …and the delicate sensuality of ladies' gear had always made such a special appeal to the lusty male in Nick Flower.

          
“Oh, hell,” he said, sincerely, “why didn't you marry me, Darien? We could have run New Zealand between us.”

          
“That would have been nice.” Darien sighed. Very nice it would have been to run New Zealand with Nick Flower, to have money in her purse instead of bills. “I suppose you can't lend me fifty pounds?” she asked.

          
He sprang up with a furious curse that tingled her ears.

          
“No, damn you I won't. Make what mischief you like,
              


              you little devil, but you can't blackmail me,” he said, black as thunder.

          
“I've always known that or I would have tried it long ago,” said Darien simply.

          
He stood staring down, his frown growing slowly to a grin. She was so pink and white and young and pretty with her ridiculous spread skirts (of richer material now), her little round waist that he could span with his two hands. He had an insane desire to do it.

          
“No. I won't lend you fifty pounds,” he said doggedly.

          
“Oh, well, I didn't really expect you would,” said Darien regretfully. “For of course I could never pay you back. Men always expect to be paid back, and women never have anything to pay with.”

          
He reddened, his eyes taking a suspicious look. Was she hinting? But Darien never hinted, and what she said was quite true. Heaven pity women who have nothing but their virtue to pay their debts with.

          
“What do you want it for, Darien?” he asked, comradely, sitting down again….

          
Calthorpe came in presently, somewhat flustered over greeting Flower, and then going to sit on the arm of Darien's chair, taking her hand. For protection, thought Flower, grimly. Darien would protect Calthorpe just as she'd protect her ox and her ass and anything else that was hers.

          
Going away, Flower felt a glow of pleasure that Darien had claimed relationship; but turning Calthorpe's unredeemed notes out of an iron-bound box that evening he shook his head. Darien wouldn't consider Nick Flower hers to the extent of protecting him.
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Out at John's farm Roddy was far from happy; for the burden of the valley of vision was heavy on him, and young lambs with their tails freshly cut off were not to be
              


              borne. While shearing hoggets Roddy's mind went so often palely loitering after “La Belle Dame sans Merci” that placid John once threw the tar-pot at him, rousing a quite shocking blaze of fury. As reverent host of this unattainable creature, Roddy naturally felt her desecrated, although he couldn't say so, any more than he could explain the torment of hearing Uncle John washing in a tin basin of mornings while under a red sunrise Roddy mixed the unleavened flour-and-water bread called damper, feeling holy all over since he had so lately arisen from dreams of Thee—Thee being the sunrise, the birdsong, the bright dew on the grasses, the new-made fragrance of the bush coming round him like a river. Thee was everything and anything dim and chaste and lovely. She was Beauty and that strange troubling ecstasy which is perhaps the culminating memory of all past loveliness and which never quite fades out on the hearts of men.

          
In short Roddy, now nearing seventeen, was, like other colonial youths of that age, almost a man and ripe for love. He did not know it; though Eriti Fleete did, riding over with Hemi or Hori along tracks which no white man would face. But to a Maori a horse is merely the means to get him somewhere in a hurry, and the Fleete horses always did that.

          
To-night Jermyn, returned from far rovings, had brought out to the farm Tiffany and a guitar, and Roddy's face as he took the gleaming thing tenderly in his arms rather startled him. Gad, could anyone be so hungry for music as that? In his own hunger for a woman, music seemed to Jermyn a slight thing.

          
“Now I can sing too. That's the worst of a flute, you can't play it and sing too,” said Roddy, picking out an accompaniment on the guitar, beginning to hum, leaning against the wall. With the red firelight on his strong young body and fair skin he looked like a god, thought Tiffany who (in common with the Maoris) was having a deal of trouble with gods just now.

          


          
There were for Tiffany Norse gods and Maori gods. Indian, Chinese, and Our Father. I wonder which I'll choose in the end, she thought, feeling luxuriously free to-night, sitting on the bullock-hide before the open fire-place in the close-fitting habit which was so much more comfortable than these horrible new crinolines. She watched Roddy with adoring eyes. If only she could have him always not even papa could stop life sparkling and bubbling.

          
“‘The harp that once through Tara's halls,’” sang Roddy, his voice as fresh and sweet and innocent as a bird's.

          
From out his man's heavy knowledge Jermyn looked at them pityingly. Tiffany, with the firelight in her snooded bronze hair and her big brown warm eyes, was more than ever the nut-brown maid, stepping a little disdainfully, guarding her hot heart. She'd never be bullied as Sally was, though life and Peregrine would do their damnedest…. In an age when boys went to sea at ten and managed their own dirks and oaths at fourteen Roddy seemed quite mature. This life had lengthened and broadened him considerably, and his heart was beginning to claim him. A certain passion in the thrum of the strings, the quality of his voice suggested that.

          
Still singing, Roddy walked out into the night, as though summoned by a voice the others could not hear, and Tiffany got up and followed him, never looking at the men.

          
With a strange sense of chill Jermyn felt the room suddenly desolate. It seemed that two dreaming immortals had passed, young with the innocence of youth's bright morning, strong with the consciousness of withers yet unwrung. This land belonged to those young colonials as it could never belong to the original English settlers whose youth had been lived elsewhere, thought Jermyn, asking John how Roddy was coming on.

          
John said Roddy wasn't coming on at all. “He does
              


              what he's told, but he hardly knows a Hereford from a shorthorn.” John plunged into a long story of how Roddy, told to cut out some steers for the monthly sale, had gone to the wrong mob. “Don't seem to take any interest in animals somehow,” said John, quite unable to understand it.

          
“His mental sinews are still unset,” said Jermyn. But John didn't understand that either. He'd had to use six bullocks in a single-furrow plough to turn up that last bit of cleared land, he said, and Roddy had made no end of a fuss about tying the tails of two bullocks together when John yoked them for the breaking-in. “Quoted poetry at me and called it cruel, but what other way can you break in bullocks? I really don't know what to say to Peregrine,” lamented John, pulling at his great beard….

          
The two young things came back presently, bringing the rich dank smell of the bush with them, the strange quiet of those who have sojourned with the mysteries. Roddy got his flute now—blowing bubbles like a baby, thought John, still upset about Roddy—and Tiffany sat on the bullock-hide against his knees, feeling how she liked Uncle John's room with its cut-down casks for chairs, shelves for plates, and wooden pegs for coats and hats. Now and then they talked, throwing thick logs on the fire, watching the great black kettle boil up for tea, that would be sweetened with lumps hacked from the twenty-pound block of black sugar in a tub.

          
Aunt Darien, said Tiffany, was lovelier and funnier than ever, and officers simply haunted her musicales and stood ten deep for her hand at a dance. What that impish personality was doing to Aunt Caroline Tiffany mustn't tell, but she found herself giggling to think of it. Poor Aunt Caroline always got so very much the worst of it when she tackled Darien; but she would keep on doing it, thought Tiffany, getting rid of her secret laughter over telling how she had seamed a pair of trousers for Brian
              


              on the new hired machine and forgot to tie the threadends. “So they all came undone and he couldn't get home till dark. But he would hold on to his dignity, though he was flapping like a scarecrow,” chuckled Tiffany, rocking with delight.

          
“You shan't make my clothes when you live with me,” said Roddy, pulling her hair. “Otherwise I'll let you do just what you want, my girl.”

          
“Salaams, my lord,” retorted Tiffany, pinching him and then turning up her face for a long glowing look.

          
Young noodles, thought Jermyn, suddenly disgusted. Some day they'll learn that no human being can do what he wants if he lives a thousand years.

          
The thousand years seemed suddenly too brief a day, he thought later, lying on his narrow iron bedstead beside the unglassed window, conscious almost with fear of this secret ancient bush pressing up out of the dark. But there was one who didn't feel fear. There was Roddy out under the stars again, crooning to his guitar. “Londonderry” now, that old old music full of love and trouble, sung by youth who as yet had not known either….

          
Through these days Caroline felt her cup over-full of both. Mr Andrew Greer disappeared as suddenly as he had come, and Linda was moping like a sick cat for that Silk creature and beginning to take to religion with Sophia. So Caroline made a cast at Hew Garcia, whose father had been lucky enough to get his titles cleared by a chief long ago, and now had Hew managing a fine little property, some twenty miles away. Hew was at first attracted by plump pink Linda; but it seemed that making love to her was like trying to take fire from a glowworm, so when in town he attached himself to Darien's train. Here, he thought, swaggering in the omniscience of twenty-one, was a woman one could die for—her eyes, her hair, her friendly laughing ways.

          
Many men told Darien that; but now it seemed that before long there would be a sterner lady to die for, since
              


              Gore Browne had seen fit to lift the strict and long-established embargo against the sale of ammunition to the Maoris, who, declared the whole town in a tornado of disgust, would now go hell-for-leather after guns.

          
Even Sir Winston, asserting that where there is no vision the people perish, had not the vision to guess that in less than three years the Maoris would spend $P$55,000 on munitions of war. Nick Flower knew something about it, going here and there, selling no end of spades and axes and knives and shovels to chiefs as the great pas grew laboriously greater with trenches and palisades and underground passages, and the women brought filled baskets of kumeras and maize and onions up the cultivated slopes to fill the patakas against the time of war.

          
Nearly as naughty a besom as Darien (thought Flower), this New Zealand, cursed in turn by each English Prime Minister who found he couldn't get rid of her that way. There she was, persistently putting new and unpronounceable names on the map, dropping crimson blossoms between bluest sea and sky, grabbing endless troops, so badly needed elsewhere, to use for her own nefarious silly ends, giving up sweet vagrant scents to her great lover the sea, dreaming of those many lovers who had wooed her through centuries.

          
Indeed, New Zealand's lovers had been more than falls to the lot of many virgins since Abel Tasman first found her, since Captain Cook left the English flag and a number of pigs there in 1769. But England had not been interested then. Holland had come with its broad-beamed mercantile sailors who (being greeted by lusty warriors with greenstone axes) had not inquired further. Russian scientists had come, making friends in a gentlemanly manner and somewhat attracted by seal-pelts. Yet they too had shown no desire to put the Maori warrior in their pocket. France came, painstakingly charting headlands and christening channels, to be tomahawked and eaten in reward. The Spanish came, plumed and prudent, and
              


              swiftly sailed away. England skirmished, made sporadic entries, went home piecemeal. None was eager for closer relationship with those fierce upstanding brown tribes who came from the devil knew where and brought him with them to help wipe out the gentle earlier race dwelling there and make the much-desired land their own.

          
The Maoris won her through fight and they'll try it again, thought Flower. Some of the chiefs upheld England because they had set their mark to the Waitangi Treaty, others were for wiping the floor with her, and all of them were now wiping the floor with each other as a prelude, while the women cried “Riria, riria …fight on” in their passionate melodious voices, driving their men into frenzy, the reckless jades.
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All her married life Haini Fleete's heart had secretly cried “Riria …”; and now she went down into the Waikato to see her elder daughters, who were married to lesser chiefs of her father's tribe, and sat by his own fire with the old chief, who was still sacred to his warriors since he had never signed the Treaty and occasionally killed a few of them to show that he didn't hold with new-fangled ways.

          
Corny cared not a fig what became of his daughters, whom no respectable white man would marry. “But always always he says his sons are pakeha and must fight with the pakeha,” said Haini, crouching by the fire in a mat, looking with her beautiful haunted eyes at the tattooed old chief who was her father.

          
“And what kind of sons are they, wahine?”

          
“Some”—Haini lost count of her children now and then—“some are nothing. Rupe and Hoani work on the wharf. Hori has gone to sea on a whaling-ship. Peto has the chest-trouble. For Hemi … I do not know,” she said, feeling uneasily that she knew too well. Hemi, with
              


              his thin English face and hips and the Maori fanaticism in his dark eyes, was being torn by the warring natures in him. Torn by hate and love.

          
“I think it is time you took Hemi to make him be chief when you are dead,” Haini said slowly, feeling her words traitor to Hemi, who could not leave Tiffany Lovel although Haini had begged him often. They will not let you marry her, my son, she had told him. But Hemi had said: “I shall soon have her under my mat and then what can they do?” Wild foolish Hemi, riding with Tiffany on the hills, bringing her little offerings to the fern-gully. “Take Hemi quickly lest worse befall,” said Haini, staring into the fire.

          
Back up in Auckland Caroline had already invited the worst. Infuriated by Darien's interferings with young men who might do for Linda, she went to interfering herself with such energy that Peregrine posted straight home from an interview with her to tackle Sally, who was making up the housekeeping accounts on which he questioned her so minutely every Saturday night.

          
“Starch 3 lbs. at 1/-,” wrote Sally. “Butter 4 lbs. for 3/-…. How much did I pay for Tiffany's stockings … or was that last week?”

          
Dull things, accounts, with thoughts of what might have been so constantly troubling that once Jermyn had got into the groceries and had to be called Tartaric Acid when Mr Lovel insisted on knowing what she had scratched out so hard. Husbands (thought Sally, looking meekly up at Mr Lovel stalking in) seem so often to train wives up in the way they shouldn't go.

          
Nothing meek about Mr Lovel glaring down with those close black eyes and saying: “So it is left for other women to look after my daughter, is it, madam? What is all this about Tiffany and that low half-caste, Hemi Fleete?”

          
“I don't know,” said Sally, very startled at being called madam.

          


          
“'Pon my soul! Is there anything you do know? I look after my sons, but I expect you to look after your daughter.”

          
The children were always Mr Lovel's when good and Sally's when naughty. So Tiffy must have been naughty … and yet it seemed that she had only been boating with Hemi.

          
“But … the other boys are at school. Now that Roddy's away she must have an escort….”

          
“An escort? A Maori boy escort for my daughter? I thank you! Do you realize,” he cried, taking sharp turns through the room, “that his mother is unmarried?”

          
Whose fault is that? Sally wanted to cry. But one could not talk ethics to Mr Lovel, who had his own. She murmured: “He is her oldest friend….”

          
“Disgusting,” said Peregrine, whom Caroline had thoroughly alarmed. “Does one make friends of such cattle? Even you must know what young Maori men are like. The morals of the barnyard. Anything might have happened while you sit here mooning. Where is she?”

          
“I don't know.” Sally was completely rattled. Fleetes and Lovels—friends since they were babies…. “I … I think she went riding.”

          
“You think? You don't even know how your daughter spends her days? By God,” swore Peregrine, quite forgetting to be genteel, “it is time I took that girl in hand.”

          
“She would never do anything wrong,” cried Sally, terrified for poor Tiffy, already taken in hand so much.

          
“Kindly confine your observations to something you understand,” said Mr Lovel, hearing Tiffany unlatch the gate and march toward the veranda.

          
Sally followed him, trembling, as he went out. What insults would Mr Lovel heap on her proud sensitive woman-child? Oh, please God, she whispered, feeling that she would even tell how Brian swore like a trooper and came home drunk one night if it would take his mind off destroying Tiffany's wide-eyed innocence. But Mr
              


              Lovel was quite capable of attending to them both, with all his foibles crystallized into habits and all his ideas into laws. Jermyn had said that, adding that this was why Mr Lovel had got so far. Short sight carries one a long way, said Jermyn, who seemed to see so far now that he rarely saw Sally.

          
Tiffany's long heavy habit was bottle-green and her broad hat had a sweeping bronze feather. She came stately up between the hollyhocks like a queen, the light leaving her face as she saw Peregrine. He was actually moved to admiration of this creature which he had produced.

          
“My dear, you look very well. You are quite the young lady now, and it is time that you should behave as one.”

          
“What have I done?” asked Tiffany, her mind running over her latest sins—upsetting the milk-jug; slapping Hew when he tried to kiss her (but nobody could have helped that); making a pudding with the candle-fat (but mamma threw it away in time).

          
“Nothing but what can be remedied, I hope,” said Peregrine with heavy geniality. Egad, her skin was even better than Darien's. “No scandal yet, I fancy.” (Not with those eyes, he thought, priding himself on his perspicacity.)

          
“Scandal?”

          
“Oh, Mr Lovel! Be careful,” murmured Sally, hearing that new note in Tiffany's voice. She and Roddy … like race-horses, feeling a word like a blow. Peregrine heard the note too, and stiffened to it.

          
“Yes, miss, I said scandal. It is scandalous for you to be seen in the company of those low-class Fleetes….”

          
“But we have known them always,” cried Tiffany, amazed. “On the Beach….”

          
“This is not the Beach. You never meet Maoris in the houses of our Auckland friends. Surely you understand that they are quite beyond the pale.”

          


          
“I meet them at Bishop Selwyn's.”

          
“He is a clergyman,” said Peregrine, dismissing the Bishop.

          
“Do you mean,” said Tiffany, now so hot inside that she felt like ice outside, “that though Maoris are our equals in God's sight they're not our equals in the sight of Englishmen? I've been told that before.”

          
“Don't you dare speak to me like that,” cried Peregrine, losing his dignity and dropping his eyeglass. “Oh, Tiffy dear!” murmured Sally, between terror and joy at seeing Mr Lovel bearded at last by one of his own family.

          
“Do you mean that?” demanded Tiffany, feeling as dangerous as she looked.

          
“It is not for you to ask what I choose to mean.” Peregrine could scarcely believe his ears. “Of all the insufferable—whom have you been riding with just now?”

          
“Hemi Fleete.”

          
“By God! And you have the impudence to own it! What did he say to you?”

          
“Oh, Mr Lovel!” piped up Sally, beginning to cry.

          
“What did he say to you, Tiffany?”

          
Hemi, as usual, had talked of love, though not so stupidly as Hew did. But how could one say so to papa glaring with those sharp narrow eyes which never saw the right things? Tiffany felt suddenly very young and frightened of papa, stammering:

          
“Oh … just things. One don't notice what boys say.”

          
“Don't you indeed, miss?” said Peregrine, scenting evasion. But before the frank clear hostility of her eyes he positively couldn't say what he had a mind to. After all, she was merely a child and he was a gentleman. He became pompous. “Then, as you do not notice what young men say, it will be no hardship to leave them out of your amusements in future, unless accompanied by a suitable chaperon. You understand? No more running all over
              


              the place in this loose manner. And no more communications whatsoever with Mr Corny Fleete's family … who are no better than niggers.”

          
“Am I to cut Mr Fleete too, as he is responsible for them?”

          
Peregrine's mouth fell open in sheer amaze. He forgets that she is a Lovel too, thought Sally, the tears of terror running down her cheeks.

          
“Of all the …” gasped Peregrine. He made a movement towards the riding-whip she held and thought better of it, conscious with dazed certainty that she might use it first. “Go to your room,” he thundered. “And be thankful that I do not give you a good thrashing for your insolence…. Wait. Have you understood my orders?”

          
“Yes, papa,” said Tiffany, and uncomfortably he saw a gleam of amusement now, as though she had read his thoughts. “I am not to ride alone with gentlemen, or there may be scandal. I am not to associate with Maoris except in God's society, for they are not fit for anyone else's. I understand.”

          
She sailed into the house with her long habit sweeping, and if Sally had been less frightened she would have laughed at Mr Lovel's face. Had anyone else in all his life made him look like that? She didn't believe it. He recovered with an effort, but his feelings had pinched his nose quite white.

          
“Bread and water. And no emergence until I give permission,” he pronounced, thinking that Tiffany would probably stay there for the rest of her life. Not trusting himself to say more, he went off over the hill to the shipyard, where he so handled the Maoris that they all remembered that there was a tangi somewhere and it was their duty to be present.

          
“We will come back taihoa … when the food is finished,” they promised, dropping their tools among the piles of yellow sawdust and boards and getting into their canoes and paddling away with glad shoutings over the
              


              shining water. Probably he wouldn't see them again for a week. Was ever a gentleman who always tried to do his best so cruelly hampered on every side?

          
Sally went up and tapped nervously on Tiffany's door. She knew that the proper method for mothers was to bounce in suddenly on daughters in the expectation of finding them doing something they shouldn't. But because Aunt Matilda had so bounced, Sally simply couldn't, remembering how that rough handling of her dreamings had destroyed their bloom. She would respect Tiffany's girlish reticences, keep her hands off Tiffany's dreams … though every mamma of the period would have felt outraged at this plain neglect of duty. Daughters (said ladies, apparently remembering their own youth) must never be trusted.

          
Yet Tiffany must learn her doom, and what would happen if she climbed out of a window, thought Sally, fearing that Tiffy, for all her stately ways, was really one of the wild Lovels—Lovel wildness, however commendable in gentlemen, as showing a proper spirit, being beyond contemplation in females.

          
But Tiffy, with her white petticoats and immature arms and neck and those bright eyes, half-rueful, half-triumphant, peering through her curly mop, was so irresistible that Sally's lips began to twitch. And then she was undone, for they were both giggling together before Sally could snatch at the flying skirts of her duty and shake her head.

          
“No, Tiffy. You were shocking rude to poor papa.” (Never never have I thought of him as poor before, Sally thought, staggering under the surprise.)

          
“I know,” said Tiffany, dropping down at Sally's knees as she sat on the narrow iron stretcher, looking up with that rather short vivid face which, said Jermyn, was the Roman patrician type. But the soft curve of the red lips, the rare sweet abasements were purely Tiffany. “I'm
              


              sorry you had to witness it, mamma dear. And I think I really shall become Mohammedan now. Papa's religion does make me feel so wicked.”

          
“Oh, Tiffy. I wish Major Henry—”

          
“He couldn't stop me. I had to try them all when I got the books; and the Mohammedan notion of a lot of wives is very sensible. They could combine against the husband. Will you please explain to Haini Fleete, mamma?”

          
“I'll try.” (Both understood that papa's explanations would need explaining.) “I'm so sorry, Tiffy.”

          
“Perhaps it's better,” said Tiffany with youth's cruelty towards an unwanted lover. “Hemi is always asking me to come under his mat.”

          
“Tiffy! Oh …” Sally felt the world roaring and going black. Oh, please God, she thought, crying on her one mercy.

          
“Of course I wouldn't,” said Tiffany, her frank innocence quite undisturbed. “That's a binding marriage and it wouldn't be right. Besides, I don't think Maoris dainty enough, and I hate the smell of the hair-oil they make from berries.”

          
Sally had pandered to Tiffany's daintiness by putting a petticoat of white-spotted muslin round the bare legs of the dressing-table and bed; and Tiffany always kept everything she touched as fresh and clean as a bird kept its feathers, nightly lugging a tin bath and can of cold water up to her room at a time when daily baths were considered slightly indecent. It was possibly only that daintiness which had saved her…. Sally, so taken in the wind, could only sob, bewailing her own selfishness. Tiffany was puzzled.

          
“Really it would be a great honour, mamma, though white people don't understand. Haini's family is much grander than ours, and no Maori may speak his grandfather's name, and Hemi has as many Begats as the Bible. The tohungas made him learn them, and sometimes he says them to me for hours. Hemi is a very … a very
              


              heredic person indeed,” explained Tiffany, struggling with the word. “Of course his father isn't anything much,” she added, rather spiteful about drunken Corny, who could go into gentlemen's houses.

          
“But, Tiffy … they … they were cannibals.”

          
“Who wouldn't be in a country with no animals, and being such big fellows, and fighting all the time? Papa would be. He's very fond of meat.”

          
Truly, it seemed, these youthful cubs of the old British lion had not the respect for their elders which a community still endeavouring to be more English than the English might hope for. But obedience to parents was too solid a wall for daughters to tilt at; so Tiffany humbled herself to Peregrine, and in time she was forgiven and rode on the golden bracken of the hills again, with suitable chaperons.

          
Jermyn and Brian were chaperons on the day when she next saw Hemi in a manuka-track, and Jermyn pulled up to ask why Taranaki had made a Land League when it already had the Treaty. The boy might throw some light on Maori doings because he had powerful connections everywhere, though he didn't look it now, having definitely jettisoned his young dandy ways and returned to bare feet and dirty shirts.

          
Hemi was unhelpful, scuffing his toes in the red dust, slouching his shoulders. The Treaty, he said, was taipo … the devil. It was a catch to trip the Maori. “Taipo, like all you pakeha do,” said Hemi, very guttural and slashing at his setter with a manuka-switch until it limped off, yelping.

          
The men rode on, but Tiffany, defying papa's orders, held back angrily. Hemi was being very cruel and disgracefully dirty.

          
“You needn't hurt animals because you've been hurt yourself,” she cried.

          
Hemi stepped to her side. “What is a Maori heart to do, Tihane? For it burns. It burns,” he said, looking
              


              with dark hungry eyes that burned too.

          
But Tiffany was too young for pity and very disgusted with Hemi.

          
“That's no excuse for looking like a drunken pakeha. Go to your grandfather and learn to be a warrior, can't you!” she cried, galloping on after Jermyn and Brian. A man who had the liberty to do great things and wouldn't….

          
Riding home through an amber sunset full of bird-song, they passed a new-made grave in the tussock where a Maori girl sat with blanket over her head. Her low mourning blew with the wind through the tussock-spines:

          
“My companion is dead. He is gone. Never will he return to me….”

          
And then Tiffany bent her head over the saddle-bow and talked no more.
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Lady
Calthorpe's entertainments lacked formality … which was so pleasant that gentlefolk brought up on good old-fashioned principles secretly felt they must be rather wicked and took care never to miss one of them.

          
Since to-night's dinner celebrated Darien's own birthday (a sufficiently immodest notion) Caroline was shocked to find that Darien had provided paper-caps for the gentlemen to wear during dessert as an offset to the ladies; and by the time the caps were on there was so much good food and drink below them that young Mr Courtney began playing a tune on wine-glasses that no one could guess, and Darien was asking everybody riddles, and Lord Calthorpe grinning all the time out of his mob-cap with blue paper strings.

          
How the Calthorpes did it on nothing but debt Caroline couldn't imagine. Anyone less moral than herself would suspect Darien of a lover who paid the bills. I wonder who he is, she thought, staring at all the laughing gentlemen. A saddle of mutton too. So vulgar. And crimson roses scattered all over the damask among the meats and jellies. Though probably there to hide holes they looked improper, thought Caroline, feeling that Linda should not be here. Yet, since Mr Andrew Greer had suddenly appeared again to sit next her, of course she had to be. Such a royal fish for Linda's little hook.

          
“Here's to our fair queen of the night,” cried Sir Winston, raising his glass to Darien. “Egad, Lady Calthorpe, your head should be on one of those new postage-stamps instead of Victoria's.”

          


          
“How would you have me? Like this? Or this?” asked Darien, quite ready to offer enraptured eyes dazzling views of white shoulders rising from green foam, of gay little profile and auburn curls where the matron's cap had shrunk to a jaunty scrap of gold lace and couldn't behave itself even then. Mr Greer, who, though beside Linda, was dumb to the point of imbecility, suddenly grabbed a rosebud and put it in his buttonhole, looking at Darien.

          
Caroline was so frantic that she forgot to see if the rosebud had covered a hole. Once that immodest creature got him there was no hope for Linda.

          
“I always think,” she cried, rushing into battle, “that we should speak reverently of the dear Queen who has contrived by the postage-stamps to link us so closely to her and all the world.”

          
“Not to the Crimea,” said O'Reilly, who had missed his chance there.

          
“La, sir! Don't mention the Crimea. It makes me ill to think of that abandoned female of a Miss Nightingale going out to nurse the soldiers.”

          
“Much more original than if she'd gone with the intention of marrying them,” retorted Darien, looking wickedly at gentlemen so well aware of Caroline's intentions for Belinda, while Sir Winston, seeing his chance, remarked:

          
“‘Who can find a virtuous woman? For her price is far above rubies.’ “

          
“I wish it was. I'd put myself up to auction,” cried Darien … which was so shocking that Caroline would have led Linda from the table if there had been any hope of Mr Andrew Greer following.

          
Jermyn looked at Sally. Did the knowledge that one's price was far above rubies console a woman for a lonely life? Sally had not turned into a plump comfortable matron. She had grown more slender and remote, as though secretly dreaming of that crown of life which she
            


            had refused. For what? To be a figurehead to Peregrine's lordly ship. That's all she was, this quiet Sally, who could have been so bounteous with love and laughter.

          
Now Mr Greer was gloomily admitting to Peregrine that Christchurch had certainly been very sick with typhoid among its flax-swamps, but the situation was entirely changed since they had found artesian water.

          
“In fact, now all is well, said Sir Winston, ogling Darien, who threw a biscuit at him, declaring that the monster cracked puns as easily as other folk cracked walnuts. Caroline (concerned for Linda's future) was anxious to know what typhoid did to you, but Mr Pinshon was loudly hoping that we would not soon all have our heads cracked by Maoris.

          
“No sense blaming them,” declared Major Henry, who rarely did anything else. “England has made them the world's richest landowners, and now they are not the honest men they were. We gave 'em too many varieties of laws and religions, so now they've got indigestion and thrown up the lot.”

          
The Major was getting shocking coarse, thought Caroline, asserting that England certainly should have had more sense at her age. “I fear the Waitangi Treaty was a mistake,” said she to gentlemen who felt they had known that seventeen years ago.

          
“It's sending her old laws and customs into a new land where everything is so different—” began Hew Garcia, blushing at his boldness.

          
“We have to send you our troops and money at any rate, young sir,” said a portly colonel, anxious to get his men away from Maori marriages.

          
“Legislation,” remarked Jermyn, “is merely a sop to the sycophant and a bribe to the toad-eater.”

          
“We do our best to remain without it,” said Mr Pinshon, very dry, since responsible government, assembling in 1856 for the first time, had managed to dissolve itself three times in a fortnight. Yet it had done very
            


            well later, and if Gore Browne wasn't always sitting on the fence….

          
“‘Let the great world spin for ever down the ringing grooves of change’—Mr Tennyson,” cried Sir Winston.

          
“All this country's changes seem to be for the worse, sir,” said the colonel, sourly, while Darien went to collecting eyes in a hurry. Gentlemen talking politics were even more unprofitable than the politics themselves.

          
“Well, we can't all enjoy life, but apparently we can prevent others from enjoying it. Come, ladies, we'll enjoy ourselves without them.” Saucily she turned in the door, menacing gentlemen with her great green feather fan, her dancing eyes. “Monsters! I detest you all,” cried Darien, including them all in a smile which each man took for himself.

          
How lightly Darien treated such superior beings, thought Sally, overawed. Of course she had begun early. Her prentice hand she tried on man … and now she tried it on the women; setting Martha Pinshon and Linda to duets so that ladies could talk scandal more comfortably; praising Leta Baizey's new Jenny Lind cap (“That adorable pink! I fell in love with you all over again, darling”); praising Caroline for her clever notion of sending her Sunday dinner to the bakery so that all her family could attend church.

          
“Now everyone is doing it. I see quantities of little boys running home with smoking dishes done up in napkins after church. So good for our souls. I suppose bakers haven't any?” inquired Darien, very innocent.

          
“Ask the Bishop,” retorted Caroline, annexing Andrew Greer as he came in.

          
Andrew was willing, having just discovered that this powerful female with a sort of bird's-nest of coloured fluff and feathers on her oily ringlets was wife to Sir John Lovel, whose prize Hereford bull he had come all the way from Canterbury to buy. So far Sir John had refused to sell but this woman looked a good ally, thought Andrew,
            


            never leaving her side even when Darien got everyone romping through blindman's-buff.

          
Darien, leaning breathless against a wall, heard the old fogies talking in corners. Discovery of gold in Nelson … coal in the Waikato … the Wellington Chamber of Commerce … oh, the dullness of the old fogies…. And Jermyn not married yet. Even with the marks of wear on him he was still the handsomest man in the room. Though all men are fools one don't like them to escape, thought Darien, beckoning Jermyn to her.

          
“Look at Caroline calling Belinda to sit with her and the Greer man,” she said. “She means to make a marriage, and I think she's right. Linda has been on offer too long.”

          
“When Lady Lovel is right it is merely through a misunderstanding on her part,” said Jermyn.

          
“Oh—hasn't he any money?”

          
“I believe not. Manager for a syndicate or something.”

          
“Delightful!” cried Darien, clapping her hands. “Don't tell her, Jermyn. I'll make that marriage.”

          
He glanced at her with his shadowed eyes. How came this reckless creature to be own sister to Sally?

          
“Would that be kind?”

          
“Unquestionably. Life with Caroline is just a series of police-regulations. Linda would be happier with a husband … any husband.”

          
“Does any husband content a woman?” he demanded.

          
“If she has common sense. We're very accommodating, you know. Have to be. See how well Sally is getting along at her virtuous promenade with Peregrine,” cried Darien gaily. “I vow I never expected her to be so content with that mean black rig.”

          
“So she's content, is she?” said Jermyn, going away to find Martha Pinshon … who would surely be able to exorcise Sally's unwilling ghost now.

          
Darien watched his still slender graceful figure threading among shining shoulders, glossy ringlets, 
sun-
              


              browned faces of the younger sturdier men. She sighed. Because she could never attract Jermyn he was still desirable, even if her desire was only to break his heart. But his heart must be pretty tough by now. She went to sit by Sally for a minute.

          
“You should always wear that shade of grey, Sally. It makes you look like a dear little dove…. I'll be having Tiffany at my parties soon, I suppose. Who is she to marry?”

          
“Oh … We haven't thought of that yet,” said Sally, turning her eyes from Jermyn bending over Martha Pinshon.

          
“I'll be bound Peregrine has. He won't let her hang fire as Iinda is doing … and with Sophy and Maria prancing to be in the market, though who the dickens Caroline expects to marry them to…. Tiffy won't attract men as I do, but she'll probably ravish a few with that stand-offish manner of hers,” said Darien, feeling that Sally had grown rather stand-offish too. And she was never gay Sal-volatile any more. What had happened to that lover she once certainly had? Gone off after easier game, since Sally would be far too moral to keep him? Or sent to the Crimea and died there, perhaps?

          
Thank heaven I don't care who dies so long as I don't, thought Darien, running off to the welcoming crowd again. All this adulation was vastly delightful, but it wasn't near enough. I've got to grow old and lose this, thought Darien shrewdly. I must be remembered for something better than this. What a shame women cannot be in the Parliament.

        

        

          
II

          

The peacocks walking on the green velvet lawns of Lovel Hall had all moulted; and now, spreading their forlorn tails to a glowing golden sunset, they looked so like abandoned women that Sally couldn't bear to see them, she had
              


              been feeling so abandoned herself since Jermyn took Martha Pinshon home last night.

          
Where were they all gone, those visions which had once upheld her life? That vague beautiful hovering vision which had carried her through the hard early days of slavery; of bearing and suckling her children; when she had seen young men going with bright eyes and the strong tread of an army out over the waste places of the world, seen young mothers singing as they rocked the cradles. Young men, young mothers … all mine, she had felt sometimes, seeing herself divided a thousandfold and yet all one. Like God, she had thought, reverent for the glory of motherhood….

          
Mr Lovel had taken that away, making of her children what he chose, thought Sally, putting branches of crab-apple blossom into tall blue vases and wondering that their beauty should so hurt her. Then there had been the shining vision of Eternity with Jermyn. Was that miracle gone too? Oh, please God, prayed Sally, I don't think I can bear that….

          
Yet since God worked miracles he might even now be working one on Mr Lovel. Feeling quite unable to stand without the knowledge that God was helping her somehow, Sally took her embroidery and the little basket of bright silks, and went to sit in the back room with Mr Lovel. Very dull and impressive, the back room, furnished by Mr Lovel with an eye to future generations, and filled with heavy leather chairs and massive tables. Very dull and impressive, Mr Lovel, sitting among his papers with light from the solid cut-glass chandelier making a little pale ring round his long nose and neat black side-whiskers. Such an excellent and successful gentleman, Mr Lovel. Such a self-contained soul, rotating continually on its own axis.

          
The miracle didn't seem to have happened, but it might have. Oh, Mr Lovel, her heart pleaded, won't you help me? I have been a good wife to you, but it
              


              hasn't been easy. It has been very hard, Mr Lovel, and I'm so tired. Couldn't we talk together a little and try to understand … ?

          
“Mr Lovel,” she ventured, breaking a long silence with her soft little voice. Peregrine ran his finger down a row of figures, recorded the result, looked round with eyes that did not immediately focus. Canterbury land, young Greer had said, was magnificent sheep-country. Fortunes in it; but since the Government was now putting all pre-empted land up for sale it was necessary to buy it in.

          
Some men, Greer had said, were already buying and fencing large sections all over the Plains, hoping to squeeze the rightful owners out, and the only way to circumvent them was to pay in a lump sum the extra demanded by Government. “Don't let an acre of your pre-empted land go, sir,” urged Andrew, saying that Peregrine would be a millionaire yet.

          
After anxious hours of figuring, Peregrine had discovered that he could just do it, letting the land for grazing until Roddy went down next year. He must go out and ask John about Roddy; advance money for John to get merino rams from Tasmania, since Greer said half-bred merinos were best, and Roddy must learn about them first.

          
“I beg your pardon, my dear,” he said mechanically. Then his eyes focused on the fair wistful face leaning out of the shadows, and he blinked once or twice. Nick Flower, in that unpleasant interview for which Peregrine had never forgiven Caroline, had said that Sally was above reproach … though of course he had always known it without that impertinent comment. She was more. This charming creature of shining hair and gentle eyes, this modest delicacy of soft flesh and muslins and laces was his, even to her wedding-ring. A quite worth while investment for a Lovel who had always taken royal chances … who would take more….

          


          
Somewhat giddy over thinking of being a millionaire he drew Sally on to his knee with a kindly word of approval, jigged her up and down, rumbling in his deep bass:

          

            
Lavender's blue, diddle-diddle. Lavender's green.


            
When I am King, diddle-diddle, you shall be Queen.
          

          
“Now what does a handsome little wife say to that? Yet it may be—or something like it,” he added, hedging a bit, since it was never safe to let females get above themselves. “What, my love—crying?”

          
“Everything's so f-funny,” gasped Sally. Oh, this silly Sally, who had expected God to go on working miracles.

          
Peregrine set her back on her chair with a bump. Jove may occasionally nod, but it is not for Venus to mock him. He was deeply hurt.

          
“I do not find everything funny. People who think rarely do. Now … unless you have something special to say—? I am particularly busy.”

          
But Sally had nothing to say except apologies for interrupting him, and he forgot her before she was out of the room. Females were very well for interludes, but they must not impinge on a man's work. If we can get the Government contract for the new wool-ship that would give me…. Always happiness in figures, so long as they were not human.

          
Despite routs, picnics, and dances Andrew Greer found the figure of John's Hereford bull by far the most desirable—and elusive. Sir John, a stubborn fellow, refused to sell, though anyone could see how hard-up he was. And that snowgrass hill-country edging the syndicate's great Canterbury station was made for cattle—which could feed as far back as they chose since there were no surveys on the ranges. Andrew could see great lusty mobs there; value beyond dreams that would soon win him a share in the station. And not anywhere had he seen a bull to equal Sir John's Hereford.

          
So he hung on; meeting Belinda everywhere and taking
              


              it for accident instead of Darien and Caroline; betting here and there at dog-fights, cock-fights, loo, and baccarat; and paying a somewhat reluctant call on Lady Lovel after a card-evening, all in happy ignorance that his bachelor bolt was shot.

          
“Ah, sir,” said Caroline archly, “I know who you're looking for, but she's not behind the piano. You naughty men are vastly subtle, but you can't deceive me.”

          
So sure she was that after a few surprised minutes Andrew became aware of his own vast subtlety in winning a heart without knowing it and began to be very distressed and apologetic. But Lady Lovel talked fast, wiping her eyes as she spoke of her adored little Linda's unhappiness.

          
“The trouble I had to get it out of her you wouldn't believe. But a mother's heart, you know…. How could I rest? Linda, I said, I insist on your telling me who you are dying for. You can imagine my amaze when she sobbed out your name.”

          
“Mine?” faltered Andrew.

          
Well, you young things will be at the marrying,” said Caroline, producing a second handkerchief from her voluminous pocket. “Though what I'll do without her I can't think, and I could never have brought myself to mention it if I hadn't seen the way you looked about the room just now. Where is she? you were thinking. Ah, you can't deceive me.”

          
“N-no, madam,” said Andrew weakly.

          
“I knew it,” cried Caroline. She advanced, enveloped him with six flounces of sage-green grenadine, kissed his cheek. “My dear Andrew! I simply must call you that. I never thought I could give my little darling rosebud to anyone, but since she worships you and I know you to be so steady….”

          
Andrew (whose head was certainly steady) was beginning to think. Sir John couldn't refuse him the bull now. He might get a young steer as well. A man must marry
              


              some day and the Lovel connection was more than he could have expected. He felt honoured, and so far as his staggered mind would allow he said so.

          
“Not a word,” cried Caroline, patting his arm. “A mother must make her sacrifices when Prince Charming comes by. Now, I know you're dying to see her—”

          
“Shouldn't Sir John….?” Between abasement at being called Prince Charming and hopes that if Sir John wouldn't sell the bull he could get out of marrying somehow, Andrew was in a panic. A wife! Good Lord, what would he do with a wife down in that rough bachelor establishment, with every man who rode by dropping in to spend a night or a week and smoking and drinking all day long?

          
“Sir John thinks as I do,” Caroline said. “Indeed, if he had not spoken so highly of you I doubt if—ah, there's my darling (or must I call her your darling now?) in the garden. Wait. I will bring her to you.”

          
She hurried out, finger archly at her lip, and Andrew sat down and faced it. If Sir John liked him he'd certainly get the bull, and if it had to be accompanied by a wife—well, some men get only the wife. There are always compensations, thought Andrew, who was a natural philosopher.

          
There were carnations and fat white magnolia-buds in the garden, and Linda (who really was slimmer and paler than she had been) cutting roses into a basket. Caroline advanced with determination. There must be no scenes, and Linda was quite capable of making them, she thought, putting a tender arm round the plump waist, speaking gentle words. But Linda was not inclined to be gentle, and Caroline's hand over her mouth barely stopped a shriek.

          
“Hush, my love. It's a chance in a thousand, as I am always telling you. You trust me, Linda?”

          
“I don't know,” gasped Linda, knowing very well that she didn't.

          


          
“Silly puss! Of course you do. Such an estimable young man. So devoted—”

          
“Only to b-bulls,” quavered Linda, quite unable to visualize Mr Greer's devotion.

          
“Now, stop this nonsense,” said Caroline, putting her foot down. “I've told you a dozen times you're to marry him, and you ought to be down on your knees with thankfulness for the chance. Think of your poor sisters who can't come out till you're engaged, and don't be so wickedly selfish. Stop that snivelling. You know your nose swells when you cry. Now … a white rose in your hair and think of all he can give you. Jewels … fine clothes … trips to Sydney,” panted Caroline, dragging Linda along. “Here's my foolish girl, Andrew. So shy … so overcome with happiness.”

          
With the white rose in her hair and such mind as she had dazed into submission, Linda suffered Andrew to take her hand, while Caroline heartily pronounced a blessing over the bewildered pair, who, even when they parted, hardly knew what had happened to them. When they read the papers next day they knew, for Caroline had no intention of being beaten at the post. “An early marriage has been arranged….”

          
Arranged, thought Andrew, accepting congratulations rather dryly, was the right word.

        

        

          
III

          

Roddy (said Jermyn) loved an old song's lady, or a phantom, or his own dreaming face mirrored in little clear pools. He cradled infinity in his palms, unaware that he must lose it. He drove John to unnatural curses over his dislike of killing a sheep, and would stop the long heavy line of ploughing bullocks to watch the big bronze wood-pigeons wheel against the sun, or to listen to the blue-feathered scarlet-legged pukeka calling in a warm flax-swamp so resembling the mere where Bedivere threw
              


              Excalibur that Roddy's arm ached to draw Arthur's sword for all that was good and pure. And then Uncle John, sowing seed out of a creel behind him, would roar like an angry lion.

          
Roddy, companioning with Helen of Kirconnel Lea, Kilmeny (who had seen with the fairies what she couldn't declare, though Roddy was always trying to declare it on his flute), Marmion's injured Constance and other delectable ladies—Roddy was unconscious of the exact period when, as was natural in the bush of which she was an emanation, these dear dead women began taking the form and colour of Eriti Fleete.

          
Golden-tawny like honey of Hymettus, Eriti; like the young curling bracken-fronds—soft sisters of her little fingers and toes, dusky-lipped as the crimson rata-flower, straight and supple as lance-wood saplings in the wind—Roddy found comparisons for everything except her voice. Bellbirds at dawn, tuis in rapturous chorus were not to be compared with Eriti singing old Maori waiatas of love and sorrow while he lay steeped in that vision which is beyond sight, beyond sound, which shows itself but once to youth's innocent chastity and flies for ever from the groping hands of passionate man.

          
Eriti, riding long rough miles through bogging swamps and tangling bush until her poor little body was numb with weariness and only the bursting longing of her heart held her up, had always known Roddy for a god—which was why she had been a modest girl and not given him long ago the ropa, the hand-squeeze of invitation. One does not take liberties with gods but meekly awaits their pleasure, felt Eriti, as Roddy lifted her off the horse's bare backbone at the door, he looking so clean, so white and golden that she hastily tried to comb her hair with her fingers, to straighten her cotton frock, before following him in with the mail of papers and letters which were always her excuse for coming.

          


          
Then Roddy made damper, and Sir John poured milkless tea into pannikins—between them they had broken all the china. So youth supped on nectar and ambrosia, and afterwards there was music out under the tree-ferns like fairy tents, the cabbage-trees like Maori warriors in their rustling mats, the stars … old enchantments closing in with the old magic through the great bush-silence, the sharp sweetness unlocked from earth and leaves….

          
John, dozing over the 
Times of four months back, with his great boots to the embers, found himself still resentful of Linda's man who had taken his Hereford bull and gone off at once with it in a brig sailing for Wellington. From there he would pick up something else to take him down the coast to Canterbury, but his bride would have to travel by way of Sydney in a boat with cabins, said Andrew, sailing away.

          
“He won't come back; it was only the bull he wanted,” John told Caroline who, wishing for no inquiries into that matter, crushed him with: “Pray remember that I have still four daughters to marry off and don't hinder with your nasty insinuations, though I have long since given up expecting help.”

          
Yet she was sufficiently anxious to make Linda write almost daily to Andrew, telling about her trousseau and the presents already coming in and promising to be ready as soon as he could come for her. Though what with these newfangled postage-stamps and letters having to go round by Sydney, twelve hundred miles away, who could tell if he would ever get them, thought Caroline, pestering John each time he came to town for more money for Linda.

          
Why in the name of common sense do men want to marry? thought John, conscious that he had never lived so peacefully before. He cast his mind back to his wooing of the black-eyed burgeoning Caroline and sighed.

          
Ah, well, I suppose we just can't help it when the time comes, he thought, picking up the 
Times again.

        

        
        



          
IV

          

It seems, on examination into colonial history, that when an English statesman was made head of the Colonial Department he inquired reluctantly into a condition which proved quite as repulsive as he had feared. Convicts and cannibals. With such unsavoury baubles did the English choose to toy at the ends of the earth; but such, said the Colonial Office firmly, are not on our visiting list. It realized the delicacy of its position. To annoy the solemn conclaves at Westminster with such squibs and crackers as constantly arrived from the Antipodes was not to be thought of, and yet there must be some correspondence to place before committees. Regrettably the Antipodean end of the correspondence was so consistently abusive that the Colonial Office was simply goaded into replies. And if New Zealand called these replies so many monkey-wrenches thrown into the machinery what was to be done with such ungrateful people (who couldn't possibly have a machinery anyway) but persuade Westminster to give them responsible government and let them try to manage themselves.

          
So New Zealand thanked God publicly and became very lively in her responsible government. Our sins be on our own heads now, they said. So they were, and in the papers too, where every gentleman was encouraged to vilify his neighbour in print and be very bold anonymously. Sir Winston could always be detected, and Peregrine; but Pro Bono Publico remained a puzzle, and it was more than hinted that Lady Calthorpe was Paterfamilias.

          
Meanwhile the Maoris became exceedingly interested in learning the real character of their tenants—who, the Maoris thought, must have been 
all hatched from birds'-eggs—and Hemi's grandfather (who was of such royal vintage that his real name must not be mentioned and so he was called Te Patiti, meaning The Hatchet) was pleased when Hemi came down to the Waikato, because
              


              Hemi had the English and could read him all that the papers said.

          
Tiffany's cruel scorn had goaded Hemi into coming, but the very look and smell of the pa as he came in turned his stomach, just as all these dark crowding faces turned his heart back to the fair English face he could not claim as his own. Great reed-latticed gates to the pa, guarded by enormous and supremely hideous wooden figures with their tongues out. Split fish drying everywhere in the sun, green bundles of flax, scattered refuse where the dogs nosed, rancid odours of whale-oil, mutton-bird-oil, berry-oil, smells of pungent fern-root being scraped for food, musty smell of heaps of feathers for mats which the old hags were making … all blown and drifted together on the woody smoke from cooking-fires that never went out.

          
Oh, Tihane! thought Hemi, being greeted by drums and the long wooden trumpets as became the grandson of a mighty chief, why did you send me to this?

          
Te Patiti looked him over, thinking him unpleasantly pale and narrow in the beam. Hemi would never be able to carry his share of a war-canoe over the portages. But he was of the blood and could perhaps explain why these amazing English had degraded their Governor (chief of all head-chiefs) making it necessary for him to consult with lesser chiefs before saying Yea or Nay. Patiti had not signed the Treaty. He had never been to Auckland, and he was inordinately proud of his fortifications, which the cannon Hemi had seen on English warships would blow sky-high in no time.

          
So Hemi sat on a carved stool in the full ceremonial of the meeting-house to read from the newspapers which Patiti had been collecting for years; and on the dais beside Patiti were grouped his brown sons and grandsons, and round the intricately woven and coloured raupo walls squatted rows of silent warriors. The first paper dated back to 1856.

          


          
“Our first ministry of responsible government, as distinct from a former lamentable effort when ministers were appointed by the Crown, has fully beaten cock-fighting,” read Hemi in slow colloquial Maori. “Magnificently it took the field under Mr Sewell, and after defeating itself within a fortnight did it not with equal magnificence take another field under the banner of Mr Fox? When, a few days later, a vote of want-of-confidence obliterated Mr Fox, was it discouraged? No, gentlemen. The word is not known to our brave pioneers who (whatever may chance) retain their gallant determination to say and do exactly as they choose. Now, with the assistance of Mr Stafford, it is thundering off down a third field, where, we have no doubt, it will continue to make history….”

          
Patiti scowled. Young warriors were grinning and nudging each other. This was not well. “Read more,” he ordered.

          
Hemi took a later paper, which lightly alluded to the Governor as a bric-a-brac fellow, which Hemi had to translate as egg-shell, thereby confirming Patiti's suspicions about birds'-eggs. “Governor Gore Browne,” read Hemi, “has seen fit to annul the embargo against selling ammunition to the Maoris, who are now buying in enormous quantities, undoubtedly with a view to future use upon ourselves….”

          
“Since they have discovered that,” said Patiti, “why do they make it so easy for us to get it?”

          
Hemi didn't know. No one, he explained, knew a pakeha's reasons, but it was believed that they never had any. Patiti's scowl deepened. That was nonsense. Every man had reasons, and with the logic and cunning of the Maori he soon discovered this one. The ammunition must be bad, and the pakeha were taking Maori maize and kumeras and poakas for what was worth nothing. This was an ugly jest which Maori pride would like washed out with blood. Patiti glared down the length of the whare-rununga on his warriors … strong men bred of a
              


              race to whom fight is the only just breath in the nostrils, and he felt the old desire, the old ambition rise in him.

          
“Oh, my children,” he said, “it is not well. I shall go down into Taranaki and consult with those chiefs in their great new meeting-house. And I shall take this my son Hemi to read them what the pakeha are doing. For truly it is not well. This is all I have to say….”

          
Pioneers were finding plenty to say. They had got over the excitement of Canterbury sending its first wool-ship direct to London, and since others were following they could now thumb their noses at Australia's control of New Zealand commerce. They had weathered the wonder of reaping-machines pushed by horses to cut such grain as was not scattered in the process, and ceased to complain of the stench of Auckland's foreshore where reclamation was still going on intermittently, though gentlemen still spat when they had to go there and ladies did what they could.

          
And now they were breaking chairs at the Mechanic's Institute over this scandalous king-movement down in the Waikato, with Major Henry declaring that Chief Tamihana ought to be shot, and Sir Winston amending: “And that goat Gore Browne too.” Perhaps Nick Flower, going here and there among the Maoris, was almost the only white man who didn't blame Tamihana … who seemed to have put a fox in the hen-roost, all the same.

          
It was not (explained Tamihana to Nick Flower, spending a night at his pa) merely that tapu was being defied now by the young warriors; nor that they were everywhere setting up water-wheels to grind the flour they sold the pakeha in order to buy so many guns that little tribal wars couldn't satisfy them. Nor was it only that every Maori now despised the white Governor-Chief who had to ask permission of others before he did anything, nor that the military was beginning to drive a wide road down into the Waikato. “But put all these together, my friend, and they make a large sum,” said Tamihana,
              


              who was a good Christian and had been to England and really wanted peace.

          
“You'll never get peace until the chiefs can rule their men again,” said Flower, knowing they wouldn't get it then.

          
“We think that,” said Tamihana. “What we need is a king who will rule us all in the Maori way without harming anybody. So I will go to Auckland, and talk to your Governor, although a chief who cannot say Yea or Nay out of his own head is not of much use.”

          
Gore Browne was of even less use than Tamihana expected, for he never saw him. A clerk denied him entrance at the new Government House, and someone set the dogs on him as he strode down the drive in his best mat of ceremony, and little white boys in the town called “Nigger” after him.

          
Tamihana went back to the Waikato and sent out tenders for a king.

          
This was less easy to arrange than one might think, for many of the chiefs were already kings in their own territory and took no interest in foreign titles. It was like offering to knight The Macintosh. At last Tamihana persuaded Te Whero Whero, who had sat with that old conquistador Te Rauparaha in Auckland Domain and was now too old to mind anything much.

          
But Te Whero Whero had a reputation second to none, and he was not a Treaty man. So they made him king with many beautiful and mystical ceremonies, and prayed earnestly for Queen Victoria, to whom they assigned equal right to rule, though explaining that she couldn't be expected to understand Maori ways. Then they named Te Whero Whero by his shorter title of Potatau, whipped ceremonial tops all over the place, set up their own new flag beside the Union Jack, and saluted both.

          
“Now we shall be happy,” said Tamihana, immediately taking charge of everything with old Potatau as complacent figurehead and hoping for the best. But the best he
              


              got was a fierce tribal war against those who preferred the slack English rule and plenty of drink to the stern rigour of Maori law; while Gore Browne, demented at the notion that divided rule was better than none, denounced the king-movement savagely and sent for more troops.

          
This was very pleasant for the ladies, who hadn't had a new regiment since the dear knows when; and (since Andrew Greer, having disposed of his bull, had come back in a hurry and carried Linda off almost before she had time to say “I will”) Caroline hastily put Sophia and Maria on the market and began to tighten Emily's stays. “La,” cried Caroline, “what with Linda's trousseau and these Immigrant Bazaars that never have enough clothes for the babies that sea-voyages seem to produce in such quantities, I declare I'm just worn to a shadow.”

          
“You'll have clothes to make for Linda's babies soon,” promised Darien, turning to Corny who was declaring that Gore Browne's attempt to placate the Maori by taking off the ammunition embargo was having just the result that might have been expected.

          
“We always do things the wrong way, make them think us blasted fools. A shockin' mess we're in now,” complained Corny, staring with his puzzled bloodshot eyes.

          
Did Corny and his kind know what a shocking mess they were making by breeding up a mixed race? wondered Darien. Not likely. Here and elsewhere gentlemen seemed content to leave those kinds of mistakes to God—as old Sir Roderick Lovel had left Nick Flower. Had Corny seen Flower lately, she asked. Corny hadn't, but Hemi wrote that he had. Hemi had gone for a trip to his grandfather in the Waikato, explained Corny, but if war came he'd have to fight for England. “All my sons shall fight for England or I'll shoot 'em with my own hand,” declared Corny.

          
“Quite the best method of persuasion,” said Darien, cheerfully. “And what about your daughters?”

          
Corny took no interest in his daughters. But Darien
              


              did. Last time she had taken a big riding-party out to the farm dull old John had let it out how regularly Eriti Fleete brought the mail, and Darien had turned sharply to look at Roddy, who had gone as red as fire. Very gay and good-looking just now, this Roddy with his absurd fluffy upper lip catching the sun like gold, very scornful about Peregrine's notion of sending him down to Canterbury.

          
“Let him send Brian,” said Roddy, standing big against the slab wall. “I am very content here.”

          
“By God,” swore Brian, who was so like Peregrine that Darien always wanted to give him the slappings Peregrine had deserved so long. “I'll pink you if you suggest that, Rod. 
Me go down to that filthy country! No, thanks. A gentleman's life for me.”

          
“But, Roddy, you hate this place so,” cried Tiffany. “I think you'd like Canterbury much better. And then I could come and live with you, perhaps,” she said, her brown eyes so appealing that Hew Garcia was at her side in a minute.

          
“He'll go if Mr Lovel tells him to, Tiffy,” promised Hew.

          
“I'll be shot if I do,” declared Roddy, very bright-eyed and aggressive.

          
Darien was charmed. It was Eriti of course; and good luck to Roddy who had the wit to make something out of the negations with which Peregrine had always surrounded him. Peregrine would never allow the heir of all the Lovels to wive until he had chosen him a suitable helpmate; and meantime what were Maori girls for but to assist a young man to sow his wild oats, thought Darien, going with John to look at his merino rams.

          
“There's money in rams,” she said, even more charmed than with Roddy. “I wish I had them.” There, she thought, was the way to become famous. Build up the finest flocks in all the world, send thousands and thousands of ships brimming with wool all over the clamouring
              


              world. “I shall marry a farmer when I can get Calthorpe to divorce me,” she told a shocked and delighted John. “New Zealand has a divorce court now, you know.”

          
Tiffany rode home sadly with long shadows racing before her as the sun set over the Waitakeres. For the first time in all her life Roddy didn't want her; and so the bottom was out of everything and cattle-bells, goat-bells in the tall bracken rang a dirge. Far ahead on the height of Karangahape Road Partington's mill caught the red light of its vanes. A landmark for maniners, a useful servant which ground Auckland's corn and provided hard-tack biscuits for the army, but to Tiffany it was the haunted place where she had so often sat with Roddy, who tilted at it not with Don Quixote's spear but with wild music until it seemed to spin faster and faster, giddy with ecstasy.

          
I shall never do that again, she thought, turning the knife in her wound with the ruthlessness of the young. That has gone for ever … like Hemi … like the Beach. Tragic irretraceable steps one has to take in growing up.

          
Ahead Darien and the young bucks round her were singing catches.

          

            
I 'listed in life for a soldier,


            
Oh, who would not sleep with the brave….
          

          
sang Darien, slanting her naughty eyes round on the officers.

          
Tiffany came thundering past at a gallop, with Hew Garcia after her and shouting: “Stop her! She'll be killed.” But there was no stopping Tiffany, who took the tall post-and-rail in her wild flight and tore on towards the town. Hew got off to open the gate, angry now that his fear was past. He had only tried to take Tiffany's hand, edging his horse up beside her, and she had gone mad like this! Unaccountable creatures, females, thought Hew.

          
“Tiffany,” remarked Darien with satisfaction, “will never be daunted by locked gates.”
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Lady
Calthorpe's entertainments lacked formality … which was so pleasant that gentlefolk brought up on good old-fashioned principles secretly felt they must be rather wicked and took care never to miss one of them.

          
Since to-night's dinner celebrated Darien's own birthday (a sufficiently immodest notion) Caroline was shocked to find that Darien had provided paper-caps for the gentlemen to wear during dessert as an offset to the ladies; and by the time the caps were on there was so much good food and drink below them that young Mr Courtney began playing a tune on wine-glasses that no one could guess, and Darien was asking everybody riddles, and Lord Calthorpe grinning all the time out of his mob-cap with blue paper strings.

          
How the Calthorpes did it on nothing but debt Caroline couldn't imagine. Anyone less moral than herself would suspect Darien of a lover who paid the bills. I wonder who he is, she thought, staring at all the laughing gentlemen. A saddle of mutton too. So vulgar. And crimson roses scattered all over the damask among the meats and jellies. Though probably there to hide holes they looked improper, thought Caroline, feeling that Linda should not be here. Yet, since Mr Andrew Greer had suddenly appeared again to sit next her, of course she had to be. Such a royal fish for Linda's little hook.

          
“Here's to our fair queen of the night,” cried Sir Winston, raising his glass to Darien. “Egad, Lady Calthorpe, your head should be on one of those new postage-stamps instead of Victoria's.”

          


          
“How would you have me? Like this? Or this?” asked Darien, quite ready to offer enraptured eyes dazzling views of white shoulders rising from green foam, of gay little profile and auburn curls where the matron's cap had shrunk to a jaunty scrap of gold lace and couldn't behave itself even then. Mr Greer, who, though beside Linda, was dumb to the point of imbecility, suddenly grabbed a rosebud and put it in his buttonhole, looking at Darien.

          
Caroline was so frantic that she forgot to see if the rosebud had covered a hole. Once that immodest creature got him there was no hope for Linda.

          
“I always think,” she cried, rushing into battle, “that we should speak reverently of the dear Queen who has contrived by the postage-stamps to link us so closely to her and all the world.”

          
“Not to the Crimea,” said O'Reilly, who had missed his chance there.

          
“La, sir! Don't mention the Crimea. It makes me ill to think of that abandoned female of a Miss Nightingale going out to nurse the soldiers.”

          
“Much more original than if she'd gone with the intention of marrying them,” retorted Darien, looking wickedly at gentlemen so well aware of Caroline's intentions for Belinda, while Sir Winston, seeing his chance, remarked:

          
“‘Who can find a virtuous woman? For her price is far above rubies.’ “

          
“I wish it was. I'd put myself up to auction,” cried Darien … which was so shocking that Caroline would have led Linda from the table if there had been any hope of Mr Andrew Greer following.

          
Jermyn looked at Sally. Did the knowledge that one's price was far above rubies console a woman for a lonely life? Sally had not turned into a plump comfortable matron. She had grown more slender and remote, as though secretly dreaming of that crown of life which she
            


            had refused. For what? To be a figurehead to Peregrine's lordly ship. That's all she was, this quiet Sally, who could have been so bounteous with love and laughter.

          
Now Mr Greer was gloomily admitting to Peregrine that Christchurch had certainly been very sick with typhoid among its flax-swamps, but the situation was entirely changed since they had found artesian water.

          
“In fact, now all is well, said Sir Winston, ogling Darien, who threw a biscuit at him, declaring that the monster cracked puns as easily as other folk cracked walnuts. Caroline (concerned for Linda's future) was anxious to know what typhoid did to you, but Mr Pinshon was loudly hoping that we would not soon all have our heads cracked by Maoris.

          
“No sense blaming them,” declared Major Henry, who rarely did anything else. “England has made them the world's richest landowners, and now they are not the honest men they were. We gave 'em too many varieties of laws and religions, so now they've got indigestion and thrown up the lot.”

          
The Major was getting shocking coarse, thought Caroline, asserting that England certainly should have had more sense at her age. “I fear the Waitangi Treaty was a mistake,” said she to gentlemen who felt they had known that seventeen years ago.

          
“It's sending her old laws and customs into a new land where everything is so different—” began Hew Garcia, blushing at his boldness.

          
“We have to send you our troops and money at any rate, young sir,” said a portly colonel, anxious to get his men away from Maori marriages.

          
“Legislation,” remarked Jermyn, “is merely a sop to the sycophant and a bribe to the toad-eater.”

          
“We do our best to remain without it,” said Mr Pinshon, very dry, since responsible government, assembling in 1856 for the first time, had managed to dissolve itself three times in a fortnight. Yet it had done very
            


            well later, and if Gore Browne wasn't always sitting on the fence….

          
“‘Let the great world spin for ever down the ringing grooves of change’—Mr Tennyson,” cried Sir Winston.

          
“All this country's changes seem to be for the worse, sir,” said the colonel, sourly, while Darien went to collecting eyes in a hurry. Gentlemen talking politics were even more unprofitable than the politics themselves.

          
“Well, we can't all enjoy life, but apparently we can prevent others from enjoying it. Come, ladies, we'll enjoy ourselves without them.” Saucily she turned in the door, menacing gentlemen with her great green feather fan, her dancing eyes. “Monsters! I detest you all,” cried Darien, including them all in a smile which each man took for himself.

          
How lightly Darien treated such superior beings, thought Sally, overawed. Of course she had begun early. Her prentice hand she tried on man … and now she tried it on the women; setting Martha Pinshon and Linda to duets so that ladies could talk scandal more comfortably; praising Leta Baizey's new Jenny Lind cap (“That adorable pink! I fell in love with you all over again, darling”); praising Caroline for her clever notion of sending her Sunday dinner to the bakery so that all her family could attend church.

          
“Now everyone is doing it. I see quantities of little boys running home with smoking dishes done up in napkins after church. So good for our souls. I suppose bakers haven't any?” inquired Darien, very innocent.

          
“Ask the Bishop,” retorted Caroline, annexing Andrew Greer as he came in.

          
Andrew was willing, having just discovered that this powerful female with a sort of bird's-nest of coloured fluff and feathers on her oily ringlets was wife to Sir John Lovel, whose prize Hereford bull he had come all the way from Canterbury to buy. So far Sir John had refused to sell but this woman looked a good ally, thought Andrew,
            


            never leaving her side even when Darien got everyone romping through blindman's-buff.

          
Darien, leaning breathless against a wall, heard the old fogies talking in corners. Discovery of gold in Nelson … coal in the Waikato … the Wellington Chamber of Commerce … oh, the dullness of the old fogies…. And Jermyn not married yet. Even with the marks of wear on him he was still the handsomest man in the room. Though all men are fools one don't like them to escape, thought Darien, beckoning Jermyn to her.

          
“Look at Caroline calling Belinda to sit with her and the Greer man,” she said. “She means to make a marriage, and I think she's right. Linda has been on offer too long.”

          
“When Lady Lovel is right it is merely through a misunderstanding on her part,” said Jermyn.

          
“Oh—hasn't he any money?”

          
“I believe not. Manager for a syndicate or something.”

          
“Delightful!” cried Darien, clapping her hands. “Don't tell her, Jermyn. I'll make that marriage.”

          
He glanced at her with his shadowed eyes. How came this reckless creature to be own sister to Sally?

          
“Would that be kind?”

          
“Unquestionably. Life with Caroline is just a series of police-regulations. Linda would be happier with a husband … any husband.”

          
“Does any husband content a woman?” he demanded.

          
“If she has common sense. We're very accommodating, you know. Have to be. See how well Sally is getting along at her virtuous promenade with Peregrine,” cried Darien gaily. “I vow I never expected her to be so content with that mean black rig.”

          
“So she's content, is she?” said Jermyn, going away to find Martha Pinshon … who would surely be able to exorcise Sally's unwilling ghost now.

          
Darien watched his still slender graceful figure threading among shining shoulders, glossy ringlets, 
sun-
              


              browned faces of the younger sturdier men. She sighed. Because she could never attract Jermyn he was still desirable, even if her desire was only to break his heart. But his heart must be pretty tough by now. She went to sit by Sally for a minute.

          
“You should always wear that shade of grey, Sally. It makes you look like a dear little dove…. I'll be having Tiffany at my parties soon, I suppose. Who is she to marry?”

          
“Oh … We haven't thought of that yet,” said Sally, turning her eyes from Jermyn bending over Martha Pinshon.

          
“I'll be bound Peregrine has. He won't let her hang fire as Iinda is doing … and with Sophy and Maria prancing to be in the market, though who the dickens Caroline expects to marry them to…. Tiffy won't attract men as I do, but she'll probably ravish a few with that stand-offish manner of hers,” said Darien, feeling that Sally had grown rather stand-offish too. And she was never gay Sal-volatile any more. What had happened to that lover she once certainly had? Gone off after easier game, since Sally would be far too moral to keep him? Or sent to the Crimea and died there, perhaps?

          
Thank heaven I don't care who dies so long as I don't, thought Darien, running off to the welcoming crowd again. All this adulation was vastly delightful, but it wasn't near enough. I've got to grow old and lose this, thought Darien shrewdly. I must be remembered for something better than this. What a shame women cannot be in the Parliament.
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The peacocks walking on the green velvet lawns of Lovel Hall had all moulted; and now, spreading their forlorn tails to a glowing golden sunset, they looked so like abandoned women that Sally couldn't bear to see them, she had
              


              been feeling so abandoned herself since Jermyn took Martha Pinshon home last night.

          
Where were they all gone, those visions which had once upheld her life? That vague beautiful hovering vision which had carried her through the hard early days of slavery; of bearing and suckling her children; when she had seen young men going with bright eyes and the strong tread of an army out over the waste places of the world, seen young mothers singing as they rocked the cradles. Young men, young mothers … all mine, she had felt sometimes, seeing herself divided a thousandfold and yet all one. Like God, she had thought, reverent for the glory of motherhood….

          
Mr Lovel had taken that away, making of her children what he chose, thought Sally, putting branches of crab-apple blossom into tall blue vases and wondering that their beauty should so hurt her. Then there had been the shining vision of Eternity with Jermyn. Was that miracle gone too? Oh, please God, prayed Sally, I don't think I can bear that….

          
Yet since God worked miracles he might even now be working one on Mr Lovel. Feeling quite unable to stand without the knowledge that God was helping her somehow, Sally took her embroidery and the little basket of bright silks, and went to sit in the back room with Mr Lovel. Very dull and impressive, the back room, furnished by Mr Lovel with an eye to future generations, and filled with heavy leather chairs and massive tables. Very dull and impressive, Mr Lovel, sitting among his papers with light from the solid cut-glass chandelier making a little pale ring round his long nose and neat black side-whiskers. Such an excellent and successful gentleman, Mr Lovel. Such a self-contained soul, rotating continually on its own axis.

          
The miracle didn't seem to have happened, but it might have. Oh, Mr Lovel, her heart pleaded, won't you help me? I have been a good wife to you, but it
              


              hasn't been easy. It has been very hard, Mr Lovel, and I'm so tired. Couldn't we talk together a little and try to understand … ?

          
“Mr Lovel,” she ventured, breaking a long silence with her soft little voice. Peregrine ran his finger down a row of figures, recorded the result, looked round with eyes that did not immediately focus. Canterbury land, young Greer had said, was magnificent sheep-country. Fortunes in it; but since the Government was now putting all pre-empted land up for sale it was necessary to buy it in.

          
Some men, Greer had said, were already buying and fencing large sections all over the Plains, hoping to squeeze the rightful owners out, and the only way to circumvent them was to pay in a lump sum the extra demanded by Government. “Don't let an acre of your pre-empted land go, sir,” urged Andrew, saying that Peregrine would be a millionaire yet.

          
After anxious hours of figuring, Peregrine had discovered that he could just do it, letting the land for grazing until Roddy went down next year. He must go out and ask John about Roddy; advance money for John to get merino rams from Tasmania, since Greer said half-bred merinos were best, and Roddy must learn about them first.

          
“I beg your pardon, my dear,” he said mechanically. Then his eyes focused on the fair wistful face leaning out of the shadows, and he blinked once or twice. Nick Flower, in that unpleasant interview for which Peregrine had never forgiven Caroline, had said that Sally was above reproach … though of course he had always known it without that impertinent comment. She was more. This charming creature of shining hair and gentle eyes, this modest delicacy of soft flesh and muslins and laces was his, even to her wedding-ring. A quite worth while investment for a Lovel who had always taken royal chances … who would take more….

          


          
Somewhat giddy over thinking of being a millionaire he drew Sally on to his knee with a kindly word of approval, jigged her up and down, rumbling in his deep bass:

          

            
Lavender's blue, diddle-diddle. Lavender's green.


            
When I am King, diddle-diddle, you shall be Queen.
          

          
“Now what does a handsome little wife say to that? Yet it may be—or something like it,” he added, hedging a bit, since it was never safe to let females get above themselves. “What, my love—crying?”

          
“Everything's so f-funny,” gasped Sally. Oh, this silly Sally, who had expected God to go on working miracles.

          
Peregrine set her back on her chair with a bump. Jove may occasionally nod, but it is not for Venus to mock him. He was deeply hurt.

          
“I do not find everything funny. People who think rarely do. Now … unless you have something special to say—? I am particularly busy.”

          
But Sally had nothing to say except apologies for interrupting him, and he forgot her before she was out of the room. Females were very well for interludes, but they must not impinge on a man's work. If we can get the Government contract for the new wool-ship that would give me…. Always happiness in figures, so long as they were not human.

          
Despite routs, picnics, and dances Andrew Greer found the figure of John's Hereford bull by far the most desirable—and elusive. Sir John, a stubborn fellow, refused to sell, though anyone could see how hard-up he was. And that snowgrass hill-country edging the syndicate's great Canterbury station was made for cattle—which could feed as far back as they chose since there were no surveys on the ranges. Andrew could see great lusty mobs there; value beyond dreams that would soon win him a share in the station. And not anywhere had he seen a bull to equal Sir John's Hereford.

          
So he hung on; meeting Belinda everywhere and taking
              


              it for accident instead of Darien and Caroline; betting here and there at dog-fights, cock-fights, loo, and baccarat; and paying a somewhat reluctant call on Lady Lovel after a card-evening, all in happy ignorance that his bachelor bolt was shot.

          
“Ah, sir,” said Caroline archly, “I know who you're looking for, but she's not behind the piano. You naughty men are vastly subtle, but you can't deceive me.”

          
So sure she was that after a few surprised minutes Andrew became aware of his own vast subtlety in winning a heart without knowing it and began to be very distressed and apologetic. But Lady Lovel talked fast, wiping her eyes as she spoke of her adored little Linda's unhappiness.

          
“The trouble I had to get it out of her you wouldn't believe. But a mother's heart, you know…. How could I rest? Linda, I said, I insist on your telling me who you are dying for. You can imagine my amaze when she sobbed out your name.”

          
“Mine?” faltered Andrew.

          
Well, you young things will be at the marrying,” said Caroline, producing a second handkerchief from her voluminous pocket. “Though what I'll do without her I can't think, and I could never have brought myself to mention it if I hadn't seen the way you looked about the room just now. Where is she? you were thinking. Ah, you can't deceive me.”

          
“N-no, madam,” said Andrew weakly.

          
“I knew it,” cried Caroline. She advanced, enveloped him with six flounces of sage-green grenadine, kissed his cheek. “My dear Andrew! I simply must call you that. I never thought I could give my little darling rosebud to anyone, but since she worships you and I know you to be so steady….”

          
Andrew (whose head was certainly steady) was beginning to think. Sir John couldn't refuse him the bull now. He might get a young steer as well. A man must marry
              


              some day and the Lovel connection was more than he could have expected. He felt honoured, and so far as his staggered mind would allow he said so.

          
“Not a word,” cried Caroline, patting his arm. “A mother must make her sacrifices when Prince Charming comes by. Now, I know you're dying to see her—”

          
“Shouldn't Sir John….?” Between abasement at being called Prince Charming and hopes that if Sir John wouldn't sell the bull he could get out of marrying somehow, Andrew was in a panic. A wife! Good Lord, what would he do with a wife down in that rough bachelor establishment, with every man who rode by dropping in to spend a night or a week and smoking and drinking all day long?

          
“Sir John thinks as I do,” Caroline said. “Indeed, if he had not spoken so highly of you I doubt if—ah, there's my darling (or must I call her your darling now?) in the garden. Wait. I will bring her to you.”

          
She hurried out, finger archly at her lip, and Andrew sat down and faced it. If Sir John liked him he'd certainly get the bull, and if it had to be accompanied by a wife—well, some men get only the wife. There are always compensations, thought Andrew, who was a natural philosopher.

          
There were carnations and fat white magnolia-buds in the garden, and Linda (who really was slimmer and paler than she had been) cutting roses into a basket. Caroline advanced with determination. There must be no scenes, and Linda was quite capable of making them, she thought, putting a tender arm round the plump waist, speaking gentle words. But Linda was not inclined to be gentle, and Caroline's hand over her mouth barely stopped a shriek.

          
“Hush, my love. It's a chance in a thousand, as I am always telling you. You trust me, Linda?”

          
“I don't know,” gasped Linda, knowing very well that she didn't.

          


          
“Silly puss! Of course you do. Such an estimable young man. So devoted—”

          
“Only to b-bulls,” quavered Linda, quite unable to visualize Mr Greer's devotion.

          
“Now, stop this nonsense,” said Caroline, putting her foot down. “I've told you a dozen times you're to marry him, and you ought to be down on your knees with thankfulness for the chance. Think of your poor sisters who can't come out till you're engaged, and don't be so wickedly selfish. Stop that snivelling. You know your nose swells when you cry. Now … a white rose in your hair and think of all he can give you. Jewels … fine clothes … trips to Sydney,” panted Caroline, dragging Linda along. “Here's my foolish girl, Andrew. So shy … so overcome with happiness.”

          
With the white rose in her hair and such mind as she had dazed into submission, Linda suffered Andrew to take her hand, while Caroline heartily pronounced a blessing over the bewildered pair, who, even when they parted, hardly knew what had happened to them. When they read the papers next day they knew, for Caroline had no intention of being beaten at the post. “An early marriage has been arranged….”

          
Arranged, thought Andrew, accepting congratulations rather dryly, was the right word.
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Roddy (said Jermyn) loved an old song's lady, or a phantom, or his own dreaming face mirrored in little clear pools. He cradled infinity in his palms, unaware that he must lose it. He drove John to unnatural curses over his dislike of killing a sheep, and would stop the long heavy line of ploughing bullocks to watch the big bronze wood-pigeons wheel against the sun, or to listen to the blue-feathered scarlet-legged pukeka calling in a warm flax-swamp so resembling the mere where Bedivere threw
              


              Excalibur that Roddy's arm ached to draw Arthur's sword for all that was good and pure. And then Uncle John, sowing seed out of a creel behind him, would roar like an angry lion.

          
Roddy, companioning with Helen of Kirconnel Lea, Kilmeny (who had seen with the fairies what she couldn't declare, though Roddy was always trying to declare it on his flute), Marmion's injured Constance and other delectable ladies—Roddy was unconscious of the exact period when, as was natural in the bush of which she was an emanation, these dear dead women began taking the form and colour of Eriti Fleete.

          
Golden-tawny like honey of Hymettus, Eriti; like the young curling bracken-fronds—soft sisters of her little fingers and toes, dusky-lipped as the crimson rata-flower, straight and supple as lance-wood saplings in the wind—Roddy found comparisons for everything except her voice. Bellbirds at dawn, tuis in rapturous chorus were not to be compared with Eriti singing old Maori waiatas of love and sorrow while he lay steeped in that vision which is beyond sight, beyond sound, which shows itself but once to youth's innocent chastity and flies for ever from the groping hands of passionate man.

          
Eriti, riding long rough miles through bogging swamps and tangling bush until her poor little body was numb with weariness and only the bursting longing of her heart held her up, had always known Roddy for a god—which was why she had been a modest girl and not given him long ago the ropa, the hand-squeeze of invitation. One does not take liberties with gods but meekly awaits their pleasure, felt Eriti, as Roddy lifted her off the horse's bare backbone at the door, he looking so clean, so white and golden that she hastily tried to comb her hair with her fingers, to straighten her cotton frock, before following him in with the mail of papers and letters which were always her excuse for coming.

          


          
Then Roddy made damper, and Sir John poured milkless tea into pannikins—between them they had broken all the china. So youth supped on nectar and ambrosia, and afterwards there was music out under the tree-ferns like fairy tents, the cabbage-trees like Maori warriors in their rustling mats, the stars … old enchantments closing in with the old magic through the great bush-silence, the sharp sweetness unlocked from earth and leaves….

          
John, dozing over the 
Times of four months back, with his great boots to the embers, found himself still resentful of Linda's man who had taken his Hereford bull and gone off at once with it in a brig sailing for Wellington. From there he would pick up something else to take him down the coast to Canterbury, but his bride would have to travel by way of Sydney in a boat with cabins, said Andrew, sailing away.

          
“He won't come back; it was only the bull he wanted,” John told Caroline who, wishing for no inquiries into that matter, crushed him with: “Pray remember that I have still four daughters to marry off and don't hinder with your nasty insinuations, though I have long since given up expecting help.”

          
Yet she was sufficiently anxious to make Linda write almost daily to Andrew, telling about her trousseau and the presents already coming in and promising to be ready as soon as he could come for her. Though what with these newfangled postage-stamps and letters having to go round by Sydney, twelve hundred miles away, who could tell if he would ever get them, thought Caroline, pestering John each time he came to town for more money for Linda.

          
Why in the name of common sense do men want to marry? thought John, conscious that he had never lived so peacefully before. He cast his mind back to his wooing of the black-eyed burgeoning Caroline and sighed.

          
Ah, well, I suppose we just can't help it when the time comes, he thought, picking up the 
Times again.
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It seems, on examination into colonial history, that when an English statesman was made head of the Colonial Department he inquired reluctantly into a condition which proved quite as repulsive as he had feared. Convicts and cannibals. With such unsavoury baubles did the English choose to toy at the ends of the earth; but such, said the Colonial Office firmly, are not on our visiting list. It realized the delicacy of its position. To annoy the solemn conclaves at Westminster with such squibs and crackers as constantly arrived from the Antipodes was not to be thought of, and yet there must be some correspondence to place before committees. Regrettably the Antipodean end of the correspondence was so consistently abusive that the Colonial Office was simply goaded into replies. And if New Zealand called these replies so many monkey-wrenches thrown into the machinery what was to be done with such ungrateful people (who couldn't possibly have a machinery anyway) but persuade Westminster to give them responsible government and let them try to manage themselves.

          
So New Zealand thanked God publicly and became very lively in her responsible government. Our sins be on our own heads now, they said. So they were, and in the papers too, where every gentleman was encouraged to vilify his neighbour in print and be very bold anonymously. Sir Winston could always be detected, and Peregrine; but Pro Bono Publico remained a puzzle, and it was more than hinted that Lady Calthorpe was Paterfamilias.

          
Meanwhile the Maoris became exceedingly interested in learning the real character of their tenants—who, the Maoris thought, must have been 
all hatched from birds'-eggs—and Hemi's grandfather (who was of such royal vintage that his real name must not be mentioned and so he was called Te Patiti, meaning The Hatchet) was pleased when Hemi came down to the Waikato, because
              


              Hemi had the English and could read him all that the papers said.

          
Tiffany's cruel scorn had goaded Hemi into coming, but the very look and smell of the pa as he came in turned his stomach, just as all these dark crowding faces turned his heart back to the fair English face he could not claim as his own. Great reed-latticed gates to the pa, guarded by enormous and supremely hideous wooden figures with their tongues out. Split fish drying everywhere in the sun, green bundles of flax, scattered refuse where the dogs nosed, rancid odours of whale-oil, mutton-bird-oil, berry-oil, smells of pungent fern-root being scraped for food, musty smell of heaps of feathers for mats which the old hags were making … all blown and drifted together on the woody smoke from cooking-fires that never went out.

          
Oh, Tihane! thought Hemi, being greeted by drums and the long wooden trumpets as became the grandson of a mighty chief, why did you send me to this?

          
Te Patiti looked him over, thinking him unpleasantly pale and narrow in the beam. Hemi would never be able to carry his share of a war-canoe over the portages. But he was of the blood and could perhaps explain why these amazing English had degraded their Governor (chief of all head-chiefs) making it necessary for him to consult with lesser chiefs before saying Yea or Nay. Patiti had not signed the Treaty. He had never been to Auckland, and he was inordinately proud of his fortifications, which the cannon Hemi had seen on English warships would blow sky-high in no time.

          
So Hemi sat on a carved stool in the full ceremonial of the meeting-house to read from the newspapers which Patiti had been collecting for years; and on the dais beside Patiti were grouped his brown sons and grandsons, and round the intricately woven and coloured raupo walls squatted rows of silent warriors. The first paper dated back to 1856.

          


          
“Our first ministry of responsible government, as distinct from a former lamentable effort when ministers were appointed by the Crown, has fully beaten cock-fighting,” read Hemi in slow colloquial Maori. “Magnificently it took the field under Mr Sewell, and after defeating itself within a fortnight did it not with equal magnificence take another field under the banner of Mr Fox? When, a few days later, a vote of want-of-confidence obliterated Mr Fox, was it discouraged? No, gentlemen. The word is not known to our brave pioneers who (whatever may chance) retain their gallant determination to say and do exactly as they choose. Now, with the assistance of Mr Stafford, it is thundering off down a third field, where, we have no doubt, it will continue to make history….”

          
Patiti scowled. Young warriors were grinning and nudging each other. This was not well. “Read more,” he ordered.

          
Hemi took a later paper, which lightly alluded to the Governor as a bric-a-brac fellow, which Hemi had to translate as egg-shell, thereby confirming Patiti's suspicions about birds'-eggs. “Governor Gore Browne,” read Hemi, “has seen fit to annul the embargo against selling ammunition to the Maoris, who are now buying in enormous quantities, undoubtedly with a view to future use upon ourselves….”

          
“Since they have discovered that,” said Patiti, “why do they make it so easy for us to get it?”

          
Hemi didn't know. No one, he explained, knew a pakeha's reasons, but it was believed that they never had any. Patiti's scowl deepened. That was nonsense. Every man had reasons, and with the logic and cunning of the Maori he soon discovered this one. The ammunition must be bad, and the pakeha were taking Maori maize and kumeras and poakas for what was worth nothing. This was an ugly jest which Maori pride would like washed out with blood. Patiti glared down the length of the whare-rununga on his warriors … strong men bred of a
              


              race to whom fight is the only just breath in the nostrils, and he felt the old desire, the old ambition rise in him.

          
“Oh, my children,” he said, “it is not well. I shall go down into Taranaki and consult with those chiefs in their great new meeting-house. And I shall take this my son Hemi to read them what the pakeha are doing. For truly it is not well. This is all I have to say….”

          
Pioneers were finding plenty to say. They had got over the excitement of Canterbury sending its first wool-ship direct to London, and since others were following they could now thumb their noses at Australia's control of New Zealand commerce. They had weathered the wonder of reaping-machines pushed by horses to cut such grain as was not scattered in the process, and ceased to complain of the stench of Auckland's foreshore where reclamation was still going on intermittently, though gentlemen still spat when they had to go there and ladies did what they could.

          
And now they were breaking chairs at the Mechanic's Institute over this scandalous king-movement down in the Waikato, with Major Henry declaring that Chief Tamihana ought to be shot, and Sir Winston amending: “And that goat Gore Browne too.” Perhaps Nick Flower, going here and there among the Maoris, was almost the only white man who didn't blame Tamihana … who seemed to have put a fox in the hen-roost, all the same.

          
It was not (explained Tamihana to Nick Flower, spending a night at his pa) merely that tapu was being defied now by the young warriors; nor that they were everywhere setting up water-wheels to grind the flour they sold the pakeha in order to buy so many guns that little tribal wars couldn't satisfy them. Nor was it only that every Maori now despised the white Governor-Chief who had to ask permission of others before he did anything, nor that the military was beginning to drive a wide road down into the Waikato. “But put all these together, my friend, and they make a large sum,” said Tamihana,
              


              who was a good Christian and had been to England and really wanted peace.

          
“You'll never get peace until the chiefs can rule their men again,” said Flower, knowing they wouldn't get it then.

          
“We think that,” said Tamihana. “What we need is a king who will rule us all in the Maori way without harming anybody. So I will go to Auckland, and talk to your Governor, although a chief who cannot say Yea or Nay out of his own head is not of much use.”

          
Gore Browne was of even less use than Tamihana expected, for he never saw him. A clerk denied him entrance at the new Government House, and someone set the dogs on him as he strode down the drive in his best mat of ceremony, and little white boys in the town called “Nigger” after him.

          
Tamihana went back to the Waikato and sent out tenders for a king.

          
This was less easy to arrange than one might think, for many of the chiefs were already kings in their own territory and took no interest in foreign titles. It was like offering to knight The Macintosh. At last Tamihana persuaded Te Whero Whero, who had sat with that old conquistador Te Rauparaha in Auckland Domain and was now too old to mind anything much.

          
But Te Whero Whero had a reputation second to none, and he was not a Treaty man. So they made him king with many beautiful and mystical ceremonies, and prayed earnestly for Queen Victoria, to whom they assigned equal right to rule, though explaining that she couldn't be expected to understand Maori ways. Then they named Te Whero Whero by his shorter title of Potatau, whipped ceremonial tops all over the place, set up their own new flag beside the Union Jack, and saluted both.

          
“Now we shall be happy,” said Tamihana, immediately taking charge of everything with old Potatau as complacent figurehead and hoping for the best. But the best he
              


              got was a fierce tribal war against those who preferred the slack English rule and plenty of drink to the stern rigour of Maori law; while Gore Browne, demented at the notion that divided rule was better than none, denounced the king-movement savagely and sent for more troops.

          
This was very pleasant for the ladies, who hadn't had a new regiment since the dear knows when; and (since Andrew Greer, having disposed of his bull, had come back in a hurry and carried Linda off almost before she had time to say “I will”) Caroline hastily put Sophia and Maria on the market and began to tighten Emily's stays. “La,” cried Caroline, “what with Linda's trousseau and these Immigrant Bazaars that never have enough clothes for the babies that sea-voyages seem to produce in such quantities, I declare I'm just worn to a shadow.”

          
“You'll have clothes to make for Linda's babies soon,” promised Darien, turning to Corny who was declaring that Gore Browne's attempt to placate the Maori by taking off the ammunition embargo was having just the result that might have been expected.

          
“We always do things the wrong way, make them think us blasted fools. A shockin' mess we're in now,” complained Corny, staring with his puzzled bloodshot eyes.

          
Did Corny and his kind know what a shocking mess they were making by breeding up a mixed race? wondered Darien. Not likely. Here and elsewhere gentlemen seemed content to leave those kinds of mistakes to God—as old Sir Roderick Lovel had left Nick Flower. Had Corny seen Flower lately, she asked. Corny hadn't, but Hemi wrote that he had. Hemi had gone for a trip to his grandfather in the Waikato, explained Corny, but if war came he'd have to fight for England. “All my sons shall fight for England or I'll shoot 'em with my own hand,” declared Corny.

          
“Quite the best method of persuasion,” said Darien, cheerfully. “And what about your daughters?”

          
Corny took no interest in his daughters. But Darien
              


              did. Last time she had taken a big riding-party out to the farm dull old John had let it out how regularly Eriti Fleete brought the mail, and Darien had turned sharply to look at Roddy, who had gone as red as fire. Very gay and good-looking just now, this Roddy with his absurd fluffy upper lip catching the sun like gold, very scornful about Peregrine's notion of sending him down to Canterbury.

          
“Let him send Brian,” said Roddy, standing big against the slab wall. “I am very content here.”

          
“By God,” swore Brian, who was so like Peregrine that Darien always wanted to give him the slappings Peregrine had deserved so long. “I'll pink you if you suggest that, Rod. 
Me go down to that filthy country! No, thanks. A gentleman's life for me.”

          
“But, Roddy, you hate this place so,” cried Tiffany. “I think you'd like Canterbury much better. And then I could come and live with you, perhaps,” she said, her brown eyes so appealing that Hew Garcia was at her side in a minute.

          
“He'll go if Mr Lovel tells him to, Tiffy,” promised Hew.

          
“I'll be shot if I do,” declared Roddy, very bright-eyed and aggressive.

          
Darien was charmed. It was Eriti of course; and good luck to Roddy who had the wit to make something out of the negations with which Peregrine had always surrounded him. Peregrine would never allow the heir of all the Lovels to wive until he had chosen him a suitable helpmate; and meantime what were Maori girls for but to assist a young man to sow his wild oats, thought Darien, going with John to look at his merino rams.

          
“There's money in rams,” she said, even more charmed than with Roddy. “I wish I had them.” There, she thought, was the way to become famous. Build up the finest flocks in all the world, send thousands and thousands of ships brimming with wool all over the clamouring
              


              world. “I shall marry a farmer when I can get Calthorpe to divorce me,” she told a shocked and delighted John. “New Zealand has a divorce court now, you know.”

          
Tiffany rode home sadly with long shadows racing before her as the sun set over the Waitakeres. For the first time in all her life Roddy didn't want her; and so the bottom was out of everything and cattle-bells, goat-bells in the tall bracken rang a dirge. Far ahead on the height of Karangahape Road Partington's mill caught the red light of its vanes. A landmark for maniners, a useful servant which ground Auckland's corn and provided hard-tack biscuits for the army, but to Tiffany it was the haunted place where she had so often sat with Roddy, who tilted at it not with Don Quixote's spear but with wild music until it seemed to spin faster and faster, giddy with ecstasy.

          
I shall never do that again, she thought, turning the knife in her wound with the ruthlessness of the young. That has gone for ever … like Hemi … like the Beach. Tragic irretraceable steps one has to take in growing up.

          
Ahead Darien and the young bucks round her were singing catches.

          

            
I 'listed in life for a soldier,


            
Oh, who would not sleep with the brave….
          

          
sang Darien, slanting her naughty eyes round on the officers.

          
Tiffany came thundering past at a gallop, with Hew Garcia after her and shouting: “Stop her! She'll be killed.” But there was no stopping Tiffany, who took the tall post-and-rail in her wild flight and tore on towards the town. Hew got off to open the gate, angry now that his fear was past. He had only tried to take Tiffany's hand, edging his horse up beside her, and she had gone mad like this! Unaccountable creatures, females, thought Hew.

          
“Tiffany,” remarked Darien with satisfaction, “will never be daunted by locked gates.”
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Ignoring fleas, mud, smells, pigs, the papers, its little scattered houses peering hopefully out of scrub, and the dirty streets of rough black scoria, Auckland still contrived to feel itself the very pink and pearl of civilization. Caroline wrote Home reams about Linda's marriage to “one of our millionaires” when she had been in such excellent bravura voice that she had never sung

          

            
Come unto these yellow sands


            
And then take hands….
          

          
better, and ignored how sulky Andrew had been over singing:

          

            
The breath of morn bids hence the night;


            
Unveil those beauteous eyes, my fair,


            
For till the dawn of love is there I feel no day, I own no light,
          

          
although Linda (placed there by Caroline on purpose) had stood by with her eyes unveiled, helping him to feel anything.

          
But she's married anyway, and that's the chief thing, thought Caroline, going on to impress England with the festivals held by dear Sir John Logan Campbell in his fine house (which you might almost call a palace), and the afternoons for young ladies provided by dear Mr Swainson (our gay bachelor Attorney-General); and how, because Auckland was the headquarters of the bishopric, the military, the Roman Catholics, and the banking gentry, there was such a whirl of amusement that dear Sophy and Maria, who had come out together at the last ball, were nearly run off their feet….

          


          
Tiffany had come out at the ball too, but there was no need to mention her, thought Caroline, who, having just sent Tiffany a blue-and-red silk handkerchief for her eighteenth birthday, felt that she had done her part by Tiffany.

          
Others had also done their part, so that the breakfast table at Lovel Hall was heaped with cards and bouquets from appreciative partners, and Sally was still gathering up parcel wrappings from the floor.

          
“More than your share of scalps, Tiffy,” cried Darien, pretending to be jealous and wondering whose card Tiffany had blushed so red over. When Tiffany did love (and she seemed slow at it) she'd ride her passion as she rode a horse at a fence. But here was Peregrine, preening himself in Tiffany's popularity but pragmatic as ever.

          
“I beg you not to put foolish thoughts into Tiffany's head. Let us leave her to her maiden dreams.”

          
“You probably wouldn't if you knew what they were,” retorted Darien. And at that Tiffany fairly ran out of the room, glowing like a damask rose.

          
“Really,” said Peregrine, much annoyed, “I regret that you so let your tongue run away with you, Lady Calthorpe.”

          
You'll regret it much more when somebody runs away with Tiffany, Darien nearly said, but she had no mind to warn that stiff black rig. When she had time she'd make a little candle-wax image of him, and stick it full of pins and melt it away before a slow fire. Then Sally would be free—poor Sally, still so meekly at her virtuous' promenade.

          
And Tiffany would be free too. Tiffany whom Peregrine would certainly marry off to the highest bidder unless she kicked … which I hope and pray she will, thought Darien, walking down to the gate with Sally and cursing crinolines which grew bigger every year and picked up such a mort of flies and daddy-long-legs to buzz in one's
            


            petticoats. “Just like these tester beds. So trying in a hot country, and far too intimate,” said Darien.

          
In her attic room Tiffany sat on the bed, afraid to pull out the card she had hid in her pocket downstairs, her heart was thumping so. Now she knew that she had really come to the end of her childhood at last. This great hot tide of life rushing along so swiftly, rushing her with it, half-drowned in doubts, compliments, new gowns, nosegays and dance-music … never would it let her scramble out to the flowery banks of her childhood again. For weeks now she had felt life clutching her with imperious hands, pressing her against the mould into which all women have to go. Softly she pulled out the card, feeling her fingers cold, her cheeks burning….

          
Such a plain bit of pasteboard, which couldn't have guessed how infinitely glorious it was to be made by the lettering. Tiffany drew long breaths. “Capt. Richard R. Sackville, 58th Reg.” Nothing those old leather books could offer held the miracle of this.

          
And down in a corner in a black careless scrawl: “With comps. R. S.” R. S., oh, wonderful initials, conjuring up Captain Sackville with forage-cap over his ear, with brown face full of laughter, with his whole well-set-up self so breezy with devil-may-care gaiety that there had never been anything like him. Tiffany, turning her gaze from old yellow-skinned Buddha and Confucius, had known them drop to dust at one roving glance from a pair of laughing grey eyes.

          
He had not known. She would die if he ever knew. And perhaps die if he didn't. Cradling the little card on tender hands she told herself severely that his roses had not been very good, and began to cry because perhaps mamma hadn't put them in water and she herself hadn't dared. Then, having until now been unaware of what love can do to you, she cast herself face down on the pillow, the card pressed to her cheek.

          
“No. I won't be silly. I don't care. I don't,” she
            


            whispered, fiercely fighting off Captain Sackville, who so far had shown no intention of advancing. It was correct to send flowers to young ladies whose parents had offered entertainment. “I know he doesn't remember that he's ever been in the house,” said Tiffany, being very stern with herself.

          
Sophia knocked and hurried in. She was always in a hurry and always late.

          
“Your present, Tiffy,” she gasped. “I couldn't get it done before. Maria had toothache and I had to finish mamma's petticoat. But I did every stitch with horsehair out of horses' tails and I do hope you'll join our order now.”

          
Not being able to get rid of her spots, Sophia had “gone in for” religion in the company of several other unappreciated young ladies. They called themselves the Vestal Virgins (which gentlemen seemed to find monstrous funny), went to church fasting, and had a vast number of cabalistic signs among themselves, in addition to wearing jute sacking next their skins to remind them of the saints. The shapeless garment Tiffany unfolded was of jute and —whichever end you held up—equally repulsive.

          
“Once in Royal David's city I expect they wore them,” cried Sophia, the red spots glowing in her pallid face. “I wouldn't be without mine for all the conquering kings of the world. You can't realize the peace a hair-shirt gives, Tiffy.”

          
“I'd scratch so,” said Tiffany, doubtfully. One couldn't laugh at poor silly Sophy, but it was as well Aunt Darien wasn't there.
            “You don't like it. Oh, I'm so disappointed.” As usual Sophia dissolved into tears and hymns. “While others throng the House of Mirth and haunt the gaudy show,” she sobbed, “remember that your p-poor cousin is praying for you, T-Tiffy.”

          
“I'm monstrous grateful to you, Sophy dear,” said Tiffany, feeling that she had never needed prayers more,
            


            though Sophy's kind were not likely to be useful at present. “But even in flannel I can't stop wriggling. I'd scare the town in a hair-shirt.”

          
“Well, remember that the meek shall inherit the earth. Though I'm sure I'm meek enough,” cried Sophia, bursting out again, “and I don't seem to inherit anything except spots.”

          
“Poor dear,” Tiffany hugged her, bravely kissed the marred cheek with her fresh young lips. “Don't you think you might be better if you didn't take medicines all the time, Sophy?”

          
“Mamma orders it. Oh, Tiffany, you don't suggest that I should disobey mamma? A thankless child … ‘sharper than a serpent's tooth’….”

          
“But it's your insides, Sophy. Not hers.”

          
“All I have is hers. I wouldn't wish it otherwise,” cried Sophia in a perfect torrent of immolations. “My life, my soul … only she'd have to arrange that with the saints…. Oh, yes, if you hang it in your cupboard where you can see it every day I know you'll soon want to wear it.”

          
While Tiffany had her head in the cupboard there could be no harm peeking to see what she had pushed under the pillow in such a hurry…. Sophia went away much more composed. This must be an intrigue, and who knew that Captain Sackville hadn't a wife already? Far too many officers had. Woe, woe unto man whose days are few and evil—and Aunt Darien would probably be able to tell her how evil they were.

          
But when Sophia, very earnest under a white chip bonnet that made her look like a poached egg, inquired even Darien was shaken for a minute. This damned little town, so full of that spiritual blood-letting which seems necessary to some natures, and Sophy just the kind of idiot to set a scandal going. If Tiffany got in Darien's way she'd be trampled without compunction, but she was
            


            welcome to Dick Sackville if she could get him. Darien put on a mysterious air.

          
“Hush,” she whispered. “I mustn't tell secrets but … did you look at the other side of the card? No? There you are, then Have you never heard of a go-between?”

          
“Oh, b-but isn't that even more sinful? 
Two gentlemen.”

          
“And not even one for you, eh? But why not two ladies? Why mightn't Tiffany be helping a friend? Miss Leta Baizey, for instance,” said Darien, sacrificing Leta with some relish.

          
“Oh!” said Sophia, turning the talk again to Maria's toothache and mamma's merino petticoat, while Darien tried to remember what she knew of Captain Sackville.

          
Good-looking enough in a brown muscular way, Captain Sackville. Rather standing off the women as though aware that those laughing eyes of his did more havoc than he wished, but monstrous popular with the men. Often Calthorpe brought her from the barracks fire the last racy story of Dick Sackville's. “Don't respect anything,” said Calthorpe, who worshipped the British Army with all its capitals, “but such doosed good company.”

          
That, it seemed, was all. Darien was disappointed in Tiffany. Probably Sophia imagined it, she thought, going off to dance with one and another on Mrs Pinshon's carpet and asking where was Captain Sackville to-night? Her shy subaltern was too enchanted by Lady Calthorpe's hair, her eyes, her whole glorious intoxicating self to be very coherent, but Darien gathered that Sackville had gone with choice company to climb Jacob's Ladder— three dizzy flights of a hundred steps each, without handrail, that went up by Graham's Bond to Britomart Point.

          
“A regular moonraker, Sackville. Nothing that fellow won't do,” said the subaltern. Darien reflected that there was still one thing left for Sackville to do. He might break his neck, and she rather hoped he would, going herself to the buffet for a glass of wine.

          


          
Jermyn was there and Sir Winston and others, all being, as usual, very wise about England. “What did England want this wretched country for?” demanded a captain who wished to go home to his wife.

          
“She don't want it,” explained Sir Winston. “But ‘Rule Britannia,’ y'know—Dibden … I think. She always has to kill out the savages. Can't leave any country to them. A crime in these days, egad.”

          
“There you have the whole ethics of civilization,” said Jermyn. “There's no enemy left to kill in England now … except the Government's ministers, and they would probably legislate against it.” Unpleasantly bitter, the Jermyn of these days, thought Darien. She didn't want him now. After a time, falling in love becomes merely an incident, and no man is worth a grande Dassion. Tiffy would probably have one, though. She was that sort.

          
Corny had persuaded Peregrine out into the garden. “Somethin' to tell you … damned important,” muttered Corny in his husky voice. So under the stars, from which Roddy had so often called down benediction on his love, Peregrine learned of it and, although much surprised, was less annoyed than Corny had expected.

          
“Her fault entirely, the little wanton,” said Corny handsomely. “Always ridin' out to the farm. I packed her straight off to the Waikato with her mother. She'll be married before the child comes, Lovel. Maoris think none the worse of a wife who's had an affair with a white man.”

          
“I am much obliged to you.” Peregrine was still some-what dazed. “Does Roddy know … about the child?”

          
“Eriti says not. Scared of losing him. But all half-castes are born liars. Don't seem English at all, some-how,” said Corny grimly. Twice Hemi had refused to return home. “I think the Maori cause is a lost one and so I must help it,” Hemi had written in his careful English. But if war came Corny would go down into the Waikato and fetch him.

          


          
“'Pon my soul, Lovel, I feel I owe you an apology….”

          
“Not at all, my dear fellow. Quite the other way,” said Peregrine, recovering. Corny had been very decent about Eriti, and it was pleasant to find Roddy was not the milksop he seemed. A thwarted love affair, even a Maori one, would stave off desire for a too-early marriage, thought Peregrine, quite ready to trample on all young hearts that needed it. He was really grateful to Corny's Eriti, and showed it by requesting that she have her lips tattooed at once.

          
“Eh? D'you think so? A half-caste, y'know. It's damned painful and ugly. I wouldn't let Haini be done,” protested Corny, who was really soft-hearted.

          
But Peregrine's assertion that nothing would quicker cool Roddy's ardour than thought of the thick blubber lips of the respectable married Maori women overruled him. “All right. I'll send Rupe down at once,” promised Corny, going back for the drink which he felt he richly deserved, while Peregrine went to watch Roddy and Tiffany dancing together.

          
“Look at 'em. You've given something to a new country there, Peregrine. Fresh an' sweet as a May mornin', egad,” declared Major Henry, who was becoming shocking sentimental in his old age.

          
Peregrine contemplated his son with new interest. So Roddy was a man now and would have to be shipped down to Canterbury before one of these young women caught him on the rebound. The best of John's merino rams must go with him before young Greer got them too, thought Peregrine, who had put Andrew down as a worthy enemy since he went off with the Hereford bull. But Andrew could advise and help Roddy, since their stations would not be far apart as distance went in that country.

          
I shall arrange everything before I speak to the boy, thought Peregrine, always a little uncomfortable before
            


            that strange bright bloom of innocence which seemed still to persist in Roddy, and going up to sit by Sally. Since the young Lovels seemed to have become the cynosure of all eyes it was only right that their parents should be where they too could be observed.

        

        

          
II

          

With an empty treasury, and everybody in turned gowns and napless top-hats, and young bloods envying the habitually frock-coated (such a concealing garb) Auckland still contrived to be gay for arriving officers. And amazing kind, with the barracks on Britomart Hill receiving daily bombardments of embroidered carpet-slippers and smoking-caps, watch-chains of soft brown or black or golden hair, book-markers worked in bright silks with “Fair fare the days for thee, Courage is a soldier's armour” and such other legends as might occur to innocent minds. Seasoned gallants, turning out boxes-full, occasioned much merriment at the mess-table, where Captain Richard Sackville offered to bet his collection against all comers. Even for Auckland it was somewhat remarkable, and Sackville held the floor triumphantly between whisky and bumpers of milk-punch until challenged to produce an offering from Tiffany Lovel.

          
“Lovel? By all means. Slippers? … no; a watch-chain? I'm selling off my brown hair watch-chains cheap. Bartie, you can have this one for a bob.”

          
“That's Sophia's,” said Bartie, who had cause to know.

          
“Eh? So it is, by Jove. Sophia and her Vestal Virgins are pretty constant. Look here, I'll sell you a dozen Sophias for….”

          
“Where's a Tiffany?” said an inexorable voice.

          
“He ain't got one. Nobody has. She can't sew,” said Bartie.

          
“That my eye! Every girl can sew. She just don't
              


              like men,” affirmed a lieutenant who had been lately snubbed by Tiffany.

          
“Break that news gently, boys,” said Sackville, sinking into a chair. “For years I have prayed for a girl who don't like men. Is my future friend red-haired?”

          
“Coppery. Just meant for watch-chains. But you'll never get one. Bet you a pony you don't,” said the lieutenant.

          
A pony was a lot of money. Darret must be doosed sure, thought Sackville, refusing to bet. He began to think that it might be worth while to get more than watch-chains from this Tiffany Lovel … whom he couldn't remember meeting, but there were so many girls. And so many good fellows to have a lively time with before he was punted off on campaign again.

          
“Let's drink to her anyway. Bumpers. To the elusive lady,” he cried, grinning at the lieutenant.

          
He remembered Tiffany again when he went next day to check over some information with Jermyn Lovel, who knew so much about this confounded country, and told of abnormal vendetta fighting, of settlers leaving their ploughs to run for shelter, of thousands of families being evacuated across the strait to Nelson. “Time you fellows got to work,” said Jermyn, telling dryly of lively young Maori bucks divesting drunken whites of their trousers, which they flew as derisive flags in their pas.

          
Sackville, who had been sent down the coast to inform clamouring Poverty Bay settlers that the Government couldn't help them, complained that he had never felt such a fool in his life. “‘What the devil are you doing on your side of the mountains?’ they asked. And I'm damned if I could tell 'em. Nobody could,” said Sackville, ruefully.

          
“We're just waiting for the conflagration. To put it out before it gets a good start was never the English habit,” said Jermyn, going on to discuss Gore Browne,
              


              one of those honest and unlucky gentlemen who manage to do so many right things in the wrong way.

          
Sackville knew all about Gore Browne's recent journey into the Taranaki with the intention of settling some thousands of sturdy Devon and Cornish immigrants on the rich land they had crossed the seas for. Like all else it had been a mistake; for Gore Browne, told by everybody that all his anxious adjusting and temporizing was merely making him a by-word of inefficiency, had taken a high hand.

          
With no land court or Parliament to advise him he had plunged valiantly into the delicate intricacies of Maori pride and immemorial custom, and bought quantities of land from a chiefling called Teira, over the proud head of Wi Kingi, chief of all the Ngatiawa tribe. Wi Kingi, protesting bitterly against this invasion of his country, felt that the building of a pa on it would be an excellent counter-stroke, while Gore Browne kept all the Auckland clerks busy hunting for unprocurable land-titles and set surveyors (who never had enough work anyway) to cutting survey-pegs.

          
“Everyone knows that Teira only sold in order to be revenged on the seducer of his wife,” said Jermyn, shrugging. “To embroil an enemy with the pakeha is the Maori's most exquisite form of utu, and our Governor has most amiably made himself Teira's cat's-paw. So this pretty little domestic comedy is almost certainly the wartrumpet we're looking for … blown by Governor Gore Browne.”

          
“What a merry world if every cuckold could revenge himself as gloriously as Teira,” said Dick Sackville. He went off whistling “The Shan Van Voght.”

          
“The French are on the sea,” eh? Before he went to meet them he must find time for another pretty little comedy. This Miss Tiffany Lovel who thought herself too fine to be kind to lonely soldiers must be taught her lesson, the proud jade. Watching her promenading on the
              


              new Wynyard Street pier, standing aloof from her at parties, he considered the best means of approach. A handsome huzzy and quite clearly a proud one. I wonder if I could make her cry, thought Sackville, who had made so many women cry without wanting to.

          
Ladies rode in bullock-drays to country dances, with a frieze of attendant young bucks sitting uncomfortably on the frame, sometimes feeling with a tentative foot for a soft groping hand among the scented cloud of veils and shawls and murmuring laughter at the bottom. Hew Garcia, seeking Tiffany's hand and getting Sophia's, could hardly have borne it but for a recent interview with Mr Lovel. Most surprisingly it seemed that Mr Lovel would welcome Hew as a son-in-law.

          
“I desire that all my children should settle in this country which I have made my own,” said Mr Lovel, looking as much as possible like Sir George Grey. “The land is the backbone of New Zealand, and I have long felt that intelligent young men such as yourself are the backbone of the land. I will inform Tiffany of my wishes at—ah—the next convenient moment.”

          
“It's only right to tell you that I'm afraid she don't love me yet, sir,” said Hew nervously. But Mr Lovel had waved that aside.

          
“No girl of Tiffany's age knows her own feelings. It is for you to teach her, my dear Hew…. No, do not thank me. I have had this project in my mind for long. Look to the matter.”

          
So Hew went to the dance in Mr Harrington's barn hoping to teach Tiffany, though how to set about it he had no notion, having tried so many unsuccessful ways. Gaily the big brown barn invited him with bunting, with the tuning-up of accordions and violins, the red Turkey twill laid on grain-sacks round the walls for seats. Already chaperons were taking their places, arranging white lace shawls and flowery caps, setting their fans waving. Already bright crinolines and scarves were revolving down
              


              the floor, and still Hew, his brown honest face getting anxious, went seeking Tiffany. Then he saw her glowing in Dick Sackville's arms, and sat down resignedly by Sally. Not Sophia nor another should pry him from Sally until Tiffany returned to her again.

          
Tiffany, floating in silent ecstasy, felt that she would never return to where she had been before this miracle swept her up with it. A stray word here and there and his laughing eyes were all she knew of Captain Richard Sackville, but they were enough.

          
Lovels, said Major Henry, were intense, and joy and sorrow had always come intensely to Tiffany. Just now she was hardly conscious of joy, only of an intensity of living such as she had never guessed at before, a splendour in the world as though some inner eye had suddenly opened, showing dazzling light where before had been only shadows.

          
Captain Sackville kept his hand on her arm when the dance ended, leading her, not to Sally and the Turkey twill, but out through the great doors to the bush-clearing, sweet with the familiar mysterious sweetness of night.

          
“I didn't write you a note, Miss Lovel,” he said in that easy laughing voice. “I wished to thank you personally for your charming present.”

          
“My … . ?” Tiffany was stunned. “I sent you no present, sir.”

          
“Please don't jest with what has given me so much happiness,” he said, rather sternly. “I mean that silken book-mark with ‘God keep you’ made of your lovely hair,” he added gently. If this wasn't a really ingenious way of approach he didn't know what was.

          
“But … I don't understand. I never sent you anything,” gasped Tiffany in a panic near to tears. What, oh what would he think of her? “Never. Never. I would not send a gift to any man. You 
know I would not.”

          
He was watching her closely in the faint starlight. The tears had come quicker than he expected. They were
              


              sparkling on her dark lashes. The distress of a girl, he thought, the pride of a woman so finely mixed, so piteously, indignantly holding him off. For the first time in his gay careless life Richard Sackville was ashamed of himself. But he had never been unable to get out of a fix yet.

          
“Of course I know, since you tell me so. Most earnestly I ask your pardon. If I can only feel that you grant me your forgiveness, Miss Lovel.”

          
“Yes, yes. I mean—there's nothing to forgive. Someone must have used my name. I—I don't understand.” Oh, it was terrible to hear the gladness go out of his voice, to see him stand with bent head asking forgiveness.

          
“Nor I.” No, he couldn't go on with that. This story would never be told at the barracks after all. “No one shall make free with your name again if I can help it, Miss Lovel.” And most sincerely for the moment he meant it.

        

        

          
III

          

After some ten days, with only John for company, music grew stale, the bush had no more magic, and Roddy rode breakneck over the rough track to discover what had become of Eriti. To Corny, very hot and unbuttoned in his untidy room, appeared Roddy, so white and pitiably frightened by the silence of the house, so young and gallant in the soiled duck trousers and blue jacket of his working days that Corny muttered in his grizzled beard, pouring the boy a tot of rum before he would hear him speak. These youngsters, making such a tragedy of love, which every sane man knew was only the goose-flesh of a moment, thought Corny, speaking to Roddy gently.

          
But Roddy would have none of his gentleness. He wanted the truth, sir. The truth…. So he got it, and his world went reeling round him, with Corny's red face like
              


              a sun in the middle. He clutched the table-edge, trying to steady his legs, his voice.

          
“You mean—you can't mean you've taken her away?”

          
“Now, now, Rod. Let's look at this as man to man.”

          
“What have you done with her?”

          
“Now, do sit down, Rod, and—”

          
“Curse you! Tell me, or by God, I'll make you.”

          
Oh, these melodramatics of youth, thought Corny, trying to remember his own and be tactful. There had been a blue-eyed Adeline centuries ago in England and he had nearly killed himself…. Young Rod mustn't do that.

          
“Well, she's gone to be married to a fine young Maori, who'll make her a good husband … which you didn't seem to be meaning to do, young man.”

          
“I did. Of course I meant to marry her. And I will…. Oh, God, sir,” cried Roddy, suddenly blind with tears, “you didn't think I just meant to harm her, did you? But I knew I was too young and my father … and in the meantime I … we….”

          
“I know all about those ‘meantimes.’ So did she when she went chasing you,” said Corny grimly. Looking at the boy sprawled in a chair with his head on the table he softened again. He would have dearly loved Peregrine Lovel's brood instead of the piebald lot his sins had given him.

          
“Come, come, Rod, old fellow, face it like a man. You couldn't have married her, you know. Only the kind of marriage I made, and there was some excuse for me, since I needed a chief's protection and there were damn few white women about in those days. Though I wish I hadn't now,” said Corny frankly. “It ain't fair to breed up half-castes that are neither flesh nor fowl … and the whalers have left plenty of them to get the sins of their fathers visited on 'em.”

          
Roddy was not listening. He looked up, feeling his
              


              face gone curiously stiff and old. “Tell me where she is, Mr Fleete, and I will go and marry her at once. My father can say what he likes.”

          
“You're both minors, Rod. No parson would do it without the consent of the fathers. And you won't get that, you know. Eriti's all right … much better off than she could be with you….” These youngsters! Never looking a foot ahead….

          
“She's not married yet? Not having her lips—” He couldn't say it. But Corny did.

          
“That is already being done, Rod.” Lovel had been right. The revulsion of disgust and horror on the boy's face showed it, and certainly Maoris had a queer taste to prefer the bloated seamed lips of tattoo to fresh young girlish ones. But of course they never kissed. Only rubbed noses. And it helped to keep women chaste. No Maori buck could possibly plead ignorance if he went poaching. “Here! for heaven's sake don't do that.”

          
But Roddy had already done it. Exhausted by want of food and sleep, by grief and shock, he had fainted flat on the floor like any young lady whose stays are too tight.

          
He regained his courage with his senses. Breeding there clear enough, thought Corny, watching him ride off over the hill to Lovel Hall. I hope Lovel will treat him decently, thought Corny, doubting it and drinking the rum Roddy had ignored. Poor young devil. But no other way out for the future Sir Roderick Lovel.

          
Peregrine, meeting Roddy in the hall, inquired what he had come for, and was told with a violence that made him push the boy into the library and set his back to the closed door.

          
“You dare use such language to me, sir! Apologize instantly.”

          
“Go to the devil,” shouted Roddy, inflamed even to his eyes. “I know it's all your doing, you meddling old brute. You've ruined both our lives with—”

          


          
“Dear me,” said Peregrine caustically. “All this commotion about a vulgar liaison with a Maori girl.”

          
Here Roddy unexpectedly showed himself to be even more Lovel than Tiffany, and Peregrine (though righteously furious and shocked) realized that in some dim way he was rather pleased. Roddy would be a man yet. He held his own quite capably through the following storm which was so considerable that Darien, spending the afternoon with Sally, said that, though she couldn't hear words, it sounded as if Roddy were being rude to his father.

          
Sally, although soon reduced to weeping, knew that she hoped Roddy was; and then cried the more, for of course it was so wicked to hope it. But when Roddy went rushing through the hall to his room and slammed its door behind him she clung to Darien.

          
“I—I fear they're both Lovels,” she sobbed.

          
“Roddy has the better lungs,” said Darien, giggling. Peregrine had been reduced to squeaks. Sally couldn't giggle. This, she felt desolately, had been a quarrel between men. Her little boy had become a man, and so she dared not go kiss and comfort him.

          
Tiffany dared later, taking Roddy's hot hand as he lay on his bed in the shadows. “Don't touch me, damn you,” he said, jerking it away. Tiffany stood stricken. His hand was burning and below the tangled hair drops showed on his forehead. She went on her knees.

          
“Oh, darling … what is it? Tell your Tiffy,” she whispered, putting her soft lips to the wet forehead.

          
But this could not be borne. Eriti's lips … never never would he kiss those pouting duskily-pink lips again. In the dim room he saw them all the time, saw the sharp pipi-shell cutting thin line on line right back to the rosy gums, saw the merciless old tohunga squatting, the blood, the suffering Eriti lying moaning, with her gentle eyes…. His agonized imagination heaped horror upon horror. He hit out like a child.

          


          
“Get away. Get away. Get away!” he cried hoarsely. Never would he let himself be touched by a girl's hands or lips again. Roddy, so ridden by his ideals, so inflamed by Eriti for what she represented rather than for what she was, couldn't in this denied hour see the difference. He was certain only of the craving of his soul and body; certain as one can be at nineteen that life could never smile on him again.

          
In old Patiti's pa, Eriti, her mouth bloated like a bladder, was being delicately fed through the corner of it with a straw. She was feeling immensely important. The whole pa was serving this half-white grand-daughter of the great chief, come to be married to one of his chieftains —Koperoa. When the pain was very bad she cried a little for Roddy. But he could never have married her and her child would have been nothing. Now Koperoa would formally adopt it and she would be respected all the more because of its white blood … which was so very comforting, thought Eriti, rolling her eyes with gratitude towards Koperoa.

          
Already the women were making fine mats for Eriti's house, and the young men were putting their nets in the river and drying fish on scaffoldings for the wedding-feast. Later there would be expeditions after pig. A hundred pigs, twenty oxen, all the sheep they could get, and heaps of maize, gourds, and kumeras a hundred feet long, decided Patiti, sending runners round the country with the invitations. War might be near, and the pakeha of little account; but white blood was always a distinction. Besides, no Maori will miss any possible chance of giving a feast although (as often happened) the guests might eat him into penury.

          
Swamped with pride and honours, Eriti thought more and more of Koperoa, who had danced the whole night through with his warriors after she had given him the ropa, and was so strong he could walk easily with a sack
              


              of wheat under each arm—and so daily she thought less of Roddy.

          
But in town a startled community was for the moment thinking of no one else. Young Rod Lovel had disappeared. Dragnets in the harbour, hue-and-cry over the hills could not find him. Sir Winston seemed to have the rights of it when he declared that the heir of all the Lovels had passed away like the morning dew.

        

        

          
IV

          

Through all the hubbub Sally agonized with shame. She had been so wicked. In the night she had stolen money for Roddy from the housekeeping and sent him away with tears and blessings. “I will write under cover of Jermyn,” said Roddy, who had become such a man all at once that one couldn't protest. And now she was defying the Holy Immolation of Matrimony and Mr Lovel, since Roddy had ordered that papa was to think him dead.

          
Watching Mr Lovel preparing to think Roddy dead was so difficult that Jermyn, seeing her tending her roses in bright sunlight, was shocked into remembering that Sally was thirty-five—and looked more, egad—while he was barely in the height of his powers. So for the first time he felt pity for her instead of himself (which was quite rejuvenating), and went off so soon and so cheerfully that Sally stood looking after him with hanging hands. It was all over now. Quite over, and Jermyn's face had said it.

          
Peregrine fulfilled everyone's expectations by forbidding Roddy's name to be mentioned and by publicly announcing Brian as his heir. Brian, now in the shipyard with his long shrewd head and dandy ways, would help keep Lovel fortunes together until Jerry went to Canterbury next year with Hew and Tiffany, said Mr Lovel, dealing out his belongings like kings and jacks.

          


          
Jerry was willing. He haunted the stock-markets and could talk sheep with anyone. Although (since Eriti had sisters) it would not be safe to send him to stupid John, thought Peregrine, promenading with Sally in the Gardens where, despite poverty, gentlemen's fashionable loose trousers seemed also to be contemplating crinoline at no distant date. He could not let his house in these days, and Caroline at least served to keep the moth out, he felt, seeing her advancing with a daughter on either side. The moth (it seemed) had got instead into Sophy and Maria, who now wore Caroline's cast-offs, so that Jermyn called them her garb and garbage. “But as Lady Lovel it is my duty to have the best of everything; and since Roddy is gone should not Linda's son be heir? There is such a thing as Salic law,” said Caroline, feeling very convincing.

          
“Poor Lord Calthorpe is certain he'll be killed this time,” Caroline told Sally. Now that he was Darien's husband Calthorpe seemed to expect Fate to take special interest in him; but Caroline was more interested in hearing that Nick Flower had returned for the next meeting of the Council and intended to veto the grant for the Harbour Board.

          
Mr Flower, retorted Peregrine, was not the whole Provincial Council, and since he never chose to attend meetings he could not expect consideration.

          
Yet, for all Peregrine's elegance and eyeglass, he felt unhappy under Nick Flower's keen amused look when they met in the Council. Last time I saw you you were not so sure of yourself, it said. Nick Flower was apparently sure of himself. Vastly different from the civil trader of Kororareka, this prosperous bearded giant, pouring contempt on pioneers for their treatment of the Maoris, their imbecility in the papers (where the Maoris read every word), their horse-racing and regattas and petty squabbles, while every native in the country was working like the deuce to prepare for war.

          
Town Councils, said Flower, who seemed to have
              


              gained so much in size and vituperation, were merely tinkling symbols of inefficiency. Provincial Councils were a collection of rank individualists who never had the sense to get together and vote a reserve for the war which was certainly coming. They had allowed private trading vessels to smuggle ammunition to the Maoris for years….

          
Peregrine could scarcely believe it. The unparalleled impudence of this attack was too much. He rose to say that Mr Flower knew very well where suspicion lay in that matter.

          
“I know a good deal, as you are aware,” said Flower, coolly. Peregrine quaked, fearing that he would tell it. Good God, thought Peregrine, why didn't I simply choke Caroline instead of going to Flower on an affair so private, so sacred.

          
“If there has been smuggling, Mr Flower….”

          
“Come, come, don't be so uncivil as to pull the wool over these gentlemen's eyes, Mr Lovel. You know there has.” Flower was enjoying himself. A lost belief in saints left nothing to reverence, and Lovel's wife was probably very happy down her underground ways. Life was a witches' sabbath, and the god of vengeance the only real god, and since he needed Lovel's scanty boat-services no longer it was well to establish his integrity in the eyes of councillors who might prove useful when war came. This was the devil's unfailing joke … run with the hare, hunt with the hounds, keep a sharp eye over the shoulder for snapping jaws, thought Flower, contentedly watching Peregrine trying to snap and making rather a botch of it, since he was clearly afraid to provoke Flower too far. One slip, thought Peregrine, nearly frantic, can put one at a man's mercy for ever.

          
Councillors (so used to personal attacks) were amused but suspicious. Certainly there had been smuggling. Certainly it would be vastly dangerous if it continued during war. Certainly Mr Lovel had been the first to start regular trading down the coasts…. They agreed to look into the matter and went on to other pressing
              


              business, with Peregrine summoning all his forces to give efficient help, and Flower presently lounging away.

          
There would be some bungling kind of an inquiry, which wouldn't get anyone anywhere. But it would do Lovel harm, and his manner to-day would do him more. Some moral cowardice in Lovel had forced him to share suspicion of his wife with another. It would force him into other mistakes yet.

        

        

          
V

          

Lord Calthorpe, having invited Fate's attention to himself, had to suffer for it. A stray bullet found him on the edge of one of the tribal wars, and his widow sat in her house receiving shoals of commiserations, while Sophia eagerly offered her hair-shirt. “I told Darien I never wore it now,” she explained to Tiffany. “I'm sure it would be such a comfort. But she said it was the last thing she wanted.”

          
Darien was at first not certain what she wanted, but she soon knew. After shedding a few tears for Calthorpe and feeling that he might have been much worse, she investigated his papers and found that he couldn't possibly have been. Debts stood about his name like a strong stockade … and how could Darien pay them even if she wished, which she didn't? Why should she, since Calthorpe never had?

          
What I want, she said, is money, and I haven't a cent. She thought of Nick Flower. But he had never lent her that fifty pounds, and Calthorpe owed him thousands. Perhaps he'd marry her now…. But she wanted to taste her liberty and there would be monstrous little of it with Nick Flower. He'd take my diamonds to redeem that debt, she felt, knowing that was what she'd do herself. He'd take her, too, body and soul; and the independence growing in Darien revolted at that. Men always wanted so much.

          
Now was the chance, she thought, to make thousands out of wool and sheep. But (these hateful buts!) how do
              


              it without money? Sir John! She'd go and do her necessary mourning with Sir John, and perhaps the silly old dear would give her half his flock. Or she might find a rich farmer who would be easily managed. Feeling her spirits leaping again, Darien pulled off her widow's cap with its dangling tails (she'd be hanged if she would wear it at the farm), and sat down to write the Dowager Lady Calthorpe a sort of blackmailing letter saying she was penniless and begging a thousand pounds.

          
“Have you a stamp?” she asked of Tiffany coming in. “Good gracious, child, what's the matter?”

          
Tiffany was nearer a breakdown than anyone ever had seen her. Her warm colour was gone and there were dark lines under her eyes. But she stood her ground. This, she felt, was no time to be a coward. Papa, she said, wanted Hew to go down and manage the Canterbury property and take her with him as his wife.

          
“I swear to God I will never do it,” declared Tiffany, keeping her voice steady with an effort.

          
“H'm.” Darien pinched her lip. First Roddy and then Tiffany. Peregrine would get more than he bargained for yet. But what a chance for Hew, who had wanted Tiffy so long and would be out of the war when it came. “What does Dick Sackville say?” she asked. If signs meant anything Tiffany had cast a spell on that blithe rover.

          
Tiffany sank down with face in her hands, and Darien feared she was going to pray. Buddhist, Mohammedan, what did Tiffy think she was now?

          
“Oh, how could I tell him such a thing?” she sobbed, as though Sackville, of all men, should be kept in cottonwool.

          
“Bah!” said Darien, going over and turning up the sweet flushed face to kiss it. “Leave that to me, my dear.”

          
It was long, she felt cheerfully, since she had had her finger in such a pie as this promised to be.
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Promenade
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Ignoring fleas, mud, smells, pigs, the papers, its little scattered houses peering hopefully out of scrub, and the dirty streets of rough black scoria, Auckland still contrived to feel itself the very pink and pearl of civilization. Caroline wrote Home reams about Linda's marriage to “one of our millionaires” when she had been in such excellent bravura voice that she had never sung

          

            
Come unto these yellow sands


            
And then take hands….
          

          
better, and ignored how sulky Andrew had been over singing:

          

            
The breath of morn bids hence the night;


            
Unveil those beauteous eyes, my fair,


            
For till the dawn of love is there I feel no day, I own no light,
          

          
although Linda (placed there by Caroline on purpose) had stood by with her eyes unveiled, helping him to feel anything.

          
But she's married anyway, and that's the chief thing, thought Caroline, going on to impress England with the festivals held by dear Sir John Logan Campbell in his fine house (which you might almost call a palace), and the afternoons for young ladies provided by dear Mr Swainson (our gay bachelor Attorney-General); and how, because Auckland was the headquarters of the bishopric, the military, the Roman Catholics, and the banking gentry, there was such a whirl of amusement that dear Sophy and Maria, who had come out together at the last ball, were nearly run off their feet….

          


          
Tiffany had come out at the ball too, but there was no need to mention her, thought Caroline, who, having just sent Tiffany a blue-and-red silk handkerchief for her eighteenth birthday, felt that she had done her part by Tiffany.

          
Others had also done their part, so that the breakfast table at Lovel Hall was heaped with cards and bouquets from appreciative partners, and Sally was still gathering up parcel wrappings from the floor.

          
“More than your share of scalps, Tiffy,” cried Darien, pretending to be jealous and wondering whose card Tiffany had blushed so red over. When Tiffany did love (and she seemed slow at it) she'd ride her passion as she rode a horse at a fence. But here was Peregrine, preening himself in Tiffany's popularity but pragmatic as ever.

          
“I beg you not to put foolish thoughts into Tiffany's head. Let us leave her to her maiden dreams.”

          
“You probably wouldn't if you knew what they were,” retorted Darien. And at that Tiffany fairly ran out of the room, glowing like a damask rose.

          
“Really,” said Peregrine, much annoyed, “I regret that you so let your tongue run away with you, Lady Calthorpe.”

          
You'll regret it much more when somebody runs away with Tiffany, Darien nearly said, but she had no mind to warn that stiff black rig. When she had time she'd make a little candle-wax image of him, and stick it full of pins and melt it away before a slow fire. Then Sally would be free—poor Sally, still so meekly at her virtuous' promenade.

          
And Tiffany would be free too. Tiffany whom Peregrine would certainly marry off to the highest bidder unless she kicked … which I hope and pray she will, thought Darien, walking down to the gate with Sally and cursing crinolines which grew bigger every year and picked up such a mort of flies and daddy-long-legs to buzz in one's
            


            petticoats. “Just like these tester beds. So trying in a hot country, and far too intimate,” said Darien.

          
In her attic room Tiffany sat on the bed, afraid to pull out the card she had hid in her pocket downstairs, her heart was thumping so. Now she knew that she had really come to the end of her childhood at last. This great hot tide of life rushing along so swiftly, rushing her with it, half-drowned in doubts, compliments, new gowns, nosegays and dance-music … never would it let her scramble out to the flowery banks of her childhood again. For weeks now she had felt life clutching her with imperious hands, pressing her against the mould into which all women have to go. Softly she pulled out the card, feeling her fingers cold, her cheeks burning….

          
Such a plain bit of pasteboard, which couldn't have guessed how infinitely glorious it was to be made by the lettering. Tiffany drew long breaths. “Capt. Richard R. Sackville, 58th Reg.” Nothing those old leather books could offer held the miracle of this.

          
And down in a corner in a black careless scrawl: “With comps. R. S.” R. S., oh, wonderful initials, conjuring up Captain Sackville with forage-cap over his ear, with brown face full of laughter, with his whole well-set-up self so breezy with devil-may-care gaiety that there had never been anything like him. Tiffany, turning her gaze from old yellow-skinned Buddha and Confucius, had known them drop to dust at one roving glance from a pair of laughing grey eyes.

          
He had not known. She would die if he ever knew. And perhaps die if he didn't. Cradling the little card on tender hands she told herself severely that his roses had not been very good, and began to cry because perhaps mamma hadn't put them in water and she herself hadn't dared. Then, having until now been unaware of what love can do to you, she cast herself face down on the pillow, the card pressed to her cheek.

          
“No. I won't be silly. I don't care. I don't,” she
            


            whispered, fiercely fighting off Captain Sackville, who so far had shown no intention of advancing. It was correct to send flowers to young ladies whose parents had offered entertainment. “I know he doesn't remember that he's ever been in the house,” said Tiffany, being very stern with herself.

          
Sophia knocked and hurried in. She was always in a hurry and always late.

          
“Your present, Tiffy,” she gasped. “I couldn't get it done before. Maria had toothache and I had to finish mamma's petticoat. But I did every stitch with horsehair out of horses' tails and I do hope you'll join our order now.”

          
Not being able to get rid of her spots, Sophia had “gone in for” religion in the company of several other unappreciated young ladies. They called themselves the Vestal Virgins (which gentlemen seemed to find monstrous funny), went to church fasting, and had a vast number of cabalistic signs among themselves, in addition to wearing jute sacking next their skins to remind them of the saints. The shapeless garment Tiffany unfolded was of jute and —whichever end you held up—equally repulsive.

          
“Once in Royal David's city I expect they wore them,” cried Sophia, the red spots glowing in her pallid face. “I wouldn't be without mine for all the conquering kings of the world. You can't realize the peace a hair-shirt gives, Tiffy.”

          
“I'd scratch so,” said Tiffany, doubtfully. One couldn't laugh at poor silly Sophy, but it was as well Aunt Darien wasn't there.
            “You don't like it. Oh, I'm so disappointed.” As usual Sophia dissolved into tears and hymns. “While others throng the House of Mirth and haunt the gaudy show,” she sobbed, “remember that your p-poor cousin is praying for you, T-Tiffy.”

          
“I'm monstrous grateful to you, Sophy dear,” said Tiffany, feeling that she had never needed prayers more,
            


            though Sophy's kind were not likely to be useful at present. “But even in flannel I can't stop wriggling. I'd scare the town in a hair-shirt.”

          
“Well, remember that the meek shall inherit the earth. Though I'm sure I'm meek enough,” cried Sophia, bursting out again, “and I don't seem to inherit anything except spots.”

          
“Poor dear,” Tiffany hugged her, bravely kissed the marred cheek with her fresh young lips. “Don't you think you might be better if you didn't take medicines all the time, Sophy?”

          
“Mamma orders it. Oh, Tiffany, you don't suggest that I should disobey mamma? A thankless child … ‘sharper than a serpent's tooth’….”

          
“But it's your insides, Sophy. Not hers.”

          
“All I have is hers. I wouldn't wish it otherwise,” cried Sophia in a perfect torrent of immolations. “My life, my soul … only she'd have to arrange that with the saints…. Oh, yes, if you hang it in your cupboard where you can see it every day I know you'll soon want to wear it.”

          
While Tiffany had her head in the cupboard there could be no harm peeking to see what she had pushed under the pillow in such a hurry…. Sophia went away much more composed. This must be an intrigue, and who knew that Captain Sackville hadn't a wife already? Far too many officers had. Woe, woe unto man whose days are few and evil—and Aunt Darien would probably be able to tell her how evil they were.

          
But when Sophia, very earnest under a white chip bonnet that made her look like a poached egg, inquired even Darien was shaken for a minute. This damned little town, so full of that spiritual blood-letting which seems necessary to some natures, and Sophy just the kind of idiot to set a scandal going. If Tiffany got in Darien's way she'd be trampled without compunction, but she was
            


            welcome to Dick Sackville if she could get him. Darien put on a mysterious air.

          
“Hush,” she whispered. “I mustn't tell secrets but … did you look at the other side of the card? No? There you are, then Have you never heard of a go-between?”

          
“Oh, b-but isn't that even more sinful? 
Two gentlemen.”

          
“And not even one for you, eh? But why not two ladies? Why mightn't Tiffany be helping a friend? Miss Leta Baizey, for instance,” said Darien, sacrificing Leta with some relish.

          
“Oh!” said Sophia, turning the talk again to Maria's toothache and mamma's merino petticoat, while Darien tried to remember what she knew of Captain Sackville.

          
Good-looking enough in a brown muscular way, Captain Sackville. Rather standing off the women as though aware that those laughing eyes of his did more havoc than he wished, but monstrous popular with the men. Often Calthorpe brought her from the barracks fire the last racy story of Dick Sackville's. “Don't respect anything,” said Calthorpe, who worshipped the British Army with all its capitals, “but such doosed good company.”

          
That, it seemed, was all. Darien was disappointed in Tiffany. Probably Sophia imagined it, she thought, going off to dance with one and another on Mrs Pinshon's carpet and asking where was Captain Sackville to-night? Her shy subaltern was too enchanted by Lady Calthorpe's hair, her eyes, her whole glorious intoxicating self to be very coherent, but Darien gathered that Sackville had gone with choice company to climb Jacob's Ladder— three dizzy flights of a hundred steps each, without handrail, that went up by Graham's Bond to Britomart Point.

          
“A regular moonraker, Sackville. Nothing that fellow won't do,” said the subaltern. Darien reflected that there was still one thing left for Sackville to do. He might break his neck, and she rather hoped he would, going herself to the buffet for a glass of wine.

          


          
Jermyn was there and Sir Winston and others, all being, as usual, very wise about England. “What did England want this wretched country for?” demanded a captain who wished to go home to his wife.

          
“She don't want it,” explained Sir Winston. “But ‘Rule Britannia,’ y'know—Dibden … I think. She always has to kill out the savages. Can't leave any country to them. A crime in these days, egad.”

          
“There you have the whole ethics of civilization,” said Jermyn. “There's no enemy left to kill in England now … except the Government's ministers, and they would probably legislate against it.” Unpleasantly bitter, the Jermyn of these days, thought Darien. She didn't want him now. After a time, falling in love becomes merely an incident, and no man is worth a grande Dassion. Tiffy would probably have one, though. She was that sort.

          
Corny had persuaded Peregrine out into the garden. “Somethin' to tell you … damned important,” muttered Corny in his husky voice. So under the stars, from which Roddy had so often called down benediction on his love, Peregrine learned of it and, although much surprised, was less annoyed than Corny had expected.

          
“Her fault entirely, the little wanton,” said Corny handsomely. “Always ridin' out to the farm. I packed her straight off to the Waikato with her mother. She'll be married before the child comes, Lovel. Maoris think none the worse of a wife who's had an affair with a white man.”

          
“I am much obliged to you.” Peregrine was still some-what dazed. “Does Roddy know … about the child?”

          
“Eriti says not. Scared of losing him. But all half-castes are born liars. Don't seem English at all, some-how,” said Corny grimly. Twice Hemi had refused to return home. “I think the Maori cause is a lost one and so I must help it,” Hemi had written in his careful English. But if war came Corny would go down into the Waikato and fetch him.

          


          
“'Pon my soul, Lovel, I feel I owe you an apology….”

          
“Not at all, my dear fellow. Quite the other way,” said Peregrine, recovering. Corny had been very decent about Eriti, and it was pleasant to find Roddy was not the milksop he seemed. A thwarted love affair, even a Maori one, would stave off desire for a too-early marriage, thought Peregrine, quite ready to trample on all young hearts that needed it. He was really grateful to Corny's Eriti, and showed it by requesting that she have her lips tattooed at once.

          
“Eh? D'you think so? A half-caste, y'know. It's damned painful and ugly. I wouldn't let Haini be done,” protested Corny, who was really soft-hearted.

          
But Peregrine's assertion that nothing would quicker cool Roddy's ardour than thought of the thick blubber lips of the respectable married Maori women overruled him. “All right. I'll send Rupe down at once,” promised Corny, going back for the drink which he felt he richly deserved, while Peregrine went to watch Roddy and Tiffany dancing together.

          
“Look at 'em. You've given something to a new country there, Peregrine. Fresh an' sweet as a May mornin', egad,” declared Major Henry, who was becoming shocking sentimental in his old age.

          
Peregrine contemplated his son with new interest. So Roddy was a man now and would have to be shipped down to Canterbury before one of these young women caught him on the rebound. The best of John's merino rams must go with him before young Greer got them too, thought Peregrine, who had put Andrew down as a worthy enemy since he went off with the Hereford bull. But Andrew could advise and help Roddy, since their stations would not be far apart as distance went in that country.

          
I shall arrange everything before I speak to the boy, thought Peregrine, always a little uncomfortable before
            


            that strange bright bloom of innocence which seemed still to persist in Roddy, and going up to sit by Sally. Since the young Lovels seemed to have become the cynosure of all eyes it was only right that their parents should be where they too could be observed.
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With an empty treasury, and everybody in turned gowns and napless top-hats, and young bloods envying the habitually frock-coated (such a concealing garb) Auckland still contrived to be gay for arriving officers. And amazing kind, with the barracks on Britomart Hill receiving daily bombardments of embroidered carpet-slippers and smoking-caps, watch-chains of soft brown or black or golden hair, book-markers worked in bright silks with “Fair fare the days for thee, Courage is a soldier's armour” and such other legends as might occur to innocent minds. Seasoned gallants, turning out boxes-full, occasioned much merriment at the mess-table, where Captain Richard Sackville offered to bet his collection against all comers. Even for Auckland it was somewhat remarkable, and Sackville held the floor triumphantly between whisky and bumpers of milk-punch until challenged to produce an offering from Tiffany Lovel.

          
“Lovel? By all means. Slippers? … no; a watch-chain? I'm selling off my brown hair watch-chains cheap. Bartie, you can have this one for a bob.”

          
“That's Sophia's,” said Bartie, who had cause to know.

          
“Eh? So it is, by Jove. Sophia and her Vestal Virgins are pretty constant. Look here, I'll sell you a dozen Sophias for….”

          
“Where's a Tiffany?” said an inexorable voice.

          
“He ain't got one. Nobody has. She can't sew,” said Bartie.

          
“That my eye! Every girl can sew. She just don't
              


              like men,” affirmed a lieutenant who had been lately snubbed by Tiffany.

          
“Break that news gently, boys,” said Sackville, sinking into a chair. “For years I have prayed for a girl who don't like men. Is my future friend red-haired?”

          
“Coppery. Just meant for watch-chains. But you'll never get one. Bet you a pony you don't,” said the lieutenant.

          
A pony was a lot of money. Darret must be doosed sure, thought Sackville, refusing to bet. He began to think that it might be worth while to get more than watch-chains from this Tiffany Lovel … whom he couldn't remember meeting, but there were so many girls. And so many good fellows to have a lively time with before he was punted off on campaign again.

          
“Let's drink to her anyway. Bumpers. To the elusive lady,” he cried, grinning at the lieutenant.

          
He remembered Tiffany again when he went next day to check over some information with Jermyn Lovel, who knew so much about this confounded country, and told of abnormal vendetta fighting, of settlers leaving their ploughs to run for shelter, of thousands of families being evacuated across the strait to Nelson. “Time you fellows got to work,” said Jermyn, telling dryly of lively young Maori bucks divesting drunken whites of their trousers, which they flew as derisive flags in their pas.

          
Sackville, who had been sent down the coast to inform clamouring Poverty Bay settlers that the Government couldn't help them, complained that he had never felt such a fool in his life. “‘What the devil are you doing on your side of the mountains?’ they asked. And I'm damned if I could tell 'em. Nobody could,” said Sackville, ruefully.

          
“We're just waiting for the conflagration. To put it out before it gets a good start was never the English habit,” said Jermyn, going on to discuss Gore Browne,
              


              one of those honest and unlucky gentlemen who manage to do so many right things in the wrong way.

          
Sackville knew all about Gore Browne's recent journey into the Taranaki with the intention of settling some thousands of sturdy Devon and Cornish immigrants on the rich land they had crossed the seas for. Like all else it had been a mistake; for Gore Browne, told by everybody that all his anxious adjusting and temporizing was merely making him a by-word of inefficiency, had taken a high hand.

          
With no land court or Parliament to advise him he had plunged valiantly into the delicate intricacies of Maori pride and immemorial custom, and bought quantities of land from a chiefling called Teira, over the proud head of Wi Kingi, chief of all the Ngatiawa tribe. Wi Kingi, protesting bitterly against this invasion of his country, felt that the building of a pa on it would be an excellent counter-stroke, while Gore Browne kept all the Auckland clerks busy hunting for unprocurable land-titles and set surveyors (who never had enough work anyway) to cutting survey-pegs.

          
“Everyone knows that Teira only sold in order to be revenged on the seducer of his wife,” said Jermyn, shrugging. “To embroil an enemy with the pakeha is the Maori's most exquisite form of utu, and our Governor has most amiably made himself Teira's cat's-paw. So this pretty little domestic comedy is almost certainly the wartrumpet we're looking for … blown by Governor Gore Browne.”

          
“What a merry world if every cuckold could revenge himself as gloriously as Teira,” said Dick Sackville. He went off whistling “The Shan Van Voght.”

          
“The French are on the sea,” eh? Before he went to meet them he must find time for another pretty little comedy. This Miss Tiffany Lovel who thought herself too fine to be kind to lonely soldiers must be taught her lesson, the proud jade. Watching her promenading on the
              


              new Wynyard Street pier, standing aloof from her at parties, he considered the best means of approach. A handsome huzzy and quite clearly a proud one. I wonder if I could make her cry, thought Sackville, who had made so many women cry without wanting to.

          
Ladies rode in bullock-drays to country dances, with a frieze of attendant young bucks sitting uncomfortably on the frame, sometimes feeling with a tentative foot for a soft groping hand among the scented cloud of veils and shawls and murmuring laughter at the bottom. Hew Garcia, seeking Tiffany's hand and getting Sophia's, could hardly have borne it but for a recent interview with Mr Lovel. Most surprisingly it seemed that Mr Lovel would welcome Hew as a son-in-law.

          
“I desire that all my children should settle in this country which I have made my own,” said Mr Lovel, looking as much as possible like Sir George Grey. “The land is the backbone of New Zealand, and I have long felt that intelligent young men such as yourself are the backbone of the land. I will inform Tiffany of my wishes at—ah—the next convenient moment.”

          
“It's only right to tell you that I'm afraid she don't love me yet, sir,” said Hew nervously. But Mr Lovel had waved that aside.

          
“No girl of Tiffany's age knows her own feelings. It is for you to teach her, my dear Hew…. No, do not thank me. I have had this project in my mind for long. Look to the matter.”

          
So Hew went to the dance in Mr Harrington's barn hoping to teach Tiffany, though how to set about it he had no notion, having tried so many unsuccessful ways. Gaily the big brown barn invited him with bunting, with the tuning-up of accordions and violins, the red Turkey twill laid on grain-sacks round the walls for seats. Already chaperons were taking their places, arranging white lace shawls and flowery caps, setting their fans waving. Already bright crinolines and scarves were revolving down
              


              the floor, and still Hew, his brown honest face getting anxious, went seeking Tiffany. Then he saw her glowing in Dick Sackville's arms, and sat down resignedly by Sally. Not Sophia nor another should pry him from Sally until Tiffany returned to her again.

          
Tiffany, floating in silent ecstasy, felt that she would never return to where she had been before this miracle swept her up with it. A stray word here and there and his laughing eyes were all she knew of Captain Richard Sackville, but they were enough.

          
Lovels, said Major Henry, were intense, and joy and sorrow had always come intensely to Tiffany. Just now she was hardly conscious of joy, only of an intensity of living such as she had never guessed at before, a splendour in the world as though some inner eye had suddenly opened, showing dazzling light where before had been only shadows.

          
Captain Sackville kept his hand on her arm when the dance ended, leading her, not to Sally and the Turkey twill, but out through the great doors to the bush-clearing, sweet with the familiar mysterious sweetness of night.

          
“I didn't write you a note, Miss Lovel,” he said in that easy laughing voice. “I wished to thank you personally for your charming present.”

          
“My … . ?” Tiffany was stunned. “I sent you no present, sir.”

          
“Please don't jest with what has given me so much happiness,” he said, rather sternly. “I mean that silken book-mark with ‘God keep you’ made of your lovely hair,” he added gently. If this wasn't a really ingenious way of approach he didn't know what was.

          
“But … I don't understand. I never sent you anything,” gasped Tiffany in a panic near to tears. What, oh what would he think of her? “Never. Never. I would not send a gift to any man. You 
know I would not.”

          
He was watching her closely in the faint starlight. The tears had come quicker than he expected. They were
              


              sparkling on her dark lashes. The distress of a girl, he thought, the pride of a woman so finely mixed, so piteously, indignantly holding him off. For the first time in his gay careless life Richard Sackville was ashamed of himself. But he had never been unable to get out of a fix yet.

          
“Of course I know, since you tell me so. Most earnestly I ask your pardon. If I can only feel that you grant me your forgiveness, Miss Lovel.”

          
“Yes, yes. I mean—there's nothing to forgive. Someone must have used my name. I—I don't understand.” Oh, it was terrible to hear the gladness go out of his voice, to see him stand with bent head asking forgiveness.

          
“Nor I.” No, he couldn't go on with that. This story would never be told at the barracks after all. “No one shall make free with your name again if I can help it, Miss Lovel.” And most sincerely for the moment he meant it.
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After some ten days, with only John for company, music grew stale, the bush had no more magic, and Roddy rode breakneck over the rough track to discover what had become of Eriti. To Corny, very hot and unbuttoned in his untidy room, appeared Roddy, so white and pitiably frightened by the silence of the house, so young and gallant in the soiled duck trousers and blue jacket of his working days that Corny muttered in his grizzled beard, pouring the boy a tot of rum before he would hear him speak. These youngsters, making such a tragedy of love, which every sane man knew was only the goose-flesh of a moment, thought Corny, speaking to Roddy gently.

          
But Roddy would have none of his gentleness. He wanted the truth, sir. The truth…. So he got it, and his world went reeling round him, with Corny's red face like
              


              a sun in the middle. He clutched the table-edge, trying to steady his legs, his voice.

          
“You mean—you can't mean you've taken her away?”

          
“Now, now, Rod. Let's look at this as man to man.”

          
“What have you done with her?”

          
“Now, do sit down, Rod, and—”

          
“Curse you! Tell me, or by God, I'll make you.”

          
Oh, these melodramatics of youth, thought Corny, trying to remember his own and be tactful. There had been a blue-eyed Adeline centuries ago in England and he had nearly killed himself…. Young Rod mustn't do that.

          
“Well, she's gone to be married to a fine young Maori, who'll make her a good husband … which you didn't seem to be meaning to do, young man.”

          
“I did. Of course I meant to marry her. And I will…. Oh, God, sir,” cried Roddy, suddenly blind with tears, “you didn't think I just meant to harm her, did you? But I knew I was too young and my father … and in the meantime I … we….”

          
“I know all about those ‘meantimes.’ So did she when she went chasing you,” said Corny grimly. Looking at the boy sprawled in a chair with his head on the table he softened again. He would have dearly loved Peregrine Lovel's brood instead of the piebald lot his sins had given him.

          
“Come, come, Rod, old fellow, face it like a man. You couldn't have married her, you know. Only the kind of marriage I made, and there was some excuse for me, since I needed a chief's protection and there were damn few white women about in those days. Though I wish I hadn't now,” said Corny frankly. “It ain't fair to breed up half-castes that are neither flesh nor fowl … and the whalers have left plenty of them to get the sins of their fathers visited on 'em.”

          
Roddy was not listening. He looked up, feeling his
              


              face gone curiously stiff and old. “Tell me where she is, Mr Fleete, and I will go and marry her at once. My father can say what he likes.”

          
“You're both minors, Rod. No parson would do it without the consent of the fathers. And you won't get that, you know. Eriti's all right … much better off than she could be with you….” These youngsters! Never looking a foot ahead….

          
“She's not married yet? Not having her lips—” He couldn't say it. But Corny did.

          
“That is already being done, Rod.” Lovel had been right. The revulsion of disgust and horror on the boy's face showed it, and certainly Maoris had a queer taste to prefer the bloated seamed lips of tattoo to fresh young girlish ones. But of course they never kissed. Only rubbed noses. And it helped to keep women chaste. No Maori buck could possibly plead ignorance if he went poaching. “Here! for heaven's sake don't do that.”

          
But Roddy had already done it. Exhausted by want of food and sleep, by grief and shock, he had fainted flat on the floor like any young lady whose stays are too tight.

          
He regained his courage with his senses. Breeding there clear enough, thought Corny, watching him ride off over the hill to Lovel Hall. I hope Lovel will treat him decently, thought Corny, doubting it and drinking the rum Roddy had ignored. Poor young devil. But no other way out for the future Sir Roderick Lovel.

          
Peregrine, meeting Roddy in the hall, inquired what he had come for, and was told with a violence that made him push the boy into the library and set his back to the closed door.

          
“You dare use such language to me, sir! Apologize instantly.”

          
“Go to the devil,” shouted Roddy, inflamed even to his eyes. “I know it's all your doing, you meddling old brute. You've ruined both our lives with—”

          


          
“Dear me,” said Peregrine caustically. “All this commotion about a vulgar liaison with a Maori girl.”

          
Here Roddy unexpectedly showed himself to be even more Lovel than Tiffany, and Peregrine (though righteously furious and shocked) realized that in some dim way he was rather pleased. Roddy would be a man yet. He held his own quite capably through the following storm which was so considerable that Darien, spending the afternoon with Sally, said that, though she couldn't hear words, it sounded as if Roddy were being rude to his father.

          
Sally, although soon reduced to weeping, knew that she hoped Roddy was; and then cried the more, for of course it was so wicked to hope it. But when Roddy went rushing through the hall to his room and slammed its door behind him she clung to Darien.

          
“I—I fear they're both Lovels,” she sobbed.

          
“Roddy has the better lungs,” said Darien, giggling. Peregrine had been reduced to squeaks. Sally couldn't giggle. This, she felt desolately, had been a quarrel between men. Her little boy had become a man, and so she dared not go kiss and comfort him.

          
Tiffany dared later, taking Roddy's hot hand as he lay on his bed in the shadows. “Don't touch me, damn you,” he said, jerking it away. Tiffany stood stricken. His hand was burning and below the tangled hair drops showed on his forehead. She went on her knees.

          
“Oh, darling … what is it? Tell your Tiffy,” she whispered, putting her soft lips to the wet forehead.

          
But this could not be borne. Eriti's lips … never never would he kiss those pouting duskily-pink lips again. In the dim room he saw them all the time, saw the sharp pipi-shell cutting thin line on line right back to the rosy gums, saw the merciless old tohunga squatting, the blood, the suffering Eriti lying moaning, with her gentle eyes…. His agonized imagination heaped horror upon horror. He hit out like a child.

          


          
“Get away. Get away. Get away!” he cried hoarsely. Never would he let himself be touched by a girl's hands or lips again. Roddy, so ridden by his ideals, so inflamed by Eriti for what she represented rather than for what she was, couldn't in this denied hour see the difference. He was certain only of the craving of his soul and body; certain as one can be at nineteen that life could never smile on him again.

          
In old Patiti's pa, Eriti, her mouth bloated like a bladder, was being delicately fed through the corner of it with a straw. She was feeling immensely important. The whole pa was serving this half-white grand-daughter of the great chief, come to be married to one of his chieftains —Koperoa. When the pain was very bad she cried a little for Roddy. But he could never have married her and her child would have been nothing. Now Koperoa would formally adopt it and she would be respected all the more because of its white blood … which was so very comforting, thought Eriti, rolling her eyes with gratitude towards Koperoa.

          
Already the women were making fine mats for Eriti's house, and the young men were putting their nets in the river and drying fish on scaffoldings for the wedding-feast. Later there would be expeditions after pig. A hundred pigs, twenty oxen, all the sheep they could get, and heaps of maize, gourds, and kumeras a hundred feet long, decided Patiti, sending runners round the country with the invitations. War might be near, and the pakeha of little account; but white blood was always a distinction. Besides, no Maori will miss any possible chance of giving a feast although (as often happened) the guests might eat him into penury.

          
Swamped with pride and honours, Eriti thought more and more of Koperoa, who had danced the whole night through with his warriors after she had given him the ropa, and was so strong he could walk easily with a sack
              


              of wheat under each arm—and so daily she thought less of Roddy.

          
But in town a startled community was for the moment thinking of no one else. Young Rod Lovel had disappeared. Dragnets in the harbour, hue-and-cry over the hills could not find him. Sir Winston seemed to have the rights of it when he declared that the heir of all the Lovels had passed away like the morning dew.
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Through all the hubbub Sally agonized with shame. She had been so wicked. In the night she had stolen money for Roddy from the housekeeping and sent him away with tears and blessings. “I will write under cover of Jermyn,” said Roddy, who had become such a man all at once that one couldn't protest. And now she was defying the Holy Immolation of Matrimony and Mr Lovel, since Roddy had ordered that papa was to think him dead.

          
Watching Mr Lovel preparing to think Roddy dead was so difficult that Jermyn, seeing her tending her roses in bright sunlight, was shocked into remembering that Sally was thirty-five—and looked more, egad—while he was barely in the height of his powers. So for the first time he felt pity for her instead of himself (which was quite rejuvenating), and went off so soon and so cheerfully that Sally stood looking after him with hanging hands. It was all over now. Quite over, and Jermyn's face had said it.

          
Peregrine fulfilled everyone's expectations by forbidding Roddy's name to be mentioned and by publicly announcing Brian as his heir. Brian, now in the shipyard with his long shrewd head and dandy ways, would help keep Lovel fortunes together until Jerry went to Canterbury next year with Hew and Tiffany, said Mr Lovel, dealing out his belongings like kings and jacks.

          


          
Jerry was willing. He haunted the stock-markets and could talk sheep with anyone. Although (since Eriti had sisters) it would not be safe to send him to stupid John, thought Peregrine, promenading with Sally in the Gardens where, despite poverty, gentlemen's fashionable loose trousers seemed also to be contemplating crinoline at no distant date. He could not let his house in these days, and Caroline at least served to keep the moth out, he felt, seeing her advancing with a daughter on either side. The moth (it seemed) had got instead into Sophy and Maria, who now wore Caroline's cast-offs, so that Jermyn called them her garb and garbage. “But as Lady Lovel it is my duty to have the best of everything; and since Roddy is gone should not Linda's son be heir? There is such a thing as Salic law,” said Caroline, feeling very convincing.

          
“Poor Lord Calthorpe is certain he'll be killed this time,” Caroline told Sally. Now that he was Darien's husband Calthorpe seemed to expect Fate to take special interest in him; but Caroline was more interested in hearing that Nick Flower had returned for the next meeting of the Council and intended to veto the grant for the Harbour Board.

          
Mr Flower, retorted Peregrine, was not the whole Provincial Council, and since he never chose to attend meetings he could not expect consideration.

          
Yet, for all Peregrine's elegance and eyeglass, he felt unhappy under Nick Flower's keen amused look when they met in the Council. Last time I saw you you were not so sure of yourself, it said. Nick Flower was apparently sure of himself. Vastly different from the civil trader of Kororareka, this prosperous bearded giant, pouring contempt on pioneers for their treatment of the Maoris, their imbecility in the papers (where the Maoris read every word), their horse-racing and regattas and petty squabbles, while every native in the country was working like the deuce to prepare for war.

          
Town Councils, said Flower, who seemed to have
              


              gained so much in size and vituperation, were merely tinkling symbols of inefficiency. Provincial Councils were a collection of rank individualists who never had the sense to get together and vote a reserve for the war which was certainly coming. They had allowed private trading vessels to smuggle ammunition to the Maoris for years….

          
Peregrine could scarcely believe it. The unparalleled impudence of this attack was too much. He rose to say that Mr Flower knew very well where suspicion lay in that matter.

          
“I know a good deal, as you are aware,” said Flower, coolly. Peregrine quaked, fearing that he would tell it. Good God, thought Peregrine, why didn't I simply choke Caroline instead of going to Flower on an affair so private, so sacred.

          
“If there has been smuggling, Mr Flower….”

          
“Come, come, don't be so uncivil as to pull the wool over these gentlemen's eyes, Mr Lovel. You know there has.” Flower was enjoying himself. A lost belief in saints left nothing to reverence, and Lovel's wife was probably very happy down her underground ways. Life was a witches' sabbath, and the god of vengeance the only real god, and since he needed Lovel's scanty boat-services no longer it was well to establish his integrity in the eyes of councillors who might prove useful when war came. This was the devil's unfailing joke … run with the hare, hunt with the hounds, keep a sharp eye over the shoulder for snapping jaws, thought Flower, contentedly watching Peregrine trying to snap and making rather a botch of it, since he was clearly afraid to provoke Flower too far. One slip, thought Peregrine, nearly frantic, can put one at a man's mercy for ever.

          
Councillors (so used to personal attacks) were amused but suspicious. Certainly there had been smuggling. Certainly it would be vastly dangerous if it continued during war. Certainly Mr Lovel had been the first to start regular trading down the coasts…. They agreed to look into the matter and went on to other pressing
              


              business, with Peregrine summoning all his forces to give efficient help, and Flower presently lounging away.

          
There would be some bungling kind of an inquiry, which wouldn't get anyone anywhere. But it would do Lovel harm, and his manner to-day would do him more. Some moral cowardice in Lovel had forced him to share suspicion of his wife with another. It would force him into other mistakes yet.
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Lord Calthorpe, having invited Fate's attention to himself, had to suffer for it. A stray bullet found him on the edge of one of the tribal wars, and his widow sat in her house receiving shoals of commiserations, while Sophia eagerly offered her hair-shirt. “I told Darien I never wore it now,” she explained to Tiffany. “I'm sure it would be such a comfort. But she said it was the last thing she wanted.”

          
Darien was at first not certain what she wanted, but she soon knew. After shedding a few tears for Calthorpe and feeling that he might have been much worse, she investigated his papers and found that he couldn't possibly have been. Debts stood about his name like a strong stockade … and how could Darien pay them even if she wished, which she didn't? Why should she, since Calthorpe never had?

          
What I want, she said, is money, and I haven't a cent. She thought of Nick Flower. But he had never lent her that fifty pounds, and Calthorpe owed him thousands. Perhaps he'd marry her now…. But she wanted to taste her liberty and there would be monstrous little of it with Nick Flower. He'd take my diamonds to redeem that debt, she felt, knowing that was what she'd do herself. He'd take her, too, body and soul; and the independence growing in Darien revolted at that. Men always wanted so much.

          
Now was the chance, she thought, to make thousands out of wool and sheep. But (these hateful buts!) how do
              


              it without money? Sir John! She'd go and do her necessary mourning with Sir John, and perhaps the silly old dear would give her half his flock. Or she might find a rich farmer who would be easily managed. Feeling her spirits leaping again, Darien pulled off her widow's cap with its dangling tails (she'd be hanged if she would wear it at the farm), and sat down to write the Dowager Lady Calthorpe a sort of blackmailing letter saying she was penniless and begging a thousand pounds.

          
“Have you a stamp?” she asked of Tiffany coming in. “Good gracious, child, what's the matter?”

          
Tiffany was nearer a breakdown than anyone ever had seen her. Her warm colour was gone and there were dark lines under her eyes. But she stood her ground. This, she felt, was no time to be a coward. Papa, she said, wanted Hew to go down and manage the Canterbury property and take her with him as his wife.

          
“I swear to God I will never do it,” declared Tiffany, keeping her voice steady with an effort.

          
“H'm.” Darien pinched her lip. First Roddy and then Tiffany. Peregrine would get more than he bargained for yet. But what a chance for Hew, who had wanted Tiffy so long and would be out of the war when it came. “What does Dick Sackville say?” she asked. If signs meant anything Tiffany had cast a spell on that blithe rover.

          
Tiffany sank down with face in her hands, and Darien feared she was going to pray. Buddhist, Mohammedan, what did Tiffy think she was now?

          
“Oh, how could I tell him such a thing?” she sobbed, as though Sackville, of all men, should be kept in cottonwool.

          
“Bah!” said Darien, going over and turning up the sweet flushed face to kiss it. “Leave that to me, my dear.”

          
It was long, she felt cheerfully, since she had had her finger in such a pie as this promised to be.
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Mortals inured to living in a continual bracing-up for expected shocks are rarely ready to meet the shock when it occurs; and so war, arriving at last in the March of 1860, was first greeted with shrugs of incredulity which speedily turned into the most inordinate activity. Gore Browne, going down into the Waikato to quell insurrection, had, with his usual ill luck, provoked a battle in which, trumpeted the 
Chronicle in huge headlines:

          
“Two men were killed, our Governor unfortunately not being one of them.”

          
More dignified, 
The Southern Cross spoke of the writing on the wall, the Queen's sovereignty, and the Götterdämmerung of the Maoris—which last the Maoris took for a new kind of curse and instantly set their tohungas to combat it with worse ones.

          
Under chilly autumn skies a startled Auckland, and presently Wellington, became armed camps, with every male between the ages of sixteen and sixty impressed for the militia, and regulars buzzing brightly like bees which had found something to sting at last. White-faced women, finding no security in truculent husbands for ever holding meetings and pipe-claying sword-belts (only the pipe-clay seemed to get on everything else first) prayed in the churches; and Tiffany, kneeling in St Paul's, clutched Sally's hand tightly and tried to forget Sophia loudly sobbing on her other side. Mamma, although the tears ran down her face and she seemed smaller than ever, was unaccountably something to hold on to now.

          
“This life isn't all, darling,” said mamma with shining eyes. “There is always Eternity, you know.”

          


          
But what was a possible Eternity to Tiffany with Dick going to be killed in the present? He was Dick now … and how could that care-free gay spirit ever have been anything else? And she was his bunch of cherries, his widow's cruse and all the other nonsensical dear names he was always finding for her.

          
Just the threat that Hew was to have her, he told Tiffany, had set him blazing. So he went in a blaze to Peregrine, to be icily refused, and then to Tiffany to be not refused at all. Tiffany now bowed her face in gloved hands, glowing still with the memory of how she had said that not even papa had the right to dispose of her heart, and Dick had said—what hadn't he said with his brown face all tender and laughing at her?

          
“You witch,” he had said, half-reproachful, half-puzzled, “what have you done to me? I vow I have never wanted anything as I want you. I want you more than I ever wanted a nip after a hard march, and how can that be?” said Dick. “Captive of your bow and spear. A nice fate for a soldier, egad,” he said, taking her in his arms with kisses … oh, kisses … whispering words that lost their common meaning and turned into flying enchantments round her head. Tiffany, meeting a man's love with love for the first time, had no scales with which to gauge herself.

          
Tiffany was (thought Darien, who had gone to the farm instead of to churches) in such a state of intoxication that anything might happen and probably would. Well, not my business if they do, thought Darien, abandoning responsibility for Tiffany in favour of merino rams and John's great Clydesdales which the army would take to haul munition-wagons.

          
The organ began to grind out a hymn, and in a flutter of ambers, pinks and mauves, a rustle of silks, everybody stood up.

          

            
Oh, God, our help in ages past,


            
Our hope for years to come,
          

          


          
sang Sally, hearing her voice so full of tears for Brian, dandified in his new uniform, for Jermyn, already gone to be a special reporter at the front.

          

            
Our shelter from the stormy blast


            
And our eternal home,
          

          
quavered Sophia, whose ear never allowed her to find the tune, and besides she was so busy wondering if it would be wicked to begin a new watch-chain on Sunday. Anything I can do for these poor gentlemen going to be killed I will, thought Sophia, who had already plucked all trimming from her bonnet and was prepared to pluck the last hair from her head as proof of her earnestness.

          
Tiffany did not sing at all. She walked home through the grey day, hearing the loud sounds of preparation up at the barracks. A bugle called, and her heart went wild with the wild sweet call. Buddha, Osiris, Mohammed, did you ever love and lose as I must, wondered Tiffany, folding her passionate heart closer in the long rust-colour shawl, schooling to calm beneath the little rust-colour bonnet that face of living desire which so many men were looking at in these days.

          
Dick Sackville, bullying an awkward squad, bullying his batman, poring over maps, inspecting legs and mouths of horses coming in by the dozen, doing, like everyone else, a hundred matters at once in the midst of such noise and bustle as one couldn't believe, discovered himself so enraged with Fate that he did not understand it, being one who usually took life easy.

          
Just when I've found the sweetest thing I've ever known, he thought, tumbling the contents of boxes, bags, and wallets on the floor preparatory to packing. “Brown, if you don't keep that door shut—oh, it's you, Carstairs. What d'you want?” he snapped.

          
Carstairs wanted somebody to condole with him. “Our good colonel—always at his little games of make-believe—saying we can get everything through on 
pack-
              


              horses,” complained Carstairs. “Any fool knows we'll need every ammunition and commissariat wagon we've got.”

          
“Mean to drive 'em up and down the town? No roads anywhere else,” said Sackville, sorting socks and bundles of letters out of the heap.

          
“Make the roads as we go … as we have to make everything in this blasted country,” said Carstairs, picking up a stray photograph. “A nice little miss. Yours to command, Dick?”

          
“No,” said Sackville, flinging it into the fire.

          
“It's Miss Tiffany Lovel now, ain't it.” (Carstairs always knew every man's business but his own.) “No luck there, my hearty. His Omnipotence intends her for a colonial bog-trotter.”

          
“Oh, shut up,” said Sackville, shovelling bundles of letters tied with blue and pink ribbons, with tresses of hair into the fire. There they went, all the loves of yesteryear. Never anyone else for me now, he thought, wondering rather uncomfortably how often he had thought that.

          
“The Waikato is in flood again,” said Carstairs. “We'll have to raft everything over if we don't all go round by New Plymouth. Well, God save the Queen.”

          
“And Gore Browne for upholding her authority,” said Sackville, sourly.

          
“Don't blame it on her, poor lady. She'd have had more sense. This is going to be considerably nastier than our Indian frontier scraps, Dick.”

          
Sackville knew that, and when Carstairs was gone after commenting on the way a new love affair always spoiled an old mate's sense of humour, he kicked all the stuff together, bade Brown take it away and pack it, and then flung himself into a chair by the fire, too miserable to light a pipe.

          
To love such a girl as Tiffany was enough to spoil any man's sense of humour … when he couldn't get her and
            


            must go off to what would likely prove a particularly foul kind of warfare instead. So adorably she still held him off, for all her lovely innocent revealings. Proud, shy, virginal—all the qualities he had never believed in before. She had marshalled them all against the passion that was burning her up, for him. She'd marry him to-morrow if that cursed father of hers—he sprang up, walking restlessly, seeing her dear face whichever way he turned.

          
“No other girl,” he said, indistinctly. “No other for ever. I swear it.”
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Through the grey dawns regiments marched up the Khyber Road and across wet bracken to Manakau Harbour, where boats took them over the bar to waiting ships that would carry them round the rough west coast to New Plymouth. No harbour at New Plymouth but the soldiers wouldn't discover that—and very much else—until they reached it. All the days bugles blew and drums rolled, wagon-wheels rolled going with loads of spades and shovels and drums of nails to build little redoubts, make roads about Auckland.

          
Caroline started a bandage-class and took her daughters daily to the hospital where they were not welcomed by the military surgeons. Sally and others made blue shirts for the militia; Peregrine was full of speeches, persuading grants out of the Harbour Board and the Council for the Roads, and Darien baulked all attempts of the military to secure John's Clydesdale stallion, imported from Melbourne.

          
“If you hadn't me to look after you you'd give them everything, you patriotic idiotic darling,” said Darien, stamping about in John's boots, with skirts kilted above her flannel petticoats. Money beyond dreams in stock now, if only John would realize it. With Nick Flower's help she could make a fortune out of this war. But
              


              Flower would be in Taranaki making his own fortune; importing, juggling, selling spades, nails, fodder, ammunition to the highest bidder. She called Lucilla, whom Caroline had sent to the farm as chaperon, apparently feeling that no man was safe with Darien. As though she wanted men, who never gave a woman any money, when she could have merinos and Clydesdales, which did. “Wait till I get these boots off, Lu, and I'll give you another curtsy-lesson,” she said. “Get your fan.” Lucilla at fourteen promised to be worth putting another finger in a pie for. Momentarily Darien wondered what was happening in Tiffany's pie. But Tiffy would have to look after herself now. Darien couldn't spare any more time for her.

          
Sackville's detachment was scheduled to leave on a certain date for New Plymouth, and Tiffany counted the days as they flew past, piling themselves so high with work for him that meetings came but seldom. Dances and routs would soon raise their heads again, the human mind being unconquerably elastic; but in the first flush of excitement blue shirts and long white rolls of bandages were in the ascendant, and ladies tearing up the linen trousseau sheets marked with their maiden names were still in the painful throes of believing that it is more blessed to give than to receive.

          
Now Dick would be gone in two days, and only once had they met alone since all this grief began, thought Tiffany, singing Moore's “Melodies” with Emily in the Lovel Hall drawing-room (so snug in its warm amber and umber winter coverings) and seeing beyond the open window the young men smoking on the veranda. Dick and Brian and Hew. Dick and Tom Hepburn and Dick—Tiffany gave it up, since the world was only Dick who would so soon be gone, leaving her to face life as best she might. On such desolate seas of helplessness must every woman set sail. It is quite natural that God and Buddha
              


              and all the others should be men, she thought, following that out to its logical conclusion.

          
“If you can't keep tune or time at least you might keep the words,” cried Emily, very plaintive.

          
And now the men had come in, filling the room with their masculinity; singing, turning compliments (since every young man of fashion must have the parlour graces), being very gay to hide their secret anxiety, while Tiffany and Captain Richard Sackville stole glances, feared to steal words…. I can't bear it. This can't be the end, thought Tiffany.

          

            
Believe me, if all those endearing young charms,


            
Which I gaze on so fondly to-day….
          

          
sang Dick in his light gay tenor. And that she simply couldn't bear, rushing from the bright room and the smiling faces, rushing out to the chill autumn scent of dying leaves.

          
It was there he found her, crouched like a hare in the wet bracken that still held its stand on the rim of the encroaching garden.

          
“Tiffany?”

          
Life, Love … what are they but the one when youth lights the torch for passionate hearts at parting?
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Troops were pouring in red-hot from Australia and Tasmania, leaving the game of guarding convicts for the sterner game of war. Clippers racing Home with their cargoes of wool and hides carried frenzied appeals for the help which England sent with rising indignation. Did that impossible country want all her regiments in order to settle these puerile disagreements?

          
The iron in Peregrine was turning to steel. Brian must go to the war. In a year Jerry would go. Roddy (if he still lived) would go. This country which he had 
strug-
                


                gled for twenty years to develop meant to take all his splendid sons from him, did it? So he went up to the barracks to enlist in the militia, and found Corny there, his red face pale and sagging.

          
“Haini an' all the boys have gone off to join the Maoris,” said Corny. “I've always told 'em I'd shoot 'em myself if they did. I will too. God save the Queen,” said Corny, staggering a little as he went to put his name down.

          
There was the first of the half-caste tragedies. But there would be many more.

          
So England's nursemaiding of the Maoris was over; and very pleased the Maoris were, with young men from many tribes which had nothing to do with Taranaki joyously dropping spades and paddles and rushing to try their tupara-guns in this pleasant game of war. War with the pakeha, with other tribes, blazing up everywhere like the fire in the fern, like the little homesteads, the sown crops that smoked to the chilly skies. Ministers chartered a brig and came up the coast to open, Parliament and say what they thought of Gore Browne for presuming to start a war without them, and New Zealand's South Island, secure from menace, banged the big drum for the sovereignty of the Queen.

          
“Shall the British race truckle to a handful of savages?” cried the South, while the North laboured and sweated and cursed its way through constant rain to the front … so far as there was a front, with Maoris jumping in every direction like jack-in-the-boxes. “Come, tread on our feet—make haste,” they cried exultantly; while the women, carrying heavy kits of kumeras and gourds and maize up the cultivated slopes of the big pas to fill the storehouses, stopped now and then to send their shrill “Riria … fight on” out into the wilderness.

          
In Te Patiti's pa Hemi and other stalwarts worked furiously at setting the new palisades of huge squared tree-boles with jagged tops, digging underground saps of
              


              long winding ways, digging trenches behind the outer fortifications. Excellent engineers though the Maoris were, all this was of no use against the English cannon, thought Hemi, pausing to rub the rain from his face, for it was always raining now, and about him in the rain the great trees stood in the mist like ghosts.

          
It's all of no use, thought Hemi. He had read of the Crimea, the Indian Mutiny, the English Queen sitting on her golden throne in London town. Everywhere went the English like bees. Kill one and you have an angry dozen at your door. But Hemi's Begats (Tihane had said) went back further than those in the Bible. He must fight for the Maori. He could not shame his Begats.

          
Dirty crumpled newspapers coming in to be dried and read at the council fires told of many gold discoveries in the South, of railways, whatever they might be. The South, too, was rude about the Maoris, though evidently not intending to join the fight. And the North was clamouring for the return of Governor Grey, whom they hated so much. Even he would be better than this present muddling Gore Browne, said the papers. But they said that of every governor. “Has the English tribe no head chief at all?” inquired Te Patiti.

          
Providence had turned Puck to torment the English; for it was a cruel winter of endless rain; and everywhere half-drowned bullocks churned up soil rich with the deposit of endless centuries in struggling to haul the sunken wagons; and men, rigorously strapped and buttoned into tight uniforms and choking collars, unhappily unloaded the heavy cases, and strained with the bullocks, and loaded up again.

          
“Are the military doing anything except bring all the mud of the bush into Auckland?” demanded gentlemen, seeing carts, caked to the axles, creaking slowly in with the wounded under the soaked blue blankets. Tiffany went daily to the hospital now, carrying delicacies for the wounded. But Dick was not there. Once she had
              


              ridden out to the farm with Jerry, and Darien looked at her askance. With a dozen young horses to be daily curry-combed that they might bring their price she wanted no sentimental outpourings from Tiffany who, with Dick Sackville to help her, would certainly have experienced something.

          
Tiffany made no effort to outpour. While Jerry and Caroline's Lucilla talked Auckland on the veranda Tiffany stood straight and slim in her riding-habit by the fire and asked if Aunt Darien would forward any letters that came for her under cover, please. “You could send them in vegetables or something. Papa always opens anything in the way of letters,” said Tiffany, looking into the fire that made her eyes so bright.

          
“H'm,” said Darien. “I suppose you've already arranged it with your correspondent?” No man, certainly not Dick Sackville, would keep his head with a Tiffy looking so divinely glorious and young, though less merry than she used to be.

          
“Yes,” said Tiffany. She hesitated a moment. “Thank you,” she said, taking up her whip and gloves.

          
Darien, although asking no confidences, was naturally annoyed at not getting them. “Those who have been there say it is hotter fighting than in the Crimea,” she remarked, pulling off her heavy boots. “I always thought it would be. Nick Flower's the only man I know who puts the Maori at his real value.” I wonder when I'll see him again, she thought, regarding the arch of her foot … quite as fine as when he brought her those slippers from Sydney. Some day she would get into fallas once more and astonish the macaronis. But I must make some money first, she thought, kissing Tiffany good-bye, watching her ride away in the rain. Tiffy had never gushed like poor old John's girls. Perhaps, thought Darien resentfully, she hardly gushed enough.

          
The war went on, taking the incoming regiments, taking Hew and Brian, swallowing them up in the deep bush and
              


              giving back nothing but helpless men. The hazard, the desperate allure of colonization, was beginning to reveal itself to Peregrine as a mocking dream, when Roddy returned as another mocker; walking in one evening as the family drank tea, looking round with a genial air.

          
“Good evening, ladies and gentlemen. I hope I find you well,” said Roddy courteously, being every inch a man, especially with two females instantly hanging on his neck and expressing joy (in the usual manner of females) by tears.

          
Peregrine gulped his mouthful of cake; felt the world reel round him; asserted himself with an icy: “May I ask the meaning of this intrusion?”

          
“It means that he's come home,” cried Tiffany, laughing. Such a different Tiffany all in a moment, glowing like a rose in her wine-colour gown. Roddy had come. Roddy, her other self, from whom she had never had any secrets. All the lovely past which she would never never regret would be so enriched by Roddy now with his old blue pea-jacket, his graceful air which had earned him the title of Don Rodrigo among the girls.

          
“How are you, sir?” inquired Roddy, coming up beaming through a perfect fountain of kisses.

          
“Is that all you have to say after your—your—” Peregrine choked, quite unable to accept this version of the Prodigal Son.

          
“I've been over on the Nelson side: Collingwood gold-fields,” explained Roddy. “Of course I came back to enlist as soon as I heard of the war.”

          
“Oh, my dearest, you're so wet,” cried Sally, actually ignoring Mr Lovel. “You must change at once, and how shocking hungry you must be,” dragging Roddy away as though fearing he had never fed since he left her.

          
Peregrine remained by the fire, warming his hands in silence. There it was. Sons only returning in order to go away again and be killed. He looked at stocky blue-eyed Jerry steadily consuming cakes and tea just as though he
              


              wouldn't be the next if this appalling war kept on. If I could only send him down to Canterbury, he thought. But a boy of fifteen couldn't be trusted. I must wait, decided Peregrine, who never trusted anybody and de-tested waiting.

          
After Tiffany had gone to bed Roddy came as in the old days to sit on the foot of it. But they were man and woman now, each with their deep knowledge, and it was not until the candle went out that Tiffany laid her cheek to his and they really began to talk. Roddy understood. He was not, he felt dryly, the ethereal fool he had been. But he was intensely distressed, though trying to hide it for the sake of dear Tiffy, all tears and laughter.

          
“You must marry him now, Tiffy. Papa wouldn't prevent it now.”

          
“He would, Roddy. Do you think papa could change— except to grow harder? You know what he feels about the submission of children, especially females. The laws of the Medes and Persians are nothing to papa's,” said Tiffany, all bubbling with the relief of telling everything to her own Roddy.

          
“I think he should be told, dear.”

          
“Oh, my poor boy, how sadly you have forgotten papa. He would spurn me from the door in his best manner. Can't you see him doing it? He would forbid my name to be mentioned as he did with you. That wouldn't help anybody and … and he could hurt Dick very much, I fear,” whispered Tiffany.

          
I'd cheerfully help him there, thought Roddy. This fellow … this Sackville whom he'd never seen … he had dared … he had been in this little room. And Tiffy, her eyes and heart still holden by her love, had no regrets.

          
“He must marry you,” Roddy said.

          
“Silly! I told you how he wanted to, but papa … oh, when one isn't old enough and he might be killed what can one do?” cried Tiffany, beginning to tremble.

          


          
These laws! thought Roddy. Made by old folk who have forgot their youth. But they had saved him. He would have married Eriti, and he so seldom thought of her now. He said slowly:

          
“Mamma couldn't do anything, the poor little dear. I think I'll go out and talk to Aunt Darien, Tiffy.” This business needs a woman's wit, he thought, very conscious of the bungling ways of men.

          
“Then tell her,” said Tiffany (and he knew how she was sitting up very straight in the darkness with her glowing eyes and cheeks), “that what I have done is my own affair. I am 
myself, and I have the right to my own life. It's not for papa to make my life. It's for me.”

          
Roddy thought of that little weary voice of long ago, coming so valiantly out of the dark of this same attic. 
We are us, now, Roddy. Papa can't touch that. A fine thing to be Us, to be Myself, taking one's sins on one's own head! Poor proud hot-hearted Tiffy, a very Lovel, refusing to be coerced though the heavens fell on her. Roddy kissed her tenderly.

          
“I'll go to Aunt Darien to-morrow. Now you must sleep, dear. It'll be all right,” he promised.

          
No way of making it right that he could see, but Darien might. Nothing she liked better than tilting at the impossible, he thought, finding her alone in the dim stable next day, feeding an early lamb from a bottle. And certainly with her short skirts and that red springing hair she looked capable of tackling anything. No languishing beauty now; but she could still move a man. She moved Roddy watching her with anxious eyes as she sat on the corn-bin, swinging her heavy boots, pinching her full red lip in the funny way she had. A quite inexplicable fascinating lady, this Darien.

          
“Of course Tiffy's been a hopeless fool,” she remarked when Roddy had finished. “But she's quite right about Peregrine playing the heavy father. That's part of his
              


              religion. I never did trust Dick Sackville,” she added, conveniently forgetting her part in this.

          
“I've thought I could go down … a duel … or he might be killed by now,” said Roddy, walking distractedly on the cobblestones. A wakeful night and morning prayers with papa praying for an erring son had brought him nearly to the end of his tether.

          
“Dick won't be killed. His sort never are. Well, she ought to be married or Hew will come back with a nice little wound and Peregrine will try to fix up that business. The stiff black rig!” said Darien, regretting that she had never found time to make the wax-figure full of pins. “Does Tiffy know where Sackville is now, Rod?”

          
“Waikato. Road-making in the Rotorua District when she last heard.”

          
“That was a week ago. I sent the letter inside a vegetable-marrow. I've always wanted to go to Rotorua— the stinking place! A settler down there is said to have the finest Lincoln sheep….I don't see why she shouldn't be married in Rotorua, Rod. People do all kinds of things in war-time, and the Lovel name wouldn't be known there as it is here.”

          
“Impossible to get her to Rotorua,” said Roddy shortly. There was Darien off on wild-goose chases again, and the heavy ammonia-scent of the stable was so tiring, and he was so sick at heart.

          
“If things won't happen one can generally make 'em,” said Darien, slipping off the corn-bin. “Go and tell Lucilla we're wanting tea, will you? I've got to think this out.”

          
She kissed Roddy affectionately when he rode away. A charming fellow, and it was nice to kiss a man again. Roddy was not the simpleton he had been. Learned a bit on the gold-fields, she'd go bail. “Don't fret, Rod. I think I see my way,” she whispered to herself, Lucilla being always all ears. Now, if Nick Flower is still in town, she thought, trudging back cheerfully to the lambs and calves.
              


              Lord, what a temper His Omnipotence would be in if only she could get Tiffy safely married.
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Auckland was as full of mud as the bush, and most shocking noisy. Everywhere in the torn-up streets great bullocks and horses snorted with flaring nostrils, and fell on their knees, and were thrashed and cursed up again to drag the heavy wagons. Everywhere men surged—brown muscular youths in the blue Volunteer shirts, tall High-land crofters from the Waipu with the years of their wanderings in their keen blue eyes, sturdy farmers from the near-by districts, companies trying to keep step in the ruts, marching down to the little wharf, marching off up the Khyber Road….

          
No women in the streets now but those who belonged there … who would follow the men. Darien chuckled, thrusting through them in her short skirts, her old hat. If Nick Flower had the pull she expected, Darien and Tiffany would also follow the men.

          
Nick Flower, it appeared, had plenty of pull if he chose to exert it. He took Darien into a private room at the Crown tavern and locked the door, regarding her with interested amusement. Darien was going beyond even his predictions for her. He had heard from O'Reilly how she made them pay through the nose for John's Clydesdales.

          
“Where's your fan, Darien? It would go well with that rig.”

          
“I don't care for men now unless they can be useful,” said Darien, pulling off the old hat and shaking the rain out of her curls. Men's fingers always itched to touch her curls, and she would need all the help she could get with this big imperturbable man, looking as though he owned the world.

          
“You never did,” he said. This Darien so full of 
sur-
                


                prises, pink and fragrant as a rose in her wet shabby garments. “So you imagine that I can be useful, I suppose, since you've done me the honour?”

          
“You've always taught me to bring you my troubles,” said Darien, launching frankly into her story, while he leaned back with folded arms, watching her. At last he said:

          
“What do you want out of it? Don't pretend you care about your niece.”

          
Darien explained about the Lincoln sheep. “I've wanted them so long,” she said.

          
“I used to think I understood women,” said Flower, knitting his heavy fair brows. “Now … You had all Auckland at your feet until you put on those boots,” he added, looking at them in disgust.

          
“I'll have them there again when I want them. I'm tired of men now. I'm liking sheep better.”

          
“May I flatter myself that you consider me a sheep?”

          
“You never gave me the chance to be tired of you,” said Darien simply.

          
He made a quick movement, then sat back, thinking. Darien watched him with a hopefulness which would not have persisted had she known his thoughts.

          
“Why should I help you?” he asked presently.

          
“I don't know,” said Darien. “I've only got twenty pounds.”

          
“For you,” she thought. Calthorpe's old skinflint mother had sent a bare two hundred through a solicitor, and she must have those Lincolns. He laughed.

          
“Put everything into pounds, shillings, and pence, don't you? Well … I could do it. I'm buying horses in the midlands in places the Government can't reach, but I won't be in the Waikato for a couple of months. I could take you both down. You'd have to wear male dress … and I hope it will become you better than those things.”

          
“We'll look vastly charming, I assure you. What about a parson?”

          


          
“I expect I can find one if you can bring the parties together. Make your arrangements and I can take you down in September—if you still want to go.”

          
“Of course we will,” cried Darien, jumping up. This was adventure. This was making things happen that wouldn't. And perhaps she could get Flower to buy her the Lincolns. I haven't lost my seduction, she thought, tramping gleefully away.

          
From the window Flower watched her walking like an indifferent queen among the men. Indifferent she always was to all but her own ends, the shameless delightful pirate. Lord, what a wife she'd make! He sighed, then laughed and sat a few minutes thinking before he went back to his office. So much … so very much power in his hands now.

          
In Auckland harbour the ships were loading and unloading all night long, and in the early mornings women heard the tramp of little companies marching away to war, and ran out like faint coloured flower-bells in their crinolines to wave kerchiefs from garden gates, to stand clustered at street corners.

          
Roddy went with the Volunteers one evening, smiling at mamma and Tiffy as he marched by.

          
Tramp-tramp, and the flickering lantern-light on the strong young faces, the blur of uniforms. Young Darcie's mother was sobbing, clutching at Tiffany's hand. But Tiffany, who had not watched Dick go, felt him going now with Roddy. All that she most dearly loved marching off into the dark with the clank of swords, the tuck of a single drum, leaving Tiffany only a shivering shell behind.

          
“Thank you, my dear,” said Mrs Darcie (so the shivering shell must have been doing something). “You are very kind. But a mother's heart … you young girls cannot understand.”

          
Sally walked home in silence beside Mr Lovel. Roddy was gone. Brian had long been gone. Tiffany's heart was
              


              gone (one knew that, though not knowing who had taken it). Jermyn was gone….

          
“Pray keep step, my dear,” said Mr Lovel crossly. None but Sally was ever able to keep any kind of steps with Mr Lovel and it appeared that she didn't do it very well.

          
Later, Peregrine walked down with Corny into Commercial Bay. The Choosers of the Slain were taking all his sons, all the sons of other men, leaving only middle-age to guard the town. Pigs, poultry, and goats ran between his disconsolate legs in a gloom that seemed the greater for the few flaring lights outside butchers' shops and taverns.

          
“Dunedin has gas now and we are still in the dark ages. Damn these brutes,” said Corny, falling over a goat and hailing a passing Maori policeman. “Why the devil don't you pound these animals, Wiri?”

          
“Be Kapitanis,” exclaimed Wiri, going on with a grin.

          
“By heaven,” burst out Corny, “that's always the tale. Everything belongs to the military, who can do what they damn well choose. The town belongs to them. We—”

          
“It will probably belong to the Maoris presently,” said Peregrine. If every bereft father felt as he felt to-night they wouldn't put up much of a fight. Such splendid sons, Fate would not spare them, thought Peregrine, who had once considered himself in a position to patronize Fate. A cruel terrible gamble, this war, with the Maoris so near and England so far away. With one Maori in the bush equal to ten Regulars, said officers, still adhering to high chokers and close formation, still unable to defy tradition.

          
Loyal Tamihana was keeping the Waikato quiet with difficulty; but old King Potatau was dead, and his son useless, and Rewi, most truculent of Waikato fighting chiefs, had taken his shouting warriors to fight in Taranaki. So Lovels were doomed, and Jerry would be the
              


              next to go, thought Peregrine, brought back to the present by tripping over a pig.
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Dick Sackville was no letter-writer, and the short bald scraps that came to Tiffany hurt her a little, though she treasured them close in a chamois-skin bag sewn to the inside of her stays. Her letters he read huddled in his great coat over some camp-fire and burned directly after. Tiffany, poor love, was so recklessly unwise. No letters, these, to be found on a dead man.

          
“We have known the real magic never to lose it again,” she wrote. “Now we know miracles and sit among the gods, you and I.” How she went up in the clouds, the fearless thing, making a glorious sacrament of what some day she might give her eyes to forget … most probably would, since it was still two years before she could marry without her father's consent, and Dick Sackville and his regiment would surely be far away by then.

          
To-night's letter he read more than once; smoked several pipes over it, refusing sharply to join the singsong round the fires. Tiffany was coming down into the Waikato to marry him, and he must at once let her know on what date he could be at Rotorua after September 21. “It is all arranged, and my joy is doubled by knowing that you will share it,” she wrote. “I fear you may have trouble in keeping your wife in order, sir. But have patience, always remembering that the soul would have no rainbows had the eyes no tears….” Then at the end: “I love you. I lie awake in the nights, and a thousand times I tell all the gods that be how I love you, and surely one will cease his carousing in Olympus and turn the bullet that would enter my heart too….”

          
Sackville could see her writing in that attic; with the candle in its flat china stick on the dressing-table between a little heap of her hair-ribbons and the plain wooden
              


              brush. The unwieldy cage of her crinoline would be hung over a chair, and Tiffany curled on the knobby counterpane in her petticoats; the long waves of her bright hair tumbling over her neck, her rounded arms…. In that radiant vision love inflamed him again. He wanted her. Of course he wanted her even to the extent of sacrificing his career—which was what it would mean if the story got out. Peregrine Lovel and his own colonel would see to that. Abduction of a minor, he thought, grimly. And who she had found to help her to such a fantastic affair he did not know. Suddenly he began to laugh. By Jove, I'd back Tiffy to climb Jacob's Ladder, he thought; thrust the letter into the fire with his heel, and went to join his mates as the last black scrap of it crisped away.

          
Camp-fire talk was liable to be fretful in these days, and men looking to Dick Sackville for cheer did not get it to-night. Unshaven dirty gentlemen who were wont to be so monstrous fastidious grumbled for ever about the Maori, whose methods were obscenely exasperating to soldiers trained in the respectable elements of war. So few of the fools wanted to clean up or be cleaned.

          
The Maoris made a jest of the sacred solemnity of fighting for one's life. “Lie down, we are going to shoot,” shouted brown muscular young bucks, dodging naked behind tree-boles. And when patrols got lost (as they so often did in this dark ancientry of forest) there was always some grinning nigger to guide them back to camp for the reward of the coveted black tobacco. English officers round the fires could hardly express their rage at these blithe enemies.

          
“Insultin' brutes,” complained a captain, whose elegant dundrearies were more than a little ragged. “Did you hear what they did when Corby's company ran out of powder yesterday? Some blasted chief sent to offer him half theirs. ‘Don't stop—it's such fun,’ the chief said. Fun! My Lord! Do they think we're here just to provide amusement for bloody niggers?”

          


          
There was equal puzzlement among the Maoris, among chiefs who knew their Begats back to the race of giants which once had peopled the world. These pakeha did not play the game like gentlemen. Indeed, they seemed not to understand that war is principally a game of skill, and they showed so little skill that one had to pity them. Tramping in heavy boots that could be heard by Maori ears a mile off, crashing like bullocks through the scrub, blunting the honourable weapons of war by cutting paths with them, destroying their shoulder-muscles by marching with forty-pound packs—how take so stupid a people seriously, said Maoris, clad merely in tattoo, paint, and bandoliers, and as noiseless as the little wrens. Yet the pakeha were brave, though discourteous, never either taking or offering ammunition when one side ran out of it.

          
We will kill more when they have learned how to fight, said the chiefs.

          
Tiffany and Darien, riding with Nick Flower into the Waikato through the bright September weather, saw few enough of the carts with their blue-blanketed sufferers just come off the river steamers; yet it was wise to keep hands hid within the great belted coats above the breeches and short leggings, to keep fair faces shadowed by the slouching drovers' hats. The Maoris brought by Flower to tend the pack-horses had no English, but Tiffy wouldn't have cared if they had, thought Darien, marveling. To a lady whose own self has always been of the supremest importance Tiffany's total absorption in someone else was so unnatural as to be quite unsettling. That Dick Sackville should be the someone was truly comic and just showed what that indefinable thing called charm could do.

          
Darien, so conscious of her own charm, felt her superiority in every way to Sackville, and listened pleasantly to Nick Flower's talk when, after long days of riding and cold nights in friendly Maori whares, they came at last into Rotorua. Since Rotorua with its hot mud, steaming
              


              geysers and sulphur stinks was now on the map Flower hoped that somewhere Dante was writing another “Inferno” about it.

          
Tiffany saw no infernos, being in paradise, where Dick would presently join her; and when Nick Flower was gone after the necessary priest she stood with Darien at the foot of the White Terrace out by Lake Tarawera and was impelled to climb those dazzling marble steps with their blue water for ever flowing to wash away the sins of all the world. “There is no one to see,” she said, flinging off her garments and beginning to climb, while Darien dabbled her feet in the warm pools at the bottom and wondered how she would ever get the Lincolns home.

          
Nick Flower would have to manage that, for she had done her share in managing lately. Exchanging Tiffany for Lucilla at the farm, bluffing John into the belief that they were going back to town and so leaving him anchored fast with all the animals and inefficient Maori help, bluffing Tiffy into the belief that everything would be all right, though feeling it very unlikely that Dick Sackville would turn up….

          
Darien rolled on her stomach, and watched Tiffany standing like one of those white statues they put in museums far up on the shining terrace and wished that all the men in the world could see how beautiful she was. But that wouldn't be proper unless she turned into silica like the terrace. I wonder how long it would take if she keeps on doing that, thought Darien, as Tiffany lay down again in one of the little lakes worn by unguessed centuries of blue water on every shelf.

          
This shelf was hotter than the last, thought Tiffany, watching the silky water flow over her. Each would grow hotter in its long-smoothed marble basin until the last one gushed boiling from those deep-down mighty fires that fed it for ever, as the fires of love feed human hearts. I clothe you with my love, Hemi had told her once in the
              


              lovely Maori imagery. It would take more than love to clothe me now, she thought, shamed yet exultant.

          
I have no fears, she thought. Always she had wanted giants to fight, even with her baby fists. Always her mind had been abandoned enough to welcome new ideas … even to light a candle to show them the way. Now the candle was lit to guide herself and Dick on their path for ever, thought Tiffany, her sense of proportion gone so far astray that the very atmosphere had a clarity, a sound of triumph, a poignant colour prepared for her alone. “Our love began when the world did. It will last until the end of heaven,” she said, never being one to do things by halves. And indeed this live water flowing over her was the inward ceaseless current of life itself, coming from, running into eternity. Little shapeless songs came bubbling through her heart. Thoughts, words so delicate they would not form a rhyme.

          

            
Bind the lilies, snowy lilies on the portals of my door


            
To tell to all the world that he is coming….
          

          
Ah, but the world must not know yet, and the only lilies she had were her own fair arms. She rose to her knees, raising her arms in the translucent air.

          
“Dick! Dick! Love conquers all things,” she cried. How all dead lovers must be envying her now.

          
Riding back to Rotorua, which was no more than a few collections of Maori whares, she was still in the dream. Darien was somewhat uneasy. Tiffy always ran a thing to death. But it was over the sooner, and the sooner Tiffy got over Dick Sackville the better—especially since he mightn't come. Perhaps she'll be an R.C. next time and go into a nunnery, thought Darien hopefully, having no patience with the spiritual strivings which so uncom-fortably attacked Sally and Tiffany and Roddy.

          
Nick Flower arrived with a scared little priest, who must be Dutch or something, since his English was very poor. “Can he do it?” asked Darien, a little anxious, for
              


              men so often made a mess of things, though unfortunately one had to depend on them. But Flower pooh-poohed Darien's doubts, and Tiffy was already out in the moon-light waiting for Sackville and probably marshalling all her religions back to Osiris to support her. So Darien got into an old green gown—shockingly crumpled, as Nick Flower's eyes told her instantly. But it did become her, making her feel so frivolous that presently she and Nick forgot the little priest sitting dumb in a corner and Tiffy in her white gown out under the stars. If Sackville don't come she will throw herself into a geyser. We really should have chosen a dryer place, thought Darien, remembering Tiffany for a moment.

          
For Tiffany, the thumping of her heart almost drowned the constant thumping of the geysers. Those past triumphant hours held deeper meaning now that all the gods were prepared to bless and crown them, though she would have liked a Mohammedan service too. Papa's Our Father was the sternest of them all, thought Tiffany, feeling rather a frightened little girl again, wishing that Roddy were here with her in this great lonely night.

          
Here came Captain Richard Sackville, footing it down the slope like a conqueror, his dark military cloak spread behind him like wings, the moonlight a benediction on his head.

          
Sudden terror of Captain Sackville obliterated her beloved “Dick.” Tiffany tried to run from him. But her feet wouldn't help. She stood tremblnig, her head turned away. Afterwards he thought how she couldn't have done anything more clever, for he had not come in the spirit of a bridegroom. In fact, he felt resentlfully, he would not be here at all but for the fear that these importunate lunatics would pursue him into camp. Far better have left it … life so uncertain … no knowing what trouble this might land them in, he had meant to say, being rather superior and offhand, since Tiffany, having so little consideration for herself, couldn't expect him to have much
              


              for her. If girls will be light-minded such things are bound to happen, and why should I have to pay for it, he had thought, his anger mounting with the unreason of the volatile man not wishing to be restricted in his pleasuring.

          
Then that slight white girl with the faint glory in her hair had turned to fly from him, and the natural hunter that is in every man roused again. Hurrying down the slope he remembered her proud, shy, and utterly desirable, holding him off though love was shining from her face.

          
So there was old Dame Nature at it again, hearing the same vows and protestations she had heard a million million times, watching the same old technique of kisses which foolish glowing Tiffany believed were fresh-minted for her alone.

          
“One to my three or four. That's not the game, my Queen of Hearts. After I have come so far too.”

          
Along half a dozen roads she had come infinitely farther, but neither thought of that. Her upturned face was so tender in its penitence.

          
“I never thought of counting…. Indeed, indeed, I will try to be all that you would have me,” she whispered. So he'd go through with it, for what living man could resist her, thought Dick Sackville who had never been a man of much resistance.

          
Flower saw that the moment they came in. Good Lord, all this burgeoning and blooming for such a paper fellow! He greeted Sackville indifferently. These two were only pawns to Flower whose real business was with Darien. To woman, it seems, her power is mystery, her weapon is concealment; and then some chance hand lifts the veils and the divinity so worshipped, so longed for, shudders down into the same weak flesh a man despises in himself. Something like that Flower had felt when Peregrine Lovel brought the story of his wife. The same sweet mystery, the valiance rose round Tiffany … but the veil would
              


              drop for her also, and no woman was worth a man's pity. Not even Darien….

          
To that bleak certainty Flower had reached when compacting with Darien in the little Auckland tavern. For the rest, chance must be the arbiter, and if the dice were thrown against the women who's to blame? Not Flower but the great laws of good and evil that make such jest of us all.

          
He, leaning against the rough wall, watching the women prepare the altar, hearing Sackville's ready laugh, wondered if the little parson, so greedy for dollars, were actually a parson after all. He had not pressed the point, did not mean to press it even if he could have understood the fellow's gibberish. This time, if chance so had it, he might strike Mrs Lovel and Peregrine both, and some deep atavistic current running through him made him glad. As for Darien, he'd settle with her later if only he could get her now.

          
I leave it to chance, thought Flower, placating with Maori superstition any gods that might be. The scene is all set now anyway.

          
Two candles on a board covered with a white silken shawl, a dark eager ring of Maori faces in the door, the distant thump of the geysers, Nick Flower and Darien like ghosts among the shadows … this was the pomp and panoply for Tiffany's wedding, with strange acrid incense from the sulphur-pools.

          
Darien clapped her hands when Tiffany's ring went on. Again she had done the impossible, as she so often had. Luck is always with me, she thought. Tiffany stood quiet and shining like a lamp. The little parson chattered in English and an unknown tongue. Sackville made glib responses, nudged Tiffany to hers. Flower drew a long breath when all was done. So far so good, though Sackville's amused eyes kept asking: What is your reason for all this? Then Darien, glowing almost as vividly as her hair, was kissing Tiffany, kissing Sackville, ksising the
              


              parson, not kissing Flower. But she looked at him over a glass of the best champagne Flower could buy in Auckland.

          
“I vow I never did see anything so romantic before. I'll be married next time in a Maori whare at midnight myself,” she cried.

          
“Did you mean that about your marriage?” asked Flower when, after much laughter (even Tiffany was laughing now) the bridal pair were left in a whare prepared for them and these two stood out under the stars.

          
“I never mean anything much,” said Darien, yawning with the champagne.

          
“Why do you think I put myself to all this trouble?”

          
“Lord, how do I know? I never wonder why men do things.”

          
“Then please wonder now,” he said, roughly, standing before her in the door. “Darien, will you marry me tonight? It seems a pity to waste that priest.”

          
“Let me sit down and get my breath,” said Darien, pushing past him. I knew he couldn't resist me much longer, she thought, preparing to plague him.

          
“Shouldn't there be some love in it, Mr Flower? Tiffy seems to think so.”

          
“I didn't know that would interest you.” Determination, his whole reckless self, seemed to be deserting him. Desire was making him afraid. “I would never tie myself to any woman unless—unless she meant what you do to me.”

          
To have made Nick Flower nervous was the biggest thing yet. Darien looked round. The candles, though guttering, still burned. There was still an unopened bottle of champagne. The priest's boots showed in a corner and apparently he was in them. As Flower said, it seemed a pity to waste him.

          
“I suppose you want me to help you rule New Zealand,” she said, pinching her lip, looking down.

          
“No.” He laughed shakily. “She has too many rulers
              


              already, poor divine little country. I—I want you because I love you, Darien.”

          
“Oh!” She was disappointed. Any man could (and did) want that. She thought quickly. Money was his, honour might be. But he'd keep them, and she wanted such things for herself…. He said with defiant diffidence:

          
“You're thinking what you'd get out of it. I have money—”

          
“You mean you'd buy me?”

          
“Is there any other way to get you?”

          
Darien considered. “We're both too strong. We'd be cat and dog for ever.”

          
“I'll chance that.”

          
“Well, I think I won't. I'd be second fiddle all the time with you, and I'd hate it…. Here … don't do that….”

          
But she was helpless against the broken hope and fury in him; struggling in his arms, scratching her face against the roughness of his coat.

          
“You have no heart,” he said, breathing hard with trying to hold her. “My God, you have no heart…. Take, take, and never a bone to throw at a dog. I'm going to take now….”

          
“Keep off!” screamed Darien, raging under his kisses.

          
They had forgot the little priest, now stumbling forward with a white face.

          
“Canaille! Leave be la belle madame. I kill. I call on your God….”

          
He endeavoured to do both. Flower knocked him over with the back of his hand; then, suddenly trampling across him, rushed out of the place. The priest, seeing his face, knew that Flower had not dared to stay.

          
“Now you've made a nice mess of it,” said Darien, sitting down with a short laugh. “How am I ever going to get those Lincolns now?”

          
The little man picked himself up.

          
“C'est un triomphe,” he said, returning to his corner with a proud step.
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For Tiffany the passing days were brimming like magic cups for ever full of wonder. There was a sweet troubling beauty in the world, a mysterious consciousness of glories yet unwon. Because there was really so little of Dick Sackville to remember except laughing eyes and kisses, Tiffany clothed him in all the rich robes of her fancy, as unlearned girls have clothed their puppets ever since the world began. All wit, all wisdom spoke by others might so easily have been begotten by Dick, thought Tiffany, eagerly building her gilded pagoda higher, hanging it about with merry little bells.

          
“Colonizing,” said Jermyn, sitting in the chintz parlour with new-brought tales from the war, “seems to give the generation born to it such a different quality. The young Volunteers have a different quality from any Englishman; flouting tradition, looking forward instead of back.”

          
Dick could have said that, thought Tiffany, smiling over the blue shirt she was stitching. Bubbling with some private well of happiness. How does she do it in these unhappy days, wondered Jermyn, asking:

          
“Do you flout tradition, my nut-brown maid?”

          
“How can I? All my traditions are in the future,” said Tiffany, feeling how gloriously she would build them with Dick.

          
“There you are.” Jermyn turned for consolation to Sally. “No reverence for the past, these youngsters. I vow they understand their elders even less than ordinary children can do.”

          
And their elders understand them less, thought Sally, wistfully. And then Caroline (who always thought she
            


            understood everything) bustled in, filling the room with the odour of patchouli, with a sense of purple feathers and red cheeks. So difficult to remember that there was only one of Caroline pervading the air so, pulling Linda's rare and ill-spelt letters from a great purple reticule, reading them aloud.

          
Linda, who had three times made Caroline a grandmother, sounded very content. “I'm nearly the only lady on the Canterbury Plains and young station-owners bring me chocklits from Christchurch to make Andy jellus, but he only laughs and eats them,” wrote Linda. “Our Maori shearers are quite difrunt from your horrid fighting ones and bring their fat wives for picking-up, and baby Prudence has cut a tooth….”

          
“Like another world, it sounds so peaceful,” said Sally, sighing. Linda, said Caroline resentfully, was getting more than her share, and it was high time she invited some of her sisters down to the chocolates and young station-owners—only there was no means of transporting them.

          
“But I still try to believe in Providence,” Caroline said, composing with the aid of a wall-mirror the proper expression for a lady who trusted in Providence under such provocation. “When will the war be over, Jermyn?”

          
The war, said Jermyn, would never be over, since the general sent from Australia to take supreme command spent all his energies sapping up to pas which were empty when he reached them, and had now refused to take his men into the bush where they so continually got lost.

          
“Stalemate,” said Jermyn, shrugging. Life was producing so many stalemates now, though Sally had somehow rid herself of her haggardness and persisted in drawing a man's eyes.

          
“Tamihana,” cried Tiffany, always ready to say a good word for the Maoris, “is doing his utmost to keep the Waikato out of the war. He is the greatest help England
            


            has. Why does Parliament say such dreadful things about his king-movement?”

          
“Why does it persist in sitting all the time, which is the most dangerous thing it could do,” returned Jermyn, who had just offended Peregrine by writing in the 
Chronicle: “The amount of ability in our Parliament is truly remarkable, and the way it is used more remarkable still.”

          
“You should let us youngsters talk to them, we understand the Maori,” said Tiffany saucily. And it might come to that before they were through, thought Jermyn, going discomfortably away.

          
Yet, with the help of Bishop Selwyn and Judge Martin, Tamihana did contrive to arrange a truce in spite of Parliament; so, after a year of war, the Maoris went off to dry fish and fill the storehouses in preparation for another one, and the country sat back to lick its wounds and consider an amount of destruction which would put settlement back several decades.

          
“All the young bucks will be home to marry you now, Tiffy,” said Jermyn, going up to Lovel Hall, where joy had everyone by the hair, and Tiffany was running about, her very crinoline riotous with excitement, and Sally airing the best linen sheets for the boys whom she would really see again.

          
“No, no,” cried Tiffany, going scarlet to the ears. Then she laughed, her fluttering hands making benedictions. “Herewith I solemnly bestow them upon Sophia and Maria,” she said, running away.

          
“M'm,” said Jermyn. “A woman's reticences are so much more stimulating than her confidences, but I'd like to know the name of Tiffy's special young buck, Sally. I hope he's a worthy gentleman?”

          
“I don't know.” Sally was distressed. “I fear it isn't Hew, but Mr Lovel….”

          
“… Forgets that Tiffy is both a Lovel and a colonial,”
            


            said Jermyn. Likely to be wigs on the green when that special young buck returned.

          
Tucking up the yards and yards of her sprigged cambric, Tiffany slid down into the fern-gully, where the Maori god was long overgrown with weeds, and the ferntrees stood so high that sunlight fell but rarely on the brown creek and the maidenhair. But flax and fern still kept their austere sweetness. The kind of scent angels might use, thought Tiffany, washing her hands in the pure water, washing the world off (although knowing it wouldn't stay off) before she raised them to pray for Dick to all the listening gods.

          
So soon now Dick would be back to take away for ever the little persisting feeling that she had done wrong. With anyone else it would have been wrong, but not with him, thought Tiffany, her mind swinging in great circles, heavenly spirals taking her and her paladin higher, higher to the skies….

          
God, it seemed, proposed, for there was chance of a permanent peace now; but Governor Gore Browne, his fat neck redder than ever, disposed. Possibly he felt that now the Prince Consort was dead it was improper for the Queen to have an unattached king within her boundaries. Possibly he felt just exactly what he said: “The Queen's authority must be upheld at any price.” So he stoutly went to work issuing proclamations against Tamihana and his king; demanding unconditional submission and the payment of land and moneys, and would undoubtedly have added (if he had thought of it) the sending of a dozen shirted chiefs with halters round their necks, like the citizens of Calais.

          
Parliament, staggering under the effects of one war which had crippled the infant colony for a generation, shrieked aloud to any who would hear, and Peregrine endeavoured to cling to his dignity among members who were losing theirs all the time and talking about stringing Gore Browne to lamp-posts … only there were none.

          


          
Caroline did her best for everybody by standing up in her bath if the girls happened to play “God save the Queen,” and Sophia did her best for herself by jettisoning the Vestal Virgins (who remained too virgin altogether) and petitioning returning officers for curios.

          
“Maori axes, anything you like to give me,” said Sophia to gentlemen unable to conceal their dislike to giving her anything. Poor Sophia, making her collections in the belief that everything ugly (including herself) must be interesting.

          
England began a tentative shuffle with regiments. Some, it seemed, would still be necessary, but those of long service would be exchanged. Tiffany's heart felt so terribly unstable. To go anywhere with Dick would be heaven; but to leave her own New Zealand, to leave mamma and darling Roddy—“The soul would have no rainbows had the eyes no tears,” she thought; smiling because she had written that once to Dick, smiling about the house and presently encountering a portentous papa, looking as though he had a hand-grenade up his black coat-sleeve. Papa requested Tiffany to come into the study, where she was glad to sit in one of the great leather chairs, since her legs seemed suddenly weak. Dick? But papa didn't know about Dick….

          
Peregrine looked with approval on this slim thing thing sitting so quietly with her widespread skirts of flowered muslin, her pretty hands obedient in her lap, her pretty russet ringlets rolled away into the newfangled net which gave such charming sleekness to a young woman's head and neck.

          
“My dear,” he said, “you look very well. I fancy Hew—” So it was Hew, whom Tiffany had quite forgotten. It was so much Hew that he was coming to see her this evening to add her consent to that already given by papa. Hew, it seemed, was an excellent young man with a first-class knowledge of farming and other like attributes to endear him to any girl. The war, 
unfortun-
              


              ately, had interfered with plans during the past year, but there was no reason for further delay. A speedy marriage and then Canterbury where, it appeared, Hew was much needed. “He was somewhat diffident, as is becoming in a suitor, but I assured him that you could have no reason for objection.”

          
“I do object,” said Tiffany, as well as she could for the throbbing in her throat. Peregrine was prepared for this. Indeed, any other answer would have been immodest.

          
“That is quite natural, my dear. It will pass.”

          
“It won't,” said Tiffany, coming out louder than she expected.

          
Peregrine stiffened. Good Heavens, was a man of many troubles always to have contention in his own household?

          
“May I ask your reasons?”

          
“I—I don't love him.”

          
“Tut! A girl's answer. A child's answer. Love will come.”

          
Tiffany was losing her temper in her fear. She would 
not see Hew, who might guess too much.

          
“It has come. But not for Hew.”

          
“By Heavens! You dare to tell me that you have loved without my permission.” His daughter's eyes began to twinkle with laughter and he hastily controlled himself. This minx should not get the better of him again. “All young ladies are always in love with some young gentleman and such sentimentality becomes them. Marriage, my dear, is based upon sounder qualities, and Hew—”

          
“I agree that one would not become sentimental over Hew,” said Tiffany, standing up. “And I think it's very likely that he is a good farmer since he has so little else to recommend him. When I said I loved someone else I meant it, papa, and he will soon come back to tell you about it.”

          
“You dare—” But daring had never got him anywhere
            


            with Tiffany. “I desire to know his name,” said Peregrine, trying to keep his head.

          
“He will tell you when he comes.” Never never would she tell it. So much she had promised Dick, who had pleaded for the pride of doing the telling himself.

          
“Do you defy me, Tiffany?” (This, thought Peregrine uneasily, had a familiar sound. Roddy, Tiffany; so often, so incredibly had they defied him, and he couldn't put either over his knee now.)

          
“Yes, papa,” said Tiffany sweetly.

          
“Then go to your room.” This also was familiar. But she always had to come out of it sometime. What man would have children, thought Peregrine, pacing up and down, wondering what he should say to Hew, even unbosoming himself to Jermyn coming in. Jermyn stared.

          
“Where are your eyes, man? Everyone else has seen that she's head over ears in love. That's what has given her such uncommon beauty lately, for she's not really handsome,” said Jermyn.

          
“Pray do not talk like a lovesick fool. I shall thrash this indecent nonsense out of her.”

          
“The dullness of parents always amazes me,” said Jermyn, flinging his cloak over a chair and admiring the new crimson lining. “Can you tell me why a stubborn father should not expect to find that stubbornness transmitted to his children?”

          
“I am in no mood for riddles,” said Peregrine, marching out. All his life he had tried to do everything for the best, but, it seemed, nobody ever supported him.

        

        

          
II

          

Gore Browne assuredly did not. In the face of all opposition he was steadily preparing for his Waikato war, asserting that he intended to make a clean sweep of all kings, chiefs and other Maori trouble-makers. But they, cried desperate gentlemen in Parliament and at the
              


              Institute, were nothing to the trouble-making of Gore Browne.

          
“‘Howl, ye inhabitants of the isles, for the wringing of the nose bringeth forth blood,’” declared Sir Winston, abandoning secular quotation for the Bible as being more suitable for these times of wrath.

          
“Why don't your wretched Parliament stop him? Damme, what d'you think we have you for?” demanded Major Henry, turning apostate at last to Lovels. So Peregrine reminded him that Parliament had made all possible representations to England for the abolishment of Gore Browne before he got everyone else abolished by Maoris, and that they were living in daily hopes of another governor.

          
“He'll only be worse. They always are,” said Major Henry.

          
Difficult days for Peregrine, trying to walk the tightrope of expediency and fearing the collapse of everything, including Lovels. Difficult days for Tiffany, secluded in her room and writing long letters to Dick, who never sent any answers.

          
“I am taking counsel of the Buddhists, who believe in transmigration,” she wrote. “What shall you and I come back as, my swashbuckler? Shall we be butterflies, and dance all day in the sun and sleep all night in the heart of a red poppy? But I think I would rather be myself again so long as you were you. What better could I want? I sew sheets for mamma and pretend that they are my trousseau, and so I am very happy….”

          
I fear that is a lie, she thought, slipping on her ring for comfort. Two lines, even one, from Dick would help so much.

          
Regiments drifted and sifted, but Dick Sackville's, it appeared, was not one of them. With the country preparing once more to topple over the edge of ruin, ladies gallantly became gayer than ever, speeding the parting and coming guests with no end of balls, routs, and 
croquet-
                


                parties … the last being specially designed by Providence for the purpose of flirtations.

          
Roddy returned, assuring an anxious Peregrine that Brian would be sure to turn up some time, and tackling Hew with indignation. “She don't want you, man. Be decent and marry another girl. Swarms of 'em about,” said Roddy, who, being already Don Rodrigo and certain to be Sir Roderick some day, was much enjoying the swarms. But what with the hope of Tiffany and Canterbury, Hew couldn't be decent; so Roddy talked to Peregrine as man to man (which was sufficiently impertinent and disconcerting) asking how Hew could be expected to press his suit with Tiffany if he never saw her?

          
“That floored our anxious parent, my love,” said Roddy, who certainly had learned a thing or two at the gold-fields. “You are to come out now, and if you're wise you'll string Hew a bit till Sackville comes back to settle him.”

          
Tiffany sat on the bed, looking pale and serious. Stringing unwanted lovers was, Roddy feared, not her line. Too honest for this world, he thought, knowing that by the law of nature woman must spend her life in little trickeries and genteel evasions … and man too, egad, unless he is stout enough to go his own way.

          
“I think war may go on for ever,” said Tiffany. She sang softly:

          

            
O, were I Queen of France, or still better, Pope of Rome,


            
I would have no fighting men abroad, no weeping maids at home.


            
All the world should be at peace, or if men must show their might,


            
Then let those who make the quarrels be the only ones to fight.
          

          
“They're the only ones who never do,” said Roddy, kissing her. Lord, this love! So destructive to a sense of humour while it lasted! How tragic he had found life until he ceased to love Eriti—if he ever had loved her.
              


              Perhaps it was the ghost of some long-dead Bible maid he had loved, thought Roddy, going off to flirt with Emily (who was quite handsome in the rustic daisy manner) so that she presently fell head over heels and was so constantly drowned in sentimental dew of her own making that Sophia couldn't abide her.

          
“I hope I'd have more pride than to cry for him. He flirts with everyone,” said Sophia, busy on a book-mark calculated to make Roddy consider another flirtation. Caroline did all she could. Since Roddy liked music, she almost nightly brought Emily to Lovel Hall, setting her down to “The Harmonious Blacksmith,” with variations which, in Emily's hands, were so much more varied than they were ever meant to be, while gentlemen lay in long chairs on the veranda with their meerschaums and cheroots and glasses of grog trying to bear it. Rod Lovel's music and songs, when no women were by, were of a somewhat different quality from any evoked by unwaked girls.

          
Now Caroline was crying to Roddy coming with his flute: “Emily will play your accompaniments, Emily, my love!”

          
Emily, thought Roddy, was very well for kisses, being so plump and soft and warm. But not among his music, he felt, proceeding to make it so divinely that Tiffany went off under the orange-trees, unable to endure it in the light.

          
Leaning against the wall among the crushed scents of jasmine and verbena, she never knew what he played, except that it stirred her to joy and agony. His own wilful soul, perhaps, loving beauty and licence, hating law; the spirit of this new old land, with its sunken mysteries of strife and loveliness and despair; the march of the crowding years; the whispers of lovers, the laughter of happy children in golden fields of corn….

          
“Thank you. That was very nice. I always think music is so nice, but needing piano-accompaniment,” said
              


              Caroline, crocheting very fast at a green-and-purple mat for the immigrants. “What's the name of the piece, Roddy?”

          
“I don't know. Some wild fellow made it,” answered Roddy, knowing himself for the wild fellow and watching Hew going off after Tiffany. Heaven send she had sense enough to handle him, though one doubted it. Tiffy seemed to imagine there was only one man in the world. Hew, dark, stocky, and so lamentably in earnest, would come later with his miseries.

          
“I've loved her so long. I swear I'll never give up until she's married to someone else….”

          
“Why give up then? She's more likely to want a change.”

          
“You make a jest of everything, confound you,” cried Hew in a temper. “I believe she just don't know her own mind. If Mr Lovel would put up the banns she'd come round all right. Girls never know what they want.”

          
Hew (thought Roddy, rather concerned) wasn't behaving like a gentleman; and since Tiffy could show no basis for her asserted affection in the way of an attendant cavalier or even a letter to be intercepted by papa, there really might be danger. So he rode out to ask Darien, who was rather curt about it. Thanks to Nick Flower making such an idiot of himself, she had had to buy Lincoln ewes elsewhere; so she had got nothing out of the trip, and it was simply imbecile of Tiffy to let herself be pestered.

          
“Tell her to announce her marriage and wear her ring,” said Darien, dragging that dreadful old black hat over her curls and rolling her skirts up on red flannel petticoats. “I can't stay, Rod. I'm busy lambing.”

          
What the devil was wrong with women that they always ran to death the thing that interested them at the moment, wondered Roddy, riding home to find that another woman was apparently running herself to death
              


              with himself as the interesting thing. It was Emily, said Tiffany, her beautiful brown eyes so grave with reproach to Roddy. She had given confidences….

          
“She would,” said Roddy, shrugging. Poor Tiffy, with her sense of humour gone so shockingly astray, would never understand philanderings. “It's the kind of thing that should be said between gentlemen, ain't it, Tiffy? But since perhaps you consider neither of us a gentleman can it be said as between ladies?”

          
“She—she tells me you kiss her very often, Roddy.”

          
“Quite right. I do.” Lord! if all his easy kisses were remembered against him in the end they'd never be through with the Last Judgment.

          
“But you have not asked for her hand?”

          
“Oh, my dearest girl!” He began to laugh, lying in the fern-gully, dropping twigs into the stream. There they went, all his kisses, bobbing round the corner out of sight.

          
“I don't understand,” cried Tiffany, going white. “You wouldn't kiss her unless you loved her, and if—”

          
Tiffy, felt Roddy, would be the death of him yet. For the first time he felt sorry for Dick Sackville.

          
“I love so many, Tiffy. All the fair women who ever lived and died for love. They seem to have the monopoly of that, by the way. Men don't do it. I love all the phantoms going by in the night and unveiling their dear faces just for me. And since I can't kiss them I have to make the best of … Emilys.”

          
“Then you are very cruel,” cried Tiffany, sitting up.

          
“Yes. I didn't mean to be. Or perhaps I did.” So many silly moths always insisting on flying into candles. “I do sometimes,” said Roddy candidly.

          
Tiffany was bewildered. Could every man be cruel … except Dick?

          
“You see, Tiffy”—only he knew she wouldn't see—“physical love that we snatch at so fiercely … of its very nature it has to die. It is the vision … the impossible perfection…. Oh, I can't put it into words; but I don't
              


              think we could go on living without the knowledge that there is something we can never touch and soil … for we do soil most things we get our clutching hands on, Tiffy.”

          
No, she couldn't see it, this poor dear Tiffy so besotted about Sackville, who'd certainly teach her if he wasn't better than most men, thought Roddy, advancing Darien's opinion that she should declare her marriage. “It's not really fair, Tiffy. I know there are several hankering.”

          
“But I promised Dick—”

          
“He didn't foresee conditions. And since it was only to pleasure him, don't you think he'd be better pleased if Hew stopped making love to you?”

          
“I never thought of that. Yes. He would. I'll do it, Roddy,” cried Tiffany, jumping up in her eagerness to please Dick.

          
“Lord, how you do rush your fences. Wait your opportunity, my dear,” said Roddy, feeling very wise and imagining Tiffy blurting it out to an irritated papa hungry for his dinner. “You are so very 
young,” said Roddy.

          
Talking after dinner, he felt that papa also was very young, expecting sons always to do as they were bid. The Canterbury station, explained Peregrine, was a different proposition now, thanks to Andrew Greer. A manager and a sprinkling of sheep. Roddy could go down with Hew and Tiffany and knock matters into shape. Build a good house. All the sheep-kings must have elegant houses.

          
“I'm obliged, sir,” said Roddy, not sounding very much so and hoping Tiffy wouldn't break her news at present. “Jerry would be better at that. And I'm going to the Southland gold-fields.”

          
“You are what, sir?” demanded Peregrine, his bleak nose and eyes coming forward out of the shadows.

          
“I just told you. That Southland country is almost unknown. Pioneer work. Always something new over the
              


              hill,” said Roddy, feeling already among those snowy ranges, those icy peaks beckoning to unseen horizons. Emily would not be with him there but Burd Helen would, and Mary Hamilton, and a hundred more tender ones to come at the call of his flute in the camp-fire smoke.

          
“I have done all the pioneering necessary for my family, Roddy.”

          
“Not mine,” said Roddy, lighting his pipe. “I intend to do my own, sir.”

          
What hard-working father scheming for an ungrateful family would not have been justified in losing his temper? Great Heavens, how did he come to have such children, wondered Peregrine, embarking on a heated panegyric about the necessity of upholding the glory of the Lovel name.

          
“Names ain't going to count for much in this country,” explained Roddy, as his sire paused for breath. “I daresay they did very well along with a number of old notions in England, but they're not going to work here. I learned that on the gold-fields. It's a man's self and not his name will always tip the balance here.”

          
“You cursed iconoclast! You will one day be Sir Roderick Lovel.”

          
“I shan't ever tell anybody, sir,” promised Roddy genially.

          
It was perhaps Tiffany's luck that she should bring her news and Sally out to the veranda just now; Sally like a little quaking ghost who had just been frightened by a moral (as indeed she had and expected to be more so in a minute); Tiffany excited and very proud. Roddy tried to stop her, but she had her ring on and that seemed to be spurring her to destruction.

          
Now we're in for it, thought Roddy, watching poor dear Tiffy flinging her thunderbolt and then standing gamely prepared to receive cavalry.

          
Peregrine met the thunderbolt like Jove, flinging it back
              


              with a bitter: “His name, madam? His name and at once.”

          
That, said Tiffany, her husband would tell him when he came. “I ask your pardon for being disobedient, papa, but it was you who made me so.”

          
“I? I? Have a care what you say, miss.”

          
Even his whiskers are bristling, thought Sally, despairing. Tiffany said:

          
“By trying to make me marry Hew when I loved someone else. Your children are human even if you are not, and I wanted to make my own life.”

          
“Did you indeed? A minor … defying her father. I insist on knowing the name of the scoundrel who tricked you into this. Who dared perform the ceremony? Where did it take place? Show me your marriage-lines at once.”

          
“Marriage-lines?” asked Tiffany, bewildered.

          
“Good God! Don't tell me you have none. This is just a pack of lies cooked up to hide your shame, is it? You have been wantoning with some loose barracks fellow, and now you dare—”

          
“Steady, sir, steady,” said Roddy, putting himself in front of Tiffany, since the old chap was looking really dangerous.

          
“I suppose my husband has the lines. I will write and ask him to-night, since you seem to be anxious for them,” said Tiffany, magnificently. What was a bit of paper when she had her ring? “And I think you forget that you are speaking to a lady, don't you?”

          
“Lady!” Peregrine choked. “You … you impudent strumpet!”

          
For the first and last time Sally forgot her duty to Mr Lovel.

          
“Please remember that you are in the presence of two married ladies who are not accustomed to such language,” she said, putting her arm round Tiffany.

          
If a mouse had roared at him Peregrine could not have been more dumbfounded. He collapsed in a chair, 
star-
                


                ing feebly at these females … these vipers whom he had nourished in his bosom.

          
“I have spent my life for you,” he said, almost in a whisper. “Slaved and planned … given you everything….”

          
“Except our souls. You never let us have them,” said Tiffany. “Ask Roddy.”

          
As a man Roddy felt it time to come to his parent's help.

          
“It will be all right, sir. Aunt Darien and Mr Flower were at the wedding.”

          
No sponsoring could have dismayed Peregrine more, if he had been capable of further dismay. He waved Roddy off, saying merely:

          
“Produce your marriage-lines and send the fellow to me the moment he arrives. Until then I beg you will have the decency to conceal your disgrace.”

          
“I think Hew should know, sir, since he seems to expect—”

          
“Oh, tell him. Tell the world. Shout it from the house-tops. You are all in league against me,” cried Peregrine, rushing off to his study and slamming the door, while Sally dissolved into sobs in Roddy's arms.

          
“Oh … oh, how wicked I have been. To defy papa—”

          
“You were in good company,” said Roddy, sitting down and pulling her on to his knee. “My poor little mammy, this is the best thing in the world for him. He has bullied us all our lives just as England has bullied New Zealand. Now we are going to stand on our own feet—ain't we, Tiffany?”

          
“What a magnificent nursery-governess was lost in papa,” said Tiffany, looking almost her own gay self again. Tiffy, thought Roddy approvingly, was always a fighter.

          
Sally moaned. Could these really be her children? “Oh, my duty!” she sobbed.

          


          
Duty was the one word that had never failed, but it failed now. Nothing to take hold of now, thought Sally, with Roddy rubbing his warm hard cheek against her soft faded one, telling her that since we certainly didn't always obey God it would be sacrilege to obey papa, as that would be putting him above God.

          
“Oh, Roddy, you do confuse me. You make everything sound so different. I don't think you can be right, dear, can you?” pleaded Sally. She was crushed beyond present repair. Her ingratitude, her wicked ingratitude to Mr Lovel, who had been planning and slaving for her all the time even though one would never have suspected it. “Oh, let us all go and beg dear papa's pardon,” she cried piteously.

          
With laughter they refused, shaking young bright heads, ready, eager for their own lonely adventurings. So Sally went, knocking softly on the door, creeping in with her face all smudged with tears. “Oh, Mr Lovel, can you ever forgive me?” whispered Sally, stretching out her pleading hands.

          
Amazed, Peregrine felt in himself a sensation that he dimly perceived to be gratitude. He was not wholly deserted. There was still one who knew her place … and his. He rose.

          
“A gentleman must make allowance for woman's weakness. I am willing to believe that a moment's agitation carried you away. I have been too lenient with my children and now I must suffer for it. We … we must meet this lamentable occasion as best we can, my dear,” said Peregrine, bowing over Sally's hand. But Tiffany (he decided) should go to Darien. One could not risk Sally getting out of her place again.

        

        

          
III

          

The world, it seemed, was overfull of lamentable occasions; for while ploughs turned up the brown earth and
              


              white gulls followed the furrow, while kowhais shook their golden lace to the sweet winds and ladies walked like somewhat faded flower-gardens topped by absurd little fringed parasols in the Government House Gardens, the country daily blundered towards a fiercer war.

          
Gore Browne, frenziedly demanding reinforcements, got Sir George Grey instead, to take the reins out of his hands; and Grey, walking about Auckland again in a double-breasted black waistcoat and large blue bow-tie, was quite clearly prepared to be more autocratic than ever.

          
“Which he never shall be,” shouted Sir Winston, thumping his umbrella until clouds of dust flew through the Institute. “He'll have to reckon with responsible government now. ‘The sinking statesman's door Pours in the morning worshippers no more’—Sam Johnson.”

          
“Well, don't vote your responsible government out of office too often,” said Jermyn, rather sorry for Gore Browne, who was a most excellent and honest gentleman, if a thought too one-idea'd for a country with so many ideas.

          
The centre of the island (felt gentlemen, going gallantly to dinners and dances) was still a powder-magazine, since the Waikato had replied to Gore Browne's demand for submission by refusing the passage of pakeha boats on the rivers and by putting a large army into the most startling uniforms ever seen outside opéra bouffe. So Grey had to do what he could by temporizing, which never suited him.

          
“Can't the condemned fool realize what he's doin' in settin' soldiers to drive a road into the Waikato?” demanded Major Henry. “Expectin' the Maoris to believe his intentions peaceful, with that military encampment at Epsom growin' all the time and every Maori knowin' that Romans always began with roads when they meant to conquer a country. Thinks himself a Roman emperor, does he?”

          


          
“Our respected Governor sees nothing black or white, but only Grey,” said Jermyn.

          
Sally sighed. Gore Browne had pervaded the soup, and Parliament the fish. Now here came Grey with the roast mutton, and gentlemen would never let him go again. She was missing Tiffany and Roddy; and Brian, returned at last, was too elegant to seem like a son, somehow … and so full of opinions.

          
Brian was blaming the newspapers. For Parliament, trying to help Grey with his temporizing, had found newspapers calling it the peace-at-any-price ministry so often that it had resigned in a pet, and the new one had suddenly become very high-handed along with Grey.

          
“Newspapers are far too ready to kick any dog that offers,” pronounced Brian, bending his black brows on Jermyn.

          
“Linda writes that the South Island wishes to secede,” remarked Caroline, very important with three tiers of coloured gauze instead of a cap. “It is Eldorado now and don't see why it should be taxed to pay for our wars. Linda don't neither,” ended Caroline; looking round impressively on the company.

          
“By God, ma'am,” burst out Major Henry, “the South Island's a renegade, and so you can tell it with my compliments. Why, the wretched place would never have been discovered but for us.”

          
“Possibly it would have been better if we had never discovered ourselves,” said Mr Pinshon gloomily. And no one contradicted him, which proved the state of mind the country was in.

          
“Well,” said Caroline, “I consider that a lady owes it to civilization—”

          
“Civilization is just as big a fight as savagery and not so different,” said Darien, who had ridden in for the monthly cattle sales. “You should know that, though nothing much seems to come of it,” she added, looking round on Sophia and Emily and Maria. She had been
              


              very pleased to have Tiffy instead of that little minx Lucilla, though all her sisters (who had such fingering minds) were most anxious to know the reason for the change. This virtuous and consequently suspicious family, she thought; feeling what a tattle there would be when Sackville came back.

          
He was so very long in coming that Tiffany, helping Darien with the sheep, walking with John behind the plough, began to be afraid to count the days. So long … so very long … then he came; tapping on the door one bright afternoon when Tiffany was busy in the kitchen and the others busy in the sheep-yards, and Tiffany, running to the door in her big apron, fell back against it because her heart seemed suddenly to have stopped.

          
“Can I see you alone?” he asked, not offering to touch her. She could not speak or see for this rush of abounding joy. Dick … Dick!

          
“I must speak to you alone,” he said more sharply.

          
She led the way to her bedroom, shut the door, and suddenly turned shy; waiting for his words, his arms, his kisses.

          
“I only got in yesterday. I have come at the first opportunity,” he said, and even through her daze of gladness she was conscious of sudden fear. “I … I have discovered that our … the marriage was not legal. I came to tell you at the first opportunity.”

          
She sat down suddenly on the bed, staring with her big brown eyes.

          
“Not legal,” she repeated dully.

          
“No. The priest was not fully licensed. He could only help officiate. I took the trouble to hunt him up afterwards, for I had my suspicions at the time.”

          
“You had your suspicions?” she said.

          
“Yes.” Damn it, those eyes were making him nervous. “You see, I happen to know French. He was juggling with both services … didn't dare give the whole of either. I wonder Lady Calthorpe didn't spot it. But she
              


              was making eyes at Flower. I … I'm monstrous sorry. Puts you in a hole.”

          
“You … didn't tell me … 
then.”

          
“Oh, my dear girl! Spoil our pleasant little party! I mean…. Tiffy, don't look like that. I wasn't certain. 'Pon honour I wasn't….”

          
“Dick….” This first stunned feeling was passing. “Dick, it isn't you speaking like this, is it? Not 
you? Oh, my poor poor boy, have you been fretting over it all this time? I … I don't really mind so much, dear. Papa wouldn't object now. He knows I'm married.” She held out her hands, beginning to smile. “Don't feel that you've been so very wicked.”

          
He fidgeted, not looking at her. Why had he been fool enough to come when he might have done it by writing? But then she would have probably gone rushing up to the barracks. Good Lord, if only women knew how they do for themselves when they chase a man!

          
“Can't any woman keep a secret?” he said sulkily. “You promised not to tell.”

          
“There were reasons,” said Tiffany, wondering where her words came from. She didn't seem to be here, somehow. Where was she? “I didn't give your name.”

          
“Eh? Well, that's all right. We sail in a week, you see.” Before her silence, her watching eyes he stumbled on: a soldier's life … so uncertain … couldn't take her with him … might be India next … all so uncertain.

          
“You couldn't take me? You mean … this is the end?”

          
“Well, my dear, if you'd look at it sensibly … I'm a poor man—”

          
“You mean … this … is the end?”

          
“Well, yes, if you will have it,” he said shortly. Confound his susceptible nature. Always getting him into trouble with women, and the getting out so damned difficult.

          


          
Am I dead? thought Tiffany, looking at her hands. I can move my fingers.

          
“Since there's no harm done—” he began again, awkwardly.

          
Everything 
is dead, thought Tiffany. Yet something seemed to be burning in her although she did not know it for her pride. She stood up.

          
“Please go,” she said.

          
“'Pon my soul, I'm sorry, Tiffy. Such a mistake, your coming to Rotorua….”

          
“Please go.”

          
Curse it, he thought, trying to hide from himself, she had no right to come the tragedy queen over him who knew well enough that the chief fault was her own. If luck had not been with him he would have been caught instead of her, since he really had not been sure that night. If England and India hadn't been in the offing he might be caught again, for she was a handsome creature standing so still, with those great eyes, with that charming arrangement of her bright hair. He made a movement towards her; thought better of it. Then, since shame and remorse turn to spite in certain types, “Good-bye, Miss Lovel,” he said and went out.

          
Tiffany heard his feet echoing through the empty house, the slam of the door, the galloping hooves. How long she stood hearing them she did not know. She did not know anything until a sudden chilling shock told her that she was in the bath set there in readiness for morning, scrubbing herself with a fury that turned the white skin red. She dressed with quick hands that seemed to have a purpose of themselves, that dragged from under the bed the little box holding her sacred treasures, bundled them all together, wedding-gown and ring, the other clothes that she had worn….

          
Darien crossing the yard saw her coming through the back door with the white bundle, and called: “Wasn't
              


              that a horse I heard? Great Scott, Tiffy, what's happened?” she cried, rushing up.

          
“He came.” (Voice as well as hands and feet seemed to be doing things of their own volition.) “He says our marriage was not legal. He has gone.”

          
Then her feet took her running fast towards the bush, with Darien breathless after her.

          
“Tiffy … Tiffy … you're not going to kill yourself?”

          
“For 
that?”

          
The blaze of scorn leaping out of Tiffany almost scorched Darien. She stood, bewildered and rubbing her face, then set off again in the big boots after that flying figure. What the devil it was all about she couldn't yet make out, but since Tiffy had gone mad one must keep an eye on her.

          
By a little mossy stream in the bush Tiffany knelt down digging in the soft rich deposit of ages with frantic hands. When the hole was deep enough she flung the bundle in and covered it. Still on her knees she looked slowly round, clearing the loosened curls from her face with muddy fingers. Very quiet the bush with the evening light sifting through it, tenderly warm on the totara boles gilded on the edges of the great hinau flanges, faint and far and delicate where little ferns hung everywhere from boles and branches like a gentle rain. Up in the high dark canopy birds were going to bed with hushed sleepy calls. Tiffany laid her hand on the tall grey flange of a hinau that stood beside her like a bastion.

          
“Tane's trees,” she said softy—and fell forward on her face.

        

        

          
IV

          

There is always some meat which a man's stomach rejects, and Governor Grey's rejected the Maori flag although digesting the Maori king with a certain difficulty. So there were consultations, bribes, and what not which the chiefs (watching over Grey's shoulder the 
ar-
                


                rival of more troopships, the gradual penetration of the military road) rejected with less than their usual courtesy. Neither side trusted the other now, and the papers became so dangerous that Jermyn, after several bouts of verbal fisticuffs with the 
Chronicle, went to Sydney. There is such a thing as going too far, said Jermyn, discovering it about ten years too late.

          
Everybody was discovering it. But a section of the papers, butchering to make a Roman holiday, couldn't be stopped, and at the Institute gentlemen shook handfuls of the scurrilous stuff at each other, wanting to know what Parliament was doing about it. “I shall bring the matter up in the House,” said Peregrine, seriously upset at this ribald disclosure of Grey's private quarrel with the general commanding Her Majesty's forces.

          
“Listen. Good God, sirs, just listen,” gobbled Major Henry, who would still climb on chairs though finding it so difficult. He read above the anxious faces: “Our trusty general, being roughly manhandled by England for absorbing so many troops to no purpose, retorts that New Zealand has neglected to provide sufficient militia to assist him. Since the militia is Governor Grey's prerogative, the fat is now well in the fire, with our two head men conducting such a tidy little quarrel as threatens to deadlock everything except the Maoris.” “Bloody fools,” cried Major Henry, gone as plum-colour as his satin waistcoat, “don't they know the Maoris read every word?”

          
“I fear it has taken us too long to learn that,” said Mr Hawke, who had a fine property out in the Manakau direction. “But since our noble member intends to ventilate this scandal in the House we may hope for the suppression of these papers….”

          
Peregrine tried, and so did others; but Parliament was over-occupied by another matter. Tribal wars were raging with a severity which alarmed everybody; and London's Colonial Office, having got us into this bog through continual meddling, now wished to shovel the
              


              whole control of native affairs on to us, and did it, leaving Grey and General Cameron complete masters of the army, so that any salutary methods thought out by the House were rendered negative by the inability to back them with force.

          
Not for us, said Parliament, driving the Colonial Office quite demented, since these benighted Antipodeans, always demanding power, would not take it when offered. What can be done with such imbeciles, complained London's distant Colonial Office, trying to understand everything and understanding nothing except this eternal cry for more troops.

          
English clubs and kettledrums discussed New Zealand with something more than aversion, and homesick officers' wives writing to their relatives received scant sympathy. Ridiculous nonsense. They are not trying to settle matters. Merely amusing themselves … and we have to pay, said the relatives back Home; dressing for the squire's ball, signing comfortable cheques for the maintenance of little Clara and Algernon at their select boarding-schools.

          
How we humans cling to our paltry little affairs with the world galloping to chaos about us, thought Jermyn, returning from Sydney to smoke a pipe with Major Henry and hear all the scandal of the town. But he sat up when the Major told about Tiffany. Tiffany, it seemed, had been very ill out at the farm, but she wouldn't allow folk in town to know. Then Darien, who couldn't hold her tongue and was asking everyone if they had seen Nick Flower, had let out something, and now all Auckland was saying that Tiffy had had an affair with some officer since returned to England on exchange.

          
“Peregrine won't have her home and I'd like to choke Darien,” said Major Henry, spilling snuff all over his increasing waistcoat with agitation.

          
Jermyn looked at the rows of old leather-covered volumes on the shelves, and thought of Tiffany chasing religions through them with face glowing and her bright
              


              bronze hair getting in a tangle with her clutchings at it.

          
Poor nut-brown maid, so ardent for life. “How does Sally take it?” he asked. Sally, as usual, was making a doormat of herself and getting no thanks, and Jermyn had better go up and see for himself, since the Major was heartily sick of the whole infernal business.

          
Jermyn went, through a primrose day fresh and pale and smelling of all sweetness as he came up the garden path between Sally's violets in great purple bosses and the young frail lilies of the valley. Their gentle delicacy seemed so much a part of Sally that when she came running in a flutter of sprigged blue muslin with the cap a little askew on her dear brown head he just took both her hands, saying: “Lord Palmerston waited thirty years for his wife, Sally. We have got through nearly twenty-five.”

          
“Oh,” cried Sally, trying to pull away because this sudden rush of happiness couldn't be real. “Won't Martha have you?”

          
“I don't like the feel of her hands. Too puddy. Yours are always cool. And firm. Such lady's hands despite all they have to do. So I am writing a book while I'm waiting, my dear.”

          
“Oh! Tell me about it.” Now she could get into the shadow, hide her glowing cheeks, her glowing heart, which shouldn't glow when poor Tiffy was so sad. But with sphinxes rising from their ashes … or was it phoenixes? Who cares, thought Sally, turning grave again when Jermyn spoke of Tiffany.

          
“I have read,” said Jermyn, “that of all the wrongs men inflict on women that of not marrying them is the one they should find it easiest to forgive. I should judge Tiffy was well rid of the fellow, dear.”

          
“Oh, yes. We are still trying to find Nick Flower. Darien says he will know. She is so monstrous angry with him,” said Sally, puzzled. “But I can't think he meant to be anything but kind, can you?”

          
Jermyn, being experienced, could think anything of
              


              anybody. But how was Tiffy taking it? “To the young the common cruelty of life is so very personal,” he said.

          
Tiffany, it appeared, had declared that she had only got what she deserved and forbidden further mention of the matter. She was quite well again and working very hard at the farm.

          
“I think perhaps all she learned from the Major's Buddhist philosophers is helping her,” said hopeful Sally, who would never be a philosopher and was just now rather frightened of this diligent reserved Tiffany.

          
Jermyn thought it sounded as though the nut-brown maid was getting bitter. These top-heavy tragedies of youth … and Peregrine setting up to be Lord Almighty and dividing the sheep and goats and putting poor Tiffany among the goats. He said he would not stay to meet Peregrine, who must be fully occupied with the state of his country … to say nothing of his daughter, and went away thinking of that little brown curl on Sally's white neck. Princes and principalities may rush to ruin, but there is always comfort so long as the sun shines and a woman is fair.

          
New Zealand undoubtedly was rushing to ruin. After walking round each other with tails up, like dogs preparing to fight, the two races could hold off no longer. Confusions had piled up, Pelion on Ossa, until Pelion tumbled of its own weight. A perspiring trooper galloped in with word that all the Waikato was going to march on Auckland, and that winter's night of July, 1863, saw the most agitated of all the agitated debates its Parliament had known. Consultations continued till daybreak, and next day the papers came out with it.

          
“Cameron will march at once into the Waikato. It has been decided to take the offensive. Again we are at war.”

          
By tremendous effort, Tamihana had held the truculent Rewi back from Auckland, but now it was of no use. “Now,” wrote Tamihana to his pakeha friends, “the
              


              Maoris are really angry. This time they will give no quarter. I am very sorry.”

          
Caught in a cleft stick, he stood aloof from the first fierce battle, in which the Maoris were slaughtered and driven back. “May God help us all!” said Tamihana, going out to throw all the weight of the kingship on the side of the men of his own blood.

          
“Alas, alas,” said the Maori women, “the land is swept with war's red tide….”
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For Tiffany the passing days were brimming like magic cups for ever full of wonder. There was a sweet troubling beauty in the world, a mysterious consciousness of glories yet unwon. Because there was really so little of Dick Sackville to remember except laughing eyes and kisses, Tiffany clothed him in all the rich robes of her fancy, as unlearned girls have clothed their puppets ever since the world began. All wit, all wisdom spoke by others might so easily have been begotten by Dick, thought Tiffany, eagerly building her gilded pagoda higher, hanging it about with merry little bells.

          
“Colonizing,” said Jermyn, sitting in the chintz parlour with new-brought tales from the war, “seems to give the generation born to it such a different quality. The young Volunteers have a different quality from any Englishman; flouting tradition, looking forward instead of back.”

          
Dick could have said that, thought Tiffany, smiling over the blue shirt she was stitching. Bubbling with some private well of happiness. How does she do it in these unhappy days, wondered Jermyn, asking:

          
“Do you flout tradition, my nut-brown maid?”

          
“How can I? All my traditions are in the future,” said Tiffany, feeling how gloriously she would build them with Dick.

          
“There you are.” Jermyn turned for consolation to Sally. “No reverence for the past, these youngsters. I vow they understand their elders even less than ordinary children can do.”

          
And their elders understand them less, thought Sally, wistfully. And then Caroline (who always thought she
            


            understood everything) bustled in, filling the room with the odour of patchouli, with a sense of purple feathers and red cheeks. So difficult to remember that there was only one of Caroline pervading the air so, pulling Linda's rare and ill-spelt letters from a great purple reticule, reading them aloud.

          
Linda, who had three times made Caroline a grandmother, sounded very content. “I'm nearly the only lady on the Canterbury Plains and young station-owners bring me chocklits from Christchurch to make Andy jellus, but he only laughs and eats them,” wrote Linda. “Our Maori shearers are quite difrunt from your horrid fighting ones and bring their fat wives for picking-up, and baby Prudence has cut a tooth….”

          
“Like another world, it sounds so peaceful,” said Sally, sighing. Linda, said Caroline resentfully, was getting more than her share, and it was high time she invited some of her sisters down to the chocolates and young station-owners—only there was no means of transporting them.

          
“But I still try to believe in Providence,” Caroline said, composing with the aid of a wall-mirror the proper expression for a lady who trusted in Providence under such provocation. “When will the war be over, Jermyn?”

          
The war, said Jermyn, would never be over, since the general sent from Australia to take supreme command spent all his energies sapping up to pas which were empty when he reached them, and had now refused to take his men into the bush where they so continually got lost.

          
“Stalemate,” said Jermyn, shrugging. Life was producing so many stalemates now, though Sally had somehow rid herself of her haggardness and persisted in drawing a man's eyes.

          
“Tamihana,” cried Tiffany, always ready to say a good word for the Maoris, “is doing his utmost to keep the Waikato out of the war. He is the greatest help England
            


            has. Why does Parliament say such dreadful things about his king-movement?”

          
“Why does it persist in sitting all the time, which is the most dangerous thing it could do,” returned Jermyn, who had just offended Peregrine by writing in the 
Chronicle: “The amount of ability in our Parliament is truly remarkable, and the way it is used more remarkable still.”

          
“You should let us youngsters talk to them, we understand the Maori,” said Tiffany saucily. And it might come to that before they were through, thought Jermyn, going discomfortably away.

          
Yet, with the help of Bishop Selwyn and Judge Martin, Tamihana did contrive to arrange a truce in spite of Parliament; so, after a year of war, the Maoris went off to dry fish and fill the storehouses in preparation for another one, and the country sat back to lick its wounds and consider an amount of destruction which would put settlement back several decades.

          
“All the young bucks will be home to marry you now, Tiffy,” said Jermyn, going up to Lovel Hall, where joy had everyone by the hair, and Tiffany was running about, her very crinoline riotous with excitement, and Sally airing the best linen sheets for the boys whom she would really see again.

          
“No, no,” cried Tiffany, going scarlet to the ears. Then she laughed, her fluttering hands making benedictions. “Herewith I solemnly bestow them upon Sophia and Maria,” she said, running away.

          
“M'm,” said Jermyn. “A woman's reticences are so much more stimulating than her confidences, but I'd like to know the name of Tiffy's special young buck, Sally. I hope he's a worthy gentleman?”

          
“I don't know.” Sally was distressed. “I fear it isn't Hew, but Mr Lovel….”

          
“… Forgets that Tiffy is both a Lovel and a colonial,”
            


            said Jermyn. Likely to be wigs on the green when that special young buck returned.

          
Tucking up the yards and yards of her sprigged cambric, Tiffany slid down into the fern-gully, where the Maori god was long overgrown with weeds, and the ferntrees stood so high that sunlight fell but rarely on the brown creek and the maidenhair. But flax and fern still kept their austere sweetness. The kind of scent angels might use, thought Tiffany, washing her hands in the pure water, washing the world off (although knowing it wouldn't stay off) before she raised them to pray for Dick to all the listening gods.

          
So soon now Dick would be back to take away for ever the little persisting feeling that she had done wrong. With anyone else it would have been wrong, but not with him, thought Tiffany, her mind swinging in great circles, heavenly spirals taking her and her paladin higher, higher to the skies….

          
God, it seemed, proposed, for there was chance of a permanent peace now; but Governor Gore Browne, his fat neck redder than ever, disposed. Possibly he felt that now the Prince Consort was dead it was improper for the Queen to have an unattached king within her boundaries. Possibly he felt just exactly what he said: “The Queen's authority must be upheld at any price.” So he stoutly went to work issuing proclamations against Tamihana and his king; demanding unconditional submission and the payment of land and moneys, and would undoubtedly have added (if he had thought of it) the sending of a dozen shirted chiefs with halters round their necks, like the citizens of Calais.

          
Parliament, staggering under the effects of one war which had crippled the infant colony for a generation, shrieked aloud to any who would hear, and Peregrine endeavoured to cling to his dignity among members who were losing theirs all the time and talking about stringing Gore Browne to lamp-posts … only there were none.

          


          
Caroline did her best for everybody by standing up in her bath if the girls happened to play “God save the Queen,” and Sophia did her best for herself by jettisoning the Vestal Virgins (who remained too virgin altogether) and petitioning returning officers for curios.

          
“Maori axes, anything you like to give me,” said Sophia to gentlemen unable to conceal their dislike to giving her anything. Poor Sophia, making her collections in the belief that everything ugly (including herself) must be interesting.

          
England began a tentative shuffle with regiments. Some, it seemed, would still be necessary, but those of long service would be exchanged. Tiffany's heart felt so terribly unstable. To go anywhere with Dick would be heaven; but to leave her own New Zealand, to leave mamma and darling Roddy—“The soul would have no rainbows had the eyes no tears,” she thought; smiling because she had written that once to Dick, smiling about the house and presently encountering a portentous papa, looking as though he had a hand-grenade up his black coat-sleeve. Papa requested Tiffany to come into the study, where she was glad to sit in one of the great leather chairs, since her legs seemed suddenly weak. Dick? But papa didn't know about Dick….

          
Peregrine looked with approval on this slim thing thing sitting so quietly with her widespread skirts of flowered muslin, her pretty hands obedient in her lap, her pretty russet ringlets rolled away into the newfangled net which gave such charming sleekness to a young woman's head and neck.

          
“My dear,” he said, “you look very well. I fancy Hew—” So it was Hew, whom Tiffany had quite forgotten. It was so much Hew that he was coming to see her this evening to add her consent to that already given by papa. Hew, it seemed, was an excellent young man with a first-class knowledge of farming and other like attributes to endear him to any girl. The war, 
unfortun-
              


              ately, had interfered with plans during the past year, but there was no reason for further delay. A speedy marriage and then Canterbury where, it appeared, Hew was much needed. “He was somewhat diffident, as is becoming in a suitor, but I assured him that you could have no reason for objection.”

          
“I do object,” said Tiffany, as well as she could for the throbbing in her throat. Peregrine was prepared for this. Indeed, any other answer would have been immodest.

          
“That is quite natural, my dear. It will pass.”

          
“It won't,” said Tiffany, coming out louder than she expected.

          
Peregrine stiffened. Good Heavens, was a man of many troubles always to have contention in his own household?

          
“May I ask your reasons?”

          
“I—I don't love him.”

          
“Tut! A girl's answer. A child's answer. Love will come.”

          
Tiffany was losing her temper in her fear. She would 
not see Hew, who might guess too much.

          
“It has come. But not for Hew.”

          
“By Heavens! You dare to tell me that you have loved without my permission.” His daughter's eyes began to twinkle with laughter and he hastily controlled himself. This minx should not get the better of him again. “All young ladies are always in love with some young gentleman and such sentimentality becomes them. Marriage, my dear, is based upon sounder qualities, and Hew—”

          
“I agree that one would not become sentimental over Hew,” said Tiffany, standing up. “And I think it's very likely that he is a good farmer since he has so little else to recommend him. When I said I loved someone else I meant it, papa, and he will soon come back to tell you about it.”

          
“You dare—” But daring had never got him anywhere
            


            with Tiffany. “I desire to know his name,” said Peregrine, trying to keep his head.

          
“He will tell you when he comes.” Never never would she tell it. So much she had promised Dick, who had pleaded for the pride of doing the telling himself.

          
“Do you defy me, Tiffany?” (This, thought Peregrine uneasily, had a familiar sound. Roddy, Tiffany; so often, so incredibly had they defied him, and he couldn't put either over his knee now.)

          
“Yes, papa,” said Tiffany sweetly.

          
“Then go to your room.” This also was familiar. But she always had to come out of it sometime. What man would have children, thought Peregrine, pacing up and down, wondering what he should say to Hew, even unbosoming himself to Jermyn coming in. Jermyn stared.

          
“Where are your eyes, man? Everyone else has seen that she's head over ears in love. That's what has given her such uncommon beauty lately, for she's not really handsome,” said Jermyn.

          
“Pray do not talk like a lovesick fool. I shall thrash this indecent nonsense out of her.”

          
“The dullness of parents always amazes me,” said Jermyn, flinging his cloak over a chair and admiring the new crimson lining. “Can you tell me why a stubborn father should not expect to find that stubbornness transmitted to his children?”

          
“I am in no mood for riddles,” said Peregrine, marching out. All his life he had tried to do everything for the best, but, it seemed, nobody ever supported him.
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Gore Browne assuredly did not. In the face of all opposition he was steadily preparing for his Waikato war, asserting that he intended to make a clean sweep of all kings, chiefs and other Maori trouble-makers. But they, cried desperate gentlemen in Parliament and at the
              


              Institute, were nothing to the trouble-making of Gore Browne.

          
“‘Howl, ye inhabitants of the isles, for the wringing of the nose bringeth forth blood,’” declared Sir Winston, abandoning secular quotation for the Bible as being more suitable for these times of wrath.

          
“Why don't your wretched Parliament stop him? Damme, what d'you think we have you for?” demanded Major Henry, turning apostate at last to Lovels. So Peregrine reminded him that Parliament had made all possible representations to England for the abolishment of Gore Browne before he got everyone else abolished by Maoris, and that they were living in daily hopes of another governor.

          
“He'll only be worse. They always are,” said Major Henry.

          
Difficult days for Peregrine, trying to walk the tightrope of expediency and fearing the collapse of everything, including Lovels. Difficult days for Tiffany, secluded in her room and writing long letters to Dick, who never sent any answers.

          
“I am taking counsel of the Buddhists, who believe in transmigration,” she wrote. “What shall you and I come back as, my swashbuckler? Shall we be butterflies, and dance all day in the sun and sleep all night in the heart of a red poppy? But I think I would rather be myself again so long as you were you. What better could I want? I sew sheets for mamma and pretend that they are my trousseau, and so I am very happy….”

          
I fear that is a lie, she thought, slipping on her ring for comfort. Two lines, even one, from Dick would help so much.

          
Regiments drifted and sifted, but Dick Sackville's, it appeared, was not one of them. With the country preparing once more to topple over the edge of ruin, ladies gallantly became gayer than ever, speeding the parting and coming guests with no end of balls, routs, and 
croquet-
                


                parties … the last being specially designed by Providence for the purpose of flirtations.

          
Roddy returned, assuring an anxious Peregrine that Brian would be sure to turn up some time, and tackling Hew with indignation. “She don't want you, man. Be decent and marry another girl. Swarms of 'em about,” said Roddy, who, being already Don Rodrigo and certain to be Sir Roderick some day, was much enjoying the swarms. But what with the hope of Tiffany and Canterbury, Hew couldn't be decent; so Roddy talked to Peregrine as man to man (which was sufficiently impertinent and disconcerting) asking how Hew could be expected to press his suit with Tiffany if he never saw her?

          
“That floored our anxious parent, my love,” said Roddy, who certainly had learned a thing or two at the gold-fields. “You are to come out now, and if you're wise you'll string Hew a bit till Sackville comes back to settle him.”

          
Tiffany sat on the bed, looking pale and serious. Stringing unwanted lovers was, Roddy feared, not her line. Too honest for this world, he thought, knowing that by the law of nature woman must spend her life in little trickeries and genteel evasions … and man too, egad, unless he is stout enough to go his own way.

          
“I think war may go on for ever,” said Tiffany. She sang softly:

          

            
O, were I Queen of France, or still better, Pope of Rome,


            
I would have no fighting men abroad, no weeping maids at home.


            
All the world should be at peace, or if men must show their might,


            
Then let those who make the quarrels be the only ones to fight.
          

          
“They're the only ones who never do,” said Roddy, kissing her. Lord, this love! So destructive to a sense of humour while it lasted! How tragic he had found life until he ceased to love Eriti—if he ever had loved her.
              


              Perhaps it was the ghost of some long-dead Bible maid he had loved, thought Roddy, going off to flirt with Emily (who was quite handsome in the rustic daisy manner) so that she presently fell head over heels and was so constantly drowned in sentimental dew of her own making that Sophia couldn't abide her.

          
“I hope I'd have more pride than to cry for him. He flirts with everyone,” said Sophia, busy on a book-mark calculated to make Roddy consider another flirtation. Caroline did all she could. Since Roddy liked music, she almost nightly brought Emily to Lovel Hall, setting her down to “The Harmonious Blacksmith,” with variations which, in Emily's hands, were so much more varied than they were ever meant to be, while gentlemen lay in long chairs on the veranda with their meerschaums and cheroots and glasses of grog trying to bear it. Rod Lovel's music and songs, when no women were by, were of a somewhat different quality from any evoked by unwaked girls.

          
Now Caroline was crying to Roddy coming with his flute: “Emily will play your accompaniments, Emily, my love!”

          
Emily, thought Roddy, was very well for kisses, being so plump and soft and warm. But not among his music, he felt, proceeding to make it so divinely that Tiffany went off under the orange-trees, unable to endure it in the light.

          
Leaning against the wall among the crushed scents of jasmine and verbena, she never knew what he played, except that it stirred her to joy and agony. His own wilful soul, perhaps, loving beauty and licence, hating law; the spirit of this new old land, with its sunken mysteries of strife and loveliness and despair; the march of the crowding years; the whispers of lovers, the laughter of happy children in golden fields of corn….

          
“Thank you. That was very nice. I always think music is so nice, but needing piano-accompaniment,” said
              


              Caroline, crocheting very fast at a green-and-purple mat for the immigrants. “What's the name of the piece, Roddy?”

          
“I don't know. Some wild fellow made it,” answered Roddy, knowing himself for the wild fellow and watching Hew going off after Tiffany. Heaven send she had sense enough to handle him, though one doubted it. Tiffy seemed to imagine there was only one man in the world. Hew, dark, stocky, and so lamentably in earnest, would come later with his miseries.

          
“I've loved her so long. I swear I'll never give up until she's married to someone else….”

          
“Why give up then? She's more likely to want a change.”

          
“You make a jest of everything, confound you,” cried Hew in a temper. “I believe she just don't know her own mind. If Mr Lovel would put up the banns she'd come round all right. Girls never know what they want.”

          
Hew (thought Roddy, rather concerned) wasn't behaving like a gentleman; and since Tiffy could show no basis for her asserted affection in the way of an attendant cavalier or even a letter to be intercepted by papa, there really might be danger. So he rode out to ask Darien, who was rather curt about it. Thanks to Nick Flower making such an idiot of himself, she had had to buy Lincoln ewes elsewhere; so she had got nothing out of the trip, and it was simply imbecile of Tiffy to let herself be pestered.

          
“Tell her to announce her marriage and wear her ring,” said Darien, dragging that dreadful old black hat over her curls and rolling her skirts up on red flannel petticoats. “I can't stay, Rod. I'm busy lambing.”

          
What the devil was wrong with women that they always ran to death the thing that interested them at the moment, wondered Roddy, riding home to find that another woman was apparently running herself to death
              


              with himself as the interesting thing. It was Emily, said Tiffany, her beautiful brown eyes so grave with reproach to Roddy. She had given confidences….

          
“She would,” said Roddy, shrugging. Poor Tiffy, with her sense of humour gone so shockingly astray, would never understand philanderings. “It's the kind of thing that should be said between gentlemen, ain't it, Tiffy? But since perhaps you consider neither of us a gentleman can it be said as between ladies?”

          
“She—she tells me you kiss her very often, Roddy.”

          
“Quite right. I do.” Lord! if all his easy kisses were remembered against him in the end they'd never be through with the Last Judgment.

          
“But you have not asked for her hand?”

          
“Oh, my dearest girl!” He began to laugh, lying in the fern-gully, dropping twigs into the stream. There they went, all his kisses, bobbing round the corner out of sight.

          
“I don't understand,” cried Tiffany, going white. “You wouldn't kiss her unless you loved her, and if—”

          
Tiffy, felt Roddy, would be the death of him yet. For the first time he felt sorry for Dick Sackville.

          
“I love so many, Tiffy. All the fair women who ever lived and died for love. They seem to have the monopoly of that, by the way. Men don't do it. I love all the phantoms going by in the night and unveiling their dear faces just for me. And since I can't kiss them I have to make the best of … Emilys.”

          
“Then you are very cruel,” cried Tiffany, sitting up.

          
“Yes. I didn't mean to be. Or perhaps I did.” So many silly moths always insisting on flying into candles. “I do sometimes,” said Roddy candidly.

          
Tiffany was bewildered. Could every man be cruel … except Dick?

          
“You see, Tiffy”—only he knew she wouldn't see—“physical love that we snatch at so fiercely … of its very nature it has to die. It is the vision … the impossible perfection…. Oh, I can't put it into words; but I don't
              


              think we could go on living without the knowledge that there is something we can never touch and soil … for we do soil most things we get our clutching hands on, Tiffy.”

          
No, she couldn't see it, this poor dear Tiffy so besotted about Sackville, who'd certainly teach her if he wasn't better than most men, thought Roddy, advancing Darien's opinion that she should declare her marriage. “It's not really fair, Tiffy. I know there are several hankering.”

          
“But I promised Dick—”

          
“He didn't foresee conditions. And since it was only to pleasure him, don't you think he'd be better pleased if Hew stopped making love to you?”

          
“I never thought of that. Yes. He would. I'll do it, Roddy,” cried Tiffany, jumping up in her eagerness to please Dick.

          
“Lord, how you do rush your fences. Wait your opportunity, my dear,” said Roddy, feeling very wise and imagining Tiffy blurting it out to an irritated papa hungry for his dinner. “You are so very 
young,” said Roddy.

          
Talking after dinner, he felt that papa also was very young, expecting sons always to do as they were bid. The Canterbury station, explained Peregrine, was a different proposition now, thanks to Andrew Greer. A manager and a sprinkling of sheep. Roddy could go down with Hew and Tiffany and knock matters into shape. Build a good house. All the sheep-kings must have elegant houses.

          
“I'm obliged, sir,” said Roddy, not sounding very much so and hoping Tiffy wouldn't break her news at present. “Jerry would be better at that. And I'm going to the Southland gold-fields.”

          
“You are what, sir?” demanded Peregrine, his bleak nose and eyes coming forward out of the shadows.

          
“I just told you. That Southland country is almost unknown. Pioneer work. Always something new over the
              


              hill,” said Roddy, feeling already among those snowy ranges, those icy peaks beckoning to unseen horizons. Emily would not be with him there but Burd Helen would, and Mary Hamilton, and a hundred more tender ones to come at the call of his flute in the camp-fire smoke.

          
“I have done all the pioneering necessary for my family, Roddy.”

          
“Not mine,” said Roddy, lighting his pipe. “I intend to do my own, sir.”

          
What hard-working father scheming for an ungrateful family would not have been justified in losing his temper? Great Heavens, how did he come to have such children, wondered Peregrine, embarking on a heated panegyric about the necessity of upholding the glory of the Lovel name.

          
“Names ain't going to count for much in this country,” explained Roddy, as his sire paused for breath. “I daresay they did very well along with a number of old notions in England, but they're not going to work here. I learned that on the gold-fields. It's a man's self and not his name will always tip the balance here.”

          
“You cursed iconoclast! You will one day be Sir Roderick Lovel.”

          
“I shan't ever tell anybody, sir,” promised Roddy genially.

          
It was perhaps Tiffany's luck that she should bring her news and Sally out to the veranda just now; Sally like a little quaking ghost who had just been frightened by a moral (as indeed she had and expected to be more so in a minute); Tiffany excited and very proud. Roddy tried to stop her, but she had her ring on and that seemed to be spurring her to destruction.

          
Now we're in for it, thought Roddy, watching poor dear Tiffy flinging her thunderbolt and then standing gamely prepared to receive cavalry.

          
Peregrine met the thunderbolt like Jove, flinging it back
              


              with a bitter: “His name, madam? His name and at once.”

          
That, said Tiffany, her husband would tell him when he came. “I ask your pardon for being disobedient, papa, but it was you who made me so.”

          
“I? I? Have a care what you say, miss.”

          
Even his whiskers are bristling, thought Sally, despairing. Tiffany said:

          
“By trying to make me marry Hew when I loved someone else. Your children are human even if you are not, and I wanted to make my own life.”

          
“Did you indeed? A minor … defying her father. I insist on knowing the name of the scoundrel who tricked you into this. Who dared perform the ceremony? Where did it take place? Show me your marriage-lines at once.”

          
“Marriage-lines?” asked Tiffany, bewildered.

          
“Good God! Don't tell me you have none. This is just a pack of lies cooked up to hide your shame, is it? You have been wantoning with some loose barracks fellow, and now you dare—”

          
“Steady, sir, steady,” said Roddy, putting himself in front of Tiffany, since the old chap was looking really dangerous.

          
“I suppose my husband has the lines. I will write and ask him to-night, since you seem to be anxious for them,” said Tiffany, magnificently. What was a bit of paper when she had her ring? “And I think you forget that you are speaking to a lady, don't you?”

          
“Lady!” Peregrine choked. “You … you impudent strumpet!”

          
For the first and last time Sally forgot her duty to Mr Lovel.

          
“Please remember that you are in the presence of two married ladies who are not accustomed to such language,” she said, putting her arm round Tiffany.

          
If a mouse had roared at him Peregrine could not have been more dumbfounded. He collapsed in a chair, 
star-
                


                ing feebly at these females … these vipers whom he had nourished in his bosom.

          
“I have spent my life for you,” he said, almost in a whisper. “Slaved and planned … given you everything….”

          
“Except our souls. You never let us have them,” said Tiffany. “Ask Roddy.”

          
As a man Roddy felt it time to come to his parent's help.

          
“It will be all right, sir. Aunt Darien and Mr Flower were at the wedding.”

          
No sponsoring could have dismayed Peregrine more, if he had been capable of further dismay. He waved Roddy off, saying merely:

          
“Produce your marriage-lines and send the fellow to me the moment he arrives. Until then I beg you will have the decency to conceal your disgrace.”

          
“I think Hew should know, sir, since he seems to expect—”

          
“Oh, tell him. Tell the world. Shout it from the house-tops. You are all in league against me,” cried Peregrine, rushing off to his study and slamming the door, while Sally dissolved into sobs in Roddy's arms.

          
“Oh … oh, how wicked I have been. To defy papa—”

          
“You were in good company,” said Roddy, sitting down and pulling her on to his knee. “My poor little mammy, this is the best thing in the world for him. He has bullied us all our lives just as England has bullied New Zealand. Now we are going to stand on our own feet—ain't we, Tiffany?”

          
“What a magnificent nursery-governess was lost in papa,” said Tiffany, looking almost her own gay self again. Tiffy, thought Roddy approvingly, was always a fighter.

          
Sally moaned. Could these really be her children? “Oh, my duty!” she sobbed.

          


          
Duty was the one word that had never failed, but it failed now. Nothing to take hold of now, thought Sally, with Roddy rubbing his warm hard cheek against her soft faded one, telling her that since we certainly didn't always obey God it would be sacrilege to obey papa, as that would be putting him above God.

          
“Oh, Roddy, you do confuse me. You make everything sound so different. I don't think you can be right, dear, can you?” pleaded Sally. She was crushed beyond present repair. Her ingratitude, her wicked ingratitude to Mr Lovel, who had been planning and slaving for her all the time even though one would never have suspected it. “Oh, let us all go and beg dear papa's pardon,” she cried piteously.

          
With laughter they refused, shaking young bright heads, ready, eager for their own lonely adventurings. So Sally went, knocking softly on the door, creeping in with her face all smudged with tears. “Oh, Mr Lovel, can you ever forgive me?” whispered Sally, stretching out her pleading hands.

          
Amazed, Peregrine felt in himself a sensation that he dimly perceived to be gratitude. He was not wholly deserted. There was still one who knew her place … and his. He rose.

          
“A gentleman must make allowance for woman's weakness. I am willing to believe that a moment's agitation carried you away. I have been too lenient with my children and now I must suffer for it. We … we must meet this lamentable occasion as best we can, my dear,” said Peregrine, bowing over Sally's hand. But Tiffany (he decided) should go to Darien. One could not risk Sally getting out of her place again.
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The world, it seemed, was overfull of lamentable occasions; for while ploughs turned up the brown earth and
              


              white gulls followed the furrow, while kowhais shook their golden lace to the sweet winds and ladies walked like somewhat faded flower-gardens topped by absurd little fringed parasols in the Government House Gardens, the country daily blundered towards a fiercer war.

          
Gore Browne, frenziedly demanding reinforcements, got Sir George Grey instead, to take the reins out of his hands; and Grey, walking about Auckland again in a double-breasted black waistcoat and large blue bow-tie, was quite clearly prepared to be more autocratic than ever.

          
“Which he never shall be,” shouted Sir Winston, thumping his umbrella until clouds of dust flew through the Institute. “He'll have to reckon with responsible government now. ‘The sinking statesman's door Pours in the morning worshippers no more’—Sam Johnson.”

          
“Well, don't vote your responsible government out of office too often,” said Jermyn, rather sorry for Gore Browne, who was a most excellent and honest gentleman, if a thought too one-idea'd for a country with so many ideas.

          
The centre of the island (felt gentlemen, going gallantly to dinners and dances) was still a powder-magazine, since the Waikato had replied to Gore Browne's demand for submission by refusing the passage of pakeha boats on the rivers and by putting a large army into the most startling uniforms ever seen outside opéra bouffe. So Grey had to do what he could by temporizing, which never suited him.

          
“Can't the condemned fool realize what he's doin' in settin' soldiers to drive a road into the Waikato?” demanded Major Henry. “Expectin' the Maoris to believe his intentions peaceful, with that military encampment at Epsom growin' all the time and every Maori knowin' that Romans always began with roads when they meant to conquer a country. Thinks himself a Roman emperor, does he?”

          


          
“Our respected Governor sees nothing black or white, but only Grey,” said Jermyn.

          
Sally sighed. Gore Browne had pervaded the soup, and Parliament the fish. Now here came Grey with the roast mutton, and gentlemen would never let him go again. She was missing Tiffany and Roddy; and Brian, returned at last, was too elegant to seem like a son, somehow … and so full of opinions.

          
Brian was blaming the newspapers. For Parliament, trying to help Grey with his temporizing, had found newspapers calling it the peace-at-any-price ministry so often that it had resigned in a pet, and the new one had suddenly become very high-handed along with Grey.

          
“Newspapers are far too ready to kick any dog that offers,” pronounced Brian, bending his black brows on Jermyn.

          
“Linda writes that the South Island wishes to secede,” remarked Caroline, very important with three tiers of coloured gauze instead of a cap. “It is Eldorado now and don't see why it should be taxed to pay for our wars. Linda don't neither,” ended Caroline; looking round impressively on the company.

          
“By God, ma'am,” burst out Major Henry, “the South Island's a renegade, and so you can tell it with my compliments. Why, the wretched place would never have been discovered but for us.”

          
“Possibly it would have been better if we had never discovered ourselves,” said Mr Pinshon gloomily. And no one contradicted him, which proved the state of mind the country was in.

          
“Well,” said Caroline, “I consider that a lady owes it to civilization—”

          
“Civilization is just as big a fight as savagery and not so different,” said Darien, who had ridden in for the monthly cattle sales. “You should know that, though nothing much seems to come of it,” she added, looking round on Sophia and Emily and Maria. She had been
              


              very pleased to have Tiffy instead of that little minx Lucilla, though all her sisters (who had such fingering minds) were most anxious to know the reason for the change. This virtuous and consequently suspicious family, she thought; feeling what a tattle there would be when Sackville came back.

          
He was so very long in coming that Tiffany, helping Darien with the sheep, walking with John behind the plough, began to be afraid to count the days. So long … so very long … then he came; tapping on the door one bright afternoon when Tiffany was busy in the kitchen and the others busy in the sheep-yards, and Tiffany, running to the door in her big apron, fell back against it because her heart seemed suddenly to have stopped.

          
“Can I see you alone?” he asked, not offering to touch her. She could not speak or see for this rush of abounding joy. Dick … Dick!

          
“I must speak to you alone,” he said more sharply.

          
She led the way to her bedroom, shut the door, and suddenly turned shy; waiting for his words, his arms, his kisses.

          
“I only got in yesterday. I have come at the first opportunity,” he said, and even through her daze of gladness she was conscious of sudden fear. “I … I have discovered that our … the marriage was not legal. I came to tell you at the first opportunity.”

          
She sat down suddenly on the bed, staring with her big brown eyes.

          
“Not legal,” she repeated dully.

          
“No. The priest was not fully licensed. He could only help officiate. I took the trouble to hunt him up afterwards, for I had my suspicions at the time.”

          
“You had your suspicions?” she said.

          
“Yes.” Damn it, those eyes were making him nervous. “You see, I happen to know French. He was juggling with both services … didn't dare give the whole of either. I wonder Lady Calthorpe didn't spot it. But she
              


              was making eyes at Flower. I … I'm monstrous sorry. Puts you in a hole.”

          
“You … didn't tell me … 
then.”

          
“Oh, my dear girl! Spoil our pleasant little party! I mean…. Tiffy, don't look like that. I wasn't certain. 'Pon honour I wasn't….”

          
“Dick….” This first stunned feeling was passing. “Dick, it isn't you speaking like this, is it? Not 
you? Oh, my poor poor boy, have you been fretting over it all this time? I … I don't really mind so much, dear. Papa wouldn't object now. He knows I'm married.” She held out her hands, beginning to smile. “Don't feel that you've been so very wicked.”

          
He fidgeted, not looking at her. Why had he been fool enough to come when he might have done it by writing? But then she would have probably gone rushing up to the barracks. Good Lord, if only women knew how they do for themselves when they chase a man!

          
“Can't any woman keep a secret?” he said sulkily. “You promised not to tell.”

          
“There were reasons,” said Tiffany, wondering where her words came from. She didn't seem to be here, somehow. Where was she? “I didn't give your name.”

          
“Eh? Well, that's all right. We sail in a week, you see.” Before her silence, her watching eyes he stumbled on: a soldier's life … so uncertain … couldn't take her with him … might be India next … all so uncertain.

          
“You couldn't take me? You mean … this is the end?”

          
“Well, my dear, if you'd look at it sensibly … I'm a poor man—”

          
“You mean … this … is the end?”

          
“Well, yes, if you will have it,” he said shortly. Confound his susceptible nature. Always getting him into trouble with women, and the getting out so damned difficult.

          


          
Am I dead? thought Tiffany, looking at her hands. I can move my fingers.

          
“Since there's no harm done—” he began again, awkwardly.

          
Everything 
is dead, thought Tiffany. Yet something seemed to be burning in her although she did not know it for her pride. She stood up.

          
“Please go,” she said.

          
“'Pon my soul, I'm sorry, Tiffy. Such a mistake, your coming to Rotorua….”

          
“Please go.”

          
Curse it, he thought, trying to hide from himself, she had no right to come the tragedy queen over him who knew well enough that the chief fault was her own. If luck had not been with him he would have been caught instead of her, since he really had not been sure that night. If England and India hadn't been in the offing he might be caught again, for she was a handsome creature standing so still, with those great eyes, with that charming arrangement of her bright hair. He made a movement towards her; thought better of it. Then, since shame and remorse turn to spite in certain types, “Good-bye, Miss Lovel,” he said and went out.

          
Tiffany heard his feet echoing through the empty house, the slam of the door, the galloping hooves. How long she stood hearing them she did not know. She did not know anything until a sudden chilling shock told her that she was in the bath set there in readiness for morning, scrubbing herself with a fury that turned the white skin red. She dressed with quick hands that seemed to have a purpose of themselves, that dragged from under the bed the little box holding her sacred treasures, bundled them all together, wedding-gown and ring, the other clothes that she had worn….

          
Darien crossing the yard saw her coming through the back door with the white bundle, and called: “Wasn't
              


              that a horse I heard? Great Scott, Tiffy, what's happened?” she cried, rushing up.

          
“He came.” (Voice as well as hands and feet seemed to be doing things of their own volition.) “He says our marriage was not legal. He has gone.”

          
Then her feet took her running fast towards the bush, with Darien breathless after her.

          
“Tiffy … Tiffy … you're not going to kill yourself?”

          
“For 
that?”

          
The blaze of scorn leaping out of Tiffany almost scorched Darien. She stood, bewildered and rubbing her face, then set off again in the big boots after that flying figure. What the devil it was all about she couldn't yet make out, but since Tiffy had gone mad one must keep an eye on her.

          
By a little mossy stream in the bush Tiffany knelt down digging in the soft rich deposit of ages with frantic hands. When the hole was deep enough she flung the bundle in and covered it. Still on her knees she looked slowly round, clearing the loosened curls from her face with muddy fingers. Very quiet the bush with the evening light sifting through it, tenderly warm on the totara boles gilded on the edges of the great hinau flanges, faint and far and delicate where little ferns hung everywhere from boles and branches like a gentle rain. Up in the high dark canopy birds were going to bed with hushed sleepy calls. Tiffany laid her hand on the tall grey flange of a hinau that stood beside her like a bastion.

          
“Tane's trees,” she said softy—and fell forward on her face.
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There is always some meat which a man's stomach rejects, and Governor Grey's rejected the Maori flag although digesting the Maori king with a certain difficulty. So there were consultations, bribes, and what not which the chiefs (watching over Grey's shoulder the 
ar-
                


                rival of more troopships, the gradual penetration of the military road) rejected with less than their usual courtesy. Neither side trusted the other now, and the papers became so dangerous that Jermyn, after several bouts of verbal fisticuffs with the 
Chronicle, went to Sydney. There is such a thing as going too far, said Jermyn, discovering it about ten years too late.

          
Everybody was discovering it. But a section of the papers, butchering to make a Roman holiday, couldn't be stopped, and at the Institute gentlemen shook handfuls of the scurrilous stuff at each other, wanting to know what Parliament was doing about it. “I shall bring the matter up in the House,” said Peregrine, seriously upset at this ribald disclosure of Grey's private quarrel with the general commanding Her Majesty's forces.

          
“Listen. Good God, sirs, just listen,” gobbled Major Henry, who would still climb on chairs though finding it so difficult. He read above the anxious faces: “Our trusty general, being roughly manhandled by England for absorbing so many troops to no purpose, retorts that New Zealand has neglected to provide sufficient militia to assist him. Since the militia is Governor Grey's prerogative, the fat is now well in the fire, with our two head men conducting such a tidy little quarrel as threatens to deadlock everything except the Maoris.” “Bloody fools,” cried Major Henry, gone as plum-colour as his satin waistcoat, “don't they know the Maoris read every word?”

          
“I fear it has taken us too long to learn that,” said Mr Hawke, who had a fine property out in the Manakau direction. “But since our noble member intends to ventilate this scandal in the House we may hope for the suppression of these papers….”

          
Peregrine tried, and so did others; but Parliament was over-occupied by another matter. Tribal wars were raging with a severity which alarmed everybody; and London's Colonial Office, having got us into this bog through continual meddling, now wished to shovel the
              


              whole control of native affairs on to us, and did it, leaving Grey and General Cameron complete masters of the army, so that any salutary methods thought out by the House were rendered negative by the inability to back them with force.

          
Not for us, said Parliament, driving the Colonial Office quite demented, since these benighted Antipodeans, always demanding power, would not take it when offered. What can be done with such imbeciles, complained London's distant Colonial Office, trying to understand everything and understanding nothing except this eternal cry for more troops.

          
English clubs and kettledrums discussed New Zealand with something more than aversion, and homesick officers' wives writing to their relatives received scant sympathy. Ridiculous nonsense. They are not trying to settle matters. Merely amusing themselves … and we have to pay, said the relatives back Home; dressing for the squire's ball, signing comfortable cheques for the maintenance of little Clara and Algernon at their select boarding-schools.

          
How we humans cling to our paltry little affairs with the world galloping to chaos about us, thought Jermyn, returning from Sydney to smoke a pipe with Major Henry and hear all the scandal of the town. But he sat up when the Major told about Tiffany. Tiffany, it seemed, had been very ill out at the farm, but she wouldn't allow folk in town to know. Then Darien, who couldn't hold her tongue and was asking everyone if they had seen Nick Flower, had let out something, and now all Auckland was saying that Tiffy had had an affair with some officer since returned to England on exchange.

          
“Peregrine won't have her home and I'd like to choke Darien,” said Major Henry, spilling snuff all over his increasing waistcoat with agitation.

          
Jermyn looked at the rows of old leather-covered volumes on the shelves, and thought of Tiffany chasing religions through them with face glowing and her bright
              


              bronze hair getting in a tangle with her clutchings at it.

          
Poor nut-brown maid, so ardent for life. “How does Sally take it?” he asked. Sally, as usual, was making a doormat of herself and getting no thanks, and Jermyn had better go up and see for himself, since the Major was heartily sick of the whole infernal business.

          
Jermyn went, through a primrose day fresh and pale and smelling of all sweetness as he came up the garden path between Sally's violets in great purple bosses and the young frail lilies of the valley. Their gentle delicacy seemed so much a part of Sally that when she came running in a flutter of sprigged blue muslin with the cap a little askew on her dear brown head he just took both her hands, saying: “Lord Palmerston waited thirty years for his wife, Sally. We have got through nearly twenty-five.”

          
“Oh,” cried Sally, trying to pull away because this sudden rush of happiness couldn't be real. “Won't Martha have you?”

          
“I don't like the feel of her hands. Too puddy. Yours are always cool. And firm. Such lady's hands despite all they have to do. So I am writing a book while I'm waiting, my dear.”

          
“Oh! Tell me about it.” Now she could get into the shadow, hide her glowing cheeks, her glowing heart, which shouldn't glow when poor Tiffy was so sad. But with sphinxes rising from their ashes … or was it phoenixes? Who cares, thought Sally, turning grave again when Jermyn spoke of Tiffany.

          
“I have read,” said Jermyn, “that of all the wrongs men inflict on women that of not marrying them is the one they should find it easiest to forgive. I should judge Tiffy was well rid of the fellow, dear.”

          
“Oh, yes. We are still trying to find Nick Flower. Darien says he will know. She is so monstrous angry with him,” said Sally, puzzled. “But I can't think he meant to be anything but kind, can you?”

          
Jermyn, being experienced, could think anything of
              


              anybody. But how was Tiffy taking it? “To the young the common cruelty of life is so very personal,” he said.

          
Tiffany, it appeared, had declared that she had only got what she deserved and forbidden further mention of the matter. She was quite well again and working very hard at the farm.

          
“I think perhaps all she learned from the Major's Buddhist philosophers is helping her,” said hopeful Sally, who would never be a philosopher and was just now rather frightened of this diligent reserved Tiffany.

          
Jermyn thought it sounded as though the nut-brown maid was getting bitter. These top-heavy tragedies of youth … and Peregrine setting up to be Lord Almighty and dividing the sheep and goats and putting poor Tiffany among the goats. He said he would not stay to meet Peregrine, who must be fully occupied with the state of his country … to say nothing of his daughter, and went away thinking of that little brown curl on Sally's white neck. Princes and principalities may rush to ruin, but there is always comfort so long as the sun shines and a woman is fair.

          
New Zealand undoubtedly was rushing to ruin. After walking round each other with tails up, like dogs preparing to fight, the two races could hold off no longer. Confusions had piled up, Pelion on Ossa, until Pelion tumbled of its own weight. A perspiring trooper galloped in with word that all the Waikato was going to march on Auckland, and that winter's night of July, 1863, saw the most agitated of all the agitated debates its Parliament had known. Consultations continued till daybreak, and next day the papers came out with it.

          
“Cameron will march at once into the Waikato. It has been decided to take the offensive. Again we are at war.”

          
By tremendous effort, Tamihana had held the truculent Rewi back from Auckland, but now it was of no use. “Now,” wrote Tamihana to his pakeha friends, “the
              


              Maoris are really angry. This time they will give no quarter. I am very sorry.”

          
Caught in a cleft stick, he stood aloof from the first fierce battle, in which the Maoris were slaughtered and driven back. “May God help us all!” said Tamihana, going out to throw all the weight of the kingship on the side of the men of his own blood.

          
“Alas, alas,” said the Maori women, “the land is swept with war's red tide….”
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For Peregrine (his very bones growing sore under these repeated shocks) peacocks on his green lawns, oaks and sycamores spreading their branches about the mellowing beauty of his house had no more comfort. A shadow lay on that house, cast by his own daughter, by Nick Flower, whose very name brought a rush of blood to the head, by Darien. Darien, most graceless of all ungrateful women, had so constantly stayed John's hand that the pick of his flocks and herds had never gone to Canterbury with Jerry … and now Jerry was marching out with Brian and there was naught of good upon the earth.

          
“His Omnipotence appears somewhat deflated,” said Jermyn, coming back for the war to find Major Henry saving his soul with his old thumbed copies of Swift and 
Voltaire while his religions stood dusty on the shelves, missing Tiffany. The wolfhounds were long gone since the Major could no more exercise them. And his moustachios were going too. Stout old cock, always making the best of it, thought Jermyn.

          
“Missed you infernally, boy. Always do. Peregrine was never any company. Goin' to lead the papers again, eh?” said the Major, who never ceased hoping that some day Jermyn would astonish the world. But Jermyn, sniffing gratefully round the little room so scented of the wild life, said he had come to smell the flax and fern again.

          
“And to hear the news. Unloose the flood-gates, you old scandal-monger,” said Jermyn, getting out his pipe.

          
The Major could only talk of the regiments swarming in. New faces, yet the same old glorious regiments; the Die-Hards, the Royal Irish, the Black Cuffs, and many
            


            more, said Major Henry, savouring them on his tongue. Field artillery, too, and cavalry. A naval squadron. England, it appeared, was going to make short work of all this nonsense now…. “Yet how she do seem to hate doin' it, boy. I dunno why.”

          
“She says she'll soon have all the colonies demanding troops for every storm in a tea-cup. I don't blame her. She can't understand the position,” said Jermyn, wondering if anybody in the world ever would, and presently going up and down Auckland to hear what folk were saying.

          
Lucilla, riding out with Emily to the farm, had plenty to say about the new regiments. “La! The quizzes. The shocking fops … ogling a girl so she daren't go out,” cried Lucilla, trying all Tiffany's hats and bonnets on her black head. Since Tiffy never came to town now it was wicked to leave them in their boxes. “Aunt Darien always said I would be fascinating in the right clothes,” declared Lucilla, prinking. “I suppose you couldn't lend me this saffron bonnet, Tiffy? It is still quite modish.”

          
Tiffany could. Lucilla had Caroline's bright colouring and lack of humour, along with all the little tricks taught by Darien. So perhaps she would be popular, thought Tiffany; a little pitying and superior to Lucilla, who set store by such things, and trying to stay herself on the philosophies in Major Henry's books.

          
But neither philosophers nor saints seemed to have experienced just what Tiffany had … and being men how could they? There should be a philosophy written for women, who needed it so much; who were taught so little and yet expected to keep their house in better order than men ever did. A ramshackle old world, thought Tiffany, trying valiantly to laugh at it, at herself who had built so fine a man out of nothing. Of 
nothing, she repeated daily, conscious that only incessant scorn would keep Dick Sackville dead.

          


          
Yet he wouldn't be quite dead, for so often she waked in the night to hear his laugh, to see his merry eyes peering with the moon through the window-pane….

          
“I must work hard. That's the only thing,” thought Tiffany, who certainly never learned that from the philosophers. Sally's beliefs in patience and Eternity were too tender for this fierce Tiffany who had bitten her arms into bruises in her childish tempers, who stung her soul now with contempt of herself and all mankind, who sought so hungrily for immortal reasons since mortal ones did not help.

          
Sturdy Sir John could not help; he was busy with setting Maoris to plough the brown furrows and murder Tane's trees, he giving himself to his Herefords, his Clydesdales, which Tiffany helped him gentle to the rein. “Lord, I wish I didn't have to sell this chap,” said John, grooming the shining barrel of some upstanding monster with legs as hairy as Esau's hands. But he would sell them all so that Caroline and the girls might be decked, and he'd never wonder why. A good beast of burden was Sir John.

          
No help for Tiffany now from a Darien who had taken many-chinned merino rams for her gods and worshipped them exultantly. No passionate seekings for the divine in Darien, down on her knees before the wide fireplace, giving lambs suck from a bottle with a rag. “Monstrous lucky my baby did die in Tasmania,” said Darien. “She couldn't have had the title, and just think how she would have been in the way now.”

          
This was so exactly Darien that Tiffany could not but laugh, holding another wriggling little body to another bottle. But the laugh had an edge to it that brought Darien's eyes sharply on the intent face in the firelight. She'll never be so handsome again. The next man will have to love her for the other things, she thought, saying: “You're well out of all that business, you know, Tiffy; but I'll probably scratch Flower's eyes out when I see him.”

          


          
“I deserved it,” said Tiffany curtly.

          
“Well, I think you did. But I didn't. I nearly married him that night, Tiffy.”

          
“Married Nick Flower!”

          
Darien winced. That proud Lovel blood of Tiffy's. She said hastily:

          
“Why not? He's a Lovel too … partly.”

          
So Tiffany heard that story, and felt a queer understanding of Nick Flower who had been so hurt too. But he had hit back, as a man can. And in hitting papa, as he would so naturally wish to, it wouldn't concern Flower that he had hit women also. Women matter so little, thought Tiffany, going out to this tremendous bush anciently remembering its youth, making all mankind so small even to blessed extinction. Perhaps I'm really a pagan, thought Tiffany, getting so much comfort from the bush.

          
Jermyn and Sally rode out one day to bring the news; Sally in a blue habit and wide hat with blue feather, looking almost as gay as Jermyn, whose new checked riding-suit made such an elegant macaroni of him. They both look so young, thought Tiffany, feeling taken by experience into an elder world. To them Dick was no more than a troubling name. They had never had laughing eyes come to mock them in the night.

          
“What did you do to Lucilla, Darien?” asked Jermyn. “She's out to charm the town and her sisters can't abide her.”

          
“That's my saffron bonnet,” said Tiffany, laughing, making tea while Darien clattered cups and saucers on to the table. Jermyn wrinkled his eyes at Tiffy's laugh. Tragic creatures, women. So seldom may they get comfortably drunk and ease their stuffed bosoms. It would do the nut-brown maid no end of good to go on a real jag.

          
But since even he could not advise that, he talked of promenades on Wynyard Pier, in the Gardens; of 
Caro-
              


              line outdoing herself with musicales; of Sophia running out of tracts and hymn-books and coming to Major Henry.

          
“‘I saw such a nice lieutenant who looked as if a prayer-book might help him if you have a spare one,’ said Sophia. So old Henry said the fellow probably read French and gave her a Rabelais in the original. Sophia took it in all good faith, and her stock has certainly gone up at the barracks now.”

          
“Poor Sophy,” said Tiffany, somewhat indignant at silly Sophy being made the sport of men. But it was her own fault, as it had been Tiffany's fault. Oh, why don't someone explain to us what life is, she thought.

          
John came in to read the last letter from Linda. Governor Grey had generously found time to present Canterbury with several pairs of silver-grey rabbits which would, if allowed to breed, make good shooting. So there had been a public holiday with flags and fireworks in Christ-church, with all the big sheep-owners riding in, and so many calling at Durdans on the way home that Linda had to make up six beds on the floor.

          
“If only I had some Canterbury land for the animals, dang it,” said John.

          
“They would be safer,” said Jermyn. That was true enough, with the Waikato so near that a fleet of warcanoes might cross the portages and attack Auckland any night now, and Grey demanding of all Auckland Maoris that they should take the oath of allegiance or leave the town. So they had left in a body and, having been so long town-fed and town-degraded, had gone to stealing from the near-by settlers, killing beasts, burning cottages…. Sally feared John's farm was not safe. But neither was Auckland nor any place else. So she rode away with Jermyn, happy that dear Tiffy looked better, that Jermyn was apparently beginning to believe in Eternity at last and seldom hurt her now.

          
New Zealand was receiving all the hurt that man could
            


            give, and all the long patient labour of twenty years going up in smoke, all the crops trampled where men fought and ravished. It was a racial war now, with the Maoris intent on sweeping their dear land clear of the pakeha, and the English wanting to be done with the horrid business and go home.

        

        

          
II

          

From the southern snow-ranges Roddy wrote to Sally: “Tell my father I have found a new range and called it Lovel, and there are snowgrass valleys that will feed great herds of cattle some day.”

          
To Tiffany he wrote out some of that restless heart which echoed in her own.

          
“What is the meaning of colonization? I think it gives those born in it an outlook that the older generation can never understand. They sit solid on their traditions, but we have to make our own, Tiffy dear, and to know I'm a Lovel don't mean to me what it does to papa. Dunedin nearly got me, for it's roaring wild with miners and their women…. So here I am alone in my little tent with the great mountain-parrots shrieking as they always do at night, and rivers heavy with melting snow roaring past my door, and all that don't seem to break the enormous silence. I think the other world can't be far away in these places, and if I could stay here and be a hermit I might come to the understanding of life some day. I wish you were here to help me.”

          
Tiffany wished it too. But how could she help anyone, she thought, reading Roddy's letter by the wide colonial fireplace, with the black kettle singing on its hook and Uncle John in slippers dozing over the 
Times. A breath of the cold pure air of distant heights the letter brought into these humdrum days. But Roddy couldn't stay there. It's people one has to learn to face. No use running away, thought Tiffany, who was just beginning to learn that.

          
Dogs began a furious barking. “The bull loose again,
              


              damn him,” said Darien, not looking up from her rows of accounts on the table. Someone knocked on the door and John went to open it. A scud of rain blew in, and he shut it behind him, stepping on to the little veranda. Then came Maori yells, loud expostulations from John.

          
“Drunk as lords,” said Darien, jumping up and catching Tiffany running out to John. “Stop, you fool! They'll make short work of us women if they know we're here.” There was a rattle of shots, yells of horrible laughter, no more sounds from John.

          
“Killed him!” said Darien. In what seemed like one swift movement she overturned the lamp, flung newspaper and accounts on the river of blazing oil, and thrust the table against the window-curtains.

          
“Come,” she gasped, and had Tiffany out through the back door as the Maoris burst in at the front and stopped short with howls of anger at the flames.

          
“That'll blind the devils,” said Darien, running fast with Tiffany across the yard. “Blast the brutes … killing poor old John!”

          
Tiffany was completely dazed. Uncle John was dead. They would mutilate him. She knew about Maori mutilations. Uncle John was dead…. Beyond the outhouses, on the black edge of the bush, the two women crouched down, Darien rubbing the nose of her favourite dog, loosed at the kennels as they ran by. The reed roof of the house was blazing now, and dark forms moving in the glare.

          
“Drunk as lords,” whispered Darien. “They'll stay there and swill in the heat. Got your breath, Tiffy? Come on then.”

          
Tiffany, it seemed, had suddenly gone wild. She struggled with Darien. “No, no. We can't leave him. We must go back.”

          
“Do as you like,” said Darien, letting go. “You know what will happen. I'm going to get the sheep.”

          
Tiffany stood panting and trembling, looking back at that hellish pandemonium of leaping naked bodies round
              


              the burning house. No, she could do nothing. She never could. Meekly she crept after Darien, now in the ram-paddock with the dog, bringing them out on the road in the misty rain. “I think I might take the prize lambs too,” muttered Darien, stopping at the next gate.

          
Well after midnight a puzzled sentry at Quorn's redoubt heard the faint murmur of travelling sheep and turned out the patrol. Afterwards he told how even a wren's feather would have knocked him down as two ladies (handsome pieces as you could wish) yarded a mob of sheep into the enclosure before the red-haired one said, calm as the Queen of Sheba: “The Maoris have murdered Sir John Lovel and burnt the farm.”

          
That kind of thing was all in the day's work now; but one certainly didn't expect to have Lady Calthorpe perched on a great troop-horse, riding out with them at daybreak to the farm. And as for her language over the wholesale slaughter, the sergeant spoke of it appreciatively for months. Every animal the Maoris had not cared to take lay in blood. Even the dogs were dead upon the chains. In the heap of smoking ruins a few charred bones were gathered up and reverently conveyed to Auckland.

        

        

          
III

          
So that was war in one of its shapes; and in Sally's arms Tiffany wept for poor Sir John who had never done anyone harm, while in the study Peregrine (having become Sir Peregrine in such tragic haste that only an extra pomposity could cloak his agitation) encountered a Darien ready to knock his stiff legs from under him at any minute. Darien, he felt glumly, was in combative mood; lively as ever if somewhat coarser, her ruddy curls truculent, her straight little nose as sharp after a bargain.

          
“Those stud rams and young ewes will start a fine flock,” said Darien, stretched at ease in a big leather chair with uncrinolined legs showing shamelessly. “If you'll
              


              lend me one of your boats, Peregrine, I'll take 'em straight down to Canterbury. They can run on your land till I see what better to do.”

          
Peregrine inserted a finger in his collar, which seemed to be tightening already. Darien, he suggested suavely, would remember that he had advanced money to buy the rams, and though he and Caroline took it very kind of her to have saved them….

          
“Bah,” said Darien, snapping her fingers. “That for Caroline … and you too. They're mine now, every head of 'em. You'd have had only dead ones if they'd been left to you, and you can't get away from that.”

          
Peregrine couldn't. All Darien's ideas seemed a liaison between common sense and an acquisitive constitution. He said acidly:

          
“Do I understand that you wish to pirate my sheep as well as my land?”

          
“I don't know what you understand. Of course anyone so selfish as you will want to get something out of it. Come now, make your terms and I'll make mine,” said Darien generously.

          
Peregrine walked about nervously. To take him on the hop like this, with poor old John … but that would be what she was aiming at. With poverty on his doorstep and worse ahead, he would never be able to improve his Canterbury flocks, and to get those carefully-culled ewes and rams down there would be a beginning. He might arrange with the manager…. Pulling his side-whiskers, he said that possibly he might consider it since his interest in the rams….

          
“Oh, come through the horses,” said Darien, sitting up. “You haven't any interest. Don't flatter yourself. Look here. You know Andrew says your manager's a fool and your wool-production third-class. Make me manager and I'll give you a share in my next lambing. Of course I'll need a good salary, and money for fencing, for I won't have my stud rams mixing with your runts.”

          


          
“H'm,” said Peregrine cautiously. Darien's notion of shares was likely to prove troublesome, and a female manager outraged all accepted canons. But such a passionate and able lover of animal perfection would never keep her hands off his flocks. She'd improve them in spite of herself, and when the war was over he would send Jerry down to turn her out. Jerry had John's eye for a sheep and none of his softness.

          
For an hour they wrangled over details, and Darien discovered that Peregrine was not soft old John. He had everything in writing before they emerged at last with appropriate expressions; Peregrine trying to hide his content since John was yet unburied, and Darien going disconsolately to the women.

          
“I never met anyone so selfish in my life. I'd poison him if he was mine, Sally. Well, one comfort is he'll have to look after Caroline and her bunch now. They'll never make anything out of the farm,” said Darien, getting into an old blue frock of Tiffany's and thinking how nice she looked. If it wasn't for the sheep one might be a lady again for a little while…. “I shall want you too, Tiffy,” she said.

          
“Oh. Will you really?” Tiffany brightened. All mamma's wanting of her would make no impression on papa, and there seemed so little ahead but suicide.

          
“Can't do without you,” said Darien. Tiffy could look after the house. She was a good cook—would need no wages. I wonder if Peregrine would pay for her board, she thought, and sighed. It wasn't very likely.

          
Peregrine, trying to withdraw the old 
Neptune from the general confiscation of everything in order to transport John's livestock, found it even more difficult than he had feared, since the military (whose only notion appeared to be destruction) took no interest in reconstruction at all. But at last it was done, with sheep-pens all over the deck and Captain Tolley turned out of his tiny cabin for the
              


              ladies, and Tiffany breaking down into farewell tears in Sally's arms.

          
“Oh, darling, if only you could come too….”

          
But Sally's duty was with papa.

          
Peregrine saw Darien and Tiffany go with misgivings, but it couldn't be helped now, and Caroline would not see them go at all. To be fleeced like this with poor dear Sir John barely in his grave (what there was of him, and she would put up as fine a tombstone as though there were the usual quantity) was quite too much.

          
“Well,” she said to Peregrine, later coming reluctantly on some necessary business, “since you've taken all I had I'd like to know what you mean to do for me in return. Though with only Heaven to protect us I really can't see how we'll get along,” sobbed Caroline, so rich in crape and widow's weepers that Peregrine wondered who was going to pay for all that.

          
Tiffany stood in the stern watching Auckland and old shaggy Rangitoto pass. So much gone now, and never would she sing “Red plumes of the kaka” again. A new and terrible meaning to that childhood song now….

          
“You can stop calling me ‘Aunt,’ Tiffy,” said Darien, bustling up. “Just say ‘Darien,’ that's quicker, and we shall always be in a hurry in Canterbury.”

        

        

          
IV

          

Waikato, Taranaki, Wanganui … everywhere the wind of battle blew the fire in the fern and rushed on, leaving destruction and the dead behind. Wellington, seeing the flames approaching, built redoubts frantically and screamed to Auckland in what might be considered parliamentary language.

          
“Get something done, can't you, you perishing idiots,” cried Wellington. “You have the Government and the military H.Q. and the church, and you claim you've got the brains. What the devil are you doing with it all?”

          


          
Auckland (very shabby and anxious) was doing what it could, bringing flour from Valparaiso, bacon and butter from Ireland, hay and oats from Scotland, beef from Queensland, and regiments from everywhere. So balls, routs, and card-parties redoubled in energy, and Caroline's Lucilla quite refused to be out of the game. “This is no time to think of our own sorrows, and I can wear white with black ribbons,” she said, wearing it to such purpose that a sandy-whiskered Wellington business man named Piper, up to negotiate loans, presently carried her off.

          
Poor John's farm remained desolate, although Captain Harry Atkinson and his Volunteers cleared the bush round the town of marauders, and Brian and Jerry were seeing life spectacularly with the Colonial Rangers. “We are under Von Tempsky now,” wrote Brian; adding that, beside bringing an American war repuation and a fine scarlet sash with him, Von Tempsky had a cunning notion of bowie-knives instead of bayonets for scrub-cutting, and knew all the American camp-fire songs.

          
Brian, coming home with a shoulder wound, sang “Dixie” and “Dolly Gray,” and told how the Maoris were like fleas. “Just as staccato and hard to catch,” said dark little dandy Brian, lounging in bright gown and embroidered slippers on a cushioned chair, recounting his adventures to sympathetic young ladies.

          
Von Tempsky, he said, was the man, though campaigning with him was no child's play, by Jove. Kept his men so close on Maori heels that a fire would betray them, and usually their only food was the leavings of the Maoris.

          
“So we had to trot to fill our bellies.” But for the nightly rum-ration they'd have lain down in their boots and died. For all their wonderful bravery and stamina, the Maoris knew nothing of strategy or unity of command, so we were gradually driving them off the ranges, said Brian, and out of the deep gullies and nearer the big guns.
              


              But it couldn't have been done without the rum-ration, and even with that Brian felt that if he came safe out of this he would love a girl and settle down.

          
“Oh, wouldn't it be safer not to wait for that?” urged Sophia. But Brian was watching Alice Whitman's admiring eyes, letting himself go in deeds of derring-do: talking of the new paddle-wheel steamers towing barges of troops up the shallow rivers, of the great bastioned pas which only Britain's Imperial soldiers were crazy enough to attack, of the Maori flag….

          
A pitiful thing the Maori flag sounded in Brian's contemptuous voice. Of scarlet cloth, with a star, a cross and “Aotearoa” stitched on it in white stuff so very crookedly. Such big stitches they would be, thought Sally, since Maori women, though clever at weaving, could not manage the English needle. Such a little pitiful thing to send two races of splendid men to war.

          
“I hope Roddy will come back before all the fun's over,” said Brian, establishing himself a hero in Alice Whitman's eyes.

        

        

          
V

          
Up in his high ranges Roddy heard of the war at last; and when the prospector bringing the news lay rolled and sleeping in his blankets Roddy faced himself, as each man must do at least once in his life. Man, thought Roddy, is the animal who wants to 
know, and his own desire to know what it was all for seemed stronger than that of his fellows who mostly took their lives—and wives—where they found them.

          
Working out the brute, that was what he was doing up here. Pioneering with his mind and spirit into the great mysteries which had bothered him ever since he nearly saw God in burning Kororareka. Sometimes on those pure dazzling snow-heights he nearly saw him. Sometimes he could feel about him in the silence that vast, steadily-beating pulse of immortality. Sometimes
              


              the reason for everything, for himself, seemed just on the point of becoming clear. But since the brute was still very lively in him at times, he knew what would happen if he went back.

          
Perhaps that's the reason for monks and nuns and hermits, they run away from temptation, he thought. That didn't seem so very fine. Perhaps he wasn't very fine either. Not near so fine as he thought.

          
He got up and walked into the bush. Not like anything in the luxuriant North, this scant stunted bush with its dark birches standing apart, strowing the ground with small hard slippery leaves always dropping and yet never baring the tree. The fuchsia was the only New Zealand tree that stood naked for the winter. Roddy had seen it reluctantly shedding its fading crimson and gold into the rivers, stripping itself before the cold. Nature, strangest woman of all strange women, seemed more immortal in this land of evergreens, and Roddy, struggling for his own immortality, felt that certain parts of him were lustily evergreen too.

          
Hastily he got out his flute to exorcize this mounting fierce desire. But the flute, it seemed, would only play “La Paloma,” that deathless Spanish love-song. Sweet ghosts of purer dreams could not reach him through the throbbing insistent call. While the moon went down behind the great white ranges Roddy played himself out of being a hermit, played himself back into the world.

          
All the way down now he was meeting men—and some knew what they were after and many did not. The usual hoi polloi of a gold-rush: clerks and dainty aristocrats; Russians, Scandinavians, eager Americans, tall sinewy Australians who knew their own gold-fields and never spent themselves for nought. A giant came walking from Dunedin with a bag of flour on his shoulders, selling it by the pannikin to gaunt and wolfish men starving with cold….

          
Further down were the big camps, with all the claims
              


              marked out and gold being steadily won. But still up into the wilderness went the restless seekers after the fairy pot of gold. Perhaps that's all I've been doing, thought Roddy, not very sure of anything by now, hurrying on to Dunedin.

          
By nature a douce little town of Scotch elders and churches, this Dunedin; now a riot of miners and camp-followers, and the elders couldn't do anything about it, though Roddy heard that they had held solemn meetings against allowing the miners in. Gold brings pollution, said the elders. So it did, a merry John Falstaff pollution, full of singing and dancing and lusting in the taverns, with strong drink to take the chill out of a man's soul. Police everywhere in couples for safety to each other, and dead men occasionally in threes. And what could the police do on stumbling over a corpse in dark alleys but enter it up in their books as “Died by an act of God under suspicious circumstances”? Roddy, having witnessed some of the suspicious circumstances, quite understood their difficulty.

          
He went North at last on a whaler bound for Wellington, and a jovial crowd drove to Port Chalmers in a bullock-cart to see him go. They waved gay shawls and scarves and black bottles, and Roddy kissed his hand to all and twice to American Sue. Something cracked in his pocket as he fell into his bunk, but it was the next midday, with the whaler lurching through a choppy sea, that he pulled out the halves of his broken flute.

          
“So that's the end of you, you wheedling devil,” said Roddy, throwing the pieces through the port-hole. “I'll get an accordion and play ‘God Save the Queen’ now.”

          
Being a hermit was a childish game.

        

        

          
VI

          
So Roddy joined his brothers under Von Tempsky, and swore at the stark conditions, as they did, and thought a good deal about home and Auckland.

          


          
What will become of the John Lovels? always revived a flagging conversation in Auckland; and Peregrine, finding them turn as naturally as sun-flowers towards his aid, was at last moved to write an almost pleading letter to Darien.

          
“I consider it Belinda's duty to take Emily, who might marry if separated from her surroundings,” he wrote. “If she prove adamant could you not have her yourself? I find the problem of providing for them all peculiarly severe at present, and I see no end to it. No lady can earn a livelihood save by governessing, and none of these is fit even to instruct infants.”

          
A pretty pass for the great Peregrine Lovel to go begging to Darien, but there was no other way, he thought, quite beside himself and going to collect them at Mrs Pinshon's carpet dance. What malicious fate had made him, once so invulnerable, the squire of such unenviable dames? War was indeed responsible for a great deal.

          
At the buffet some of his old cronies were very cheerful, with Major Henry beaming and snuffing heartily. “Just in time, my boy. Thatcher is goin' to sing an impromptu about the Kawau Island business,” he cried.

          
Peregrine wished to hear no more of Kawau Island, where Grey, with his damned soft spot for Maoris, had sent the prisoners languishing on the hulks. So they had escaped, as Grey probably meant them to do, and now would kill all Peregrine's sons. Thatcher, Auckland's popular entertainer, bowed in every direction, and began singing to the tune of “Nelly Gray.”

          

            
Oh, ka kino, Hori Grey. For you let us get away,


            
And you'll never see your Maoris any more.


            
Much obliged to you we are, and you'll find us in a pa


            
Rifle-pitted on the Taranaki shore….
          

          
Shrieks of laughter, heavy hand-clapping proved the bad odour Grey was in, and Peregrine took his nieces home in a bitter silence unmoved by their chatter.

          


          
“La, I vow I must send Thatcher a watch-chain, the odious quiz,” cried Sophia. “He winked at me,” declared Emily, giggling.

          
Feeling battered all over, Peregrine received a suggestion from Sally grimly. Sally thought Caroline might be persuaded to take boarders … gentlemen only.

          
“It is the gentlemen who would not be persuaded,” said Peregrine. But he looked grateful as she brought him cakes and wine. Something it undoubtedly was to have the refreshment of this sweet gentle Sally between the buffets of Fate, he thought, going down to Parliament for further buffeting.

          
Members of both its branches were chiefly scions of aristocrat stock, yet they appeared to have brains, although ill-directed. Feverishly they were moving divisions, passing laws for the confiscation of millions of acres of Maori land (when they could get it). Since England, enraged and denunciatory from end to end, was refusing to pay more than half the costs, selling land to settlers would put a few drops in the bucket of the colony's empty treasury. And Grey was always clamouring for money.

          
“Do you realize that I am responsible to England although you hold the purse?” he cried.

          
“Take the damn purse. There's nothing in it,” replied the members.

          
Papers talked of near 20,000 men under arms, what with Regulars, Constabulary, Militia, Volunteers, and Artillery. “The Maori fighting force is estimated as well under 3000. Truly we have reason to be proud of ourselves,” remarked the 
Chronicle, driving Peregrine into such a rage that he cut Jermyn dead, promenading with Sally in the Gardens. Twenty, thirty, forty years, went Sally's reluctant feet, taking her away from Jermyn standing so lonely under a tree. Never never would she run on the hills and dance in the sun with Jermyn….

          


          
“Pray keep step, my dear,” said Mr Lovel, staidly pacing.

          
To Sally waiting for the rare letters from her children, they all seemed so far away that they were often near, as the dead may be. She could near Tiffy singing down the stair, catch a gleam of Roddy's fair head among the laburnum-trees, feel Jerry's hearty kiss dropped on her forehead as she sat sewing of evenings while the clock ticked Du-ty, Du-ty so loudly in the silence. If only Jermyn would come, she thought, afraid to look at the clock, which never forgot that it was a wedding present.

          
Down at the Institute Corny Fleete was translating the Maori “Marseillaise,” lately inspired by their distresses and destined to be the heart-song of their race for generations.

          
“Ka ngapu te whenua,” began Corny, interpreting: “The earthquake shakes our land. Where shall we find an abiding place? Hold fast our land, nor let it from our grasp be torn….”

          
There was a deal more, embarrassing to gentlemen disliking to be compared with earthquakes … which New Zealand certainly knew something about, although not very seriously; and young Charles Macrae, meeting rows of beetling brows, declared that we were taking quite the wrong way with the Maoris, gentlemen.

          
“They are as fine a race as ourselves, and even the regular soldiers know it now,” said young Macrae, who had lately married the daughter of a friendly chief in church.

          
And he was not the only one. Something mysteriously attractive to young men in the texture of these high-born Maori maidens, whom they were now meeting for the first time; in their quiet soft wistfulness, as though unconscious flesh and bone remembered the glories of their ages past. The eternal quest for the unknown, it may have been, such as raped the Sabine women while fairer mates stood by.

          


          
Thumping his eternal umbrella Sir Winston proclaimed his predilection for English blood. “‘Rule, Britannia,’” he cried.

          
“Good Lord, we're so sick of this war,” protested a captain, who had strayed in. “Half of us feel it's unjust, and we all loathe killing Maoris.”

          
“I've killed a Maori,” said Corny, who had been partly drunk ever since he did it. “Killed my own son Hori six weeks ago. Swore I'd kill 'em all … gone Maori … renegades to my blood…. God save the Queen,” quavered Corny, trying to stand, and failing.

          
“There, there,” said Major Henry, patting the bowed shoulder. “Forget it, old man. Forget it.” Corny had lived with Maoris too long. Utu to that extent was quite unnecessary, since everywhere half-caste sons were fighting against their relations, and more than a few white men fighting with the Maoris.

          
The real renegades, thought Major Henry, were the white men who were smuggling in cannon and teaching the Maori how to load them with the lengths of heavy bullock-chain that did such unpleasant damage, buying quantities of tea-chest lead from traders in order to run bullets, helping make the stinking black gun-powder to eke out the Maori supply.

          
Hemi, now in the bush with his men, sometimes bought flax-kits filled with bullets out of Nick Flower's long canoe on the slow-moving rivers. Once he sat with him over a camp-fire. Flower had just cut his way through an old track overgrown with the tough supple-jack loops, the springy kia-kia that reaches from tree to tree and bursts into little palms in the fork of every branch, and the lawyer-vine with its little hooks set at such a spiteful angle, and he rubbed the blood from his arms, saying in his sneering way:

          
“With all the bush fighting for you, why aren't you doing better? Where are your mantles and mats now, Hemi Fleete?”

          


          
The kingite faction among the Maoris had crowned their king with the prayer that “the religion of Christ shall be the mantle of your protection; the Law shall be the mat for your feet for evermore.” But of what use were prayers now, thought Hemi, blazing out: “Why are you here? Why do you not go to your kind?”

          
“I do when I want them. I've no more cause to love them than you have.”

          
Hemi blinked at a lace-fungus bluely phosphorescent in the high fork of a tree. His long love for Tihane was as far-off and unearthly as the fungus, and he had killed many white men. But there had never been another woman like Tihane, although he had taken wives as a young chief must. Sons of his own in the pa now, binding him closer in the bonds that he so hated.

          
A tall rata branched above the fire. Is there anywhere, thought Hemi, treachery like the rata vine nosing along the ground to some proud tree, climbing with soft ten-drils that grow strangling-strong on the life-blood of its host so that after years the enclosing arms drop off, letting the poor squeezed skeleton of a tree fall, and the rata stands alone, a haughty murderer tossing scarlet plumes against the sky.

          
“That is what the pakeha will do to the Maori,” said Nick Flower, following Hemi's thought. Then he went away and sat like a king above his Maori rowers in the long canoe. So he came in a night or two on a camp of fighting Rangers, bringing welcome information, finding Brian Lovel there.

          
In the red flicker of the camp-fires great branches looked like tents, polished leaves made continual dance and flicker. Squatting round the fires, men were singing “My Old Kentucky Home” and “We are tenting to-night on the old camp-ground.” No need for caution now that Cameron would have his whole force here to-morrow or next day. “Nice to be out of this,” said Brian.

          
“Some Auckland girl will probably agree,” said Flower.
              


              And then Brian remembered Tiffany and asked for the name of the priest who had married her to Captain Sackville. Flower lit his pipe slowly.

          
“I don't know it,” he said at last.

          
“But … this is most extraordinary, sir,” cried Brian, turning red.

          
“Why?” Flower was guarded now. So there had been trouble?

          
“It is believed that the man was not licensed to perform the ceremony.”

          
“Like enough.” Flower's nerves, always so steady, did not betray him now. The wheel had swung full circle, had it? Peregrine Lovel's daughter was no better than Flower's mother had been. The deep warp of a lifetime began to supple, to straighten out. “Has Sackville married her again?”

          
“No. He … he's returned with his regiment to England.”

          
“Then she's well rid of a hound.” Thinking of Darien he began to laugh. How furious she would be, her red curls on end.

          
“This is no jest, sir,” cried Brian, jumping up, looking so like Peregrine. “Do you not realize that you have laid yourself open to a criminal prosecution?”

          
“Your father is likely to prosecute, ain't he?”

          
Brian was silent. Flower had gone straight to the weak spot, for all Lovels were engaged in trying to cushion this scandal. He felt there was more to be said, but he did not know how to say it. He hesitated. “Cowardly skulking dog!” he cried ineffectually, and walked away.

          
Nick Flower laughed gustily, going down to his canoe on the river. He was not minded to explain anything to Peregrine Lovel's pup. But sliding over the quiet water to the dip-dip of the paddles he began to grow concerned about Darien, who would demand many explanations. To say he hadn't been sure would not help him with Darien, who (conscienceless little pirate though she was)
              


              had always been straight. She probably forgave, even enjoyed as a tribute, his madness that night. But she wouldn't forgive what she must take as a deliberate insult. Hell, what made me such a fool, he thought. And he had felt himself so clever…. Yet Darien, receding into the distance, was dearer than she had been. “Get along, can't you?” he cried to his men, feeling himself chasing Darien.

        

        

          
VII

          

Valiantly the young Maoris were singing: “Oh, when will your manhood rage? Oh, when will your courage blaze? When the ocean tides roar….”

          
Then, with a very good imitation of the ocean, they would come hurling their nakedness against the cannon, which mowed them down. But the women were singing less of the warlike “Riria” and more of the sad waiatas of death.

          
Now Cameron brought his forces into the Waikato up the great military road. They came sweeping like a sea; endless miles of pack-horses, bullock-wagons, marching soldiers, floating flags, rumbling Armstrong guns dragged by the mighty horses, bands with bugles and drums. The wildest Maori courage could not face that avalanche. But from pas and camps they withdrew in dignity; men, women, and children raising their voices in farewell to their dear land.

          
“Tena to-tai o kawhia … oh, that I could burst these captive bonds. Aue! Life is drifting fast away…. Now, now the mighty Io calls. Oh, that I could burst these captive bonds….”

          
Like the dying chords of an organ, the chant faded over the hills, into the vast dark bush ranges.

          
For the first time we have put fear into their brave souls, thought the officers, looking round on the smiling valleys won, feeling how little honour was won along with them.
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For Peregrine (his very bones growing sore under these repeated shocks) peacocks on his green lawns, oaks and sycamores spreading their branches about the mellowing beauty of his house had no more comfort. A shadow lay on that house, cast by his own daughter, by Nick Flower, whose very name brought a rush of blood to the head, by Darien. Darien, most graceless of all ungrateful women, had so constantly stayed John's hand that the pick of his flocks and herds had never gone to Canterbury with Jerry … and now Jerry was marching out with Brian and there was naught of good upon the earth.

          
“His Omnipotence appears somewhat deflated,” said Jermyn, coming back for the war to find Major Henry saving his soul with his old thumbed copies of Swift and 
Voltaire while his religions stood dusty on the shelves, missing Tiffany. The wolfhounds were long gone since the Major could no more exercise them. And his moustachios were going too. Stout old cock, always making the best of it, thought Jermyn.

          
“Missed you infernally, boy. Always do. Peregrine was never any company. Goin' to lead the papers again, eh?” said the Major, who never ceased hoping that some day Jermyn would astonish the world. But Jermyn, sniffing gratefully round the little room so scented of the wild life, said he had come to smell the flax and fern again.

          
“And to hear the news. Unloose the flood-gates, you old scandal-monger,” said Jermyn, getting out his pipe.

          
The Major could only talk of the regiments swarming in. New faces, yet the same old glorious regiments; the Die-Hards, the Royal Irish, the Black Cuffs, and many
            


            more, said Major Henry, savouring them on his tongue. Field artillery, too, and cavalry. A naval squadron. England, it appeared, was going to make short work of all this nonsense now…. “Yet how she do seem to hate doin' it, boy. I dunno why.”

          
“She says she'll soon have all the colonies demanding troops for every storm in a tea-cup. I don't blame her. She can't understand the position,” said Jermyn, wondering if anybody in the world ever would, and presently going up and down Auckland to hear what folk were saying.

          
Lucilla, riding out with Emily to the farm, had plenty to say about the new regiments. “La! The quizzes. The shocking fops … ogling a girl so she daren't go out,” cried Lucilla, trying all Tiffany's hats and bonnets on her black head. Since Tiffy never came to town now it was wicked to leave them in their boxes. “Aunt Darien always said I would be fascinating in the right clothes,” declared Lucilla, prinking. “I suppose you couldn't lend me this saffron bonnet, Tiffy? It is still quite modish.”

          
Tiffany could. Lucilla had Caroline's bright colouring and lack of humour, along with all the little tricks taught by Darien. So perhaps she would be popular, thought Tiffany; a little pitying and superior to Lucilla, who set store by such things, and trying to stay herself on the philosophies in Major Henry's books.

          
But neither philosophers nor saints seemed to have experienced just what Tiffany had … and being men how could they? There should be a philosophy written for women, who needed it so much; who were taught so little and yet expected to keep their house in better order than men ever did. A ramshackle old world, thought Tiffany, trying valiantly to laugh at it, at herself who had built so fine a man out of nothing. Of 
nothing, she repeated daily, conscious that only incessant scorn would keep Dick Sackville dead.

          


          
Yet he wouldn't be quite dead, for so often she waked in the night to hear his laugh, to see his merry eyes peering with the moon through the window-pane….

          
“I must work hard. That's the only thing,” thought Tiffany, who certainly never learned that from the philosophers. Sally's beliefs in patience and Eternity were too tender for this fierce Tiffany who had bitten her arms into bruises in her childish tempers, who stung her soul now with contempt of herself and all mankind, who sought so hungrily for immortal reasons since mortal ones did not help.

          
Sturdy Sir John could not help; he was busy with setting Maoris to plough the brown furrows and murder Tane's trees, he giving himself to his Herefords, his Clydesdales, which Tiffany helped him gentle to the rein. “Lord, I wish I didn't have to sell this chap,” said John, grooming the shining barrel of some upstanding monster with legs as hairy as Esau's hands. But he would sell them all so that Caroline and the girls might be decked, and he'd never wonder why. A good beast of burden was Sir John.

          
No help for Tiffany now from a Darien who had taken many-chinned merino rams for her gods and worshipped them exultantly. No passionate seekings for the divine in Darien, down on her knees before the wide fireplace, giving lambs suck from a bottle with a rag. “Monstrous lucky my baby did die in Tasmania,” said Darien. “She couldn't have had the title, and just think how she would have been in the way now.”

          
This was so exactly Darien that Tiffany could not but laugh, holding another wriggling little body to another bottle. But the laugh had an edge to it that brought Darien's eyes sharply on the intent face in the firelight. She'll never be so handsome again. The next man will have to love her for the other things, she thought, saying: “You're well out of all that business, you know, Tiffy; but I'll probably scratch Flower's eyes out when I see him.”

          


          
“I deserved it,” said Tiffany curtly.

          
“Well, I think you did. But I didn't. I nearly married him that night, Tiffy.”

          
“Married Nick Flower!”

          
Darien winced. That proud Lovel blood of Tiffy's. She said hastily:

          
“Why not? He's a Lovel too … partly.”

          
So Tiffany heard that story, and felt a queer understanding of Nick Flower who had been so hurt too. But he had hit back, as a man can. And in hitting papa, as he would so naturally wish to, it wouldn't concern Flower that he had hit women also. Women matter so little, thought Tiffany, going out to this tremendous bush anciently remembering its youth, making all mankind so small even to blessed extinction. Perhaps I'm really a pagan, thought Tiffany, getting so much comfort from the bush.

          
Jermyn and Sally rode out one day to bring the news; Sally in a blue habit and wide hat with blue feather, looking almost as gay as Jermyn, whose new checked riding-suit made such an elegant macaroni of him. They both look so young, thought Tiffany, feeling taken by experience into an elder world. To them Dick was no more than a troubling name. They had never had laughing eyes come to mock them in the night.

          
“What did you do to Lucilla, Darien?” asked Jermyn. “She's out to charm the town and her sisters can't abide her.”

          
“That's my saffron bonnet,” said Tiffany, laughing, making tea while Darien clattered cups and saucers on to the table. Jermyn wrinkled his eyes at Tiffy's laugh. Tragic creatures, women. So seldom may they get comfortably drunk and ease their stuffed bosoms. It would do the nut-brown maid no end of good to go on a real jag.

          
But since even he could not advise that, he talked of promenades on Wynyard Pier, in the Gardens; of 
Caro-
              


              line outdoing herself with musicales; of Sophia running out of tracts and hymn-books and coming to Major Henry.

          
“‘I saw such a nice lieutenant who looked as if a prayer-book might help him if you have a spare one,’ said Sophia. So old Henry said the fellow probably read French and gave her a Rabelais in the original. Sophia took it in all good faith, and her stock has certainly gone up at the barracks now.”

          
“Poor Sophy,” said Tiffany, somewhat indignant at silly Sophy being made the sport of men. But it was her own fault, as it had been Tiffany's fault. Oh, why don't someone explain to us what life is, she thought.

          
John came in to read the last letter from Linda. Governor Grey had generously found time to present Canterbury with several pairs of silver-grey rabbits which would, if allowed to breed, make good shooting. So there had been a public holiday with flags and fireworks in Christ-church, with all the big sheep-owners riding in, and so many calling at Durdans on the way home that Linda had to make up six beds on the floor.

          
“If only I had some Canterbury land for the animals, dang it,” said John.

          
“They would be safer,” said Jermyn. That was true enough, with the Waikato so near that a fleet of warcanoes might cross the portages and attack Auckland any night now, and Grey demanding of all Auckland Maoris that they should take the oath of allegiance or leave the town. So they had left in a body and, having been so long town-fed and town-degraded, had gone to stealing from the near-by settlers, killing beasts, burning cottages…. Sally feared John's farm was not safe. But neither was Auckland nor any place else. So she rode away with Jermyn, happy that dear Tiffy looked better, that Jermyn was apparently beginning to believe in Eternity at last and seldom hurt her now.

          
New Zealand was receiving all the hurt that man could
            


            give, and all the long patient labour of twenty years going up in smoke, all the crops trampled where men fought and ravished. It was a racial war now, with the Maoris intent on sweeping their dear land clear of the pakeha, and the English wanting to be done with the horrid business and go home.
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From the southern snow-ranges Roddy wrote to Sally: “Tell my father I have found a new range and called it Lovel, and there are snowgrass valleys that will feed great herds of cattle some day.”

          
To Tiffany he wrote out some of that restless heart which echoed in her own.

          
“What is the meaning of colonization? I think it gives those born in it an outlook that the older generation can never understand. They sit solid on their traditions, but we have to make our own, Tiffy dear, and to know I'm a Lovel don't mean to me what it does to papa. Dunedin nearly got me, for it's roaring wild with miners and their women…. So here I am alone in my little tent with the great mountain-parrots shrieking as they always do at night, and rivers heavy with melting snow roaring past my door, and all that don't seem to break the enormous silence. I think the other world can't be far away in these places, and if I could stay here and be a hermit I might come to the understanding of life some day. I wish you were here to help me.”

          
Tiffany wished it too. But how could she help anyone, she thought, reading Roddy's letter by the wide colonial fireplace, with the black kettle singing on its hook and Uncle John in slippers dozing over the 
Times. A breath of the cold pure air of distant heights the letter brought into these humdrum days. But Roddy couldn't stay there. It's people one has to learn to face. No use running away, thought Tiffany, who was just beginning to learn that.

          
Dogs began a furious barking. “The bull loose again,
              


              damn him,” said Darien, not looking up from her rows of accounts on the table. Someone knocked on the door and John went to open it. A scud of rain blew in, and he shut it behind him, stepping on to the little veranda. Then came Maori yells, loud expostulations from John.

          
“Drunk as lords,” said Darien, jumping up and catching Tiffany running out to John. “Stop, you fool! They'll make short work of us women if they know we're here.” There was a rattle of shots, yells of horrible laughter, no more sounds from John.

          
“Killed him!” said Darien. In what seemed like one swift movement she overturned the lamp, flung newspaper and accounts on the river of blazing oil, and thrust the table against the window-curtains.

          
“Come,” she gasped, and had Tiffany out through the back door as the Maoris burst in at the front and stopped short with howls of anger at the flames.

          
“That'll blind the devils,” said Darien, running fast with Tiffany across the yard. “Blast the brutes … killing poor old John!”

          
Tiffany was completely dazed. Uncle John was dead. They would mutilate him. She knew about Maori mutilations. Uncle John was dead…. Beyond the outhouses, on the black edge of the bush, the two women crouched down, Darien rubbing the nose of her favourite dog, loosed at the kennels as they ran by. The reed roof of the house was blazing now, and dark forms moving in the glare.

          
“Drunk as lords,” whispered Darien. “They'll stay there and swill in the heat. Got your breath, Tiffy? Come on then.”

          
Tiffany, it seemed, had suddenly gone wild. She struggled with Darien. “No, no. We can't leave him. We must go back.”

          
“Do as you like,” said Darien, letting go. “You know what will happen. I'm going to get the sheep.”

          
Tiffany stood panting and trembling, looking back at that hellish pandemonium of leaping naked bodies round
              


              the burning house. No, she could do nothing. She never could. Meekly she crept after Darien, now in the ram-paddock with the dog, bringing them out on the road in the misty rain. “I think I might take the prize lambs too,” muttered Darien, stopping at the next gate.

          
Well after midnight a puzzled sentry at Quorn's redoubt heard the faint murmur of travelling sheep and turned out the patrol. Afterwards he told how even a wren's feather would have knocked him down as two ladies (handsome pieces as you could wish) yarded a mob of sheep into the enclosure before the red-haired one said, calm as the Queen of Sheba: “The Maoris have murdered Sir John Lovel and burnt the farm.”

          
That kind of thing was all in the day's work now; but one certainly didn't expect to have Lady Calthorpe perched on a great troop-horse, riding out with them at daybreak to the farm. And as for her language over the wholesale slaughter, the sergeant spoke of it appreciatively for months. Every animal the Maoris had not cared to take lay in blood. Even the dogs were dead upon the chains. In the heap of smoking ruins a few charred bones were gathered up and reverently conveyed to Auckland.
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So that was war in one of its shapes; and in Sally's arms Tiffany wept for poor Sir John who had never done anyone harm, while in the study Peregrine (having become Sir Peregrine in such tragic haste that only an extra pomposity could cloak his agitation) encountered a Darien ready to knock his stiff legs from under him at any minute. Darien, he felt glumly, was in combative mood; lively as ever if somewhat coarser, her ruddy curls truculent, her straight little nose as sharp after a bargain.

          
“Those stud rams and young ewes will start a fine flock,” said Darien, stretched at ease in a big leather chair with uncrinolined legs showing shamelessly. “If you'll
              


              lend me one of your boats, Peregrine, I'll take 'em straight down to Canterbury. They can run on your land till I see what better to do.”

          
Peregrine inserted a finger in his collar, which seemed to be tightening already. Darien, he suggested suavely, would remember that he had advanced money to buy the rams, and though he and Caroline took it very kind of her to have saved them….

          
“Bah,” said Darien, snapping her fingers. “That for Caroline … and you too. They're mine now, every head of 'em. You'd have had only dead ones if they'd been left to you, and you can't get away from that.”

          
Peregrine couldn't. All Darien's ideas seemed a liaison between common sense and an acquisitive constitution. He said acidly:

          
“Do I understand that you wish to pirate my sheep as well as my land?”

          
“I don't know what you understand. Of course anyone so selfish as you will want to get something out of it. Come now, make your terms and I'll make mine,” said Darien generously.

          
Peregrine walked about nervously. To take him on the hop like this, with poor old John … but that would be what she was aiming at. With poverty on his doorstep and worse ahead, he would never be able to improve his Canterbury flocks, and to get those carefully-culled ewes and rams down there would be a beginning. He might arrange with the manager…. Pulling his side-whiskers, he said that possibly he might consider it since his interest in the rams….

          
“Oh, come through the horses,” said Darien, sitting up. “You haven't any interest. Don't flatter yourself. Look here. You know Andrew says your manager's a fool and your wool-production third-class. Make me manager and I'll give you a share in my next lambing. Of course I'll need a good salary, and money for fencing, for I won't have my stud rams mixing with your runts.”

          


          
“H'm,” said Peregrine cautiously. Darien's notion of shares was likely to prove troublesome, and a female manager outraged all accepted canons. But such a passionate and able lover of animal perfection would never keep her hands off his flocks. She'd improve them in spite of herself, and when the war was over he would send Jerry down to turn her out. Jerry had John's eye for a sheep and none of his softness.

          
For an hour they wrangled over details, and Darien discovered that Peregrine was not soft old John. He had everything in writing before they emerged at last with appropriate expressions; Peregrine trying to hide his content since John was yet unburied, and Darien going disconsolately to the women.

          
“I never met anyone so selfish in my life. I'd poison him if he was mine, Sally. Well, one comfort is he'll have to look after Caroline and her bunch now. They'll never make anything out of the farm,” said Darien, getting into an old blue frock of Tiffany's and thinking how nice she looked. If it wasn't for the sheep one might be a lady again for a little while…. “I shall want you too, Tiffy,” she said.

          
“Oh. Will you really?” Tiffany brightened. All mamma's wanting of her would make no impression on papa, and there seemed so little ahead but suicide.

          
“Can't do without you,” said Darien. Tiffy could look after the house. She was a good cook—would need no wages. I wonder if Peregrine would pay for her board, she thought, and sighed. It wasn't very likely.

          
Peregrine, trying to withdraw the old 
Neptune from the general confiscation of everything in order to transport John's livestock, found it even more difficult than he had feared, since the military (whose only notion appeared to be destruction) took no interest in reconstruction at all. But at last it was done, with sheep-pens all over the deck and Captain Tolley turned out of his tiny cabin for the
              


              ladies, and Tiffany breaking down into farewell tears in Sally's arms.

          
“Oh, darling, if only you could come too….”

          
But Sally's duty was with papa.

          
Peregrine saw Darien and Tiffany go with misgivings, but it couldn't be helped now, and Caroline would not see them go at all. To be fleeced like this with poor dear Sir John barely in his grave (what there was of him, and she would put up as fine a tombstone as though there were the usual quantity) was quite too much.

          
“Well,” she said to Peregrine, later coming reluctantly on some necessary business, “since you've taken all I had I'd like to know what you mean to do for me in return. Though with only Heaven to protect us I really can't see how we'll get along,” sobbed Caroline, so rich in crape and widow's weepers that Peregrine wondered who was going to pay for all that.

          
Tiffany stood in the stern watching Auckland and old shaggy Rangitoto pass. So much gone now, and never would she sing “Red plumes of the kaka” again. A new and terrible meaning to that childhood song now….

          
“You can stop calling me ‘Aunt,’ Tiffy,” said Darien, bustling up. “Just say ‘Darien,’ that's quicker, and we shall always be in a hurry in Canterbury.”
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Waikato, Taranaki, Wanganui … everywhere the wind of battle blew the fire in the fern and rushed on, leaving destruction and the dead behind. Wellington, seeing the flames approaching, built redoubts frantically and screamed to Auckland in what might be considered parliamentary language.

          
“Get something done, can't you, you perishing idiots,” cried Wellington. “You have the Government and the military H.Q. and the church, and you claim you've got the brains. What the devil are you doing with it all?”

          


          
Auckland (very shabby and anxious) was doing what it could, bringing flour from Valparaiso, bacon and butter from Ireland, hay and oats from Scotland, beef from Queensland, and regiments from everywhere. So balls, routs, and card-parties redoubled in energy, and Caroline's Lucilla quite refused to be out of the game. “This is no time to think of our own sorrows, and I can wear white with black ribbons,” she said, wearing it to such purpose that a sandy-whiskered Wellington business man named Piper, up to negotiate loans, presently carried her off.

          
Poor John's farm remained desolate, although Captain Harry Atkinson and his Volunteers cleared the bush round the town of marauders, and Brian and Jerry were seeing life spectacularly with the Colonial Rangers. “We are under Von Tempsky now,” wrote Brian; adding that, beside bringing an American war repuation and a fine scarlet sash with him, Von Tempsky had a cunning notion of bowie-knives instead of bayonets for scrub-cutting, and knew all the American camp-fire songs.

          
Brian, coming home with a shoulder wound, sang “Dixie” and “Dolly Gray,” and told how the Maoris were like fleas. “Just as staccato and hard to catch,” said dark little dandy Brian, lounging in bright gown and embroidered slippers on a cushioned chair, recounting his adventures to sympathetic young ladies.

          
Von Tempsky, he said, was the man, though campaigning with him was no child's play, by Jove. Kept his men so close on Maori heels that a fire would betray them, and usually their only food was the leavings of the Maoris.

          
“So we had to trot to fill our bellies.” But for the nightly rum-ration they'd have lain down in their boots and died. For all their wonderful bravery and stamina, the Maoris knew nothing of strategy or unity of command, so we were gradually driving them off the ranges, said Brian, and out of the deep gullies and nearer the big guns.
              


              But it couldn't have been done without the rum-ration, and even with that Brian felt that if he came safe out of this he would love a girl and settle down.

          
“Oh, wouldn't it be safer not to wait for that?” urged Sophia. But Brian was watching Alice Whitman's admiring eyes, letting himself go in deeds of derring-do: talking of the new paddle-wheel steamers towing barges of troops up the shallow rivers, of the great bastioned pas which only Britain's Imperial soldiers were crazy enough to attack, of the Maori flag….

          
A pitiful thing the Maori flag sounded in Brian's contemptuous voice. Of scarlet cloth, with a star, a cross and “Aotearoa” stitched on it in white stuff so very crookedly. Such big stitches they would be, thought Sally, since Maori women, though clever at weaving, could not manage the English needle. Such a little pitiful thing to send two races of splendid men to war.

          
“I hope Roddy will come back before all the fun's over,” said Brian, establishing himself a hero in Alice Whitman's eyes.
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Up in his high ranges Roddy heard of the war at last; and when the prospector bringing the news lay rolled and sleeping in his blankets Roddy faced himself, as each man must do at least once in his life. Man, thought Roddy, is the animal who wants to 
know, and his own desire to know what it was all for seemed stronger than that of his fellows who mostly took their lives—and wives—where they found them.

          
Working out the brute, that was what he was doing up here. Pioneering with his mind and spirit into the great mysteries which had bothered him ever since he nearly saw God in burning Kororareka. Sometimes on those pure dazzling snow-heights he nearly saw him. Sometimes he could feel about him in the silence that vast, steadily-beating pulse of immortality. Sometimes
              


              the reason for everything, for himself, seemed just on the point of becoming clear. But since the brute was still very lively in him at times, he knew what would happen if he went back.

          
Perhaps that's the reason for monks and nuns and hermits, they run away from temptation, he thought. That didn't seem so very fine. Perhaps he wasn't very fine either. Not near so fine as he thought.

          
He got up and walked into the bush. Not like anything in the luxuriant North, this scant stunted bush with its dark birches standing apart, strowing the ground with small hard slippery leaves always dropping and yet never baring the tree. The fuchsia was the only New Zealand tree that stood naked for the winter. Roddy had seen it reluctantly shedding its fading crimson and gold into the rivers, stripping itself before the cold. Nature, strangest woman of all strange women, seemed more immortal in this land of evergreens, and Roddy, struggling for his own immortality, felt that certain parts of him were lustily evergreen too.

          
Hastily he got out his flute to exorcize this mounting fierce desire. But the flute, it seemed, would only play “La Paloma,” that deathless Spanish love-song. Sweet ghosts of purer dreams could not reach him through the throbbing insistent call. While the moon went down behind the great white ranges Roddy played himself out of being a hermit, played himself back into the world.

          
All the way down now he was meeting men—and some knew what they were after and many did not. The usual hoi polloi of a gold-rush: clerks and dainty aristocrats; Russians, Scandinavians, eager Americans, tall sinewy Australians who knew their own gold-fields and never spent themselves for nought. A giant came walking from Dunedin with a bag of flour on his shoulders, selling it by the pannikin to gaunt and wolfish men starving with cold….

          
Further down were the big camps, with all the claims
              


              marked out and gold being steadily won. But still up into the wilderness went the restless seekers after the fairy pot of gold. Perhaps that's all I've been doing, thought Roddy, not very sure of anything by now, hurrying on to Dunedin.

          
By nature a douce little town of Scotch elders and churches, this Dunedin; now a riot of miners and camp-followers, and the elders couldn't do anything about it, though Roddy heard that they had held solemn meetings against allowing the miners in. Gold brings pollution, said the elders. So it did, a merry John Falstaff pollution, full of singing and dancing and lusting in the taverns, with strong drink to take the chill out of a man's soul. Police everywhere in couples for safety to each other, and dead men occasionally in threes. And what could the police do on stumbling over a corpse in dark alleys but enter it up in their books as “Died by an act of God under suspicious circumstances”? Roddy, having witnessed some of the suspicious circumstances, quite understood their difficulty.

          
He went North at last on a whaler bound for Wellington, and a jovial crowd drove to Port Chalmers in a bullock-cart to see him go. They waved gay shawls and scarves and black bottles, and Roddy kissed his hand to all and twice to American Sue. Something cracked in his pocket as he fell into his bunk, but it was the next midday, with the whaler lurching through a choppy sea, that he pulled out the halves of his broken flute.

          
“So that's the end of you, you wheedling devil,” said Roddy, throwing the pieces through the port-hole. “I'll get an accordion and play ‘God Save the Queen’ now.”

          
Being a hermit was a childish game.
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So Roddy joined his brothers under Von Tempsky, and swore at the stark conditions, as they did, and thought a good deal about home and Auckland.

          


          
What will become of the John Lovels? always revived a flagging conversation in Auckland; and Peregrine, finding them turn as naturally as sun-flowers towards his aid, was at last moved to write an almost pleading letter to Darien.

          
“I consider it Belinda's duty to take Emily, who might marry if separated from her surroundings,” he wrote. “If she prove adamant could you not have her yourself? I find the problem of providing for them all peculiarly severe at present, and I see no end to it. No lady can earn a livelihood save by governessing, and none of these is fit even to instruct infants.”

          
A pretty pass for the great Peregrine Lovel to go begging to Darien, but there was no other way, he thought, quite beside himself and going to collect them at Mrs Pinshon's carpet dance. What malicious fate had made him, once so invulnerable, the squire of such unenviable dames? War was indeed responsible for a great deal.

          
At the buffet some of his old cronies were very cheerful, with Major Henry beaming and snuffing heartily. “Just in time, my boy. Thatcher is goin' to sing an impromptu about the Kawau Island business,” he cried.

          
Peregrine wished to hear no more of Kawau Island, where Grey, with his damned soft spot for Maoris, had sent the prisoners languishing on the hulks. So they had escaped, as Grey probably meant them to do, and now would kill all Peregrine's sons. Thatcher, Auckland's popular entertainer, bowed in every direction, and began singing to the tune of “Nelly Gray.”

          

            
Oh, ka kino, Hori Grey. For you let us get away,


            
And you'll never see your Maoris any more.


            
Much obliged to you we are, and you'll find us in a pa


            
Rifle-pitted on the Taranaki shore….
          

          
Shrieks of laughter, heavy hand-clapping proved the bad odour Grey was in, and Peregrine took his nieces home in a bitter silence unmoved by their chatter.

          


          
“La, I vow I must send Thatcher a watch-chain, the odious quiz,” cried Sophia. “He winked at me,” declared Emily, giggling.

          
Feeling battered all over, Peregrine received a suggestion from Sally grimly. Sally thought Caroline might be persuaded to take boarders … gentlemen only.

          
“It is the gentlemen who would not be persuaded,” said Peregrine. But he looked grateful as she brought him cakes and wine. Something it undoubtedly was to have the refreshment of this sweet gentle Sally between the buffets of Fate, he thought, going down to Parliament for further buffeting.

          
Members of both its branches were chiefly scions of aristocrat stock, yet they appeared to have brains, although ill-directed. Feverishly they were moving divisions, passing laws for the confiscation of millions of acres of Maori land (when they could get it). Since England, enraged and denunciatory from end to end, was refusing to pay more than half the costs, selling land to settlers would put a few drops in the bucket of the colony's empty treasury. And Grey was always clamouring for money.

          
“Do you realize that I am responsible to England although you hold the purse?” he cried.

          
“Take the damn purse. There's nothing in it,” replied the members.

          
Papers talked of near 20,000 men under arms, what with Regulars, Constabulary, Militia, Volunteers, and Artillery. “The Maori fighting force is estimated as well under 3000. Truly we have reason to be proud of ourselves,” remarked the 
Chronicle, driving Peregrine into such a rage that he cut Jermyn dead, promenading with Sally in the Gardens. Twenty, thirty, forty years, went Sally's reluctant feet, taking her away from Jermyn standing so lonely under a tree. Never never would she run on the hills and dance in the sun with Jermyn….

          


          
“Pray keep step, my dear,” said Mr Lovel, staidly pacing.

          
To Sally waiting for the rare letters from her children, they all seemed so far away that they were often near, as the dead may be. She could near Tiffy singing down the stair, catch a gleam of Roddy's fair head among the laburnum-trees, feel Jerry's hearty kiss dropped on her forehead as she sat sewing of evenings while the clock ticked Du-ty, Du-ty so loudly in the silence. If only Jermyn would come, she thought, afraid to look at the clock, which never forgot that it was a wedding present.

          
Down at the Institute Corny Fleete was translating the Maori “Marseillaise,” lately inspired by their distresses and destined to be the heart-song of their race for generations.

          
“Ka ngapu te whenua,” began Corny, interpreting: “The earthquake shakes our land. Where shall we find an abiding place? Hold fast our land, nor let it from our grasp be torn….”

          
There was a deal more, embarrassing to gentlemen disliking to be compared with earthquakes … which New Zealand certainly knew something about, although not very seriously; and young Charles Macrae, meeting rows of beetling brows, declared that we were taking quite the wrong way with the Maoris, gentlemen.

          
“They are as fine a race as ourselves, and even the regular soldiers know it now,” said young Macrae, who had lately married the daughter of a friendly chief in church.

          
And he was not the only one. Something mysteriously attractive to young men in the texture of these high-born Maori maidens, whom they were now meeting for the first time; in their quiet soft wistfulness, as though unconscious flesh and bone remembered the glories of their ages past. The eternal quest for the unknown, it may have been, such as raped the Sabine women while fairer mates stood by.

          


          
Thumping his eternal umbrella Sir Winston proclaimed his predilection for English blood. “‘Rule, Britannia,’” he cried.

          
“Good Lord, we're so sick of this war,” protested a captain, who had strayed in. “Half of us feel it's unjust, and we all loathe killing Maoris.”

          
“I've killed a Maori,” said Corny, who had been partly drunk ever since he did it. “Killed my own son Hori six weeks ago. Swore I'd kill 'em all … gone Maori … renegades to my blood…. God save the Queen,” quavered Corny, trying to stand, and failing.

          
“There, there,” said Major Henry, patting the bowed shoulder. “Forget it, old man. Forget it.” Corny had lived with Maoris too long. Utu to that extent was quite unnecessary, since everywhere half-caste sons were fighting against their relations, and more than a few white men fighting with the Maoris.

          
The real renegades, thought Major Henry, were the white men who were smuggling in cannon and teaching the Maori how to load them with the lengths of heavy bullock-chain that did such unpleasant damage, buying quantities of tea-chest lead from traders in order to run bullets, helping make the stinking black gun-powder to eke out the Maori supply.

          
Hemi, now in the bush with his men, sometimes bought flax-kits filled with bullets out of Nick Flower's long canoe on the slow-moving rivers. Once he sat with him over a camp-fire. Flower had just cut his way through an old track overgrown with the tough supple-jack loops, the springy kia-kia that reaches from tree to tree and bursts into little palms in the fork of every branch, and the lawyer-vine with its little hooks set at such a spiteful angle, and he rubbed the blood from his arms, saying in his sneering way:

          
“With all the bush fighting for you, why aren't you doing better? Where are your mantles and mats now, Hemi Fleete?”

          


          
The kingite faction among the Maoris had crowned their king with the prayer that “the religion of Christ shall be the mantle of your protection; the Law shall be the mat for your feet for evermore.” But of what use were prayers now, thought Hemi, blazing out: “Why are you here? Why do you not go to your kind?”

          
“I do when I want them. I've no more cause to love them than you have.”

          
Hemi blinked at a lace-fungus bluely phosphorescent in the high fork of a tree. His long love for Tihane was as far-off and unearthly as the fungus, and he had killed many white men. But there had never been another woman like Tihane, although he had taken wives as a young chief must. Sons of his own in the pa now, binding him closer in the bonds that he so hated.

          
A tall rata branched above the fire. Is there anywhere, thought Hemi, treachery like the rata vine nosing along the ground to some proud tree, climbing with soft ten-drils that grow strangling-strong on the life-blood of its host so that after years the enclosing arms drop off, letting the poor squeezed skeleton of a tree fall, and the rata stands alone, a haughty murderer tossing scarlet plumes against the sky.

          
“That is what the pakeha will do to the Maori,” said Nick Flower, following Hemi's thought. Then he went away and sat like a king above his Maori rowers in the long canoe. So he came in a night or two on a camp of fighting Rangers, bringing welcome information, finding Brian Lovel there.

          
In the red flicker of the camp-fires great branches looked like tents, polished leaves made continual dance and flicker. Squatting round the fires, men were singing “My Old Kentucky Home” and “We are tenting to-night on the old camp-ground.” No need for caution now that Cameron would have his whole force here to-morrow or next day. “Nice to be out of this,” said Brian.

          
“Some Auckland girl will probably agree,” said Flower.
              


              And then Brian remembered Tiffany and asked for the name of the priest who had married her to Captain Sackville. Flower lit his pipe slowly.

          
“I don't know it,” he said at last.

          
“But … this is most extraordinary, sir,” cried Brian, turning red.

          
“Why?” Flower was guarded now. So there had been trouble?

          
“It is believed that the man was not licensed to perform the ceremony.”

          
“Like enough.” Flower's nerves, always so steady, did not betray him now. The wheel had swung full circle, had it? Peregrine Lovel's daughter was no better than Flower's mother had been. The deep warp of a lifetime began to supple, to straighten out. “Has Sackville married her again?”

          
“No. He … he's returned with his regiment to England.”

          
“Then she's well rid of a hound.” Thinking of Darien he began to laugh. How furious she would be, her red curls on end.

          
“This is no jest, sir,” cried Brian, jumping up, looking so like Peregrine. “Do you not realize that you have laid yourself open to a criminal prosecution?”

          
“Your father is likely to prosecute, ain't he?”

          
Brian was silent. Flower had gone straight to the weak spot, for all Lovels were engaged in trying to cushion this scandal. He felt there was more to be said, but he did not know how to say it. He hesitated. “Cowardly skulking dog!” he cried ineffectually, and walked away.

          
Nick Flower laughed gustily, going down to his canoe on the river. He was not minded to explain anything to Peregrine Lovel's pup. But sliding over the quiet water to the dip-dip of the paddles he began to grow concerned about Darien, who would demand many explanations. To say he hadn't been sure would not help him with Darien, who (conscienceless little pirate though she was)
              


              had always been straight. She probably forgave, even enjoyed as a tribute, his madness that night. But she wouldn't forgive what she must take as a deliberate insult. Hell, what made me such a fool, he thought. And he had felt himself so clever…. Yet Darien, receding into the distance, was dearer than she had been. “Get along, can't you?” he cried to his men, feeling himself chasing Darien.
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Valiantly the young Maoris were singing: “Oh, when will your manhood rage? Oh, when will your courage blaze? When the ocean tides roar….”

          
Then, with a very good imitation of the ocean, they would come hurling their nakedness against the cannon, which mowed them down. But the women were singing less of the warlike “Riria” and more of the sad waiatas of death.

          
Now Cameron brought his forces into the Waikato up the great military road. They came sweeping like a sea; endless miles of pack-horses, bullock-wagons, marching soldiers, floating flags, rumbling Armstrong guns dragged by the mighty horses, bands with bugles and drums. The wildest Maori courage could not face that avalanche. But from pas and camps they withdrew in dignity; men, women, and children raising their voices in farewell to their dear land.

          
“Tena to-tai o kawhia … oh, that I could burst these captive bonds. Aue! Life is drifting fast away…. Now, now the mighty Io calls. Oh, that I could burst these captive bonds….”

          
Like the dying chords of an organ, the chant faded over the hills, into the vast dark bush ranges.

          
For the first time we have put fear into their brave souls, thought the officers, looking round on the smiling valleys won, feeling how little honour was won along with them.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Promenade

Chapter XVII





        
Chapter XVII

        

          

This surely was the beginning of the end, thought Auckland, becoming monstrous gay; with sailor-men making Loafer's Corner quite dangerous of an evening, and young officers climbing Jacob's Ladder for bets.

          
Caroline was preparing for another card-party. Although still tiers of crape below the waist, Caroline was alarmingly breaking out into purple bows and gold chains, brooches, and lockets above, and sewing peacock-feathers in her cap. “I feel it our duty to think of others,” she told Sally. “And I'm sure poor dear John wouldn't mind because I always tie a crape bow to each table-leg.”

          
John was now always “poor dear John” to Caroline; but Sally felt it was not he that was to be pitied, with the war still going on, since what might have been a rout in the Waikato if briskly followed up had resolved itself into another of Cameron's slow marches. And Auckland's Parliament squabbled fiercely with Grey over the confiscation of rich land and his lenient treatment of Maori prisoners.

          
Governmental ministers and settlers were all for confiscation and hammering the devils to the limit; while Grey, backed up by London's Colonial Office, which hadn't seen the work of years go up in flame, talked at large of leniency, and the army wobbled uncertainly between the two. Tamihana, chased out of the pa of his kingship and reading in the papers what Parliament proposed to do with them all, prepared for a last stand; but the unquenchable Rewi was at it first, entrenching with some three hundred warriors under the very nose of a brigadier at Orakau and quite unconscious of the immortality it was to bring him.

          


          
The three Lovel brothers were with Von Tempsky's Rangers, part of the two thousand pakeha who surrounded Rewi's pa; and Roddy knew well how there would be little water in the pa and probably no food but raw potatoes and vegetable-marrows. Except in long-established pas with the house-proud women to fill the patakas, the Maoris never thought enough about the commissariat. But for days Rewi withstood the battering of rifles and artillery, and then Cameron, who had always so hated killing Maoris, pushed up a sap and invited surrender.

          
“To the General. Salutations,” replied Rewi politely. “The end of that. This is the word of the Maori. We will fight for ever and ever and ever.”

          
“Ake, ake, ake … for ever and ever and ever,” shouted his gaunt men above the broken palisades.

          
“Then let the women and children come out before we kill you all,” invited Cameron. But the spirit of Thermopylae was also among the women. Rewi returned their answer. “The women too will fight ake, ake, ake.”

          
“Then, for God's sake, let them have it and get it over,” said Cameron, wishing himself anywhere else.

          
Roddy, flinging hand-grenades, saw them snatched by the women and flung back, saw a tall wild-eyed woman so like Haini Fleete that his mind rushed back into the past and he could scarcely see for tears.

          
Wild shouting now, a thrusting of men. To the South the Maoris were driving out in a swift fierce wedge through the surprised regiments, spreading into the thick flax-swamp beyond. So it was “Cavalry!” now. “Rangers!”

          
Can there be a God? thought Roddy, obeying orders, plunging in the swamp to his waist, cutting, lunging at the gaunt weak fellows whose one idea now was to get somewhere and drink in peace. Such a savage hand-to-hand fight in the sucking smelling swamp among the tall stiff flax-bushes and the crackling koradi-sticks. Such a
            


            long fighting in the bush around, until in the coming night the greater number of that little garrison lay starkly awaiting burial, while their dauntless souls went with the little green lizards to Rienga.

          
“Ake, ake, ake,” said Von Tempsky, weary over the camp-fire. “Has there been anything like it since the days of the old Greeks? What madness makes you kill such men when you may want them to fight for you some day?”

          
“They're as strong as we are. We have to,” said young Jerry, very wise under a head-bandage.

          
Brian said: “Ake, ake, ake! that would make a good slogan. I'll take it back to Auckland.” And he did, so that cricketers and footballers shouted it and, fifty years later, Maori regiments, dying for England in the Great War, were still shouting: “Ake, ake, ake!”

          
With a broken leg Roddy creaked back in a bullockdray to Auckland Hospital. Mamma, so pretty and gentle in one of these new chip hats with dove-colour ribbons tied under her chin, came to read him Tiffany's latest letter. Perhaps Tiffy had found something to hold on to in spite of Sackville, in spite of Nick Flower, whom Roddy would have a reckoning with if ever he could find him.

          
Tiffany, it seemed, had found nothing to hold on to at first. She had thought some mad old pagan god must have made the Canterbury Plains, because any other would have had more imagination. A monstrous level living thing, sprawling dun-colour against all the horizons like some neolithic animal, breathing so steadily and awfully with the wind running in its tussock hair.

          
“I couldn't write of it at first, it was so much more frightening than crossing the rivers, though they were bad. But when we had to drive for over sixty miles across that dreadful live body that seemed as though it might turn any minute and destroy us, I felt as though we were adventuring into hell. Darien liked it. She said it was such good feed for the sheep.”

          
Roddy smiled. This practical Homeric Darien, turning
            


            monsters into sheep-feed. But Tiffy finally had found something to hold on to. There were lovely clumps of cabbage-trees, she wrote, and a tiny hill behind Bendemeer up which she ran every night to watch the sun go to his royal bedding behind the Southern Alps.

          
“The sun has quite a new array of colours down here,” she went on, “so gaudily grand that each time you can hear him saying: You can't beat that! Then he says good night and winks at me and disappears into his snowy bedclothes, which are everywhere six thousand feet above the Plain. So I come down, well content, to help the female half of the married couple cook supper, and listen to Darien attacking Robertson, whom she made overseer when she sent the manager away.

          
“‘Ah'm no drunk, ma leddy,’ says Robertson who has been away for a fortnight bringing stores from Christ-church. ‘Stand on one leg then,’ says Darien. But Robertson knows better and goes off to the men's huts, while Darien comes glowing in with bundles of accounts, which she nearly eats instead of the cutlets, she is so busy checking them. So I sew and read the papers and make candles and set bread, and we are both early abed since we rise at dawn.”

          
If Tiffy isn't happy she hides it well, thought Roddy, remarking that he would go down and see her as soon as his leg was healed, since papa with his prayers and politics was less palatable than ever, and wouldn't his little mammy run away with him too? “I'd enjoy an elopement with you monstrously,” said Roddy, light from the little diamond-panes falling faint on his white face and yellow head.

          
Another man had urged that with more meaning. But it couldn't be done, and Parliament was removing to Wellington at the beginning of 1865 and Mr Lovel going with it. And he was sending Jerry at once to Canterbury, said Sally, feeling how life was like the chain-stitch sewing-machine, never tying its threads. So many untied
            


            threads hanging round her. Jermyn, who was writing his book all about beloved England and beloving lovers, with smacks and spikes of Mr Disraeli for the gentlemen; Tiffy, who would have to gather up her broken life un-aided; Roddy, always going away; Brian, who had never been near even when she put a compress on his sore throat; Caroline, Sophia, Maria … all untied threads about a Sally so wanting to rush into life's dim perspective and challenge it. But it would go on receding until the end….

        

        

          
II

          

After a few more engagements the Maoris finally re-treated into the wild ramparts about the Urewera country, where it seemed wise to leave them, since not even missionaries had penetrated there. So Parliament grimly assessed the war bill at several millions, exclusive of quite unassessable damage to progression, and went to Wellington in the hope that conditions would be pleasanter, while for Auckland the bottom fell out of things.

          
“See the withers of the galled jade wince,” said Sir Winston, marching off with yellow wig over his ear in processions of indignant Aucklanders demanding instant separation. Was it to be imagined that they would bear the rule of that upstart town Wellington? They would drown in their mud-flats first.

          
“Separation might be excellent if we could also separate from our debts,” remarked the 
Chronicle. “Otherwise, the notion of allowing Wellington to pay them commends itself to us.”

          
Peregrine selling his houses, at great loss, for such wealth as there was now flowed southward, looked on Wellington as merely a step to Canterbury. Ship-building was dying fast in competition against Wellington and Dunedin, and he meant Jerry to turn Darien out of Bendemeer soon.

          
But Peregrine had reckoned without the Angel Gabriel.
              


              Gabriel (who must be more of a joker than one thought) had appeared among the Taranaki Maoris, had chosen a gentle madman named Te Ua for his prophet, and immediately proceeded to extremes. Von Tempsky and his Rangers, Whitmore and other Volunteer leaders went out after Te Ua, and found themselves confronted with the most shocking thing yet.

          
“We have so embittered the Maoris,” wrote Brian, “that they loathe us and our religion, and are setting their subtle wits to debase both. Being very hearty about it—as in all they do—they have soon twisted Te Ua's simple creed of Pai Marire, which I believe means Goodness and Grace, into the most revolting heathenism to be compassed by savage and thwarted souls.”

          
Roddy was now gone South, and Peregrine (seeing two sons meeting Goodness and Grace in such form) began to wonder seriously if Providence did love him after all. Jermyn, singing in the drawing-room, was a mocker.

          

            
To you, to you all love and faith is due.


            
Only for you the heav'ns forgat all measure.
          

          
So sang Jermyn, looking at Sally. Peregrine went out to meet with fury Major Henry's suggestion that they should all go to Australia.

          
“I will be a hanger-on in no land, sir,” said Peregrine. Surely Gabriel must soon relent.

          
But Gabriel had now provided the head of an English officer to be stuck on a pole and danced round until the Maori dancers fell frothing at the mouth and the tohungas leapt with glee among the writhing limbs. Old Te Patiti, born and bred on superstition, seized his sticks and danced too, feeling that now we had really got something to destroy the pakeha at last. Soon all pakeha heads would be on poles, soon we would dance England off the earth, thought Te Patiti, reeling over and staring up at the tohungas with entranced eyes. Haini stood unwieldy but majestic among them. She couldn't be a tohunga, but she
              


              could prophesy and did, letting loose long years of hate and longing, while Hemi stood by with bursting heart.

          
Hemi had weathered the physical war, but this challenged the spirit. Built with Maori art upon the Bible, salted with all dark fanaticism, with mesmerism, with the most bloody of pagan rites, the new religion shook minds which had been stuffed and bewildered by missionaries with undigested texts—minds which were also tormented by the knowledge that the Maori was a beaten race. We warriors couldn't do it. Perhaps Gabriel can, thought Hemi, feeling the frenzy that is in all Maori blood work in him until with a strange wolfish howl he leapt in among the dancers.

          
Wild and barbarous ritual began shooting up like the upas-tree, and it was soon discovered that any white head on a pole would do. Gabriel would take charge of them all, marching with his converts round the country, destroying and befouling all they touched. Rangers, Constabulary, Volunteers ploughed through the clogging bush after that mad flaunting trumpet, sometimes hearing far-off in a still night the wild cry: “Hapa! Pai-marire. Hau! Hau!”

          
Gabriel (consulting daily with Jehovah) promised that the cry would turn any English bullet, and in desperation Hemi managed to believe it unless he awoke in the unearthly hour before the dawn and heard the birds. Divine orchestras, such as Tihane had so loved, pouring from those swelling feathered throats, bringing again that beauty which the Hau Haus were denying to the world. Bellbirds intent on their clear morning chiming, tuis loud and glorious up and down their perfect scales, great wood-pigeons booming low melodious basses, fantasias of a thousand robins and wrens, native thrushes going mad with some inner glory, the high chuckling laughter of parrakeets….

          
Gabriel, do you really want such noises, wondered
              


              Hemi, hearing the Hau Haus raising their morning orisons against the birds. Von Tempsky heard them too; and that night the Rangers, moving almost as silently as Maoris, lay near the Hau Hau camp, dirty and very hungry, having had nothing but the rum-ration for two days. Brian felt disgustedly of his black stubble, wishing he was shaving in Auckland with warm water. Jerry was fretting over Peregrine's desire that he should proceed at once to Canterbury.

          
“I think Von might let me go,” he muttered to Brian. “I've had near four years of this.”

          
“I've had five,” retorted Brian. “And there may be another five.”

          
“It's cursed unfair,” growled Jerry, looking like Uncle John in a temper. “Taking all our youth—”

          
But war always did that. “So long as it don't take our lives,” said Brian, shrugging. Was this foul thing to go on for ever and ever? He dragged pencil and paper from his knapsack and began a love-letter to Miss Alice Whitman. “There seems no use in even hoping for this trouble to end,” wrote Brian, “and when I think of you I cannot wait. Can you consent to marry me on my next leave, my own dear Blue-Eyes?” And more to the same effect.

          
A leave for Brian came sooner than he expected. A brush with the Hau Haus next day in a deep shadowed gully, and no Brian at the camp-fire for that night's roll-call. Hemi, who had fought with madness ending in a forced march, thought himself still mad when he saw a familiar dark disdainful head upon a pole, saw a bunch of gold seals and trinkets with the Lovel crest strung round the neck of a leaping maniac. Then all his madness fell from him, and he turned about and walked straight off for a hundred miles or so to old Tamihana, who had long since made his peace with God and man.

          
“Take me for your slave,” said gaunt tattered Hemi, kneeling down. “For I am not fit to be a chief.”

        

        
        



          
III

          

In Auckland Sophia was feeling the world very unkind, what with Uncle Peregrine selling the house over their heads, and mamma and Emily going to Canterbury. “Why can't I go too?” demanded Sophia, her tongue nearly hanging out at thought of all the rich station-holders.

          
Linda, said Caroline, had only sent for Emily, and since she knew very well that no young lady could travel alone, of course she must have expected her mother too. “I always think Providence must have sold the farm for us just when we needed the money,” said Caroline, pulling old gowns of purple satin and orange and plum-colour merinos and baréges out of trunks. Even poor dear John couldn't expect her to go to Sydney in crape, and if she did not get away soon Peregrine might look for repayment of her borrowings—which of course she would be glad to settle, only no one could do the impossible.

          
“Did Linda ask you, mamma?” said Maria, so ready with awkward questions.

          
“A mother don't wait for a daughter to ask her. She knows she is always welcome. I think you girls had better go and live with Major Henry,” said Caroline, feeling that he was too old to put up much of a fight.

          
“Oh, yes. And with Jermyn,” cried Sophia, peeping in the mirror. In a dim light her spots were hardly noticeable, and she would do her hair in the new way with rolls. It may be only because he thinks he is too old that he hasn't spoken, since he has married no one else, she thought, feeling how soon she could better that when living in the house.

          
But neither age nor anything else kept Jermyn from speaking when an agitated Major Henry put Caroline's proposal before him.

          
“If you take those two moulting guinea-hens I'll never enter the house again,” said Jermyn.

          


          
“Damn it, boy, you don't suppose I want 'em,” protested the Major, dragging at his grey whiskers. “But I suppose the poor devils must live somewhere.”

          
Jermyn didn't see why they should. He went up to talk to a tremulous Sally, with cap sliding off her head and boxes half-packed for Wellington. “Sing to me, I am so tired,” said Sally. So Jermyn sang:

          

            
Will ye come to the Hielands, Leezie Lindesay,


            
My luve and my bonny dear to be?


            
Will ye kilt up your kirtle, Leezie Lindesay,


            
And awa' to the Hielands wi' me?
          

          
And having sung that, he said: “A wise callant, that, Sally, never talking of wedding-rings. Will ye awa' wi' me when Peregrine goes to Wellington? He'll have so much luggage he'll never miss you.”

          
“He would when he wanted it unpacked,” said Sally, but her voice shook. So many times in days gone by Jermyn had moved her heart with that old song. He rose and came to her.

          
“I mean it as I have always meant it, my dear. All our lives are being upset through no fault of our own, and yours is so lonely now. Your young ones will never return to the nest, Sally. Come with me to England … to Scotland. And you shall lie in the heather and play with the fairies, and I'll make books out of the running brooks … and you and I will be young again, and so very happy, I think.”

          
This Sally, who would never really be past the playtime she had never known, was tempted now as she had not been tempted before. Almost piteously she clutched at Eternity…. “We shall have all that, Jermyn.”

          
“You know I don't believe in Eternity.”

          
“I do, dear.”

          
“That don't make one.”

          
Didn't it? Could beliefs make anything sure? But life was such a meaningless muddle without them. She tried to smile.

          


          
“My Eternity is so strong it will get you there in spite of yourself. And Mr Lovel really does seem to need me now.”

          
“Merely to promenade with. Let him take Sophia.”

          
Sally began to laugh, suddenly laid her still bright head upon his arm. “Please, please don't make it harder,” she begged. Virtuous promenade with Mr Lovel was surely the very hardest exercise ever required of a woman….

          
Of the hegira of Caroline and Emily to Sydney and then in another small steamer back to New Zealand's South Island Peregrine heard only that it had cost very much more than was expected, and would he please buy Sophia some wool for framing her texts.

          
There were also numberless sheets of thin paper for Sally, who would be so eager to hear of Tiffany and Darien. Caroline, who considered herself drama and so often turned out to be comedy, had not approved of Sydney. “No one seemed to realize who I was, and very few returned my bows. A vulgar place. But they have hansom cabs, which Auckland hasn't.”

          
Sally struggled on through Caroline's gaudy Italian handwriting, searching for news of Tiffy and Darien. “Even the ladies here talk of horses and race-meetings which I consider most ungenteel and said so. I bought at the Monster Clothing Hall a black lace mantle to go with my violet velvet, and Emily paid three-and-six for a pink scarf which was very extravagant. We travelled across the Plains by Cobb's Royal Mail Coach with six horses but it had no springs and made me feel so unwell that I almost fainted a dozen times and I must say the other passengers were quite disagreeable though I had to lean on them. The Plains are shocking empty. Emily saw in the distance what she thought were cattle but I consider to be lions since none but wild creatures who knew no better would live here, though Linda does and she and her children are very well behaved, I must say, and Andrew
              


              should be thankful I took such pains with her. We came to a big river….”

          
Caroline's description of the big river occupied two pages, describing her anguish when the horses got into a quicksand, and everyone was nearly tipped out on shinglespits and drowned in the swift streams, and had to avoid the ford because of great trees brought down by the last flood.

          
“Sodom and Golgotha for miles, and I fainted dead away as any lady would. But Emily cried all the time so we got through, though how we lived I really cannot say. So the coach left us at what they call an accommodation-house but I couldn't find any accommodation and a boy was sent on a horse to tell Andrew we had arrived. And thank goodness for that.

          
“Yet we were far from arriving since we had seven more miles to drive in a strange conveyance called a buggy and not intended for crinolines and Andrew so fat I didn't know him, and Linda fat too when we got there. I said at once: You must give up cream again, Linda, as an example to Emily though I haven't seen any rich station-holders yet. But we have only been here two days and I am still so sore I must conclude, and if it hadn't been for the devotion of a mother which can even endure my sufferings I would never have come….”

          
Not one word of Darien nor Tiffy. Sally began to cry softly, then discovered a sheet from Emily that promised better. Emily (a natural gusher) was full of rapturous italics. “The 
darling children. You'd never expect Linda's to be so handsome. Andrew so broad and 
jovial. Quite the vieux rose,” wrote Emily, feeling that French was always so telling. “Dear mamma almost 
lived on her drops, since her nerves gave out daily and her screams made us all 
shudder, though I held the vinaigrette to her nose the whole way over the big river which was very difficult to do. There was a vastly handsome gentleman in the coach, but he was so 
shy and didn't like to be looked at. Darien
              


              says she and Tiffany have taken all the beaux on the Plains, but they'll 
spare me one. She looks vastly healthy and so does Tiffy though there is nothing but tussock anywhere. Linda's house is quite 
a la morte though starting with four rooms but now many attachments and the nor'west wind blew some away. Darien says it blows the dogs off the chains and paint off drays, and may blow me into some station-owner's house. So I say, let the wind blow.”

        

        

          
IV

          

God, you were tired when you made this country, said Roddy when first he saw the Plains. But Darien and Tiffany soon cured him of that. So did the jovial young station-owners (everybody was young and jovial here) riding down for the mail at the accommodation-house, riding back over twenty miles or so of tussock, and never failing to call in at Durdans and Bendemeer on their way. Always open doors for passers-by on the Plains, and always room in the men's whares for tired tramps.

          
At Durdans young men stayed a night and possibly two, hanging over pig-pens and branding-yards, talking sheep and cattle with Andrew Greer. At Bendemeer they sipped of Society as they had not done since leaving England, basking in such delight as comforted (or discomforted) them for barren weeks; talked and squabbled and jested, ate quantities of cake and scones, and sang every song that anyone could remember. Roddy's guitar had been immensely popular until he too followed the new gold-rush over the ranges to Westland where all the world seemed hurrying now.

          
“Can't keep hut cooks or shepherds,” complained station-owners and cadets, condoling with Darien finding herself in like case. “If the Kaiapoi Maoris turn miner too we'll have to shear our own sheep,” said Toby Bayles, his round face solemn over the consumption of buttermilk scones.

          


          
Darien was on the hearth-rug toasting bread. In a tight tawny jupe and flowing skirt she was also toasting hearts that were eager for beauty and getting little elsewhere “We'll have shearing-bees,” she proposed. “You boys will shear my sheep, and Tiffy and I will pick-up for you all.”

          
They laughed together, these young things, taking chances for the glory of the game. Chances against the fierce nor'wester roaring out of the gorges for three days on end, leaving stripped trees and roofs, overturned tanks and other ruin in its trail. Chances against the bitter south winds killing young lambs by the hundred, against snow in the ranges and flooded rivers, against loneliness and drink.

          
But man (who has so few virtues) cannot resist the cosmic virtue of holding on. So roofs were anchored somehow, English trees grew lustily into break-winds, yolk rose in the wool on the rich virgin grasses, and wealth was coming everywhere to the Plains. How many of these men in their rough shabby riding-clothes and un-darned socks could show banking accounts that would make the mouths of northern folk water, thought Darien, wishing she knew which Tiffy would choose in the end.

          
Even Roddy had told her she must take someone. “Use your common sense, my dear,” Roddy had said, speaking as though everyone had it, though he ought to know better.

          
Riding next day to Durdans, Tiffany thought how glorious it was to ride alone, to see nothing anywhere but the gleaming sweep of distance, the round pale bodies of feeding sheep, the dark green clumps of cabbage-trees, like Maori warriors in their mats. All the old joy, the old trouble and pain lay behind her now, and there it would stay. She had promised Roddy. Write poetry again, Tiffy, Roddy had said, coaxing with his guitar. But Dick had killed that. Killed too the virginal feeling which had so strangely persisted in her until she came among these lean lonely alert young men looking at her with eager
              


              reverent eyes. Her cheeks coloured with more than the sun, the fresh clean wind. If they knew I couldn't bear it, she thought, having lately arrived at a humbleness which was exasperating Darien greatly.

          
Yet Skipper was stretching out in a long easy gallop over the springy tussock, and one could use a hundred miles of it as a door-mat any day. Which does give a kind of conquering feeling, thought Tiffany, pulling up beside Argyle going to feed the boundary-dogs. Since nature had provided no fences and men had not yet found time for them, boundary-dogs still served as such on the plains, each prisoned within his stark oasis of kennel and water-trough, each seeing with wild far eyes his fellow-sufferer along the line and barking at him for ever. So timid sheep fed well away from that noise, and though Tiffany pitied the dogs Darien never would. They served the sheep just as she did, and that was honour enough for them.

          
Tiffany ran a critical eye over the spring-cart with its water-barrel and heap of quartered carcasses. Argyle had the alternative manners of a courtier and a navvy, and his poor brain had long since gone askew with its weight of learning. But one accepted him among the many mysteries that drifted to the Plains, and when he wasn't thinking of his ancestor the duke or trying to remember the number of miles between Saturn and Venus he did very well. He looked round now with his vague restless eyes.

          
“Do you know if Jove and Jehovah ever met, miss?” he asked.

          
“Quite likely. They were both energetic,” said Tiffany, always kind to poor Argyle. “I think you'd best hurry a little, Argyle.”

          
“I wonder which met the other most,” said Argyle, obeying.

          
At the slip-rails to the Durdans home-paddock Linda's
              


              Janet and Prue were waiting, bursting with the news of the imminent arrival of Caroline and Emily.

          
“Mamma had the letter yesterday,” cried Prue, looking up with her long lustrous eyes in the sleek dark head, “and she's going round with a wild eye like a ewe refusing suck to her lamb.”

          
“Oh, Prue,” reproved Janet, always so burdened with modesty and respect to elders.

          
“She is. She don't want grandma. I heard her tell papa. What's grandma like, Cousin Tiffy?”

          
Prue must wait and see, said Tiffany, ignoring the elfish child's “I know what that means,” and hitching Skipper to the gate-post as she went in.

          
Linda had at first received Tiffany with reservations, although remembering that queer things happened in war and that she had almost been run away with by Lieutenant Silk herself. But Tiffy did not seem to be mourning a lost husband … and if he hadn't been a husband shouldn't she be mourning a lost something else? Linda consulted Andy, who advised her to believe none of those tales, little woman. “And don't tattle,” said kind competent Andy, who had quite taken mamma's place of adviser to Linda.

          
Linda was pink to her eyebrows with dismay at Caroline's coming, and indeed there was cause. Man, ranging so widely, takes little heed of centres. But to woman (who has to begin there and so seldom gets beyond it) the centre is her all. Now two definite centres were about to meet … and when that happens there are cyclones, aren't there? thought Tiffany, saying that we must marry Emily off at once and then Caroline could live with her. Emily must be used to her.

          
“Nobody could ever be used to mamma,” said Linda. Here she had rooted, encircled herself with seedlings, and now her round alarmed eyes saw mamma pulling them all up. “We have only the one spare room, and I can't ask Andy to build another this year. I don't suppose Darien
              


              …. Run away, children,” cried Linda sharply to inquiring heads at the door.

          
Tiffany didn't suppose it either. Darien of the big striding boots and bright assertive hair never put herself out for any but animals. She loves them best, thought Tiffany, loyally refusing the secret suggestion that Darien loved the money they brought better still. Yet she promised to speak to Darien, riding away, and later sending three incipient miners to Bendemeer's back-door to fill their tucker-bags. “They looked so young and gentlemanly, and they are so sure they can get through the mountains,” she told Darien over cutlets and hot scones with honey.

          
“No end of fools in this world,” said Darien, eating with appetite. But she sat with firm white chin on her hand when Tiffany spoke of Caroline. “I think we'll knock this room into the next and give Emily a dance and a chance,” she said.

          
Also, it would leave them without a spare room for Caroline.

          
Tiffany went to water her flowers a little later; stocks, cherry-pie and wallflower being so gratefully fragrant after the day's heat. Now he sun was gone, but the warm afterglow lingered for hours down here, gilding the far level distances of tussock, the great blocks of shearing-sheds, cart-sheds, stables, stores, and huts lying peaceful against the gleaming sky. In a land that served the sheep, houses meant so little; but Tiffany loved this queer man-evolved procession of room added to room in a long row, each with its door opening on the low wide veranda, where she had planted jasmine and banksia roses and great cloth-of-gold against the poles. Like Linda, like all women, she felt how necessary a centre is. But Roddy never felt that. Dear Don Rodrigo, so ready to love the girls, so ready to leave them for unseen glamour ahead.

          
“I cannot stay. I follow wandering fires….” she sang softly, feeling other lines hurrying urgently to link on.
              


              Until the last light dimmed and wekas began to call beyond the enclosure Tiffany stayed in the garden, discovering such a surprising relief in putting her thoughts into words again.

        

        

          
V

          

Peregrine (whose eyes seemed to have grown closer together with seeing his sons trying to catch Gabriel) took Brian's death with few words, but he went straight to military headquarters and demanded Jerry's release. “My sons have done their share,” he said, hinting firmly at his own long services to the country, which were courteously acknowledged with the reservation that nothing could be done in a hurry.

          
This at least was true, since Cameron (heartily sick of what he called “merely a land-grabbing racket”) so confined his men to the beaches that the Maoris called him The Lame Sea-Gull and the 
Chronicle lightly referred to that king of France who led his army up the hill and led it down again. Paper quarrels between Cameron and Grey grew so dangerous that trembling clerks were forced to write requests that “this correspondence be couched in more becoming language.” Then Grey suddenly flung dilly-dallying to the winds, and went out and won a victory for himself with the colonial troops.

          
All that England had said against New Zealand was nothing to what it said at this. Already it had been flouted by the colonial Parliament's bill for a self-reliant policy, and now its army was ignored. So England formed regulations against the interference of colonial governors in future; but Grey had the country behind him now. Too many cooks in our kitchen and all spoiling the broth—we will get rid of the Imperials and do our own cooking, said gentlemen, buttoning up their coats and wondering where to begin.

          
England began, slowly and with great dignity 
with-
                


                drawing her regiments. Then wild squalls of fear blew up and down the country. “The unjustifiable risk,” cried the southern papers. “We are rushing headlong to ruin,” cried settlers, who had not rushed anywhere else for years. “‘Avoid the man who is hasty in his speech, for there is more hope for a fool than for him,’” declaimed Sir Winston at the Institute … which had lost half its interest since Sir Peregrine Lovel was no longer there to put them all to rights.

          
Down in the Parliament at Wellington Peregrine was making speeches, and Sally sat with Lucilla in the Ladies' Gallery to hear. As he had never been young (thought Sally) it seemed that he would never be old. Even this crushing blow of Brian's death had not broken or even bent him. With a little added portliness for dignity, assisted by his eyeglass, his white carnation, and his undoubted elegance, he made his points with the cold precision that Sally had always feared. Never yet have I really been able to feel that he is my husband. Oh, how can I be so wicked? What will become of me, thought Sally, looking so piteous and pretty under a little blue chip-hat that Lucilla put a hot arm round her.

          
“Don't be alarmed. He'll get through it all right,” said Lucilla, who would never forgive him for selling the house and letting mamma and the girls loose upon the world. Probably she'd have to take some of them presently, since her Mr Piper had a great respect for anyone connected with titles.

          
Peregrine had no doubt about getting through, although dimly conscious that being Sir Peregrine helped. He began at once about the necessity for New Zealand to fight its own battles.

          
“Gentlemen, as England has refused financial help in the future, we can no longer support twelve thousand of the Imperial Army at forty pounds per head per annum, in addition to all our own volunteers, militia, and constabulary. The country is millions of pounds in debt.
              


              Progress, enterprise of every kind is being not merely crippled but murdered. Under dual control we have for years been hampered by the fact that our colonial Parliament makes the laws and the Imperial Army is at liberty to ignore them.

          
“The English soldier,” went on Peregrine, who never forgot that he had been one himself, “is the finest in the world. But he also is hampered by the instructions of the English Parliament, while in methods, tradition, and physique he cannot possibly be so suitable as our young tough colonials for the very difficult guerilla warfare which seems unhappily to be our lot. This step, which must penalize our young men still further, has not been arrived at without grave consideration. But we who are responsible are assured that the time has come when New Zealand must stand upon her own feet….”

          
Even if I lose Jerry too there is no other way to save the country, thought Peregrine, sinking the father in the patriot for a whole hour yet, and was so exhausted at the end of it that he accepted Lucilla's kisses and congratulations with apathy. They'll never let Jerry go when this gets into the papers, he felt, driving home silently with Sally. To sow himself and his sons that others might reap … is this what it means to be a pioneer?

          
“I believe Parliament has the whole North behind it now,” said Jermyn, coming up to Peregrine's rented house in Wellington. “But these papers make me dubious about the South.”

          
The South, busy at lambing, shearing, rounding up its mobs of cattle in the ranges, was dubious about itself. It wanted neither conscription nor war-debts but was likely to get both.

          
“'Pon honour, y'know, it seems that New Zealand has cut her own throat,” said an English cadet, calling in at Durdans and finding it surprisingly full of Lovels. “Not exactly complimentary to the Imperials, neither. But let New Zealand cut her own throat if—”

          


          
Andrew (who had gone colonial with the best of them since he now had a share in Durdans) ceased playing with little Deborah to retort:

          
“Apparently it was that or letting the Maoris do it, sir.” These young scions of good English families apprenticing themselves on the stations in order to learn farming—what did they know about anything? Never would he have one on Durdans.

          
“Oh, la! What we have suffered from the Maoris,” cried Caroline, getting out a black-edged handkerchief and beginning to sob. “When I think of my poor dear Sir John—”

          
“There, there, mamma darling. He can't be killed again, though Sophy and Maria may be,” said Emily, running with the smelling-bottle, kneeling in a flutter of white frills by Caroline. “You see, sir, the Maoris killed dear papa,” she explained, looking up, since that was her most effective attitude, though one didn't often get the chance. Emily (to the dismay of her family) promised to be quite as voluptuous as Caroline, and had no more sense, thought Andrew, who was finding it rather difficult to be jovial just now.

          
“She don't remember him often, Mr Morley,” said Linda placidly. “Only when she finds a mourning handkerchief in her drawer. You'd better burn them all, Emily.”

          
Having beaten mamma in a couple of stand-up fights, easy-going Linda was beginning to take a high hand. It was so wonderful to discover that mamma was but human after all.

          
“'Pon honour … so sorry to have upset the lady,” apologized young Morley, riding on to Bendemeer, where the ladies were never upset. An awful-looking female, all gimp and bugles, and the other … making eyes … “Who the dickens are they?” he inquired, sitting down comfortably with Tiffany and Darien.

          
Tiffany, reading the Northern papers, left explanations
              


              to Darien, who suddenly remembered that she had vowed to marry Emily off, also that Tom Morley always repeated everything he was told.

          
“Lady Lovel is going back presently to her married daughter in Wellington,” she said, inventing as fast as she could. “I hope she'll leave Emily here, for the poor child can't call her soul her own. The finest of girls, and so damned unselfish she lets that ogre of a mother eat her up.”

          
“By Jove,” said young Morley, much impressed. Perhaps those dark eyes had been appealing for help. But he couldn't offer it. No cadet with his term to serve could. Darien followed up:

          
“We're giving the dear girl a dance soon. Twentyfifth. I never write letters, so you must tell all the men we know that we'll expect them, Tom.”

          
“Delighted. Honoured. By Jove, that is splendid of you. Except twice at the Christchurch race-time I haven't danced since I left Home. We'll all be here, you may be sure. I … I suppose you wouldn't give me the first dance, Lady Calthorpe?”

          
“You suppose quite right, my lad. Tell your boss I'm keeping it for him … or somebody else. Oh,” cried Darien, seized with another notion that might help Emily, “I hope old Lady Lovel won't die first. Such a weak heart she may go off pop any moment.”

          
“By Jove,” said Morley again, and Darien let that sink in. Young Tom had few ideas, but what were given him he held. “If you only did as much as I do we'd have Emily married in a month,” she told Tiffany when Morley was gone.

          
“Yes,” said Tiffany, her mind still with the northern papers in what seemed to be another country. Still the North agonized, she read, in the struggle that had killed Brian, that had taken Hew's right arm, that was taking so much else. Philosophy don't help much, thought 
Tif-
                


                fany, though thankful that General Chute, who had replaced Cameron, was proving how the Imperials, when led by determination, could go into the bush and do as much hard hitting as Von Tempsky. And there was so much help now from loyal Maoris, who were becoming majors and captains under the pakeha.

          
At any rate Sally wrote hopefully to Roddy that Jerry might be home soon now, and she was growing used to Wellington with its houses all hung like wasp-nests on its steep hills, but everyone was very sorry that Sir George Grey had been recalled by England…. “And I am sending you two more vests of red flannel, my darling, which I hope will reach you some day. You seem so very far away,” wrote Sally, feeling how everybody was far away, except Mr Lovel, who was always so very near.

          
Matters, felt Peregrine, would be much complicated by the departure of Grey who, whatever his faults, had now become an institution and, having proved himself soldier as well as ruler, was deserving of all respect. England would never forgive his behaviour to the Imperials, and she had treated him badly, cried the papers now, combining to send him off in a blaze of glory, forgetting for the moment how they had formerly hated him.

          
There was, it seemed, so much that it would be well to forget everywhere. Jermyn, coming down from Auckland, told of such poverty there that hard-pressed fathers of families were burning their houses to get the insurance-money, and immigrants, still hopefully arriving, went North to hard labour on the kauri gum-fields—since America was demanding gum for something or other—or so crowded the boats going round to Westland and down to Thames that there was really not standing room.

          
“Have to make a living somehow, poor devils; but we English are so improvident,” said Jermyn, telling how Chinese were scavenging on the worked-over Dunedin gold-fields, making good livings where the white man had starved. “Westland seems the only place now, though
              


              I shan't go there. I shall write another book, since my last had some success,” he said.

          
Jermyn had lost his hungry look now, thought Sally rather wistfully. Always compensations for men and so few for women. Even Mr Lovel (it was very difficult to call him Sir Peregrine) had found so many that she couldn't keep track of them: Parliament, the Wellington Harbour Board, the importing of quantities of English birds—sparrows, larks, thrushes, what not—to replace the clear native songsters.

          
Jermyn laid his hand over Sally's lying quiet in her lap.

          
“Still adamant, my Sally? There is yet time for Scotland and the heather.”

          
“Oh, Jermyn!” The flood-gates suddenly burst in Sally. “I wish I could. Oh, how I wish I could. I am so lonely….”

          
Jermyn put his arms round her. Passion, he felt, had left him. That mad sweet riot of the senses had passed to a younger generation now, and heaven send they made better use of it. “At lease we could grow old together,” he said.

          
But Sally couldn't even do that, so unaccountable are women. So he dried her eyes for her, telling her how Sophia darned Major Henry's socks with variegated wools and how Maria fed him on mush until he came to Jermyn pleading for a night on the tiles again. “If I don't get blind drunk I shall be rude to those women, poor devils,” said the Major.

          
So he and the Major had had a glorious time, though the girls kept the Major in bed for two days after, and Auckland wasn't what it was; with everyone still mad on the desire for separation, and the papers so scurrilous about Wellington and Parliament that the Maoris (having long since replaced the missionary Bible with newspapers) respected nobody, not even themselves, and got
              


              drunker even than the pakeha—which was very unpleasant and quite dangerous.

          
“I don't feel we have governed this country at all well,” complained Jermyn to Peregrine coming in.

          
But Peregrine, who had the undying quality of absolute belief in himself, wouldn't agree. Grey, he said, standing in his old stiff attitude before the fireplace, was the last of the really executive governors. Bowen would be little more than a pleasant figurehead, and with all power passing into the hands of the Parliament matters would soon be put straight now. “It was merely a free hand that we needed,” said Peregrine, looking like a premier already, with statues and busts preparing for him everywhere and never any for Sally.

        

        

          
VI

          

Westland, beyond the Southern Alps, was too drunken with gold to trouble about parliaments. Like a woman's bright scarf it lay between rough seas and bush-hills, with the Alps peering down on considerably more life than they had seen since the northern chiefs came down several hundred years ago to kill all the gentle Maoris living there because they would not tell where the sacred store of greenstone was hid. Perhaps they didn't know. Perhaps the mountains didn't. It was so long ago that one forgot.

          
The chiefs had gone back empty-handed, and the quick bush had covered the dead bones; so that the mountains nodded their white heads together, saying: We have refused man; he knows our power now. Yet later had come this rabble with white faces, tearing the fern-clothed hill-flanks to ribbons, grubbing deep holes in search of the greenstone … which was yellow when they got it but they didn't know the difference. A displeasing rabble, scaring all the sweet shy birds with their scarlet 
camp-
                


                fires, their great blotches of pale tents, their lanterns, stuck on poles, their endless noise.

          
We'll see what we can do this time, said the mountains, pouring down avalanches, snow, floods, anything they could think of on these intruders. But the intruders throve on that food, coming endlessly over the glaciers, the swollen rivers, the desolate shingle valleys, the granite heights; round the coast in little pitching steamers; down the long deep bush ways from Collingwood.

          
Then Cobb's coach came galloping in over the new road through Arthur's Pass, bringing gold commissioners, bank managers, and other important gentlemen from Christchurch, seventy miles off across the Plains. The coach, with its high red wheels spinning, its six snorting horses handled by Ned Devine, that famous whip of all time, floored the mountains. I suppose that's what they call civilization down there, said the mountains, veiling their tall heads in clouds and declining to look at it.

          
Roddy Lovel, the Graham boys (big bearded men now) from Kororareka, half the youth of New Zealand looked at it with gusto; looked with superiority on these thousands of aliens bringing their strange tongues with them, their strange new methods of despatch.

          
Although not making a fortune Roddy had more than a little in the bank. So on the whole he was very content with the world, lounging in the crowd one evening to see Cobb's coach come roaring in through a misty rain, its gay red wheels and body spattered with mud. Ned Devine had a new gold commissioner aboard to-night, so the boy blew the horn lustily and the horses shook the foam from shining bits as Ned swung them gloriously up to the Empire, where all the quality lodged. The great man descended heavily in his caped coat, the peak of his cloth cap over his eyes; and between the flaring lanterns the landlord hurried out, very obsequious, since gold commissioners make a deal of trouble if they don't like you.

          


          
Roddy, intent on making trouble and being disliked, followed Mr Nick Flower in over the red carpet, stood before him.

          
“May I have a word with you presently, Mr Flower? My name is Lovel.”

          
Nick Flower looked with his half-shut blue eyes in a stare. He never forgot faces, and Roddy had the native grace of the aristocratic Lovels … of whom himself was not one. Despite his working-clothes this fellow apparently remembered that he was Sir Peregrine's heir, with a clean neckerchief tied in a fancy knot, clean hands preparing for the heirloom ring. Finely built, too. Probably as strong as Flower. Flower said suavely:

          
“Glad to meet you again, Rod. Have a drink?”

          
“Thanks,” said Roddy, flushing and thinking of his dear Tiffy, so betrayed by this man among the old traditions. “I will wait until you are at liberty. I don't drink with my enemies, Mr Flower.”
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This surely was the beginning of the end, thought Auckland, becoming monstrous gay; with sailor-men making Loafer's Corner quite dangerous of an evening, and young officers climbing Jacob's Ladder for bets.

          
Caroline was preparing for another card-party. Although still tiers of crape below the waist, Caroline was alarmingly breaking out into purple bows and gold chains, brooches, and lockets above, and sewing peacock-feathers in her cap. “I feel it our duty to think of others,” she told Sally. “And I'm sure poor dear John wouldn't mind because I always tie a crape bow to each table-leg.”

          
John was now always “poor dear John” to Caroline; but Sally felt it was not he that was to be pitied, with the war still going on, since what might have been a rout in the Waikato if briskly followed up had resolved itself into another of Cameron's slow marches. And Auckland's Parliament squabbled fiercely with Grey over the confiscation of rich land and his lenient treatment of Maori prisoners.

          
Governmental ministers and settlers were all for confiscation and hammering the devils to the limit; while Grey, backed up by London's Colonial Office, which hadn't seen the work of years go up in flame, talked at large of leniency, and the army wobbled uncertainly between the two. Tamihana, chased out of the pa of his kingship and reading in the papers what Parliament proposed to do with them all, prepared for a last stand; but the unquenchable Rewi was at it first, entrenching with some three hundred warriors under the very nose of a brigadier at Orakau and quite unconscious of the immortality it was to bring him.

          


          
The three Lovel brothers were with Von Tempsky's Rangers, part of the two thousand pakeha who surrounded Rewi's pa; and Roddy knew well how there would be little water in the pa and probably no food but raw potatoes and vegetable-marrows. Except in long-established pas with the house-proud women to fill the patakas, the Maoris never thought enough about the commissariat. But for days Rewi withstood the battering of rifles and artillery, and then Cameron, who had always so hated killing Maoris, pushed up a sap and invited surrender.

          
“To the General. Salutations,” replied Rewi politely. “The end of that. This is the word of the Maori. We will fight for ever and ever and ever.”

          
“Ake, ake, ake … for ever and ever and ever,” shouted his gaunt men above the broken palisades.

          
“Then let the women and children come out before we kill you all,” invited Cameron. But the spirit of Thermopylae was also among the women. Rewi returned their answer. “The women too will fight ake, ake, ake.”

          
“Then, for God's sake, let them have it and get it over,” said Cameron, wishing himself anywhere else.

          
Roddy, flinging hand-grenades, saw them snatched by the women and flung back, saw a tall wild-eyed woman so like Haini Fleete that his mind rushed back into the past and he could scarcely see for tears.

          
Wild shouting now, a thrusting of men. To the South the Maoris were driving out in a swift fierce wedge through the surprised regiments, spreading into the thick flax-swamp beyond. So it was “Cavalry!” now. “Rangers!”

          
Can there be a God? thought Roddy, obeying orders, plunging in the swamp to his waist, cutting, lunging at the gaunt weak fellows whose one idea now was to get somewhere and drink in peace. Such a savage hand-to-hand fight in the sucking smelling swamp among the tall stiff flax-bushes and the crackling koradi-sticks. Such a
            


            long fighting in the bush around, until in the coming night the greater number of that little garrison lay starkly awaiting burial, while their dauntless souls went with the little green lizards to Rienga.

          
“Ake, ake, ake,” said Von Tempsky, weary over the camp-fire. “Has there been anything like it since the days of the old Greeks? What madness makes you kill such men when you may want them to fight for you some day?”

          
“They're as strong as we are. We have to,” said young Jerry, very wise under a head-bandage.

          
Brian said: “Ake, ake, ake! that would make a good slogan. I'll take it back to Auckland.” And he did, so that cricketers and footballers shouted it and, fifty years later, Maori regiments, dying for England in the Great War, were still shouting: “Ake, ake, ake!”

          
With a broken leg Roddy creaked back in a bullockdray to Auckland Hospital. Mamma, so pretty and gentle in one of these new chip hats with dove-colour ribbons tied under her chin, came to read him Tiffany's latest letter. Perhaps Tiffy had found something to hold on to in spite of Sackville, in spite of Nick Flower, whom Roddy would have a reckoning with if ever he could find him.

          
Tiffany, it seemed, had found nothing to hold on to at first. She had thought some mad old pagan god must have made the Canterbury Plains, because any other would have had more imagination. A monstrous level living thing, sprawling dun-colour against all the horizons like some neolithic animal, breathing so steadily and awfully with the wind running in its tussock hair.

          
“I couldn't write of it at first, it was so much more frightening than crossing the rivers, though they were bad. But when we had to drive for over sixty miles across that dreadful live body that seemed as though it might turn any minute and destroy us, I felt as though we were adventuring into hell. Darien liked it. She said it was such good feed for the sheep.”

          
Roddy smiled. This practical Homeric Darien, turning
            


            monsters into sheep-feed. But Tiffy finally had found something to hold on to. There were lovely clumps of cabbage-trees, she wrote, and a tiny hill behind Bendemeer up which she ran every night to watch the sun go to his royal bedding behind the Southern Alps.

          
“The sun has quite a new array of colours down here,” she went on, “so gaudily grand that each time you can hear him saying: You can't beat that! Then he says good night and winks at me and disappears into his snowy bedclothes, which are everywhere six thousand feet above the Plain. So I come down, well content, to help the female half of the married couple cook supper, and listen to Darien attacking Robertson, whom she made overseer when she sent the manager away.

          
“‘Ah'm no drunk, ma leddy,’ says Robertson who has been away for a fortnight bringing stores from Christ-church. ‘Stand on one leg then,’ says Darien. But Robertson knows better and goes off to the men's huts, while Darien comes glowing in with bundles of accounts, which she nearly eats instead of the cutlets, she is so busy checking them. So I sew and read the papers and make candles and set bread, and we are both early abed since we rise at dawn.”

          
If Tiffy isn't happy she hides it well, thought Roddy, remarking that he would go down and see her as soon as his leg was healed, since papa with his prayers and politics was less palatable than ever, and wouldn't his little mammy run away with him too? “I'd enjoy an elopement with you monstrously,” said Roddy, light from the little diamond-panes falling faint on his white face and yellow head.

          
Another man had urged that with more meaning. But it couldn't be done, and Parliament was removing to Wellington at the beginning of 1865 and Mr Lovel going with it. And he was sending Jerry at once to Canterbury, said Sally, feeling how life was like the chain-stitch sewing-machine, never tying its threads. So many untied
            


            threads hanging round her. Jermyn, who was writing his book all about beloved England and beloving lovers, with smacks and spikes of Mr Disraeli for the gentlemen; Tiffy, who would have to gather up her broken life un-aided; Roddy, always going away; Brian, who had never been near even when she put a compress on his sore throat; Caroline, Sophia, Maria … all untied threads about a Sally so wanting to rush into life's dim perspective and challenge it. But it would go on receding until the end….

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Promenade

II



          
II

          

After a few more engagements the Maoris finally re-treated into the wild ramparts about the Urewera country, where it seemed wise to leave them, since not even missionaries had penetrated there. So Parliament grimly assessed the war bill at several millions, exclusive of quite unassessable damage to progression, and went to Wellington in the hope that conditions would be pleasanter, while for Auckland the bottom fell out of things.

          
“See the withers of the galled jade wince,” said Sir Winston, marching off with yellow wig over his ear in processions of indignant Aucklanders demanding instant separation. Was it to be imagined that they would bear the rule of that upstart town Wellington? They would drown in their mud-flats first.

          
“Separation might be excellent if we could also separate from our debts,” remarked the 
Chronicle. “Otherwise, the notion of allowing Wellington to pay them commends itself to us.”

          
Peregrine selling his houses, at great loss, for such wealth as there was now flowed southward, looked on Wellington as merely a step to Canterbury. Ship-building was dying fast in competition against Wellington and Dunedin, and he meant Jerry to turn Darien out of Bendemeer soon.

          
But Peregrine had reckoned without the Angel Gabriel.
              


              Gabriel (who must be more of a joker than one thought) had appeared among the Taranaki Maoris, had chosen a gentle madman named Te Ua for his prophet, and immediately proceeded to extremes. Von Tempsky and his Rangers, Whitmore and other Volunteer leaders went out after Te Ua, and found themselves confronted with the most shocking thing yet.

          
“We have so embittered the Maoris,” wrote Brian, “that they loathe us and our religion, and are setting their subtle wits to debase both. Being very hearty about it—as in all they do—they have soon twisted Te Ua's simple creed of Pai Marire, which I believe means Goodness and Grace, into the most revolting heathenism to be compassed by savage and thwarted souls.”

          
Roddy was now gone South, and Peregrine (seeing two sons meeting Goodness and Grace in such form) began to wonder seriously if Providence did love him after all. Jermyn, singing in the drawing-room, was a mocker.

          

            
To you, to you all love and faith is due.


            
Only for you the heav'ns forgat all measure.
          

          
So sang Jermyn, looking at Sally. Peregrine went out to meet with fury Major Henry's suggestion that they should all go to Australia.

          
“I will be a hanger-on in no land, sir,” said Peregrine. Surely Gabriel must soon relent.

          
But Gabriel had now provided the head of an English officer to be stuck on a pole and danced round until the Maori dancers fell frothing at the mouth and the tohungas leapt with glee among the writhing limbs. Old Te Patiti, born and bred on superstition, seized his sticks and danced too, feeling that now we had really got something to destroy the pakeha at last. Soon all pakeha heads would be on poles, soon we would dance England off the earth, thought Te Patiti, reeling over and staring up at the tohungas with entranced eyes. Haini stood unwieldy but majestic among them. She couldn't be a tohunga, but she
              


              could prophesy and did, letting loose long years of hate and longing, while Hemi stood by with bursting heart.

          
Hemi had weathered the physical war, but this challenged the spirit. Built with Maori art upon the Bible, salted with all dark fanaticism, with mesmerism, with the most bloody of pagan rites, the new religion shook minds which had been stuffed and bewildered by missionaries with undigested texts—minds which were also tormented by the knowledge that the Maori was a beaten race. We warriors couldn't do it. Perhaps Gabriel can, thought Hemi, feeling the frenzy that is in all Maori blood work in him until with a strange wolfish howl he leapt in among the dancers.

          
Wild and barbarous ritual began shooting up like the upas-tree, and it was soon discovered that any white head on a pole would do. Gabriel would take charge of them all, marching with his converts round the country, destroying and befouling all they touched. Rangers, Constabulary, Volunteers ploughed through the clogging bush after that mad flaunting trumpet, sometimes hearing far-off in a still night the wild cry: “Hapa! Pai-marire. Hau! Hau!”

          
Gabriel (consulting daily with Jehovah) promised that the cry would turn any English bullet, and in desperation Hemi managed to believe it unless he awoke in the unearthly hour before the dawn and heard the birds. Divine orchestras, such as Tihane had so loved, pouring from those swelling feathered throats, bringing again that beauty which the Hau Haus were denying to the world. Bellbirds intent on their clear morning chiming, tuis loud and glorious up and down their perfect scales, great wood-pigeons booming low melodious basses, fantasias of a thousand robins and wrens, native thrushes going mad with some inner glory, the high chuckling laughter of parrakeets….

          
Gabriel, do you really want such noises, wondered
              


              Hemi, hearing the Hau Haus raising their morning orisons against the birds. Von Tempsky heard them too; and that night the Rangers, moving almost as silently as Maoris, lay near the Hau Hau camp, dirty and very hungry, having had nothing but the rum-ration for two days. Brian felt disgustedly of his black stubble, wishing he was shaving in Auckland with warm water. Jerry was fretting over Peregrine's desire that he should proceed at once to Canterbury.

          
“I think Von might let me go,” he muttered to Brian. “I've had near four years of this.”

          
“I've had five,” retorted Brian. “And there may be another five.”

          
“It's cursed unfair,” growled Jerry, looking like Uncle John in a temper. “Taking all our youth—”

          
But war always did that. “So long as it don't take our lives,” said Brian, shrugging. Was this foul thing to go on for ever and ever? He dragged pencil and paper from his knapsack and began a love-letter to Miss Alice Whitman. “There seems no use in even hoping for this trouble to end,” wrote Brian, “and when I think of you I cannot wait. Can you consent to marry me on my next leave, my own dear Blue-Eyes?” And more to the same effect.

          
A leave for Brian came sooner than he expected. A brush with the Hau Haus next day in a deep shadowed gully, and no Brian at the camp-fire for that night's roll-call. Hemi, who had fought with madness ending in a forced march, thought himself still mad when he saw a familiar dark disdainful head upon a pole, saw a bunch of gold seals and trinkets with the Lovel crest strung round the neck of a leaping maniac. Then all his madness fell from him, and he turned about and walked straight off for a hundred miles or so to old Tamihana, who had long since made his peace with God and man.

          
“Take me for your slave,” said gaunt tattered Hemi, kneeling down. “For I am not fit to be a chief.”

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Promenade

III





          
III

          

In Auckland Sophia was feeling the world very unkind, what with Uncle Peregrine selling the house over their heads, and mamma and Emily going to Canterbury. “Why can't I go too?” demanded Sophia, her tongue nearly hanging out at thought of all the rich station-holders.

          
Linda, said Caroline, had only sent for Emily, and since she knew very well that no young lady could travel alone, of course she must have expected her mother too. “I always think Providence must have sold the farm for us just when we needed the money,” said Caroline, pulling old gowns of purple satin and orange and plum-colour merinos and baréges out of trunks. Even poor dear John couldn't expect her to go to Sydney in crape, and if she did not get away soon Peregrine might look for repayment of her borrowings—which of course she would be glad to settle, only no one could do the impossible.

          
“Did Linda ask you, mamma?” said Maria, so ready with awkward questions.

          
“A mother don't wait for a daughter to ask her. She knows she is always welcome. I think you girls had better go and live with Major Henry,” said Caroline, feeling that he was too old to put up much of a fight.

          
“Oh, yes. And with Jermyn,” cried Sophia, peeping in the mirror. In a dim light her spots were hardly noticeable, and she would do her hair in the new way with rolls. It may be only because he thinks he is too old that he hasn't spoken, since he has married no one else, she thought, feeling how soon she could better that when living in the house.

          
But neither age nor anything else kept Jermyn from speaking when an agitated Major Henry put Caroline's proposal before him.

          
“If you take those two moulting guinea-hens I'll never enter the house again,” said Jermyn.

          


          
“Damn it, boy, you don't suppose I want 'em,” protested the Major, dragging at his grey whiskers. “But I suppose the poor devils must live somewhere.”

          
Jermyn didn't see why they should. He went up to talk to a tremulous Sally, with cap sliding off her head and boxes half-packed for Wellington. “Sing to me, I am so tired,” said Sally. So Jermyn sang:

          

            
Will ye come to the Hielands, Leezie Lindesay,


            
My luve and my bonny dear to be?


            
Will ye kilt up your kirtle, Leezie Lindesay,


            
And awa' to the Hielands wi' me?
          

          
And having sung that, he said: “A wise callant, that, Sally, never talking of wedding-rings. Will ye awa' wi' me when Peregrine goes to Wellington? He'll have so much luggage he'll never miss you.”

          
“He would when he wanted it unpacked,” said Sally, but her voice shook. So many times in days gone by Jermyn had moved her heart with that old song. He rose and came to her.

          
“I mean it as I have always meant it, my dear. All our lives are being upset through no fault of our own, and yours is so lonely now. Your young ones will never return to the nest, Sally. Come with me to England … to Scotland. And you shall lie in the heather and play with the fairies, and I'll make books out of the running brooks … and you and I will be young again, and so very happy, I think.”

          
This Sally, who would never really be past the playtime she had never known, was tempted now as she had not been tempted before. Almost piteously she clutched at Eternity…. “We shall have all that, Jermyn.”

          
“You know I don't believe in Eternity.”

          
“I do, dear.”

          
“That don't make one.”

          
Didn't it? Could beliefs make anything sure? But life was such a meaningless muddle without them. She tried to smile.

          


          
“My Eternity is so strong it will get you there in spite of yourself. And Mr Lovel really does seem to need me now.”

          
“Merely to promenade with. Let him take Sophia.”

          
Sally began to laugh, suddenly laid her still bright head upon his arm. “Please, please don't make it harder,” she begged. Virtuous promenade with Mr Lovel was surely the very hardest exercise ever required of a woman….

          
Of the hegira of Caroline and Emily to Sydney and then in another small steamer back to New Zealand's South Island Peregrine heard only that it had cost very much more than was expected, and would he please buy Sophia some wool for framing her texts.

          
There were also numberless sheets of thin paper for Sally, who would be so eager to hear of Tiffany and Darien. Caroline, who considered herself drama and so often turned out to be comedy, had not approved of Sydney. “No one seemed to realize who I was, and very few returned my bows. A vulgar place. But they have hansom cabs, which Auckland hasn't.”

          
Sally struggled on through Caroline's gaudy Italian handwriting, searching for news of Tiffy and Darien. “Even the ladies here talk of horses and race-meetings which I consider most ungenteel and said so. I bought at the Monster Clothing Hall a black lace mantle to go with my violet velvet, and Emily paid three-and-six for a pink scarf which was very extravagant. We travelled across the Plains by Cobb's Royal Mail Coach with six horses but it had no springs and made me feel so unwell that I almost fainted a dozen times and I must say the other passengers were quite disagreeable though I had to lean on them. The Plains are shocking empty. Emily saw in the distance what she thought were cattle but I consider to be lions since none but wild creatures who knew no better would live here, though Linda does and she and her children are very well behaved, I must say, and Andrew
              


              should be thankful I took such pains with her. We came to a big river….”

          
Caroline's description of the big river occupied two pages, describing her anguish when the horses got into a quicksand, and everyone was nearly tipped out on shinglespits and drowned in the swift streams, and had to avoid the ford because of great trees brought down by the last flood.

          
“Sodom and Golgotha for miles, and I fainted dead away as any lady would. But Emily cried all the time so we got through, though how we lived I really cannot say. So the coach left us at what they call an accommodation-house but I couldn't find any accommodation and a boy was sent on a horse to tell Andrew we had arrived. And thank goodness for that.

          
“Yet we were far from arriving since we had seven more miles to drive in a strange conveyance called a buggy and not intended for crinolines and Andrew so fat I didn't know him, and Linda fat too when we got there. I said at once: You must give up cream again, Linda, as an example to Emily though I haven't seen any rich station-holders yet. But we have only been here two days and I am still so sore I must conclude, and if it hadn't been for the devotion of a mother which can even endure my sufferings I would never have come….”

          
Not one word of Darien nor Tiffy. Sally began to cry softly, then discovered a sheet from Emily that promised better. Emily (a natural gusher) was full of rapturous italics. “The 
darling children. You'd never expect Linda's to be so handsome. Andrew so broad and 
jovial. Quite the vieux rose,” wrote Emily, feeling that French was always so telling. “Dear mamma almost 
lived on her drops, since her nerves gave out daily and her screams made us all 
shudder, though I held the vinaigrette to her nose the whole way over the big river which was very difficult to do. There was a vastly handsome gentleman in the coach, but he was so 
shy and didn't like to be looked at. Darien
              


              says she and Tiffany have taken all the beaux on the Plains, but they'll 
spare me one. She looks vastly healthy and so does Tiffy though there is nothing but tussock anywhere. Linda's house is quite 
a la morte though starting with four rooms but now many attachments and the nor'west wind blew some away. Darien says it blows the dogs off the chains and paint off drays, and may blow me into some station-owner's house. So I say, let the wind blow.”
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God, you were tired when you made this country, said Roddy when first he saw the Plains. But Darien and Tiffany soon cured him of that. So did the jovial young station-owners (everybody was young and jovial here) riding down for the mail at the accommodation-house, riding back over twenty miles or so of tussock, and never failing to call in at Durdans and Bendemeer on their way. Always open doors for passers-by on the Plains, and always room in the men's whares for tired tramps.

          
At Durdans young men stayed a night and possibly two, hanging over pig-pens and branding-yards, talking sheep and cattle with Andrew Greer. At Bendemeer they sipped of Society as they had not done since leaving England, basking in such delight as comforted (or discomforted) them for barren weeks; talked and squabbled and jested, ate quantities of cake and scones, and sang every song that anyone could remember. Roddy's guitar had been immensely popular until he too followed the new gold-rush over the ranges to Westland where all the world seemed hurrying now.

          
“Can't keep hut cooks or shepherds,” complained station-owners and cadets, condoling with Darien finding herself in like case. “If the Kaiapoi Maoris turn miner too we'll have to shear our own sheep,” said Toby Bayles, his round face solemn over the consumption of buttermilk scones.

          


          
Darien was on the hearth-rug toasting bread. In a tight tawny jupe and flowing skirt she was also toasting hearts that were eager for beauty and getting little elsewhere “We'll have shearing-bees,” she proposed. “You boys will shear my sheep, and Tiffy and I will pick-up for you all.”

          
They laughed together, these young things, taking chances for the glory of the game. Chances against the fierce nor'wester roaring out of the gorges for three days on end, leaving stripped trees and roofs, overturned tanks and other ruin in its trail. Chances against the bitter south winds killing young lambs by the hundred, against snow in the ranges and flooded rivers, against loneliness and drink.

          
But man (who has so few virtues) cannot resist the cosmic virtue of holding on. So roofs were anchored somehow, English trees grew lustily into break-winds, yolk rose in the wool on the rich virgin grasses, and wealth was coming everywhere to the Plains. How many of these men in their rough shabby riding-clothes and un-darned socks could show banking accounts that would make the mouths of northern folk water, thought Darien, wishing she knew which Tiffy would choose in the end.

          
Even Roddy had told her she must take someone. “Use your common sense, my dear,” Roddy had said, speaking as though everyone had it, though he ought to know better.

          
Riding next day to Durdans, Tiffany thought how glorious it was to ride alone, to see nothing anywhere but the gleaming sweep of distance, the round pale bodies of feeding sheep, the dark green clumps of cabbage-trees, like Maori warriors in their mats. All the old joy, the old trouble and pain lay behind her now, and there it would stay. She had promised Roddy. Write poetry again, Tiffy, Roddy had said, coaxing with his guitar. But Dick had killed that. Killed too the virginal feeling which had so strangely persisted in her until she came among these lean lonely alert young men looking at her with eager
              


              reverent eyes. Her cheeks coloured with more than the sun, the fresh clean wind. If they knew I couldn't bear it, she thought, having lately arrived at a humbleness which was exasperating Darien greatly.

          
Yet Skipper was stretching out in a long easy gallop over the springy tussock, and one could use a hundred miles of it as a door-mat any day. Which does give a kind of conquering feeling, thought Tiffany, pulling up beside Argyle going to feed the boundary-dogs. Since nature had provided no fences and men had not yet found time for them, boundary-dogs still served as such on the plains, each prisoned within his stark oasis of kennel and water-trough, each seeing with wild far eyes his fellow-sufferer along the line and barking at him for ever. So timid sheep fed well away from that noise, and though Tiffany pitied the dogs Darien never would. They served the sheep just as she did, and that was honour enough for them.

          
Tiffany ran a critical eye over the spring-cart with its water-barrel and heap of quartered carcasses. Argyle had the alternative manners of a courtier and a navvy, and his poor brain had long since gone askew with its weight of learning. But one accepted him among the many mysteries that drifted to the Plains, and when he wasn't thinking of his ancestor the duke or trying to remember the number of miles between Saturn and Venus he did very well. He looked round now with his vague restless eyes.

          
“Do you know if Jove and Jehovah ever met, miss?” he asked.

          
“Quite likely. They were both energetic,” said Tiffany, always kind to poor Argyle. “I think you'd best hurry a little, Argyle.”

          
“I wonder which met the other most,” said Argyle, obeying.

          
At the slip-rails to the Durdans home-paddock Linda's
              


              Janet and Prue were waiting, bursting with the news of the imminent arrival of Caroline and Emily.

          
“Mamma had the letter yesterday,” cried Prue, looking up with her long lustrous eyes in the sleek dark head, “and she's going round with a wild eye like a ewe refusing suck to her lamb.”

          
“Oh, Prue,” reproved Janet, always so burdened with modesty and respect to elders.

          
“She is. She don't want grandma. I heard her tell papa. What's grandma like, Cousin Tiffy?”

          
Prue must wait and see, said Tiffany, ignoring the elfish child's “I know what that means,” and hitching Skipper to the gate-post as she went in.

          
Linda had at first received Tiffany with reservations, although remembering that queer things happened in war and that she had almost been run away with by Lieutenant Silk herself. But Tiffy did not seem to be mourning a lost husband … and if he hadn't been a husband shouldn't she be mourning a lost something else? Linda consulted Andy, who advised her to believe none of those tales, little woman. “And don't tattle,” said kind competent Andy, who had quite taken mamma's place of adviser to Linda.

          
Linda was pink to her eyebrows with dismay at Caroline's coming, and indeed there was cause. Man, ranging so widely, takes little heed of centres. But to woman (who has to begin there and so seldom gets beyond it) the centre is her all. Now two definite centres were about to meet … and when that happens there are cyclones, aren't there? thought Tiffany, saying that we must marry Emily off at once and then Caroline could live with her. Emily must be used to her.

          
“Nobody could ever be used to mamma,” said Linda. Here she had rooted, encircled herself with seedlings, and now her round alarmed eyes saw mamma pulling them all up. “We have only the one spare room, and I can't ask Andy to build another this year. I don't suppose Darien
              


              …. Run away, children,” cried Linda sharply to inquiring heads at the door.

          
Tiffany didn't suppose it either. Darien of the big striding boots and bright assertive hair never put herself out for any but animals. She loves them best, thought Tiffany, loyally refusing the secret suggestion that Darien loved the money they brought better still. Yet she promised to speak to Darien, riding away, and later sending three incipient miners to Bendemeer's back-door to fill their tucker-bags. “They looked so young and gentlemanly, and they are so sure they can get through the mountains,” she told Darien over cutlets and hot scones with honey.

          
“No end of fools in this world,” said Darien, eating with appetite. But she sat with firm white chin on her hand when Tiffany spoke of Caroline. “I think we'll knock this room into the next and give Emily a dance and a chance,” she said.

          
Also, it would leave them without a spare room for Caroline.

          
Tiffany went to water her flowers a little later; stocks, cherry-pie and wallflower being so gratefully fragrant after the day's heat. Now he sun was gone, but the warm afterglow lingered for hours down here, gilding the far level distances of tussock, the great blocks of shearing-sheds, cart-sheds, stables, stores, and huts lying peaceful against the gleaming sky. In a land that served the sheep, houses meant so little; but Tiffany loved this queer man-evolved procession of room added to room in a long row, each with its door opening on the low wide veranda, where she had planted jasmine and banksia roses and great cloth-of-gold against the poles. Like Linda, like all women, she felt how necessary a centre is. But Roddy never felt that. Dear Don Rodrigo, so ready to love the girls, so ready to leave them for unseen glamour ahead.

          
“I cannot stay. I follow wandering fires….” she sang softly, feeling other lines hurrying urgently to link on.
              


              Until the last light dimmed and wekas began to call beyond the enclosure Tiffany stayed in the garden, discovering such a surprising relief in putting her thoughts into words again.
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Peregrine (whose eyes seemed to have grown closer together with seeing his sons trying to catch Gabriel) took Brian's death with few words, but he went straight to military headquarters and demanded Jerry's release. “My sons have done their share,” he said, hinting firmly at his own long services to the country, which were courteously acknowledged with the reservation that nothing could be done in a hurry.

          
This at least was true, since Cameron (heartily sick of what he called “merely a land-grabbing racket”) so confined his men to the beaches that the Maoris called him The Lame Sea-Gull and the 
Chronicle lightly referred to that king of France who led his army up the hill and led it down again. Paper quarrels between Cameron and Grey grew so dangerous that trembling clerks were forced to write requests that “this correspondence be couched in more becoming language.” Then Grey suddenly flung dilly-dallying to the winds, and went out and won a victory for himself with the colonial troops.

          
All that England had said against New Zealand was nothing to what it said at this. Already it had been flouted by the colonial Parliament's bill for a self-reliant policy, and now its army was ignored. So England formed regulations against the interference of colonial governors in future; but Grey had the country behind him now. Too many cooks in our kitchen and all spoiling the broth—we will get rid of the Imperials and do our own cooking, said gentlemen, buttoning up their coats and wondering where to begin.

          
England began, slowly and with great dignity 
with-
                


                drawing her regiments. Then wild squalls of fear blew up and down the country. “The unjustifiable risk,” cried the southern papers. “We are rushing headlong to ruin,” cried settlers, who had not rushed anywhere else for years. “‘Avoid the man who is hasty in his speech, for there is more hope for a fool than for him,’” declaimed Sir Winston at the Institute … which had lost half its interest since Sir Peregrine Lovel was no longer there to put them all to rights.

          
Down in the Parliament at Wellington Peregrine was making speeches, and Sally sat with Lucilla in the Ladies' Gallery to hear. As he had never been young (thought Sally) it seemed that he would never be old. Even this crushing blow of Brian's death had not broken or even bent him. With a little added portliness for dignity, assisted by his eyeglass, his white carnation, and his undoubted elegance, he made his points with the cold precision that Sally had always feared. Never yet have I really been able to feel that he is my husband. Oh, how can I be so wicked? What will become of me, thought Sally, looking so piteous and pretty under a little blue chip-hat that Lucilla put a hot arm round her.

          
“Don't be alarmed. He'll get through it all right,” said Lucilla, who would never forgive him for selling the house and letting mamma and the girls loose upon the world. Probably she'd have to take some of them presently, since her Mr Piper had a great respect for anyone connected with titles.

          
Peregrine had no doubt about getting through, although dimly conscious that being Sir Peregrine helped. He began at once about the necessity for New Zealand to fight its own battles.

          
“Gentlemen, as England has refused financial help in the future, we can no longer support twelve thousand of the Imperial Army at forty pounds per head per annum, in addition to all our own volunteers, militia, and constabulary. The country is millions of pounds in debt.
              


              Progress, enterprise of every kind is being not merely crippled but murdered. Under dual control we have for years been hampered by the fact that our colonial Parliament makes the laws and the Imperial Army is at liberty to ignore them.

          
“The English soldier,” went on Peregrine, who never forgot that he had been one himself, “is the finest in the world. But he also is hampered by the instructions of the English Parliament, while in methods, tradition, and physique he cannot possibly be so suitable as our young tough colonials for the very difficult guerilla warfare which seems unhappily to be our lot. This step, which must penalize our young men still further, has not been arrived at without grave consideration. But we who are responsible are assured that the time has come when New Zealand must stand upon her own feet….”

          
Even if I lose Jerry too there is no other way to save the country, thought Peregrine, sinking the father in the patriot for a whole hour yet, and was so exhausted at the end of it that he accepted Lucilla's kisses and congratulations with apathy. They'll never let Jerry go when this gets into the papers, he felt, driving home silently with Sally. To sow himself and his sons that others might reap … is this what it means to be a pioneer?

          
“I believe Parliament has the whole North behind it now,” said Jermyn, coming up to Peregrine's rented house in Wellington. “But these papers make me dubious about the South.”

          
The South, busy at lambing, shearing, rounding up its mobs of cattle in the ranges, was dubious about itself. It wanted neither conscription nor war-debts but was likely to get both.

          
“'Pon honour, y'know, it seems that New Zealand has cut her own throat,” said an English cadet, calling in at Durdans and finding it surprisingly full of Lovels. “Not exactly complimentary to the Imperials, neither. But let New Zealand cut her own throat if—”

          


          
Andrew (who had gone colonial with the best of them since he now had a share in Durdans) ceased playing with little Deborah to retort:

          
“Apparently it was that or letting the Maoris do it, sir.” These young scions of good English families apprenticing themselves on the stations in order to learn farming—what did they know about anything? Never would he have one on Durdans.

          
“Oh, la! What we have suffered from the Maoris,” cried Caroline, getting out a black-edged handkerchief and beginning to sob. “When I think of my poor dear Sir John—”

          
“There, there, mamma darling. He can't be killed again, though Sophy and Maria may be,” said Emily, running with the smelling-bottle, kneeling in a flutter of white frills by Caroline. “You see, sir, the Maoris killed dear papa,” she explained, looking up, since that was her most effective attitude, though one didn't often get the chance. Emily (to the dismay of her family) promised to be quite as voluptuous as Caroline, and had no more sense, thought Andrew, who was finding it rather difficult to be jovial just now.

          
“She don't remember him often, Mr Morley,” said Linda placidly. “Only when she finds a mourning handkerchief in her drawer. You'd better burn them all, Emily.”

          
Having beaten mamma in a couple of stand-up fights, easy-going Linda was beginning to take a high hand. It was so wonderful to discover that mamma was but human after all.

          
“'Pon honour … so sorry to have upset the lady,” apologized young Morley, riding on to Bendemeer, where the ladies were never upset. An awful-looking female, all gimp and bugles, and the other … making eyes … “Who the dickens are they?” he inquired, sitting down comfortably with Tiffany and Darien.

          
Tiffany, reading the Northern papers, left explanations
              


              to Darien, who suddenly remembered that she had vowed to marry Emily off, also that Tom Morley always repeated everything he was told.

          
“Lady Lovel is going back presently to her married daughter in Wellington,” she said, inventing as fast as she could. “I hope she'll leave Emily here, for the poor child can't call her soul her own. The finest of girls, and so damned unselfish she lets that ogre of a mother eat her up.”

          
“By Jove,” said young Morley, much impressed. Perhaps those dark eyes had been appealing for help. But he couldn't offer it. No cadet with his term to serve could. Darien followed up:

          
“We're giving the dear girl a dance soon. Twentyfifth. I never write letters, so you must tell all the men we know that we'll expect them, Tom.”

          
“Delighted. Honoured. By Jove, that is splendid of you. Except twice at the Christchurch race-time I haven't danced since I left Home. We'll all be here, you may be sure. I … I suppose you wouldn't give me the first dance, Lady Calthorpe?”

          
“You suppose quite right, my lad. Tell your boss I'm keeping it for him … or somebody else. Oh,” cried Darien, seized with another notion that might help Emily, “I hope old Lady Lovel won't die first. Such a weak heart she may go off pop any moment.”

          
“By Jove,” said Morley again, and Darien let that sink in. Young Tom had few ideas, but what were given him he held. “If you only did as much as I do we'd have Emily married in a month,” she told Tiffany when Morley was gone.

          
“Yes,” said Tiffany, her mind still with the northern papers in what seemed to be another country. Still the North agonized, she read, in the struggle that had killed Brian, that had taken Hew's right arm, that was taking so much else. Philosophy don't help much, thought 
Tif-
                


                fany, though thankful that General Chute, who had replaced Cameron, was proving how the Imperials, when led by determination, could go into the bush and do as much hard hitting as Von Tempsky. And there was so much help now from loyal Maoris, who were becoming majors and captains under the pakeha.

          
At any rate Sally wrote hopefully to Roddy that Jerry might be home soon now, and she was growing used to Wellington with its houses all hung like wasp-nests on its steep hills, but everyone was very sorry that Sir George Grey had been recalled by England…. “And I am sending you two more vests of red flannel, my darling, which I hope will reach you some day. You seem so very far away,” wrote Sally, feeling how everybody was far away, except Mr Lovel, who was always so very near.

          
Matters, felt Peregrine, would be much complicated by the departure of Grey who, whatever his faults, had now become an institution and, having proved himself soldier as well as ruler, was deserving of all respect. England would never forgive his behaviour to the Imperials, and she had treated him badly, cried the papers now, combining to send him off in a blaze of glory, forgetting for the moment how they had formerly hated him.

          
There was, it seemed, so much that it would be well to forget everywhere. Jermyn, coming down from Auckland, told of such poverty there that hard-pressed fathers of families were burning their houses to get the insurance-money, and immigrants, still hopefully arriving, went North to hard labour on the kauri gum-fields—since America was demanding gum for something or other—or so crowded the boats going round to Westland and down to Thames that there was really not standing room.

          
“Have to make a living somehow, poor devils; but we English are so improvident,” said Jermyn, telling how Chinese were scavenging on the worked-over Dunedin gold-fields, making good livings where the white man had starved. “Westland seems the only place now, though
              


              I shan't go there. I shall write another book, since my last had some success,” he said.

          
Jermyn had lost his hungry look now, thought Sally rather wistfully. Always compensations for men and so few for women. Even Mr Lovel (it was very difficult to call him Sir Peregrine) had found so many that she couldn't keep track of them: Parliament, the Wellington Harbour Board, the importing of quantities of English birds—sparrows, larks, thrushes, what not—to replace the clear native songsters.

          
Jermyn laid his hand over Sally's lying quiet in her lap.

          
“Still adamant, my Sally? There is yet time for Scotland and the heather.”

          
“Oh, Jermyn!” The flood-gates suddenly burst in Sally. “I wish I could. Oh, how I wish I could. I am so lonely….”

          
Jermyn put his arms round her. Passion, he felt, had left him. That mad sweet riot of the senses had passed to a younger generation now, and heaven send they made better use of it. “At lease we could grow old together,” he said.

          
But Sally couldn't even do that, so unaccountable are women. So he dried her eyes for her, telling her how Sophia darned Major Henry's socks with variegated wools and how Maria fed him on mush until he came to Jermyn pleading for a night on the tiles again. “If I don't get blind drunk I shall be rude to those women, poor devils,” said the Major.

          
So he and the Major had had a glorious time, though the girls kept the Major in bed for two days after, and Auckland wasn't what it was; with everyone still mad on the desire for separation, and the papers so scurrilous about Wellington and Parliament that the Maoris (having long since replaced the missionary Bible with newspapers) respected nobody, not even themselves, and got
              


              drunker even than the pakeha—which was very unpleasant and quite dangerous.

          
“I don't feel we have governed this country at all well,” complained Jermyn to Peregrine coming in.

          
But Peregrine, who had the undying quality of absolute belief in himself, wouldn't agree. Grey, he said, standing in his old stiff attitude before the fireplace, was the last of the really executive governors. Bowen would be little more than a pleasant figurehead, and with all power passing into the hands of the Parliament matters would soon be put straight now. “It was merely a free hand that we needed,” said Peregrine, looking like a premier already, with statues and busts preparing for him everywhere and never any for Sally.

        








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Promenade

VI



          
VI

          

Westland, beyond the Southern Alps, was too drunken with gold to trouble about parliaments. Like a woman's bright scarf it lay between rough seas and bush-hills, with the Alps peering down on considerably more life than they had seen since the northern chiefs came down several hundred years ago to kill all the gentle Maoris living there because they would not tell where the sacred store of greenstone was hid. Perhaps they didn't know. Perhaps the mountains didn't. It was so long ago that one forgot.

          
The chiefs had gone back empty-handed, and the quick bush had covered the dead bones; so that the mountains nodded their white heads together, saying: We have refused man; he knows our power now. Yet later had come this rabble with white faces, tearing the fern-clothed hill-flanks to ribbons, grubbing deep holes in search of the greenstone … which was yellow when they got it but they didn't know the difference. A displeasing rabble, scaring all the sweet shy birds with their scarlet 
camp-
                


                fires, their great blotches of pale tents, their lanterns, stuck on poles, their endless noise.

          
We'll see what we can do this time, said the mountains, pouring down avalanches, snow, floods, anything they could think of on these intruders. But the intruders throve on that food, coming endlessly over the glaciers, the swollen rivers, the desolate shingle valleys, the granite heights; round the coast in little pitching steamers; down the long deep bush ways from Collingwood.

          
Then Cobb's coach came galloping in over the new road through Arthur's Pass, bringing gold commissioners, bank managers, and other important gentlemen from Christchurch, seventy miles off across the Plains. The coach, with its high red wheels spinning, its six snorting horses handled by Ned Devine, that famous whip of all time, floored the mountains. I suppose that's what they call civilization down there, said the mountains, veiling their tall heads in clouds and declining to look at it.

          
Roddy Lovel, the Graham boys (big bearded men now) from Kororareka, half the youth of New Zealand looked at it with gusto; looked with superiority on these thousands of aliens bringing their strange tongues with them, their strange new methods of despatch.

          
Although not making a fortune Roddy had more than a little in the bank. So on the whole he was very content with the world, lounging in the crowd one evening to see Cobb's coach come roaring in through a misty rain, its gay red wheels and body spattered with mud. Ned Devine had a new gold commissioner aboard to-night, so the boy blew the horn lustily and the horses shook the foam from shining bits as Ned swung them gloriously up to the Empire, where all the quality lodged. The great man descended heavily in his caped coat, the peak of his cloth cap over his eyes; and between the flaring lanterns the landlord hurried out, very obsequious, since gold commissioners make a deal of trouble if they don't like you.

          


          
Roddy, intent on making trouble and being disliked, followed Mr Nick Flower in over the red carpet, stood before him.

          
“May I have a word with you presently, Mr Flower? My name is Lovel.”

          
Nick Flower looked with his half-shut blue eyes in a stare. He never forgot faces, and Roddy had the native grace of the aristocratic Lovels … of whom himself was not one. Despite his working-clothes this fellow apparently remembered that he was Sir Peregrine's heir, with a clean neckerchief tied in a fancy knot, clean hands preparing for the heirloom ring. Finely built, too. Probably as strong as Flower. Flower said suavely:

          
“Glad to meet you again, Rod. Have a drink?”

          
“Thanks,” said Roddy, flushing and thinking of his dear Tiffy, so betrayed by this man among the old traditions. “I will wait until you are at liberty. I don't drink with my enemies, Mr Flower.”
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What with Parliament, debts, and the Maori question, the North Island was by now gloomily conscious of its resemblance to the middle-aged father of a family. But the South was still youthfully building houses, bridges, fences, and cathedrals with happy inconsequence; riding breakneck down shingle slopes and through flooded rivers; combating scab in sheep, pleuropneumonia in cattle, and rabbits in Southland (since Grey's gift had already proved how much more blessed it is to give than to receive), and still strong enough to ride twenty miles after the day's work to hear a woman sing and badk in the red dawn to tackle another day.

          
On the Plains men principally rode to Bendemeer, and (since every home-station kept open house then, although the visitor might be sent out to kill a chicken for supper) they never felt shy, though coming in battalions. Tiffany loved the fine, if thinning, air of gallantry that clung yet to these hearty gentlemen riders bred in England's public schools, and rescued the younger ones from darning their socks with bodkins, and listened with patience if they wanted to talk of Home. But did they come drunken (as sometimes happened, since their lives were lonely) she frightened them more than Darien ordering them out to the stable to “sleep it off.”

          
“You are very young, Mr Copperfull,” said Tiffany, turning from them in disdain, and the abject miscreants dared not face her again for weeks.

          
Darien thought Tiffany too hard. “They haven't near so much sense as sheep, Tiffy,” said Darien, discussing
            


            men before a grinning row of them. “So, as a sensible woman, I feel we must just make the best of 'em.”

          
Darien was very satisfied with her brains, which indeed served her so excellently that she bought new gowns for Tiffany as well as herself when everyone went to Christchurch to see the Duke of Edinburgh in April of 1869. For, despite the clipping of governors' wings and the dismissal of the Imperial Army, New Zealand was loyal and proved it so violently up and down the two large Islands that a less tireless people might have been sorry for the Queen's son.

          
Tiffany, certain she had persuaded herself that life was now over for her and so nothing mattered, found herself confounded by the knowledge that it mattered very much when Brant Hutton fell in the amateur steeplechase at the race-meet, and that both her new gloves were split when she got her hands apart again as he came limping in. Darien, who had been suspicious for some time, nodded when she saw the gloves and—since she had already been gambling far ahead of the modest shillings proper for ladies—prepared to gamble with Brant Hutton as soon as occasion offered.

          
But the young men were being very gay in town, and ladies (with crinolines at the last gasp of expansion before deflating suddenly in the next year, to teach surprised youths that women really had figures) must be discreet, though decorative, at races and promenades, and even at Coker's Hall, where they went valiantly to roller-skating in honour of the Duke. Here they looked so helpless, so angelic among the clouds of fuller's earth rising from the boards that whiskered gentlemen, staggering hastily to the rescue, were sometimes moved to proposals on finding themselves unexpectedly on their knees before the fair. So Caroline's Emily got a proposal at last; and took it, driving home a bride with her youthful station-manager to the Plains. She knew she might have done better, since Mr Carter's prospects were as poor as his salary;
            


            but Tiffany at least had done worse, going home with no rings at all.

          
Tiffany knew she might have married more than once if she had not steadfastly denied those little crumbs of sustenance so necessary to nervous lovers. “Just a nod or a blush would do it. And instead … what do we get?” complained Toby Bayles, eating burnt chops and half-raw potatoes in Hutton's cottage after a sad return from town.

          
“Well? What do we?” asked Hutton, knowing well enough.

          
“Made fools of. I give you my word,” said the boy ingenuously, “the number of times I've tried to propose to that girl you wouldn't believe. I … I didn't mean to marry yet, but if I could get her I'd do it, by Jove. Last time I went on my knees all proper, and she was down beside me in a wink and said she'd help me look for it.”

          
Hutton wrinkled his dark eyes with laughter. Oh, the wicked delicious mischief of her.

          
“Did you tell her what you were looking for?”

          
“I tried, but she said it must have dropped behind the cushions. 'Pon honour, I tried to take her hand while we were looking. But Lady C. came in and hit me with another cushion and it burst. We spent the rest of the afternoon picking up blasted feathers,” ended Toby with a groan.

          
That (or something like it) was the way proposals always went with Tiffany Lovel; and since Hutton had danced with Lady Calthorpe at the Duke's ball he knew why. Lady C., although no fool, was always rushing in ahead of hesitating angels, and over claret-cup in a shadowy corner she had rushed Hutton. “Tiffy's such a fool,” she had said. “Won't let a man propose until he knows the truth about her, and until he proposes how can she tell him? I'd tell 'em if they ask me.” There was Hutton's chance, and he couldn't take it; muttering something
            


            about Miss Lovel's face telling all the truth a man needs to know, fobbing Lady C. off with more claret-cup.

          
Now he paid for his chivalry by trying to answer his own questions, which followed him about for days; peering over his shoulder while he was dosing a sick mare, coming between him and his book of nights, dripping redly out of the tin as he painted a tip-dray. He had heard vague stories, dismissing them sternly as spiteful woman-lies, but Lady C. had given them a body, damn her, he thought, tramping into his little sitting-room, looking round on its bleak bachelor discomfort. He had so often dreamed Tiffany there enchanting everything into laughter and beauty. And he had all a county Englishman's jealous insistence on chastity in a woman, untainted blood in his children.
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Because a Wellington paper had sent him along as special reporter, Jermyn suffered with the Duke throughout New Zealand; endeavouring to describe a plethora of regattas, races, balls, processions, and speeches in becoming language and wondering what he was really made for. Peregrine was headed for a shrivelled old age ending somewhere in the nineties; but Sally wouldn't see it out. Nor shall I, thought Jermyn, feeling that the citadel which is the human frame is very imperfectly fashioned to withstand the batterings of the spirit within, and returning to Wellington to find batterings still going on everywhere.

          
Hau Hau had killed the valiant and picturesque Von Tempsky; and though Major Kemp with his Maoris and Whitmore with his Rangers were gradually cleaning up that mess it had broken out in a more dangerous form on the east coast, said young Jerry, invalided home after nearly eight years of war and unable to talk of anything else.

          


          
But Peregrine could talk of something else. “What are the southern folk saying of this railway business, Jermyn?” he asked.

          
Jermyn said that, except for a slight variety in curses, they said the same as the North. Since the Government, instead of allocating Crown lands for railways, had allowed Provincial Councils to sell it to speculators, who were out to make everyone pay through the nose, gentlemen had little power left to them but speech. “What particular mistake are you all making now?” asked Jermyn pleasantly.

          
There seemed to be so many. What with taxation (really colossal), stagnation, recuperation, and invitation to the Waikato king (now sitting tight in the wild king country on the edge of the wilder Urewera) to come out and be introduced to his Queen's son, Government was at the end of its really brilliant wits.

          
“Give us back the Waikato and we will talk,” retorted the Waikato king. So that snub had to be tactfully conveyed to the Duke, who, thank heaven, didn't wish to meet Te Kooti.

          
Men were talking of Te Kooti as once men had talked of Napoleon.

          
“The one real soldier genius the Maoris have ever had,” said Jerry. “But such a devil….” Sally hid her eyes to hear Jerry talking of the forced march of the Rangers across the island after the massacre of white men, women, and children at Poverty Bay. “But we couldn't catch him, though we did our best for months,” said Jerry, staring out of blue hollow eyes. “He has made the Urewera his headquarters now.”

          
Young Jerry and his kind (one felt) deserved well of New Zealand, though all she was like to give their generation was a crushing load of debt. Voyaging to Auckland with the Duke, Jermyn would have liked to tell him of young Jerry, put something of the pioneer notion in his mind. But dukes get only the hors d'oeuvres, such as
              


              balls and race-meetings, and are apt to go home with the notion that the colonies might contribute a bit to Mother England's exchequer.

          
“Why the devil didn't we put all our sores foremost like the Italian beggars? We have plenty,” he complained to Major Henry.

          
“The English never do,” returned the Major, as though that was an answer. “For the Lord's sake, boy, tell me about some pretty women and any scrapes you got into.”

          
Jermyn did his best, with his mind on Sally, who could still wear a blue gown and a white fichu with any girl, could still meet such pleasures as life allowed (providing beef-tea and cushions for Jerry among them) with the simple happiness of a girl. If Jermyn could have been a Te Kooti, taking love for his mistress instead of war….

          
“Te Kooti—” he began. But that was a dangerous word to the Major, who damned Te Kooti until his gouty foot slipped off the stool and Sophia came in with a little cap on the back of her scared head.

          
“Oh, Uncle! Oh, how can you! When you promised me to stop swearing.”

          
“Eh? Damn it, so I did. But that bloody ruffian … blast it all, girl; get out if you don't like hearing me talk.”

          
Sophia's little cap over her drab hair and the little knitted shawl over her drab shoulders put her definitely into the ranks of those who believe that to be good is enough, and so revolted Jermyn that he could scarcely bear to see her being good to Major Henry, replacing his bandaged foot on the stool, bringing his medicine, telling him the Lord would soon stop the war.

          
“Te Kooti has Jehovah with him, and he's the God of Battles, ain't he?” retorted the Major, gulping his spoonful with a groan. “Oh, Lord, Jermyn, if you could only get me out for a night on the tiles again.”

          
But even Jehovah couldn't have done that. A reckless youth had the Major by the toes, and Sophia had him by what hair was left on his troubled head. How terrible
              


              for a woman when there is nothing left her but to do her best.

          
Auckland was plainly doing her best, with floating docks and wharves out to deep water at last, and buzzing ferries; and her empty houses were going down to the Thames gold-fields where, it seemed, everything was very lively. Now that magistrates had taken the place of missionaries there seemed little law anywhere, and Maoris collected their vast rents on the Thames fields with rather more than exactitude.

          
Yet gardens and houses were sprawling further in Auckland, and the scents of cherry-pie and magnolia filled the air when Jermyn went to dine with members of its Harbour Board and learned with a proper reserve that the town had a deep affection for Sir Peregrine Lovel, who had done so much for it in the early days. “His encouragement, his speeches in our Parliament….”

          
Ghosts companied Jermyn up to the nearly deserted barracks. Young gay ghosts, drinking half the night away, putting heads under pumps at dawn, toasting lovely women, who were now staid mothers of families. O'Reilly, that jovial blade, had greying whiskers now. But his regiment was soon going home. They were all going home, with a sour colonel asking what the country had got out of it all but twenty-five years of muddle and waste and debt.

          
“Well, we've seen some of the world's best fighters … and so have they,” returned O'Reilly. And since everyone had had too much war, they were soon talking women. Martha Pinshon was dead, and that damned little flirt Lulu Lacy gone Home…. And where was Lady Calthorpe now? Good God, what a woman, and how crazy we all were for her….

          
To the younger men Darien was no more than a legend, but to many she was a brilliant memory. So they toasted her with honours, and they toasted New Zealand.
              


              O'Reilly stood up to sing in a voice not so good as it once was:

          

            
The light of other days has faded,


            
And all its glory gone….
          

          
And gallant officers felt very sentimental indeed. What with pig-hunts, regattas, horse-racing, flirtations, and quantities of smoking-caps and slippers embroidered with holly-berries or forget-me-nots, the little country had been kind to them, in spite of the bush. Now the end of this year 1870 would see the last of the dashing whiskers, the jaunty forage-caps, the tight-waisted scarlet or blue uniforms. Only New Zealand's sons would serve her now, rolling the shirt-sleeves high on their young sinewy arms.

          
A whole epoch finishes with them, thought Jermyn, walking down the hill. The young ones, going with harder eyes and harder mouths, would never drink till dawn, never climb Jacob's Ladder for bets, never scatter I.O.U.'s lightly into Nick Flower's greedy hands. A heavy task for the youngsters, to haul New Zealand's stranded ship off the rocks again. No elegancies for the youngsters making their own traditions, cursing (like as not) the traditions of their elders.

          
Jermyn felt very much an elder, going back to Major Henry, to Sophia offering him a hot posset.
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Nick Flower, having dropped I.O.U.'s long ago (as he dropped everything as soon as it had done its work) walked about Revell Street, Hokitika, in a broad-brimmed felt hat and heavy satin stock, acknowledging salutes from smiling wives of bank managers, from humble women curtsying beneath dark head-shawls, from landlords at every tavern door, from all the red-shirted crowd shouldering along. A triumphal progress, and well-deserved; since a man who can persuade a Government, which he has consistently fleeced, to promote and pay him is no
              


              common man, thought Flower, turning abruptly at a corner where the blaze of golden bracken, of sandhills winking in the sun led on to the cemetery. To a man occupied so intensely with mortal matters any suggestion of the termination of that mortality is necessarily unpleasant, and there was so much he still meant to do.

          
Here came Rod Lovel, walking in his rough miner's dress with that indefinable air of ease and authority which Flower could never compass, with the sure visions of youth in his good-looking brown face and eyes. In Hokitika, as elsewhere, the women were after Rod, always so carelessly courteous, passing now with a careless nod and smile. But turbulent enough had been Rod's and Flower's discussion of the humiliation put upon Tiffany. Fierce words, then a straight punch from Rod which would have floored another man. Flower had stood like an ox, never hitting back….

          
So they had made peace, as men do; smoking half the night together, talking, since bitterness turns to garrulity with age, and this young cock had been a good listener.

          
When the time came (in some far far distant future) for Flower to make a will Rod might get his riches, for Peregrine Lovel would be dead then and Flower would never halve them. Every man would be able to talk of the great fortune left by Nick Flower … who had been uncle to Rod Lovel all the time. So Flower had envisioned the future in his mind, following Rod's blow for his sister.

          
Now, in the hot dazzling street, people were suddenly shouting, running. White dust rose like a wall against sun and the blue sea. Flower stood a little dazed on the rough foot-path, and something out of a pantomine with crimson nostrils and foaming jaws burst from the dust, knocking him backward. He did not feel the great horses, the heavy brewer's wagon pass over him; nor did he feel any pain when Rod Lovel's face came through the dust (or some kind of mist) later, bending very low to hear Flower
              


              speak in a queer thread of a voice, like a small creek trickling through flax-bushes.

          
Flower had seen too many deaths not to know that his next journey would be under the velvet palls and the ostrich plumes, but he felt too tired to care. There was only one thing he wanted now, and he wanted that so urgently that Roddy took Cobb's coach next morning over the mountain passes and the long Plains and caught by luck the weekly boat now running from Christchurch to Wellington. Hurry, hurry, he found himself saying to the boat. Time is very short for Nick Flower.

          
He came unheralded, as folk always did in those days. For although a telegraph cable now connected the two Islands few considered it old enough to be trusted with messages; and so Jermyn was just reading of David Copperfield's proposal to Dora, and Sally weeping a little, when Roddy walked in, turning sentiment to joy.

          
“Oh, Roddy! Oh, my darling, you're more beautiful than ever,” cried Sally, lifted high in Roddy's arms, not unlike a little slim girl, now that crinolines were gone. Reluctantly Peregrine discovered that he agreed. Roddy was still the Lovel prince, since Jerry would always look a yokel. He was nearly pleased, greeting Roddy, asking if he had returned a beggar or a millionaire.

          
“About half-and-half, sir,” said Roddy, sitting down with Sally on his knee, cocking her cap still further over her ear. “There! What a rakish girl you are, my little mammy. I have a few pounds in the bank,” he said, looking over her head at Peregrine. “And I have come to beg your signet-ring for Nick Flower. He's dying.”

          
“My— What insolent nonsense is this, sir?”

          
“He has a fancy for it. Dying men often have fancies. He's your elder brother,” explained Roddy genially. “Only your father forgot to marry his mother, you see.”

          
To Jermyn's inexpressible admiration, Peregrine retained sufficient control of himself to send Sally from the room before there was further talk. But Peregrine had to
              


              sit down, nor could he keep his eyeglass up. “I—absurd,” he said feebly.

          
“By Jove! Now I understand,” said Jermyn, truly understanding at last that strange likeness to old John, that strange hate between these two men of the same father. “Of course he is.” Old Sir Roderick had been rather famous in the primrose paths.

          
“Quite true,” said Roddy, going to his story; ending with: “And as he could never wear that ring while he lived, he wants it to die in. A queer notion, for what's a ring anyway? I told him I was sure you'd send it when you knew the circumstances,” added Roddy, getting up to prowl about and sniff at red roses glowing in a silver bowl.

          
Years of practice had taught Peregrine concealment of a mind which had learned to work rapidly. He asked: “How many wives does he leave behind?”

          
“None. Except my grandfather's kind. He has always told me that.”

          
Peregrine was silent. A sick man's fancy? Flower was too cunning, too hard-headed for that. Either the whole matter was a monstrous lie invented for the further humiliation of Sir Peregrine Lovel or it was a request for recognition, for permission to identify himself with Lovels at the last in order to leave them his vast fortune. A very proper gesture, going far to redeem an evil life.

          
“What does he offer in exchange?” asked Jermyn, watching Peregrine.

          
“He would disclose that when he got the ring,” said Roddy, rather indifferent, being intent on arranging a moss rosebud in his buttonhole.

          
Peregrine sat thinking. “Naturally the ring would return to me at his death?”

          
“No. He was very decided about that. He wants the heirloom ring that belonged to his father buried with him. To confront the old man with in Hades, he said. Poor chap!” Roddy laughed, then sighed. After all, blood is thicker than water, he thought, wondering why it should
              


              have taken Nick Flower, and not Peregrine, to show him that.

          
Peregrine shut his thin lips tight. Bury the sacred Lovel heirloom with the Lovel bastard! Indecency could go no further. Now he knew why he had so hated this man, feeling his father so often in Nick Flower's hectoring ways. Only the same blood could hate like that, and he had always seen the likeness to John, though never imagining—

          
He thought again. Naturally there were several signet-rings in the family. Major Henry had one, though he never used it. There was an old ring which had been a grand-uncle's somewhere. If he could find that, probably it would be near enough to deceive a dying man.

          
“When do you return to Westland?” he asked.

          
“There's a lugger going down to Lyttelton to-morrow night. A plaguy nuisance one can't get round by Cook Strait, but such a nasty nest of little islands and crosscurrents I never did see.”

          
“Some of the finest scenery in the world. I'll think this over and let you know, Roddy.”

          
“I hope you'll send it, sir,” said Roddy, flushing beneath the bronze. “Lovels have done little enough for the poor old chap and … and he does belong. I consider that the only heirloom a man needs is what he carries in his own body, but a sick man's fancy—”

          
“Must be respected. Quite so,” said Peregrine, stalking away.

          
“Whoop!” cried Roddy, slapping Jermyn between the shoulders. “He'll do it. More bowels in His Omnipotence than I thought.”

          
“Much more,” said Jermyn dryly. Peregrine was up to something. He would bamboozle Nick Flower yet. Egad, New Zealand should make him dictator.

          
Nick Flower was far gone when Roddy brought the ring. Only sheer determination, said the dapper little
              


              doctor, was keeping life in the broken body. “A few more hours … if so much.”

          
Flower, looking eagerly with his narrow eyes, saw a golden Lovel head, such as his own once had been, bright against the window, darker as it stooped low above him.

          
“My father told me to put the ring on your finger, Uncle Nick,” said Roddy, giving that name to Nick Flower for the first and last time.

          
“Let me hold it first.”

          
How the hairs stood out on those great hands, now so pale and feeble, thought Roddy, watching them turning the ring, rubbing it softly between thumb and finger as though they loved it. He could not see, as Flower had been seeing through these long nights on the border-land, bluff Sir Roderick in his red hunting-coat and high white stock stooping through a low door, filling up a dusky little room when he came to fondle the girl whose dark eyes had contrived to hold his heart so much longer than his stately lady at the Hall could do. “Hey, you little rogue. Play with these,” said Sir Roderick, tumbling his gold jingling fob and his ring into the lap of the little boy in the checked frock and pinafore. The little boy had loved them all; but specially he had loved the ring in which the gold held the silky suavity of age, in which the stone had melted into the setting until only the texture told the change. Hatred of Lovels had become a small thing beside a sick man's fancy for wearing that ring at last, thus to challenge old Sir Roderick finally with the heirloom denied so long.

          
Bewilderedly the feeble hands were recognizing something wrong with the ring. Much new gold Flower had handled of late, and this was new. This ring had never been worn by generations of Lovel men. It was heavier, less rounded by wear. There was a faint edge where the stone sank in…. Flower closed his eyes. Lovels, dishonest to the core, had tricked him. Roddy, for whose sake he had almost forgiven Peregrine, had tricked him. Instead of
              


              gay old Sir Roderick, he saw a ghostly Peregrine smiling with black close-set eyes.

          
“Tell your father,” he said with difficulty, “that I wish to express my feelings to him … and you … in a proper manner….”

          
“It was little enough to do,” said Roddy, with tears in his eyes.

          
Indeed it was little enough. Nick Flower sighed, then said sharply: “Bring Draper at once. I want to make my will.”

          
Now, through the mists surrounding him, he saw Darien with her sunbonnet falling off her red curls, trying on satin slippers in a flax-gully….
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At Bendemeer a driftwood fire was very gay and scarlet in the big-room chimney, with lights and shadows peering into the arm-chairs covered with cretonned roses where gentlemen sat smoking their pipes in the comfortable manner no other lady's room would allow. They had been singing catches—Toby Bayles and Mr Hutton and young Creston the cadet, and for Tiffany the male voices still lingered in the room that was never particularly feminine for all its cosy cretonnes and hangings. Darien, now at the little piano, pervaded it with that big bright oil-painting of herself above the mantel, her desk with its papers stuck on files, her row of riding-whips on the wall by the outer door, her brass pots stuffed with wool-samples on the top of Tiffany's bookshelves.

          
No delicacies, thought Tiffany, feeling so involved in the delicacies of this new love troubling her that she could hardly suffer Darien turning from the “Vicar of Bray” to sing like any infatuated lover:

          

            
To you no soul shall bear deceit, no stranger utter wrong,


            
For friends in all the aged you'll meet, and lovers in the young.
          

          


          
Sewing fiercely at a sheet, Tiffany knew that Brant Hutton was watching her from under his hand, through his pipe-smoke, and felt her cheeks reddening like the cretonne roses, her hands trembling foolishly. Tiffany, what are you doing to open the door again to love? Haven't you learned your lesson yet? Burning face and shaking hands told her that she hadn't, and (for fear they would tell Brant Hutton too) she slipped out of the back-door and down the narrow connecting passage to the kitchen. Darien, building here and there in her casual fashion, had connected the kitchen, added the back-veranda with its stores and dairy, and Tiffany ran through to the veranda as though escaping something chasing her.

          
But she had brought it with her, to stand in the frosty twilight where buckets and tins on a long shelf twinkled coldly and a three-legged black pot was like a paunchy old gentleman going off on some gay adventure. There must be no more adventures for Tiffany, since adventures (it seemed) were so dangerous for women. Loves were so dangerous. Wild unstable things, these loves that philosophers banished with such slighting contempt. Rootless flying first loves, blown away on the wind of reality, which has no patience with our vapourings. Fair-weather loves that cannot stand a storm. Loves so bright they blind the eyes to what lies below. Passionate loves, burning up the fabric they are made of, wisping to nothingness in the grasping fingers….

          
Tiffany's love, Dick Sackville's had been compact of all these. And now they were gone, and there was nothing left but the philosophers and this foolish fluttering in her heart, like an untried girl's. She stepped out into the backyard, looking away to the mountains. Above them smoky russet was melting swiftly to ethereal saffrons, softening to turquoise that strengthened into indigo where stars were coming out very fast and bright. A moon, so fragile that her young body took the colour of the russet, was hesitating on the icy peaks, turning gold, slipping down
              


              behind the wall. Frost, conserving each least sound with its jealous enchantment, brought the faint distant song of the river wandering through its scrub-islands and shingle-spits with its thin winter streams, brought an echo from a barking boundary-dog, the blurred murmur of men's voices down at the whare beyond the dim ordered confusion of hack-stables, draught-stables, sheds, stores, work-shops….

          
In a few years I shall be middle-aged, and if a middle-aged woman hasn't acquired the saving salt of cynicism she is lost, thought Tiffany, struggling to be very cynical with herself. You need a mental emetic, my poor girl, she said, turning to go in, and staying as feet rang on the frosty ground round the corner, and Brant Hutton came catching her cold hands in his strong warm ones, flooding her with such an unexpected rush of words that she stood dumb like any foolish thing until he put his arms about her and kissed her lips. Then she forgot the shirt of Nessus she had worn so long, and clung to him….

          
One who slept with a less easy mind than Darien might have thought ghosts abroad in Bendemeer that night. Wrapped in a shawl that could not warm her, Tiffany crouched long by the embers of the fire in the big room, listening to the accusings of the arm-chair where Brant had sat.

          
“You didn't tell him all,” said the chair smugly. I told him about Dick, said Tiffany. “You didn't tell him all,” repeated the chair. I told him I thought it a true marriage and I'd been mistaken; that was enough, said Tiffany. “Was it?” jeered the chair. I never asked him about 
his early life, pleaded Tiffany. “Women are different,” said the chair.

          
Well, one knew that, but perhaps Chinese philosophers meant everybody when they wrote about the golden mean. Tiffany reminded the chair of the Buddhist philosopher who, not wishing to deny himself the meat which no Buddhist should eat, decided that a gentleman ought
              


              never to visit the kitchen and see what goes on there. If one don't speak of the wrong, couldn't one pretend it's not there, asked Tiffany, wishing she didn't see Brant sitting with shadowy judgment in the chair.

          
But the chair (and Brant) made short work of Buddhist philosophers who, they declared, were no better than politicians. It might be wise for some women to hold their tongues, but you can never be happy with a man unless you know he knows the worst of you, they said.

          
Tiffany huddled down with face hid in her cold hands. Fate had been leading her in paths too dark and lonely to follow, but now she was out of them, now the Plains were a majestic space and a beginning instead of being a blank end. She had no “Please Gods,” as Sally had. Only her own fighting defiant soul. She glanced round the room, so full of Darien, and stood up.

          
“I will be happy. I shall have my own home and meaning now,” she said, and went to bed, shutting the door on the chair.

          
In Wellington, Sally had need of many “Please Gods,” finding Mr Lovel's emotion over Nick Flower's death quite inexplicable. For days he was as fretful as a child forbidden to lie on the hearthrug and suck its toes. Some equally infantile image presented itself to everybody seeing Peregrine going about the house in a black scowl; complaining of the food, a draught from the window, insufficient starch in his evening shirt….

          
“He don't seem to know what he wants,” said puzzled Jerry, smoking with Jermyn in the veranda.

          
“He knows well enough,” said Jermyn dryly. “But Darien's got it.”

          
“Darien? Do you mean Flower's money? Why should he expect that? Tainted stuff! I wouldn't handle it,” said Jerry, thinking how it might have been one of Nick Flower's bullets that killed Brian.

          
It would have been pleasant to tell Jerry that Peregrine had undoubtedly tried to turn a last trick on Nick Flower
              


              and had it turned on himself instead. After wearing no ring for a week, Peregrine had produced one which he called his great-uncle's, but Jermyn knew better. Flower had got the great-uncle's—and so Darien had got a fortune. He said:

          
“Darien don't mind handling the money.”

          
Assuredly she didn't. Flourishing her new cheque-book, set gaily on new piracies, Darien was determined to buy Bendemeer. “I offer you a fair price, and besides you Lovels would never make it pay,” she wrote. “With my money—”

          
Peregrine stood burning the letter between his fingers until the black and the red wisped together and dropped on the carpet. “Oh, Mr Lovel!” cried Sally. Peregrine turned with his black scowl.

          
“Will you kindly remember my correct cognomen? Jerry, you will go down at once and turn that woman out. I shall not sell Bendemeer. And a woman who accepts money from a notorious evil-liver is no fit manager for property of mine. Jerry, you will turn her out.”

          
Jermyn said of Sally that she never learned to control anything except herself, though that was more than most of us learn in a lifetime. She controlled herself now and went to write to Tiffany, weeping a little because she could not be at Tiffy's wedding. “Brant says it must be over before the mustering and shearing,” Tiffy had written. “Everything waits on the sheep down here, and nobody would dare to die or be born in shearing time.”

          
Sally smiled, dabbing her eyes. Dear dear Tiffy who was going to be happy at last, since even Roddy, who had come from Westland to investigate, liked Mr Hutton.

          
“There is nothing I would not send you if I could, my darling,” Sally wrote in her delicate Italian hand. “But I fear papa is too occupied with business to think of presents just now. I have a pair of unworn stockings that will fit you, and my Honiton lace scarf for your wedding-veil, and I am making you some shifts….”

          


          
Unfolding the scarf that (like all Sally's belongings) smelled freshly of lavender, Tiffany felt that a woman's secret strength must needs be greater than a man's since it has to combine the strengths of submission and commission. “I think mamma has a strong character, Roddy,” she said.

          
“More than you guess.” Roddy rubbed his chin, watching Tiffy's profile, clear and a little haughty, against the window. “Jermyn has wanted for years that she would run away with him,” he said.

          
“Roddy! Oh….” Tiffany clutched the filmy billows of scarf as though clutching Sally. “Was there—is there?”

          
“
No. And you know there wouldn't be. I happened to overhear something long ago … and I've watched them ever since. They have loved each other very much, Tiffy, but she'll stick to her last. A brave woman.”

          
“Oh, yes.” Tiffany sat thinking. A woman's road … with the landmarks so very definite for the body and so obscure for the mind. “I do wonder why all the heads of the world's religions have to be men,” she said.

          
Roddy (being a man) didn't see how they could be anything else; and Darien came bouncing in, scattering her orders, chasing Roddy out to help Jerry with trestles for the wedding-breakfast table. “Such charming manners, and such hands. I wish he weren't my nephew,” said Darien, looking after him. “Now, Tiffy, come along at once….”

          
In Darien's hands weddings were ready to behave as spectacularly as all else belonging to her. She had seemed specially spectacular to Jerry nervously advancing Peregrine's proposition about turning her out.

          
“That stiff black rig,” she cried, standing up before the fire like a man, looking so capriciously feminine with her short red curls and green flowing gown. “Thinks himself God Almighty and the whole New Zealand Parliament, don't he? Well, you tell his lordship that he can buy
              


              Macky's land if he wants any, but if he thinks I'll leave Bendemeer when I'm just getting the wool known he can think again. Doddering old fool,” said Darien, smiling at Jerry so seductively that Jerry's subsequent letter to his father carried no soothing to a gentleman who had just been assisting to vote a price of £5000 on the head of Te Kooti … who would probably bring in the king country now and give us another general war.

          
For weeks Parliament was as nervous as a lover about Te Kooti. But the king providentially refused to play second fiddle to an upstart such as Te Kooti, who had no Begats. And the Arawa tribe remembered that they had voluntarily made a road through their country so that the Duke might see Rotorua. And numberless chiefs, now receiving salaries from the Government for keeping quiet, while their warriors got flour and other rations, had their own opinion concerning a bird in the hand and thought Te Kooti monstrous foolish not to settle down. But meteors, it seems, do not settle easily; so Te Kooti continued to play havoc, until native allies, scornful of pakeha methods of handling him, pleaded to be allowed to catch the fellow in their own way … which, said Jerry, was the only way it ever would be done.

          
“I wish,” complained Darien, coming into the wool-shed where Jerry was hanging curtains before each bin for sitting-out places during the dance to follow the wedding, “that we could shut Caroline up in the press while we're dancing. I think you'll have to lame her, Roddy. She takes up such a confounded amount of room.”
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Linda (suffering Caroline as one suffers boils) would have been thankful could she have shut up so much as her mother's mouth. Round and round Linda had run happily in her squirrel-cage, but she had to run in zigzags now. And Emily had been so selfish, riding about in
              


              a fine new blue habit nearly sweeping the ground and a tall hat with a veil, and never asking mamma even on a visit. We can't afford it, said Emily. After all I've done for her, too, thought Linda, running to see what Janet was crying about now.

          
“She has been reading poetry again,” announced Caroline, dropping a stitch in her knitting and handing it to Linda to pick up. “I am sure there is something wrong with that child. You don't drench her enough.”

          
“I … it was only the ‘Idylls,’ “sobbed Janet, looking piteously with wet blue eyes out of a fair flushed face.

          
“You idle enough without reading about it. Give her brimstone, Linda.”

          
Linda had small patience with romantic Janet herself. With a mind mildly opaque to new ideas, she never considered her children as individuals, endeavouring to fill them all to capacity with equal quantities of obedience, duty, and diligence. Janet, struggling to swallow these virtues, while keeping her secret dreams, was usually in trouble. Prue smiled faintly with her dark red mouth or went out behind the new plantation and comforted her soul with derisive imaginary conversations in which mamma and grandma got very much the worst of it. And Deb, blundering about like an eager puppy, so distracted Linda by italicizing her teaching everywhere that Linda consulted Tiffany, who said it would be much better to send them to boarding-school, like the boys.

          
“Prue is clever,” said Tiffany, who had been teaching them, “and they really should have regular lessons, Linda.”

          
“No, 
thank you,” said Linda, bridling. “What do you suppose I had daughters for if not to wait on me? They are very useful in the house already, and girls don't need lessons. I didn't.”

          
“Don't Andrew think….?”

          
“It's not his business,” said Linda, who was always
              


              superior to Andrew about the children, being conscious that she had done something there which he couldn't do.

          
Out in the sunshine Roddy was chasing the little girls round the great pile of driftwood hauled from the riverbed for firing. “You laughing rogue,” said Roddy, catching Prue's slender little body in his arms, thinking how her sleek black head and graceful neck had more than a hint of Andalusia. With a flower as red as her lips behind her ear…. But Prue's red lips asked awkward questions.

          
“Why do gentlemen ring their wives the way they do pigs, only in another place, Cousin Rod? I've always wanted to know.”

          
“For the same reason,” said Roddy gravely. “To keep them from nosing where they shouldn't.”

          
“It don't keep grandma from it. A ring in her nose wouldn't.”

          
“Oh, Prue,” reproved Janet. Cousin Rod, so like King Arthur and Galahad, should not have to hear such things. But when he plays his guitar he's a troubadour and I do love him most dreadfully, thought Janet, who loved all the gentlemen passing through Durdans and would have died with shame to have it guessed that she so much as knew them apart.

          
“Even rings can't achieve the impossible,” said Roddy, going in to pass the time of day with Caroline, who hoped there would be plenty of the gentry at Tiffany's wedding.

          
“The vulgar people I have had to consort with down here you wouldn't believe,” said Caroline. “But I hope I never forget what I was born to.”

          
Caroline remembering what she was born to supplied a constant proof of how the mighty were fallen. She had filled the two rooms built for her by Andrew with such a multitude of crochet-mats and mantel-drapes having bright woollen balls and tassels, such an infinity of horsehair chairs and sofas (“the latest fashion”), such an army of fretwork brackets holding vases and little statuettes
              


              and framed photographs that Linda trembled every time she had to dust them and often wondered what happened when mamma retired there in dudgeon (as she did whenever Darien came to Durbans), mamma seeming so very large at these times and the rooms being so small.

          
There was a wave of prosperity in New Zealand now, and Darien rushed on the crest of it, letting everybody know.

          
“I didn't think much of that last draft of horses for India,” said Darien, who had just been down to Christ-church to see them shipped. “My Lamplighter colts are better, Andrew. Lord, I'm glad I bought that stallion, though I had to pay through the nose for him. But I can afford it.”

          
“In my day,” remarked Caroline, whose red cheeks seemed the redder for being supported by grey hair instead of black, “ladies knew nothing of such unladylike matters.”

          
“If you had you might be able to earn your own keep now,” retorted Darien, winking at Andrew, sitting with crossed legs and her red head bare.

          
An eccentric woman, but undoubtedly clever, thought Andrew, unaware how often these qualities had to go together in women, since there was no other way of getting their cleverness out.

          
“A lady who has done as much as I have might be allowed a small corner somewhere without being submitted to insinuations,” said Caroline haughtily.

          
“What use would a small corner be to you?” inquired Darien, looking Caroline over with a critical eye.

          
So there was little wonder that Caroline (accompanied by reticule, fan, gloves, knitting, and other necessities) immediately left the room.

          
“That person is mad,” she told Andrew later. “Do you know that she rode over the other day in green satin slippers?”

          
“She said Nick Flower would like her to wear them,”
              


              put in Linda, who spent anxious days trying to protect Andy.

          
“Shocking! If you ask me I think there was a good deal more in that legacy than people know. A Lovel, even if we could not acknowledge him, should leave his money to Lovels, not to deranged females.”

          
“Darien's derangements take her further than most people's sense,” said Andrew, quite ready to protect himself. “She is the cleverest woman I know, and I don't remember asking you anything about her legacy.”

          
“I think, Linda,” said Caroline, “that Andy needs a dose.”

          
Once Andrew had looked round from his sheep and cattle and tentative ploughland which nor'westers had such a habit of filling the house with, and, surprised at seeing so many tall young heads and bright observant faces round him, ordered a governess, much as he ordered tons of flour and sugar from the store-room. Prue had flung herself so savagely at learning that Miss Dobby, whose inventive powers were almost as unequal to demand as her knowledge, had to resort to daily punishments instead; and what with Deb constantly upsetting the ink over her copy-book and Lady Lovel treating her like a housemaid, Miss Dobby was moved to go weeping to Andrew, who suddenly discovered that soft dark eyes and hair were intended by Providence for flirtations … and who was he to deny Providence?

          
Yet Providence denied him; presenting him shortly with a red-eyed Miss Dobby, fluttering with shawls and umbrellas, climbing into the spring-cart, to be driven by the stable-boy into vast distant realms of the unattainable, while Linda waved her good-bye with smiling face and turned to pat Andrew's cheek with a plump little hand.

          
Prue had her own idea of that, lying in bed with Janet, who always feared to sleep alone.

          
“It's as well papa didn't want Dobby to teach him
              


              anything but flirting, for that's all she knows anything about,” remarked Prue.

          
“Oh, Prue!” Why Durdans didn't fall and crush Prue at least once a week Janet could never understand. “Oh, how can you speak like that of dear papa. Parents are sac-sacrosant,” said Janet, having got that out of a 
Sunday at Home … or perhaps it was 
Little Pillows, which Linda still read to her daughters every bedtime, unheeding lengthening legs and arms and minds.

          
Prue began to laugh, repented and kissed the soft little cheek instead. “I do love you, Jan,” said Prue. There would be no more governesses, and so she would have to learn what she could for herself … and she was so tumbled and torn already with all the great things she meant to do. “You're the same kind of Lovel as Cousin Rod and myself, Prue,” Tiffany had told her once. “Always trying to hitch your wagon to a star and bogging it in a quicksand.”

          
Yet Tiffany's new quicksand had become for her an exultation. Here was something worth fighting for, suffering for. Brant would not have let her go that night, whatever she had told him. So seldom roused, he had been roused beyond calculation then. But he would have calculated after, felt for ever after that sword which would destroy. So she had chosen to sheathe the sword in her own flesh, to bog her feet in her own quicksand, to live the lie that it had been innocence and not guilt which Sackville had cast away. And what matter if her shirt of Nessus, more scratchy than poor Sophy's jute shirt, was to be her wear for always, so long as this dear man of hers went whole and happy? Tiffany laughed at Nessus, at the sunshine, at the nor'wester blowing her skirts over her head until Roddy (coming to sit on her bed as he had been used to do) inquired if she were writing poetry again.

          
“Love-songs, eh?” suggested Roddy. “Let me set 'em to music, Tiffy.”

          
“I have, I think. In my heart. Oh, Roddy, I'm so
              


              happy. I've got something to really fight for now…. I wish you had, dear.”

          
“Fighting don't suit my features. They were formed entirely for love and dalliance, as many ladies have told me.” Roddy considered Tiffy sitting with arms round her drawn-up knees under the coverlet, her bronze hair ruffled round her glowing face. A good fighter, Tiffy, though what her special fight might be with the excellent (if somewhat solid) Hutton he couldn't guess. Roddy thought that possibly their education explained himself and Tiffy. Both trained that it was a sin to think for themselves, and both knowing that they must do it or perish. So they did it, and Tiffy had nearly perished. Yet here she was plunging in again, shaking the spray from face and hair like a happy diver, ready to swim off again into the unknown which (he suspected) would remain unknown to Hutton.

          
“Possibly our progenitors were too respectable,” he said. “Look at our pater, cursing England in the best polemics of his day, yet eternally doing his damnedest to create another England out here. Look at Corny Fleete, defying all his English blood and tradition to set up house with a Maori, yet wanting to kill his sons because they wouldn't be English. Neither of 'em can get away from what they were born to … and neither can we. But ours was a very different bearing, my Tiffy.”

          
“Earth floors,” said Tiffany, “and playing with Maori children round the cooking-trench. Your flute and my little Tane god in the fern-gully. I know.” She sighed a little. Earth sets her stern limits on the body, but we must set our own upon our souls. “We shall never have such good days again, even if there were morning prayers and daily whippings. But we can't always be children, Roddy.”

          
“I mean to be.” He was smiling now, debonairly gay in the candle-light. “A pity to grow up and father families. Let Jerry and Brant Hutton do that. I am the in-between generation, I think. I shall never cease wanting
              


              to find out what this smug persistent promenade of the generations is for … But I never shall, probably. So….” He crooked his arm as though for a guitar, sang lightly:

          

            
Though Wisdom oft has sought me,


            
I scorned the lore she brought me,


            
My only books


            
Were women's looks,


            
And folly's all they've taught me.
          

          
He went on: “Too many women, dead and alive, my Tiffy … bless you all. And perhaps you have the keys to the problem among you. But so few of you will ever guess it.”
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Since Captain Chief Ropata had gone the right way to work by turning Te Kooti out of those legendary Urewera mountains made tapu by all the ancient gods, except to the fierce tribes dwelling there, Jerry thought we would have peace soon. “Ropata will run him to a standstill soon and give us peace,” said Jerry, feeling that his young life had never known the meaning of the word until he came to Bendemeer; that New Zealand (hard-driven maid) would never know it in the North … unless the Parliament removed to Christchurch.

          
Peregrine was content to leave it where it was. Wellington was a worthy frame for Lovels: expanding with decorum, filling with companies urgent to have as a director (at a salary) on their prospectus Sir Peregrine Lovel with his impeccable manners, his stainless reputation extending over thirty-odd years of difficult colonization. There were pickings from Auckland too, where he was an original shareholder of the Steam Navigation Company and other lucrative affairs, while his support of Julius Vogel in his very bold policy of public works had convinced many waverers that Vogel must be more farseeing than they suspected.

          


          
Peregrine had even learned how to make capital out of his mistakes, thought Jermyn, feeling that Vogel (really prime minister, only the country was still shy of that title) was borrowing too many millions from England.

          
“We'll end on pinnacles or penury, and I back the latter,” said Jermyn. But Peregrine considered that a Lovel should take risks as long as he could afford it, and had prepared for these gay and reckless 1870's by buying a new watered ribbon for his eyeglass and somewhat satisfying the sadist in himself by refusing Tiffany a trousseau.

          
So Sally took her own risks, turning with many “Please Gods” to tinkering with the household accounts, with much desperate lying to Mr Lovel (who would not remain Sir Peregrine in her mind) about this sudden extravagance in candles, towelling and preserved fish. The only thing I have ever been able to do for my children is to lie for them, thought Sally, transforming fish and candles into fine nainsook and lace, to be secretly shaped into shifts and nightgowns, secretly sent away to Canterbury. Yet since it's God's business to punish souls, and not Mr Lovel's, it is only God I'm going to tell about it, thought Sally, whose mind quite often tumbled Mr Lovel off his pedestal now … for how could any wife help it after more than thirty years? The care-free Sally who had romped with Darien in the long-ago chintz bedroom was so vanished that Sally would not know that laughing dimpled girl if they met. The Sally trembling at Mr Lovel's shadow on the wall was gone. Even her love for Jermyn had become staid, and Jermyn had no more passions.

          
We have grown old in making this new country, thought Sally; taking the daily promenade with Mr Lovel, feeling New Zealand still young and fractious and wild-haired, because she saw so many parliamentary debates. Down by the dark deep harbour, so different from Auckland's shimmering blue, they met Lucilla walking with her little girls.

          


          
“So Tiffany's being married to-day,” said Lucilla, a little patronizing. “I have sent her a telegram. I hope she gets it.”

          
It seemed likely, with 1600 miles of telegraph now in the country, but Sally was quite overcome. The expense! Such a dashing notion. Lucilla was dashing, with her full blue-and-white striped skirts and a little silk jacket and such a long blue feather in the side of her pork-pie hat. “We sent a musical-box that played three tunes by the last steamer. Mr Piper thought of it,” said Lucilla, looking hard at Peregrine.

          
“So very kind,” murmured Sally, being afraid to look at all at Mr Lovel, standing like a monument to himself, as she told Lucilla that the clergyman was coming all the way from Christchurch for the wedding. “They are building a cathedral in Christchurch now,” said Sally, flooring Mr Lovel with that.

          
“I hope Christchurch remembers that it has to help us pay for the war,” remarked Lucilla, passing on. Cathedrals sounded like a luxury when one needed railways and sanitary systems.

          
As the whole burden of the war and its vast aftermath had fallen on the colony since 1866, Christchurch had small chance to forget. Not the least corner of New Zealand, taxed and custom-dutied to the bone, could forget. Yet money trickled in from the gold-fields, from the kauri gum-fields in the far North, from the Waikato coal; Mr Swainson, that gay bachelor, still presented young lady guests with his choice scarlet camellias, as he had once done to Darien; and Jerry (writing Peregrine a letter, which he sat over for a whole evening) considered that the Plains country was rich with gold.

          
“It would be a sad pity to lose Bendemeer,” wrote Jerry, “but I could never handle this big place and all the men as Darien does … not for years anyhow. Perhaps she'd be content with half if you let her stay. She really has a remarkable eye for sheep and horses. It's a gift.”

          


          
Peregrine had less than no desire to add even half Bendemeer to Darien's gifts, but long consideration brought the belief that he'd better do it. Darien (coarse and vulgar, he thought, as she now must be) was not likely to marry again, and so in time it would all come back to Jerry, with Nick Flower's money added if Jerry played his cards well … which none of my children have ever been able to do, thought Peregrine, cutting a new pen preparatory to writing to Darien. Great Heaven! Had any man ever done so much for his family and been so ill-rewarded? Even Sally had a cold and had waked him last night by coughing.
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You can keep a woman going on compliments and dry biscuits, but to get any value from a man you must fill him, declared Darien, determined to make Tiffany's wedding a feast for eyes and ears and stomachs, since in the nature of things it would be attended principally by men. It took something like hysterics from Tiffany to make Darien forego her intention of a brass band from Christchurch and submit to piano, two violins, and an accordion for the dancing; but not Tiffany and Roddy combined could prevent the wedding-march played by Robertson on his bagpipes. For weeks, through the clear spring evenings, horses snorted in their stalls and wekas ran off to hide in the tussock while Robertson consented to see the difference between a wedding-march and a dirge-like coronach.

          
“Gin theer's ae thing a mon shouldna be licht-hearted aboot it's a wedden',” said Robertson, glowering out of his rusty beard.

          
“I've sent to town for lashings of Burgundy and champagne and a barrel of beer,” suggested Darien, always a little anxious about Robertson, who was the best overseer she was ever likely to get and knew it far too well.

          


          
“I drink whisky, mem.”

          
“Oh, there'll be plenty of that … but not if you play coronachs,” said Darien, going off to set the great camp-oven to a red roaring and the hut-cook to boiling hams and sides of bacon over his open fire.

          
All Bendemeer was dragged at the wheels of Darien's galloping chariot; with Jerry and such station hands as could be spared clearing the cart-shed, laying flooring, making trestles for the table, making forms and stools to eke out the chairs, hanging curtains of Turkey twill, while Roddy rode round the district with invitations (printed in silver with two hearts at the top), and Tiffany and the cook were daily dizzy with talk of plum-cakes, sponge-cakes, custards, pastries, mincemeat, jellies, turkeys, chickens….

          
Because Sally so wished it, Jermyn came down for the wedding; and Darien, greeting him with floury hands and a large apron, marvelled that she had wasted so much time in learning to curtsy for Jermyn. An elegant and slightly withering dilettante, this Jermyn, scribbling away his days. Where would she be now if she had married him? But she could make him useful.

          
“I want a column in every paper you can arrange for, Jermyn. And they are all to be sent to Peregrine. I'll show him what I can do if I choose, though he won't let me have more than half of Bendemeer, the mean black hound.”

          
“You seem to be doing remarkably well with your half,” said Jermyn, who had already seen the wedding preparations.

          
“Well, of course I can afford it.”

          
Jermyn went off to find Tiffany. “Don't get married too often my nut-brown maid,” he said, “or even Nick Flower's fortune won't stand it,” he said.

          
Tiffany put down the white tulle she was frilling for her wedding-hat, and looked up in despairing laughter.

          
“If I didn't laugh I couldn't bear it. There are even
              


              bowls of goldfish for the table, and a cake from Christ-church with a sugar Cupid on top.”

          
“She thought she'd killed the woman in her with sheep, but it will out,” said Jermyn, thinking how this rather pale, rather shy Tiffany was all woman and just as eager as any other woman to set her feet on strange roads.

          
“You'll have to help me, Tiffy. I've never reported a wedding before.”

          
“Did she dare ask you to do that? Oh, Uncle Jermyn, I do beg your pardon for us all.” Then she began to laugh. “If you 
could contrive not to use ‘bizarre’?”

          
“Then it must be a blank sheet with ‘White Mountain-Lily’ in the centre. That's what Darien calls you.”

          
“Why not make a nosegay of us? Aunt Caroline could be a snapdragon, and Darien a lady's-slipper, and dear little Janet a love-in-the-mist … all surrounded by a nice derangement of bachelor's-buttons.”

          
“This is not a fit state of mind for a young woman on the dangerous edge of matrimony,” said Jermyn, pulling one of the long thick curls that rolled back from her candid forehead to fall on her shoulders in the fashion of the day. But what was a fit state, wondered Tiffany later, hiding for a few quiet minutes behind the woodpile; hearing the hum of bees in the wallflowers and the patch of red clover; watching the small white clouds high over head. Darien had feared a nor'wester that would blow everything inside out and turn the cream with its heat. But it hadn't come. Perhaps what we most fear never comes, thought Tiffany, knowing what she would fear all her life long.

          
Roddy walked round the woodpile and immediately began to play “Hail the Bride” on an imaginary flute, but Tiffany ran into his arms.

          
“Oh, Roddy, hold me tight. I think I'm frightened. All this show and solemnity and—and promises make me want to laugh. I shall never be an orthodox anything, Roddy, dear.”

          


          
“If there's a God I think he'll understand why. If there isn't it don't matter what you believe,” said Roddy, always so comforting.

          
Yet she found herself shaking all over as she came on Jermyn's arm into the familiar long room, now so unfamiliar with an arch of cabbage-trees, and a white paper bell to stand under, and Darien's brass pots stuffed with daffodils instead of wool-samples. Caroline had powdered her red nose until she looked like a flour-sack in purple silk, and Linda was crying in bright blue, and Emily in crimson with lots of black fluting. There were dozens of strange faces. They were all strange faces … and this strange man taking her hand was not Dick Sackville….

          
Roddy, watching anxiously, feared that she would faint. But the saying of the vows was loosening something in her, freeing her from Dick Sackville at last; and if she made those vows to a God she couldn't believe in, at least she believed in Brant, turning to him with such a smile when all was done that he kissed her straightway.

          
Then they were all kissing her, crying over her; Darien marching them out in procession to the cart-shed, and never knowing if it was a wedding-march Robertson played after all. For what with Roddy with his guitar, and Jerry with a flute, and Toby Bayles with a drum, and the bachelors with their stock-whips, it was not the kind of thing Darien had meant in the least. So she took a stock-whip herself, and herded them into the shed, getting one good crack at Caroline's fat legs.

          
Hungry bachelors fell silent when they saw that table; but Deb (not yet old enough to hide her feelings) expressed them all.

          
“It's like heaven,” said Deb, forgetting the muslin pride of her bridesmaid's frock to squeeze closer.

          
Even Darien, it was agreed, could not have thought of anything more. Men, accustomed to stark months of potatoes and mutton, fell almost deliriously upon plump geese and turkeys browned to richness, pink hams, crisp
              


              mince-pies, jam tarts, iced cakes (in the shape of hearts), coloured jellies, sausage-rolls, silver bowls of early strawberries from Christchurch, great glass bowls of yellow clotted cream.

          
“Champagne,” murmured Jermyn, “flowed in rivers, and one could have bathed in beer and wine and whisky, but I did not observe anyone doing so.” He offered Tiffany a sickle to cut the cake, and Brant Hutton presented Darien with the sugar Cupid on his knees, and Toby Bayles begged a pin from Caroline to catch the goldfish, and a hen who had made her nest unobserved in the rafters did her best for everyone by laying an egg and announcing it loudly.

          
Roddy gave the first toast, singing to his guitar:

          

            
A ragamuffin husband and a rantipoling wife,


            
They'll fiddle it and scrape it through the ups and downs of life,
          

          
and Tiffany's smile had a hint of tears. Oh, this dear ragamuffin Roddy who would be rantipoling all his days.

          
Jermyn was very eloquent and Brant Hutton very nervous in speeches, and then Darien made a speech at the table-head, clashing two spoons together for silence.

          
They danced in the shearing-shed to the accordion and violins, and they danced reels on the tussock to Robertson's bagpipes. They sang “Auld Lang Syne,” and cheered themselves hoarse; and when all was done Darien stood beside Jermyn, watching horses and buggies disappear in the scarlet of a new day.

          
“I think you could make two columns out of this,” she said, complacently.
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To Sally, whose often bewildered blue eyes so generally had to see life through the eyes of others, this Wellington life in the golden 'seventies was difficult to compass. Everybody seemed rich except herself—who couldn't even send pretty clothes to Tiffany's babies. Everywhere she saw her friends ceasing to cut down their husband's trousers for the boys and ordering fine broadcloth by the dozen yards; and candles were simply rampant on dinner-tables, and the new Government House on Lambton Quay was lit up all over almost every night. Yet the more money Mr Lovel had (and Jermyn said he was very rich) the less he liked to part with it. How wonderful it would be, thought Sally, walking past the shops with Mr Lovel, to go in and buy hundreds of yards of grenadine and tarletan and lovely useless things for Tiffy, and Noah's Arks and leaden soldiers and … oh, everything else for Tiffy's little boys.

          
Jermyn was rich too. Roddy (who had gone away, as far as America this time) said Jermyn's rooms at the Queen's Hotel were palatial and he must be making a pile out of his scribblings. It always hurt Sally when Roddy talked of Jermyn's “scribblings,” although she didn't like them herself so well as she used to do. I suppose I'm growing old, thought Sally, who had never looked for faults in any but herself.

          
Faults were assuredly the last thing a rising man should look for in himself, thought Jermyn, taking his mail at the crowded post-office, when the English boat came in and returning to his “palatial rooms” to be very grave over it for a long time. So many bouquets the mail
            


            brought him (and they were increasingly pleasant). And something else it brought, about which he must consult Sally. But she can't expect me to do otherwise, he thought, and then felt a twinge of shame. All her life Sally had never expected enough … and so that was what she had got, for the world goes like that. And since the world is the only thing that matters one felt sorry for Sally.

          
He moved about the sitting-room, where he kept up a kind of celibate elegance in spite of Victorian land-ladies; stood critically before the long narrow mirror in its gilded frame. At fifty-odd he didn't look within ten years of it. No grey yet in the loose fair waves of hair; few wrinkles round the brown eyes, which had not lost much of their light; a figure slim and graceful still (only he could be aware of a faint stiffness); an interesting face, with the mouth barely sagged at all; an interesting personality….

          
Quite unknowing that he was trying to see himself in the eyes of the presenters of all the bouquets, Jermyn took his malacca cane and grey doeskin gloves, cocked his tall hat at its usual angle and went out to call on Sally. I hope to the Lord she won't cry, he thought. Oh, the terrible strength of woman's weakness. Yet, but for her, he might have married long ago; been tied neck and foot, instead of being free to take this great chance now offered to him. After all, he had something for which to thank Sally, poor wretch, he thought, Mr Pepys's tag coming easily to his mind.

          
Wellington (who never forgot that her motto was “Suprema a situ”) was looking very conscious of supremacy and prosperity, with the little waves sparkling all across her great harbour set like a cup at the bottom of bush-hung hills. There were wreaths of white manuka, flashes of golden gorse on the hills, and quite a display of bunting on the big and little craft nosing against the black wharves. Streets were like corkscrews and houses like birds'-nests, all jaunty in the sun; and comfortable 
citi-
              


              zens going about their business were eager to greet Jermyn, who had been such a power in the papers before he refused to report any more of these fantastic parliamentary doings. Besides, as a gentleman whose books are not only read but bought by England, this little colony couldn't expect him to waste more time on her.

          
Perfumed notes (often on coloured paper with lace edges and occasionally a coronet) told him by each English mail of 
A Summer's Day or 
Young Lovers lying (bound in white vellum) with Mr Moore's “Melodies” and Mr Tennyson's “Poems” on the thick plush covers of centre tables in drawing-rooms, of the quantities of fair eyes weeping oceans over his heroines, the quantities of palpitating hearts that could be made happy for ever by his autograph. At first the caustic Jermyn in him revolted (though curiously pleased); had felt that a few blunt letters from males might supply a robuster stimulus. But he never got them, and the perfumed notes were so charming, and the cheques sent by his publishers so large….

          
So now Jermyn wrote for the dear ladies; gaining his knowledge of them at the bread-and-butter dances, very popular while Parliament was sitting; at archery meetings and croquet-parties and while riding on the hills behind Kelburn, in drawing-room tête-à-têtes, where females, discovering in him a mellower flavour than the harsh colonial vintage, continued crowning him until he now walked naturally like a conqueror.

          
Like a conqueror he came to Peregrine's bijou residence, where Sally's verbenas met him with a scarlet blush; and oleanders, arum lilies, roses, and little eager daisies handed him on with ripples of humility to the chintz drawing-room, in which Sally had so few of the fashionable baubles to fill her soul with, as other ladies did.

          
What does she fill it with, he thought, laying stick and hat on a side-table, looking round, delicately drawing
            


            off his gloves. On the mantel was a silver frame in which Jerry was grouped with his wife and baby in fashionable attitudes; another of Roddy, more Don Rodrigo than ever in wide sombrero and a cloak. Such a mess Roddy had made of his life, wandering everywhere when he might have written songs to live in white vellum covers on ladies' tables.

          
Frowning at Roddy, Jermyn did not hear Sally coming in, and so she stood a moment to control that little jump of the heart his presence always gave her. Mr Lovel was growing more like these new hard black steel nibs every year; yet Jermyn was continually more suggestive of a quill pen with a large bright feather writing in ever looser-flowing lines. I do think such silly things, thought Sally, feeling that this rather placid, rather florid Jermyn was really handsomer than ever—if you didn't remember a tragic Jermyn burning up with tempestuous brown eyes, tilting with sharp lance at all the trickeries and negations.

          
Jermyn turned, and his smile had a slight constraint. Sally's panniered gown of blue-and-buff checked alpaca was in the mode, and so was the ruffle at her white throat, and the little black silk pocket hanging from her waist; but she contrived to impart to them a kind of simplicity, a childishness which was so much the essential Sally that he was finding it increasingly hard to meet. Yes, assuredly she would cry….

          
“Oh, Jermyn. Is the English mail in? Did you hear about your book?”

          
“Certainly. I have heard a great deal. I have some letters and critiques to read you.”

          
“I'm so glad. Wait till I get my sewing. Wristbands for Jerry, his wife has so little time,” she explained, setting out the mother-of-pearl inlaid workbox, the little gold thimble, the embroidery scissors, the emery pin-cushion shaped like a strawberry. Roddy (extravagant boy) had had the thimble made from the first gold he got in Southland; Tiffy had sent the scissors (receiving a penny in
            


            exchange so as not to cut love); the strawberry was from Jerry. In some way it was easier to meet Jermyn's extraordinary correspondence, which pleased him so surprisingly, when supported by her children. “Now I'm ready,” she said, sitting (this simple Sally) sheer in the light from the window, which showed the grey in her hair, the delicate wrinkles round eyes and mouth.

          
“H'm,” said Jermyn, clearing his throat. “About twenty epistles from admiring readers. You won't want to hear them.”

          
“Of course I do.” Since Jermyn had apparently brought them he must not be disappointed, though Sally did wish some of the readers would find in Jermyn's books what must be there, even if she were not clever enough to find it herself … some reverberation of the tempests that had claimed him, some effluence of the spirit that compensates for all things, something of the sorrow and the conquests that she and he had shared.

          
But he seemed satisfied; so let him read them with his beautiful intonation, let him pause impressively on sentences that made her want to laugh, let him look up at the end of each of the turgid things for applause.

          
Oh, Jermyn, I don't understand, she always wanted to cry. Surely you can't 
like all this? But since he seemingly did, it must be Sally who was stupid, as she always was. These English ladies must know so much better than a Sally who had never been anywhere or done anything. “Oh, Jermyn, how vastly she does admire you. Oh, isn't that nice? I liked that bit too, Jermyn!”

          
At last Jermyn put the perfumed envelopes away and took out a long document like a will or something. “From my publishers,” he said.

          
“Oh, what do they say? It is sure to be very nice,” cried Sally, so glad to get rid of the sentimental ladies.

          
Jermyn got up and leaned against the mantel where he read the document right through without stopping, even to “Your obedient servants” at the end. When he
            


            stopped, his voice seemed to go on echoing in the quiet room as Sally had heard it echoing in her heart for over thirty years. She waited for it to cease. Perhaps presently it would really say something….

          
“Well?” said Jermyn, rather impatiently.

          
“Oh, Jermyn, how wonderful!”, (Even her lips knew by now what he wanted.) “Of course you must go. How much they admire you.”

          
“You see how it is?” He was moving the mantel ornaments about with his long fastidious fingers, never looking at her. “Now I have got my public, I must keep it, and there is no way of doing that but by getting into touch with life of the present day. Period work—as I have just read you—is going out of vogue. Unless I go to England I shall not keep my fame … and that my publishers think it considerable is clear by the terms they offer me.”

          
Were these pretty scented notes, these underlined gushings fame? Sally supposed so. Gentlemen (she would never get rid of that belief) knew so much more than women. Fame—any kind of fame—must be the proper thing for gentlemen to strive for. Even Mr Lovel was famous now, and only Sally knew how cross he got if his claret was not properly mulled.

          
“Why, Jermyn, of course you must go to England and be famous,” she said.

          
“I … I regret … naturally … leaving you …” muttered Jermyn, moving a vase of flowers in front of Roddy, whose smiling eyes had been such a help.

          
“But I shall be so proud. Oh,” cried Sally, openly dabbing her face since he saw the tears, “I'm only crying because I'm so proud. It is wonderful. You are being wasted out here.”

          
“I have always felt that.” He was conscious of a slight disappointment. This parting would make no sort of scene in a book. Not that he would ever have used it, of course, but an artist naturally assimilates everything.

          


          
“Perhaps … some day you might come to me, Sally.”

          
Sally knew she was not very clever, but she had wits enough to meet that.

          
“I never could. Don't think of it. Think of all the fine ladies you'll be meeting. Those who write to you, you know. You ought to marry them … I mean one of them. They could help you so much. They understand.”

          
Did they? Did they understand as she did this Jermyn who, for all his cleverness, knew so little of women that the bits of her he was always putting in his books were only the superficial Sally, her silly little ways and sayings, the muddles she made of things. But of course, as a gentleman, he could not write about a Sally struggling always towards Eternity … especially as he didn't believe in it. So many years since last the glad trumpets had sounded in Eternity for Sally. Yet (in spite of the gushing ladies) she couldn't help hoping to find Jermyn there. He was smiling now, looking pleased.

          
“Well, they do seem to understand, don't they? The letters they write…. I am vastly beholden to them. As an artist…. But we shall always be good friends, Sally?”

          
“Oh, yes.” They had been good friends for so long now. The lover Jermyn had been gone for so long now. “Always good friends, Jermyn.”

          
Peregrine came in, and for once both were glad to see him. Sally ran for wine and cake. Mr Lovel always liked wine and cake for his guests, and Jermyn was a guest now. “Jermyn's going to England,” she cried. Anything would be easier than hearing him say it.

          
“Probably you are better out of this country,” said Peregrine, sitting down stiffly. “Not claret, my dear. I would prefer Burgundy.”

          
Burgundy (he felt) gave just the extra fillip necessary to a man who, having lived through the tumults of 'seventy-five and 'seventy-six, was finding this year of 'seventy-seven almost too much for him. It was surprising
            


            that parliaments could continue to show such unabated and alarming energy.

          
“How is Grey?” asked Jermyn, sipping his wine with relish. The simple comforts of humanity are so necessary after scenes with women.

          
Grey, said Peregrine acidly, was behaving as might have been expected of a person who had left gardening on Kawau Island to fling himself into politics as a private member in order to fight against the abolition of the provinces. “A dozen provincial parliaments kept up by a population of four hundred thousand. Ridiculous. Naturally they had to go,” he said, staring into his glass as though he saw the provinces drowning there like flies.

          
“Certainly getting rid of them has made the central parliament more powerful,” agreed Jermyn, yawning a little. These colonial mare's nests were less than nothing to a man with his feet already setting on larger ways.

          
And Sally had once actually suggested that he should write about New Zealand. There is nothing to write of, he had told her. No history, no tradition, nothing of the least importance to anyone outside itself. England takes not the slightest interest in all her little rag-tags of Empire, he had told a Sally asking if they couldn't all be joined together in one large splendid cloak. You did write about her once, said Sally, who would never understand that young men will be foolish and waste their powers.

          
Peregrine continued: “Representation by provinces merely made bedlam. One might have only one hundred members and another sixteen hundred. How could any central parliament possibly adjudicate all their wants? Scandalous nonsense. But Grey is an old woman.” Thus he disposed of the provincial parliaments as he emptied his glass, and ignored the impassioned eloquence of Grey, who had made history by forming New Zealand's first Opposition and was still scampering up and down the country making speeches … which was more than indecent in a man of nearly seventy.

          


          
“I wonder why old women are always thought to be so stupid,” murmured Sally, but the gentlemen disdained to reply to anything so obvious.

          
Peregrine said: “It is well we have Atkinson as Premier.” (Since you weren't chosen yourself, thought Jermyn.) “Naturally he got his following through his wartime service, and possibly at this juncture he can do more for the country with his plain bluntness than another with Grey's brilliant rhetoric.”

          
“We haven't such another.” Jermyn got up. All those dainty missives to be answered, as well as the publishers…. But Grey and his Opposition had done something. Besides rousing Auckland to the extent of wanting to go to war under them, they had scotched the religious side of the new Free and Compulsory Education Bill. So schools were to be entirely secular, and Peregrine's eyes became quite glassy with fury when he spoke of that. To a man who read morning prayers every day of his life, and would (one felt) even if there were no more than a canary-bird to listen, secular education was Grey's crowning crime.

          
“An eternal disgrace to any country. No prayers to open the schools with. Purely a vendetta of revenge against abolition. I always suspected Grey.”

          
Yet you upheld him for long enough, thought Jermyn. Peregrine would always uphold governors and parliaments, no matter what their colour.

          
“He's a great man, though. He fights—and how he fights—for what he believes in,” said Jermyn, going away with his courteous good-byes, his kind smile to Sally. Always friends, eh? it seemed to say and a something not quite dead in Sally nearly cried: No, no. Enemies is better than being friends for you and me, Jermyn. Friends so often forget each other….

          
“I have papers to look over in the library,” said Mr Lovel. “Pray see that I am not disturbed, my dear.”

          
To Sally it seemed that this quiet room could never be
            


            disturbed again, never be anything but empty again. She took up her sewing; but the light was fading too fast for fading eyes. “I must get glasses,” she murmured, going to pick a dead rose out of the silver vase on the table. Such a pity all lovely things must die….

        

        

          
II

          

Jerry, having married Miss Clara Scott in Christchurch, had had no need of Darien's ministrations there. But since she had refused to turn out of Bendemeer, she consented to build him a cottage nearer the river, where he was very happy planning the great mansion which was to be another Lovel Hall some day. Already he and Clara had decided on the number of rooms and the width of the veranda; and meanwhile she had her baby, and he had his work on Bendemeer … which had expanded amazingly since England's great loan flooded the country with present and prospective wealth.

          
Fate, having been niggardly with this new land for so long, now tried another game on it. Lifting the cornucopia to her shining shoulder she poured out riches in such bewildering floods that everybody wondered what they had been about to think they had had enough before, and plunged so swiftly into spending and speculation that one almost heard the splash.

          
Of course we can never have enough, declared the gentlemen, hurrying to buy from the provincial governments, before they were abolished, any amount of land at £2 the acre, with no restrictions other than the childish one that the sale must not be for less than twenty acres. A monstrous useful restriction, that, considered the gentlemen, planning their new blocks with everywhere nineteen-and-a-half acres between, which (since they couldn't be bought) presently became absorbed in the blocks already bought. In Canterbury all the big stations were increasing, and immigrants coming with a few 
hun-
                


                dred pounds in their pockets were quite squeezed out. The small man is a danger. How can any hand-to-mouth settler establish first-class breeds of sheep and cattle as we can, said the English county gentlemen, conscious of their duty to New Zealand, of new county families already opening eyes and mouths with infant cries.

          
To Darien this new game of piracy was the best fun yet; and she went to it with such gusto that Bendemeer soon had blocks stretching away to the foothills, where thousands of succulent snowgrass acres were gradually coming under the hoof; and sheep, cattle, and horses roamed where they would until the mustering time. Many station-owners increased their land by mortgage. But Darien paid in bags of gold, and let everyone know it, for the same reason that she had had the covers of her brood-mares fitted with silver chains and “Bendemeer” done on the outer gates in gilt studs.

          
“I'll wear gold studs in my nose if I like. I can afford it,” said Darien, keeping a watchful eye on fencing-gangs at work in the blazing sun, on the deadly mischief of the nor'westers, the biting southerly busters that brought the snow. “Be careful with those survey-pegs,” she ordered as the low sod walls rose on the level tussock, to be sown later with gorse and protected by shining wires until the gorse grew. Already many fences were high enough for good jumping; so these gentlemen riders of the Plains put their heads together, establishing kennels for drag-hunts, since there were plenty of weka-birds and imported pheasants and quails but no foxes.

          
Andrew declared that we must import hares. But meanwhile drag-hunts were excellent fun; with men, women, and children all following somehow, and uproarious evenings at Durdans, at Bendemeer and elsewhere, and no end of Witney blankets for a sleepy man to roll himself in on the floor when all was done.

          
For Janet hunts were a combined ecstasy and anguish, for hidden wire in the fences trapped many and 
somer-
                


                saults were common. But gentlemen looked so gallant, so well-turned-out on their well-bred horses, and the master in his green coat she would never forget-until there was another one next year. With her slim girlish body of eighteen and a mind as near eight years old as Linda could manage it, Janet would have been a continual danger to young men if she had been less shy.

          
Sophia was Janet's greatest comfort at these times. Sophia, who had come to cook and be bullied by Darien when Major Henry died, was always interested in the gentlemen, though she said it was their souls, while Janet was so innocently interested in their bodies.

          
Since these were the spacious days, a good twenty men and several women crowded into Bendemeer one evening when the hunt was done and the red frosty sunset gave place to the great red fires. All the Plains stations kept full larders of chines of beef, hams, legs of mutton, endless bacon, and eggs for hungry men; all sideboards gleamed with bottles, and beer-barrels were continually full. So Darien fed her horde; and the men ranged where they would, and the women sat and talked over the fire with skirts drawn up…. Tiffany and Darien, Jerry's jolly Clara, and Sophia, whose cap and shawl Darien had long since stuffed under the copper. If you can't be good in a tartan gown and those sausage-curls I bought you in Christchurch, you can be wicked, said Darien. I'd rather you were anyway.

          
But since Sophia couldn't be wicked even in false curls she warmed her toes and thought of her curios while the others talked and laughed. Darien had been so kind in giving her an outhouse for her curios, and there they lay in rows on the shelves—Maori axes and deep-grooved tops that sounded the high whining note for the tangi when you spun them, paper-weights with snow-storms inside, and glass candlesticks an inch long, a kaleidoscope where bits of coloured glass fell into different designs, scraps of kauri gum, shells carved into cameos, Maori mats
              


              and poi-balls…. My collection really is beyond price, thought Sophia, who intended to have it priced some day and give all her ensuing wealth to the Chinese missions.

          
The men came in, and there was a deal of laughter and joking, and Sophia went to bring great jugs of cocoa topped with cream and huge thick slabs of currant cake while Tiffany lay back among cushions, watching Brant being as intent as anyone else. So intent on all he did, this man she loved. So incredible that her wild self should love Brant with his close instincts of the English county gentlemen, his bringing up of their two boys in English ways … with nurseries, and coming in for dessert, and cricket-balls already in their little hands, and an English public school in prospect by and by. Like Frank Crofts and everyone else, Brant was setting out to raise an English county family on the Plains … and Tiffany laughed and let him, knowing that her own battle ran so much deeper than that.

          
The Englishman's harem instinct was near as strong in Brant as in papa … or in that Caesar whose wife must be above reproach. And though his innate justice always tempered it with courtesy, that wouldn't help much if ever he knew that she had been what he called a fallen woman. What with the exquisite terror of that knowledge and the expectation that careless Darien might any day let it out, Tiffany felt herself living in glorious insecurity from day to day and was conscious that she had found a proper method of combating dullness. Without that fear she would undoubtedly have fought Brant … who didn't know how lucky he was.

          
About her the talk jumped from sheep to fishing, to the paradise duck which gave such good shooting, to the tentative crops now appearing on the Plains, and back to the sheep by which they chiefly lived. “I'll show you my purebred Saxon merinos to-morrow,” promised Darien, who had just imported them from Germany. “None of you
              


              have anything to touch 'em. Wake up and sing something, Tiffy. You're not earning your keep.”

          
Chorus-songs where everyone could shout were best after so much cake and cocoa, and the gentlemen did so well with “John Peel's” tally-hos that Darien clapped her hands. “I do love noise,” she said.

          
All a little crude and colonial, thought Brant Hutton, but we will better it in time. Tiffany (he felt, watching her so vital and gay at the piano) was already bettered. At times I could almost think her English, he thought, gratefully bestowing the highest praise he had.

          
For those men who stayed all night there were mattresses and chaff sacks on the big-room floor, while Tiffany slept in the second bed in Sophia's room. But there was not much sleep in it, with Sophia bringing her pale scared eyes close to whisper about Linda's Prue. “I fear she's in love with one of our station-hands. A gentleman,” said Sophia, very impressive.

          
“Nonsense, dear. She's only seventeen.” Sophy was always fearing something.

          
“Every girl is in love at seventeen. Over and over. But there are no gentlemen like those splendid officers in these days,” sighed Sophia.

          
“If you'd said Janet, now….”

          
“Oh, she's never out of it, though Linda won't let her talk to men, and I do teach her hymns about ‘Brief life is here our portion and men were deceivers ever.’ But Prue never has before, and Bethune is a gentleman though just a tramp Darien picked off the road,” said Sophia, looking so dreadful in a red flannel dressing-gown and all her false curls off that Tiffany shut her eyes.

          
Quantities of tramping swaggers of all classes since the Westland gold-fields were no longer doing what they should, and every station-owner gave orders to his hut-cook to feed two nightly, though if there were more they had to ask at the house. Bethune, it appeared, had asked at the house, and Darien, liking his manner, had given
              


              him a job at the fencing. “She enjoys bullying gentlemen,” said Sophia, feeling how often Darien mistook her for a gentleman. “And Prue is always riding over with messages from Linda, who never troubles to come herself.”

          
Linda, as Tiffany knew, rarely troubled to do anything now that her daughters were old enough to do it for her. Even Caroline had been turned over to the girls, who were so dutifully busy from dawn till dark that one would have marvelled they could think of love, except that it seems indigenous in everybody. For most women, thought Tiffany, sons soon become individuals; but daughters often remain merely projections of themselves, specially invented to receive all the knocks. Linda's daughters were those parts of herself which she projected in vicarious sacrifices … and if she could help it they would never be anything else.

          
“I'm glad you told me, Sophy, dear, and I'll ask Linda if she will let Prue stay with me for a while. Don't speak to anyone about it. It would only make trouble.”

          
Lying near the open window while Sophia slept with a flannel petticoat of silent protest round her head, Tiffany thought how Prue had always been one of the rebellious Lovels, belonging to this new land as her father and mother did not; for Linda proudly talked of being English-born, neglecting to mention that she had been weaned by a goat on the voyage out. It has given us colonials such a false idea, thought Tiffany. Trying to adapt all the old hidebound beliefs and traditions to our new outlook and surroundings, and making such a muddle of both. We should have started at the beginnings, before man had so overridden nature with art….

          
But of course we couldn't with so much against us. Those who heard the voice of the new land, which is the sweet wise voice of the Ancient of Days, were helpless against authority. And so in time they ceased to hear; and the methods of what Roddy called English-and-water
              


              went on … sheltered old-world teaching in an unsheltered land….

        

        

          
III

          

Jerry (who had learned men in eight years of war) had known Bethune's type at once when meeting him tramping across the paddock with his swag. Here was one of that mysterious wandering gentleman-army which scribbled French, Latin, and even Greek on the whare walls when halting for the night before going on among the other vagabonds now infesting the Plains. Jerry could read the stupid, plaintive, and often foul scribbling of thieves and gaol-birds and other passing shadows; but he couldn't read the Greek and Latin, which, said Hutton, was as well. “All damned souls, these) gentlemen tramps,” said Hutton, and Jerry was always tender with damned souls.

          
“Come far?” he asked pleasantly, reining his horse in.

          
“Buckingham Palace. Oxford before that,” said the man, looking up with a faint grin on his thin tired face. Jerry offered his pouch without patronage. He looked Oxford anyway.

          
“Have a pipe with me? Jolly cold, isn't it?”

          
“Thanks.” Those trembling hands lighting up were too eager, told too clearly how long the privation had been. “God! That's good. Any chance of a job? I'm set for a month … more if you can hold my cheque back.”

          
Drink, of course. But they wanted fencers. Jerry said: “Go up to the house and ask for Lady Calthorpe. Say Mr Lovel sent you. What's your name?”

          
“Bethune … among friends. In gaol or the Salvation Army, I'm Smith.”

          
Shameless? Or more likely so eaten by shame that he had to flaunt it at everyone. I hope Darien takes him, thought Jerry, riding on round the sheep cropping frozen turnips in the road-paddock. Ploughing was still timid on the Plains since the nor'wester had a way of getting under
              


              the furrow and lifting all the earth into the next paddock. But horses must have oats and barley, and sheep must have winter feed. And with wheat the price it was everyone was defying the nor'westers. Bendemeer had six hundred acres in wheat this year. Shelter-plantations and fences are helping a lot, thought Jerry, feeling very friendly to the sheep. Their sharp clattering hooves and little grating coughs gave them a queer faint personality.

          
Darien had taken Bethune and, because she firmly refused to give him his cheque, he had stayed on through the hunting-weather, the windy spring, and into shearing-time, becoming so vigorous in the process that, despite his tiresome gentleman-ways, the men liked him to work with. How he had first met and talked to Prue he didn't remember. Probably he had been mending a gate and thinking of another woman when she rode by, pausing to ask a question.

          
Such questions she asked, this sleek-haired girl with her long eyes full of fire and wonder. So famished for knowledge that she would take it from a tramp. Good Lord, what are her folk about to let such innocence and ignorance run loose, thought Bethune, talking with Prue while digging post-holes near the Durdans boundary, or clearing a slip on the river-cutting where sheep were driven for water, or strolling after the day's work beside a gum-plantation, as the long evenings drew on.

          
Prue, slipping off for a lonely gallop when she could avoid her sisters and her duties, found her head filling, from Bethune's talk, with wonderful entrancing affairs. Bugles calling and kilts swinging on the heights of Stirling Castle, knights fighting in the steep Perugia streets until the cobbles ran with blood, Don Quixote wandering with his white floating hair, scraps of the romance languages wherein Petrarch sang of Laura, Roland shouted to his men before he blew his horn, D'Artagnan diced and laughed, the lovers of Seville went wooing….

          
“Tell me more of Spain,” commanded Prue, who only
              


              needed fan and mantilla to be Spain herself. So Bethune told her of the Alhambra gardens where the little fountains and the nightingales sang the warm night through, and of the towers upon the walls, each haunted by the languorous amorous ghosts of some fair lady waiting in solitude for her Moorish lord.

          
Yet Prue had the strong crude fibre of this land in her too, telling him how ashamed he should be of remaining a station-hand when he knew so much….

          
“Perhaps I am ashamed,” said Bethune, straining up a wire to the post.

          
“Go away, then,” said Prue, finding the words stab her heart.

          
“With a big cheque? I'd be in gaol in a week. I drink, you know.” He straightened up, looking at her under his dark brows, pleased to see her painful flush at his brutality. But she met him fiercely.

          
“Any man should be able to control himself. I'm learning to, and I'm just a girl.”

          
“That's why. You haven't been tempted….” He watched her. Soon he would tempt her … and she'd prove no stronger than another. “You don't have to find your comfort in mental saturnalias, Miss Prue,” he said, gathering up his tools and going on to the next post, while Prue rode home, her mind gloriously tapestried with the loveliness of the ancient world.

        

        

          
IV

          

Now shearing, that sacred imperious festival of the year, was coming to the Plains, marching station by station towards the hills, and wherever it reigned at the moment men left their daily affairs to serve the sheep. Even the fencers left their work and wrought in the yards, thrusting and beating long lines of grey panting bodies up the race with manuka-boughs and forebent knees. Hut-cooks had two helpers, and several fresh-killed sheep hung daily
              


              on the gallows by the killing-pens. Dogs barked in dozens and fought in couples for the entertainment of their masters through the long hot evenings, and sheep cried day and night, as unhappy in their new white agility as they had been when gasping under the heavy weight of fleece. Each fleece was a golden fleece in these good days, and each ear of wheat was a grain of gold, and Darien, standing with Tiffany in the door of the Bendemeer shed, said no more than everyone else was thinking.

          
“Soon I'll be rich beyond the dreams of avarice,” said Darien. Even those who had mortgaged up to the hilt believed that they would too. This great aristocracy of the hills and Plains was no more than beginning to arrive at its own.

          
Tiffany had ridden down from Peak Hills with Hutton, come to try if he could get the shearers next. “Crofts is after them,” Darien told him. “But they may take you instead because yours is the bigger shed.” Somewhat touchy and high-handed, the shearers, coming often in numbers from Australia, working their way south through the New Zealand sheds. Hutton would speak to the leaders when work was done, but now he was watching the wool-classer at the long table. A good wool-classer was the kind of gentleman for station-owners to go on their knees to.

          
“Come on,” said Darien, moving forward. Tiffany hesitated. This dear man of hers did try so hard to keep her like an English lady. If only he knew all that I do know about things, thought Tiffany, finding continual humour in her daily struggles to be as ignorant as Brant thought her, finding endless stimulation in the high risks she had taken. Despite all their efforts (and Brant would try loyally) nothing could re-establish his belief in her as the perfect woman if he should know fully what had been between her and Dick Sackville. Brant, like any other English gentleman, demanded the utter perfection of
              


              purity in his wife. But, since being perfect was a little dull at times, she followed Darien into the shed.

          
“That second Maori is ringer this year,” said Darien, looking down the dim broad board flecked with light from the little windows, with the flash of clicking blades, the gleam of steadily-moving naked arms and torsos. Like machinery those muscular arms were moving; opening up the fleece with the long straight blow, purling it away in creamy folds glistening richly with the yolk, until the fleecy came pattering to gather up the full robe, the scared stripped sheep went out through the trap, and the shearer reached into the pen for another.

          
Poetry in this, thought Tiffany, feeling that she would never write poetry again. Brant wouldn't like the only kind that was natural to her. But she could enjoy the beauty of those rippling muscles, those brown Maori bodies glossy as hazelnuts, the sheep with their yellow patient eyes. And she could enjoy these rich meaty smells of sheep and heated men and oil, and tar dabbed on a wound, and dust and sheep-dip from the yards outside.

          
Maori shearers were a poor exchange for proud Heke strutting on the Beach with his warriors behind him; for kind old Waka Nene, who had given her so many toys; for the young Hemi, who gave so much more than toys…. All forgotten now, along with the mighty pride and tradition of the chiefs. Te Kooti, last of all the rebels, had bowed now to Fate. Oblivion had come to the great fighting chiefs with the huia feathers of royalty in their hair….

          
“Forgive me for leaving you, dear,” said Brant, rather hurried at her elbow. “I had no notion you were in here. Shall I take you to the house?”

          
Tiffany went with him meekly past the clatter of the wool-press, the sharp orders of the classer, the men moving the great bales aside with iron hooks. All these lusty hasty joys were not for Brant Hutton's wife, and Darien was perhaps the only lady on the Plains who went more
              


              than once in the season to the shearing-shed. They grant us the once as a raree-show, thought Tiffany, smiling with her hand on Brant's arm. “What a dear you are,” she said, a little protectingly.

          
Brant patted her hand, looking away to the nor'west arch over the hills. Already the air was electric with the nor'west's dry hot breath. “I hope it won't bring the river down, darling. I'd better have left you at home.”

          
“Sultan swims better than the mare. I'd probably have to pull you out … why, Prue!”

          
Some months since she had seen Prue, whom Roddy called Andalusia … which fitted her as neatly as Don Rodrigo fitted him. But this was a wakened Andalusia whose red ripe lips kissing Tiffany seemed kissing love itself, so warm and close they were. My gracious, thought Tiffany, alarmed; surely old Sophia couldn't have been right for once. She's 
never right. Why should she be this time? thought Tiffany, going with Prue between the heavy scents of jasmine, the frail winy scent of little banksia roses into the long room where Sophia was clattering crockery.

          
“I vow you must be dying for tea,” fussed Sophia, who always felt like a ministering angel when she had a teapot in her hand. “It is such a comfort. How is your dear grandma, Prue?”

          
“Not very much of a comfort just at present,” said Prue, sitting on the end of the sofa like a mermaid in her close green habit. “We're short of butter, and grandma is taking it to heart so much mamma sent me over for some. Two pounds, if you can spare it, please.”

          
“Well, I don't churn till the morning and the shearers are eating it all, but if you could stay the night….”

          
“Oh, I could. In fact, I daren't go home without it. Thank you, Aunt Sophy.”

          
Prue's dark eyes shone. She melted into sudden liveliness, running to carry cups and cake. It can't be, thought
              


              Tiffany who, since Linda had refused to lend Prue to Peak Hills, had put the matter away as one of Sophia's mare's nests. Prue's sleek young head on its slender neck was assuredly too proud to stoop to any tramp, no matter what his Begats might be. Perhaps Linda has let a lover into Durdans at last, thought Tiffany, asking after Deb and Janet.

          
Janet, it appeared, had a new tune to practise and Deb a new puppy to train. And what have you got, wondered Tiffany, watching this gay Prue as Darien and the gentlemen came in. Prue, she knew only too well, was one of the rebellious Lovels, choosing to live dangerously, like Roddy, like herself. Not so many years since she had come on Prue biting her arms behind the gum-plantation, and had said in surprise: “I thought I was the only child who had ever done that.”

          
“It's my own arm,” returned Prue, glowering. “I suppose I can do what I like with it. It's the only part of me that I can.”

          
Yes, a vessel of wrath and bound to explode some day, Tiffany had thought, sitting on the tussock beside her.

          
But now this Prue, looking sideways with her long languorous eyes, moving with her young grace, seemed so very delectable a woman that Darien asked in her blunt fashion: “When are you girls going to be married?”

          
“Ask mamma,” said Prue, a little bitter.

          
“Oh!” Darien sat up, her strange eyes suddenly lit. “Putting spokes in your wheels, is she? I suspected it. I would have bet young Taverner was after Janet last year, but now he's got a girl in Christchurch.”

          
“Mamma says it's indecent for girls to talk to young men,” said Prue, so exactly prim-mouthed Linda that Tiffany had to laugh.

          
“You haven't arranged my marriage yet, Darien,” said Sophia, coquettish under the false curls.

          
“The Lord did that when he made you. Come back to the shed, you men,” said Darien, getting up.

        

        
        



          
V

          

Once at least in a long and profitable season shearers and shepherds serenaded The House and received the thanks of the Boss—with a full barrel of beer as well. It was a great and dignified rite, not vouchsafed at every station. The very air round the huts trembled to-night with excitement, and men naturally particular and men who had never been known to wash-up before now stripped and scrubbed under the tap of the big tank. And but for straying dogs eating all the soap, only heaven knew when they'd have done, thought Bethune, who had chosen to manage his own toilet in secret.

          
Standing presently with this rough crew he would see Prue sitting in a white gown among the ladies and gentlemen, among the little tables with their whisky-glasses, the starry jasmine-flowers … and would that teach her anything? Would she see what she was doing, or would her generous impatient heart be ready to leap the barriers then? Which do I want it to be, he wondered, watching the rouseabouts sleek their hair with foul-smelling dripping begged from the cook, watching a macaroni of a shearer busy with a pink cambric tie on his new black shirt. All these hard-working fellows, seeing a shearing through, taking their big cheques and going on to the next shed were better men than himself, who dared not take his cheque—dared not drink the beer to-night … but would!

          
Round him in the warm dusk was a murmuring of voices, of tunes softly sought for and repeated, of accordions getting whisperingly to work, while now and then the melody that is in every Maori throat rolled grandly out in a phrase and died away. A broken underflow of harmonies and discords going anxiously with the tramping feet in the moonlight past the young gorse-hedges golden with their bloom; past the blocks of sheds and stables and outhouses, past the gardens where the warm night
              


              was loaded with fragrance of flowers and grasses, where the pervading odour of sheep was embedded in all the other odours, like scent in ambergris.

          
Knowing the value of this ceremony, Robertson led with his bagpipes, while behind him the low uneasy searching for tunes went on. On the lawn he ceased and with shufflings and coughings the men spread out in a half-circle, while the leader of the shearers stepped forward, delivering the formula in a low gabble.

          
“Lady Calthorpe, ma'am. Me and the men thought we'd like to come and give you a little moosic, ma'am.”

          
“Very good of you, Chote,” said Darien clearly out of her big chair. “We're all ready.”

          
Prue had never heard a shearer's serenade before, and at Durdans she would have had to listen indoors behind drawn curtains. But here she unbelievably was in a long Island chair on Bendemeer veranda; with Darien and Tiffany and Clara and Sophia, with Jerry and Brant Hutton and several other men. And there were three lamps set in the open window behind. Darien receiving a serenade was not hiding her red head under a bushel. It glowed as she sat in state below the lamps, with all her diamonds on to do honour to her men.

          
Tiffany saw Prue's face as she leaned forward into the light for a moment. A strangely vital, disembodied Prue, as though her young soul were going off somewhere with just that pointed chin, those scarlet lips, those long and smouldering eyes. Then she sat back suddenly, and Tiffany thought, “She's seen Bethune,” and saw him herself, standing a little apart with his shabby clothes, his easy gentleman air….

          
Between the curtains of the roses the audience looked out, tolerantly smiling on flower-beds grown darker and sweeter, on the awkward bulks of the shuffling men. Accordions made a false start; then another. Now the harsh husky voices, the rich power of the Maoris were
              


              launched like an avalanche on the immemorial song of the shearing-sheds:

          

            
Oh, the ship she bore the name of the Golden Vanitee,


            
And they said she would be robbed by some Spanish rover free


            
As she sailed along the Lowlands … Lowlands….


            
As she sailed along the Lowlands, low….
          

          
In mournful monotony song followed song, with the accordions filling up the gaps, and presently Tiffany noticed that the gap beside her was no longer filled by Prue, Nor was Bethune out there in the flicker of moon-light. She slipped away hastily behind the chairs. Ignorant as Prue was she knew better than this. But Tiffany too had known better, and that hadn't stopped her when love called. Once she too had come by way of the preparing loves—sunrises, a windy sky of light, a flower, or some other immortal art of nature's wooing, and so with opening heart to meet the wooing of a man.

          
The orchard beyond the macrocapa fence was the likeliest place, thought Tiffany, hurrying along the path with heart in her throat. Slender shadows of young trees everywhere now … and there, where apple- and cherry-trees studded the night with frail stars, a thicker shadow stood among the long grass. At her step it parted, and Prue was gone, silent as a ghost. But Bethune stood still to meet Tiffany. Was he hoping she'd think it was a kitchen-maid he had been embracing here? She said, coldly:

          
“You can come to the house for your cheque after breakfast to-morrow, Bethune.”

          
“Thank you, Mrs Hutton.” His voice was colourless, but she had heard his gasp and pity suddenly overcame her.

          
“Oh, I'm sorry. But you must have known…. Why have you done this to her?”

          
“Why am I a man, you meant to say, didn't you?”

          
He made a half-laugh, a half-sneer of it, shuffling away without more words through the orchard towards the
              


              men's huts. Going back to the Salvation Army and the gaol, and boots with broken uppers, and a soul with broken pride. Tiffany went slowly up to the veranda, where Prue was in her place, lying far back with hands gripped on the sides of her chair. Establishing an alibi, the poor brave child. Oh, why are our lessons so hard to learn, thought Tiffany pityfully. The serenaders, growing breathless and thirsty for beer, sang like a dirge:

          

            
Hark, I hear the bugle call-ing.


            
Good-bye, Dolly Gray….
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To Sally, whose often bewildered blue eyes so generally had to see life through the eyes of others, this Wellington life in the golden 'seventies was difficult to compass. Everybody seemed rich except herself—who couldn't even send pretty clothes to Tiffany's babies. Everywhere she saw her friends ceasing to cut down their husband's trousers for the boys and ordering fine broadcloth by the dozen yards; and candles were simply rampant on dinner-tables, and the new Government House on Lambton Quay was lit up all over almost every night. Yet the more money Mr Lovel had (and Jermyn said he was very rich) the less he liked to part with it. How wonderful it would be, thought Sally, walking past the shops with Mr Lovel, to go in and buy hundreds of yards of grenadine and tarletan and lovely useless things for Tiffy, and Noah's Arks and leaden soldiers and … oh, everything else for Tiffy's little boys.

          
Jermyn was rich too. Roddy (who had gone away, as far as America this time) said Jermyn's rooms at the Queen's Hotel were palatial and he must be making a pile out of his scribblings. It always hurt Sally when Roddy talked of Jermyn's “scribblings,” although she didn't like them herself so well as she used to do. I suppose I'm growing old, thought Sally, who had never looked for faults in any but herself.

          
Faults were assuredly the last thing a rising man should look for in himself, thought Jermyn, taking his mail at the crowded post-office, when the English boat came in and returning to his “palatial rooms” to be very grave over it for a long time. So many bouquets the mail
            


            brought him (and they were increasingly pleasant). And something else it brought, about which he must consult Sally. But she can't expect me to do otherwise, he thought, and then felt a twinge of shame. All her life Sally had never expected enough … and so that was what she had got, for the world goes like that. And since the world is the only thing that matters one felt sorry for Sally.

          
He moved about the sitting-room, where he kept up a kind of celibate elegance in spite of Victorian land-ladies; stood critically before the long narrow mirror in its gilded frame. At fifty-odd he didn't look within ten years of it. No grey yet in the loose fair waves of hair; few wrinkles round the brown eyes, which had not lost much of their light; a figure slim and graceful still (only he could be aware of a faint stiffness); an interesting face, with the mouth barely sagged at all; an interesting personality….

          
Quite unknowing that he was trying to see himself in the eyes of the presenters of all the bouquets, Jermyn took his malacca cane and grey doeskin gloves, cocked his tall hat at its usual angle and went out to call on Sally. I hope to the Lord she won't cry, he thought. Oh, the terrible strength of woman's weakness. Yet, but for her, he might have married long ago; been tied neck and foot, instead of being free to take this great chance now offered to him. After all, he had something for which to thank Sally, poor wretch, he thought, Mr Pepys's tag coming easily to his mind.

          
Wellington (who never forgot that her motto was “Suprema a situ”) was looking very conscious of supremacy and prosperity, with the little waves sparkling all across her great harbour set like a cup at the bottom of bush-hung hills. There were wreaths of white manuka, flashes of golden gorse on the hills, and quite a display of bunting on the big and little craft nosing against the black wharves. Streets were like corkscrews and houses like birds'-nests, all jaunty in the sun; and comfortable 
citi-
              


              zens going about their business were eager to greet Jermyn, who had been such a power in the papers before he refused to report any more of these fantastic parliamentary doings. Besides, as a gentleman whose books are not only read but bought by England, this little colony couldn't expect him to waste more time on her.

          
Perfumed notes (often on coloured paper with lace edges and occasionally a coronet) told him by each English mail of 
A Summer's Day or 
Young Lovers lying (bound in white vellum) with Mr Moore's “Melodies” and Mr Tennyson's “Poems” on the thick plush covers of centre tables in drawing-rooms, of the quantities of fair eyes weeping oceans over his heroines, the quantities of palpitating hearts that could be made happy for ever by his autograph. At first the caustic Jermyn in him revolted (though curiously pleased); had felt that a few blunt letters from males might supply a robuster stimulus. But he never got them, and the perfumed notes were so charming, and the cheques sent by his publishers so large….

          
So now Jermyn wrote for the dear ladies; gaining his knowledge of them at the bread-and-butter dances, very popular while Parliament was sitting; at archery meetings and croquet-parties and while riding on the hills behind Kelburn, in drawing-room tête-à-têtes, where females, discovering in him a mellower flavour than the harsh colonial vintage, continued crowning him until he now walked naturally like a conqueror.

          
Like a conqueror he came to Peregrine's bijou residence, where Sally's verbenas met him with a scarlet blush; and oleanders, arum lilies, roses, and little eager daisies handed him on with ripples of humility to the chintz drawing-room, in which Sally had so few of the fashionable baubles to fill her soul with, as other ladies did.

          
What does she fill it with, he thought, laying stick and hat on a side-table, looking round, delicately drawing
            


            off his gloves. On the mantel was a silver frame in which Jerry was grouped with his wife and baby in fashionable attitudes; another of Roddy, more Don Rodrigo than ever in wide sombrero and a cloak. Such a mess Roddy had made of his life, wandering everywhere when he might have written songs to live in white vellum covers on ladies' tables.

          
Frowning at Roddy, Jermyn did not hear Sally coming in, and so she stood a moment to control that little jump of the heart his presence always gave her. Mr Lovel was growing more like these new hard black steel nibs every year; yet Jermyn was continually more suggestive of a quill pen with a large bright feather writing in ever looser-flowing lines. I do think such silly things, thought Sally, feeling that this rather placid, rather florid Jermyn was really handsomer than ever—if you didn't remember a tragic Jermyn burning up with tempestuous brown eyes, tilting with sharp lance at all the trickeries and negations.

          
Jermyn turned, and his smile had a slight constraint. Sally's panniered gown of blue-and-buff checked alpaca was in the mode, and so was the ruffle at her white throat, and the little black silk pocket hanging from her waist; but she contrived to impart to them a kind of simplicity, a childishness which was so much the essential Sally that he was finding it increasingly hard to meet. Yes, assuredly she would cry….

          
“Oh, Jermyn. Is the English mail in? Did you hear about your book?”

          
“Certainly. I have heard a great deal. I have some letters and critiques to read you.”

          
“I'm so glad. Wait till I get my sewing. Wristbands for Jerry, his wife has so little time,” she explained, setting out the mother-of-pearl inlaid workbox, the little gold thimble, the embroidery scissors, the emery pin-cushion shaped like a strawberry. Roddy (extravagant boy) had had the thimble made from the first gold he got in Southland; Tiffy had sent the scissors (receiving a penny in
            


            exchange so as not to cut love); the strawberry was from Jerry. In some way it was easier to meet Jermyn's extraordinary correspondence, which pleased him so surprisingly, when supported by her children. “Now I'm ready,” she said, sitting (this simple Sally) sheer in the light from the window, which showed the grey in her hair, the delicate wrinkles round eyes and mouth.

          
“H'm,” said Jermyn, clearing his throat. “About twenty epistles from admiring readers. You won't want to hear them.”

          
“Of course I do.” Since Jermyn had apparently brought them he must not be disappointed, though Sally did wish some of the readers would find in Jermyn's books what must be there, even if she were not clever enough to find it herself … some reverberation of the tempests that had claimed him, some effluence of the spirit that compensates for all things, something of the sorrow and the conquests that she and he had shared.

          
But he seemed satisfied; so let him read them with his beautiful intonation, let him pause impressively on sentences that made her want to laugh, let him look up at the end of each of the turgid things for applause.

          
Oh, Jermyn, I don't understand, she always wanted to cry. Surely you can't 
like all this? But since he seemingly did, it must be Sally who was stupid, as she always was. These English ladies must know so much better than a Sally who had never been anywhere or done anything. “Oh, Jermyn, how vastly she does admire you. Oh, isn't that nice? I liked that bit too, Jermyn!”

          
At last Jermyn put the perfumed envelopes away and took out a long document like a will or something. “From my publishers,” he said.

          
“Oh, what do they say? It is sure to be very nice,” cried Sally, so glad to get rid of the sentimental ladies.

          
Jermyn got up and leaned against the mantel where he read the document right through without stopping, even to “Your obedient servants” at the end. When he
            


            stopped, his voice seemed to go on echoing in the quiet room as Sally had heard it echoing in her heart for over thirty years. She waited for it to cease. Perhaps presently it would really say something….

          
“Well?” said Jermyn, rather impatiently.

          
“Oh, Jermyn, how wonderful!”, (Even her lips knew by now what he wanted.) “Of course you must go. How much they admire you.”

          
“You see how it is?” He was moving the mantel ornaments about with his long fastidious fingers, never looking at her. “Now I have got my public, I must keep it, and there is no way of doing that but by getting into touch with life of the present day. Period work—as I have just read you—is going out of vogue. Unless I go to England I shall not keep my fame … and that my publishers think it considerable is clear by the terms they offer me.”

          
Were these pretty scented notes, these underlined gushings fame? Sally supposed so. Gentlemen (she would never get rid of that belief) knew so much more than women. Fame—any kind of fame—must be the proper thing for gentlemen to strive for. Even Mr Lovel was famous now, and only Sally knew how cross he got if his claret was not properly mulled.

          
“Why, Jermyn, of course you must go to England and be famous,” she said.

          
“I … I regret … naturally … leaving you …” muttered Jermyn, moving a vase of flowers in front of Roddy, whose smiling eyes had been such a help.

          
“But I shall be so proud. Oh,” cried Sally, openly dabbing her face since he saw the tears, “I'm only crying because I'm so proud. It is wonderful. You are being wasted out here.”

          
“I have always felt that.” He was conscious of a slight disappointment. This parting would make no sort of scene in a book. Not that he would ever have used it, of course, but an artist naturally assimilates everything.

          


          
“Perhaps … some day you might come to me, Sally.”

          
Sally knew she was not very clever, but she had wits enough to meet that.

          
“I never could. Don't think of it. Think of all the fine ladies you'll be meeting. Those who write to you, you know. You ought to marry them … I mean one of them. They could help you so much. They understand.”

          
Did they? Did they understand as she did this Jermyn who, for all his cleverness, knew so little of women that the bits of her he was always putting in his books were only the superficial Sally, her silly little ways and sayings, the muddles she made of things. But of course, as a gentleman, he could not write about a Sally struggling always towards Eternity … especially as he didn't believe in it. So many years since last the glad trumpets had sounded in Eternity for Sally. Yet (in spite of the gushing ladies) she couldn't help hoping to find Jermyn there. He was smiling now, looking pleased.

          
“Well, they do seem to understand, don't they? The letters they write…. I am vastly beholden to them. As an artist…. But we shall always be good friends, Sally?”

          
“Oh, yes.” They had been good friends for so long now. The lover Jermyn had been gone for so long now. “Always good friends, Jermyn.”

          
Peregrine came in, and for once both were glad to see him. Sally ran for wine and cake. Mr Lovel always liked wine and cake for his guests, and Jermyn was a guest now. “Jermyn's going to England,” she cried. Anything would be easier than hearing him say it.

          
“Probably you are better out of this country,” said Peregrine, sitting down stiffly. “Not claret, my dear. I would prefer Burgundy.”

          
Burgundy (he felt) gave just the extra fillip necessary to a man who, having lived through the tumults of 'seventy-five and 'seventy-six, was finding this year of 'seventy-seven almost too much for him. It was surprising
            


            that parliaments could continue to show such unabated and alarming energy.

          
“How is Grey?” asked Jermyn, sipping his wine with relish. The simple comforts of humanity are so necessary after scenes with women.

          
Grey, said Peregrine acidly, was behaving as might have been expected of a person who had left gardening on Kawau Island to fling himself into politics as a private member in order to fight against the abolition of the provinces. “A dozen provincial parliaments kept up by a population of four hundred thousand. Ridiculous. Naturally they had to go,” he said, staring into his glass as though he saw the provinces drowning there like flies.

          
“Certainly getting rid of them has made the central parliament more powerful,” agreed Jermyn, yawning a little. These colonial mare's nests were less than nothing to a man with his feet already setting on larger ways.

          
And Sally had once actually suggested that he should write about New Zealand. There is nothing to write of, he had told her. No history, no tradition, nothing of the least importance to anyone outside itself. England takes not the slightest interest in all her little rag-tags of Empire, he had told a Sally asking if they couldn't all be joined together in one large splendid cloak. You did write about her once, said Sally, who would never understand that young men will be foolish and waste their powers.

          
Peregrine continued: “Representation by provinces merely made bedlam. One might have only one hundred members and another sixteen hundred. How could any central parliament possibly adjudicate all their wants? Scandalous nonsense. But Grey is an old woman.” Thus he disposed of the provincial parliaments as he emptied his glass, and ignored the impassioned eloquence of Grey, who had made history by forming New Zealand's first Opposition and was still scampering up and down the country making speeches … which was more than indecent in a man of nearly seventy.

          


          
“I wonder why old women are always thought to be so stupid,” murmured Sally, but the gentlemen disdained to reply to anything so obvious.

          
Peregrine said: “It is well we have Atkinson as Premier.” (Since you weren't chosen yourself, thought Jermyn.) “Naturally he got his following through his wartime service, and possibly at this juncture he can do more for the country with his plain bluntness than another with Grey's brilliant rhetoric.”

          
“We haven't such another.” Jermyn got up. All those dainty missives to be answered, as well as the publishers…. But Grey and his Opposition had done something. Besides rousing Auckland to the extent of wanting to go to war under them, they had scotched the religious side of the new Free and Compulsory Education Bill. So schools were to be entirely secular, and Peregrine's eyes became quite glassy with fury when he spoke of that. To a man who read morning prayers every day of his life, and would (one felt) even if there were no more than a canary-bird to listen, secular education was Grey's crowning crime.

          
“An eternal disgrace to any country. No prayers to open the schools with. Purely a vendetta of revenge against abolition. I always suspected Grey.”

          
Yet you upheld him for long enough, thought Jermyn. Peregrine would always uphold governors and parliaments, no matter what their colour.

          
“He's a great man, though. He fights—and how he fights—for what he believes in,” said Jermyn, going away with his courteous good-byes, his kind smile to Sally. Always friends, eh? it seemed to say and a something not quite dead in Sally nearly cried: No, no. Enemies is better than being friends for you and me, Jermyn. Friends so often forget each other….

          
“I have papers to look over in the library,” said Mr Lovel. “Pray see that I am not disturbed, my dear.”

          
To Sally it seemed that this quiet room could never be
            


            disturbed again, never be anything but empty again. She took up her sewing; but the light was fading too fast for fading eyes. “I must get glasses,” she murmured, going to pick a dead rose out of the silver vase on the table. Such a pity all lovely things must die….
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Jerry, having married Miss Clara Scott in Christchurch, had had no need of Darien's ministrations there. But since she had refused to turn out of Bendemeer, she consented to build him a cottage nearer the river, where he was very happy planning the great mansion which was to be another Lovel Hall some day. Already he and Clara had decided on the number of rooms and the width of the veranda; and meanwhile she had her baby, and he had his work on Bendemeer … which had expanded amazingly since England's great loan flooded the country with present and prospective wealth.

          
Fate, having been niggardly with this new land for so long, now tried another game on it. Lifting the cornucopia to her shining shoulder she poured out riches in such bewildering floods that everybody wondered what they had been about to think they had had enough before, and plunged so swiftly into spending and speculation that one almost heard the splash.

          
Of course we can never have enough, declared the gentlemen, hurrying to buy from the provincial governments, before they were abolished, any amount of land at £2 the acre, with no restrictions other than the childish one that the sale must not be for less than twenty acres. A monstrous useful restriction, that, considered the gentlemen, planning their new blocks with everywhere nineteen-and-a-half acres between, which (since they couldn't be bought) presently became absorbed in the blocks already bought. In Canterbury all the big stations were increasing, and immigrants coming with a few 
hun-
                


                dred pounds in their pockets were quite squeezed out. The small man is a danger. How can any hand-to-mouth settler establish first-class breeds of sheep and cattle as we can, said the English county gentlemen, conscious of their duty to New Zealand, of new county families already opening eyes and mouths with infant cries.

          
To Darien this new game of piracy was the best fun yet; and she went to it with such gusto that Bendemeer soon had blocks stretching away to the foothills, where thousands of succulent snowgrass acres were gradually coming under the hoof; and sheep, cattle, and horses roamed where they would until the mustering time. Many station-owners increased their land by mortgage. But Darien paid in bags of gold, and let everyone know it, for the same reason that she had had the covers of her brood-mares fitted with silver chains and “Bendemeer” done on the outer gates in gilt studs.

          
“I'll wear gold studs in my nose if I like. I can afford it,” said Darien, keeping a watchful eye on fencing-gangs at work in the blazing sun, on the deadly mischief of the nor'westers, the biting southerly busters that brought the snow. “Be careful with those survey-pegs,” she ordered as the low sod walls rose on the level tussock, to be sown later with gorse and protected by shining wires until the gorse grew. Already many fences were high enough for good jumping; so these gentlemen riders of the Plains put their heads together, establishing kennels for drag-hunts, since there were plenty of weka-birds and imported pheasants and quails but no foxes.

          
Andrew declared that we must import hares. But meanwhile drag-hunts were excellent fun; with men, women, and children all following somehow, and uproarious evenings at Durdans, at Bendemeer and elsewhere, and no end of Witney blankets for a sleepy man to roll himself in on the floor when all was done.

          
For Janet hunts were a combined ecstasy and anguish, for hidden wire in the fences trapped many and 
somer-
                


                saults were common. But gentlemen looked so gallant, so well-turned-out on their well-bred horses, and the master in his green coat she would never forget-until there was another one next year. With her slim girlish body of eighteen and a mind as near eight years old as Linda could manage it, Janet would have been a continual danger to young men if she had been less shy.

          
Sophia was Janet's greatest comfort at these times. Sophia, who had come to cook and be bullied by Darien when Major Henry died, was always interested in the gentlemen, though she said it was their souls, while Janet was so innocently interested in their bodies.

          
Since these were the spacious days, a good twenty men and several women crowded into Bendemeer one evening when the hunt was done and the red frosty sunset gave place to the great red fires. All the Plains stations kept full larders of chines of beef, hams, legs of mutton, endless bacon, and eggs for hungry men; all sideboards gleamed with bottles, and beer-barrels were continually full. So Darien fed her horde; and the men ranged where they would, and the women sat and talked over the fire with skirts drawn up…. Tiffany and Darien, Jerry's jolly Clara, and Sophia, whose cap and shawl Darien had long since stuffed under the copper. If you can't be good in a tartan gown and those sausage-curls I bought you in Christchurch, you can be wicked, said Darien. I'd rather you were anyway.

          
But since Sophia couldn't be wicked even in false curls she warmed her toes and thought of her curios while the others talked and laughed. Darien had been so kind in giving her an outhouse for her curios, and there they lay in rows on the shelves—Maori axes and deep-grooved tops that sounded the high whining note for the tangi when you spun them, paper-weights with snow-storms inside, and glass candlesticks an inch long, a kaleidoscope where bits of coloured glass fell into different designs, scraps of kauri gum, shells carved into cameos, Maori mats
              


              and poi-balls…. My collection really is beyond price, thought Sophia, who intended to have it priced some day and give all her ensuing wealth to the Chinese missions.

          
The men came in, and there was a deal of laughter and joking, and Sophia went to bring great jugs of cocoa topped with cream and huge thick slabs of currant cake while Tiffany lay back among cushions, watching Brant being as intent as anyone else. So intent on all he did, this man she loved. So incredible that her wild self should love Brant with his close instincts of the English county gentlemen, his bringing up of their two boys in English ways … with nurseries, and coming in for dessert, and cricket-balls already in their little hands, and an English public school in prospect by and by. Like Frank Crofts and everyone else, Brant was setting out to raise an English county family on the Plains … and Tiffany laughed and let him, knowing that her own battle ran so much deeper than that.

          
The Englishman's harem instinct was near as strong in Brant as in papa … or in that Caesar whose wife must be above reproach. And though his innate justice always tempered it with courtesy, that wouldn't help much if ever he knew that she had been what he called a fallen woman. What with the exquisite terror of that knowledge and the expectation that careless Darien might any day let it out, Tiffany felt herself living in glorious insecurity from day to day and was conscious that she had found a proper method of combating dullness. Without that fear she would undoubtedly have fought Brant … who didn't know how lucky he was.

          
About her the talk jumped from sheep to fishing, to the paradise duck which gave such good shooting, to the tentative crops now appearing on the Plains, and back to the sheep by which they chiefly lived. “I'll show you my purebred Saxon merinos to-morrow,” promised Darien, who had just imported them from Germany. “None of you
              


              have anything to touch 'em. Wake up and sing something, Tiffy. You're not earning your keep.”

          
Chorus-songs where everyone could shout were best after so much cake and cocoa, and the gentlemen did so well with “John Peel's” tally-hos that Darien clapped her hands. “I do love noise,” she said.

          
All a little crude and colonial, thought Brant Hutton, but we will better it in time. Tiffany (he felt, watching her so vital and gay at the piano) was already bettered. At times I could almost think her English, he thought, gratefully bestowing the highest praise he had.

          
For those men who stayed all night there were mattresses and chaff sacks on the big-room floor, while Tiffany slept in the second bed in Sophia's room. But there was not much sleep in it, with Sophia bringing her pale scared eyes close to whisper about Linda's Prue. “I fear she's in love with one of our station-hands. A gentleman,” said Sophia, very impressive.

          
“Nonsense, dear. She's only seventeen.” Sophy was always fearing something.

          
“Every girl is in love at seventeen. Over and over. But there are no gentlemen like those splendid officers in these days,” sighed Sophia.

          
“If you'd said Janet, now….”

          
“Oh, she's never out of it, though Linda won't let her talk to men, and I do teach her hymns about ‘Brief life is here our portion and men were deceivers ever.’ But Prue never has before, and Bethune is a gentleman though just a tramp Darien picked off the road,” said Sophia, looking so dreadful in a red flannel dressing-gown and all her false curls off that Tiffany shut her eyes.

          
Quantities of tramping swaggers of all classes since the Westland gold-fields were no longer doing what they should, and every station-owner gave orders to his hut-cook to feed two nightly, though if there were more they had to ask at the house. Bethune, it appeared, had asked at the house, and Darien, liking his manner, had given
              


              him a job at the fencing. “She enjoys bullying gentlemen,” said Sophia, feeling how often Darien mistook her for a gentleman. “And Prue is always riding over with messages from Linda, who never troubles to come herself.”

          
Linda, as Tiffany knew, rarely troubled to do anything now that her daughters were old enough to do it for her. Even Caroline had been turned over to the girls, who were so dutifully busy from dawn till dark that one would have marvelled they could think of love, except that it seems indigenous in everybody. For most women, thought Tiffany, sons soon become individuals; but daughters often remain merely projections of themselves, specially invented to receive all the knocks. Linda's daughters were those parts of herself which she projected in vicarious sacrifices … and if she could help it they would never be anything else.

          
“I'm glad you told me, Sophy, dear, and I'll ask Linda if she will let Prue stay with me for a while. Don't speak to anyone about it. It would only make trouble.”

          
Lying near the open window while Sophia slept with a flannel petticoat of silent protest round her head, Tiffany thought how Prue had always been one of the rebellious Lovels, belonging to this new land as her father and mother did not; for Linda proudly talked of being English-born, neglecting to mention that she had been weaned by a goat on the voyage out. It has given us colonials such a false idea, thought Tiffany. Trying to adapt all the old hidebound beliefs and traditions to our new outlook and surroundings, and making such a muddle of both. We should have started at the beginnings, before man had so overridden nature with art….

          
But of course we couldn't with so much against us. Those who heard the voice of the new land, which is the sweet wise voice of the Ancient of Days, were helpless against authority. And so in time they ceased to hear; and the methods of what Roddy called English-and-water
              


              went on … sheltered old-world teaching in an unsheltered land….
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Jerry (who had learned men in eight years of war) had known Bethune's type at once when meeting him tramping across the paddock with his swag. Here was one of that mysterious wandering gentleman-army which scribbled French, Latin, and even Greek on the whare walls when halting for the night before going on among the other vagabonds now infesting the Plains. Jerry could read the stupid, plaintive, and often foul scribbling of thieves and gaol-birds and other passing shadows; but he couldn't read the Greek and Latin, which, said Hutton, was as well. “All damned souls, these) gentlemen tramps,” said Hutton, and Jerry was always tender with damned souls.

          
“Come far?” he asked pleasantly, reining his horse in.

          
“Buckingham Palace. Oxford before that,” said the man, looking up with a faint grin on his thin tired face. Jerry offered his pouch without patronage. He looked Oxford anyway.

          
“Have a pipe with me? Jolly cold, isn't it?”

          
“Thanks.” Those trembling hands lighting up were too eager, told too clearly how long the privation had been. “God! That's good. Any chance of a job? I'm set for a month … more if you can hold my cheque back.”

          
Drink, of course. But they wanted fencers. Jerry said: “Go up to the house and ask for Lady Calthorpe. Say Mr Lovel sent you. What's your name?”

          
“Bethune … among friends. In gaol or the Salvation Army, I'm Smith.”

          
Shameless? Or more likely so eaten by shame that he had to flaunt it at everyone. I hope Darien takes him, thought Jerry, riding on round the sheep cropping frozen turnips in the road-paddock. Ploughing was still timid on the Plains since the nor'wester had a way of getting under
              


              the furrow and lifting all the earth into the next paddock. But horses must have oats and barley, and sheep must have winter feed. And with wheat the price it was everyone was defying the nor'westers. Bendemeer had six hundred acres in wheat this year. Shelter-plantations and fences are helping a lot, thought Jerry, feeling very friendly to the sheep. Their sharp clattering hooves and little grating coughs gave them a queer faint personality.

          
Darien had taken Bethune and, because she firmly refused to give him his cheque, he had stayed on through the hunting-weather, the windy spring, and into shearing-time, becoming so vigorous in the process that, despite his tiresome gentleman-ways, the men liked him to work with. How he had first met and talked to Prue he didn't remember. Probably he had been mending a gate and thinking of another woman when she rode by, pausing to ask a question.

          
Such questions she asked, this sleek-haired girl with her long eyes full of fire and wonder. So famished for knowledge that she would take it from a tramp. Good Lord, what are her folk about to let such innocence and ignorance run loose, thought Bethune, talking with Prue while digging post-holes near the Durdans boundary, or clearing a slip on the river-cutting where sheep were driven for water, or strolling after the day's work beside a gum-plantation, as the long evenings drew on.

          
Prue, slipping off for a lonely gallop when she could avoid her sisters and her duties, found her head filling, from Bethune's talk, with wonderful entrancing affairs. Bugles calling and kilts swinging on the heights of Stirling Castle, knights fighting in the steep Perugia streets until the cobbles ran with blood, Don Quixote wandering with his white floating hair, scraps of the romance languages wherein Petrarch sang of Laura, Roland shouted to his men before he blew his horn, D'Artagnan diced and laughed, the lovers of Seville went wooing….

          
“Tell me more of Spain,” commanded Prue, who only
              


              needed fan and mantilla to be Spain herself. So Bethune told her of the Alhambra gardens where the little fountains and the nightingales sang the warm night through, and of the towers upon the walls, each haunted by the languorous amorous ghosts of some fair lady waiting in solitude for her Moorish lord.

          
Yet Prue had the strong crude fibre of this land in her too, telling him how ashamed he should be of remaining a station-hand when he knew so much….

          
“Perhaps I am ashamed,” said Bethune, straining up a wire to the post.

          
“Go away, then,” said Prue, finding the words stab her heart.

          
“With a big cheque? I'd be in gaol in a week. I drink, you know.” He straightened up, looking at her under his dark brows, pleased to see her painful flush at his brutality. But she met him fiercely.

          
“Any man should be able to control himself. I'm learning to, and I'm just a girl.”

          
“That's why. You haven't been tempted….” He watched her. Soon he would tempt her … and she'd prove no stronger than another. “You don't have to find your comfort in mental saturnalias, Miss Prue,” he said, gathering up his tools and going on to the next post, while Prue rode home, her mind gloriously tapestried with the loveliness of the ancient world.
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Now shearing, that sacred imperious festival of the year, was coming to the Plains, marching station by station towards the hills, and wherever it reigned at the moment men left their daily affairs to serve the sheep. Even the fencers left their work and wrought in the yards, thrusting and beating long lines of grey panting bodies up the race with manuka-boughs and forebent knees. Hut-cooks had two helpers, and several fresh-killed sheep hung daily
              


              on the gallows by the killing-pens. Dogs barked in dozens and fought in couples for the entertainment of their masters through the long hot evenings, and sheep cried day and night, as unhappy in their new white agility as they had been when gasping under the heavy weight of fleece. Each fleece was a golden fleece in these good days, and each ear of wheat was a grain of gold, and Darien, standing with Tiffany in the door of the Bendemeer shed, said no more than everyone else was thinking.

          
“Soon I'll be rich beyond the dreams of avarice,” said Darien. Even those who had mortgaged up to the hilt believed that they would too. This great aristocracy of the hills and Plains was no more than beginning to arrive at its own.

          
Tiffany had ridden down from Peak Hills with Hutton, come to try if he could get the shearers next. “Crofts is after them,” Darien told him. “But they may take you instead because yours is the bigger shed.” Somewhat touchy and high-handed, the shearers, coming often in numbers from Australia, working their way south through the New Zealand sheds. Hutton would speak to the leaders when work was done, but now he was watching the wool-classer at the long table. A good wool-classer was the kind of gentleman for station-owners to go on their knees to.

          
“Come on,” said Darien, moving forward. Tiffany hesitated. This dear man of hers did try so hard to keep her like an English lady. If only he knew all that I do know about things, thought Tiffany, finding continual humour in her daily struggles to be as ignorant as Brant thought her, finding endless stimulation in the high risks she had taken. Despite all their efforts (and Brant would try loyally) nothing could re-establish his belief in her as the perfect woman if he should know fully what had been between her and Dick Sackville. Brant, like any other English gentleman, demanded the utter perfection of
              


              purity in his wife. But, since being perfect was a little dull at times, she followed Darien into the shed.

          
“That second Maori is ringer this year,” said Darien, looking down the dim broad board flecked with light from the little windows, with the flash of clicking blades, the gleam of steadily-moving naked arms and torsos. Like machinery those muscular arms were moving; opening up the fleece with the long straight blow, purling it away in creamy folds glistening richly with the yolk, until the fleecy came pattering to gather up the full robe, the scared stripped sheep went out through the trap, and the shearer reached into the pen for another.

          
Poetry in this, thought Tiffany, feeling that she would never write poetry again. Brant wouldn't like the only kind that was natural to her. But she could enjoy the beauty of those rippling muscles, those brown Maori bodies glossy as hazelnuts, the sheep with their yellow patient eyes. And she could enjoy these rich meaty smells of sheep and heated men and oil, and tar dabbed on a wound, and dust and sheep-dip from the yards outside.

          
Maori shearers were a poor exchange for proud Heke strutting on the Beach with his warriors behind him; for kind old Waka Nene, who had given her so many toys; for the young Hemi, who gave so much more than toys…. All forgotten now, along with the mighty pride and tradition of the chiefs. Te Kooti, last of all the rebels, had bowed now to Fate. Oblivion had come to the great fighting chiefs with the huia feathers of royalty in their hair….

          
“Forgive me for leaving you, dear,” said Brant, rather hurried at her elbow. “I had no notion you were in here. Shall I take you to the house?”

          
Tiffany went with him meekly past the clatter of the wool-press, the sharp orders of the classer, the men moving the great bales aside with iron hooks. All these lusty hasty joys were not for Brant Hutton's wife, and Darien was perhaps the only lady on the Plains who went more
              


              than once in the season to the shearing-shed. They grant us the once as a raree-show, thought Tiffany, smiling with her hand on Brant's arm. “What a dear you are,” she said, a little protectingly.

          
Brant patted her hand, looking away to the nor'west arch over the hills. Already the air was electric with the nor'west's dry hot breath. “I hope it won't bring the river down, darling. I'd better have left you at home.”

          
“Sultan swims better than the mare. I'd probably have to pull you out … why, Prue!”

          
Some months since she had seen Prue, whom Roddy called Andalusia … which fitted her as neatly as Don Rodrigo fitted him. But this was a wakened Andalusia whose red ripe lips kissing Tiffany seemed kissing love itself, so warm and close they were. My gracious, thought Tiffany, alarmed; surely old Sophia couldn't have been right for once. She's 
never right. Why should she be this time? thought Tiffany, going with Prue between the heavy scents of jasmine, the frail winy scent of little banksia roses into the long room where Sophia was clattering crockery.

          
“I vow you must be dying for tea,” fussed Sophia, who always felt like a ministering angel when she had a teapot in her hand. “It is such a comfort. How is your dear grandma, Prue?”

          
“Not very much of a comfort just at present,” said Prue, sitting on the end of the sofa like a mermaid in her close green habit. “We're short of butter, and grandma is taking it to heart so much mamma sent me over for some. Two pounds, if you can spare it, please.”

          
“Well, I don't churn till the morning and the shearers are eating it all, but if you could stay the night….”

          
“Oh, I could. In fact, I daren't go home without it. Thank you, Aunt Sophy.”

          
Prue's dark eyes shone. She melted into sudden liveliness, running to carry cups and cake. It can't be, thought
              


              Tiffany who, since Linda had refused to lend Prue to Peak Hills, had put the matter away as one of Sophia's mare's nests. Prue's sleek young head on its slender neck was assuredly too proud to stoop to any tramp, no matter what his Begats might be. Perhaps Linda has let a lover into Durdans at last, thought Tiffany, asking after Deb and Janet.

          
Janet, it appeared, had a new tune to practise and Deb a new puppy to train. And what have you got, wondered Tiffany, watching this gay Prue as Darien and the gentlemen came in. Prue, she knew only too well, was one of the rebellious Lovels, choosing to live dangerously, like Roddy, like herself. Not so many years since she had come on Prue biting her arms behind the gum-plantation, and had said in surprise: “I thought I was the only child who had ever done that.”

          
“It's my own arm,” returned Prue, glowering. “I suppose I can do what I like with it. It's the only part of me that I can.”

          
Yes, a vessel of wrath and bound to explode some day, Tiffany had thought, sitting on the tussock beside her.

          
But now this Prue, looking sideways with her long languorous eyes, moving with her young grace, seemed so very delectable a woman that Darien asked in her blunt fashion: “When are you girls going to be married?”

          
“Ask mamma,” said Prue, a little bitter.

          
“Oh!” Darien sat up, her strange eyes suddenly lit. “Putting spokes in your wheels, is she? I suspected it. I would have bet young Taverner was after Janet last year, but now he's got a girl in Christchurch.”

          
“Mamma says it's indecent for girls to talk to young men,” said Prue, so exactly prim-mouthed Linda that Tiffany had to laugh.

          
“You haven't arranged my marriage yet, Darien,” said Sophia, coquettish under the false curls.

          
“The Lord did that when he made you. Come back to the shed, you men,” said Darien, getting up.
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V

          

Once at least in a long and profitable season shearers and shepherds serenaded The House and received the thanks of the Boss—with a full barrel of beer as well. It was a great and dignified rite, not vouchsafed at every station. The very air round the huts trembled to-night with excitement, and men naturally particular and men who had never been known to wash-up before now stripped and scrubbed under the tap of the big tank. And but for straying dogs eating all the soap, only heaven knew when they'd have done, thought Bethune, who had chosen to manage his own toilet in secret.

          
Standing presently with this rough crew he would see Prue sitting in a white gown among the ladies and gentlemen, among the little tables with their whisky-glasses, the starry jasmine-flowers … and would that teach her anything? Would she see what she was doing, or would her generous impatient heart be ready to leap the barriers then? Which do I want it to be, he wondered, watching the rouseabouts sleek their hair with foul-smelling dripping begged from the cook, watching a macaroni of a shearer busy with a pink cambric tie on his new black shirt. All these hard-working fellows, seeing a shearing through, taking their big cheques and going on to the next shed were better men than himself, who dared not take his cheque—dared not drink the beer to-night … but would!

          
Round him in the warm dusk was a murmuring of voices, of tunes softly sought for and repeated, of accordions getting whisperingly to work, while now and then the melody that is in every Maori throat rolled grandly out in a phrase and died away. A broken underflow of harmonies and discords going anxiously with the tramping feet in the moonlight past the young gorse-hedges golden with their bloom; past the blocks of sheds and stables and outhouses, past the gardens where the warm night
              


              was loaded with fragrance of flowers and grasses, where the pervading odour of sheep was embedded in all the other odours, like scent in ambergris.

          
Knowing the value of this ceremony, Robertson led with his bagpipes, while behind him the low uneasy searching for tunes went on. On the lawn he ceased and with shufflings and coughings the men spread out in a half-circle, while the leader of the shearers stepped forward, delivering the formula in a low gabble.

          
“Lady Calthorpe, ma'am. Me and the men thought we'd like to come and give you a little moosic, ma'am.”

          
“Very good of you, Chote,” said Darien clearly out of her big chair. “We're all ready.”

          
Prue had never heard a shearer's serenade before, and at Durdans she would have had to listen indoors behind drawn curtains. But here she unbelievably was in a long Island chair on Bendemeer veranda; with Darien and Tiffany and Clara and Sophia, with Jerry and Brant Hutton and several other men. And there were three lamps set in the open window behind. Darien receiving a serenade was not hiding her red head under a bushel. It glowed as she sat in state below the lamps, with all her diamonds on to do honour to her men.

          
Tiffany saw Prue's face as she leaned forward into the light for a moment. A strangely vital, disembodied Prue, as though her young soul were going off somewhere with just that pointed chin, those scarlet lips, those long and smouldering eyes. Then she sat back suddenly, and Tiffany thought, “She's seen Bethune,” and saw him herself, standing a little apart with his shabby clothes, his easy gentleman air….

          
Between the curtains of the roses the audience looked out, tolerantly smiling on flower-beds grown darker and sweeter, on the awkward bulks of the shuffling men. Accordions made a false start; then another. Now the harsh husky voices, the rich power of the Maoris were
              


              launched like an avalanche on the immemorial song of the shearing-sheds:

          

            
Oh, the ship she bore the name of the Golden Vanitee,


            
And they said she would be robbed by some Spanish rover free


            
As she sailed along the Lowlands … Lowlands….


            
As she sailed along the Lowlands, low….
          

          
In mournful monotony song followed song, with the accordions filling up the gaps, and presently Tiffany noticed that the gap beside her was no longer filled by Prue, Nor was Bethune out there in the flicker of moon-light. She slipped away hastily behind the chairs. Ignorant as Prue was she knew better than this. But Tiffany too had known better, and that hadn't stopped her when love called. Once she too had come by way of the preparing loves—sunrises, a windy sky of light, a flower, or some other immortal art of nature's wooing, and so with opening heart to meet the wooing of a man.

          
The orchard beyond the macrocapa fence was the likeliest place, thought Tiffany, hurrying along the path with heart in her throat. Slender shadows of young trees everywhere now … and there, where apple- and cherry-trees studded the night with frail stars, a thicker shadow stood among the long grass. At her step it parted, and Prue was gone, silent as a ghost. But Bethune stood still to meet Tiffany. Was he hoping she'd think it was a kitchen-maid he had been embracing here? She said, coldly:

          
“You can come to the house for your cheque after breakfast to-morrow, Bethune.”

          
“Thank you, Mrs Hutton.” His voice was colourless, but she had heard his gasp and pity suddenly overcame her.

          
“Oh, I'm sorry. But you must have known…. Why have you done this to her?”

          
“Why am I a man, you meant to say, didn't you?”

          
He made a half-laugh, a half-sneer of it, shuffling away without more words through the orchard towards the
              


              men's huts. Going back to the Salvation Army and the gaol, and boots with broken uppers, and a soul with broken pride. Tiffany went slowly up to the veranda, where Prue was in her place, lying far back with hands gripped on the sides of her chair. Establishing an alibi, the poor brave child. Oh, why are our lessons so hard to learn, thought Tiffany pityfully. The serenaders, growing breathless and thirsty for beer, sang like a dirge:

          

            
Hark, I hear the bugle call-ing.


            
Good-bye, Dolly Gray….
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Peregrine had sent for Tiffany quite in the Grand Mogul manner—and who could have expected anything else with his portrait, painted by Australia's best artist, hanging, eyeglass and all, in Parliament House? “Since your mother has been ailing for some considerable time,” he wrote, “I permit you to pay her a short visit. You will understand that it is solely for her sake….”

          
“Nice old gentleman,” said Darien, when Tiffany showed her the letter “Keepin' that fire hot for twenty-four years.”

          
“So it is,” said Tiffany, surprised. Four years since Brant was drowned in the big river flood of 1884, since she had let Peak Hills so the boys could stay at the English schools to which Brant had sent them. “Oh, do you think mamma is really ill?” she asked anxiously.

          
“Not she! Learnin' how to get her own way at last, that's all. It always did take Sal-volatile a damn long time to learn anything. I'd have taught that mean black rig something in a month. I did, too. You won't stay up there, Tiffy?”

          
It was nice to have Tiffy back at Bendemeer, since Sophia was so taken up with her curios that one always expected to find some in the soup or the shepherd's pie. Nearly as dangerous to dinners as the politics and governors of the early days, Sophy's curios.

          
“Could you see him allowing it?” said Tiffany, between a laugh and a sigh. Tiffy had got back her old brightness now, and might even go on marrying, thought Darien, who could never keep her hands off marriages. She had got Deb and Janet settled, though it had been a devil of a
            


            job, with Janet drowned in love and tears, and Linda never speaking to Darien again. But Prue had remained stubborn. Perhaps she really had cared for that Bethune, thought Darien, who never could understand why one man wasn't as good as another since all a woman needed of him was a home and comforts.

          
Fewer now to provide the home and comforts since the land-boom burst at the end of 'seventy-nine, setting so many of New Zealand's gentlemen to keeping their anxious noses to the grindstone. Yet in the South they still made gallant show with hunts and balls and races, and the shipping of frozen meat to England since 'eighty-two had helped many to their feet again. With wool and wheat worth nothing (and the whole world, it seemed, was in the same box) it was very convenient of sheep to turn into valuable mutton … though of course it meant great changes in breeding. But Darien was equal to that.

          
So far she and her fortune had been equal to holding off the little men now come nibbling everywhere on the edges of the great stations; but much of Durdans was gone, and Tiffy had had to sell some of Peak Hills. What with taxes and Liberal notions and voting by all males over twenty-one, said Andrew, the writing was not only on the wall, but in everybody's cheque book.

          
Sophia hurried in, dropping odds and ends from her loaded arms.

          
“Jerry brought me back … some of his Clara's mending … only not mended, and how could it be mended with six children and only one maid,” panted Sophia, pushing an old green hat of Darien's further off her pallid brow.

          
“Damn careless of Clara to have so many kids in these bad times,” said Darien, going out to speak to Robertson about the next draft of fattened lambs.

          
“Blessed is the man who has his quiver full … but I never was sure about women. Oh, will you help me, Tiffy? Thank you, but don't tell Clara, for I said I'd do them
            


            and it is so shocking to be thought untruthful. Though I do wonder why Truth lies in a well where nobody can see it…. This blue gingham is for the blue frocks, and the checked for the checked one…. I suppose we shall all have to wear white in heaven, though I do think a little colour would be more cheerful …if it isn't blasphemous to say so.”

          
“I fear you don't know the meaning of the word, Sophy dear,” said Tiffany, getting needles and thread. Something of a relief to be blasphemous occasionally, to indulge in rare flights of titanic ribaldry over Buddhist philosophers, fat old monks laughing in their wide sleeves, gods drunken on Olympus.

          
She and Linda's Prue often laughed together at Life, blasting their own hard way step by step towards the realities. Prue's existence, muffled in Caroline's bronchitis and Linda's self-absorbed fluffiness, needed a deal of blasting.

          
Tiffany, so happy with Brant, so tip-toe with her daily fear that kept her love a nervous living thing, had been quite bewildered with that stimulating menace gone. And now Brant might know that she had deceived him and would forgive her, as all good angels must … which seemed rather an anticlimax, somehow. Tiffany had never much wanted forgiveness unless she earned it.

          
“It really was a pity Jerry built Lovel Hall before the crash … though of course he couldn't have built it since,” said Sophia. “But such a big house. So hard to keep clean and tidy.”

          
So hard for any of us to keep our inner houses tidy … big or little. Mine never will be any more than Bendemeer is, thought Tiffany, looking round the familiar room. Except for increased shabbiness it had not changed. Wool of a different texture—southdowns, shropshires (Tiffany could never remember sheep)—filled the row of brass pots, and the files on Darien's desk would hold different names.

          


          
But above the mantel Darien still smiled down in her young gorgeousness of red curls and white shining flesh and green drooping scarves, and in some way the essential Darien had not grown older. Still set on her piracies, still trampling those who got in her way, still piling up such wealth as she could, just as Nick Flower had done. What for? wondered Tiffany, who was nearly as poor as she ever had been (since all the Peak Hills income must go to the boys), and who felt that she did not mind at all.

          
There's lots of fun in life yet, she thought, hearing through the opened window Darien at her usual altercation with Robertson; leaning out before Sophia drew the blinds and lit the lamp to savour the June weather hesitating yet on the edge of winter. Ploughland, straw-stacks, the harsh sweetness of gorse blossom exhaled a faint ecstasy, tinctured with wood-smoke where men were burning grubbed gorse-roots in the next paddock—since sturdy gorse (like the sturdiness in all of us) continually refuses to stay within set bounds. The poplars she and Darien had planted twenty years ago were a row of golden candlesticks before the flaming altar of the West; Nature making her own oblation to her God….

          
“I really think I had better shut the window, Tiffy,” said Sophia, anxiously. “Night air is so harmful, and perhaps you will make the toast for tea….”

          
“I was just wanting a burnt offering,” said Tiffany, going to do it. After all, what oblations do most of us offer except to our stomachs?

        

        

          
II

          

A real railway-train to take Tiffany all the way to Lyttelton, a real steamer to take her up the coast to Wellington raised her to such heights of exultation that when she saw Roddy on the Wellington wharf there was nothing left to do but cry in his arms.

          


          
“Oh, dearest … I don't often. But I did think you were in the Mountains of the Moon or somewhere.”

          
“I was. Came down last night on a moonbeam. Pray don't apologize…. I enjoy having lovely females cry in my arms and provide a little romance for the bystanders. Tiffy, why did you never wear a little wine-red bonnet with velvet strings before? It's adorable. And please tell me that I am too. I like to hear it, though I am not allowed velvet bonnets.”

          
So Roddy was still whimsical Don Rodrigo, keeping his troubles (and behind his smiling eyes one could see that he had them) in their proper place, conducting her courteously to a hansom.

          
“An elopement. I saw those two nice old ladies whispering it. Now, if you could contrive to scream just loud enough to send them to the police, my Tiffany, it would add such a spice of excitement to what I fear must be rather dull lives….”

          
“If you could contrive to be sensible just long enough to tell me how mamma is,” said Tiffany.

          
“Oh, you'll soon see that. Between us we have pulled the wool over the eyes of His Omnipotence in the most approved manner … and how we are enjoying the joke. My dear, it's so long since I ran away with a girl that I really don't know how to behave. Should I hold your hand….”

          
“In a hansom! You dare! Roddy, isn't she ill at all?”

          
“Just effectively.” (Whatever Tiffy might learn later, there was no need to sadden her now.) “Here's our bijou residence, and … well, hang it all, you really 
are Sally, you know,” said Roddy, standing by to see this shining flushing little creature disappearing under Tiffany's dark cloak.

          
Sally never had adequate words for occasions, and it seemed that Tiffany hadn't either; so Roddy drove them
              


              in from the gusty wind; tucking Sally up on a sofa with gay rugs and cushions, straightening her cap.

          
“The meeting of the waters. Why must females cry so much? I had hoped that tears went out with crinolines,” complained Roddy, a little anxious for Sally, while Tiffany sat back on the floor and declared that they were only laughing…. “Oh, I can't believe I haven't seen you for over twenty years, mamma darling.”

          
“You'll believe it when you see His Omnipotence,” said Roddy, bringing Sally's medicine. “He's gone to get his hair cut in order to persuade himself that he still has some. An excellent beginning; we may presently be able to persuade him that he still has a daughter.”

          
Any kind of talk would do while these dear women controlled themselves; drying each other's eyes, with Sally saying shakily: “So wonderful … to have you both together….” What, she felt, had she ever done that so much happiness should be hers, that the trampling years should have passed these two by so lightly, leaving laughter and beauty with them both….

          
Peregrine pushed open the half-closed door, seeing a most merry and charming family group in the red firelight, and felt a surprised twinge of pride in the consciousness that it was his own. That it stilled and separated as he came forward was (he acknowledged) a tribute to his domination, and Tiffany on her knees by the sofa was quite in the proper position to offer the supplications of an erring child.

          
But Tiffany had always been a disappointment. Now she stood up, smoothing back the thick bronze hair that still would run into curls, smoothing down the dark serge of her gown with hands grown suddenly cold. Here he was, the man who had denied her love and home for half a lifetime. Here he was, this foolish old man whom you had to laugh at or you'd hate him.

          
“Oh,” said Sally, looking up from her blue cushions with blue imploring eyes.

          


          
“Ah …” said Peregrine, scuttled for once under what looked suspiciously like amusement in Tiffany's bright brown gaze. Roddy did what he could, drawing Tiffany forward.

          
“Mrs Hutton of Peak Hills, Canterbury, sir. I believe you met her first at Kororareka. A handsome woman. I recognized her on the wharf by her likeness to yourself.”

          
“I hope I see you well, papa,” said Tiffany, dropping a demure little curtsy, while Roddy wanted to box her ears. This proud jade with the damask flush hot in her smooth cheeks would never learn to dissemble.

          
“Quite, I thank you.” Peregrine bowed stiffly. “I trust you may not have overexcited your mother. My dear … I think you had better rest….”

          
“Oh, please … if I can just lie quiet and hear you talk,” pleaded Sally, still hoping prayerfully for the melting of these two unmalleable metals.

          
Peregrine sat down and embarked on conversation with his family, while Tiffany, feeling as though she were dragging a springless cart over heavy shingle, wondered why people who had learned to keep safe from the laws they made so seldom learned to keep safe from each other … or themselves. Papa was still a little afraid of her, just as she was afraid of herself … so let us talk of law, since New Zealand was still getting so much of it … poor dear little country whom men never would leave alone.

          
Vogel's public works policy, said Peregrine, had on the whole been beneficial, but it should have been consolidated by a board of works in control. He and Vogel had fought hard for that, but the Opposition (a menace to all common sense) had thrown it out; and the resultant waste and confusion, with every member fighting tooth and nail for his own district, was quite beyond words, said Peregrine, proceeding to put it into words, walking
              


              about with hand under his coat-tails quite in the old musical-box manner.

          
Sally shut her eyes with a sigh. They had been so happy without him, and she had heard the sins of the parliament members so often.

          
“From 'seventy-one to 'eighty we imported one hundred thousand immigrants from England and Europe,” Peregrine buzzed on. “In that time our debt has risen from eight million to twenty-nine million pounds. Does that convey nothing to you? Since brains are apparently not required here, such gentlefolk as arrived have chiefly gone to manual labour, demanding high wages and constant concessions like the rest. We have become a vulgar country, ruled by the mob instead of class.”

          
Well, of course, thought Roddy, the old die-hards would always talk like that; and to gentlemen who had visions of establishing county families, of being barons or even kings in the land, all this must be particularly unpleasing.

          
Tiffany, suddenly awakening to pride in the South, offered papa the through railway from Dunedin to Christchurch (hadn't she travelled on part of it herself?), reaping-machines, water-races spreading all over the Plains so that it was no longer needful to drive sheep weekly to the rivers, frozen mutton…. “We must thank Sir Francis Bacon for the frozen mutton. He kept a fowl stuffed with snow for ever so long,” said Tiffany, feeling it quite time that papa thanked somebody for something.

          
But Peregrine preferred to thank Sir George Grey for rabbits which (he understood) had become such a plague throughout the country that we should soon have to discontinue sheep-breeding, exporting rabbit-skins instead of fleeces. “And even that don't teach the labour party what the man is like,” said Peregrine bitterly.

          
“Oh, here's tea,” said Sally with a sigh of relief. Nothing, she felt, being so wickedly stimulated by Roddy
              


              and Tiffany, ever taught a man what he was like himself.

        

        

          
III

          

When Sophia went to Canterbury, Lucilla had her sister Maria as nursemaid, seamstress, and anything else she could make of her, which, she felt, was not much, even then. But she kindly took Maria to see Tiffany, lending her a feather boa to make her smart but wearing her own best hat of black velvet bows and orange plumes, so that no one should mistake the difference in their positions.

          
Yet Fate, it seemed, was making a mistake somewhere or surely they would not have arrived simultaneously with Jermyn's latest book, which Sally was just taking from its wrappings, pausing now and then because even this chilly hands-across-the-sea affair made her stupid heart jump and flutter so. Lucilla struck attitudes at once, having become much more dramatic since Mr Piper got on the Sanitary Board.

          
“La! What do I see? The latest Jermyn Lovel? What joy! I simply dote on his heroes.”

          
“They're not like Mr Piper, certainly,” snapped Maria … who should be thankful that Mr Piper paid her any wages at all. Sally smiled faintly, allowing Lucilla to take the book. No secrets now from Jermyn, inscribing one copy of each of the many volumes appearing so regularly to: “My old friends, Sir Peregrine & Lady Lovel. With the author's compliments.”

          
The author's compliments were still terrifying to a Sally who had once found the mysticism of love and religion so finely blended in her that she had nightly pledged herself to God and Jermyn, feeling them so very much one, since it was only they that made life possible. But that was so long ago. Everything was so long ago, thought Sally, hearing Lucilla being dramatic over Jermyn's book.

          
“
Passionate Partners. I vow I never heard anything
              


              more romantic. Isn't he clever! And the heroine called Adora. Oh …” Lucilla reflected. There was still time to produce an Adora herself. After three boys there would surely be some more girls. If only one 
knew, she thought, feeling that we really didn't know half enough yet.

          
“Is that his wife's name?” asked Maria.

          
“Don't be stupid. You know she's Sabina. But he may call her Adora. He is so vastly original. I vow he is the most original man I ever met.”

          
Tiffany stopped handing cakes and crumpets and sat down suddenly. She had never heard of this marriage. Had mamma forgot to tell her, or was it that she just couldn't? Without daring to look she knew it was because she couldn't, and suddenly she snatched the book from Lucilla, and searched for what she feared to find. Had this stuff run serially in 
The Young Ladies' Journal? It seemed likely. No wonder Jermyn was rich, for the world has many Lucillas.

          
“Such a mercy he went to England and married someone who could help him. He sells thousands and thousands of his books now, Tiffy,” said Lucilla.

          
Tiffany shut her lips on a tart: “So I should imagine.” She must not hurt this poor little mamma who cared for Jermyn still. Jermyn's weakness, Sally's strength … both could destroy. Jermyn, it seemed, was already destroyed, and he was destroying the woman who had loved him so long. Oh, what could she say? If only Roddy were here to help her out.

          
“I haven't had the chance to read any of his books yet,” she said haltingly. And then (bless him) Roddy came in with his magic wand that could bring smiles to any face. Tiffany felt the tension lifted as Lucilla flung herself gushingly upon him.

          
“Roddy! Oh, what do you think? 
Passionate Partners! Jermyn always chooses such elegant titles.”

          
“Whatever he does will always be elegant,” said Roddy, very genial. “No! You're not to have it, Lucy. Buy it,
              


              my dear. That's the action of a true friend.” He put the novel on top of the bookcase; crooked his arm and bent his knee as though holding a guitar, sang with his laughing eyes upon her:

          

            
Oh, dear! How I love my Lucy.


            
She's fair. Her lips are red and juicy.
          

          
“Get along with you, you impudent wretch,” cried Lucilla, highly delighted. “I vow no one but you would dare sing that to a married lady.”

          
“Well, I own it's neither gentlemanly nor clever,” said Roddy. But it had served its turn. 
Passionate Partners was forgotten until Tiffany resurrected it later when Roddy came to her room to say good night.

          
“Roddy, I didn't know about Jermyn's marriage or anything. Are all his books as bad as that dreadful thing?”

          
“The last enchantment of the medicore, I'm afraid, Tiffy. A sort of Victorian pagoda with swarms of little tinkling bells. It's not the same Jermyn, poor old chap.” Roddy considered for a moment the tragic disorderly vitality of our humanity. “You see, I think the little mammy would have had him hitch his wagon to a star … and the star was too far off. He had to have something he could lay his hands on 
now. But she's kept him sweet in some way. He never wallows in the indecencies. Just offers sops to simpletons … and so many writers do that.”

          
“Don't make excuses for him.” (This Roddy who could always discern some happy ghost, some faint shining of the immortal spirit in the most earthy of us!) “I'd 
much rather he were indecent,” cried Tiffany, pushing her hair up until she looked like an accusing Fury. “That would show some kind of strength in him. But to sink his wit and brains to this! And for money! I shall never forgive him.”

          
“That's neither here nor there. 
She has.” Nothing a bedazzled, befooled Jermyn could do would alter that
              


              love's pure passion which set it among the Eternities. “I saw him in England, you know. He has married one of his coronetted correspondents, and she has helped him to an adoring following. He really does the best he can with … with what he has now, and it is natural that he thinks it better than it is. We're all apt to do that.” So seldom, he thought, do any of us dare hammer out of our conscience the weapon which may slay that poor pride which we so cherish.

          
“Don't! To have loved mamma … and come to this! It makes me ill.”

          
“Well … I can't blame him. A man is all loose ends without a woman, Tiffy. Though I have never found mine … except in dreams.”

          
“Roddy dear … Do you find her then?”

          
He nodded, looking away with the lines on his brown face deepening.

          
“It won't go into words, Tiffy. The real things never will. Some kind of ancient hauntings … memories … I don't know…. Sometimes I feel that she lived in some long-past world and that I knew her there … and will know her again in another world. Or it may be a dim ancestral knowledge of the central spirit of all Beauty and Love taking shape…. I can't explain. I shall see her some day. Not here….

          
“It really is a sane insanity, Tiffy,” said Roddy, being gay again and going away….

          
Lucilla, thought Sally, must have been more noisy than usual to have tired her so very much. But it was good to lie on her couch, and watch the chintz roses on the chairs and dream she was back in the chintz room where she was a girl. And better to have Roddy come with his gay smile, holding her hand until some power in him seemed dancing through her.

          
“Roddy,” she ventured, “Tiffy will have Brant in Eternity, but … do you think you could spare a little time for me there? Just sometimes, dear?”

          


          
“God bless you, you ridiculous little handful! You won't be able to get rid of me. Not even when Jermyn comes.”

          
“Oh! No! No, Roddy.” She struggled up on her cushions in distress. “Don't say such a dreadful thing. He has his wife.”

          
“Don't you fret. That little sugar-plum of his don't belong to the Eternities. She's only a makeweight. You'll have us both fighting for you like the lion and the unicorn all around the sky … and His Omnipotence skirmishing outside the meteors with his celestial coat-tails flying.”

          
“Oh, Roddy, don't make me laugh…. Oh!” Her hands went to her breast, she looked with piteous blue eyes. “So sorry, dear … this silly heart. It feels—”

          
With the first pale light in the East they thought her gone. But Sally had yet one thing to say, opening eager eyes, flushing brightly.

          
“I see the flowers, Jermyn,” she cried triumphantly. “There 
will be bouquets for buttonholes.”

        

        

          
IV

          

It is a wise person who knows just where small things end and great things begin. They seem to run into each other so, thought Linda's Prue, feeling how they were doing it now with the going off of the boys to the South African war in this October of 'ninety-nine. They looked on it as a game…. Jerry's sons, other men's sons, while for Prue the tremendous march of evolution went continually past her door with its ringing feet … and never came in.

          
It would be more than a game to me, she thought, leaving her horse at the top of the river-cutting and running down between cabbage-trees and flax already wild in the growing wind. Life, that was what it would be, and that was what they would find it, for all their clear eyes and careless laughter. She stooped to tear a flax-blade apart, suck the red gum, so bitter beneath the sweet. Always
              


              she had loved the flax-gum because it was different from anything else, just as she loved to ride bareback, feeling the rough throbbing body between her knees. Janet and Deb had never wanted to do that, and they had become good wives and mothers of families.

          
There must be something the matter with me because I can't take that decorous and well-trod road … and there's no other for a woman, thought Prue, caught by the full blast of the nor'west as she turned the corner, and was pinned gasping against the clay cliff. She pulled off her hat, letting the wind tear at her black hair, pepper her pale face and scarlet mouth with sand-particles, wind her skirt about her long slender limbs.

          
This, anyway, was life; if not that gracious life of sarabands and love, that sudden hot strange passion of flesh and spirit which one man had brought to her life for so short a time. Bethune would never come back. His kind didn't. If his wandering feet still carried him anywhere it would be to other loves. So let us stretch empty arms to this boisterous lover, the royal nor'wester; stripping with his hot power mountains and valleys clean of snow, sending the raging torrents down this wide grey desolate river-bed, until startled little backwaters clucked and whitened and ran together, and on sand-spits and scrubby islands driftwood skeletons waked and clashed their bones. Only another burial and resurrection for the skeletons who, what with blown sands and floods, had experienced so many.

          
A fine thing to be the nor'wester, or even somebody's son going to the war, thought Prue, riding home as best she might through a scatter of little flying stones on the road, tall hedges whipping at her face, and dust everywhere.

          
All the folk driving that evening to Bendemeer for Darien's good-bye party to young soldiers endured this buffeting bellowing dusty dark according to their natures; and Peregrine, muffled up on the front seat of the Lovel
              


              Hall dog-cart beside Jerry, endured it like a deeply-annoyed and rather shaky eighty-three. New Zealand, after all he had done for her, had failed him. Sally (for whom he had done so very much) had failed him, leaving him to be cared for by sons and daughters-in-law who had built the Lovel Hall veranda too narrow and their family much too wide and noisy. And the winds were a disgrace to anybody, and so was Caroline, who was certain to talk politics to-night, though she knew how they upset his digestion.

          
“Here we are,” said Jerry, thankful for the sudden shelter of the macrocapa hedge, the comparative hush of this bullying roar. “A brutal wind. I hope it didn't knock you out, sir,” he added, helping his parent to descend before the open welcoming doors.

          
“I do not knock out,” said Peregrine testily. These young things would persuade him that he was old if he allowed them. Great Heavens! What a nasty old witch Caroline looked, with her fat raddled cheeks and her simpering at the young fellows over a fan of purple feathers. Peregrine put up his eyeglass with an air, offered austere greetings, permitted Linda (still pretty in a pink, cushiony middle-age) to kiss his cheek, retreated from a lean enveloping Emily, and repulsed with an elegant snarl Sophia rushing with footstools and cushions.

          
Too many young people; too much noise and colour; far too much Darien in saffron silk and diamonds, laughing, joking, pervading everything. That woman would never know how to behave. None of this generation knew how to behave in the presence of their elders, thought Peregrine, staring aloofly at flushed faces, white shoulders, black sleeves crushing together round the piano where Jerry's Brian was going to sing. That long-legged black gawk might be the best rider on the Plains, but he had none of the grace of Peregrine's own boy Brian, killed … how many years ago? Yet this youngster was going away to be killed too. And Jerry's Roderick was
              


              going—which Jerry should not allow, since he would carry on the title some day. Unless his own Roddy married a Chinese, which was quite likely since he had lately accompanied an expedition to Tibet.

          
“La!” cried Linda. “See the old gentleman quizzing us. What are you thinking about, Uncle Peregrine?”

          
“Peregrine,” cried Caroline, waking from a doze which had set her ornate cap crooked … (Sally's cap … always crooked …) “who did you vote for at the last elections? I didn't see you there.”

          
Parliament, out-heroding Herod, had given women the suffrage in 'ninety-three. Peregrine said frigidly: “It makes no matter whom one votes for in these days.”

          
“Now, now,” cried Caroline, trying (Heaven forgive her) to be voluptuous with three chins, “don't tell me you think we ladies don't deserve the vote.”

          
“I do not think the country deserved it … any more than it deserved the Land for Settlements Act that cut up the large properties, which alone gave it distinction. Nor its continuous ministry. Nor its pandering to Labour with higher wages and shorter hours. Nor its earthquakes. But it has to suffer them.”

          

            
Shoo, fly, don't bother me,


            
For I belong to Company G….
          

          
sang the fresh young voices at the piano. Tiffany, bringing a screen to keep the draught from this lean old frigid papa who would never forgive her, said cheerfully: “New Zealand can never keep quiet, can it?”

          
Indeed that was true enough. Maoris, wars, parliaments, bad times, earthquakes … . But New Zealand had conquered all except the earthquakes.

          
“I always think,” announced Caroline, “that we don't trust enough. If we had trusted more we should never have had this shocking Land and Income Tax Bill. Linda don't like it. No more do I.”

          
“It don't hurt you,” said Darien. “You haven't an
              


              income. But what it's costing me…. Good Lord! I suppose Jerry pays yours, Peregrine.”

          
Darien was very happy to-night. She was still the richest person in the district; breeding the finest sheep and horses; entertaining scores of hungry riders at the hunt breakfasts; giving her carpet-dances and tennis-parties; scattering presents among all these young things, who (since they were not of her own blood) were quite decently grateful. A clean, open-air, vigorous crowd, the young things with their shining hair and eyes and their clear skins.

          
Darien knew how they kept her young … hard masculine arms flung in careless caress round her shoulder as she passed, soft lips dropping warm little kisses. But they ought to be at their marrying, all the same. Given a little more time and she'd have had Rick and Annot Crofts mated before he went away. It was criminal that Rick, who would one day be Sir Roderick Lovel, should leave no progeny. But since humans were so unreasonable and the boys leaving to-morrow, even Darien at her most Homeric couldn't do anything now.

          
Since turgid patriotism was the fashion of the day everyone sang “The Soldiers of the Queen.”

          

            
For the sake of England's glory, lads,


            
When we had to show them what we mean….
          

          
And “The Boys in Blue.” And then it was:

          

            
There's a flag that waves o'er ev'ry sea, no matter when or where,


            
And to treat that flag as aught but free is more than the strongest dare….
          

          
Pernicious mush, thought Peregrine, who had never forgiven England for allowing New Zealand to be free, any more than he had forgiven her when she didn't allow it. Visions of New Zealand rushing freely down headlong paths to perdition were enough to make a politician of the
              


              early days feel positively ill. Peregrine (quite ready to feel ill in a suitable cause) considered the lavish angry 'seventies with Grey giving birth to that unspeakable Opposition; the agonized 'eighties, when wheat and wool sank to nothing, and soup-kitchens and Songs of the Shirt were everywhere, and labourers, brought at such cost to develop the country, departed in their thousands; the toilsome 'nineties struggling to climb the steep grade again.

          
All Grey's fault. The fault of that intense furious old man, launching his poisoned darts at everyone. Fighting for the “poor man,” he had said. Egad, he had made everybody poor….

          
“Did you know Sir George Grey, my dear?” he asked Linda, tasting that name still bitter on his tongue. All Grey's fault that there would be no great county families building ancestral mansions, strolling with pedigreed spaniels in their vast and elegant parks. Every little man with his wife and sons and daughters able to vote such glories out of existence; vote the parks into cabbage-patches, the pedigreed spaniels into mongrel sheep-dogs nipping a gentleman's heels…. A country for the commoner, this New Zealand, where he had once dreamed of kingship, of sons about him like the great land-barons of old.

          
Linda was charmed to remember Sir George Grey, who was such a perfect gentleman, though she never could understand why he had become so fond of the workingman. “But since neither of our boys wanted to go on the land I think it is a good thing the Government cut up so much of Durdans for closer settlement,” declared Linda, her head on one side, like a plump hen considering worms.

          
Andrew (who very much showed the effect of the 'eighties) thought it was all for the best, since the big stations couldn't have carried the whole burden of taxation. “Bendemeer can, and a few more, but the little settlers grow fine crops where we could only afford to run
              


              sheep. Though they do break down the fences confoundedly at hunts,” said Andrew, who had plenty of hares to hunt now and much less leisure to do it in—which wouldn't have surprised him if he had known as much about Fate's cantrips as Peregrine did.

          
“Come on,” cried Darien, crashing out great chords at the piano. “John Peel.” Swaying with linked arms and shining eyes, these hunting boys and girls, born to the saddle, to the open windy spaces, sang it richly:

          

            
For the sound of his horn brought me from my bed,


            
And the cry of the hounds that he oft-times led.


            
Peel's 
View-halloo…. Tally-ho…. Gone-Away-y-y …
          

          
Boys and girls, curving hands to mouths, setting chins up and shoulders back, let some of their secret trouble go in a great shouting and laughter.

          
“You'll hear that in South Africa, Rick,” said grey-eyed Annot Crofts.

          
“I'll hear you,” muttered the future Sir Roderick, edging her away….

          
So there it went on, this insatiable promenade of the generations; stately in crinoline, gay and lightsome in a barn-dance, marching with drum and fife to war, soft in slippered feet over the fire. Two and two, the promenade, looking into each other's eyes and never seeing where they were going, or looking aside and seeing too far. And what it was all for who could say? And why God and Nature (so extremely insistent on physical promenades) should be so indifferent to spiritual ones, which had to get along as best they might, who could say, either? Not Tiffany, running to help Sophia bring in the great trays for supper.

          
“I can enjoy crayfish salad,” said Caroline, accepting a large plateful, “but I certainly don't think it wise for you, Peregrine. What about hot milk with a little nutmeg in it?”

          
Peregrine knew it so unwise that it might presently kill
              


              him. But what other riposte for a gentleman of his standing except to take a helping apparently designed for a ploughman and then allow Tiffany (who was really quite skilled in such matters) to dispose of it unostentatiously, leaving her own empty plate to be casually exhibited to Caroline. This little ruse pleased Peregrine so well that he bore with equanimity the ensuing speeches and presentations: Sophia giving each departing soldier a curio and a wool-worked text, and Darien giving watches (so vulgarly ostentatious), and Caroline calling each abashed youth up for a little good advice.

          
“Soon you'll all be back with South Africa in your pockets,” cried Darien, managing to squeeze Rick and Annot out of the crowd. He'd propose if he could get her through the door, she thought, and that was so much to the good.

          
“A grand parade of England's possessions, each blowing its own trumpet and out of step with all the rest,” said Prue, who was sometimes too much like Jermyn at his worst.

          
“We'll learn to keep step some day,” said Brian, going to the piano, singing in a mellow tender voice that made one think of Roddy….

          

            
Oh, kiss the cup and pledge me, dear.


            
No time our hearts can sever.


            
Life's wine grows old, and lips turn cold,


            
But love shall live for ever….
          

          
Darien peered round the gleaming shoulders, the black coats. Annot and Rick were gone and the door shut. True enough: no matter who lived and died, Love lived for ever.

        

        

          
V

          

Hedges had brought the native birds to the Plains, and on this autumn afternoon the gardens at Bendemeer were full of them; little green white-eyes, flycatchers skimming
              


              along under the veranda in search of a late meal, small native robins with black glossy coats and plump saffron waistcoats hopping on the lawns all tawny with leaves of oak and sycamore fallen in last night's frost. In the shade frost was still as white as the flower-bunches in the laurustinus fence … and very emphatic in my bones, thought Tiffany, gathering a handful of the wine-red button chrysanthemums, and walking on down the frosty path, crisp as biscuits underfoot, and out through the side-gate to hot sun and the woodpile.

          
The woodpile of grubbed gorse-roots and driftwood and broken branches sprawled everywhere, and the station-hands got good ratting from it.

          
We really should clean it up, thought Tiffany, feeling that she really ought to clean up her own affairs too. She couldn't go on for ever, like the woodpile. Darien couldn't, though she always believed she could … never accepting old age, as Tiffany had accepted it. A difficult art to learn, this growing old; this giving up riding, or going out in the air without hat and shawl, this being gracious when Prue and the maids ran errands for you. Darien (her feet loose in slippers, her hands in mittens as she crouched over the fire) still talked largely of buying new prunellas, satin slippers, purple kid boots to fit a neat ankle, white kid gloves … size sixes….

          
“I am not what I have to be,” declared Darien, defying time and rheumatism and all the other bogies, talking of all she would do with Nick Flower's legacy yet. A strange, rather tragic liaison that had been between Nick Flower and Darien, neither bringing anything but money and money's worth to birth, and both so proud of their bastard child. Yet Darien, at least, had helped the country, and now Rick and Annot were bearing at Lovel Hall the burden she had so reluctantly laid down.

          
A valiant soul, Darien, according to her lights, thought Tiffany, sitting on a log of the woodpile to watch a lark tossing his spray of song into the tall dazzling blue. So
              


              many valiant souls, and all fraying off at last into loose ends, out of which God must some day make the completed pattern, since certainly no one else ever could … unless (as Roddy had believed) we went on and made it elsewhere. Oh, this mysterious fragile lovely bubble called life, which one couldn't really share with another any more than one could share a bubble. Did it break when old breath ceased to fill it, or re-form in fresher gayer patterns, like the glass bits in Sophia's kaleidoscope?

          
A heartening thought, that, for some of us. But what of those of us like papa, of whom Jermyn had once quoted lines written two hundred years ago … and as true then as they always will be:

          

            
Who to the world is popularly known,


            
And dies a stranger to himself alone.
          

          
How surprised and embarrassed most of us will be when introduced by and by to those strangers who are ourselves….

          
Tiffany was glad to turn from that unprofitable stranger who would be herself to a masculine stranger alighting with dignity, though rather stiffly, from the hotel car pulling up by the back-gate, coming towards her in all the splendour of homburg hat and fashionable ulster. She got up, feeling that her plain brown dress and old brown hat pulled on anyhow were so palpably below the notice of this large elegant old gentleman that he must be coming to address the woodpile.

          
“Tihane!” he said, dropping a silver-mounted stick, holding out both brown wrinkled hands. “It is you, Tihane?”

          
“Hemi … oh, my dear….” No more words possible for Tiffany, feeling all the past rising up at her like this. Holding his hands, she bent solemnly forward, solemnly gave to Hemi the old Maori salutation of pressing noses, which she had never vouchsafed to him before.

          
Then they sat down on the woodpile, still holding
              


              hands, still smiling foolishly at each other. He looks much more Maori now that he's so brown and wrinkled, she thought. But his nose is the real royal kaka-beak. “Oh, how did you find me, Hemi? And why did you want to after all these years? Can I do anything for you, my dear? Though I fear I'm rather past doing anything for anybody.”

          
She could, he said, do much by just letting him look at her, since she was still his beautiful Tihane. And it was only when he came just now to the South that he had found her. “I have come to see the Maoris of Kaiapoi and Little River. I am in Parliament now, Tihane, and you know that the Maori ministers have to look after all the Maoris.”

          
“Parliament? How splendid, Hemi! I'm afraid I don't read the papers as I used to. Now you can fight for your own people there. And do you stun everybody with your oratory as you used to stun me in the bushgully?”

          
“I never stunned you far enough. I never had you under my mat,” he said, his dark sunken eyes on her with something of their once deep burning. Then he shook his head as though putting that away. “I am many grandfathers now, Tihane, and some of my grandsons are fighting with other Maoris in this great war in Europe … where I hope they will not shame their Begats,” said Hemi sternly.

          
“I have a grandson there too. His father lives in England. Oh, Hemi,” said Tiffany rather forlornly, “I was just nicely getting used to being old, and now you come and mix me all up.”

          
“I shall never think you old. But you were right not to come under my mat, Tihane. Always it is pain to me that I am two races. Never should pakeha and Maori mix. Te Whiti knew that.”

          
Tiffany remembered about Te Whiti, who had been the last of the real Maori troubles in the early 'eighties.
              


              A prophet, just as there would always be Maori prophets now that the big chiefs were gone. And (for the first time) a prophet who did not want to kill.

          
“A good man, Tihane. He saw true. We Maoris think he saw the Christ. And the Christ said: ‘Come ye apart, my brown men, for the ways of the pakeha are not for you.’ And you know how they were not. We could not understand. And we grew bitter … and drunken … and we despaired. There was a Sir Donald McLean in the Parliament, and he did much for the Maori. But Te Whiti did more … for he and his followers were imprisoned in their hundreds and they would not lift a hand.”

          
“I read about that. There were not enough prisons for them—just sitting down and refusing to live with the pakeha….”

          
“I was one. It was funny. The pakeha were all so puzzled. They could not believe that after all they have done for us … and it has been much, the Maori did not want to live with pakeha men. Some do … but they are not the best. But now we have got reserves, and the Maori can be Maori still, and the Urewera is Maori—though it is not much, being all cold forests and mountains. And they pay us well for the land they take. And in the Parliament I and others can do something. But nothing can give us back our warriors and our chiefs and our gods. I do not think the Maori believes in anything, now. Nor is he a proud gentleman any longer.”

          
Hemi's careful English had still the rolling Maori gutturals. When he let himself go, grew impassioned for his race, this old man, who was a Maori gentleman, would be very effective in Parliament. Tiffany cried:

          
“Oh, Hemi, I feel we should ask your pardon for so much … so much….”

          
“Well, I do not like jellies and custards at a tangi, instead of bullocks roasted whole. Nor do I like a Maori wife to paint her cheeks, instead of having her lips 
tat-
                


                tooed,” said candid Hemi. “But that is civilization, and we Maoris can be civilized when we choose.” He looked at her, half shy, half imperative. “Please take off your hat, Tihane, so I may see your hair.”

          
“It's white now,” said Tiffany, pulling off her hat.

          
“Never mind.” But he was clearly disappointed. “I shall always see it bronze, like the fern in the sun. Now we shall sing ‘Red plumes of the kaka.’”

          
“My dear, I've not a scrap of voice left.”

          
“We will sing,” said Hemi, who hadn't had hundreds of imperious Begats for nothing.

          
They tried, breaking down in laughter that was near to tears. “Red Plumes” gone, like so much else. “The Maoris sing ‘Little Brown Jug’ instead,” said Hemi, who (it seemed) must also be gone. “There is a train to catch, and a minister must visit his constituents,” said Hemi, shaking hands like an English gentleman, stepping into the motor-car, driving away with the past sixty years in his pocket.

          
Tiffany sat still on the woodpile until the sun went down behind Mesopotamia—which was what Samuel Butler had chosen to call that wild region of mountains and glaciers and gullies when he lived there. Mesopotamia would never be tame, and neither would Tiffany—though she had believed she was until Hemi came stirring up the past again.

          
So many great things she had hoped to do … and none of them done, except the ordinary female function of carrying on the race. So many years since she had read her sheaf of verses for the last time; laughed and cried over them, and burned them. Too full of ardencies and hopes and fears for a woman who—though she might have the vote—was still expected by this country to use it only for the advancement of man. Some day (Roddy had said) men and women will realize that they are the two halves of the whole and pull together, instead of against each other. But Roddy was long dead in far-away
              


              Tibet. And Jerry was dead, and Rick was Sir Roderick now….

          
So many ghosts, though Roddy had stoutly scouted ghosts. “Good Lord,” Roddy had said, his brown eyes all gay and shining, “if you imagine we're going to peter out into that kind of thing you have a big bump coming, my dear. Swarms of lives … all the little mammy's Eternities ahead of us yet,” said Roddy, prepared to march on them with his flute playing a merry music. So he would find his dear love there. And mamma would find Jermyn, coming back with eager feet from his long straying. And poor anxious Sophy would find something better than her curios—which Darien had sold for quite a sum after Sophy's death, although the money hadn't gone to missions….

          
A fine creed, Roddy's, though Tiffany wasn't always certain of it yet, what with Buddha and Osiris and the others all pointing different ways. But (said Roddy, who seemed so much nearer than dear old solid Brant, now that Tiffany was less occupied by fleshly things) they all point to the future … which is an Eternity big enough to settle our problems for us….

          
The winter sun had sunk behind the great snowy ramparts and shadows of tall trees lay across the woodpile. Tiffany tried to jump up; felt the twinges in her limbs, and laughed, going in to Darien, who would never be occupied with other than fleshly things and who was very cross with Tiffany for not bringing the gentleman in to see her.

          
“So few of them on the Plains now. All these damned little farmers crowding in with their little patches. He looked quite a beau, and it was vastly mean of you to keep him to yourself, Tiffy. Who was he?”

          
“Hemi Fleete,” said Tiffany, smiling as she put one button chrysanthemum in a vase. Hemi had taken all the rest.

          
“Fleete? Don't remember. We've had so many beaux,
              


              haven't we?” said Darien, cheering up at the memory, and battering the fire with the poker. Few things she had the strength to batter now, this old Darien … who had returned to the elegancies with a silk gown and a scarlet shawl dangling silken fringes. I've always wanted to wear scarlet, but I couldn't till my hair turned, she had once told a shocked Clara. Mind you bury me in scarlet. I've never had enough of it.

          
Prue brought Darien's egg-nog and arranged the cushions in the big chair. “If you'd had more spunk you'd not be doing this,” said Darien viciously. “Why the devil wouldn't you be a sensible girl and marry all the men I found for you?”

          
Prue stood smiling with her long lips—which were still that wonderful dark red, though her smooth hair had streaks of grey.

          
“I'd have preferred going into Parliament. But I hadn't the education or the money.”

          
“Nobody has any education now. But I'd have lent you the money. I could afford it … though we're not so rich as we were, and Rick hasn't my eye for a sheep. Of course one couldn't expect that. It is genius,” said Darien, complacently, sipping the egg-nog, while Prue returned to the kitchen and her imaginings. Open the gate wide, said Darien to St Peter. Here's a genius and I bet you don't see many. And give me a gold halo and sprinkle some star-dust on my wings. I can afford to pay for it.

          
Dear Darien. As though any of us could afford to pay for all we want.

          
“Prue always puts a little more brandy in this than you do, Tiffy,” said Darien, sipping with relish. “The only one of John's bunch with sense. Do you remember Linda and Caroline going into black when Queen Victoria died? You don't catch me doing it, I told them. She didn't know how to govern New Zealand. Your father didn't either … messing everything up. I didn't go into black when they died. And I'm to be buried in scarlet. Don't forget.”

          


          
“I won't,” promised Tiffany, smiling as Prue came in with the lamp.

          
“And you can publish my diary then. It'll tell posterity the truth. It'll tell all that women do in making a new country … though Janet is damn slow about getting her grand-daughters married. If it hadn't been for me she'd never have been married herself. How old is Sybil? Eighteen? 
Eighteen, and not married? Good God, I must see to it at one. Prue, draw me up a list of all the eligibles in the district and I'll give a party … though heaven knows men are not what they used to be. No manners now….”

          
“I think Sybil wants to go to England and study art,” said Tiffany.

          
“Bah! She don't know what's good for her. There's no art greater than knowing how to manage men … though one mustn't take them seriously. I never did, and see where I've got to. Tiffy,” cried Darien, sitting up, her eyes glowing again, “look up a date at once. My rheumatism will be all right by next month, and I bet I can dance Sir Roger with any of you. I'll give a party….”
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Peregrine had sent for Tiffany quite in the Grand Mogul manner—and who could have expected anything else with his portrait, painted by Australia's best artist, hanging, eyeglass and all, in Parliament House? “Since your mother has been ailing for some considerable time,” he wrote, “I permit you to pay her a short visit. You will understand that it is solely for her sake….”

          
“Nice old gentleman,” said Darien, when Tiffany showed her the letter “Keepin' that fire hot for twenty-four years.”

          
“So it is,” said Tiffany, surprised. Four years since Brant was drowned in the big river flood of 1884, since she had let Peak Hills so the boys could stay at the English schools to which Brant had sent them. “Oh, do you think mamma is really ill?” she asked anxiously.

          
“Not she! Learnin' how to get her own way at last, that's all. It always did take Sal-volatile a damn long time to learn anything. I'd have taught that mean black rig something in a month. I did, too. You won't stay up there, Tiffy?”

          
It was nice to have Tiffy back at Bendemeer, since Sophia was so taken up with her curios that one always expected to find some in the soup or the shepherd's pie. Nearly as dangerous to dinners as the politics and governors of the early days, Sophy's curios.

          
“Could you see him allowing it?” said Tiffany, between a laugh and a sigh. Tiffy had got back her old brightness now, and might even go on marrying, thought Darien, who could never keep her hands off marriages. She had got Deb and Janet settled, though it had been a devil of a
            


            job, with Janet drowned in love and tears, and Linda never speaking to Darien again. But Prue had remained stubborn. Perhaps she really had cared for that Bethune, thought Darien, who never could understand why one man wasn't as good as another since all a woman needed of him was a home and comforts.

          
Fewer now to provide the home and comforts since the land-boom burst at the end of 'seventy-nine, setting so many of New Zealand's gentlemen to keeping their anxious noses to the grindstone. Yet in the South they still made gallant show with hunts and balls and races, and the shipping of frozen meat to England since 'eighty-two had helped many to their feet again. With wool and wheat worth nothing (and the whole world, it seemed, was in the same box) it was very convenient of sheep to turn into valuable mutton … though of course it meant great changes in breeding. But Darien was equal to that.

          
So far she and her fortune had been equal to holding off the little men now come nibbling everywhere on the edges of the great stations; but much of Durdans was gone, and Tiffy had had to sell some of Peak Hills. What with taxes and Liberal notions and voting by all males over twenty-one, said Andrew, the writing was not only on the wall, but in everybody's cheque book.

          
Sophia hurried in, dropping odds and ends from her loaded arms.

          
“Jerry brought me back … some of his Clara's mending … only not mended, and how could it be mended with six children and only one maid,” panted Sophia, pushing an old green hat of Darien's further off her pallid brow.

          
“Damn careless of Clara to have so many kids in these bad times,” said Darien, going out to speak to Robertson about the next draft of fattened lambs.

          
“Blessed is the man who has his quiver full … but I never was sure about women. Oh, will you help me, Tiffy? Thank you, but don't tell Clara, for I said I'd do them
            


            and it is so shocking to be thought untruthful. Though I do wonder why Truth lies in a well where nobody can see it…. This blue gingham is for the blue frocks, and the checked for the checked one…. I suppose we shall all have to wear white in heaven, though I do think a little colour would be more cheerful …if it isn't blasphemous to say so.”

          
“I fear you don't know the meaning of the word, Sophy dear,” said Tiffany, getting needles and thread. Something of a relief to be blasphemous occasionally, to indulge in rare flights of titanic ribaldry over Buddhist philosophers, fat old monks laughing in their wide sleeves, gods drunken on Olympus.

          
She and Linda's Prue often laughed together at Life, blasting their own hard way step by step towards the realities. Prue's existence, muffled in Caroline's bronchitis and Linda's self-absorbed fluffiness, needed a deal of blasting.

          
Tiffany, so happy with Brant, so tip-toe with her daily fear that kept her love a nervous living thing, had been quite bewildered with that stimulating menace gone. And now Brant might know that she had deceived him and would forgive her, as all good angels must … which seemed rather an anticlimax, somehow. Tiffany had never much wanted forgiveness unless she earned it.

          
“It really was a pity Jerry built Lovel Hall before the crash … though of course he couldn't have built it since,” said Sophia. “But such a big house. So hard to keep clean and tidy.”

          
So hard for any of us to keep our inner houses tidy … big or little. Mine never will be any more than Bendemeer is, thought Tiffany, looking round the familiar room. Except for increased shabbiness it had not changed. Wool of a different texture—southdowns, shropshires (Tiffany could never remember sheep)—filled the row of brass pots, and the files on Darien's desk would hold different names.

          


          
But above the mantel Darien still smiled down in her young gorgeousness of red curls and white shining flesh and green drooping scarves, and in some way the essential Darien had not grown older. Still set on her piracies, still trampling those who got in her way, still piling up such wealth as she could, just as Nick Flower had done. What for? wondered Tiffany, who was nearly as poor as she ever had been (since all the Peak Hills income must go to the boys), and who felt that she did not mind at all.

          
There's lots of fun in life yet, she thought, hearing through the opened window Darien at her usual altercation with Robertson; leaning out before Sophia drew the blinds and lit the lamp to savour the June weather hesitating yet on the edge of winter. Ploughland, straw-stacks, the harsh sweetness of gorse blossom exhaled a faint ecstasy, tinctured with wood-smoke where men were burning grubbed gorse-roots in the next paddock—since sturdy gorse (like the sturdiness in all of us) continually refuses to stay within set bounds. The poplars she and Darien had planted twenty years ago were a row of golden candlesticks before the flaming altar of the West; Nature making her own oblation to her God….

          
“I really think I had better shut the window, Tiffy,” said Sophia, anxiously. “Night air is so harmful, and perhaps you will make the toast for tea….”

          
“I was just wanting a burnt offering,” said Tiffany, going to do it. After all, what oblations do most of us offer except to our stomachs?
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A real railway-train to take Tiffany all the way to Lyttelton, a real steamer to take her up the coast to Wellington raised her to such heights of exultation that when she saw Roddy on the Wellington wharf there was nothing left to do but cry in his arms.

          


          
“Oh, dearest … I don't often. But I did think you were in the Mountains of the Moon or somewhere.”

          
“I was. Came down last night on a moonbeam. Pray don't apologize…. I enjoy having lovely females cry in my arms and provide a little romance for the bystanders. Tiffy, why did you never wear a little wine-red bonnet with velvet strings before? It's adorable. And please tell me that I am too. I like to hear it, though I am not allowed velvet bonnets.”

          
So Roddy was still whimsical Don Rodrigo, keeping his troubles (and behind his smiling eyes one could see that he had them) in their proper place, conducting her courteously to a hansom.

          
“An elopement. I saw those two nice old ladies whispering it. Now, if you could contrive to scream just loud enough to send them to the police, my Tiffany, it would add such a spice of excitement to what I fear must be rather dull lives….”

          
“If you could contrive to be sensible just long enough to tell me how mamma is,” said Tiffany.

          
“Oh, you'll soon see that. Between us we have pulled the wool over the eyes of His Omnipotence in the most approved manner … and how we are enjoying the joke. My dear, it's so long since I ran away with a girl that I really don't know how to behave. Should I hold your hand….”

          
“In a hansom! You dare! Roddy, isn't she ill at all?”

          
“Just effectively.” (Whatever Tiffy might learn later, there was no need to sadden her now.) “Here's our bijou residence, and … well, hang it all, you really 
are Sally, you know,” said Roddy, standing by to see this shining flushing little creature disappearing under Tiffany's dark cloak.

          
Sally never had adequate words for occasions, and it seemed that Tiffany hadn't either; so Roddy drove them
              


              in from the gusty wind; tucking Sally up on a sofa with gay rugs and cushions, straightening her cap.

          
“The meeting of the waters. Why must females cry so much? I had hoped that tears went out with crinolines,” complained Roddy, a little anxious for Sally, while Tiffany sat back on the floor and declared that they were only laughing…. “Oh, I can't believe I haven't seen you for over twenty years, mamma darling.”

          
“You'll believe it when you see His Omnipotence,” said Roddy, bringing Sally's medicine. “He's gone to get his hair cut in order to persuade himself that he still has some. An excellent beginning; we may presently be able to persuade him that he still has a daughter.”

          
Any kind of talk would do while these dear women controlled themselves; drying each other's eyes, with Sally saying shakily: “So wonderful … to have you both together….” What, she felt, had she ever done that so much happiness should be hers, that the trampling years should have passed these two by so lightly, leaving laughter and beauty with them both….

          
Peregrine pushed open the half-closed door, seeing a most merry and charming family group in the red firelight, and felt a surprised twinge of pride in the consciousness that it was his own. That it stilled and separated as he came forward was (he acknowledged) a tribute to his domination, and Tiffany on her knees by the sofa was quite in the proper position to offer the supplications of an erring child.

          
But Tiffany had always been a disappointment. Now she stood up, smoothing back the thick bronze hair that still would run into curls, smoothing down the dark serge of her gown with hands grown suddenly cold. Here he was, the man who had denied her love and home for half a lifetime. Here he was, this foolish old man whom you had to laugh at or you'd hate him.

          
“Oh,” said Sally, looking up from her blue cushions with blue imploring eyes.

          


          
“Ah …” said Peregrine, scuttled for once under what looked suspiciously like amusement in Tiffany's bright brown gaze. Roddy did what he could, drawing Tiffany forward.

          
“Mrs Hutton of Peak Hills, Canterbury, sir. I believe you met her first at Kororareka. A handsome woman. I recognized her on the wharf by her likeness to yourself.”

          
“I hope I see you well, papa,” said Tiffany, dropping a demure little curtsy, while Roddy wanted to box her ears. This proud jade with the damask flush hot in her smooth cheeks would never learn to dissemble.

          
“Quite, I thank you.” Peregrine bowed stiffly. “I trust you may not have overexcited your mother. My dear … I think you had better rest….”

          
“Oh, please … if I can just lie quiet and hear you talk,” pleaded Sally, still hoping prayerfully for the melting of these two unmalleable metals.

          
Peregrine sat down and embarked on conversation with his family, while Tiffany, feeling as though she were dragging a springless cart over heavy shingle, wondered why people who had learned to keep safe from the laws they made so seldom learned to keep safe from each other … or themselves. Papa was still a little afraid of her, just as she was afraid of herself … so let us talk of law, since New Zealand was still getting so much of it … poor dear little country whom men never would leave alone.

          
Vogel's public works policy, said Peregrine, had on the whole been beneficial, but it should have been consolidated by a board of works in control. He and Vogel had fought hard for that, but the Opposition (a menace to all common sense) had thrown it out; and the resultant waste and confusion, with every member fighting tooth and nail for his own district, was quite beyond words, said Peregrine, proceeding to put it into words, walking
              


              about with hand under his coat-tails quite in the old musical-box manner.

          
Sally shut her eyes with a sigh. They had been so happy without him, and she had heard the sins of the parliament members so often.

          
“From 'seventy-one to 'eighty we imported one hundred thousand immigrants from England and Europe,” Peregrine buzzed on. “In that time our debt has risen from eight million to twenty-nine million pounds. Does that convey nothing to you? Since brains are apparently not required here, such gentlefolk as arrived have chiefly gone to manual labour, demanding high wages and constant concessions like the rest. We have become a vulgar country, ruled by the mob instead of class.”

          
Well, of course, thought Roddy, the old die-hards would always talk like that; and to gentlemen who had visions of establishing county families, of being barons or even kings in the land, all this must be particularly unpleasing.

          
Tiffany, suddenly awakening to pride in the South, offered papa the through railway from Dunedin to Christchurch (hadn't she travelled on part of it herself?), reaping-machines, water-races spreading all over the Plains so that it was no longer needful to drive sheep weekly to the rivers, frozen mutton…. “We must thank Sir Francis Bacon for the frozen mutton. He kept a fowl stuffed with snow for ever so long,” said Tiffany, feeling it quite time that papa thanked somebody for something.

          
But Peregrine preferred to thank Sir George Grey for rabbits which (he understood) had become such a plague throughout the country that we should soon have to discontinue sheep-breeding, exporting rabbit-skins instead of fleeces. “And even that don't teach the labour party what the man is like,” said Peregrine bitterly.

          
“Oh, here's tea,” said Sally with a sigh of relief. Nothing, she felt, being so wickedly stimulated by Roddy
              


              and Tiffany, ever taught a man what he was like himself.
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When Sophia went to Canterbury, Lucilla had her sister Maria as nursemaid, seamstress, and anything else she could make of her, which, she felt, was not much, even then. But she kindly took Maria to see Tiffany, lending her a feather boa to make her smart but wearing her own best hat of black velvet bows and orange plumes, so that no one should mistake the difference in their positions.

          
Yet Fate, it seemed, was making a mistake somewhere or surely they would not have arrived simultaneously with Jermyn's latest book, which Sally was just taking from its wrappings, pausing now and then because even this chilly hands-across-the-sea affair made her stupid heart jump and flutter so. Lucilla struck attitudes at once, having become much more dramatic since Mr Piper got on the Sanitary Board.

          
“La! What do I see? The latest Jermyn Lovel? What joy! I simply dote on his heroes.”

          
“They're not like Mr Piper, certainly,” snapped Maria … who should be thankful that Mr Piper paid her any wages at all. Sally smiled faintly, allowing Lucilla to take the book. No secrets now from Jermyn, inscribing one copy of each of the many volumes appearing so regularly to: “My old friends, Sir Peregrine & Lady Lovel. With the author's compliments.”

          
The author's compliments were still terrifying to a Sally who had once found the mysticism of love and religion so finely blended in her that she had nightly pledged herself to God and Jermyn, feeling them so very much one, since it was only they that made life possible. But that was so long ago. Everything was so long ago, thought Sally, hearing Lucilla being dramatic over Jermyn's book.

          
“
Passionate Partners. I vow I never heard anything
              


              more romantic. Isn't he clever! And the heroine called Adora. Oh …” Lucilla reflected. There was still time to produce an Adora herself. After three boys there would surely be some more girls. If only one 
knew, she thought, feeling that we really didn't know half enough yet.

          
“Is that his wife's name?” asked Maria.

          
“Don't be stupid. You know she's Sabina. But he may call her Adora. He is so vastly original. I vow he is the most original man I ever met.”

          
Tiffany stopped handing cakes and crumpets and sat down suddenly. She had never heard of this marriage. Had mamma forgot to tell her, or was it that she just couldn't? Without daring to look she knew it was because she couldn't, and suddenly she snatched the book from Lucilla, and searched for what she feared to find. Had this stuff run serially in 
The Young Ladies' Journal? It seemed likely. No wonder Jermyn was rich, for the world has many Lucillas.

          
“Such a mercy he went to England and married someone who could help him. He sells thousands and thousands of his books now, Tiffy,” said Lucilla.

          
Tiffany shut her lips on a tart: “So I should imagine.” She must not hurt this poor little mamma who cared for Jermyn still. Jermyn's weakness, Sally's strength … both could destroy. Jermyn, it seemed, was already destroyed, and he was destroying the woman who had loved him so long. Oh, what could she say? If only Roddy were here to help her out.

          
“I haven't had the chance to read any of his books yet,” she said haltingly. And then (bless him) Roddy came in with his magic wand that could bring smiles to any face. Tiffany felt the tension lifted as Lucilla flung herself gushingly upon him.

          
“Roddy! Oh, what do you think? 
Passionate Partners! Jermyn always chooses such elegant titles.”

          
“Whatever he does will always be elegant,” said Roddy, very genial. “No! You're not to have it, Lucy. Buy it,
              


              my dear. That's the action of a true friend.” He put the novel on top of the bookcase; crooked his arm and bent his knee as though holding a guitar, sang with his laughing eyes upon her:

          

            
Oh, dear! How I love my Lucy.


            
She's fair. Her lips are red and juicy.
          

          
“Get along with you, you impudent wretch,” cried Lucilla, highly delighted. “I vow no one but you would dare sing that to a married lady.”

          
“Well, I own it's neither gentlemanly nor clever,” said Roddy. But it had served its turn. 
Passionate Partners was forgotten until Tiffany resurrected it later when Roddy came to her room to say good night.

          
“Roddy, I didn't know about Jermyn's marriage or anything. Are all his books as bad as that dreadful thing?”

          
“The last enchantment of the medicore, I'm afraid, Tiffy. A sort of Victorian pagoda with swarms of little tinkling bells. It's not the same Jermyn, poor old chap.” Roddy considered for a moment the tragic disorderly vitality of our humanity. “You see, I think the little mammy would have had him hitch his wagon to a star … and the star was too far off. He had to have something he could lay his hands on 
now. But she's kept him sweet in some way. He never wallows in the indecencies. Just offers sops to simpletons … and so many writers do that.”

          
“Don't make excuses for him.” (This Roddy who could always discern some happy ghost, some faint shining of the immortal spirit in the most earthy of us!) “I'd 
much rather he were indecent,” cried Tiffany, pushing her hair up until she looked like an accusing Fury. “That would show some kind of strength in him. But to sink his wit and brains to this! And for money! I shall never forgive him.”

          
“That's neither here nor there. 
She has.” Nothing a bedazzled, befooled Jermyn could do would alter that
              


              love's pure passion which set it among the Eternities. “I saw him in England, you know. He has married one of his coronetted correspondents, and she has helped him to an adoring following. He really does the best he can with … with what he has now, and it is natural that he thinks it better than it is. We're all apt to do that.” So seldom, he thought, do any of us dare hammer out of our conscience the weapon which may slay that poor pride which we so cherish.

          
“Don't! To have loved mamma … and come to this! It makes me ill.”

          
“Well … I can't blame him. A man is all loose ends without a woman, Tiffy. Though I have never found mine … except in dreams.”

          
“Roddy dear … Do you find her then?”

          
He nodded, looking away with the lines on his brown face deepening.

          
“It won't go into words, Tiffy. The real things never will. Some kind of ancient hauntings … memories … I don't know…. Sometimes I feel that she lived in some long-past world and that I knew her there … and will know her again in another world. Or it may be a dim ancestral knowledge of the central spirit of all Beauty and Love taking shape…. I can't explain. I shall see her some day. Not here….

          
“It really is a sane insanity, Tiffy,” said Roddy, being gay again and going away….

          
Lucilla, thought Sally, must have been more noisy than usual to have tired her so very much. But it was good to lie on her couch, and watch the chintz roses on the chairs and dream she was back in the chintz room where she was a girl. And better to have Roddy come with his gay smile, holding her hand until some power in him seemed dancing through her.

          
“Roddy,” she ventured, “Tiffy will have Brant in Eternity, but … do you think you could spare a little time for me there? Just sometimes, dear?”

          


          
“God bless you, you ridiculous little handful! You won't be able to get rid of me. Not even when Jermyn comes.”

          
“Oh! No! No, Roddy.” She struggled up on her cushions in distress. “Don't say such a dreadful thing. He has his wife.”

          
“Don't you fret. That little sugar-plum of his don't belong to the Eternities. She's only a makeweight. You'll have us both fighting for you like the lion and the unicorn all around the sky … and His Omnipotence skirmishing outside the meteors with his celestial coat-tails flying.”

          
“Oh, Roddy, don't make me laugh…. Oh!” Her hands went to her breast, she looked with piteous blue eyes. “So sorry, dear … this silly heart. It feels—”

          
With the first pale light in the East they thought her gone. But Sally had yet one thing to say, opening eager eyes, flushing brightly.

          
“I see the flowers, Jermyn,” she cried triumphantly. “There 
will be bouquets for buttonholes.”
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It is a wise person who knows just where small things end and great things begin. They seem to run into each other so, thought Linda's Prue, feeling how they were doing it now with the going off of the boys to the South African war in this October of 'ninety-nine. They looked on it as a game…. Jerry's sons, other men's sons, while for Prue the tremendous march of evolution went continually past her door with its ringing feet … and never came in.

          
It would be more than a game to me, she thought, leaving her horse at the top of the river-cutting and running down between cabbage-trees and flax already wild in the growing wind. Life, that was what it would be, and that was what they would find it, for all their clear eyes and careless laughter. She stooped to tear a flax-blade apart, suck the red gum, so bitter beneath the sweet. Always
              


              she had loved the flax-gum because it was different from anything else, just as she loved to ride bareback, feeling the rough throbbing body between her knees. Janet and Deb had never wanted to do that, and they had become good wives and mothers of families.

          
There must be something the matter with me because I can't take that decorous and well-trod road … and there's no other for a woman, thought Prue, caught by the full blast of the nor'west as she turned the corner, and was pinned gasping against the clay cliff. She pulled off her hat, letting the wind tear at her black hair, pepper her pale face and scarlet mouth with sand-particles, wind her skirt about her long slender limbs.

          
This, anyway, was life; if not that gracious life of sarabands and love, that sudden hot strange passion of flesh and spirit which one man had brought to her life for so short a time. Bethune would never come back. His kind didn't. If his wandering feet still carried him anywhere it would be to other loves. So let us stretch empty arms to this boisterous lover, the royal nor'wester; stripping with his hot power mountains and valleys clean of snow, sending the raging torrents down this wide grey desolate river-bed, until startled little backwaters clucked and whitened and ran together, and on sand-spits and scrubby islands driftwood skeletons waked and clashed their bones. Only another burial and resurrection for the skeletons who, what with blown sands and floods, had experienced so many.

          
A fine thing to be the nor'wester, or even somebody's son going to the war, thought Prue, riding home as best she might through a scatter of little flying stones on the road, tall hedges whipping at her face, and dust everywhere.

          
All the folk driving that evening to Bendemeer for Darien's good-bye party to young soldiers endured this buffeting bellowing dusty dark according to their natures; and Peregrine, muffled up on the front seat of the Lovel
              


              Hall dog-cart beside Jerry, endured it like a deeply-annoyed and rather shaky eighty-three. New Zealand, after all he had done for her, had failed him. Sally (for whom he had done so very much) had failed him, leaving him to be cared for by sons and daughters-in-law who had built the Lovel Hall veranda too narrow and their family much too wide and noisy. And the winds were a disgrace to anybody, and so was Caroline, who was certain to talk politics to-night, though she knew how they upset his digestion.

          
“Here we are,” said Jerry, thankful for the sudden shelter of the macrocapa hedge, the comparative hush of this bullying roar. “A brutal wind. I hope it didn't knock you out, sir,” he added, helping his parent to descend before the open welcoming doors.

          
“I do not knock out,” said Peregrine testily. These young things would persuade him that he was old if he allowed them. Great Heavens! What a nasty old witch Caroline looked, with her fat raddled cheeks and her simpering at the young fellows over a fan of purple feathers. Peregrine put up his eyeglass with an air, offered austere greetings, permitted Linda (still pretty in a pink, cushiony middle-age) to kiss his cheek, retreated from a lean enveloping Emily, and repulsed with an elegant snarl Sophia rushing with footstools and cushions.

          
Too many young people; too much noise and colour; far too much Darien in saffron silk and diamonds, laughing, joking, pervading everything. That woman would never know how to behave. None of this generation knew how to behave in the presence of their elders, thought Peregrine, staring aloofly at flushed faces, white shoulders, black sleeves crushing together round the piano where Jerry's Brian was going to sing. That long-legged black gawk might be the best rider on the Plains, but he had none of the grace of Peregrine's own boy Brian, killed … how many years ago? Yet this youngster was going away to be killed too. And Jerry's Roderick was
              


              going—which Jerry should not allow, since he would carry on the title some day. Unless his own Roddy married a Chinese, which was quite likely since he had lately accompanied an expedition to Tibet.

          
“La!” cried Linda. “See the old gentleman quizzing us. What are you thinking about, Uncle Peregrine?”

          
“Peregrine,” cried Caroline, waking from a doze which had set her ornate cap crooked … (Sally's cap … always crooked …) “who did you vote for at the last elections? I didn't see you there.”

          
Parliament, out-heroding Herod, had given women the suffrage in 'ninety-three. Peregrine said frigidly: “It makes no matter whom one votes for in these days.”

          
“Now, now,” cried Caroline, trying (Heaven forgive her) to be voluptuous with three chins, “don't tell me you think we ladies don't deserve the vote.”

          
“I do not think the country deserved it … any more than it deserved the Land for Settlements Act that cut up the large properties, which alone gave it distinction. Nor its continuous ministry. Nor its pandering to Labour with higher wages and shorter hours. Nor its earthquakes. But it has to suffer them.”

          

            
Shoo, fly, don't bother me,


            
For I belong to Company G….
          

          
sang the fresh young voices at the piano. Tiffany, bringing a screen to keep the draught from this lean old frigid papa who would never forgive her, said cheerfully: “New Zealand can never keep quiet, can it?”

          
Indeed that was true enough. Maoris, wars, parliaments, bad times, earthquakes … . But New Zealand had conquered all except the earthquakes.

          
“I always think,” announced Caroline, “that we don't trust enough. If we had trusted more we should never have had this shocking Land and Income Tax Bill. Linda don't like it. No more do I.”

          
“It don't hurt you,” said Darien. “You haven't an
              


              income. But what it's costing me…. Good Lord! I suppose Jerry pays yours, Peregrine.”

          
Darien was very happy to-night. She was still the richest person in the district; breeding the finest sheep and horses; entertaining scores of hungry riders at the hunt breakfasts; giving her carpet-dances and tennis-parties; scattering presents among all these young things, who (since they were not of her own blood) were quite decently grateful. A clean, open-air, vigorous crowd, the young things with their shining hair and eyes and their clear skins.

          
Darien knew how they kept her young … hard masculine arms flung in careless caress round her shoulder as she passed, soft lips dropping warm little kisses. But they ought to be at their marrying, all the same. Given a little more time and she'd have had Rick and Annot Crofts mated before he went away. It was criminal that Rick, who would one day be Sir Roderick Lovel, should leave no progeny. But since humans were so unreasonable and the boys leaving to-morrow, even Darien at her most Homeric couldn't do anything now.

          
Since turgid patriotism was the fashion of the day everyone sang “The Soldiers of the Queen.”

          

            
For the sake of England's glory, lads,


            
When we had to show them what we mean….
          

          
And “The Boys in Blue.” And then it was:

          

            
There's a flag that waves o'er ev'ry sea, no matter when or where,


            
And to treat that flag as aught but free is more than the strongest dare….
          

          
Pernicious mush, thought Peregrine, who had never forgiven England for allowing New Zealand to be free, any more than he had forgiven her when she didn't allow it. Visions of New Zealand rushing freely down headlong paths to perdition were enough to make a politician of the
              


              early days feel positively ill. Peregrine (quite ready to feel ill in a suitable cause) considered the lavish angry 'seventies with Grey giving birth to that unspeakable Opposition; the agonized 'eighties, when wheat and wool sank to nothing, and soup-kitchens and Songs of the Shirt were everywhere, and labourers, brought at such cost to develop the country, departed in their thousands; the toilsome 'nineties struggling to climb the steep grade again.

          
All Grey's fault. The fault of that intense furious old man, launching his poisoned darts at everyone. Fighting for the “poor man,” he had said. Egad, he had made everybody poor….

          
“Did you know Sir George Grey, my dear?” he asked Linda, tasting that name still bitter on his tongue. All Grey's fault that there would be no great county families building ancestral mansions, strolling with pedigreed spaniels in their vast and elegant parks. Every little man with his wife and sons and daughters able to vote such glories out of existence; vote the parks into cabbage-patches, the pedigreed spaniels into mongrel sheep-dogs nipping a gentleman's heels…. A country for the commoner, this New Zealand, where he had once dreamed of kingship, of sons about him like the great land-barons of old.

          
Linda was charmed to remember Sir George Grey, who was such a perfect gentleman, though she never could understand why he had become so fond of the workingman. “But since neither of our boys wanted to go on the land I think it is a good thing the Government cut up so much of Durdans for closer settlement,” declared Linda, her head on one side, like a plump hen considering worms.

          
Andrew (who very much showed the effect of the 'eighties) thought it was all for the best, since the big stations couldn't have carried the whole burden of taxation. “Bendemeer can, and a few more, but the little settlers grow fine crops where we could only afford to run
              


              sheep. Though they do break down the fences confoundedly at hunts,” said Andrew, who had plenty of hares to hunt now and much less leisure to do it in—which wouldn't have surprised him if he had known as much about Fate's cantrips as Peregrine did.

          
“Come on,” cried Darien, crashing out great chords at the piano. “John Peel.” Swaying with linked arms and shining eyes, these hunting boys and girls, born to the saddle, to the open windy spaces, sang it richly:

          

            
For the sound of his horn brought me from my bed,


            
And the cry of the hounds that he oft-times led.


            
Peel's 
View-halloo…. Tally-ho…. Gone-Away-y-y …
          

          
Boys and girls, curving hands to mouths, setting chins up and shoulders back, let some of their secret trouble go in a great shouting and laughter.

          
“You'll hear that in South Africa, Rick,” said grey-eyed Annot Crofts.

          
“I'll hear you,” muttered the future Sir Roderick, edging her away….

          
So there it went on, this insatiable promenade of the generations; stately in crinoline, gay and lightsome in a barn-dance, marching with drum and fife to war, soft in slippered feet over the fire. Two and two, the promenade, looking into each other's eyes and never seeing where they were going, or looking aside and seeing too far. And what it was all for who could say? And why God and Nature (so extremely insistent on physical promenades) should be so indifferent to spiritual ones, which had to get along as best they might, who could say, either? Not Tiffany, running to help Sophia bring in the great trays for supper.

          
“I can enjoy crayfish salad,” said Caroline, accepting a large plateful, “but I certainly don't think it wise for you, Peregrine. What about hot milk with a little nutmeg in it?”

          
Peregrine knew it so unwise that it might presently kill
              


              him. But what other riposte for a gentleman of his standing except to take a helping apparently designed for a ploughman and then allow Tiffany (who was really quite skilled in such matters) to dispose of it unostentatiously, leaving her own empty plate to be casually exhibited to Caroline. This little ruse pleased Peregrine so well that he bore with equanimity the ensuing speeches and presentations: Sophia giving each departing soldier a curio and a wool-worked text, and Darien giving watches (so vulgarly ostentatious), and Caroline calling each abashed youth up for a little good advice.

          
“Soon you'll all be back with South Africa in your pockets,” cried Darien, managing to squeeze Rick and Annot out of the crowd. He'd propose if he could get her through the door, she thought, and that was so much to the good.

          
“A grand parade of England's possessions, each blowing its own trumpet and out of step with all the rest,” said Prue, who was sometimes too much like Jermyn at his worst.

          
“We'll learn to keep step some day,” said Brian, going to the piano, singing in a mellow tender voice that made one think of Roddy….

          

            
Oh, kiss the cup and pledge me, dear.


            
No time our hearts can sever.


            
Life's wine grows old, and lips turn cold,


            
But love shall live for ever….
          

          
Darien peered round the gleaming shoulders, the black coats. Annot and Rick were gone and the door shut. True enough: no matter who lived and died, Love lived for ever.
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Hedges had brought the native birds to the Plains, and on this autumn afternoon the gardens at Bendemeer were full of them; little green white-eyes, flycatchers skimming
              


              along under the veranda in search of a late meal, small native robins with black glossy coats and plump saffron waistcoats hopping on the lawns all tawny with leaves of oak and sycamore fallen in last night's frost. In the shade frost was still as white as the flower-bunches in the laurustinus fence … and very emphatic in my bones, thought Tiffany, gathering a handful of the wine-red button chrysanthemums, and walking on down the frosty path, crisp as biscuits underfoot, and out through the side-gate to hot sun and the woodpile.

          
The woodpile of grubbed gorse-roots and driftwood and broken branches sprawled everywhere, and the station-hands got good ratting from it.

          
We really should clean it up, thought Tiffany, feeling that she really ought to clean up her own affairs too. She couldn't go on for ever, like the woodpile. Darien couldn't, though she always believed she could … never accepting old age, as Tiffany had accepted it. A difficult art to learn, this growing old; this giving up riding, or going out in the air without hat and shawl, this being gracious when Prue and the maids ran errands for you. Darien (her feet loose in slippers, her hands in mittens as she crouched over the fire) still talked largely of buying new prunellas, satin slippers, purple kid boots to fit a neat ankle, white kid gloves … size sixes….

          
“I am not what I have to be,” declared Darien, defying time and rheumatism and all the other bogies, talking of all she would do with Nick Flower's legacy yet. A strange, rather tragic liaison that had been between Nick Flower and Darien, neither bringing anything but money and money's worth to birth, and both so proud of their bastard child. Yet Darien, at least, had helped the country, and now Rick and Annot were bearing at Lovel Hall the burden she had so reluctantly laid down.

          
A valiant soul, Darien, according to her lights, thought Tiffany, sitting on a log of the woodpile to watch a lark tossing his spray of song into the tall dazzling blue. So
              


              many valiant souls, and all fraying off at last into loose ends, out of which God must some day make the completed pattern, since certainly no one else ever could … unless (as Roddy had believed) we went on and made it elsewhere. Oh, this mysterious fragile lovely bubble called life, which one couldn't really share with another any more than one could share a bubble. Did it break when old breath ceased to fill it, or re-form in fresher gayer patterns, like the glass bits in Sophia's kaleidoscope?

          
A heartening thought, that, for some of us. But what of those of us like papa, of whom Jermyn had once quoted lines written two hundred years ago … and as true then as they always will be:

          

            
Who to the world is popularly known,


            
And dies a stranger to himself alone.
          

          
How surprised and embarrassed most of us will be when introduced by and by to those strangers who are ourselves….

          
Tiffany was glad to turn from that unprofitable stranger who would be herself to a masculine stranger alighting with dignity, though rather stiffly, from the hotel car pulling up by the back-gate, coming towards her in all the splendour of homburg hat and fashionable ulster. She got up, feeling that her plain brown dress and old brown hat pulled on anyhow were so palpably below the notice of this large elegant old gentleman that he must be coming to address the woodpile.

          
“Tihane!” he said, dropping a silver-mounted stick, holding out both brown wrinkled hands. “It is you, Tihane?”

          
“Hemi … oh, my dear….” No more words possible for Tiffany, feeling all the past rising up at her like this. Holding his hands, she bent solemnly forward, solemnly gave to Hemi the old Maori salutation of pressing noses, which she had never vouchsafed to him before.

          
Then they sat down on the woodpile, still holding
              


              hands, still smiling foolishly at each other. He looks much more Maori now that he's so brown and wrinkled, she thought. But his nose is the real royal kaka-beak. “Oh, how did you find me, Hemi? And why did you want to after all these years? Can I do anything for you, my dear? Though I fear I'm rather past doing anything for anybody.”

          
She could, he said, do much by just letting him look at her, since she was still his beautiful Tihane. And it was only when he came just now to the South that he had found her. “I have come to see the Maoris of Kaiapoi and Little River. I am in Parliament now, Tihane, and you know that the Maori ministers have to look after all the Maoris.”

          
“Parliament? How splendid, Hemi! I'm afraid I don't read the papers as I used to. Now you can fight for your own people there. And do you stun everybody with your oratory as you used to stun me in the bushgully?”

          
“I never stunned you far enough. I never had you under my mat,” he said, his dark sunken eyes on her with something of their once deep burning. Then he shook his head as though putting that away. “I am many grandfathers now, Tihane, and some of my grandsons are fighting with other Maoris in this great war in Europe … where I hope they will not shame their Begats,” said Hemi sternly.

          
“I have a grandson there too. His father lives in England. Oh, Hemi,” said Tiffany rather forlornly, “I was just nicely getting used to being old, and now you come and mix me all up.”

          
“I shall never think you old. But you were right not to come under my mat, Tihane. Always it is pain to me that I am two races. Never should pakeha and Maori mix. Te Whiti knew that.”

          
Tiffany remembered about Te Whiti, who had been the last of the real Maori troubles in the early 'eighties.
              


              A prophet, just as there would always be Maori prophets now that the big chiefs were gone. And (for the first time) a prophet who did not want to kill.

          
“A good man, Tihane. He saw true. We Maoris think he saw the Christ. And the Christ said: ‘Come ye apart, my brown men, for the ways of the pakeha are not for you.’ And you know how they were not. We could not understand. And we grew bitter … and drunken … and we despaired. There was a Sir Donald McLean in the Parliament, and he did much for the Maori. But Te Whiti did more … for he and his followers were imprisoned in their hundreds and they would not lift a hand.”

          
“I read about that. There were not enough prisons for them—just sitting down and refusing to live with the pakeha….”

          
“I was one. It was funny. The pakeha were all so puzzled. They could not believe that after all they have done for us … and it has been much, the Maori did not want to live with pakeha men. Some do … but they are not the best. But now we have got reserves, and the Maori can be Maori still, and the Urewera is Maori—though it is not much, being all cold forests and mountains. And they pay us well for the land they take. And in the Parliament I and others can do something. But nothing can give us back our warriors and our chiefs and our gods. I do not think the Maori believes in anything, now. Nor is he a proud gentleman any longer.”

          
Hemi's careful English had still the rolling Maori gutturals. When he let himself go, grew impassioned for his race, this old man, who was a Maori gentleman, would be very effective in Parliament. Tiffany cried:

          
“Oh, Hemi, I feel we should ask your pardon for so much … so much….”

          
“Well, I do not like jellies and custards at a tangi, instead of bullocks roasted whole. Nor do I like a Maori wife to paint her cheeks, instead of having her lips 
tat-
                


                tooed,” said candid Hemi. “But that is civilization, and we Maoris can be civilized when we choose.” He looked at her, half shy, half imperative. “Please take off your hat, Tihane, so I may see your hair.”

          
“It's white now,” said Tiffany, pulling off her hat.

          
“Never mind.” But he was clearly disappointed. “I shall always see it bronze, like the fern in the sun. Now we shall sing ‘Red plumes of the kaka.’”

          
“My dear, I've not a scrap of voice left.”

          
“We will sing,” said Hemi, who hadn't had hundreds of imperious Begats for nothing.

          
They tried, breaking down in laughter that was near to tears. “Red Plumes” gone, like so much else. “The Maoris sing ‘Little Brown Jug’ instead,” said Hemi, who (it seemed) must also be gone. “There is a train to catch, and a minister must visit his constituents,” said Hemi, shaking hands like an English gentleman, stepping into the motor-car, driving away with the past sixty years in his pocket.

          
Tiffany sat still on the woodpile until the sun went down behind Mesopotamia—which was what Samuel Butler had chosen to call that wild region of mountains and glaciers and gullies when he lived there. Mesopotamia would never be tame, and neither would Tiffany—though she had believed she was until Hemi came stirring up the past again.

          
So many great things she had hoped to do … and none of them done, except the ordinary female function of carrying on the race. So many years since she had read her sheaf of verses for the last time; laughed and cried over them, and burned them. Too full of ardencies and hopes and fears for a woman who—though she might have the vote—was still expected by this country to use it only for the advancement of man. Some day (Roddy had said) men and women will realize that they are the two halves of the whole and pull together, instead of against each other. But Roddy was long dead in far-away
              


              Tibet. And Jerry was dead, and Rick was Sir Roderick now….

          
So many ghosts, though Roddy had stoutly scouted ghosts. “Good Lord,” Roddy had said, his brown eyes all gay and shining, “if you imagine we're going to peter out into that kind of thing you have a big bump coming, my dear. Swarms of lives … all the little mammy's Eternities ahead of us yet,” said Roddy, prepared to march on them with his flute playing a merry music. So he would find his dear love there. And mamma would find Jermyn, coming back with eager feet from his long straying. And poor anxious Sophy would find something better than her curios—which Darien had sold for quite a sum after Sophy's death, although the money hadn't gone to missions….

          
A fine creed, Roddy's, though Tiffany wasn't always certain of it yet, what with Buddha and Osiris and the others all pointing different ways. But (said Roddy, who seemed so much nearer than dear old solid Brant, now that Tiffany was less occupied by fleshly things) they all point to the future … which is an Eternity big enough to settle our problems for us….

          
The winter sun had sunk behind the great snowy ramparts and shadows of tall trees lay across the woodpile. Tiffany tried to jump up; felt the twinges in her limbs, and laughed, going in to Darien, who would never be occupied with other than fleshly things and who was very cross with Tiffany for not bringing the gentleman in to see her.

          
“So few of them on the Plains now. All these damned little farmers crowding in with their little patches. He looked quite a beau, and it was vastly mean of you to keep him to yourself, Tiffy. Who was he?”

          
“Hemi Fleete,” said Tiffany, smiling as she put one button chrysanthemum in a vase. Hemi had taken all the rest.

          
“Fleete? Don't remember. We've had so many beaux,
              


              haven't we?” said Darien, cheering up at the memory, and battering the fire with the poker. Few things she had the strength to batter now, this old Darien … who had returned to the elegancies with a silk gown and a scarlet shawl dangling silken fringes. I've always wanted to wear scarlet, but I couldn't till my hair turned, she had once told a shocked Clara. Mind you bury me in scarlet. I've never had enough of it.

          
Prue brought Darien's egg-nog and arranged the cushions in the big chair. “If you'd had more spunk you'd not be doing this,” said Darien viciously. “Why the devil wouldn't you be a sensible girl and marry all the men I found for you?”

          
Prue stood smiling with her long lips—which were still that wonderful dark red, though her smooth hair had streaks of grey.

          
“I'd have preferred going into Parliament. But I hadn't the education or the money.”

          
“Nobody has any education now. But I'd have lent you the money. I could afford it … though we're not so rich as we were, and Rick hasn't my eye for a sheep. Of course one couldn't expect that. It is genius,” said Darien, complacently, sipping the egg-nog, while Prue returned to the kitchen and her imaginings. Open the gate wide, said Darien to St Peter. Here's a genius and I bet you don't see many. And give me a gold halo and sprinkle some star-dust on my wings. I can afford to pay for it.

          
Dear Darien. As though any of us could afford to pay for all we want.

          
“Prue always puts a little more brandy in this than you do, Tiffy,” said Darien, sipping with relish. “The only one of John's bunch with sense. Do you remember Linda and Caroline going into black when Queen Victoria died? You don't catch me doing it, I told them. She didn't know how to govern New Zealand. Your father didn't either … messing everything up. I didn't go into black when they died. And I'm to be buried in scarlet. Don't forget.”

          


          
“I won't,” promised Tiffany, smiling as Prue came in with the lamp.

          
“And you can publish my diary then. It'll tell posterity the truth. It'll tell all that women do in making a new country … though Janet is damn slow about getting her grand-daughters married. If it hadn't been for me she'd never have been married herself. How old is Sybil? Eighteen? 
Eighteen, and not married? Good God, I must see to it at one. Prue, draw me up a list of all the eligibles in the district and I'll give a party … though heaven knows men are not what they used to be. No manners now….”

          
“I think Sybil wants to go to England and study art,” said Tiffany.

          
“Bah! She don't know what's good for her. There's no art greater than knowing how to manage men … though one mustn't take them seriously. I never did, and see where I've got to. Tiffy,” cried Darien, sitting up, her eyes glowing again, “look up a date at once. My rheumatism will be all right by next month, and I bet I can dance Sir Roger with any of you. I'll give a party….”

        










Victoria University of Wellington Library




Promenade



Contents


	
Pageant

	
The World Is Yours — A Tale of the Yukon








Victoria University of Wellington Library




Promenade

Pageant





        
Pageant

        
By 
G. B. LANCASTER

        

New York Times:—“A story chock-full of incident: hold-ups, dinner parties punctuated by rifle shots, all-night fights among the hills. You have the impression that the tale is being told by a participant in the events…. A drama of life. At least a hundred people are in the show, but the most slightly sketched among them is felt to be an asset that adds to the richness of the scene. The author has had access to family memoirs and island traditions which have enabled her to resurrect the life of the pioneers with fidelity.”

        

The Observer (London):—“Long, full, rich. Assuredly should be a best-seller.”

        

Morning Post (London):—“Fine, virile, and graphic in style, spacious in atmosphere and treatment … gives us two of the most exquisite feminine portraits that I have seen for a long time…. There is not a faltering stroke.… To have read 
Pageant is to have added to that company of unincarnated friends whom we may yet meet at will … wholly masterly.”

        

The Times (London):—“Moves with unflagging zest. Every character has a separate and individual life. A fascinating record seen with the romance that always clings to a lost cause.”

        

Daily News (Perth):—“
Pageant gives me confidence to predict for it a permanent place in English as well as Australian literature. Not since 
The Fortunes of Richard Mahoney have we had an Australian novel so satisfying in treatment, so broad in outlook, or so brilliant in characterization.”
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The World Is Yours


        A Tale of the Yukon

        
By 
G. B. LANCASTER

        
The Yukon—scene of a thousand stories, and yet new and different in 
G. B. Lancaster's graphic presentation; familiar, in a sense, as the reader's own present surroundings, and yet hauntingly distant and unattainable—here is the setting of this rich new novel by the author of 
Pageant. Both Yukon and story, however, are definitely modern, of the present day. This Yukon the writer has captured in a succession of brilliantly descriptive pages.

        
The setting is at once a spectacle and a presence; it stands in the novel as a leading character. The main thread of narrative is the story of Tamsin MacDonald and Kirk Regard, young people caught up in this wild setting in life's age-old comedy-drama; the girl in the completest sense a daughter of the wild, having, indeed, a mystic attachment for its hilly silences, and yet essentially a clear-headed, vitally alive young person of to-day; the man, active, handsome, virile; one who had fought in the war and returned unmarked save for a restlessness of spirit and a lighter regard for life. The killing of a man off the tracks of the Mounted Police leaves complications that are further twisted by the possessive interference of the young people's elders. The author keeps a firm grip of her narrative. The story, with its background of majestic spectacle, unfolds in a well-sustained atmosphere of suspense, leading to a strongly presented climax.
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